Archie was wiping his brow. He had just scrubbed the floor on his hands and knees. He sure was feeling his age of 32.  The party last night was something else.  He was happy, though. Last night was the best sales this bar had experienced in the two years he had been running the business.
“Charlie was going to be happy about that”, Archie said to himself.
Thinking he deserved a break, he had ben working for two hours and it is 9:30am, so why not, I am the boss!!!  He lit a cigar, poured himself a morning brew, and sat down at the side table, looking out at the train yard.  There were five sets of tracks just outside the window. The bar was located just at the railroad crossing that led to Whiting Park. Boy, Emil was right, mused Archie. This is a great location.
When the Republicans won the mayor’s office, two years ago, Emil had the good sense to apply for the liquor license for this run-down shack of a bar. Charlie, the oldest brother, was the funding agent for this establishment. His position and good name at the Bank of Whiting allowed for the approval of the business loan to buy the license and the bar itself. Louie, Wendell, Emil and Joe were in favor of this buy. Louie, because of his business with Stillwell and O’drobinak Furniture store, Louie was able to get a big break for advertising the bar. Charlie was also instrumental in establishing the furniture store.  Charlie always looked after his younger brothers.
The six brothers were always angling to run businesses in the Whiting area. It was pre-World War II. The brothers O’Drobinak ran the concession at the beach across from Whiting Park. That concession is still in operation , but the brothers no longer held control. When the war came. The O’Drobinak boys volunteered to fight the war. Emil went into the Army, serving in the South Pacific. He contracted malaria, which bothered still.  Louie left his pre-med studies at I.U(Indiana University) to volunteer in the Navy, serving as a medical corpsman. Joe served in an Army engineering unit. He saw serious action in Germany that to this day affected him emotionally. Wendell, the youngest,  graduated in 1944 and quickly enlisted in the Navy. Since the war, each brother looked out for one another. That was a trait Archie was  proud.
Archie was pondering, where the heck is that Dee Dee. She promised to help clean up the place. Sure enough, it was almost like magic, Dee Dee opened the front door.
Hey, Unc, sorry I am a little late. I was out with friends last night, slow to get star ...” 
“I just finished scrubbing’ the floor”, grumped Archie. He very seldom had a bad word for anybody. That is the reason Louie thought he would be a great bartender/Manager. Joe and the other brothers agreed when they voted on it years back. You see, Charlie wanted the brothers to be together on these projects. Charlie was just beginning to realize a dream he had of his brothers controlling   a major portion of Whiting business. The bar and Louie’s furniture store were a good start.
“That’s alright, Dee Dee, “, although Archie never really let his feelings out. He was unhappy with Dee Dee this morning.  But she was such a hard worker, and since she was spending her summer vacation here in Whiting from Wisconsin, he thought the better of reprimanding her.
“Start in the kitchen with last night’s dishes”. The kitchen, Ha, Archie smirked. It was a little four by five section in the back of the bar with a sink, A garbage pail and a small cupboard, but Dee Dee didn’t mind. It had a radio, she could wash dishes and listen to WLS. What more could a 16 year old girl from Kenosha want?
With his break time over. It was 10:00 am. In another hour, the lunch crowd would start arriving. He would have Dee start the sausages and bake some bread before they arrived. He would  go to the bar, the bar which meant the world to him. I mean the actual bar 14 feet long with enough for 8 bar stools. He would spend the next hour polishing and waxing its surface. Dee Dee would always wonder why he spent so much care on this old antique, because it was so old. At 16, dee Dee thought everyone was so old!  Archie did not mind. He would apply the wood soap every morning, scrubbing it with a soft sponge. He would then apply 2 coats of light wax once the bar had dried. This was Archie’s glory. No one would ever know the story of this bar furniture as well as Archie would. He would take this story to his grave. But I will tell you of it is truly magical effect it had on him…
“Artur, please come up here, have some coffee with me”, Ludmilla in the next two hours would change the course of Arthur’s life. Archie was in the “pit” feeding and tending to Grandma’s flock of Turkeys and various other animals she kept in a small pen outside, below the kitchen where she kept an eye on them for years. He always came by twice a week to help his mother out. She was pushing past 69 and the chores around this rambling house were getting too much.  This sainted woman birthed 12 children, watched three die prematurely. Ludmilla Hanulak(her maiden name) married Karol O’Drobinak, 11 years her senior. The Czajks lived downstairs at this time in the summer of 1953. He knew Ma needed help, the Czajk’s did their best, but Tess had her hands full with four young children living downstairs in the renovated basement. Tess’s kids ranged from 2 to 12. When Karol had passed, Ludmilla, in 1945 decided to renovate the basement, which served as the bedrooms for her 10 children over the years. It was a clapboard structure. The house sat on wooden stilts with a sandy floor. It was hot in the summer and very cold in the winter. Without the old coal stove there, it would have been impossible to survive there during the cold Whiting winters. But here is where her children slept and grew from 1910 through the 30s.  It was also the place where Grandma Ludmilla would hide the “moonshine” she brewed during the days of Prohibition. She burrowed deep inside the sandy front of the lower clapboard rooms, storing the “booze” she made so the revenue agents would never find it. Grandma and Grandpa liked their hooch! It is an axiom of the O’Drobinak family  that you either loved to drink or loved to gamble or loved to dance. Many of the family  did them all. This family loved the life in America. Tess remembered the times when Karol would come and stoke the coal furnace before they went to bed and, in the morning, before they were up and before he went to work.  He would turn the gas lamps off at night and be the first to turn them on in the morning before he went to work.  He was such a complicated, curious man, but, my Mom had a special affinity towards her father. A feeling not shared by all her siblings.
Archie (his actual name was Artur) bounded up the stairs. At 28 he could do that easily to the second floor. “Yeah, Ma(remember, Grandma never spoke English, so these conversations were in her native Slovak tongue), what do you want?” 
“Sit down, Artur, have a cup of coffee, you are working to hard” She was proud of all of her boys who were always there when she needed anything. They all regarded her as a saint, as her life seemed to evidence. The girls were just as solicitous in their way, helping her with cooking and cleaning. But, the boys could do the heavier tasks that an old house and old bones could not handle.
“Artur, I want to tell you something. I want you to know somethings that I think our family should know”. She was suddenly pensive.
“Ma. What’s wrong?”
“Oh nothing, but I want to share  a little of my life with you”, she poured him a cup of coffee and sat across from him. For the next three hours, she would change his life forever, for this is what she shared…

