Cummins: Experts from "Life at the Station"

Excerpts from “Life at the Station”
by Samantha Cummins

I've been keeping this gold mine of fascinating stories to myself for far too long. If
you’ve ever wondered what you get when you cross a gas station with a gourmet food
store, well, you've come to the right place. Who knew offering products as varied as
diesel to Italian gelato would attract so many different kinds of people? Welcome
to America. Welcome to the melting pot. And welcome to the stories that make this
minimum wage job worthwhile. So throw on your Nike Airs and dress pants to join
me as | take you behind the scenes of seemingly well organized shelves stocked with
specialty olive oils and rum cakes. Trust me, appearances can be deceiving.

Diesel and Daiquiris?

Station Update! In just a few days, not only will we
be a gourmet food store/gas station, we will also
have a bar. Why settle for limited options when
you can have it all in one place? I wonder, does the
DD end up having to pay for gas every time? Food
for thought.

Runaway Patients

The station is conveniently located near a local
hospital. Not only do we serve the general public
with our unique varieties of goods, but once in a
while we turn into a refuge for the sick...Or may-
be just a place to escape.

Today a lady came in and asked where the bath-
room was. She wore a hospital gown with anoth-
er tied around her waist, providing the modesty
so lacking in a usual gown. Her medical bracelet
was still on her wrist. It even looked as though
she was hiding the liquids she was hooked up to
underneath her gown.

Surprisingly, this isn’t our most exciting
runaway story. One fellow got the cops involved.
It was around midnight. I was sitting with two
coworkers in the back parking lot after work
when we suddenly heard a man scream, “I'm run-
ning away from you!” We hurriedly piled into my
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Sad to say, I still to this day have no earthly idea where in our store Turkish
delight is stocked. But maybe that’s the point. Maybe after I unload all the boxes in
the back room I'll find a hidden door that will lead me to Narnia. At the very least, the
Turkish Delight brought inspiration when I needed it the most.

I'll let you know if I ever do get into Narnia. Until next time...
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