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"So, who did you get matched with?" I asked Christina.

"A woman named Natalie," Christina replied, flipping her blonde hair. "I hope she's motivated, because restaurant work is no joke. What about you?"

"A woman named Penny," I said, smiling at the information Braelynn had sent me in the email. "She already owns her own clothing company online. She is struggling, but with a few pointers, I think I can help her."

"It sounds like you hit the jackpot," Christina replied. "I always get nervous about bringing new people into my business. Most of the time I end up working double-time to teach them how to do the work, and then when they fail, I have to fire them. I really hope this one is a good worker."

"I'm sure it will be fine," I said, looking at my best friend's face.

Christina always got worried about things before they happened. She didn't like to go into something without knowing the potential outcomes, and when situations were new, Christina's normally happy demeanor changed to that of an anxious mess.

"I sure hope so," Christina sighed, putting her laptop down on her bed. "Maybe, I need to focus on something else for a while."

"That sounds like a plan," I said, getting off my own bed and grabbing my keys. "Let's go get a coffee downtown. Maybe we can plan our afternoon there. I can check my clothing orders later tonight, and you can always call in to check on the restaurant. I think right now we need a little rest and relaxation."

"I don't know about leaving the restaurant today," Christina said. "This is one of the busiest days that we have, and if something goes wrong, I won't be there to fix it."lazy boy....

"You have employees there that know how to keep the restaurant going," I argued. "And if something goes wrong, they can call you. You can't always be at work. It isn't healthy."

"I know," Christina said apprehensively. "I just worry that they are going to do something to the restaurant that I can't fix. I know that no one working there would do anything on purpose, but some of the machinery is difficult to run. And what if they forget to turn off the grill? What if there is a fire? I just feel so tense not at least checking on them."

"Fine," I replied. "We can check on them, but that's it. You need to be able to step away. That's the point of managing something. You should be able to designate jobs to employees so they can focus on the productivity aspect, and you should be able to trust that they are doing their jobs."

"It's not that I don't trust them," Christina replied. "It's that I worry that something will go wrong."

"AKA not trusting them," I shot back. 

Charlotte sighed. She had issues with letting go of control. "Do you really think they can handle it?" She asked me.

"Yes," I said. "They are working right now. So, why do you think they always need you there?"

"I'm not always there," Christina said. "I only stop in once a day on my days off unless we are short handed or need signage put up."

"You need to stop that," I replied. "Your days off are meant for rest and relaxation. You need to learn to separate business and pleasure."

"But my business is my pleasure," Christina retorted. "You just don't understand."

I shook my head. "I understand," I said. "You need to get out and remember what normal life is like. So, get dressed. We're leaving."
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I finally got Charlotte out of the house and into the car, only to hear her vocalize her worries about her restaurant. I understood worrying about a business. I had to worry all the time. I had to worry about buying clothing material for a low price so that I could sell them at a price high enough to make my margins. I had to worry about staying on top of advertisement and staying within budget. I also had to worry that I wouldn't have enough staff power to produce the clothing that I needed. 

However, there was just a time and place to take a break, and for me, this was it. We were about to start our internship program. We had been working on developing this program for over a year, and once it started, we were going to have to work overtime. 

Braelynn, one of Christina and my friends, originally had the idea for this program. Like us, she had her own business, and she knew the struggles that came with being self-employed. One day, when we were out having lunch, Braelynn asked if Christina and I would be interested in helping her set up a business internship, geared at making it easier for women to learn the fundamental skills needed to run their own business. She said that a program like this would give these women the knowledge that we learned from our mistakes, and this would help them move up the ladder faster and be more self-sufficient.

I loved the idea. I always embraced an opportunity to empower other women. I didn't feel like there were enough businesses out there that were run by women and with the current statistics regarding the pay differential due to gender, I felt like this was a chance to make a difference. 

Christina had felt just the opposite. She was worried that it would be difficult to train an intern on how she did her job. She didn't think that anyone could keep up with her schedule or her attention to detail, and she had worried that it would be too much for an intern.

Upon voicing her concern, I explained why the program would be a good idea for her to participate in. I told her that she could teach the intern her tricks in keeping up with everything, and I advised her that if she did this, she might be able to mold this intern into an assistant manager for her restaurant, and Christina needed an assistant manager. She was going to work herself to death if she didn't get one. The employees that were currently working for Christina were good but none of them had the urge to work more hours or do the dirty work needed to keep the restaurant running. She needed someone that was willing to go the extra step to keep things running.

Personally, I was hoping to find the same thing. Most of my staff were college students that worked so they could get their internship hours in design. This allowed me to save money on hiring employees, but it also meant that there was a rapid turnover in staffing. I had been working on a budget that would allow me to pay a salary to an assistant manager. This would allow me to focus my energy more on quality and control. The only hang up at this point was that I didn't know how my intern was going to work out. This intern wouldn't be working for hours. She would start out with a paycheck, but she also would have more responsibilities than the other members of my staff. Only time would tell if it was a good use of my budget.
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"We are going to stop at your restaurant before we go anywhere," I said to Christina. "Please calm down."

"I'm calm," she said. "I'm just worried. Rita just called me and told me that we are out of tomato sauce. Do you know how many things we cook that have tomato sauce in them?"

"No, I don't," I replied. "But I'm sure there are plenty of tomatoes in the world."

"Yeah, but if I can, I like to get ones that aren't treated with pesticides," Christina retorted. "Those are healthier."

"I see," I said. I wasn't going to argue with her. There was no point. Christina was stuck in her ways.

I had known Christina since elementary school. We both grew up in San Francisco, and once we got to the age where we had to pick a college, we decided that we wanted to go to the same school. Christina liked the culinary program at the University of San Francisco, and she liked that it was close to home. I originally wanted to go out of state, but she urged me to stay in town. 

The two of us had been almost inseparable as children. We used to go to each other's houses after school. We even went to dances together when we couldn't find dates. For the most part, we knew pretty much everything about each other, but I had kept one secret from her.

Christina didn't know how I felt about her.

I had been in love
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