“I know you children thought your father was mean. I know, your father was especially tough on you. But you do not know his story. I will tell, you may change your mind when you know the truth of Karol O’Drobinak” Ludmilla peered sharply into Artur’s eyes.
She proceeded to share with Artur  this story.
She was a simple farm girl, born into a family of farmers that for centuries raised sheep and sold the wool as a sideline at their farm.. She had always seemed good natured and kind. To her dying day, Gandma Lud would make food and pass it out to the hoboes who walked the tracks and boxcars that were next to her house on Center Street. Her mother thought it was because she was born on Christmas Day, the Lord’s birthday. This was always a good sign, especially to poor, Catholic family in 1883, in Slovakia. She wasn’t a beautiful girl, but she had a serene, almost angelic nature.  Her father was a kindly man. Her mother, raising a brood of 6 children, had her hands full helping her husband raise a family and tend the farm and the part time wool business. Ludmilla said little to Archie about her childhood, except that it was a peaceful, loving home that was provided for by her parents. As a matter of fact, in 1894 , she had the occasion to meet her future husband, Karol.  Her father did business with Josef O’Drobinyak, a travelling cloth merchant in these parts of the Austrian Hungarian empire.  Josef’s son, Karol then 22 was travelling with his father for this wool seeking venture.  She remembered him, because, even though he was short of stature, he was very strong, and good looking . She had no emotional attachment for she was only 11. But Ludmilla remembers him from that visit to her farm.
Karol was tending the mules when Josef came out and openly reprimanded the young man for some  minor  infraction. Josef was not the kind of man to brook any break in decorum.  He was a hard-working man with a troubled past.
Josef, grew up in Zilna, present day Slovakia. His father a drunk, Josef spent a lot of time in the city, brawling and carousing in the city streets. He was accosted one day, when he was 15, by a citizen who ridiculed his demeanor, insulting his dress and mocking him for his way of speaking. Josef , tired of taking this berating, struck this gentleman, causing him to fall. Josef began kicking him until he was unconscious.  Little did Josef know but this man was a local official. When the authorities caught up with him, he paid for his breach of behavior. He was found guilty and charged with either 4 years in prison, or 3 years in service of the local prince in his volunteer army. He chose the army life. The year was 1849. Little did Josef realize how difficult life was in the Austrian Hungarian army.
Josef would witness brutality on a scale he never imagined. The terrible days of marching, sleeping in the open in the winter months.The food was so atrocious, he yearned to trap a rat or squirrel for some meat.  He was stationed in a post near Klin. The  fellow soldiers were Austrian and Hungarians. They hated these lowly Slovaks. Almost daily, he would be harassed by these people for their ancient hatred of the Slovakian peoples. One day he was jumped from behind and beaten senseless by his fellow soldiers. They broke his leg and slashed his face, leaving him for dead. He suffered mightily for the next two months, for the open leg wound festered and became infected. The perpetrators were never identified. But that did him little good, for he lay feverish and lame, tended by a young local woman, Terizia. She brought him back to health slowly. 
Archie interrupted, “Was that grandma?” He was surprised, not only by the tale of suffering, but by the romance of his grandparent’s meeting. 
“Yes, Artur. She spent two months tending daily to his wounds. She was not a handsome woman, being big boned and awkward, but Josef  realized what a kind heart she hard. He loved her for her uncompromising charity towards him. They were wed the following year, after he was brought back to health. She was at least 2 inches taller and 30 pounds heavier than he, but that did not matter to Josef. He would spend  the rest of his days grateful to this woman.
After their marriage , they settled in the hills of Northern Slovakia, where for the next 10 years, she gave him 7 children. He became a successful cloth merchant, thanks to the fact his brothers and his family had been in the cloth business for centuries, with a good name for their wares.
“This is how I met your father for the first time. There was no feeling at that time, but…” Grandma winked and smiled and said,” there would be another meeting that would prove different”. Archie could see in his Mom’s eye the wistfulness of a young bride she would become . For you see, Karol was 11 years her senior. They would meet and court and wed in 1901, in Connecticut. She was 18 and he was 29.
One of the reasons why Ludmilla fell in love with Karol was because of his strength of personality. He seemed to seen a lot in his life. As a matter of fact life was not easy for Karol.  He was the fourth child of Josef and Terezia. When Karol was 7, a terrible sickness, typhoid, raged through there village, killing his mother Terizia. Josef never recovered. He grieved mightily for this angel, who saved his life and bore him a family of 7 good children. A beautiful life came crashing down, and Josef could not cope. He was never the same. He turned to drinking for solace, despairing of his life of raising 7 children mate less and working his trade. He took much of his frustration out on his children, Karol, in particular.  Josef would often beat his children and starve them for periods of time, a punishment Josef , himself, endured as a child.
“Artur”, his mother remarked,” this was the most amazing think about your father. Even though he was treated brutally by his father, he, at times, repeated it with you boys, although not as severely as he was treated”. This was a shocking surprise for Archie, for he had been disciplined harshly many times by his father for minor infractions. So much so, that when the boys returned home from the war , for R &R in 1942 they would not visit with their father, who had only months to live. Archie felt a pang of remorse for their behavior , now beginning to understand the actions of his father were the scars of Josef’s frustrations.
“Your father, Karol, was punished harshly in his youth” In many of Josef’s drunken terrors, he would lock Karol up for days with little food and water, for Karol’s childish antics. I am guessing, due to his cruel time in Kiln. Word of Josef’s terrible punishments had traveled though the village. At times when Josef would punish Karol and his siblings this way, a local priest would come to the shed at night, where they were kept and gave them what food and water he could. This priest became a hero in the eyes of Karol and his siblings. To the day he died, Karol’s faith was an unshakable pillar in his life.
Karol was torn between his animosity for his father’s behavior and yet he knew of the intense suffering Karol, his father had been visited upon him in his early life. His love and devotion for his mother, Terizia, caused Karol to persevere with his father’s shortcomings.  That is probably the reason why he was helping Josef in his travels dealing with cloth. He would purchase the wool Ludmilla’s father produced.
 Shortly after their first meeting. Karol left his father’s business and was drafted into the military per the Emperor, Franz Joseph. Karol  had the guard duties at the palace of Franz  Joseph , the Austrian – Hungarian Emperor.  It was there he would rise from a lowly worker to a member of  guard details around the palace.  Karol had a knack for the responsibilities that came of his position. These 8 years were the happiest of his life.
In 1900 , the world politik again intruded into the O’Drynk life. We talked about  how we first met  back in 1894.
“You must have been just a baby”, Karol said
I  was upset, “I wasn’t a baby,  I was 11!!!”. I blushed with a faux anger.
Karol chuckled,” Yeah 11, that is certainly not a baby”. Ludmilla could clearly see he was mocking her.
“Good day, sir”. I walked off in a huff.
“Well, apparently, as I was walking away, he seemed to enjoy peering at me as I stalked away!” laughed Grandma lustily.
“For he called on me within the week, cleaned up and in his best clothes to see me. I guess he liked what he saw when I walked away”, grandma chuckled. Archie blushed a bit at the thought.
“We began seeing each other and we fell in love” “Your father was a person with strong convictions and a manly personality. I was impressed.”
“it wasn’t too long before we were wed. I think you know the rest of the story 12 children, life in the old country as well as two trips to America, we finally settled in Whiting in 1907”, Ludmilla seemed tired.
“Actually, We went back to Slovakia.I have forgotten the year. It is where we had birthed 3 children, Irene, Wendell , and your living brother Charles. Your father, after finding he could not regain his life  here in Slovakia, he went back to America and worked at Standard Oil in Whiting.  He missed us so.  He wrote to tell me he was going to find passage for his family back to America. My father, the Sheriff of the village we lived in was, heart sick. My father loved us dearly. When we announced our return to America, it broke his heart. He died a few weeks before our departure. I can still see my children, Wendel, Irene and Charles standing by a casket that wasn’t even a casket. It was boards simply fashioned together to look like a casket. The boards were removed, and my father was lowered into the ground in just a sheet.”  Archie could see, even from the events this far away in time and place, his mother was still grieving.” Charles was stunned. I could see his little face trying to make sense of this all, for he loved his grandfather very much. He was only 6, but his heart was broken also”. Ludmilla took out her handkerchief and wiped her eyes. All these events were the result of an inident a few months previous. My son, Charles was at school. It was a predominately Hungarian population at that school. Well, Charles was relating a story in Slovak, the only tongue he felt comfortable with. Other children heard him speaking and they reported him to the teacher. The teacher was outraged!! ‘You do not speak that language out here!’. He forced Charles to strip naked, at 6 years old, placed him between two chairs and lashed him six times on his back, leaving welts up and down his backside. As you might imagine. I was outraged. I told his Grandfather of the story. He was the sheriff in our village, as well as a farmer. He went to the squires to lodge a complaint; it fell on deaf ears. I wrote your father who was back in America. He had had it. He missed his family and told us to prepare for a trip back to America. On that trip is where I lost your bigger brother Wendell.  Your Grandfather was crushed at the news, he never recovered, he loved us so.”
“You know I am an old worn-out woman. I may not live too much longer” (as a matter of fact, she would pass that October of 1953, four months hence)
“I want to give you something, I have saved”. When your father passed, I received a pension payoff of $2000.00” That is how I remodeled the basement. I have lived off some of it, but I want to give you this”, she handed Archie an envelope that contained $300. “I want you to have this. I know you suffered under Karol’s seemingly harsh rules, but I know he loved you. He just saw too much of himself in you. He wanted to make you a good man, but failed in his efforts to share how much he loved you”
“I know your father; bless his heart,  may he rest in peace,  would want you to have this”
Archie was speechless. His mother’s generosity and her revelations of his father’s misappropriated lessons in manhood started him thinking again about a father he had disassociated with for years..
Archie would never have a closer encounter with another human being than he had with his mother this June of 1953.
This is the reason he treated this bar top with such loving devotion. It was his mother’s $250 that allowed him to purchase the bar fixture.  He vowed his five brothers would never know this story, but he poured all of his love and devotion into this bar top, every morning, remembering his mama in the process.
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“Hey Dee Dee ,, how are those sausages comin?”, Archie came back to the reality of the moment.
“Almost, done Unc, I will get the bread aftward”. Archie knew Diane was a hard worker. All of his family had to work hard to earn their way. It was always a struggle, but the O’Drobs seem to work it out every time. He loved his brothers and relatives.
Archie looked at his work on the bar top , admiring the sheen , when the door opened and in walked the early morning lunch crew. Ed Stofcik, Eddie Macai, Jimmy Buschani  bounced into the door, creating a loud ruckus. As was their nature. “Hey, Arch, how’s tricks?” Jimmy said  with his oafish smile always on his face. “ Gimme a beer, would ya?”. He continued,” I don’t know if you heard, but there’s gonna be a strike!!” Archie, did not know how to respond. When there was a strike, Business would boom, but some of the workers would get drunker than usual, so to Archie it was a mixed blessing. “When do you expect it?” Archie asked, Ed replied…
“It is still in the talking stage, no final plans yet. Hey,Arch I’ll take a draft, please”. Archie knew it was too early for these boys to drink, but then again, they were a hard-working bunch of guys. Besides, Archie thought, it is my business, so he poured them all a first round of drafts, knowing there would be two or three rounds before they finished their lunch and headed back to work. Archie thought, at least it’s only beer. The shots will come later after work. As he collected for that first round, the 10:40 train whistled by. It was always difficult to hear when the trains went by.  The five sets of tracks , just outside the bar were busy during the day.  People also walked by the front door on their way to Whiting Park just across the track. This is a great location, Archie smiled as he  rang up the first round and lit his second cigar of the day.
The door opened again and in stepped his younger brother, Joe. “Boilermaker, Arch!!!!”. Archie knew something was up. A shot and a beer before 11:00am always meant some trouble for Joe. He was working the 4 to 12 shift this summer, so he knew this was not normal behavior. Archie said nothing. He served his brother like always.
“Man, Arch, why does it always happen at the wrong  time. My car  barely started, Bobbi’s expecting any minute.” Joe sat down and started to carry on about his car trouble.
Archie always had a special affection for Joe, especially after he came back from the war…

