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Mr. Young has, we're glad to say, been published in these pages so
frequently of late that there's not much left to say about him here, except
that his insight into the lives of steel workers does come from direct
experience.

| watch the Moon of Advanced Learning riseas | walk home from work.

Within it the advanced thinkers are deep in abstruse thought. Their giant minds are wrestling with the
complex problemsthat confront mankind today.

The advanced thinkers who came before them were earthbound. They served only to complicate the
problems. Perhaps to see with utmost clarity it is necessary to detach one's physicd sdlf from the subject
of oné'sthoughts. Perhapsthisiswhy NASA built an oversized duminous thinktank in space—avisible
symbol of knowledge—and puit it into orbit between the real moon and Earth.

Thered moon isnot in the sky tonight. Only the Moon of Advanced Learning is, and the summer
dars.

| am asteelworker. My father isaso astedworker. My grandfather was a steelworker before us.
He worked on the furnaces, as we do. They were open hearths then, and sometimes during the heats the
molten steel would eat deep holesin the furnace bottoms and around the tap-holes, and after afurnace
with a bad bottom had been tapped, the laborers on the floor would have to fill the holes with dolomite
and tap-hole mix, shovelful by shovelful, hour after hour. The laborerswere called Third Helpers. My
grandfather was a Third Helper for along time. Later on, he became a Second Helper. Finally he
became aFirst Helper. He was paid in tonnage as well as wages then.

Now dl of the furnaces are oxygen, and dmost everything is done by machine. | am atester. | test
samples of the heatsto determine the quality of themetd. | could wear awhite shirt to work if | wanted
to, but I don't. The guyswho man the machineswould resent it.

| make good money. My father, who isamelter, makes even better money. My grandfather was
ill-paid at first for al the back-bresking shoveling he did asa Third Helper. Then the Union redly flexed
its biceps, and the heyday of the steelworkers began. My father would be arich man today if he had
known enough to put some of his money away. My grandfather did know enough to do so, and now the
interest from his savings abets his pension and socid security. He and my grandmother now livein
Florida. He plays golf the year 'round. That seemsto be the reason so many retirees go to Florida.

The Moon of Advanced Learning is partidly built of stedl, but it is mostly composed of duminum.
The dectricarsthat have at last come on the mass market are made mostly of auminum.
Shipbuilding has gone to the dogs, and there are no new skyscrapers going up.



Therailroads can't afford to lay new rails.

Asthough the Stuation were not bad enough asit stands, foreign stedl keeps pouring in.

American gedl issck.

Bethlehem is closing down itsmill herein Chenango. The announcement came three months ago.

Soon my father and | will be out of ajob.

The auminouslittle moon gazes benignly down upon me as| walk home. It was put into orbit shortly
after Bethlehem announced its forthcoming shut-down.

Everyone hopes that the advanced thinkers are thinking what should be done about stedl. But | know
damn well they are not.

The Bethlehem mill virtualy gave birth to Chenango. Asthe plant grew, so too grew the town. The
houses and the business places multiplied the way grass does when you water it every day. The gin mills
grew like weeds. The sted mill comprisesthe mgor part of the town'stax base, and athough production
at themill isnot what it once was, Chenango gtill remains big and bustling. The gin mills have survived
well. Thisis partly because of subpay and unemployment insurance. When astedworker islaid off, he
has amost as much money to drink on as he had when he was working, and in most cases hewould be
caled back to work before his unemployment insurance or his subpay ran out. But now none of the
unemployed will be called back.

| have not been laid off yet, nor has my father. But soon both of uswill be. I can find other work. It
won't pay half as much as my present job does, but | will be ableto get by. But my father, athough not
quite old enough to draw his pension, istoo old to get ajob that will pay more than peanuts.

What will he do?

The Moon of Advanced Learning has a per-square-inch abedo twice that of the real moon's. Its
radiance putsto shame the fegble glow from the dreetlights. Waking initsillumination, | can amost fed
thethinkersthinking.

| am of Irish descent. Most of the people who live in Chenango are of Savic descent, and there are
also many blacks. The mill drew poor people to this part of New Y ork State. And the poor people have
become rich—or as rich as maost poor people can ever expect to get. But most of their wedlth liesin
future paychecks. They have found out how wonderful it isto have Things, and they have bought Things
on time; but now they are afraid that the Thingswill be taken away.

| have anew eectricar. | could easily drive back and forth to work. But in warm wesather | never do,
ancel live only alittle more than amile from the mill. Soinwarm weether | wak and let my wife have
the car.

