s you to the fudged fam

ing really getting in ou ‘ ay.
most people, I think about food ALL THE
. When it’s seven in the morning and the day
oming ahead, I'm already plotting out where
stop and pick up a latte before heading into the
fice. I eat out for lunch, because let’s be honest,
lingered in bed too long and didn't have time to
prep anything. I get off work, and yes, 'm hun-
gry again—so hungry that my plans to cook at
home turn into takeout. At eleven oclock, I've
e  got three words for you: late night munchies.
a  I'mable to make it through most nights with-
eat-  out embarking on a quest to satisfy my sweet
y our  tooth, but on bad days it’s almost necessary.

o the Lattes, takeout, and late nights trips for
d  icecream are great and all, but my team and
I found that we really did miss the kitchen.

Any person passionate about something

ow this: that even when one loves

hing, it can be hard to give it the

ime to flourish and grow. For

en up that time at the end

would put my hands

and cutting board,

[he world would

own sake,

a better




