
“Keep the Sake Coming” - (a comedic inside look on being a Server) 
 
It’s a Friday night on 25th street.  The sidewalks are buzzing with perfectly made-up 
women, high heels and all.  The men look great too.   All the people are laughing with 
each other as they get ready to kick off the weekend.  
 
I’m in my usual black evening-wear, perfect for such a weekend celebratory occasion:  
my Danskos and my black button up that should have been washed twice this month 
already.  My socks are clean though, and I’ve got my deodorant applied.  My hair is 
pulled back into a semi-greasy ponytail and my focused/kiss-butt face is going 
STRONG.  (Twas an art to be able to combine the two faces).  
Man, people love me.  They want to see me on the weekends, they all need  me...  
 

           to serve them food.  
 
But I guess I need them too.  My left arm is feeling a bit overworked from heaving up 
tray-load after tray-load of Sapporos and hot sake to a group of lipstick gals having a 
ladies night at one of the semiprivate dining tables in the back.  With each round of beer 
I bring back, the louder and more high pitched they seem to get. And now it’s not just 
my arm feeling a bit weak, but my ears and stomach too.  I am also hoping I rang all the 
beer in correctly.  
 
The table they are at is a traditional japanese one where you take off your shoes and sit 
on pillows while your feet go into a well under the table.  It’s real cute and fun, but not 
cute and fun trying to serve people at it.  You have to be really acrobatic to conquer it, 
balancing a beastly loaded tray in one hand while climbing steps and leaning over a 
stair rail and trying to get people’s attention as you are holding out of plate of potstickers 
for someone, ANYONE, to please have mercy and grab from your other shaky had.  It’s 
usually pretty impressive if you can get through the night serving that darn table without 
spilling on anyone or pulling a muscle.  
 
The clock is wearing down and these chicks have been here for three hours.. I hope 
they don’t stay past closing.  Don’t they know I have homework to do?  Because that’s 
what cool people do on Friday nights.  
 
My name is Cassidy and this blog was one of my brief stories as a 2nd degree-pursuing 
server. 


