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My Piggy Bank Is Empty – Alyssa Hertel




Mama always told me to save my money and buy something good.  But she had to know that I was like all the other boys in Salem.  We liked to use our money for gum, baseball cards, and marbles.  We used our coins for coin tosses and other games.  We used our money for bets.  Now I know why mama said that.  The Great Depression was here, and I had no money.  When I tried to ask mama or papa for money, they would laugh and say that I should’ve listened to them.


“Blake, come and set the table,” yelled Blake’s mother.


Blake came immediately.  His pulled down the old, broken dishes.


“Blake, honey, no.  Company’s comin’ home with your father tonight.  After you set the table I want you to go wash up,” stated his mother.


Blake got the unused, good china.  He set the table for six, as his mother had told him to.  He went upstairs and washed up.  After putting on a fresh pair of clothes, he got his older sister, and together they went downstairs to greet their guests.  To their surprise, it was their grandparents.  Their grandparents always brought them gifts, since their grandfather worked at the bank. 


“So, grandpa, what did you bring us?” asked Blake forgetting his manners.


His sister elbowed him and he grabbed his arm, remembering his manners.  Grandpa chuckled and said,


“He is always so curious.  Seri, I brought you some candies and fabric.  But use the fabric wisely, because you won’t be getting any fabric any time soon.  And for you, Blake, I have for you some candies and $10 for you to spend on what you like.”


After they admired their gifts, they sat down for dinner.  Blake’s mother could only afford buttermilk and cornbread, but grandma had brought a feast with her.  She brought eggs, butter, salads, pasta, and a huge chicken.  Soon, Blake and Seri learned that their grandparents were going to stay for a while. 


“Blake, my mom got me some marbles for my birthday four days ago.  You wanna come and play with me, everyone else is busy?” asked his friend, Billy over the phone.


Blake yelled to his mom before telling Billy.


“I can come.  I’ll be over soon,” answered Blake.


Blake had forgotten Billy’s birthday completely, so he grabbed a dollar from his pile of ten to give to Billy.  He sealed it in a fancy envelope and started on his walk to Billy’s house.


Blake pulled his hand upward and knocked on the door.  Billy answered and took Blake’s coat.


“So you ready to play marbles?” asked Billy with a light in his eyes.


“Sure, but I got a present for you.  Here,” said Blake, handing Billy the fancy envelope.  Billy tore it open and took out the single bill.  The look in Billy’s eyes was enough, and they both knew it.  They sat down, and after they finished the cookies that Billy’s mother gave them, started to play.


When they finished Billy asked Blake to leave.  Blake had won all four games and now Billy was mad at him.  The truth was, Billy wasn’t very good at marbles, but it was the cheapest game you could get.


“How was your game with Billy?” asked his mother as he walked through the door.


“Billy hates me and he stinks at marbles.  He is such a sore loser,” stated Blake in a rough and cold voice.


“Blake, don’t talk to your mother that way,” warned his father, as he walked in with the newspaper in his hands.


“Well, Luther, Blake has a point,” said his grandfather.


“He does?” asked his sister sarcastically. 


“Yes he does.  Billy is mad at Blake.  Billy is Blake’s best friend,” said his grandma, after she walked in with a pot of tea.


“It’s getting a little crowded in here,” Blake managed to say before his sister shoved him against the wall.


Everyone moved into the next room, the living room.  Blake gasped and realized what he had forgotten other than Billy’s birthday.  He had forgotten his own.


“Well, Blake, don’t just stand there.  Open your gifts,” said his father in a warm voice.


Blake was surprised.  There were at least 2 large presents, a small present, and three envelopes.  Blake picked up the three envelopes and tore one open.  Inside were a card and a new, crisp looking dollar-bill.  The next one was from his sister.  A pink card was inside.  He ignored the color of the card and opened it to the inside.  A pack of rookie baseball cards fell out.


“Thanks Seri.  I love them,” he said to her, smiling.


Blake pulled the list from his pocket and looked over it.  He had gotten lots of stuff and had written it down.  He laid it on the table and read it over:

1. Baseball cards

2. Baseball and mitt

3. Roller skates

4. A new shirt

5. $2

Blake smiled at the end of the list.  $2 seemed to stick out the most.  Now he had $11 more than anyone but Olliver, the mean boy down the street.  Olliver even went to a private school.  Blake used to go to school.  But now he stayed home to learn.  Mama always told him that as long as you were learning, it made no difference.  Blake disagreed. 

