face in the pillow and wept broken-heartedly. “What is the
matter with me? I will do something dreadful if I am not
careful,” she thought, and turning her face to the wall, began
trying to force herself to face bravely the fact that many pecople
must live and die alone, even in Winesburg.

T H O M A S B E L L

p The Man Who Made Good in America <«

In the spring of 1910, three men were sitting in a grimy
courtyard, talking. All were Slovak steelworkers, fair, solidly-
built men in their late thirties. The oldest, Mike Dobrejcak,
was wearing slippers and a long-sleeved undershirt; he had
got out of bed only an hour or so before, and would soon be
going off to a night’s work in the blast furnaces. The others,
his brother Joe and his best friend Steve Bodnar, were clean-
faced and clean-shirted, notice to all the small world of a steel
town that they weren’t working. Times were bad not as bad
as they had been during the panic three years before, but bad
enough.

The courtyard, its paving gritty with mill dust, was closed in
by the brick row in which Mike lived, by the fire-escaped
back of a Washington Street saloon, and by the board fence
against which Bodnar had tilted his chair. Two doors down
the row several men were playing cards, their table an old
box, and at the far end of the yard, in the corner formed by
the communal outhouse and another fence, a loom had been
set up and some women were weaving carpets from old rags.

It was a fine May afternoon; the three men could feel the
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warmth of the smoke-hazed sun penetrating their clothes. The

saloon-keeper’s hired girl, who had entertained them briefly

by coming out on the fire escape above them to wash a window,

had clambered back inside, taking her ankles with her, and

now the men were talking, like a2 good many other people in

Braddock, about Andy Toth.
* * * *

On a bleak New Year’s Eve many years before, about midway
in time between the Braddock lockout with which Carnegie
began his war on the steelworkers’ union, and the Homestead
lockout with which he finished it in 1892, there had been
serious trouble at the mill gate in Braddock. The workers had
asked for New Year’s Day off and the company had refused,
whereupon the day men gathered before the gate and tried to
keep the incoming night men from going to work. Foremen
and mill cops intervened, and very shortly a small riot was
raging up and down Thirteenth Street.

When it was over there were a number of broken heads on
both sides and one man, an Irish foreman, was dead.

Andy Toth, a laborer in the blast furnaces who’d just re-
cently come to America, married and the father of two boys,
was arrested and tried for murder. He admitted participating
in the fighting but denied that he’d struck the foreman. He was
nevertheless convicted and sentenced to hang, a sentence that
was later commuted to life imprisonment. Still protesting his
innocence, he disappeared into the state penitentiary, and
after a while people stopped talking about him; and after
another while everybody except his family —and perhaps the
family of the dead foreman — had forgotten him.

Now people were talking about him again, for after all
these years it turned out that he was just as innocent as he’d
always claimed to be. It seemed that a man in the old country,
convinced he was dying, had confessed to the crime for which
another man had already spent nearly twenty years in prison.
His name was Steve Toth but he was no relation. The name
was a common one; toth was the Hungarian word for Slovak.

Contrary to his expectations, the repentant Steve Toth didn’t
die. Meanwhile, however, the village notar, perhaps wondering
if Steve Toth had been in his right mind when he told his
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fantastic story, had written to Braddock; and after a suitable
interval Andy Toth’s sons, now grown men, journeyed to
Europe.

Assured that he was safe as long as he didn’t return to
America, Steve Toth talked freely. He hadn’t meant to kill
anyone, he said. Everyone was fighting, and that he rather
than someone else had struck the fatal blow, that it had proved
fatal at all, was pure chance. He'd left Braddock at once and
returned to the old country. When he heard that the police,
to whom one immigrant laborer named Toth was apparently
as good as another, had arrested Andy Toth, he had been
afraid to reveal the truth. But he was glad, he said, to get it
off his conscience at last.

What Andy Toth’s sons felt or thought as they listened to
him was not known. They returned to Braddock laden with
affidavits and documents and set about getting their father
out of jail.

There was a picture of him in the newspapers on his release,
a stout, white-haired, dazed looking man. He carried a rosary
and he was quoted as saying that he’d always known he would
be freed some day because he had prayed every night and his
faith in God’s goodness had never wavered. Several priests took
his words, his history, for a text the following Sunday.

