
How -- tcf Celebrate!theIFourth

f M1E Fourth of July is not the seventeenth of Sep- -

I tember.

"Well, who saiid it was?" you ask yourself.

"What's the matter with the man, anyhow?"

What is the Fourth of July? I inquire.

" Why, the birthday of the nation."

, What nation ?

.
" Why, this nation, of course, silly." And as you see

me pucker my brows with a " " expres- -

sion, you add: "The United States. The government

you're living under."

Oh, no; oh, no. I told you the Fourth of July was

not the seventeenth of September. The Fourth of July

is no such picayune affair as the birthday of this nation,

but the birthday of the Parliament of Man, the Federa-

tion of the World. The trouble with you is that you

don't know what the Declaration of Independence is. I'll
bet you never heard it read out loud at a public meeting

in your life. I'll bet if some one was to read it you'd

be fooled just the same as Uncle Peter Van Ness was.

I'll tell you about it. It was in the Pleasant Grove
i

neighborhood, along about 1857, I think it was. I won't

be sure because I have to rely entirely on hearsay, there
being good and sufficient reasons why I didn't attend.

They had had picnics on the Fourth in the Pleasant

Grove neighborhood, but this year Aunt Polly Van Ness

rose in her might against any such doings on such a day.

"Why, my land!" she exclaimed. "A body'd think

you all was kind o' heathens an never had the Gospel

light nor nothin. ' Tap the Rabbit,' and ' Copenhagen,'

and ich foolishness; and these here firecrackers, which

gimme the jumps till I'm jist about distracted, and

glad I am when they're all burnt up and busted ; and is

that all you can think of to do on the Fourth o' July?
Awful footy, triflin' way to live. It is, atchilly, if you

study a minute. Why don't you stir around, some of
you, and have speeches, and readin' the Declaration, and
singin' 'Hail, Columby, Happy Land,' and 'O Say Kin

You See' and all them nice songs? Why, my land!
You act like you was livin' somcwhercs else, come

Fourth o' July. Why, when I was a little girl '

And then you knew Aunt Tolly was wound up. Her
folks came up from Virginia. . Freed their slaves and

deposited money with the county treasurer, as security,

and cut loose and 'came away. (Just about that time

they'd found out that it didn't pay to farm it in Vir-

ginia with slave labor.)

Aunt Folly talked to Uncle Peter about the celebra

tion Uncle Teter came from Ynrk Slat and h
.thought Aunt Polly was just about right.

.
.U I was a man TJ be one, declared Aunt Tollv.

'

' I'd git around amongs' 'em at meetin' on Sunday, and

when I went to town and all like that, and I'd talk it

up about havin' a real celebration like what we used to

have down in Virginny when I was a little girl, and not

these here picnics and kissin' games."

"I jing, Tolly!" said Uncle Peter. "You're right.

Yes, sir, you're right about that Sure's you're a foot

high."

- " 'Course," proceeded Aunt Polly, " I'm only a woman,
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to put a stop to it, but he was too busy riding hither

and thither full gallop welcoming the delegations, and

pointing with his riding-whi- all wrapped up with rib-

bons, where they were to go. And, besides, he had that

sash on. I don't think it looks right to see a man with;

a sash on trying to separate Henderson's rabbit --dog

and that little "yaller" fice of Sol Dietrich's.

The Cherokee delegation must have felt terrible big-go- ty

as they turned in where the rails of the stakc-and-rid- er

fence had been let down for the entrance.

Long before they came in sight you could hear some-

thing go "bump bump bump, bump, bump bump

bump bump, bump, bump " away off yonder some-

where. It was Big Sam Miller with his bass drum. As

the delegation got nearer you could hear the snappy

rattle of the tenor drum that Little Sam, his cousin,

played. And after the tenor drum you could hear John

. Irwin's fife, so clear and shrill, and yet so pure in tone

and so rollicking, just like a redbird, in "The Girl I

Left Behind Me," or "The British Grenadiers," or

"Hey, Johnny Cope, Are Ye Waukin' Yet?" Fine

tunes, and a whole lot of 'em John knew. Well, why

shouldn't he? Wasn't he bound out, as you might say,

when he was a little boy to be a drummer and a flfer in

the British Army, and didn't he do that until just a few

years before, when he came to this country and bought

a farm? And when he blew those tunes and the bass

drum and the tenor drum joined in, you wanted to go

and enlist for a soldier, only there wasn't any war and

wasn't going to be any.. Who'd we go to war with?

