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Bitter Taste of Copper 

 Did all my years in high school lead me to this moment of working in a fast food restaurant? I think as I 

put on my Burger Queen uniform and go to the cash register.  

 

“Welcome to Burger Queen. What would you like to order?” I ask this middle-age woman who’s 

probably ordering this for her children.  

 

“two small burgers, four fries, two chicken wraps and four Cokes. Make it quick, I have places to be.” 

The woman answers quite aggressively and demanding  

 

I nod and ask, “Anything else?” as I type in the order on my screen and force my smile. She ignores my 

question and pays. I guess we all have our bad days, at least she paid. I say to myself trying to look on 

the bright side. I send the order to the cooks and mentally prepare myself for the next customer.  

 

The next person that comes in looks about eighteen and is flooding with pride.  

 

“Welcome to Burger Queen. What would you like to order?” I ask him when he gets to my register.  

 

“Oh what’s up beautiful, are you on the menu cause I want you.” He says with such confidence that he 

thinks I’ll give into this dumb proposal.  
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“…What would you like to order?” I begrudgingly ask again in hope that he answers properly this time.  

 

“You rancid witch! Guys like me try so hard but you girls just don’t budge do you? Fine, give me one big 

burger and an iced tea.” He firmly answers and pays.  

 

Do people these days have no empathy? Just because you have confidence that doesn’t mean 

everything will just go your way. I thought to myself starting to get irritated.  

 

The next customer who came in was a shy girl, she couldn’t have been more than sixteen years old. 

Maybe this interaction will go better.  

 

“Welcome to Burger Queen. What would you like to order?” I ask this quiet, petite girl.  

 

“H-hello… a chicken wrap please.” She says and places some cash onto the counter.  

 

My stomach starts to hurt a bit. This girl reminds me of… me. I remember I was like that once, I never 

really stood up for myself. It’s not like now though I’m any better. I still let people push me around. I 

guess I’ve changed a bit now. I didn’t accept that guy's compliment when I knew he probably only liked 

me for my looks. Why are guys like that? Why can’t they just learn how to love me, not just my looks?  
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“E-excuse me… Eva?” The small girl said to bring me back to what I was doing.  

 

“How do you know my name?” I questioned her since I didn’t even know her, so how could she 

recognize me?  

“It’s on y-your name tag. I paid already… I’m gonna leave.” She says before walking off.  

 

It’s crazy to think about the effect strangers have on each other. That girl left a pit in my stomach and 

opened my wounds and just… left. I wonder if I could ever have that effect on others. Hopefully not.  

 

The next people to walk in are a couple. They both look about the same age as me, 19 years old. They 

will probably be better. No guy wants to show his real personality in front of someone they love.  

 

“Welcome to Burger Queen. What would you like to order?” I ask the lady he’s with but the guy replies 

instead.  

 

“We’ll have two medium burgers, one drink with two straws and…” he turns towards the girl who’s most 

likely his girlfriend. “...Do you want anything baby?” He asks. “Oh and two small fries.” She replies. “two 

small fries.” He repeats like I didn’t just hear the same thing from the girl.  
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I don’t know if this makes me a bad person but I hate couples. You’re telling me someone can find 

someone else perfect in their entirety and love them. Yeah, and I’m a millionaire. I think to myself while 

putting in their order.  

 

The two of them are staring at each other, with longing eyes. But I interrupted them before they could 

kiss.  

 

“You can pay now.” I say, keeping my customer service smile bright. They pay and leave, my shift ends 

soon. I hope this last customer won’t be horrible.  

 

The last person to walk in is a male who looks like he’s in his mid twenties.  

 

“Welcome to Burger Queen. What would you like to order?” I ask the customer, being rather tired 

considering it’s pretty late now.  

 

“Get me some ice cream.” He says rudely.  

 

“Sorry but we don’t have any. Do you want anything else?” I try not to lose my patience.  

“Ugh, just get me a slushy or coffee” The man started getting more irritable and mad.  
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“Sir. Please read our menu since we do not serve any of those options.” I continue to stay calm though 

my patience is hanging by a thread.  

 

“Are you useless or something? Can’t you do anything right?” He doesn’t care to look at the menu and 

starts to name more random food.  

 

“Get me pasta. Or are you so useless you can’t even make that?” He says in a condescending tone.  

 

“Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to leave. We clearly don’t have any of the things you're asking for so 

it’s best if you go someplace else.” I say to him wishing that he’ll leave now so I can go home and take a 

nap.  

 

“Oh so you want to talk back now. Go die. You know what I’ll kill you. I’ll find where you live and kill you. 

Watch your back.” He threatened me.  

 

What?! No way this man just threatened me over food. This guy has to be insane. Whatever, I'll just 

clock out now. I think to myself.  

 

I tell my coworkers that I’m leaving and then I drive home to my cozy bed. I change out of my uniform 

and into my pajamas then I go to bed. Although moments before I drift off into sleep, my stomach 
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growls. I haven’t eaten lunch or dinner, so I lazily get up from my bed and go to my kitchen. I put some 

bread into my toaster and wait for it to be done.   

 

Suddenly, I hear a loud crash, like a window has been broken. My window has been broken. Then I see 

it, I see the man from earlier inside my house with a knife.  

 

“What the hell!” I yell at him loudly. I then quickly try to get something- no anything to defend myself!  

 

It was too late. I didn’t feel the pain of the knife instantly. It was cold- freezing, my blood gushed out of 

my stomach and I tried to hold the wound to stop the bleeding. I had the taste of copper in my mouth. 

Was this really how I was going to die? Over some hangry guy who wanted ice cream. No this can’t be it. 

I haven’t truly lived, I still have so many things to experience.  

 

As if it was a dream I came back moments before my death. I dropped the bread into the toaster before 

realizing I had come back. I looked down at where I had been stabbed and realized there was no knife in 

my stomach. But like I jinxed it or something I heard the crash again.  

 

My phone was too far away from me so I wouldn’t dare try to run to it. So I just run, I don’t know where 

all I know is that I can’t be close to this guy.  
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Throughout my life I’ve never been fast nor athletic. I regret being glued to my book. I regret not trying 

to make friends. I wish I had put myself out there. Maybe if I had gotten a boyfriend he could’ve 

protected me right now. God please don’t let me die. I still have my whole life ahead of me, so don’t let 

me die before I even start my life.  

 

There it happened again the same coldness in my stomach and the copper taste in my mouth. It 

happened again, my bread in my toaster and the glass crashing again. Is there truly no way out of this? 

No there has to be. Please God help me out of this. I’ll get a better job. I’ll start eating healthier. I’ll make 

more friends. I will finally stand up to others. I will make my life better! So please, please let me live!  

 

I felt it again. I didn’t try to run this time or prevent it. If I survive this stab, God wants me to live and 

change my life. If I die here, I’ll just be another girl in the news who should’ve locked her door.  

 

Blood dripped onto my socks and the copper taste came back again. This time I knew I wouldn’t go back. 

I’ll leave it to fate. 