Andy Toth did not breathe the free air of America long;
almost as soon as it could be arranged, he went back to the old
country. His wife, who had taken in boarders to support her-
self and her family, had died while he was in prison. His sons
were American citizens with wives and American-born chil-
dren. Andy Toth went back to the old country —to die, he
said; a sentiment everyone understood and no one took
literally.

What made the First Ward gasp, however, was the report
that the steel company, in an unprecedented manifestation of
generosity and remorse, had given him a check equal to all the
wages he would have earned if he’d been working in the mill
during his long years in prison.

* *

People never get tired of talking about money.

“How much do you think he got?” Joe asked.
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“It should be easy to figure out,” Mike replied. “Fourteen
cents an hour, twelve hours a day, seven days a week.”

“For twenty years.”

“Ah.”

“That sounds like a lot of money.”

A breeze rustled the drying leaves of the Pentecostal linden
branches nailed over Mike’s doorway, as over most of the door-
ways in the row. In Twelfth Street, on the other side of the
board fence, a huckster was crying his chant of potatoes, cab-
bages and onions, and small boys with nothing better to do
were echoing him mockingly.

“You know how to figure, Mike. See what it comes to.”

Mike smiled tolerantly, not unwilling to show off his learn-
ing. “If you like.” He leaned around the corner of the doorway
and called into the kitchen where Mary was getting his supper
and packing his lunch bucket. “Marcha! See if you can find
me a pencil and paper.”

She came to the door, a small, tired women in a soiled dress,
a year-old baby in her arms. The baby was gnawing gummily
on a piece of bacon rind hung from a string around its neck.

“What do you want with pencil and paper?” she asked. Like
the men, she spoke in Slovak.

“We want to find out how much money the company gave
Andy Toth.”

“Ach, you men! You’d do better to start getting ready for
work.”

But she brought him what he wanted, a brown paper bag
and a stubby pencil.

Mike flattened the bag on his knee and wet the pencil with
his tongue. “Fourteen cents an hour, twelve hours a day.” He
put the figures down and multiplied carefully. “One dollar
and sixty-eight cents.”

“I could have told you that,” Bodnar said.

“Seven days a week —” Another pause. “It comes to eleven
dollars and seventy-six cents.”

“What about the long turn?” Joe asked. “That’s twelve
hours more every other week.”

“Yes, but how do we know the company figured in the long
turns?
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“If he’d been working he would have had to put them in, like
everybody else. And they say the company paid him just as
though he’d been working. What do think, Stefan?”

Bodnar said it sounded reasonable to him. But that, he went
on drily, made it also certain the company would think differ-
ently.

“I); you start figuring it so exactly you’ll need a better man
with figures than I,” Mike said. “What about the times they
cut wages?”’

“And don’t forget they weren’t paying any fourteen cents
an hour in those days,” Bodnar said. “I went into the mill for
seventy-five cents a day.”

“And shutdowns and layoffs,” Joe agreed, nodding. “God
knows we’ve had more than enough of those in the last twenty
years.”

Mike protested, “The more you talk the harder you make
it.”

They thought it over. One of the card players rose and
crossed the yard to the outhouse, making some remark to the
women at the loom as he passed and laughing as he shut
himself inside.

“Let’s keep it simple,” Mike said. “A straight twelve hours
a day, seven days a week, with no wage cuts or layoffs.”

Bodnar grunted. “I'd like a job in a mill like that. Where
is it?”

“In heaven, maybe,” Joe suggested.

Bodnar turned his face and spat. “Or in hell.”

“Be quiet,” Mike said, “or I'll be here all day.” He was
putting down figures again. “Fifty-two times eleven-seventy-
six —” He multiplied and added. “It comes to six hundred
eleven dollars and fifty-two cents a year,” he announced.

*“That much?”

“In twenty years it should make a nice piece of money,” Joe
observed reflectively.

“Now I know why bankers enjoy their work.” Mike was
staring at the paper. “You put down some figures, add them
up and there you are rich.”

“How much in twenty years?” Bodnar asked.
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«“One minute. It comes to —" Again Mike’s pencil moved,
while the others watched it, absorbed.

“Bohze moj’!”

«“Well? Well? Don't just sit there. Tell us.”

“As God is my judge, it comes to twelve thousand, two
hundred thirty dollars and forty cents exactly.”

They stared at him blankly.

“How much did you say?”

Mike repeated the figure.

“Twelve thousand!”

Mike nodded. “In one piece, cash money.”

“Jezis! Twelve thousand dollars!”

