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PRAYER OF THE WAFFLE HOUSE FAITHFUL 

 

 

 I believe in the Church of Waffle House. 

 My communion tastes best with margarine and maple syrup. At my church, you 

have to put 25 cents in the jukebox if you want to hear Creedence sing a "hymn." I 

believe in doors with locks that are never needed nor used. I believe in hash browns 

scattered, smothered and covered. I believe a never-ending cup of coffee should cost 99 

cents. I believe in the use of so much grease on food that it will occasionally make you 

sick. I believe in being able to sit and listen to a panicked waitress talk on the phone 

about someone in her family having "parole trouble" and wondering how she's going to 

make this month's payment on the double-wide. I believe in getting scared, making eye 

contact in the dark hours of morning with someone who looks like a Hell's Angel but 

seems to be enjoying his grits. I believe that my friends and I will always, no matter how 
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old we are, be able to go into a Waffle House and reflect on our shared history while 

looking at the shiny gloss of one of the not-quite-plastic, not-quite-wood tabletops. I 

believe that a town in Georgia hasn't truly "succeeded" until it has a Waffle House on 

both sides of its interstate overpass. The best drag queen I've EVER seen was dressed as 

my kind of saint - a Waffle House waitress, a lipstick-stained Marlboro dangling from her 

mouth and a freshly-brewed pot of decaf attached permanently to her left hand. 

 Waffle House is my past. Waffle House is my present. And, though I hate to 

admit this, I will always carry some part of Waffle House with me forever into my future, 

wherever that may be. 

 The reason I mention this, what the restaurant means to me, is because I wasn't 

aware of the lengths I was willing to defend my belief, my faith in the notion of all things 

Waffle House until last night. 

 Last night, I did all that I could to save Waffle House after witnessing first-hand 

some actions that could've shaken me to my very core. 

 I walked into the Buford location on Highway 20, the one right in front of the 

Wal-mart Supercenter, at 11:30 p.m. There were two people on staff, a shy, young cook 

named Jonathan and a frazzled waitress name-tagged Baby T. Two older customers, a 

man and woman who also apparently worship at the altar of Bert's Chili after midnight, 

were at the counter when I walked in. Seeing Baby T on the phone, the woman customer, 

who told me her name was Kathryn, sat me down and got me a knife and fork. 

 Though Kathryn tried her best to seem professional while taking my order and 

getting me orange juice, she didn't have a yellow nametag, a striped-shirt or that brown 

hair kerchief thing they always wear.  
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 I ordered my bacon, egg and cheese sandwich, only to realize that I meant to 

order a sausage, egg and cheese, and, when I corrected it, Kathryn looked at me as though 

I'd just committed a sin. I apologized profusely, but Kathryn had stopped listening to me 

because Baby T, the actual waitress, was audibly upset, shouting into the phone. 

Overhearing Baby T’s account of what had just happened, I could understand why. 

 Baby T had actually been my delightful and upbeat waitress at 7 that very 

morning, during my first trip to Waffle House that day. Though I'd gone on from there, 

been home and a million other places, she hadn't left the joint. The happy braids that 

she'd sported that morning were no longer happy around midnight. Half of them had 

come undone and frayed under her hair kerchief. Baby T was sad, tired and mad. Staring 

at her and at Kathryn the customer meekly, Jonathan the Cook seemed a little nervous. 

 The store manager wasn't returning Baby T's phone calls. The waitress who was 

supposed to relieve her found out that the store manager hadn't put in her time-clock 

codes before leaving on his vacation, so that waitress walked out, Baby T said. Jonathan 

had just started the previous week, so he wouldn't be able to handle all the aspects of the 

third shift himself. 

 Baby T couldn't find anyone to help her. None of the staff wanted to come in at 

midnight on such short notice. Someone named Kiarra had school the next morning. 

Someone else had a job interview. The district manager that she called didn't know what 

to do, either. 

 "This is not my problem," Baby T said. "You're the manager! I'M NOT EVEN 

ON THE CLOCK! This is not my problem, so you need to get your ass down here 

because I'm leaving ... Look, no, I made plans. THIS IS NOT MY PROBLEM. What am 
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I supposed to do with the fact that my momma don't have her housekeys, then, huh? How 

she gonna get in our house??? What she supposed to do? Wait?" 

 Baby T said she was 15 minutes away from walking out. She said her cash drawer 

was low on one-dollar bills and that soon the situation would be dire, more than she could 

handle. Jonathan pretty much said he'd follow Baby T out the door if she abandoned him, 

even if it meant they wouldn't be able to secure the register or completely lock the doors. 

 "Ain't no way I'm damn doin' a damn thing," Jonathan grumbled. "I barely know 

how to work the grill." 