It isFriday night, and | have the weekend off. | have my paycheck in my pocket. | used to cash my
paycheck in one of the numerous gin mills and get drunk, but thiswas before | got married. Now | takeit
straight home with me and cash it the next day in the supermarket. | am not afraid to walk the streets of
Chenango even though they are infested with kids who like to beat people up and rob them. The people
they generdly beat up and rob are old and feeble. They don't dare come near me. They remainin
doorways and aleysuntil | have gone by. | am big and broad of shoulder. | could make mincemest of
them, and they know it.

My wifes nameis Betty. After we got married, | bought a house in Chenango. Shortly afterward my
father built ahouse in the suburbs and moved there. What the hell, he said, | can afford it, so why not?
But he missesliving in Chenango.

Although the house | bought is more than amile from the mill, we get residue from the blagt-furnace
discharges, and during the warm months when we leave our windows open, we can smell the acrid fumes
from the plant. But neither of us has ever minded the pollution. Betty hasknown it al her life, and so have
|. Without the pollution there would be no mill and no paycheck and no house. We've dways thought
that whatever years the pollution might take away from uswould be more than compensated for by the



paychecks| bring home.

The pollution isnot so bad now asit wasin my grandfather's day. Precipitators have been ingtalled at
the mill at enormous company expense. Maybe they are one of the reasons this once mighty arm of
Bethlehem has become atrophied. But the people of Chenango did not ask the company to ingtal them.
The people of Chenango are like the people of Donora, Pennsylvania. When, years ago, many of them
died from fumes from a zinc processng plant, those who survived did not want the plant to move. They
saw clearly that without the plant there would be no Donora, Pennsylvania, and that clean air would cost
them their paychecks. People can live with pollution, but they cannot live without paychecks.

| wonder if the thinkersin the Moon of Advanced Learning have thoughtslike these.

Probably not. Probably they are thinking about black holes.

| buy asixpack in an dl-night delicatessen and walk the remaining distanceto my house. Itisa
wdll-built house with afull cdlar, but the neighborhood is run down. | have painted it and have repaired
the veranda, so it looksreal nice. But thereisnothing | can do about the houses next door or the houses
across the street or the bottles the kids break on the pavement or the refuse that keeps accumulating
along the curbs. Unfortunatdly the housesin this section of Chenango were built on narrow lots so that
someone living in one house can reach out his side windows and dmost touch the side of the house next
door. And while dl of the houses havelong, narrow backyards, none of them has afront yard over three
feetinwidth. But dl of them, like mine, arewell built. If they are never razed, they will outlast by
generaionsthe ranchstyle my father built in the suburbs.

Our eectricar is parked in the street. | check to see whether it islocked; then | climb the veranda
steps and knock on the front door, which Betty keeps locked after dark. She letsmein and wekissin
thefoyer. When | am on the afternoon shift she always prepares alate supper for me. | wash my handsin
the kitchen sink (I have showered at the mill) and Sit down at the kitchen table and open one of the
bottles from the sixpack. The beer is cold—the delicatessen keeps all its beer refrigerated. | drink it from
the bottle. Supper isnot quite ready yet. Betty knows| like to drink abeer or two before | eat. The kids
arein bed—they have had ahard day playing. Janet isfive. Little Chuck isfour.

Betty isfrying pork chops and boiling potatoes. She was atall, dark-haired beauty in school. Sheis
il atall, dark-haired beauty, but she has gained weight. She goesto aweight-watchers class twice each
week, but so far it has had no effect. Her bottom isfirm and neatly rounded. That isthe way they say it in
books: firm and neatly rounded. She wearstight dacks to make it seem more so, but the dacks can't
quite cope with the number of pounds she has put on around her waist. | do not mind this, but she thinks
| do. She does Sitting-up exercises every morning. Her father is a steelworker too, but unlike my father,
he hasthirty yearsin and isdigible for retirement and does not need to worry about the forthcoming
shutdown.

Asl finish my second bottle of beer, Betty setsthe table. She dwayswaitsto eat supper with me
when | am on the afternoon shift, and presently shejoins me at the table. She has had littleto say sincel
got home. Sheis quiet because sheis scared. She has been scared ever since the company announced
that the mill isgoing to be shut down.