Archie was proud of all of his brother’s service during the war. Physical impairment disqualified Arch for service. Of all the brothers, Joe got the worst of the deal. He enlisted in the army in 1942. He was assigned to an engineering group located in Germany. It was there he saw much combat. Unlike Louie and Emil, who were sent to the Pacific. Louie served in the medical corps. Emil was given office duties. Joe saw combat. Not firsthand, but because he was attached to an engineering unit, they were always close to the action. Wendell and Louie were both in the Navy. Wendell enlisted in Nov of 1944 in the Navy. It was towards the end of conflict in Europe. Soon , he would be furloughed in May after the end of conflict in Europe. Their brother-in-law, Czajk, was drafted in April 1945, only to be released after two weeks at boot camp, due to the surrender of Germany . Man was he lucky.
Joe, unfortunately, was witness to two brutal deaths at the hands of the enemy. The first was right after he arrived in Germany. A heavy bombardment of his camp by the Luftwaffe resulted in the deaths of three servicemen living in his quarters. He did not know them but it shook everyone in his outpost.  He could take the work, which was brutal, especially in the winter, when the cold winds would freeze your soul. He handled the humid summer patiently. But he could not understand death. He knew it was part of war, but it bothered him anyway, deeply. Joe was a very sensitive and humorous kid. Everyone loved Joe’s antics growing up. Archie though for sure he would be a comedian. He loved to clown around . As a matter of fact , he often dressed up as a clown in High School.  The younger children of the O’drobs knew that Santa Claus was really Uncle Joe. Boy, he loved to play Santa Claus. Archie had to laugh to himself when he thought of the time Joe was being Santa Claus for the neighbor kids. He went behind a garage to take a break and light up a smoke. He had his beard down , sitting and relaxing, when Bobby Kovcik, age 5, went to  get his bike, behind the garage, saw Joe sitting there with his beard pulled down, puffing on a Camel. Bobby ran to the front, where the crowd of kids were and shouted.” Hey, Mr,. O’drobinak was Santa Claus and he is smoking!!!” The kids were shocked and the parents standing around laughed at this little boys expression.
One thing about Joe, he always loved kids, especially his own. Very few men at that time were as caring and sensitive to his children. His young children Cindy 7, Joe 5 MaryAnne 3 idolized him, and he loved his children very much. He was unparalleled in this age of “Macho” men Yet, he had a violent temper, and when he drank , which was often, he could be menacing. His wife, Bobbi, was patient and often there to calm him down, but they had their troubles.
You see, Joe , during his duties with the engineering unit had a very traumatic occurrence. One day, while he and his friend were doing guard duty. It seemed like any spring day in Germany. The were sitting on a bench taking a break. Joe offered Cliff a cigarette, Cliff took it, and said “Jioe, ya gotta match?” That was the last thing Cliff said. That was the last thing Joe heard from his friend. For when he reached down into his boot for his matches, which is where GI’s often kept them dry. He turned to his friend , at that split second a rifle shot was heard and he saw the bullet enter Cliff’s forehead. Cliff, slumped on the bench instantly lifeless , dropping the unlit cigarette. Joe was frozen in time for what seemed to him to be hours, indeed it was only a few seconds. The world stopped.  Joe knew he would never be the same. Why, was it Cliff and not me? Joe would go to his grave in 1964 wondering that everyday of his life.
Archie knew this must have been a life altering experience. Men of this generation very seldom shared these stories from the war. But Archie was not only his brother, but his favorite bartender as well. One night last year, when Joe put a “pack” on, he unloaded this story to Archie, his brother , and favorite bartender. He cautioned Archie never to speak of this story again. Archie kept his word.
But the world became different to Joe after this tragic incident during the war. He was still being the funny man, but there was an urgency and desperation about him, almost as if he was using humor to run away from something. People who knew Joe before and after the war could attest to this change, but they failed to relate the change to his war time experience.
Archie, however, saw a change in Joe after his conversation last summer. To many people Joe had a mean streak, but  Archie saw him in a different light since his story of last summer. Joe was trying really , really hard. It was an extremely hard road Joe traveled between his memories of tragedy and his bout with excessive drinking. Archie knew Joe to be a better man and people were beginning to notice.  Joe was a deeply religious man and he tried hard to change his behavior. It was almost as if by telling that story to Arch, he came up for air, being drowned by the nightmares of the war.  Joe had a good heart wounded critically be the necessities of war. That is why Archie played off this morning boilermaker.
[bookmark: _Hlk63318116]“Ahh, Joe, don’t let that car get ya down, talk to Emil, I thought he said he was going to sell his car anyway and get another” That was one of the perks of being  a neighborhood bartender. He was the “Internet of the 50s”
“Yeah, I just might talk to Emil. He is always buying cars. He loves ‘em.” Joe tossed down the $1.00 to pay for the shot and beer and a quarter tip to boot. Archie  always appreciated  Joe as a customer  because he always tipped big!!!
Just then Emil happened to open the door. It wasn’t a coincidence because Archie had some business to take care of and Emil was going to fill in for an hour or two. “Hey, Emil . I hear you are sellin the Merc.” Emil a little taken aback, because he only told Archie yesterday, said” Yeah, I’ m thinkin’ about it.”
Joe replied, “Well, don’t think too hard, cause I want to buy it!!!”. Joe smiled his Joe smile and Emil could not help but grin. Archie knew they would come to terms, Emil was just too good hearted.
 Archie got his hat and his cigars and headed out the door, while Emil was tying his apron.” Don’t let little Dee Dee boss you around” , Archie said playfully.16 year old Dee blushed. “I think I can handle her” Emil said, as he took the tray of fresh baked bread out of Dee Dee’s hands.
“‘Oh! Old man, you think you can handle me?”, Dee Dee said playfully.
 “Man, these smell so good, Dee Dee”,”
 Thanks Unc “, Dee Dee, smiled and rushed back to her chores.
“Oh!!! Dee , by the way don’t let Emil eat all the bread and sausages, we need to make a profit”, joshed Archie.
“Get the hell outta here, Arch”, smiled Emil.
Archie never drove so he had to walk to his meeting. He was going to help Louie get the permit he applied for the 4th of July celebration.
Emil was peering out the window as Archie sauntered down the street. I do not know how he can get anywhere without a car, mused Emil. Emil loved his cars and he loved to drive. He would take long drives and return just as soon as he got to his destination. That was Emil’s trademark. Emil was always on the go. People who knew Emil in 1957 saw him as  one of the hardest working men in town. Yes he was. Emil was a whirling dervish of constant motion and projects. Since he purchased the home on Center Street a few years back, he made many changes and improvements. He always kept his oldest son, Emil Jr, busy. Even at 7, Emil Jr. knew he was in for a lot of work when Dad had a day off, which forEmil Jr was not that often.
Yet, people who knew Emil before the war, would be amazed as the change that had taken place in Emil’s life. You see, in High School in those days at Whiting High, the yearbook would have a caption under each graduating student. Under Emil’s picture it said, “WHEN I GET THE URGE TO WORK, I JUST LAY DOWN UNTIL THAT FEELING GOES AWAY” “ . Anyone who knew Emil in 1939 would not believe how much he changed since the war. You could not find a harder working guy in Whiting. Some people thought it was the army experience. Some thought it was his bout with malaria. Some people thought it was his wife Mary’s doings. No none of the above. Emil just grew up! Archie was so enormously proud of his older brother. Emil was admired and liked by all, Archie was a little envious. But how could you not love the guy.  Holding court in his backyard by his barbeque, people were drawn to his personality.  Outwardly seeming tough , he had a heart of gold. 4th of July would never be the same without his welcoming personality at Grandma’s old house on Center Street. All the relatives would gather there for  the 4th and Christmas. He hosted the “Center” of the O’drobinak world, and a great host he was.
 As Emil was waiting on his customers, he was thinking about his family matters. His son Emil Jr, 7 was  a typical kid. He loves sports, but has to be coaxed to work on his schooling. Emil had a lot of empathy for his “Sonny”. Hey, that is a great nickname for him!!!!  That would help him out in school. A name like Emil can be trouble for him. He is already a little chunky. He seems to have a stuttering problem. Emil was thinking to himself, “Those dang brothers of mine even call him ’Porky’ that is got to stop” . This nickname will go a long way to help him, I will talk to his uncles to knock off their pet name for him. His daughter, Rosie, his oldest ,9, was no problem at all. To Emil, she could do no wrong. Maybe I should not be so doting on her. Mary said that would be difficult for her if you keep on babying her. Mary has always been my better angel. Emil could be very opinionated at times and did not mind telling you how he felt. Mary, in her reserved way could put Emil in his place. The times he overstepped, Mary would force him to cross his arms and give her the evil eye, but Emil knew when to quit. Mary, may not have been outspoken, but she had Emil’s number  and he knew it, and loved her for it. The Frascniaks have always been a serious people. Must be the cold of the Canadian winters. Emil laughed to himself about this joke. Mary and Louie’s wife, Marie, were close .They grew up in the same Slovakian town, before their families emigrated to America, both about 6 years old at the time.

