THE PIGGY BANK STORY.

By Gerard J. St. John


A few years ago, they held a “Night” for Pat Martin at the old Log Cabin Inn, just outside Media.  Pat Martin, the former “Tommy More” footballer, is a piece of work.


I first met Pat back in the spring of 1960, when he loaned $50 to Jim “Sadie” Haughton.  Sadie needed the money for a deposit on the house in Ocean City that a dozen or so of us would rent that summer.  Obie O’Brien later nicknamed the house (and the group) “Chez Dix”— the house of ten — proving either that Obie could not count or that he did not know the French word for twelve.  It really didn’t matter, because most people seeing the name on our t-shirts immediately assumed that we were from Fort Dix, the army base across the Delaware River in New Jersey.  Sadie Haughton knew that he could count on Pat Martin for the loan of the deposit money.  Pat had been a part-time football coach when Sadie played for St. Joe’s Prep.  Pat would give the shirt off his back to a former player.


So it happened that Sadie and I met Pat Martin late on a Friday night at Sears on the Boulevard.  A solid man with a raspy voice, Pat waved for us to follow and he strode off at a rapid pace through the store.  Finally, he stopped in the ceramics department.  “There,” Pat said, pointing to a very large ceramic piggy bank in the shape of a cat, “that’s the one.”  Sadie picked up the piggy bank, took it to the counter and paid for it.  We then went out to the parking lot.  Pat jumped into his car and instructed us to follow.  Sadie and I – with the piggy bank – clambered into my ‘49 Ford and followed Pat Martin, zig-zagging through the neighborhoods halfway across the city to Pat’s house.


We stopped on a deserted tree-lined street.  There was a parking space at the curb.  “No one’s home,” Pat said as he opened the front door.  Just to be sure, he called out softly, “Anybody home?”  There was no answer.  Saying that we must hurry because his father might come home unexpectedly, Pat led us quickly through the living room, the dining room and, with a quick turn, down the steps to the basement.  Hurrying to keep up, I wondered why we had to be so stealthy in Pat’s own house.  At the bottom of the basement steps, Pat went over to a stack of cardboard boxes and started rummaging through them.  Within a few minutes, he said, “Here it is!”  He turned and came back to where we were waiting, carrying a ceramic piggy bank identical to the one that Sadie had in his arms.


Pat Martin explained, “My father keeps this piggy bank for my brother who is in the Seminary.  When my brother is ordained, Pop will give him the bank.  Every night, Pop comes home and, whatever money is in his pocket goes into the bank.  Sometimes it is just change.  Other times, there might be a $5 bill or a $10 bill.  We can take $50 from the bank and put the rest of the money in the new bank that you just bought.  Pop will never notice that it’s a different piggy bank.  When you pay back the $50, we’ll put it in the bank and no one will know the difference.”


With that, Pat took a hammer and tapped the top of the piggy bank.  You would have thought that he swung a baseball bat!  Splinters of plaster and coins of all denominations flew the length of the basement and clattered across the concrete floor.  On hands and knees, the three of us scrambled around, gathering up every coin and bill.  Then, we swept up the debris, substituted the new bank and put the remains of the old bank in a paper bag to be disposed of on our way home.
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Sadie made the deposit and was a part of Chez Dix.  We had great times at that Ocean City house.  Pat Martin and his fiancée were regular visitors.  And of course, the debt was repaid and the money was replaced in the piggy bank.  I assume that Pat’s brother received the bank without any mention of Sadie’s short-term loan.  But neither Sadie nor I ever forgot that night in Pat Martin’s basement.


Years later, I was surprised when Sadie happened to mention that Pat Martin did not get along very well with the people where they worked.  I reminded Sadie of the piggy bank incident and asked if Pat had changed since that time.  “No,” said Sadie, “he will still do anything for a friend but he expects friends to go out of their way for him.”  “What’s wrong with that?” I asked.  “You think that way.  And I think that way,” he replied, “but some people don’t think that it works both ways and they are uncomfortable around someone like Pat Martin.”


Apparently there are still others like Sadie and me because Pat Martin’s friends came out of the woodwork when he had a run of hard luck.  It started with Lyme’s disease.  The treatment required six operations.  Then, there were the knee replacements, the hip replacement and two hospitalizations for severe depression.  That was why his friends sponsored the “Pat Martin Night” at the Log Cabin Inn.


More than 500 people packed into the Log Cabin Inn to show their support for Pat Martin.  Pat’s childhood pal, Johnny Michaels, the All-City football guard from West Catholic, later an All American at Tennessee and a coach for the Minnesota Vikings, was one of the headline speakers.  It was an impressive turnout of Philadelphia’s interscholastic sports family, a veritable “Who’s Who” of local high school coaches – all on their best behavior.  It was a grand night.  Football jerseys belonging to the Buffalo Bills’ Jim Kelly and Shane Conlin were raffled off.  Speakers reminisced about days gone by and throughout the room thousands of high school games were replayed, reenjoyed, and re-agonized.  
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Unfortunately, Sadie Haughton was not there. He lost a bout with cancer the year before.  But one of the original Chez Dix crowd, Father Bob “Bagel” Breen, was at our table and we recalled the piggy bank episode.  Anne Haughton immediately perked up and said, “Oh – the piggy bank story!”  Apparently, Sadie told it to their children with some regularity.  Even Pat Martin got a kick out of the recollection but he couldn’t understand why anyone would think it was noteworthy.


Interestingly, the “Night” almost did not happen.  Pat refused to go along with the event.  He would not accept charity.  He would not take a penny from the evening.  In fact, he would not show up for it unless all of the proceeds were donated to the St. Francis Inn, the soup kitchen in Kensington run by the Franciscan Friars.  Pat spoke about it at the dinner.  He spoke about the need for hope, understanding and compassion.  He spoke about how he learned those qualities from the Franciscans as a volunteer waiting on tables and cleaning up the storefront kitchen in the shadow of the Frankford El.  


He had not changed too much in thirty years.  The raspy voice was the same.  He carries a few more pounds and his glasses have gotten to look more like the bottoms of Coca Cola bottles.  But he had the same enthusiasm that was evident in the 1960s.  He would still give you the shirt off his back.
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