In addition to pork chops and mashed potatoes she prepared a tossed salad and boiled
corn-on-the-cob. She aso baked a banana-cream pie. | have two pieces. She hasonly adiver. "Arewe
going to your father's on Sunday?' she asks.

"He's expecting us."

"Why doesn't he ever come here when both of you get a Sunday off at the same time?”

"I think he likesto show off his new house.”

" think he's homesick for Chenango,” Betty says. "'l think he knowsthat if he comesto our house,
hell get more homesick yet."

"I don't see why. He seesthe town every time he comesto work."

"Seaingitandliving init aren't quite the samething.”

She pours coffee and we sit there for awhile talking about the kids. Neither of us brings up the
subject of the mill. While sheisdoing dishes| go outside and stand in the backyard. The Moon of



Advanced Learning isamost directly above the house. Thereisareassuring quality about itslight. The
advanced thinkers are multinational. Two of them are Americans, oneis French, oneisan Isradli, oneis
English, and oneis Norwegian. All have giant brains. Their avowed purpose, according to the media, is
to improvethe lot of mankind, but I do not think they are thinking of mankind in the present tense; | think
they are thinking of mankind of the future. | do not think they arelooking down upon us astheir little
auminous world whirls round and round the Earth. | think they arelooking at the stars.

Betty precedes me upstairs. | check to seeif al the doors are locked. When | enter our room, sheis
kneeling beside the bed. Her hands are steepled on the bedspread and her eyes are closed. Sheis of
Polish descent, and both of us go to early mass every Sunday when | am off, and take the kids with us.
But | have never seen her pray a home before. Without saying anything, | undress and dip between the
sheets. Presently she dipsin beside me. Then | say, "Were you praying about the mill?" and she answers,
"Yes" | do not say anything more, but turn off the light. We lie there in the darkness sde by side, and
then we make love,

In the morning there isawind from the south, and the sky isa cloudless blue. During the week it was
cool for thistime of year, and now the westher forecasters are ecstatic as they promise awarm and
beautiful weekend. After breakfast we take the kids and go shopping. | cash my check at the
supermarket-office window. It isabig check; it needsto be what with the price of food. With kids,
shopping is quite a chore. Janet wants everything she sees. Little Chuck istoo young to know what he
wants and keeps grabbing at bright packages. We return to the car and unload the two cartswe have
filled. Betty lovesto shop. Her eyes become glazed as she inches up and down the aides. She buys
everything that is on sale, whether we need it or not. Shethinks sheis saving money. | am dways
tempted to point out to her that the only realistic way to save money is not to spend it, but | never do.
With themoney | make, thereis no need to be frugd.

The supermarket isfour blocks from our house. We drive home beneath a sky to which smoke from
the mill haslent ayellowish cast. Many of the business places we pass are closed, their windows
boarded up. There are numerous houses for sdle. Employment at the mill isnot what it once was, and
athough on the surface Chenango is il big and bustling, it has been gradudly dying for years. My
grandfather used to tell me how it used to bein the old days. There were twenty thousand men working
in the mill then, and the unemployed used to beg at the gatesto belet in so they could apply for work.
No one dreamed in those days that the mill would ever die. It was as dependable as the sun coming up in
the morning. But my grandfather isno longer interested in such matters. He istoo busy in Florida playing

golf.

Saturday afternoon | cut the lawn. It takes me only fifteen minutes. Afterward | replace acellar
window one of the neighborhood kids broke. Late in the afternoon | have a bottle of beer and st on the
back porch steps, watching Janet and Little Chuck play. We have steak for supper—tenderloin.
Afterward | watch TV for awhile; then Betty and | get dressed to go out. She putsthe kidsto bed, and
ateenage girl from down the street comesin to babysit.

Wego to Braidish's. We amost dways go there Saturday night when | have the weekend off.
Tonight we go with Ron and Dolores Krupak. Ron works with me at the mill, and he and Dolores are
about our age. Braidish'sislocated near the outskirts of Chenango and is anotch or two above the
average gin mill. On Saturday nights adance band comesin a nine and playstill two.

