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Letter To The Reader  

 

 Not many edits were really made between this version and the previous. I was going to 

expand a little on the backstory of the main character at the point where his family history is 

briefly mentioned, but I thought after I had an idea of what to do that it was information not 

particularly important to the plot, so I just left that one quick, but important detail to the reader’s 

imagination. 
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Essay 2  

 

 

 “Hey! Check on those baked potatoes, need ‘em in five minutes!” 

 Orders like that are a common occurrence around here, especially when they are directed 

at Timothy. Despite being a five star restaurant, not much sets it apart from the rest of the many 

London places except the people in the kitchen. The head chef would not hesitate to crack the 

whip if he needed to in order to get Tim and the other cooks working harder, but it was more 

stressful than anything else. Even worse for Tim, who usually was relegated to side dish and 

assistant duty instead of being able to show what he can do. How could he ever move up if he 

was denied any chance to prove himself? 

 Tim was technically part of the regular chef lineup at this restaurant, but he often desires 

to have a higher position. He knows he is capable of quality cooking, and when your adoptive 

father is a famous chef himself one can start to feel the pressure. While he enjoys cooking in 

general and finds it fun, when it comes to cooking as a profession he takes it very seriously. 

Failure is not an option.  

 After a long, snowy December commute, He was ready to put his nose to the grindstone 

yet again. Tim was expecting another day of having his talents unutilized, but things were not as 

they seemed. 

 A group of his fellow chefs were huddled in the kitchen having an intense discussion 

about something, but Tim could not make out all of it until he approached. 



 “Did you guys hear what happened to him?” 
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“I know, it’s horrible.” 

 “Is something the matter?” Tim inquired. 

 “You might say that. Big John got in a car accident on his way in, won’t be walking for a 

while. Gotta press on without him for now.” 

 Big John was the nickname for the current head chef, Johnathan Blakes. Aptly named, he 

was a pretty big guy, and boisterous too as he essentially led the charge in the kitchen, but he 

certainly knew his stuff, and wasn’t a slouch when it came to his own cooking.  

 “Is he gonna be ok?” asked Tim. 

 “Yeah, but let’s just say his legs are out of commission for the time being, plus a minor 

concussion. That’s no shape to be cooking in.” 

 One of the other cooks chimed in, “Someone’s gotta fill his shoes though, yeah?” 

 Tim thought about that last part for a second about that last part. “Someone’s gotta fill his 

shoes”. He ran through each though one step at a time, as the wheels slowly turned in his head. 

Car accident means no head chef. No head chef means an open position. An open position means 

it was time to do the best work he’s ever done, and he had to do it tonight. 

 With a goal in mind, Tim, along with everyone else, got started on all the prep work for 

that night’s dinner service. His body was functioning normally, but his mind was running ragged.  

With each chop of the vegetables, he kept thinking about every possible outcome of the evening. 

 “What if I overcook something?” 

 “What if I drop something and look like an idiot?” 

 “What if I blow the whole thing?” 
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He was so distracted by his waning confidence that he hadn’t even realized the prep work 

was more or less done. It seemed like a blur with his thought racing in such a way. 

Six o’clock rolls around, and the night begins. With no clear leadership this evening, the 

team of chefs have to work together to get things done. Everyone was keeping an eye out on 

each other’s food, and picking up the slack when needed. There was, however, a slight 

miscalculation during the service. 

“Tim, I need you to fire up another steak, medium-well. We miscounted, but you’re on 

your own. I’m busy on my end!” 

This was the chance he needed, to show what he could do. Timed perfectly, cooked to 

perfection, Tim completed the best steak of his life and brought it up to the waiter as fast as he 

could. He watched as his perfect steak was carried off, first with a smile, but quickly followed by 

doubt. Was it good enough? Was it really as flawless as it appeared when he sent it off? Tim’s 

mind was on autopilot for the remainder of the night, as it was too fixated on this one crucial 

moment. 

Upon returning for work the following day, he was told by one of the other chefs that the 

restaurant manager, Mr. Jameson, wanted to speak with him as soon as possible. Tim knew that 

this was either very good news, or very bad, so he went to Mr. Jameson’s office as quickly as he 

could. 

“You needed to speak with me sir?” uttered Tim. 

“Yeah, I needed to talk to you about something I observed during last night’s dinner 

service” 
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Tim only looked on expectantly. He was unsure how to respond. 

 “Now I know things might have been a little dicey out there without any clear 

leadership, but I caught a glimpse of your steak as I was visiting tables. I was pretty impressed. 

You can really cook, man. I’m surprised we never noticed it before” 

“Thank you sir. We were all doing our best last night” 

“So I noticed. At any rate, I’m sure you’ve noticed by now there’s a void in the head chef 

position that needs filling. And you showed what you could do more than anyone else did the 

entire night. Can you handle the kind of responsibility leading the rest of that team out there? I 

need to know I can trust the person I put in John’s place.” 

“Sir, you have no idea how long I’ve tried for a chance like this. There’s no way I’m not 

ready for this by this point.” 

Tim thought he was ready, but he had never had a job with quite the same level if 

importance and responsibility involved, and he knew that. He had no choice but to thrust himself 

headfirst into it though. This might be his only shot, and he had to take the risk. 

“Starting Monday, I want you to take charge as head chef, and keep things running 

smoothly. Don’t let me down.” 

What should have been a weekend of celebration for Tim slowly devolved into a 

weekend of stress. Tim wasn’t really sure if he actually could handle the kind of job that was 

presented to him, but he had no other option. He would quite literally be kept awake at night, 

wondering if he could do this.  



Come Monday, Tim walked into that restaurant hesitant, but still ready, to lead. The usual 

prep work was taken care of, and everyone got themselves ready for the first night with Tim in 

charge. Tim was more than ready for this, he just didn’t know it. 
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“I’ll take care of the filet, you get the rice going!” 

“I need that broccoli in ten minutes. Can you handle that?” 

“We can’t serve that. Start it again!” 

This processes repeated itself night after night, for many months. Successful dinner 

services continued so long as Tim was at the helm of the kitchen. It wasn’t until late spring that 

the restaurant received a visitor. 

“Big John! How’ve you been holding up?” 

Tim heard those words, and came out from the back room to see what the commotion 

was about. Sure enough, Big John had recovered from his injuries fully, and came back looking 

to be able to cook again. 

“I see old Jameson didn’t hesitate to replace me, eh?” 

“Something like that. I was appointed head chef shortly after your accident. We weren’t 

sure if you’d ever be back” replied Tim. 

“Well, it looks like my shoes have been filled just fine. But maybe you’ll all take me 

back in your old position, yeah? I figured having another helping hand around here couldn’t be a 

bad thing. That, and I never cared for that kind of pressure anyway.” 

“I’ll put in a good word for you to Jameson. We’ll have to see what he says after that. 

Good to have you around again though.” 



Tim shot a sly smile to John, and he returned it similarly. From then on, the two had 

essentially swapped places from where they were back in the winter, and they were both happier 

for it. The restaurant patrons might not remember this place when compared to other eateries, but  
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the people who worked here will know what went on there. It might not be said very often 

among them, but the cooks look to Tim, simply nod, and he knows why. 

 