“Hey, Emil, pass that basket of bread over”, remarked Ed Stofcik.
“Ya got to get your head in the game, Emil”, said Ed,”we got to get back to work, gimme another beer , will ya”
Emil poured a draft for Ed and started to wash the glasses. One thing about a busy bar, there is always work to do. 
“Hey, Unc, here’s the sausages”, commented Dee Dee. “ If it’s okay with you I wanna take my break. Dishes are done bread is baking and a new batch of sausages are in the oven”
“Sure, Diane, take 15”
Emil was amazed. Dee Dee seemed such a good kid. I do not know how my sister, Irma does it. She has eight kids (Irma would have a 9th child in her 45th year!). In many ways, Irma has imitated my mother. She has a large family, her husband, John runs his house with a strong hand, just as Karol did for us. The irony was not lost on Emil. Irma, who openly defied her father in her teen years , would grow up and raise a family similar to Karol’s style. Emil remembered when Tess, his second oldest sister, would set the clock back on Fridays, so Irma could make it home before curfew at 10:00 pm. Man. I have two children (he will eventually have a fourth). I am tired just dealing with two kids!!!! Mary and I are just thinking about having a third child . As  he finished washing the morning glasses, the door to the bar opened. It was Czajk and his two boys.
“Hey ,Czajk, what are you doing here, I thought you were on vacation these two weeks?”
“I had to come and get my check.How do our women do it? Tess is working at General Mills this summer (she only worked the summer vacation   as a temp). I am going crazy at home taking care of these hunyaks”. Czajk and Tess had 4 children.
Now here is a guy who knows what it is like to chase kids all day. Joe, also known as Czajk, was a man of Polish parents, Alexander and Pauline. His father passed in 1923, when he was just 10. Pauline raised 6 kids by herself!  His family was raised in Racine, Wisconsin.  Tess met Czajk when she was living with Irma in Kenosha, Wisconsin. Thank, God. We brothers all thought Tess would be a spinster. My old man, Karol, did not think highly of Czajk at first. To Karol, a Catholic, a Pollack from Wisconsin was a mixed marriage. He would not have any of that, but Ludmilla and Tess worked on my Dad till he begrudgingly gave in and gave Tess his approval. He didn’t want his second daughter to be an old maid.  Emil was glad he did. Czajk was a good provider. He could be a little hot headed at times, but he was a good man.
Emil poured Czajk his favorite combo , a shot and a beer. In those days they called it a boilermaker. They would pour a shot in a shot glass and then drop the shot glass into a mug of beer, hence the name “boilermaker”. That was the job Emil and his father shared at Standard oil. For Karol it was ideal. Karol was 5’5” and 140lbs soaking wet. Emil was larger and heavier. It paid well, but the work was dirty and sweaty and confining. You see the boilers at Standard Oil (SO) were stoked to produce energy to “crack” the oil. 
Oil was the lifeblood of midcentury America. It was vital to life as they knew it.  Oil was processed in the following manner: Oil is shipped to a refinery. The crude oil is heated to a high temperature, it is then sent to a distillation tower. It was simple physics. As the crude heated oil cools and rises through the distillation tower, It separates into various oil products. The temperatures range from 90 – 800 degrees Fahrenheit. At certain levels the different types of petroleum products are siphoned off into a bottling process. Those were the cushy laborer jobs. Czajk was not part of that process, but was in the filling and packaging department. A low effort job, boring, but not physically difficult. You see, when Czajk first signed on with SO in 1944, he went to work in the labor gang. He was thankful to get out of Inland Steel, that was incredibly hard on you. Yet, in the labor gang was no piece of cake. Four men, in an eight hour shift would roll barrels of oil on to railroad cars and trucks, lifting the barrels and tightening them for shipping. Those drums were heavy. Czajk’s physical strength and height was helpful, but his early childhood back injury caused great pain for him. Czajk performed that task for 9 years, before he could bid out of that department and into the packaging department.  Emil, on the other hand, was a boilermaker, like his father. In Karol’s case, he was 5’5” ad only 140 lbs. He was like an agile monkey, he would crawl into a boiler ,offline of course,  to “rebrick the inside of the boiler. You see, each large boiler used to heat the oil had an insulating layer of bricks to contain the heat to its extreme levels. After a time, these bricks would break down. It was up to his father to crawl in a still very warm boiler and replace and rebuild the insulating brick walls. For Karol it was easier. Emil was a larger man than his father. Man.it was tough work but paid well. 

To Emil, subbing for Archie was almost like a play date. He liked people and people liked him. He also, would have made a good bartender. Joe, his brother had the personality, but he liked to drink also. Emil had the personality, did not imbibe very often. But the pay and benefits at SO were too good, so when the opportunity to get the liquor license came up, Emil jumped at it. Charlie the oldest brother, got wind of it through his position at the Bank of Whiting. Charlie was a good businessman. Both he and Emil were Republicans, in a sea of New Deal Democrats. But in 1952, the Republicans took over the City Council and the Mayor’s office. Charlie saw his chance. He and Emil attended council meetings and eventually wrangled to get the liquor license from the Republican administration. Part of Grandma’s legacy money and contributions by “the brothers” sealed the deal. Who is going o run the bar? As it was said before, Joe and Emil were considered but did not quite fit the bill. Archie was a logical choice. He did not have a well-paying job. He was single (a good trait for a bartender, due to the late hours and “temptations” that went with the profession). As a matter of fact, Emil had to return to the bar later this evening to discuss an important topic with “the brothers” regarding a future move in Whiting business”.

Czajk  ordered a couple of orange sodas and some peanuts for his boys, Joey and Paulie, and sat them in a booth  near the window. You see , in the 1950’s is was allowed to have children in a bar , accompanied by their parents, as long as they sat in booths, and did not  imbibe. Returning to the bar, while keeping an eye on his kids, Czajk explained. “ It’s like this morning , Emil. I am getting the boys some breakfast. Everyone in my family loves scrambled eggs, not the little guy. I even poured on the ketchup, usually to the delight of his daughters and Joey. Not this little one. Paulie said he hates eggs. Why that little hundsuth will not eat most things Tess prepares. He even throws his food in the garbage pail when no one is looking. We caught him and warned him not to do it again. Why just the other day, we had potatoes and buttermilk. A favorite for everyone else, not Paulie. Why he dawdled  and dawdled at the dinner table, waiting for us to leave. He remembered what I warned him about throwing the food in the garbage.  His little pea brain thought he could stuff the potatoes down the table leg!!! My daughter  had kitchen duty that day and found the table leg that had an opening stuffed with his  potato dinner. Man, Tess was boiling… I got so sick and tired of his shenanigans, that I exploded and said, “If you get sick and die for not eating, don’t come crying to me!!!. Well, the other kids giggled, I said what’s so funny, the oldest Janet said, Dad if he gets sick and die he wont be able to come to you. The kids laughed , and I had to smile and say they were right!!”
Emil replied, “Czajk, I got the opposite problem, Sonny cannot stop eating”. They both laughed at the situation. “Look at that kid, skinny as hell!!!” They way he is going, he will never be more than 140 tops!!!”(Authors note: These men were as wrong as can be, Sonny will become active in sports and stay slim for his entire life. While the author would slowly bulk up and reach 305 in weight in his 50s, he would lose weight but still be in 250’s to this day).
“Then,” Czajk went on, “last week, I was cutting their hair. I do that once every two months on Saturday. I have to admit, working all week, I have little patience for these chores on Saturdays. Well, I am givin’ them the clip job,  when my damned clippers broke in mid cut on Paulie’s hair. Man was I steamed, I cursed a blue streak and told the boys  to go and play while I fixed the clippers. I am not no mechanic. Well, the long and the short of it, after two hours of trying to fix those damned clippers, I gave up. I gave the boys $3.00 and told them to go to the barber’s in downtown Lansing and get their hair cut.  I swear, I never saw two boys soooo happy to get away from the crazy barber and go downtown. I will never cut their hair again (Author’s note: He never did, And he was right, Joey and I thought we  just  got a ticket to paradise, Pops was great, but he had very little patience in frustrating times. Whether it was changing TV tubes , or giving him a back rub, or holding the flashlight  in the winter’s night cold while he changed brakes, Pops had little patience to anyone who did not follow his instructions. I can still hear  (God Damn, son of a bitch, hold that light steady, son… I would give a year of my life to hear those words again. I used to say 10 years, but now, I do not know if I have that many left!!!))
Czajk was feeling the effects of the boilermaker. He knew he had to be careful. He had his kids with him today. Czajk loved his liquor, but he almost always knew his limits when away from home.  Czajk was a great storyteller and he started in with Emil.
“Did I ever tell you ,Emil, about my Dad?”.Emil quipped, “No, but I gotta feelin’ I am gonna hear about him now!!” Emil smiled his toothy Emil smile. Czajk, smirked” well, here it goes: 

"ojciec jest pijany   !!!" Czajk heard that many times coming from his mother's lips. He knew better than to stick around when his father drank. He drank a lot. Even though Alex (Czajk's Father) came to America in 1902 with a good skill, a tool and dye maker, highly in demand in pre war America, it came with much baggage. An immigrant owning his own house, almost unknown back then, had a dark side.  As a father of 6 children, he was an autocratic and strict father. He also drank too much, gambled too much and was too tied to his friends more than his family.
     This time, Alex brought home a few friends to drink and play cards, while grandma gathered her children: Jean 11, Arthur(Archie) 10 , Joseph(Czajk), 8, John 7, Stan 4 and Stella 2. She would go to her neighbor's house until the card game broke up late Saturday night or Alex was sleeping it off.
     "Shush Joseph, your father works hard. Come on put those shoes on..."(Grandmother never spoke in English, just Polish). It was incumbent on the children to learn their native tongue. The good nuns at the local parish Polish school in Racine , Wisconsin would see to that task.
     Pauline , Alex's wife, remembered a time when it was different.  She remembered as a young woman, the silent , but seemingly strong young man who would call on her. She fell in love as most women of her age had in order to find safe shelter in a tough, immigrant world.  It seemed like another life ago. Six children and 13 years after their nuptials, their life had its moment.
     You see, little did she know what her immediate future had in store for her family.  In two short years, she would be widowed.  Alex would be found at the Lake Michigan pier, where so often Alex would go to fish , sometimes all night. Alex was a difficult man, full of ghosts of his own past.  He was a man who brooked no disagreements. An iron fist towards his wife and children, like so many of his contemporaries.
     When , in 1924, the word spread to Czajk's family, the loss of his father was not without much grief and a little relief. But to Pauline it meant a future of intense labor, raising 6 children in a society that had no pity for the poor. No welfare, no government organizations to aid in their destitute situation. Almost overnight, Pauline was thrust from a rising lower middle class existence to one of unrelenting poverty. She had four things going for her. A house that was paid for due to Alex's pension, her hard fought work ethic, her strong devotion to her Catholic faith and the generosity of the Salvation Army.
    What was to become of this widowed mother of 6?

Emil knew Joe was  a good story teller . “I remember a time when my brother, brother Artur(Archie) betrayed me. I got an unexpected gift from my Uncle. It was a violin. I loved that violin, I practiced whenever I could. My big brother, Archie could not stand that violin, or the fact  that his Uncle gave it to me and not him. After a few months of listening to my scratching, he became so jealous. One day he grabbed my violin from me and broke the neck, ruining my gift. He then looked at me and said, laughing”, At least I never have to hear that thing again”. I have always resented Archie , since.  When you got on Czajk’s bad side, it was almost impossible to get off of it. He was good man, emil thought, but Czajk did not take disloyalty lightly.
 