We take atable near the dance floor and have afew rounds while the band is setting up. Betty drinks
screwdrivers; therest of us order beer. Usualy she confines herself to two or three drinks, but tonight,
even before we begin to dance, she hasfour. The band is an old peopl€e's band—it plays Lawrence Welk
syle and aternates between old favorites and modern numbers, which it plays exactly the sameway it
playsthe old favorites. Tame stuff, but when you have awife and two kids, it'stimeto start being tame.

Between dancesthe four of ustalk of thisand that, but never once does one of us mention the mill.
Mostly wetak about our kids. Ron and Dolores have two boys and agirl. Betty keeps downing



screwdrivers. | tell her to ease up, but she only grins and says Saturday night only comes once aweek.
Sheistipsy when a last we leave. We go for coffee a an dl-night diner. After one swallow of hers Betty
getssick and runs for the women's room. Dolores hel ps her back to the table. Shortly afterward we
leave. Both Ron and | have driven our cars. Assoon as| get home, | pay the babysitter and tell her she
can go; then | put Betty to bed. | have never seen her drunk before. 1t makes me sad, particularly
because | know why she got drunk.

My father's house has abig lawn in front and an even bigger lawvn in back. Last year he had an
in-ground svimming pool put in. The house iswhite-shingled and lookslarger thanit redly is. Thereisa
tiny porch in front and abig patio in back. The patio overlooks the swimming pool. All of thetreesin the
yard are young. Some of them are Schwedler's maples, some of them are silver birches. There are two
dogwoodsin the front yard. He cuts the grass twice each week from late spring to early fdl; he hasa
riding mower. Thereisan inbuilt double garage, though he has only one car. In the backyard he has
built aspecia shed to keep histoolsin and covered it with shingles to match those on the house. | have
never told him so, but despite its shinglesit looks like an outhouse.

The minute we get there Sunday afternoon Janet starts hollering that she wantsto go swimming, and
Little Chuck joins her. My mother gets both kidsinto their suits, getsinto hers, and soon Janet and Little
Chuck are splashing glefully in the shadlow part of the pool under my mother'swatchful eye. My father
getsasixpack out of therefrigerator in the kitchen, and he and | and Betty Sit at the rustic wooden table
he built for the patio. Betty refuses a bottle of beer—sheis gill sick from last night. My father and | drink
our beer from the bottle. Heis acouple of inches shorter than 1, and stockily built. Hisbarrel chestisno
longer distinguishable from hisbelly. His hairlineisreceding, and his brown hair hasflecksof gray init.
But despite the grayness and the lines in his face he does not look hisforty-nine years.

Usualy when we get together we talk shop. Today he does not even mention the mill. At the mill he
worksin Two Shop and | work in Three, and we seldom see each other at work. The last time Betty and
| and the kids were out to his house he was depressed and said next to nothing al the while we were
there. My mother reflected hismood. Today heisin excellent spirits, and my mother seemsto be having
as much fun as Janet and Little Chuck are as she monitors them in the pooal.

| am determined to talk about the mill whether my father wantsto or not. Its forthcoming shut-down
isafact that hasto be faced. Heis soon going to be among the unemployed, and if he remains among
them, he is going to lose his house. Some way, somehow, heis going to have to find another job, and a
good one.

But | do not bring up the subject of the mill directly. Instead | ask him how many more years his
mortgage dill hasto go. "Twenty-five," he says. "Hell, you know when | bought the house."

"l didn't know you took athirty-year mortgage.”

"Everybody doesthese days.”

"Y oung people do. How in hell are you going to pay it off?'

"Y ou're worried about the mill, aren't you."

"Not on my account.”

"Well, don't worry about it on mine."

"Y ou owefor your car too. Not to mention the swimming pool.”

"They haven't pulled out yet."

"They'regoing to."

"They only said they were going to. Things can change.”

"There are two things that never change. Profit and loss. If they figure they can make more money or
lose lessmoney by pulling out they'll pull out.”

"When they pull out iswhen I'll start to worry," my father says He takes abig swallow of beer.

Betty looks at him. "Y ou believe, don't you?"

"You bet your lifel do."

"| don't," Betty says. "But | keep trying."

| gare at her and then at him. "Believe what?'



Neither answers me.
| finish my beer and et the bottle on the table. "I'm going for aswim,” | tell them.

| take each of the kids out into deeper water. "1 can swim! | can swim!™ Janet shouts, and | loosen
my grip on her and let her paddle furioudly till she beginsto sink. Little Chuck hasbig blue eyes. He
doesn't say anything when it ishisturn, but his eyes get even bigger. "Swim! Swim!" he says after | take
him into deeper water, and | let him paddle redigticaly away, dl the while wondering what my father has
up hisdeevetha Betty doesn't quite believein.

