The Coke Works: “a thousand Mexicans
came”

Lehigh Review, Spring 1939

read by the Gadfly:
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Arvviand the bead of the Sooth Mountain
I the noteh of the valley

Nieat to the piver

Like n lizard asleep

Sprawls the milis of "I Steel,

photographs
by

Ep from the lizard
= Lk <team from the hot animal body
'Oe Rise many eolored smokes and stenchies
And in o husky voiee, it speaks.
boy'e Distinet at night
Fused sith the voice of the city
and 'I‘\' lln_\‘
A monotonous clatter and clang:
punctuated by shricking air

louis

ad dull explosion

stoumen

Thien ix the thing tie student secs
Is he yits with hix daty
af the Lookout on South Maowhtain.



Trofleys clatter hetween Bethlehem and Helortown
S stopy at o road
that leads to the Shag Division
of the Stecl
The wavy macadam steip wanders hy
long heapy of skag
numl--u‘n,-t shackhs
u hig was tunk
P"ast the piping. stieks. and blagk xlinders
of the Coke Works
Pamyes by w stringe of small wooden bulldings
each with its own oathouse
Andd Joses itself o the fazy Peansylvania
conntryside vich i old hewn harns

and massive stone aembonses,

In the shadow of the tanks

The Lysucn REVIEW

and children who lower thelr heads and smile

Nad end Jeavy with the atuff of Uife arve thexe
montonmes yrey Meacks

Bevide whowm the rood paused

in the shodee

af the tanks

af the cobe distitling plnt,
Here Hive peaple not known to Joe and his date
For the two can not see the head of the lizard
From where they sit

i the convertible coupe

at the Lookout

an South Mountain



Mance, 1930

Some peaple ¢all this place The Camp,
Others, The Mexican Village,
People who Hve there eall it

“Cocoea

A eteange groxoth ix Covo-a
i the gae of the Hard
Huorn of the steiles of a post-scar steel boom
sehich seere brokew
by wmen silling af glaxe topped dezke,
Men who said,

W'l ship Mexzicans up to break the damw stroke ™

“We sl probably weed o thowsaed.”

A thousand Mexieans came.

Men, wornen, children

In box enrs to Bethlelem,
Teom Gundalajara in Mexioo
From drows v, sunny. dusty. Mexico
to America, the land of promise,
to Bethlehem, the town of steel,

But the smell of Coco-a—

But hard i the stock
of those who live in the shack,
and proud,
Spanish blowd and Tndian.
Hurd workers.
Ask their foremen,
Hard ifrinkers.
Ask the law.
And headthy,
Louok at the fat Leown hables
und elildren who lower theie
heads and smile,
mnd lnogh the Iaughter of honlihy
clildeen,
wnd eun on fat hrown legs.

Steange that sucl should Hve and play
beside and in grey wopden shacks

ahiont the wooden outhonse

'\I\' lll(' (:nh‘nnim-d ‘l'lu"‘ of “M' \’v(l'l')
“Temporary shelters” did the man at the

wliass topped desk say?
Baot the smells of Cocoa don't reach
Fountuin 111
Aud twenty vears in a loug tme o remember.

Fhive vou met the greasydivty, Jousy, dennken,

Moextean *

o

“Hello deeny Gayashe, Hoe ave yor?”

“How are the bittle ones?™

15

Have you mel the greasy, dicty, lousy. drunken Mexican?

"Goud, Gand, Cne more pretty soon wioke it pine ——.

After mu womean have i gow must cone by my

"l”’ﬂ".
I wat affer won viach.
Sowcethivg to val
I tittle scime
Ludd & good Gwe ar our friend,
You prramise, el Pt



Pride

el tough bodlys

builds unti-toxins

to dhisease, filth, Bece, and squalor.
Hard Hguoe, eheap Tiguor

|l-'||)- Lo,

An does gosd haimor

storcism

generosity,

Happy people live

in twa room shineks

with their childeon

who play fn the shadow of tanks s
piplag.

Four huubreds vards from the ety domg,

Four hundeed yavds from
the city dump

Lehigh University students view the wave of Mexicans working in and
living by the infamous Coke Works.

What are you thinking?
Written 80 years ago.
Imagine Gadfly reading this today (with his Mexican accent!) to an
audience of many colors.

What discussion might ensue about the meaning of “history” and



how “history” is written?
What would a poem by one of the Mexicans look like?

Thanks to follower Ilhan Citak for supplying the copy and for
permission to print.