Even the folks at the celebration who were shrewdly

suspected of knowing a thing or two about " under-

ground railroads," pooh-poohe- d the wild talk you'd

sometimes hear about how there was going to be trouble

one of these days. In those days they didn't any more

realize what was only four or. five years ahead of them

than perhaps we do this minute. There were cackle-voice-d

boys running under swings and sending the

squealing girls away, 'way up among the lower branches

who were yet to shoulder muskets and step it off to the

rattle of Little Sam's tenor drum, boys that never were

to come back to the girls they left behind them. But
they didn't know that, and so they gathered about John
Irwin and heard him tell about the storm there was

upon the ocean when he came over, and about the North

of Ireland which seems to be a paradise on earth by all

accounts.

The Cherokee delegation' was most exciting, but the

Huntsville delegation was conceded to be the beat ingest.

They had an ox-tea- all dressed up with ribbons, and

drawing a big wagon, hung and draped with red and

white and blue, the blue a solid color, for how to print

4.3 oh, rr was

stars on the blue had not et been discovered, and this

wagon was full of girls, all in white, big ones at the top

and little ones at the bottom, the girls being in steps

like. And they all had flags in their hands and waved

them, as they turned into the wood-lo- t singing : " Three

Cheers for the Red, White and Blue!" It made you

take a long breath and your throat sort of clinched up.

The women-folk- s had their aprons on and were flying

'round at the tables made of planks nailel on stakes

driven into the ground; men-fol- were talking about

old times, and telling Injun stories, and how much

wheat they lowed to cut to the acre ; the little children

were running and hollering and having a good time;

the young fellows and their girls were in the Rotary

Swing and the common, everyday swings, but all of

MJ
them had their ear hung out for the rattle of Aunt

Polly's knife on a plate, and her cry of " Draw up, folks

and friends '."

Elder Drown asked the blessing like to never got

through, either. and what with the appetite

folks have and what the women-folk- s had cooked

up for the occasion well, I see plainly enough that I'll

have to be forcible with myself in the refusal to go into

the particulars of that Fourth of July dinner. I get to

swallowing and dribbling at the mouth the minute I be-

gin to think about it.

After the dishes were cleared away, the exercises be-

gan. Levi Curl, who had charge of the singing, was

worried considerable about it. He taught the singing-schoo- ls

in those parts, and he knew the failings of all

cf them, and especially how they would drag. Old

Josephus Hill liked to be the last one to let go of a

note, and Polly Ann Ryder had so much trouble to reach

the high notes that it seemed so kind cf wakeful to her

to go on and leave them.

Levi hadn't had any rehearsals together,' and oh dear!

he just looked to have it be a plumb fuzle. He walked

up and down with his hands behind his back, wishing

he " hadn't undertuck it." He needn't have fretted a

particle. He hadn't figured cn Big Sam and the bass

drum. Sam got Levi's " down, left, right, up " with his

eye and the bass drum didn't let them drag a bit. They

just had to keep it going. Oh, it was grand. Every-

body sung, even to Uncle Peter who couldn't carry a

tune if he was to die for it.

I won't go into Makemson's speech. It was about the

Constitution, and all like that. And you know I told

you the Fourth of July wasn't the seventeenth of Sep-

tember, which is the anniversary of the singing of the

Constitution. , !

Fpurth of July is for the Declaration of Independence.

I'm like Aunt Polly. I like the Declaration. It reads '

pretty good to me. I want to shout " Amen ! " to its

statements, that anybody with sense enough to come in

out of the rain can see that when we're born we're all

just the same kind of helpless little babies, and that the ;

differences between us later are due to our bringing up

and the chances we have; that the Good Lord gave us .'

all the same rights, which remain rights just the same

whether we are done out of them by force or by con-

tract; that these rights entitle us to live like human

beings and not like work --cattle or machinery and have

a good time while we're living; that it is the business

of a government to fix it so that everybody can have
that kind of a life; that it has no authority to exist ex-

cept by the consent of the people, and that if it fails to
fix it so that everybody can have the full, happy, human
life, then it is not only our right, it is our duty, by jim--

JUST grand.
'mineddy! to throw off such a government and set one

up that wilL j

I call that good American talk. It's more than that.
It's the talk that will bring about the Parliament of Man,
the Federation of the World1, as I said a while ago. Out- - :

grown? It isn't ingrown yet. j

Dan McKinnon read it first-rat- e, I'm told. He had !

been to town and taken lessons on it. And he knew tha
Minerva Van Ness was there. And !

" I jing, Polly," said Uncle' Peter, ." I didn't know
Dan McKinnon had that much in him. I swear I didn't.
I liked what he had to say first-rate- .": ' '

" Yes," said Aunt Polly, kind of manoeuvring around ;

so as to get between Uncle Peter and where Dan and j

Nervy were talking together mighty confidential. " Yes,

smart as a steel trap. Girl that gits him'U do well, I
tell you." ' I

I