We have barbecued chicken for supper. My mother prepares it outdoors on the rotisserie after
parboiling it in the kitchen. Barbecued chicken, french fries, atossed sdlad, diced tomatoes and
corn-on-the-cob. Betty and my mother have coffee, the kids pop. My father and | have beer. In the yard
next door the people are having barbecued chicken too. It is asuburban custom.

Both the beer and the meal make me deepy, and after supper | fall adeep on alawn-style chaise
lounge on the patio. It is beginning to grow dark when | awake. Betty has her bathing suit on and isin the
pool with the kids. My mother and father are watching TV on a portable set they brought outside. "It'll be
full tonight,” 1 hear my father say.

"Yes" saysmy mother.

| redlize they are talking about the Moon of Advanced Learning. "They can think better when it'sfull,”
| say wryly.

"I wonder," my mother says, "if they got my letter yet."

| St up Straight in the lawn chair and stare a her. ™Y ou wrote to them?”

"Yes. About themill."

"Mom, they can't do anything about the mill!"

"Why can't they?' my father asks. "Why in hell do you think they were put up there?"

"Why, to think, of course.

"Right. To think. About us"

"But they don't think about usindividualy. They think of mankind as awhole—about how to keep it
from going down the drain. They think about the growing population, about the dwindling food supply,
about ecology—thingslike that. They think of our future.”

"That'swhat | mean," my father says. "Our future.”

"Dad, I'm talking about the stars. They're thinking of wayswe might get to the stars. They're
theorizing about space. About black holes. Black holes may be the answer.”

"The answer to what?' my mother asks.

"To our finding inhabitable worlds."

"Nonsense," my father says. "They'rethinking of thisworld and people like us. Probably they didn't
know about the mill. But now they do—they must have got the letter by thistime. | told your mother it
wouldn't do any good just to pray.”

"Pray?

"Yes, pray. By prayers aone they might not have got the message.”

"Now they'll know what we're praying about,” my mother says. "They'll know exactly what mill we

"They're not gods! They're Sx mortal human beings going round and round the Earth in an aluminum
tin can!"

"Betty praystoo,” my mother says. "Shetold me."

"Look, it'srigng,” my father says, pointing to the esdt.

"Yes," my mother saysquietly, leaning forward.

| do not look at the Moon. | [ook at Betty. Sheisknedling at the pool's edge drying Little Chuck with
atowd. Then she becomes aware of therisng Moon and turnstoward it. Sheisill kneding. She must
fed my eyesupon her, for she turns back quickly and resumes drying Little Chuck.

Besde me my mother says, "I'll bet they can dmost look down and see the mill."



"They'll never let it be shut down," my father says. "Not inamillion yearsl"”

We are along time saying good-bye. My mother always hates to see the children leave. So does my
father, although he pretends not to. | keep looking at this hard-working Catholic who has apotheos zed
sx scientistswho arent fit to tie hisred God's shoes. | keep looking a my mother. My mother wrote a
|etter to the men in the Moon. Please save our sted mill.

| drive home dowly. | can see the Moon of Advanced Learning above the housetops. It shineslikea
dlver dollar. "Did you write them aletter too?' | ask Betty.

"NO."

"I wonder if my mother sent hers specid delivery.”

"Don't make fun, Chuck."

"I'm not making fun. | just can't believe you people.”

"What're we supposed to do? What am | supposed to do?"

"Guys like them devel oped the A-bomb."

"What kind of ajob can you get compared to the one you have? We have a big mortgage on the
house and we owe for the car, the refrigerator and the living-room set. And | can't work because of the
kids."

"Wadll, a least you don't believe.”

"No. Only hope."

Itiswell after ten by the time we get home. Betty takes the kids upstairs to bed, then calls down that
sheisgoing to bed hersdlf. | tll her I will be up shortly.

| go out and stand on the back porch and look up at the Moon. It grins down a me.

A pantheon of Sx moldy old men.

The upstairslightsin the house next door are on, the downgtairslights are out. Probably our
neighbors are praying too. Please save our mill. Betty should be done by now. | reenter the house, lock
the door and go upstairsto bed.



