
About “The Crush,” in which true love  
thrives and then dies on a school bus 

By Bob Ingraham, AKA “Jimmy” 

My short story, “The Crush,” follows this introduction. 

Following our marriage on December 27, 1966 and a brief honeymoon in 
Denver, Susan and I moved into our apartment in Kansas City, where 
she was teaching, and I enrolled in pre-journalism courses at the Kansas 
City campus of the University of Missouri. “The Crush” resulted from an 
assignment in the creative writing course I enrolled in, and it was 
selected for inclusion in a new student publication, curiously titled 
Number One. 

“The Crush” is based on an incident that occurred on the school bus that I 
regularly rode between my home, in the tiny village of Arenas Valley, New 
Mexico, and school in Silver City, six miles to the west. It was a trip I took 
twice a day from 1949, when my family moved from New York to Arenas 
Valley, until 1957, when we moved into Silver City.  

If memory serves, we kids had the same bus driver, “Chink” Tony, all of that 
time. Chink was not Chinese, although he did seem to have a slight “Oriental 
slant” to his eyes. In any event, we called him Chink because everyone else 
did. If his name had been Joe or Juan, we would have called him Joe or Juan. 
He was a quiet man, obviously more sedentary than active — evidence of a 
fondness for mashed potatoes and gravy? — given more to amusement than 
to laughter,  but capable of an effective growl now and then.  

Chink drove a taut school bus but was a patient realist. He knew that kids 
could be noisy, rowdy, and sometimes unruly. He cautioned us not to move 
about the bus too much, and to keep our talk and our laughter below levels 
that might burst human eardrums. But he simply didn’t abide fights or 
rudeness. Once one of my classmates decided to test Chink’s patience with 
one misbehaviour or another. Chink warned him to behave himself. The 



boy ignored him. There was no second warning: Chink pulled the bus to the 
side of the road, stopped, opened the door, escorted the boy off the bus 
none too gently, and left him standing in the dust on the verge. We were at 
least a mile from our bus stop in Arenas Valley. 

School buses were no more safe then than they are now, but I think people 
didn’t worry much about that. Chink didn’t. Once I asked him if I could sit 
on the steps by the door of the bus. I just wanted to see what the road 
looked like through the windows in the door. “Sure,” he said. So I did, and I 
saw a lot of asphalt rushing past at what seemed like high speed. Very 
exciting. I enjoyed being the “doorman” at each stop. Chink even let me 
open and close the door. 

Although elementary schools and high schools were separate institutions, 
our school bus was a “full service” vehicles, and we passengers ranged from 
first grade students to high school seniors. At the time of the events 
outlined in the The Crush occurred, when I was probably in sixth grade, I 
had eyes for just one of those students. Her name was Eileen Turner. She 
was about five years older than me, which means that she would probably 
have been a high school junior. But what does age have to do with love?  

The narrative of The Crush departs from reality in some details, as fiction 
will inevitably do. While Chink remains Chink, Eileen Turner evolves to 
become Gloria Jarvis. I am no longer Robert, but Jimmy. Eileen/Gloria 
didn’t live in Arenas Valley, but in nearby Fort Bayard, and I never rode my 
bike past her house. In the story, Eileen/Gloria and her friends threaten to 
carry me off the bus, while in reality they threatened not to let me off at my 
stop so I would have to ride another three miles to Fort Bayard. I supposed, 
in amused retrospect, that were threatening to kidnap me! If they 
succeeded, I had no idea how I would get home except by walking three 
miles, and I would have to explain why that happened, which I decidedly 
did not wish to do. 

Other factual elements in the story include those sugar cookies, although it 
was more often my grandmother than my mother who baked them. There 
was a cottonwood tree in my life; I often climbed it with Ernest, my best 



friend, who becomes Jack in the story. And I really did portray Leonardo 
Da Vinci in a school presentation, very convincingly if I do say so myself.  

I did once join Eileen and her father, a forest ranger, and my older sister, 
Helen, who was Eileen’s friend, for a long drive in a pickup truck through a 
wilderness area of the Gila National Forest. But if Eileen/Gloria had lived 
in Arenas Valley, I certainly would have ridden my bike past her house as 
often as possible. At least until the events on the bus, after which I never 
have wanted to see her again!  

In broad strokes, the events on the bus as outlined in The Crush really did 
happen, although the dialogue is mostly made up, except for my final, 
embarrassing words to Eileen/Gloria, who really did entrap me and  then 
released me at her pleasure, not mine, just in time for me to get off the bus, 
as fast as I could, at my stop and not at Fort Bayard! 
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