Emil knew Czajk could hold grudge for a long time. As a matter of fact, Czajk still seethes about the time card issue with my brother , Louie. 
When Louie was part owner in Stillwell and O’Drobinak Furniture in Whiting, Czajk used to work part time for Louie, during the Christmas season. One Saturday close to Christmas, it was a very busy Saturday. The work was hard and he was paid by the delivery. When it got to the end of the day, Czajk turned in his  work card. He had listed 8 drop offs that day. When Louie looked at it he “Sorry, Czajk, that’s not what I got” Louie said he only did 6 dropoffs. Louie only paid him for 6. Czajk was steamed. They yelled at each other for about fifteen minutes, cursing and threatening each other in that typical macho way. Czaj walked away, he never did have a nice thing to say about Louie to this day.

Emil thought to himself. Czajk had his faults , but he was honest as the day is long. Short tempered, liked his drink too much, but he always had a sense of fairness about him. I do not know what happened that Saturday in December, but at best there was a difference of opinion, and one of them must have made a mistake, but Czajk never forgot it.

Czajk went on with his story…

“ One time, when I was 8 , I found a wallet with $20.00 in it. Man, what a find! I went home and told Mother about it, I gave her $18.00 and the wallet.” Czajk smiled that sly Czajk smile.

“ I guess you are wondering why only $18.00?. Well, let me tell you I paid big time for that blunder. You see, I took that $2.00 and got my buddies from the block together. We went to the candy shop, to the soda fountain, and then went to the movies. I paid for it all. We saw Tom Mix’s newest movie. He was my favorite movie star. I bought my buddies’ popcorn. We had a ball.
“Well, one thing I did not count on is the candy shop and the movie house, bookended the bar where my Dad and his cronies hung out. When my Pa got off work, he went to his favorite bar for a couple. His friends could not wait to tell them what a “big shot” I appeared to be. He was home when I arrived at about 5:00 pm.  I said hi to Ma but she did not answer back, that was my first clue. She just shook her head and muttered something. I turned to go into the living room, when I saw Pa sitting by the table…

“Czsjele  si dewis”, said my father(“where have you been?”). He spoke little English , so the rest of the story is an edited story. I spoke in Polish, but I said.
“Iwas just playing with my friends”
“That is all?” His question began to stir anxiety in me.
“Ya, Dad, that is all” . I started to walk past him, when he caught my arm and give it a hard twist. I stopped.
“Joseph, is there anything you want to tell me?” I knew now something was wrong.
I was aware the next words out of my mouth  better be convincing. What does an 8 year-old boy do. Tell the truth, or lie. What do you think I did? I lied my ass off.
My father stood up walked me back into the kitchen, he then told me the story of what his friends saw that day. The little kid, playing “Goodtime Charlie”, treating his friends, actng like a big shot.
I knew I was in trouble, so, I finally told him the truth about the wallet. I kept the $2.00 from Ma. I treated my friends.

“Odzc  itrf panjia”. I knew what that meant (“Come with me”). It filled m with dread. I had heard those words before and knew what was going to happen. You see, nowadays, if my children did that, they might have given a lecture. Stay in punishment. But to my father, it was like stealing from his family.

He took me outside on the back porch, took off his pasik.(belt). He whipped me probably 10 times on my backside. It hurts just thinking about it. I had bruises on my backside for weeks. All that for $2.00. They were tough back then. We had to be . too”

Czajk finished his beer.



Emil and Czajk laughed and shared a few more items. Czajk said, “By the way , I am going to Nardi’s Ice Cream shop, anyone want some?” Jimmy popped up, “Yeah Czajk get me a couple of Sundays.” Billy Ducovak piped up,”Yeah Czajk, I want Saturday’s special”, popped another.” While you are there Two for “By the Pint in the fourth”. You see, people were not ordering  ice cream for the weekend. Nardi’s was a front for a betting parlor. It was there you could, sit your kids down for an ice cream treat, enter a door in the back of the store , and bet on horses (By the Pint in the fouth), Football cards were popular for Saturday  College games and Sunday’s Pro games.  Nardi’s was on the main street in Whiting. Gambling was illegal back then. Yet they were never raided. It is great to note, that the Whiting Police Department was located just across the alley from Nardi’s!!!!! Only in America.
Czajk finished his boilermaker, and gathered his boys, he could see Paulie had NO problem eating all the peanuts. Joey had to drag his yopunger brother away from his  peanut and orange pop repast. “ Come on , Paulie, Dad is waiting”. Joey gave the little crumb cruncher a shove to get out of the booth. Paulie grunted, but he knew better than to defy his big brother. Paulie knew he would pay for it later if he did. “Later Email” said Czajk. “see Ya” crowed Emil as the door shut behind them.
It was now past 1:00pm. Archie opened the bar door, hung  his Fedora and plopped on the  customer side of the bar. “How did it go, brother?”
Emil replied, “Archie, it was a good lunch rush.” Archie smiled” I can see all the sausages and bread are gone…Dee, make me a sausage sandwich”, shouted Arch to his niece. “Sure Unc came her reply. “I am gonna miss her when Bobby picks her up at four.  Bobby was Irma’s oldest. It was always a curiosity that John and Irma named their first born, Bobby. Their second was named John, after his father. Typically the oldest got the Jr title. Not in this case, I always wondered why Archie thought.

Emil said his goodbyes. “see, ya tonight Arch”, “Later Emil”, Archie said in response. Man , was he hungry,. The walk to Whiting Bank was a good long one , and even at 32 , it took him  for a loop. He sat in the booth , while Dee brought  him his sandwich, poured himself a cold one and began eating. Man. It’s good to get off my feet.” Hey, Dee Dee , turn the Juke box on.” Archie loved that machine. He just loved those big band songs from Glenn Miller, Benny Goodman, Duke Ellington. That is music he thought to himself. Half way through his sandwich, beer and Moonlight Serenade  the door opened  and in popped  Charles Jr.  He was a bright young man, a chip off the old man’s block. Chuck just graduated with a BA in accounting and started his first job in Chicago. “Hey, Uncle, I hate to bother you, I see you are having a late lunch, must have been a busy morning.” You do not know the half of it, young Charles, Archie thought to himself.
You see, Archie was a lovable man. He had so many friends . Unfortunately, they were only fair-weather friends. Archie loved to socialize. Probably too much for one’s own good. His brothers and sisters , outside of Wendell, had settled down into family life. He thought to himself, maybe someday, but , not right now. Yet, he could see trouble ahead with his lifestyle. The reason why he had Emil sub for him today was because of the trouble one of his cronies got into last week. Sam ,had too much to drink, got in a fight at Café Roosevelt and broke a patron’s nose.  The cops came and took Sam away to the lockup, where he was awaiting arraignment. Sam was an out of work drunk, but he and Archie went to school together, so when Sam called Archie for bail money, Archie found it hard to refuse. Archie was not well off, but it was well known he was tight with his earnings, hence he  was well off by  that day’s standards. This was well known, and the crowd Archie pal’ed with knew it. Sam knew that, this why he called Archie for the $350.00 bail money. Archie felt compelled to do help out.
I gotta stop doing that, he will never repay me. He loved his steaks and cigars and beer , Archie often times would take his buddies  to Vogel’s and live it up on his dime. If I keep this up. I won’t have a cent to my name. He vowed that day to change. He never did.

