
19 April -- Reflection on Patriot’s Day 
I was astonished, as a teenager, to discover that the rest of the world, in fact the rest of 
America, indeed the rest of Massachusetts did not celebrate Patriot’s Day.  We grew up in 
Lexington, Massachusetts, site of the first battle of the American Revolution.  Our village 
green was a major tourist destination, and high school students made money as 
tour guides.  Every year on April 19th, to commemorate the events of 1775, there 
were two parades and a re-enactment of the famous (tiny) battle.  A facsimile of 
Paul Revere or William Dawes actually rode through town on a horse.  The 
Lexington town logo says: “April 19, 1775: What a Glorious Morning for America.” 

“A Glorious Morning” it was, back in Lexington, back in my childhood.  I remember the cold, 
dim morning, up in the dark, drive to the centre of town, walk a 
long way to the Green, wait for the man on the horse to arrive 
and alert the Minutemen, hear the battle re-enactment (not 
usually able to see it through the masses of people), smell the 
musket smoke drifting across the crowds.  Watch poor John 
Harrington, who dragged himself wounded to his doorstep and 
died at his wife’s feet.  

I remember the huge special treat of having hot blueberry muffins at the Pewter Pot.  I 
remember the fun of the Children’s Parade, early at 7am but hours after our pre-dawn 
battle, and the total ecstasy of the Big Parade after lunch – so big, so long, so loud.  How we 
loved the bagpipes, and the Shriners in their funny shoes.   

Dad took us three girls to every single event, while Mom had a 
rare morning in bed.  Sometimes we had a big lunch, inviting 
foreign students and their families to a Patriots Day gathering, 
later Dad had volleyball friends over.  Our house was so near the 
marshalling area for the parade, you could hear the bagpipes 
warming up from our kitchen.  I still just love listening to bagpipes.   

It has been 245 years since the early morning skirmish on Lexington Battle Green that my 
hometown commemorates with such exactitude.  And 32 years 
since I last attended Patriot’s Day in Lexington.  Am I the only 
person in Dunedin who is familiar with the smell and sound of 
musket-fire? 

On 19 April in 2017, it was the first day of my huge sabbatical trip.  I 
had tea in China, flew to Frankfort, landed in London, and slept in Mary’s spare bedroom in 
Chiswick.  On 19 April in 2018, I was in bed, two days after foot surgery and barely hobbling.  
Electricians were tearing up my ceilings trying to get rid of 1950s perished wiring, and 
finding rats.  On 19 April in 2019, it was Good Friday: we went to church in the morning, I 
made marmalade, and we relaxed into the Easter long weekend.  It was nice to have boys 
home for Easter; the news was all about Notre Dame burning. 

And here we are on 19 April in 2020.  Four of us sequestered in separate “offices”, working 
while listening to bold tuis and bellbirds.  Meeting for lunch and dinner, listening to press 
releases, and trying to be good and brave. Reflecting on how strange and wonderful the 
world is.  Thinking about how much things change over 245 years, and over 32 years, and 
over 1 year. 
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