“I don’t believe it.”

“There are the figures.”

The immensity of the sum overwhelmed them. Speechless
they stared at the paper on Mike’s knee.

“Good God!” Bodnar exclaimed. “When I heard they were
giving him some money I wished him joy of it. I didn’t think
much about it. I supposed it would come to a few hundred
dollars more or less, little enough for what he suffered. But
twelve thousand dollars!”

“It’s a lot of money,” Mike admitted.

“It’s a fortune! And for what?” ,

Mike glanced at his friend. “Do you begrudge him the
money?”

Bodnar stared at the paper on Mike’s knee and then struck
a match and re-lit his pipe, emotion making him suck on it
with loud, smacking noises. “If I do, then may God forgive
me. But what I'm thinking is that I was working in the mill
when they took him off to jail, and so were you for that matter,
and we're working still. And do we have any twelve thousand
dollars to show for it? Twelve thousand dollars? Twelve thou-
sand turds!”

“We didn’t sit in jail for twenty years.”

“Devil take me if I wouldn’t be glad to sit in the strongest
jail they have for that kind of money!”

“Twenty years in jail is a long time, Stefan.”

“Twenty years in that God-damned mill is a long time too,
my friend!”
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“Yes. Yes, it is.”

“And what have we to show for it? Who's the better off
today? Look at us!” He gestured abruptly, taking in them-
selves, the mean yard, the card player reappearing in the door
of the outhouse, sliding his thumbs up and down under his
suspenders. “I ask you, who's the better off? Toth, gone back
to the old country with a fortune in his pocket and the rest
of his life to do as he likes—or we, breaking our backs in the
blast furnaces to keep body and soul together?”

Mike didn’t reply. Joe shrugged slightly, one hand holding
his pipe near his mouth, the other cupping an elbow.

“I tell you, Mike, it starts a man thinking.”

“Yes.”

Mary called, “Mihal, it’s getting latel”

In some upstairs bedroom a melancholy boarder, far from
home, was hunched over an accordion and singing about a
girl whose lover from over the wooded mountains never came
to see her anymore, though once they had made love every
hour, every minute, every day of the week jncluding Satur-
day: “Za hory, lesy, Ma mila kde si . . .” The mills and blast
furnaces were a low rumble on the other side of the house-
tops, and of his song.

“Mihall”

After a while he got slowly to his feet. “Toth could make
a pretty good speech when he gets back to his village,” he said.

Bodnar grunted, still seething. Joe looked up at his brother.
“A speech?”

Mike nodded, and a far-away look came into his eyes and
his voice took on the formal tone appropriate to oratory.

“I was thinking he could stand up before the people who
had gathered to welcome him home and he could say to them,
‘My friends, in my youth I went to America to make my for-
tune, as the saying is. I dreamt of some day returning here
rich and famous. Money in my pocket, maybe even my picture
in the papers. You all know what thoughts will come into a
young man’s head when he is going to America. So off I went
and now I've come back, and here I am. Rich and famous.”

Mike stood above them for a moment, a faint, twisted smile
on his lips. “Rich and famous,” he repeated quietly.
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Then he shook his head, as a man will when he finds some-
thing too much for him, and went inside to get ready for work.

PHILLILIP B ONOSKY

p The Experts «

They saw the turn-foreman beckoning them and Jurgis and
Bela came over.

“This is your new pusher,” he said to them when they ar-
rived. They took a look at their new pusher. He was young,
about thirty; in the pocket of his khaki shirt he had a note-
book and a yellow pencil. He had on high-top laced boots, the
kind hunters and surveyors wear.

“His name is Bill Ryan.”

They nodded at him but said nothing.

“Well,” the foreman said, looking at his watch. “I'm due
at the super’s office. That stuff got to be out of here by eleven,”
he said to the pusher. Ryan nodded it would be out!

The foreman hesitated. “These two guys are experts,” he
said. “Jurgis has worked in the shipping department thirty-two
years. He knows where every grain of dust is. Bela’s been here
since he come over from the old country. He knows the yard
in his sleep.” )

“Fine,” Ryan said. He looked at the two of them nodding
his head; looked at their legs, their arms, into their eyes. They
looked back with the perpetual greenhorn smile on their faces;
the smile that had been glued there from the moment they left
ship decades ago and found themselves in a land of strangers.

“Well, I gotta go,” the foreman said.
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