But that was a worry for another time. “Young Charlie, what’s going on?”
“Did a package arrive yet, addressed to Dad?”, Charles Jr. asked.  That was curious. Why would Charles, his oldest brother send a package here? He was quickly distracted from his nephew’s question. He was deep in thought about other things.
“No, Chuck, why , if it comes I will give to him tonight.”
 Archie could not believe how much Charles Jr looked like his father.Charles Sr, was the oldest of the brood or 9 children who grew to adulthood. Archie had two others, a brother and sister. Irene the first born, in Slovakia, died at a young age. Wendell the second oldest passed away from pneumonia he contracted on the second trip back to America. It was always curious why Mom and Dad, named  one of the younger children Wendell as well. Was it because they grieved so much about  their first loss? Ma was always a warm , loving mother, but Dad, 11 years her senior was very stern. But even this man had a heart for his children. As a matter of fact , his second oldest daughter, Theresa(Tess) was a very sickly child. Ma would tell about how Karol spent nights rubbing ointment on her chest and stayed up late to comfort young Tess. She eventually recovered. Tess was always protective of her father. She knew how autocratic Karol could be, but Tess always tried to find a soft spot for  her father. She often tells the story of how Karol would go into the basement, where all the children slept. During the winter months. The clapboard walls provide scant protection of the winds whipping off Lake Michigan. Karol would come down, taper the kerosene lamps, stoke the coal furnace to fight off the winter chill, then work for a few hours repairing the children’s shoes. In the morning, he would come down, before work to restart the coal furnace, so we could  begin the day  in a modicum of comfort.
Tess always had a soft spot for her Dad. Me, I wasn’t so lucky. If I had misbehaved (and the misbehavior could have been, innocently, as  getting home after 6:00 pm on Saturday after playing outside. If you got home after the Angelus bells rang , you got it.). Archie remembers the beatings, the two by four Karol would use to extract order in his house. But it was safe to say , he was more tender with the girls: Irma, Tess, Justina(Teeny), and Sophie. Even though Irma defied him often, he saw fit not to mistreat his girls  like he did at, times to his boys. But Karol, like most men of his time, demanded that the children go to work at a young age , and bring home the earnings to help the family. The money was meant for the family. Allowance? Ha!!! Archie laughed to himself. Not a concept for these immigrant parents. No you brought home the money , received a pittance to spend. Archie had to remind himself, It was during The Depression. Eleven mouths to feed and clothe and house. Karol made good money, but it was not enough. Ludmilla would raise turkeys to help out, but had her hands full raising the children, So, when you reached the ripe age of 10, you were expected to work and bring the money home. Tess’s husband, Czajk recounted to Archie the time he found $20.00 in a wallet on the street. He was 8. He gave his mother $18.00 and took the $2.00 and spent it on movies and treats for his friends. When Alex, his father, found out . He received a severe beating by his father even though he gave his mother most of it!!!!! That was a time  whenmopney was scarce and Dad’s would inflict severe punishment for straying from the straight and narrow.
It was now about 2:00 pm, Archie  knew his sister would be arriving from Kenosha about 3:30. Irma and her oldest son, Bobby , were driving in,. Actually Bobby was driving. His sisters, Tess and Irma, did not drive. He could identify with that. He never bothered to get a license yet.
Irma was the second oldest in the family. She was larger than life. Irma lived life full tilt. She, at 45 was pregnant with her 9th child! Unlike Wendell and Archie, Irma , like the other sisters could talk a blue streak.  He knew they were going to have a good time tonight, if she stayed over. I hope she does. He knew the brothers had their monthly meeting at 7:00 PM, but after that, it was, after all a Friday night, that was the night the O’Drobinaks loved to gather at the bar and have a great time.
Archie got up from his late lunch, Dee Dee quickly grabbed the dishes. “Be a sweetie and turn down your music” . Archie could not understand why these kids liked Rock and Roll. Give my Big Band anytime, he thought. Just then, the mailman opened the bar door and plopped a package on the counter. “Hey, Arch” greeted the mailman. “What do you got there ,Steve?”. Archie looked at the label.It was his address, but it was mailed to his bar. It was  addressed to Charlie  O’Drobinak.  Now that is curious. Now why did Charlie have it delivered here?> If he wanted to keep it from the family, he could have had it mailed to the Bank. No one would question a normal package sent to him, as he held a Vice Presidency at the Bank. Now isn’t that curious, Archie thought to himself again.
Well, his curiosity quickly went away as he put his apron back on and settled into the groove of serving late lunch goers and early Friday drinkers. The bar always had a steady flow of customers. He liked that, it kept him busy. The day passed quickly.
Before he knew it, the door swung wide open and  with a hoot, in came Irma. “ARCHIE!!!”, bellowed his older sister. He smiled; Irma never did half measures. She has always been larger than life. He remembered how , as a  young girl , she loved to dance. As a matter of fact . All four of his siters loved to dance.  It drove the brothers crazy when they were youngsters. No guy wanted to be seen dancing with their sisters.  Irma, especially, was a handful when she was a teenager. He remembered the countless weekends where their father would fume of her antics. You see all the kids feared Karol’s severe rules. But not Irma, often she would flaunt her freedom to Karol’s face. Karol never went at the girls like he did the boys. It must have been some kind of crazy honor code. Beat the boys, leave the girls alone. Archie remembers when his older sister Tess was in 8 th grade.   The good nuns were amazed at Tess’s ability to play marbles and beat every boy on the playground. He teacher was so impressed that the good nun signed Tess up to compete in the State championships that were held back then.  She was all excited to go. When Karol got wind of this trip by his daughter, he put his foot down. “No daughter of mine will ever compete with boys”. She was forbidden to go. It hurt her so. I really think that is the reason why she quit school after her Freshman year. She wanted nothing more to do with school.
Well Tess and Irma were very close as children. Irma older by two years would go out at night on Fridays and Saturdays. She would just go down the street where the other 14 years would congregate. Someone fixed a  radio in the window so that they could dance. They would spend hours dancing and having teenage fun. No hijinks , just hang out with her friends and dance, dance, dance. Tess was always jealous of  Irma’s  confidence.  Tess, at 12 would worry that Irma would not get back at curfew time(9:00). Often times Ludmilla (Ma) or Tess would set the clock back so Karol(Pa) would not notice Irma’s absence.  There were times when Pa would catch Irma sneaking in, and boy was he steamed, but he never hit the girls.
“How was the drive?” , asked Archie. Bobby interjected” Very frustrating.”, he gave his mom a sidelong glance. Irma was not a patient woman. She cajoled Bobby about when they would get to Whiting. She hated to drive anywhere.
“Wanna beer, Bobby?”

Exasperated by the drive with his mom, Bobby said “Yeah Uncle that would be great”. Archie smiled at  Bobby to send him silent condolences. Archie knew Irma could be a handful.
Just then Dee Dee came out and gave her Mom a big kiss, full on the lips” Hey, Ma” Irma smiled. She loved her children. She could not believe Dee Dee was growing up so fast. She had been in Whiting for two weeks, but to Irma it seemed  like forever.
“What’s in the package , Arch?”, as Irma fondled the outside .
“I don’t know.Charlie had it sent here?”, Archie state quizzically.
“Maybe it’s girlie magazines”, winked Irma.
“Maybe Uncle Charlie has something going on the side”, quipped Bobby
“Bobby!!! Don’t you say bad things about my big brother”, Irma bellowed.”I didn’t raise you that way”, and punched  Bobby firmly in the shoulder.
 Bobby smiled sheepishly, and looked at his uncle. Archie just smiled and said, “I would believe your mother would do that before Charlie, the stick in the mud would” . Irma then punched Archie, playfully in the arm as well.
Archie had to laugh. The thought that prim sedate Charlie would oogle over girlie pics made Archie laugh,” who know, Irm, stranger things have happened .”
“How’s John?”, queried Archie
“You know, same old bulliock. He wasn’t happy to have to watch the kids this weekend. He said ‘that’s women’s work’ boy did that set me off. He can be the sweetest, funny guy one moment and then we are at each other’s throat the next”, sighed Irma,”Well, I said you will just have to buck up, because , I am staying till Sunday”
That’s great, Irma. We are going to have  some party tonight after the meeting of the brothers”

Archie walked to the other end of the bar to serves an old timer. Gene Palarcik, must have been in his mid 80’s, yet here he is still drinking.   They say there are no old doctors, only old drunks. Well here was an old drunk. He even remembered when he worked  with Archie’s  Dad, Karol.
Gene spoke up “Did I ever tell you when I first saw your ole man?  Let me tell ya.   Gene Palarcik stepped outside the lunch area to have a smoke. Hell, he thought, this job is just killing me. As he took a long drag on his cigarette. He stomped it out just as his friend, Andy sidled up next to him.

   Looking across the field, Andy noticed a short little man cleaning his wheel barrow.
"Gene, look at Karol over there", noticed Andy

"Yeah, that is some trochu hovno (little shit)",replied Gene. "He came here twice, to only end up working a boiler-maker's job here at Standard, Ole man Rockefeller just loves guys like him"

Andy remarked, "Yeah, they say he had a pretty impressive position on the grounds on the palace of the Austrian emperor. Thought he would strike it rich here only to find out it ain't easy". Karol just finished cleaning the wheel barrow and sat down for a minute.

"Yeah, what does he do? Goes back with a wife to Slovakia in 1902 thinking he would regain his position." continued Gene." What a fool , 4 years later he is back here in America to stay". 

     At this time the boiler-maker's lunch time started. Karol just sat on the ground and opened his lunch, eating and enjoying that great 1920 June sun.

"Did you know that somár (donkey) has birthed 11 times? For Chrissakes , his wife, Ludmilla, is 11 years younger than him. A hard working broodmare, don't you think?"

Andy added, " And to think he is such a religious fanatic. Why I saw him walking home drunk from the Cafe, I live on Center St. He is so god-darned holy, he even crossed himself when he passed the Croation Orthodox church down from his house, and he is a Roman Catholic, the pope would be angry"

  Gene chuckled, "He did have many problems with his children. They say he lost two children while they were in Austria and the trip back over. Then , their 3rd child ,Theresa (my Mom), was very sickly." Gene had to admit,"The way he cared for Theresa was very good"

  At this time, the break was over Gene and Andy went dutifully back to their tasks.

 That same whistle signaled Karol it was his lunch break ...
    In the meantime, Karol, stretched out  on the grass ouside the shop,opened the lunch Ludmilla prepared  and contemplated his life. 'Why, why did I ever leave Slovakia in the first place.'  Well, I can't do anything about that now. This boiler-maker's job
is at least feeding my family. Ludmilla was a good choice of mate, he thought. He vowed as he had vowed so many times before to treat her better. Unfortunately, this was seldom the case.  Now, realized he was hard on his children, but he felt that was the only way, the way a devout man should raise them.
'I work like a dog, so they could live, that should be enough.' Yet he thought is it?...My children do not know how tough my father , Josef, was on me. I treat them like child’s play compared to how I grew up. This was what Karol would often tell himself after disciplining  one of his boys. Well, half of that excuse was true. He did indeed receive grievous punishments as a child. However, that was no excuse of hit treatment of his own boys. It may have been less harsh, but it still was way too severe even by the 1920’s standards.

    You, see, Karol was like so many of those men and women who came from the “Old Country”. Hard, brutal lives were witnessed by these people. These eastern European people were under the thumb of feudal and aristocratic elites. For over a thousand years, generations of these folks bore hardships under servile lives. The solace of the Church was small compensate for their lives of squalor. Their hope that the next life held their gaze.  It is no doubt the message of Jesus buoyed their lives.  

    Those who ventured from that small world, were a hardy stock. It could be observed that Darwin’s theory of survival of the species seemed to be at work with these immigrants. They were the strongest of their generation

     Karol was an example of this species. He left a prestigious job within the Austria-Hungarian Empire, under Emperor Franz Josef.  He traveled to America about 1901. He met and married Ludmilla, 11 years his junior. At 29, he had seen much of this world. His decision to marry a woman 11 years his junior says something about his character. He probably was socially insecure, keeping to himself most of his earlier, youthful days. Further speculation may be made that his “wild oats” days may have been something he regretted. Karol searched and found comfort in the strict Catholic dogma, a dogma he would manipulate to control his environment around him for the balance of his life. Having fathered 12 children must have weighed heavily on the man of small frame. Being a short man in the machismo era of that times, must have further worked deleterious wonders on his persona.

   He fathered two children while here in America. Disillusioned, he gathered his young wife and children and returned to Slovakia. He hoped to reclaim his earlier success. What happened there, is buried in the mists of the past. I can surmise he returned back to America around 1906, after losing two of his children through  early death, one while making the return trip to America.

