   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 12 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 impressive"

  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?...
    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 a Feudal and Aristocratic elites. For over a thousand years, generations of these folks bore 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 1902. He met and married Ludmilla, 11 years his junior. At 37, 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 father 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.

  As Karol returned from his break, he had know way of knowing that, because of his efforts, 10 children w ill 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…

