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A classic rock station hums above the chatter, playing (the likes of) Fleetwood Mac and Boston. The waiting 
area, comprised of a line of chairs with the Mizzou logo painted on the seat, is packed, parties are divided up 
to sit down while they wait 10 or 15 minutes to be seated for this Saturday morning breakfast. Many of the 
guests are young (obviously hung over from drinking the night before) and they’ve come to Waffle House for 
some delicious greasy breakfast. Among the college kids, Columbia locals enjoy their breakfasts and offer 
sympathetic smiles to the young adults with heads hung low behind sunglasses. Others are Columbia locals on 
their normal Saturday morning routine. 

At the counter, underneath the lights decorated with Mizzou themed ribbons, smaller parties, two or three 
in a group, sit together. At the very end of the counter is the only college-aged young woman who put some 
effort into her ensemble this morning. She sits next to her mother, texting or facebooking as her mother chats 
into her ear. This young girl, surrounded by her peers in sweats, messy buns and no make-up, is wearing 
a fashionable sheer white top with beige trim, her hair sprayed into place and impeccably made-up. She 
provides a clear contrast from her peers who have just woken up at 11 a.m. and dragged themselves into the 
Waffle House. 

In a booth with two extra chairs on the end, a group of young men get up from their meal leaving the table 
cluttered with more glasses and plates than people seated there. One young man had worn his sunglasses the 
entire meal. The party speaks in a hush as they plan to meet one another again later, perhaps to build another 
hangover. 

In another booth a heavyset, middle-aged woman in a pink top, obviously stuck in the eighties and still 
sporting very big hair. After she and her husband get up to check out, the hostess quickly wipes down the 
booth and fills it with another group of young people. A few seats down shortly after, another couple, probably 
in their late 50’s, stands up from their seats at the counter. While her husband retrieves the car, she gets in line 
to check out. She smiles and, in the sweetest voice, asks a young man if he was in line in front of her. She 
gently squeezes past him, ensuring she isn’t bumping anyone sitting in the waiting area behind her and she 
takes her spot behind the young man. 

Among the bustle of the wait staff shouting orders to cooks, the sizzle of eggs on the grill and the chime of 
the cash register, patrons at Waffle House on Saturday morning blend peacefully together over a shared love 
for cheap waffles and coffee.   