 Kathryn the customer, apparently a Waffle House veteran, said she could help out 

if the general manager of Waffle House gave his OK. But, past midnight, that bastard 

wasn't answering his phone. 

 I ordered another sandwich as the drama unfolded, and they looked at me like I 

was some kind of smartass. 

 "Can you call the staff of another Waffle House and get them to send someone 

over?" I asked. There are two other Waffle Houses within a mile of ours. And I knew 

that, if the restaurant closed, it would likely cost Jonathan and Baby T their jobs. 

 "We don't have their phone numbers," Jonathan said. "And the damn phone book 

is locked up in the damn office." 

 Jonathan eyed the door. Baby T walked into the back room, redialing numbers in 

her cell phone. Though the problem was still unsolved, Kathryn the customer and her 

husband jumped into their pick-up and drove off. 

 I couldn't take this. That Waffle House was going to remained manned - even if I 

had to go so far as to make a patty melt at 4 in the morning myself, though I hoped it 
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wouldn't come to that. 

 I mean, if a Waffle House can close, then human civilization might as well just 

call it a day. I've lived through cultural phenomena like Superman dying, Batman 

growing old, John Travolta and Richard Gere making three career comebacks and the 

return of bell-bottoms. Are there no rules anymore? 

 "Stay here," I told Jonathan with passion in my voice. "No matter what happens, I 

want you to stay here." 

 Jonathan looked at me like I was a psychopath, not a Good Samaritan. 

 "Sure," Jonathan said. 

 I sped in my car to the next Waffle House, three minutes away. 

 Jumping out and running inside, I saw a waiter named Rob who actually 

remembered me from my last trip there weeks before. 

 I told him the situation. He told me that the Waffle House on Highway 20, though 

three minutes away, was actually in a different district from his. I pestered him a bit 

more, conveying in horror that a customer had actually taken my order. 

 Apparently, Rob is also one of the Waffle House faithful, and he was shocked. I 

actually thought he was going to phone the red-alert number to the Waffle House Home 

Office in Norcross, but he didn't. 

 He jumped on the phone, calling the Waffle House on the other side of the 

troubled one. They couldn't send a staff member. He got the phone number for the same 

district manager who was avoiding Baby T and, while I stood there, left an angry 

message. 

 Rob said that was all he could do. But I didn't believe him. 



 6 

 "It's complicated," Rob told me. "You have to switch out the drawers. I can't be 

on the same one as someone else. If a drawer is short for the night, they write you up, and 

one of us would have to pay for it." 

 I still didn't believe him. My eyes glared at him, trying to communicate to him the 

sight of the aged Kathryn taking my order without wearing a hairnet over her blonde-

with-black-root hairdo. 

 "They'll leave it," I pleaded on behalf of the abandoned workers. "They don't 

understand. They're young. They'll leave it. And I don't want anyone to lose their jobs." 

 I know the employee turn-over at Waffle House is massive. It takes someone with 

strong wills to do that sort of work for any longer than three months without a piece of 

their soul folding like two eggs over-easy. Keeping that Waffle House open was 

important to me for reasons beyond the jobs of Baby T and Jonathan. 

 I wasn't giving up, and I wasn't letting Rob give up either. I told him that we had a 

similar situation with the registers at my bookstore. 

 "You work at a bookstore?" he asked intently. "Which one?” 

 "Barnes & Noble." 

 Rob’s eyes brightened. 

 "I need me one of them HARRY POTTER books," he told me. "I ain't payin' no 

$30 for it, neither." 

 "I can get you 40 percent off," I told him, thinking about all the discounts I could 

apply. "We've got it on sale regularly for 30 percent, but I can help you out with HARRY 

POTTER if you need." 
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 I looked at Rob intently, a silent contract passing between the two of us. He wrote 

his full name and phone number on a napkin for me, getting me to assure he'd have a 

book on hold. 

 "Thanks for your help," I told him, about to exit through the PUSH door. 

 And he stopped me. 

 "You know, I could call around some of my staff," Rob nodded at me. "I can help 

them out." 

 He pulled out a phone list and jumped into action. Feeling proud of myself and 

secure in my faith, I headed home. Unable to sleep even hours later, though, I jumped 

back into my car and drove past the endangered Waffle House for a look. 

 Customers were having coffee. Gaining some faith, Jonathan was at the grill. A 

waitress, wearing the hair kerchief, was scribbling incoherent orders onto her yellow pad. 

 I don't know if I played a role, but I'd like to think I did. 

 My vision of God is distinctly Southern, open 24-hours-a-day, and likes his hash 

browns all-the-way. 


