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(Last week, Mr. Poskonka described
how he had gone ta the FBI with a
story of Communist domination of
the United Packinghouse Workers,
of which he was an official, He had
agreed to stay in the Union and re-
port Communist activities fo the
FBIL. In doing so, he had become
publicly identified as a Communist,
and both he and his farnily—who
weren’t in on the secret—had been
subjected to all sorts of insults and
indignities, The worst of these came
when—during a Congressional hear-
ing in the midst of the Korean War
—he was named as one of the “top
Communists in the Chicago area."
This story appeared in all Chicago
newspapers and was read by his
friends, neighbors, and co-workers.)

chm AFTER the newspaper story
identifying me as a “top Com-
munist” appeared, I had my worst
time as a spy for the FBL The hard-
est incident for me to accept hap-
pened one night in a bar when 1 was
standing with my back to the room.
A soldier in uniform hit me in the
back of the neck without warning.
He'd just come back from Korea and
wasn't feeling very sympathetic to-
ward Communists. When 1 spun
around, he really clobbered me.

As 1 got slowly to my feet, he stood
over me and said: “You Communist
so-and-s0!" 1 crawled out of the
place and cried like a baby.

At work, the men in my depart-
ment tacked the story on the bulle-
tin boards and called me “Comrade."”
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None of them would work with me,
These men were not members of
the Packinghouse Workers Union
and still had some freedom.

Things got worse at home, too,
One night, as I lay awake wondering
how much longer 1 could stick it
out, I heard a crash and tinkling
glass on our back porch. When | got
out there, whoever had thrown the
bricks through our windows had
disappeared. But it happened again
several times.

Then some of our neighbors de-
cided they wanted us out of the home
we'd lived in for 28 years. It really
hurt when a petition was circulated
to try and force us to move. We ney-
er saw the petition, but some of
the people pushing it made sure our
children heard about it. Enough
people refused to sign so that it was
never put up to us. It's a miserable
feeling, though, to know you're not
wanted.

The day after my name was
cleared, my youngest daughter, Es-
ther, came home waving & news-
paper and said she was going to take
it to the people who had started the
petition,

"I'm going to shove this paper un-
der their door,” she shouted, “to
make sure they see it!"

But that was still in the future.
Right now, 1 had a new problem, I
lost my job and couldn't find an-
other, I was laid off at Armour and
Company in June, 1957, along with
a lot of other people. My lack of
seniority, not my politics, dictated
this layoff. I continued going to all

Sneers turned 1o siles for a vindicated Joe Poskonka who wos given o hero's welcome by neighborhood kids.

My secret life for

my Communist meetings during this
period—until T was called back to
work early in 1958. But when I ye-
ported, my supervisor said: “Joe,
if you punch in, I'll fire you.” And
that was that.

It was then my past really began
catching up with me. There was work
in other companies—but not for me.
I'd apply and they'd tell me to re-
port for work, Then, when 1 showed
up, there was always some reason
why there wasn't a job after all,

My wife was working to keep our
home together, but this was my re-
sponsibility, not hers, For the first
time I had some misgivings. I was
still attending Party meetings and
was still known as a Communist,
both inside and outside the Party.
That was why I couldn't get a job.

Several times I asked the FBI to
take the wraps off me. I was no
longer afraid of retribution from the
Parly; I was more afraid of seeing
my family go hungry. The Govern-
ment wanted me to testify as a sur-
prise witness when my testimony
would be of greatest value. I was all
for that, teo, because the more my
appearance was played up in the
newspapers, the more people would
realize what I'd been doing.

But somehow the right occasion
didn’t seem to come along. Three
times I thought I was going to throw
off the Communist shackles—at trials
of people I knew to be Communists.
But each time they decided they
didn't need my testimony, and the
time dragged on.

TR:N. on May 7, 1959, came that
wonderful subpoena from the
House Un-American Activities Com-

id as a ""top Communist,” this

.can was scorned by neighbors and
wyers, but the day came when he
serve his country by naming Reds
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ttee, meeting in Chicago to inves-
ate Communist activities in the
idwest. I'm probably the only guy
history who was ever overjoyed
get a subpoena.

For 16 years, I'd been unable to
Ik with my family—really talk with
em, Now the time had finally come.
called together my wife and the
ildren who were at home or close
ough to come over,

“Tomorrow,” I told them, "I'm
ing to have a chance to clear my
me and yours before the whole
puntry.”

Then | told them the story of my
B years as a spy for the FBL I don't

remember, though, that we all
anked Almighty God for bringing
s through this experience.

The hearing next day was almost
n anticlimax to me. 1 got to the
hearing room very early, found the
oors locked, and went out for a
up of coffee. While 1 sat on a res-
aurant stool, George—who had ﬁrsl
rought me into the Communist
Party—came in, saw me, and sat
lown beside me. I knew he had been
ubpoenaed to appear before the
ommittee; but he wasn't expecting
o see me, He looked at me suspi-
riously and asked me what I was
loing downtown. I told him 1 had
some business to attend to, paid my
cheek, and left. .

[ wandered around for a few min-
utes, then returned to the courthouse
where the hearings were being held
and went to the washroom. As [ was
foing out the door, George came in.
Our eyes locked, and I saw him sud-
denly realize why 1 was there. He

(Continued on page 18)

Shrimp in Avocado;

Cool sprigs of watercress
set off jumbo shrimp
in an avocado haif.

it

" Salad par uu-ilmn-a: Greens and radishes.
Oitve and eggs. And everything else
that helps make a salad “special”.

Tomato Blush: Chopped

fresh vegetables in creamed
cottage cheese nestied between
firm tomato wedges.

Exclusive
Stack Pack

t Ritz add the Cn,s touch,,

Salads refresh . . . salads delight. Salads taste best
with the crisp touch only richer-tasting Ritz Crackers
add. Now in three different size packages . . . 80'you
can choose the “just-right” size for your family.
Exclusive Stack Psck — Reclosable Stacks keep Ritz fresher.
They're singly stacked for easy service . . . less breakage|
Handy hali-pound Reguiar Pack — the convenient size for the
small family. Easy to “pour-out” at homs, on plcnics. A

Populer one-pound Regular Pack — %0 big you dip in snd come
out with a whole handful | Grest for parties and large famiies.