“Mama, why don’t I go to school? I gots enough money,” said Blake with a certain sadness in his voice.

“But we’re not goin’ to use your money for school honey,” said his mother, putting down her sewing supplies.

“But Olliver goes to school,” said Blake, hoping that would help.

“Olliver’s parents got the money to send him, so they do,” said his mother now sounding very angry.

Blake decided to stop talking before he got a stern beating from his mama.  Blake went to his sister to ask why they didn’t go to school.

“Cause, we ain’t got no money.  Mama and papa does their best to educate us,” said his sister.

“But that’s what mama said,” Blake sounded desperate.

He left, hanging his head real low.  Blake went to his room and opened an old, discarded math book and grabbed his ‘Red Chief’ tablet.  He searched in his desk to find a pencil.  He found one and started doing his homework.  His mother, who usually taught, didn’t give Blake homework.  But his grandma, who had taken over his teaching so his mama could find a job, did.  Blake put up with it because his mother had a job and so did his dad and grandfather, so he didn’t complain.  Besides, grandpa had bought him new things for his room, and then helped him redecorate it.  Chewing on his pencil, he began the equation.

Christmas was coming, and it was coming faster than ever.  Some stores lowered prices, others did not.  He went out shopping the day after the sales started.  He bought real nice things to say thanks to his family.  He bought his mother and sister the finest fabric he could afford.  He bought his dad a cheap set of tools and his grandfather a new fountain pen.  Lastly, he bought his grandma a new schoolbook and a pencil.  It was hard to find very good presents because the stores were either sold out or closed.  He had them wrapped at Jimmy’s Market and Wrapping Store.  With all that done, the total came to only $7.52.  Blake was happy with himself.   

Tonight was the night.  Tonight was Christmas Eve.  Blake carefully laid his gifts under the tree.  He even wore his nice new shirt and his best overalls.  Everyone seemed happy again.  Papa and grandfather had even gotten a small tree, the best they could afford.  To keep a family tradition, Blake and his sister were asked to leave with mama while a pickle was hidden inside the tree.  Blake and his sister reentered the room and started to search the tree.  Blake found the pickle and chose the first present he would open.  He picked out the biggest, bulkiest box from the few presents under the tree.  He tore off the wrapping and opened to lid.  There, waiting anxiously inside, was a puppy!  Blake smiled and handed a gift to his sister. 

Blake made another list.  This time, grandpa let him use the fountain pen Blake had gotten him.  He wrote neatly and spaced everything perfectly.  Sitting down at his own desk he reviewed it:

1. More baseball cards

2. Teddy bear (I actually love them)

3. A PUPPY!
       Blake had gotten more than he had wished for.  This was the first Christmas since the Great Depression began.  Mama had even brought him shopping to get food and other necessities for his dog, Buttons. 


Since spring had arrived, Blake and Buttons went for regular walks together.  
“Beautiful day, ain’t it Buttons?  Wanna get some ice cream?” asked Billy before he headed over to the ice cream shop.


“One strawberry ice cream cone and a scoop of vanilla in a bowl, please,” said Blake, nicely to Bobby, the ice cream man.


Blake and Bobby had recently become friends, since Blake now had enough money to buy ice cream almost weekly.  The ice cream was a reasonable price, so lots of people came to have ice cream there.  Ten cents for a cone, five cents for a cup.  Bobby handed Blake his ice cream, but with it, a newspaper article. 


“I’m sorry.  I found it the newspaper today.  Did your dad tell ya?” asked Bobby, a look of sadness in his eyes. 


Blake picked up the piece of newspaper.  It was an article from the newspaper company up the street.  It was already crumbled, like Bobby had been mad about something.  He flattened it on the table, after he gave the vanilla ice cream to Buttons, and started to read it.

Companies to Close Down.

Written by Winfred Bolsky

Once again, more companies are closing down do to the great depression.  
Sadly, some people may lose their homes because of it.  Here is the list of the following businesses that will be closing very soon.

· Marlinton Fabric Company

· Ballston Bank

· Mary and John’s Hotel and Pub

· Margaret’s Music Store

· Pica Low Construction

· Pica’s Soup Kitchen

Blake’s father worked at Pica Low Construction.  The news officially came the next day that Blake’s father lost his job.  Blake was mad.  He bottled it up inside him until he couldn’t take it.  The Great Depression was ruining everything.  It made people lose homes, jobs.  It destroyed lives.  But he had his family, his dog, his home, and they weren’t leaving any time soon.
