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THE BUS-BOY by N·ATHAN ASCH 
THE boy was tired, and sleepy, and 

the smell of the kitchen turned his 
head each time he entered, and he 
didn't know what to do with himself, 
didn't want to keep it up, and was 
afraid to quit; he might not find an-
other place, and he was hungry. And 
sometimes he didn't give a damn what 
happened, so that he could stop for a 
minute, but didn't dare to. And he 
walked from table to table, the greasy, 
tin tray in his hands, picked up the 
dirty dishes, and the tray feeling heav-
ier and heavier carried it into the 
kitchen. 

He went on. Again he emptied the 
tray into the large hot boiler, again 
he walked out, gasped some air, went 
to the first table. A coffee cup, and 
a plate with half a cruller. Put it into 
the tray, wiped the table with a rag. 
Went on. The next table. More 
dishes. A man reading a paper, his 
head sunk in the paper, the spoon go-
ing up to his mouth, soup dripping 

he wasn't hungry. and every time he 
walked out he was. Really, he didn't 
know what it was. Maybe he was 
only sleepy. 

The hands were tired, and the 
stomach hurt, and the throat was dry, 
and the eyes wouldn't keep open. 

And when he was in the kitchen he 
said, I don't give a good God damn. 
I'm going to quit this and sleep. 

In the Park . Or maybe in Grand 
Central. 

And when he went out into the lunch 
room and saw the counter, the oranges, 
the pineapples, the crullers, buns, the 
pickles, the great sleek containers of 
boiling coffee, he didn't say anything. 
He stayed. 

There was a window. White tiles 
on white tiles. A great bouquet of 
fruit. And a notice lying face down. 
If he quit the notice would go up. 
"Bus boy wanted." And another guy 
like himself, hungry, would pass by, 

AMERICAN HEROES 
-Trouble this country they crazy about money! 
-You said it! 

"One hamburger!" 
A guy at one of the tables was 

sleepily eating an egg sandwich, the 
egg oozing between his fingers. 

The Greek at the cash counter ar-
ranged cigars. 

The boy was hungry, and tired, 
and sleepy, and he didn't give a damn. 

At two o'clock he had some food. 
At a quarter after he went back to 
work. 

He wasn't hungry any more, but 
he felt more tired than before, could 
hardly hold up the tray, couldn't walk, 
and his eyes were closing so often 
that he bumped against the tables. He 
had eaten the ham sandwiches hur-
riedly, bits of them still remained in 
his mouth, tingeing of mustard. 

People were coming in, yelling. 
Plate of beans and coffee. Egg sand-
wich and coffee. Apple pie and milk. 
~ating, leaving the dishes behind, go-
mg. 

DRAWING BY BOARDMAN ROBINSON 

-What'd I do with all 'at money? All I ast is a chanct to woik an' nuff to live on,-that's 
all I ast. 

-Absolutely. 

over the paper. Next table. Next 
table. More tables. More dishes. 
Again wiping. 

The proprietor with a gold chain on 
his belly looked at him; the look didn't 
mean anything, the proprietor looked at 
him, and he went on. Put a dish on 
the tray, threw the fork in the middle, 
and went on. 

The tray was getting heavy. He 
carried it into the kitchen, both hands 
around it, holding it, preciously, it 
might break. And he was hungry. 

Every time he went into the kitchen 

see, enter : "Want a bus boy?" 
Outside the window, night. Oppo-

site the corner fruit stand. And taxis 
were passing. Above the elevated 
rushed by. Noise. Shriek. Enough 
to drive out the hunger and the tired-
ness. 

A policeman came in, looked back 
of him, hid behind the counter and 
gulped hot coffee. 

A night taxi driver stopped his car, 
got out, entered, said hello to the 
Greek at the cash counter and ordered 
a hamburger. The counterman yelled: 

He took up a dish. In the tray. 
A fork. In the tray. A lot of dishes 
left by a party of four, who drunk and 
kissing had eaten and left. In the tray . 
And then came the rag, wiping up. 
The table became white and polished. 

Into the kitchen. The air was hot, 
greasy. Clank, clank went the dishes 
into the boiler. The red faced blond 
dishwasher looked at him. 

Again outside. Again air that was 
fresher. Again dishes. Again wiping. 
Again into the kitchen. Again out. 
Again dishes. 

He was tired, and sleepy, and his 
stomach hurt. 

For a while that night the lunch 
room was empty. The Greek sat over 
his cigar dozing, sometimes a loud 
snore escaped him, which woke him 
up, and he looked sleepily over the 
place, and then again closed his eyes. 
The counterman leaned on the milk 
container, and dropped his head. The 
red-eyed, red-skinned, blond dish-
washer lit a new cigarette and stood 
dreamily over his boiler. The place 
was quiet. From time to time the ele-
vated rumbled about. 

The boy sat at one of the rear 
tables and tried to keep awake. This 
was his first night here, and he was 
afraid if he were caught sleeping, there 
would be no second ,meal for him, and 
no dollar in the morning. And he did 
want to sleep on the next day. He 
was tired, and he wanted to. 

At four o'clock he was given a 
mop and a pail of hot water. He 
pushed all the tables against the wall, 
piled the chairs on top, swept the 
place, and then began to mop. 

It was easier to mop. It felt like 
sleep. Slowly went the mop over the 
dirty floor, leaving it clean. Slowly it 
went over the next spot. Slowly and 
sloppily. The floor was glistening after 
the mop had left it. 

He rinsed the mop in the pail and 
again set to work. He closed his eyes, 
and his hands went in a circle, and 
then opened his eyes and saw the spot 
clean, and moved forward, and again 
closed his eyes, and again his hands 
went in a circle. 

His hands he did not feel. Nor the 
mop in them. The only thing he felt 
were his eyes, opening, looking, and 
closing. It was so hard to open his 
eyes, and so easy to close them. 

He was so sleepy. The floor was 
so long. He was so sleepy. He wanted 
to quit it. He wanted to do anything. 
He wanted to sleep. 

Suddenly, his head fell on his 
shoulders, and he started. He had 
dozed off, the mop had fallen out of 
his hands. He picked it up, forced 
his eyes open. His hands moved in a 
circle. 

Then the tray. And the dishes. 
First table. Dishes in the tray. Wiped 
the table. Second table. 

The place was darker. The shadow 
of the elevated fell on the floor. The 
sun was rising somewhere. 

A chill came in each time the door 
opened. More people in the lunch 
room. The cash register rang oftener. 
The counterman yelled the order. 

The people looked sleepy. Eyes 
tired. Faces washed, sometimes 
shaven. 

A newsboy ran in, filled the place 
with a cry, ran out •gain. People 
sitting at the tables, eating, reading 
their papers. Some were looking into 
the classified columns. They tore out 
little bits of the paper and hurried out. 

The boy walked from one table to 
the other, eyes closed, and picked up 
the dishes. 

(Continued on page 27) 


