God Bless® the Child

Them that’s got shall get

Them that’s not shall lose

So the Bible says,

And it still is news.

Mama may have, Papa may have,

But God bless’ the child that’s got hisown. , . .

Yes, the strong gets more, while the weak ones fade
Empty pockets don’t ever make the grade.

Mama may have, Papa may have,

But God bless’ the child that’s gothisown. . . |

—Arthur Herzog, Jr. and Billie Holiday*

Jane Yoder
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hidden costs—Ilike with this house, we had to buy it up quickly, through a
friend of my husband’s father. So it was bought without the real estate
commission. ‘

“We've always paid our bills along the way. I have a real fear of being
trapped into more than I need. I just turn away from it. Security to me is
not what we have, but what we can do without. 1 don’t want anything so
badly that I can’t wait for it. I think a second television set in our bedroom
might be kind of nice. But I can dismiss it. We have one. How many can
you watch?

“We got married in July of 1940. This cocktail table is an early decision
in those days. And that end table. So my brothers come in, and they say,
‘It's amazing. Same stuff is here, and you've added to it. By God, how did
youdo it?” ”

Her father was a blacksmith in a small central Illinois mining fown.
There were seven children. The mines closed “early, about ’28 or ’30.”
The men, among them her father, went to other towns, seeking jobs.

DuRrING THE DEPRESSION, my father took a great deal of psychological
abuse. Oh, tremendous. This brother-in-law that was superintendent of
the mine . . . I look at these two men. . . . I really think my father
bad a marvelous mind. I wonder what he had the potential to be-
come. . . .

He’s like something out of Dostoevsky. My father was, I think, terribly
intelligent. He learned to speak English, a couple of languages, and prided
himself on not being like the rest in our neighborhood. He was constantly
giving us things from either the paper or some fiction and being dramatic
about it . . . “down with these people that didn’t want to think.” TJust as
proud of his kids . . . but he was schizophrenic. He could look at him-
self a little bit, and then just run like hell. Because what he saw was pain-
ful.

We were struggling, just desperate to be warm. No blankets, no coats.
At this time I was in fourth grade. Katie* went to Chicago and bought an
Indian blanket coat. I remember this incident of that Indian blanket coat.
(Gasps.) Oh, because Katie came home with it and had it in her clothes
closet for quite a while. And I didn’t have a coat. I can remember putting
on that coat in Sue Pond’s house. I thought, oh, this is marvelous, gee. I
took that coat home, and I waited till Sunday and wore it to church. And
then everybody laughed. I looked horrid. Here was this black-haired kid,
with a tendency to be overweight. My God, when I think of that. . . .
But I wore that coat, laugh or not. And I can remember thinking: the
hell with it. I don’t care what . . . it doesn’t mean a thing. Laugh hard,
yowll get it out of your system. I was warm.

Before that I had one coat. It must have been a terrible lightweight coat

* Her older sister.
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HARD TIMES

or what, but I can remember being cold, just shivering. And came home,

and nothing to do but go to bed, because if you went to bed, then you put
the coat on the bed and you got warm.

The cold that I've known. I never had boots. I think when I got mar-
ried, I had my first set of boots. In rainy weather, you just ran for it, you
ran between the raindrops or whatever. This was luxuriating to have
boots. You simply wore your old shoes if it was raining. Save the others.
You always polished them and put shoe trees in them. You didn’t have
unlimited shoe trees, either. When the shoes are worn out, they’re used
around the house. And of the high heels, you cut the heels down and
they’re more comfortable,

We tell our boys: you have a black sweater, a white sweater, and a blue
sweater. You can’t wear ten sweaters at once, you can only wear one.
What is this thing? . . . some of the people that I know have thirty

blouses. Oh, my God, I have no desire to think where I'd hang them.
For what? I can’t even grasp it.

If we had a cold or we threw up, nobody ever took your temperature,

We had no thermometer. But if you threw up and you were hot, my
mother felt your head. She somehow felt that by bringing you oranges and
bananas and these things you never had—there’s nothing wrong with you,
this is what she’d always say in Croatian; yow’ll be all tight. Then she gave
you all these good things. Oh, gee, you almost looked forward to the day
you could throw up. I could remember dreaming about oranges and ba-
nanas, dreaming about them.

My oldest brother, terribly bright, wanted to go on to school to help pay
those grocery bills that were back there. But my youngest brother,
Frankie, didn’t know. Oh, it just overwhelms me sometimes when I think
of those two younger brothers, who would want to get some food and
maybe go to the store. But they would see this $900 grocery bill, and they
just couldn’t do it.

We all laugh now, because Frankie is now down in New Mexico, and
superintendent of two mines. And we all say, “Remember, Frankie?”
Frankie’s “To kota puno?” That’s “Did it cost a lot?” Everything that
came into the house, he’d say, “To kofta puno?”

Did it cost much? No matter what you brought in: bread and eggs and
Karo syrup. Oh, Karo syrup was such a treat. I don’t remember so much
my going to the store and buying food. I must have been terribly proud
and felt: I can’t do it. How early we all stayed away from going to the
store, because we sensed my father didn’t have the money. So we stayed
hungry. And we talked about it.

I can think of the WPA . . . m
this WPA. This was a godsend. Thi
you know. Survival, just survival.

y father immediately got employed in
s was the greatest thing. It meant food,

How stark it was for me to come into nurses’ training and have the
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girls—one of them, Susan Stewart, lived across the hall firoxtxrl mlf, h:r Bf;—
their i i f the WPA. How it struck me. Be-

ther was a doctor—their impressions of ¢ - Be-

fore I could ever say that my father was cm.ployed in the WlPA, d;imiz

sions in the bull sessions in our rooms immedxatci]y wasI : dtlllcsi ::gful; o En (i
’d j i i to them. I’d loo!

the shovel leaners. I'd just sit there and listen ‘

i ing this way, but her father was
ze: sure, Susan Stewart was talking t :
ti?cl’tor and her mother was a nurse. Well, how nice. They had respectatlbh;
emplo;rment. In my family, there was no respectable employment.
ht, you don’t know what it’s like. )
tholggw c);n I defend him? I was never a person who could cont‘r‘cil thls;l Ii
just had to come out or I think I'd just blow up. S?‘]Z v:(;luld ste;Z;lts v\vavsrtxa ]:,e
i it. Just like the pal
much we know until we go through it ike | tak
::1;.)::]3 of. None of them are in that hospital by choice.” I would relate it in
" ink i just blowing up.
bstractions. I think it saved me from just | .
: ; would come back after that and I’d just say: Gee, these are just two
separate, separate worlds.

Tom Yoder, Jane’s Son

He had entered the room during my conversation with his mother. His
fiancée accompanied him.

IT SEEMS just absolutely—it’s almost in a black pumorous sense—ifunny
to me. To realize that a hundred miles from Chicago, about tfor?zlhyl?;{:
. ¢ hom I know well now, were out wi
T ting Tor food 1o 1. if they didn’t find it, there were
i hunting for food to live on. And if they di » ther
ﬁlﬁ;’so;xe eng;pty stomachs. I mean, this is just too much., I don’t think rr:y
eneration can really comprehend what all this means. Ive. never gone to
%ed hungry—1I wish I had. I haven’t, and I probably never will. o
Whenever I've griped about my home life, Motl:ier: always ti:i;t ,w N
i d.” And I'm the kind of person
hope you always have it so goo 1 i
“ hope I always have it so g
B forty 1o be malking § 00.” But I understand what she
intend when I'm forty to be making $25,000.” Bu
22:1[:1& I am gratefulyfor what I have. But it’s only human nature that we
all want to go on and find something better.
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