   He eventually settled in Whiting, Indiana. His final employment was with the Standard Oil Corporation. This corporation would serve as the mainstay of the O’Drobinak family for 70+ years. His short stature, that made it difficult to find social peace, was an asset as a boilermaker

   Karol would bicycle or walk to work every day, as he lived only blocks away from the plant. He would spend his hours, crawling in relatively small, cramped areas within the steam boilers that provided the power to crack oil into petroleum. The boilers and kilns needed the bricks that resided within to be replaced regularly, due to the intense heat they maintained.  Hard, brutal, exhausting work, but it paid a wage that allowed him to sustain his large family of 10.
(author’s note)
  As Karol reurned from his break, he had no  way of knowing that, because of his efforts, 10 children will grow to be part of the “Greatest Generation”. Four of his children  would go on to serve our country in World War II. The thirty plus grandchildren became teachers, lawyers and nurses and many responsible positions in society. Their children, my first cousins once removed  are too numerous to mention. Any person having O’Drobinak blood, have that man to thank.


  As the  lunch whistle blew, signaling a return to work, Karol would never know what his life meant for us all…


Gene put his beer down, wiped his foamy mouth with his dirty sleeve and said, “ Your father was a mean  SOB , but I guess he had to be . I had 3 children by my wife. It was a challenge. I can’t imagine 12 children!!!”. “You want another, Gene?”
“what do you think? I am 84 , no wife kids are gone, that next beer is my new friend!!!” . Archie poured him another glass and Gene went back to the quiet musings of an 84 year old drunk.

“Hey, Arch” said a voice behind him at the corner of the bar. Archie pivoted and nearly fell over when I saw who it was. Jimmy Finarcik. He was the last beau of the youngest sister of the clan, Sophie. Irma noticed it as well. If you could read both their minds, Archie and Irma , you would fell the sadness this man visited upon them.

“I will have a highball”, responded Jimmy. ”Sure, Jimmy”, Archie replied. Everytime , Jimmy came in to the bar. Archie had a feeling of sadness wash over him.

Archie knew why. I wasn’t anything about Jimmy. You could not find a finer young man. You see,  Jimmy was the last beau of Sophie, because she passed away in 1945.

Sophie was the last child of Karol and Lud. She was special , even growing up. There was something inescapingly beautiful about Sophie. Ludmilla knew she was so much like herself. As a child, angelic, kind and thoughtful, Sophie was the apple of everyone’s eye. The three older sisters Irma, Tess and Justina could feel it as well. As much as they loved and adored their mother, and Ludmilla returned that love in kind, they knew that Sophie had Ma’s heart. The older sisters were never bothered by their mother’s special devotion to Sophie. But each in their own way were wistful of the prospect of sharing that spotlight with her. Irma would visit Ma as often as they could , Tess had the honor of beong a tenant with her youg family under Ma’s roof for 8 years. Justina, quite often came to the housed and help Ma with her chores. But they all knew Sophie had captured Ma’s heart.

It made Archie wince even 12 years later when he realized how Sophie was taken from the family.  It was a typical December evening.  Jimmy,25, and Sophie, 22, went dancing that evening. Because the ballroom was in Chicago, they took the bus with other revelers. Coming home in the morning hours of  December 9. 1945, the bus was crossing the tracks in Burnham. Through some unreported mixup, the train barreled down the  into the crossing, smashing into the bus carrying Jim and Sophie. Jim was hospitalized  and recovered quickly. Sophie had died instantly.

You can just imagine the crushing impact on the family as Archie was now reliving the events just by simply seeing Jimmy again. He had regained his health and married in 1952. He now has two children and one on the way. Archie taered up, thinking it could have been Sophie expecting their third child.

Archie turned back to Irma. “How’s the family?”. Irma shrugged her shoulders. “You  know how it is. One day you are riding high with hopes and dreams for your children. The next day you are struggling to exist, or the next day taking you kid and wringing his neck. Take the time our house burned down. It was an afternoon like any other. John had jkust come home from work.. He sniffed the air and said “Irma, did you leave the iron on again?” I shot back what do you take me for some kind of idiot? I have to admit John was right to ask, because I had left it one a few times before”

“Few times?” Bobby smirked, “ we  had to always check everytime after you ironed to see if you turned it off” Archie smiled and Bobby playfully covered his arm in case there was another “assault” 

“PRILEPTE HO STUHL,”, Irma mockingly shouted. Archie had to laugh
“what’s so funny, Uncle Archie’ Bobby inquired
“Well, when you accused  your mother of forgetfulness she said in Slovak “stick it up your ass” All three started laughing
“Ma, you used to say that to us all the time!!!!” Bobby feigned outrage, but was in on the joke
“Well, yo never knew what it meant. It was my way of saying go  away, don’t bother me!!”
“well, you could have said THAT!” Bobby retorted
“Well what fun was that, you didn’t understand it anyway” Irma replied
Archie had to laugh he was thinking of the times, when he was young. Karol would just get under his wife’s skin for the silliest thing. She would shout back at Karol that phrase. Karol knew better than to continue, because he knew his wife was at a breaking point. He was an autocrat, but even Karol knew his limits when it came to teasing Ludmilla. PRILEPTE HO STUHL 

 **** Need more on Irma and her family ****

It was about that time at 4:00 pm, that the food delivery serviceman  show up.  
“Archie, where do you want the meats”, Stan Doarski asked.
“ Put in the back, Dee will sort it out and  pack it away”. Archie said to Stan. Dee Dee grimaced. She hated that task . It was so cold to try and store all that food. Besides , she wanted to go home to Center Street and get ready for the evening. This was going to be the last  night she will stay this summer in Whiting. Dee Dee loved Whiting. To her, it was the most exciting place. Kenosha seemed so bland.

You see, unlike many of the Kopesky kids,  all 8 of them at that time(remember, Irma would give birth to Jimmy at 45!).  She had the opportunity to get to know her cousins well. It was the result of a family tragedy back in the beginning of the 50’s. 

It all started when John came home from work one day. He walked in, exhausted, as usual, late one evening.

“Irma, did you leave the iron on , again?”. He was in no mood to deal with  a mess at home. He just wanted to wash up, eat his dinner, and go visit his parents. John worked for the city of Kenosha. His job was a dirty and laborious task. At the end of the day, he was not one to be reckoned with. His 8 children  knew that, Irma knew that. Anyone who was with John after work knew that.

John was especially devoted to his parents. At every opportunity he would visit and dote and fret for every little thing they needed. To many  on the outside, they did not understand
This obsession. But, no one knew his devotion was due to the great sacrifices his mother and father labored for he and his siblings, all 5 of them.

“Irma, dammit, I can smell something burning!!!” . John started to prowl the house , sniffing and harumphing like a junkyard dog.  Irma turned the burners down on the stove and helped John in his search. The house was an old one. It was not big, but three floors and multiple rooms made the search tedious. As they began probing the interior, the smell definitely was that of something burning. John became  frantic. “Where are the children”, barked John. 
“Go find them and get them.”. Irma, sensing John’s fear, picked up her pace. Johnny and Bobby were working. Joanie and Diane were babysitting, thank God at the neighbors.
“Something is really burning, isn’t it , John?  Thank God we only have four kids to find. I will round them up  , you keep on searching””

By this time, John Kopesky, a self-described “tough guy” was frantic. Sweating profusely, he bounded all three  flights in his house searching for that fiery culprit. Just as Irma rounded up the four children , who were at home. “Get the, hell out of the house!!!” John shouted. Irma could see the haze of smoke wafting thought the air by now.” Go to the Studenik’s and call the fire department.  In those days, contacting city services was a cumbersome task. There was no 911, no cellphones. Irma and John’s first concern was for the safety of their children.
By this time , the children were huddled in the center of the livingroom, frightened. Kenny, 6 years old, piped up. “Are we gonna die, Ma?” when the others heard Kenny, they started crying maniacally. “Get em otta here, Irma, now!!” 
“John, it is winter, its cold they do not have their coats” , Irma pleaded
“I don’t give a damn. Go to the Studenik’s now!!”. Irma could see the look of terror on  his face. She got the message loud and clear, herding her brood out the front door and down the porch
“I’ll try to get some coats”, John shouted after her.
As Irma turned to see if John was joining them, she froze , momentarily  by what she saw. There were flames leaping outside the dining room window and smoke billowing from the basement . My God she thought as she raced her kids across to the Studenik’s side of the street, I don’t wanna lose John. Dear , Lord help him. As she crossed the street , she looked back and saw John, jumping down the stairs, safe, his arms full of assorted clothing..

Well, family lore has it that Kenny, their 6 year-old was playing with matches in one of the closets in the bedrooms. This was not what happened. Nor did Irma leave the iron on. The fire department did their forensic  analysis and found frayed wires  from an outlet near the master bedroom, caused the inferno. The Fire department got there quickly and saved much of the house. But,  John and Irma had to find temporary shelter for their family. Little Dee Dee spent 6 months in Whiting, even went to the Slovak school, Immaculate Conception, IC as it is known by the citizens, for half a year.   Her friendships and memories, thus bonded her to Whiting and the O’Drobinak’s as well . It was a creaky old house, still using coal for its heat, but the insurance saw to it that it was restored.

Bobby finished his beer. “Ma. Let’s get out of Uncle Archie’s hair. You’ll see him tonight. I thought we would go to Uncle Emil’s and relax a bit before tonight”
“good idea, say little man, (that was Irma’s pet name for Archie). I will see you tonight”. Irma gave her brother a buss on the lips, an O’robinak trademark of love and devotion”. Bobby and Irma walked out and just as the door closed , in walked Wally Matusik, his part-time evening backup bartender.

Wally was a thity-seven-year-old bachelor. Archie was a betting man and figured it was a safe bet that Wally, like Archie, would stay single for the rest of his life. Unlike Archie, who, even though was not a talkative character, everyone seemed to be attracted to Archie’s gruff, but child-like persona. He was the best friend to have al Cub’s {ark of at the pier fishing. He would always have a cigar or two to share. Archie never went anywhere without a six pack within reach. Archie’s best trait was he was a great listener. Once you started to open up, Archie could ask just the right question to allow the person to share more of their story. A silly joke or comment from him would help the person along, and before you knew it, Archie was there to help you with you present dilemma.

