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The Custodian 

 The pulsing beat of some nameless Euro-synth-pop pounded in his ears as he made his 

way along the bland cinderblock hallway, eggshell white, with its acoustic ceiling tiles—also 

eggshell—stretching ahead of him.  The hallway screamed cheap-motel, except for the doors 

lining it at regular intervals on both sides.  Six-panel, wood-core, steel doors separated the 

hallway from whatever was beyond them.  No light came from underneath, and any sound was 

drowned out by the beat of the music in his ears. 

Reaching the end of the hall, he wrenched open a smaller door that hid a janitorial closet.  

He removed a mop and bucket, filling the latter with hot water from the basin sink. 

 The steam from the bucket started to fog his small, round-framed glasses.  Reaching up, 

he sloppily tried to clear them with a finger, but the mess on his hands only smeared the lenses. 

 Shutting the water off, he shoved the bucket back down the hallway and around the 

corner.  He didn’t even have to look at the room numbers to know where he was going, but his 

brain counted them off anyway. 

 ……12……14......16. 

 He stopped at the door and stabbed his iPod to silence the music.  As the thumping 

stopped in his ears, his fist thumped on the door.  A muted voice allowed his entry, and he 

punched at the iPod and opened the door.  The music resumed its assault on his eardrums. 

 The small, concrete room reeked of feces and urine.  The single light bulb dangling from 

the ceiling barely lit the corners of the room, even a room as small as this.  The small chair in the 

center of room was the only thing well-lit in here, and he could clearly see that he had his work 

cut out for him tonight. 
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 Two large men hoisted a black plastic bag onto their shoulders and moved past him 

through the door and down the hall.  He knew where they were going, but didn’t care.  He didn’t 

have to clean up that mess. 

 He couldn’t hear the glopping sound as the mop struck the bare concrete floor.  The hot 

water made it easier to get the blood stains up, but the stench was tremendous.  He almost 

preferred the shit and piss to the blood.  Then he looked at the bare wooden chair and its new 

brown and yellow upholstery and decided:  almost. 

 Oh, well.  He had to get this room cleaned up.  The next interview was scheduled to start 

in the morning, and the bosses liked to have a clean slate to work with. 