However, Wally was different. Wally was a large boned man, who was prone to being shy. He loved to read and that is what had kept him sane for all these years. You see, Wally had what was called a clubbed foot in those days. It made for a severe limp  when he walked. As a child, he was shunned by his classmates, so he took to reading. Wally was very intelligent. There were few topics he did not know about. That is why Archie hired him. He was like a walking encyclopedia. Archie’s patrons would get in an argument over some minutia, whether it be a baseball box score, or some mechanical difficulty, or some literary  discrepancy. Archie could always depend on Wally to settle the argument. His child-like simplicity was no threat to the competing drinkers, so they liked his intrusions, especially when the discussions became heated. Archie could always be the the bad cop to Wally’s good cop and back the opposing patrons down. He especially needed Wally on Friday and Saturday nights , because the overheated room, filled with cigarette and cigar smoke, the  whiskey and beer intake of the patrons often times led to superheated  situations.

“Sign this, please”. Stan sat down and wiped his brow. He was pushing 50 and felt the strains of his deliveries. He spied the package  on the counter. He noticed it was addressed to Charles, not Archie. “ Your brother getting his Playboys mailed here?” , cracked Stan.

Archie smiled” Probably, doesn’t want Ann or the Bank President see his new hobby.” They both smiled at their own wit. “Nah, it has me curious,” Archie added. “Charlie will be herer tonight, It is probably boring bank calendars. I’ll let you know after we talk tonight.

Dee Dee finished packing the freezer. She took off her apron , and held her hand out, smiling slyly at her Uncle. 
“Yeah, Yeah did you earn it today?, joshed Arch.
Dee Dee stomped her foot  sarcastically and said, “Sure did Unc,”, and held her hand out even closer.
Archie turned to the register and pulled out $5.00 bill and 3 singles. Turning back to her, he said
“You did a good job today, I am sure going to miss you “. Dee Dee reached up and gave him a hug and a peck on his cheek.
Bobby asked” Ready to go?”. Irma was already in the car. Bobby said his farewells and off they went down the street to Emil’s and Mary’s on Center Street.

The after work crew was beginning to file in, after all, it was after 4:00 pm on a Friday. It was payday week at standard Oil. That meant good business for the bar and a lot of work for Archie and Wally. Between the constant drink and food orders to fill. Bodies to navigate in a small saloon and the occasional fights he would have to break up. It was a lot for Wally, Archie and Marie to handle.Do not even mention the drunks who would often get sick. That was the worst. Marie was a god send. After Dee Dee left Maria , Louie’s wife would come in and handle the kitchen duties. Maria worked at Charlie’s bank. After an 8 hour shift there, she would come in on Friday nights to help out. Louie and Marie had two children. Kathy , their oldest, was 6 years old. Their second ,Susan 3, would spend their evening at Emil’s and Mary’s while Carol and Janet Czajkowski would babysit about 8 munchkins. Carol and Janet were always dependable. Tessie saw to that , Archie thought. Tessie ran a tight ship with her kids. I guess she had  a little Karol in her, Archie grimaced at the thought.

Wally was tending the bar, so Archie could get a little bookwork done. He had a stool and a small table, next to the slot machine in the back. That was the best. He remembers the times his mother would come by. She did not drink , but she loved to play that machine. Archie would give her a couple rolls of nickels and sit her at the machine. He could still remember the squeals of joy when Ludmilla would win a small jackpot. Man, he missed her shouts in Slovak of her good fortune. Little did Grandma know, but Archie could manipulate the machine somewhat when she came by. She always left with  a little extra cash and a smile on her face. Hell, he wasn’t breaking any rules. The slot machine was illegal anyway. He had purchased it  in Maxwell street, in what you could say, a prilous situation. He paid the leasors a monthly fee. Who cares if they were connected to mob activity? It brought some joy to his Mom’s life,. To Archie, it was worth the headache. Who cares if his patrons lost a little more than usual during the week to make up for her winnings. A woman who  birthed 13 children deserved a little fun. At least, that is how Archie saw it. Marie was back there now, he didn’t mind Marie playing the one armed bandit, before her shift. He even would spot her the first roll of nickels.

Archie hated the bookwork. It wasn’t what he liked. He loved the repartee of the patrons. He loved the smell of cigars, beer and stale peanuts. The aroma of his bar. He would often coax Marie, after her nickels ran out(which they usually did, someone had to make up for Ma’s winnings a few years ago), to finish up the paper work. She was happy to do it. After all, she worked in a bank. Marie was always happy to help out. As was Emil’s wife, Mary. She too, had a day job at St. Catherine’s Hospital. She would basically fill in for Marie on Fridays when Marie had conflicts. NMary’s family, the Fraschniaks emigrated to Canada. Emil met and courted Mary while stationed in South Carolina. They settled in Whiting after the war. Few people in the family remember when Emil and Mary did not live on Center Street. AS a matter of fact, Tessie and her husband Czajk lived with Karol and Ludmilla for 8 years. At first renting a room in the house. After Karol passed away in 1943, Ludmilla took some of Karol’s pension money and renovated the downstairs, windy clapboard shelter replace the walls with cinder blocks. Tess and Czajk lived with Grandma until they moved to Lansing, shortly after Ludmilla passed in 1953. Mary and Marie were inseparable. They were friends since they were six. This is remarkable, because Mary and Marie  knew each other in school in Austria, before they came to America. They reunited their friendship when Louis started courting Marie. Both Mary and Marie were knockouts when they were single. Beautiful girls who knew how to make their male friends treat them well. There friendship was strong, Archie knew, no doubt it would continue well into the future. When Louie  was discharged from the Navy and courted Marie, he vowed to love , honor and cherish Marie  upon the condition that  they live in Whiting. Louie, like all Ludmilla’s children were devoted to her.Why not , Archie sighed  Ludmilla was worth that adulation, for she was a tireless and devoted wife and mother.

Archie smiled at that last thought, because  Karol was a piece of work. He used to hide Ludmilla’s shoes because he felt she was , at times, unfaithful to him. This was absurd on so many fronts. Being 11 years her senior, Karol was most probably projecting his own insecurities on this innocent woman. First, anyone who knew her, knew of her kindness. She would feed hobos who passed by the house on the train tracks that ran beside the road near the house. Secondly, for Christ sakes . she had 13 pregnancies in 23 years, when the hell would she find the time to fool around, grandpa kept her busy enough. Karol even had the temerity to accuse her of infidelity, saying Joe, the son, did not look like him. Archie thought, Karol, if you could see Joe’s 4 year old boy now, also named Joe,  you would see your spitting self-image . How could that have happened, eh Karol? Archie shook his head at that monstrous accusation. Part of the reason why Archie stayed single is because he loved and respected  female companionship too much  ,to be driven to suppress a woman’s dignity in this way. But to his credit, Arche had to admit, this was  the hallmark of his father’s generation, eather than  unusual it was the norm for these men to control the wife’s in repressive ways.

That could not be said for the women of Archie’s generation. Irma, Ann, Tess, Teeny, Marie, Bobbi and  Mary, the better halves of these O’Drobinak men . The brothers strutted around and boasted and drank(sometimes too much). But these women let their men know their limits. The were the “power behind the throne”. The men may have commanded the “troops”, but they did very little without the imprimatur of these quite, but impressive women. Archie thought to himself Irma, Tess and Teeny, did not werar the moniker of quiet. You knew what they felt and told you.  He had to chuckle at the thought of Irma standing up to her father when she disobeyed him. He may have punished her , but he never broke her spirit. It is going to be great to see Irma with us this evening. Because she lived 100 miles away and had a brood of 8 children, Archie seldom had seen Irma since she left at 16 to Wisconsin. He was only 7 , but even then, he knew Irma was a force of nature.

“Arch, I am going down to the cellar to get some supplies, could you watch the bar?”, Wally popped his head in to ask. He was glad for the interruption, because he hated the paperwork, he silently hoped Marie would spy what he was working on and quietly finish his work, which she often did. He was happy to know, he hired both a cook and a bookkeeper.

“Okay if I look at what you are working on?”, Marie queried.
“It is like you are reading my mind, Marie, go ahead. You will probably do a better job at it.”. He knew he was wright. He smiled to himself. I am a telepathic genius! He donned his apron, lit the third cigar of the day and hustled to the front of the bar. It was as if he could hide from the numbers,,,

“Hey, Archie, how’s tricks?”. Somehow Archie knew this guy would show up, and too soon at that. Man, I have got to go on What’s My Line”. It is like I can read minds and predict the future, grimaced Arch, because this was the guy he just bailed out of jail. Archie knew he was going to get on the short end again. He poured him a beer and quickly begaqn to move the other end of the bar.

Unfortunately for Arch, he did not move quickly enough.

“You know, Arch , I am between jobs, the wife is working , but she doesn’t make enough”
Archie was thinking, well,man, stay home at night and you would not be in this mess. However,  those thoughts were impossible to expess. It was almost like a switch in his head would shut off  any comments that would have made sense when he was placed in this position.
“ I gotta ask, all I need is $20.00 for groceries for the week. I may go to work next week, Judy  has got the rent handled.” One thing about Sam was that when he looked you in the eyes, he could melt your heart. He could have made a good salesman, if he didn’t have so many faults’
“Just this once. Remember you owe me for the bail!!”
“Sure, Arch, you’re the best… ahh could you throw in a 5 er for some beer, I need to relax”. Again with his blue eyes!
 Archie just shook his head. I gotta stop doing that. He went to the register and pulled out 25 dollars in bills. At least he can take these bills, I won’t have to count so many tonight. He smiled as if he triumphantly  defeated the enemy.
 







 


