
Fourth of July 
by Diane Wood 

It was the early morning of July 3. Mary Jane was rummaging through her closet, looking for 
anything she could wear that was red, white or blue.  She was proud of the fact that she was 
born on the Fourth of July, 1919; growing up, there were many memories of parades with fire 
trucks, hay wagons and old cars. Not to mention picnics in the park with hot dogs and ice 
cream.  

But this year it would be different, because she would be celebrating not only her 100th birthday, 
but the anniversary of her and Robert and the kids moving into Rossmoor! That was 60 years 
ago! They had been living in Long Beach, but when they heard about the new development of 
Rossmoor, they decided to check it out. 

The model they toured was very up-to-date and modern with the latest appliances. This 
appealed to Mary Jane because she spent a lot of time in the kitchen. The kids were excited to 
have bigger bedrooms and their own bathroom. With Jack being 10 and Ellie 8, Mary Jane 
hoped a little more room would allow the kids to have more space and not fight over territory.  

Fourteen hundred square feet seemed like a mansion – their Long Beach house was only 800 
square feet. It didn’t take them much time to decide to move to Rossmoor.  

They also liked the new schools that had grass playgrounds, not asphalt, like their school in 
Long Beach. The kids would be attending Rossmoor School until Rush School was finished in 
1962, which was closer to home.  

Most people don’t spend their Fourth of July moving into a new house, but it was the only time 
Robert would be off work. So they made a celebration out of it and met their new neighbors, 
Mary and Lee, who were only too willing to lend a hand.  

As the years went by, the kids grew up and graduated from high school. Jack really loved auto 
shop, so decided he wanted to be a master mechanic. He got a job at one of the local auto 
repair shops where the owner was overjoyed to find an employee who was really enthusiastic 
about making cars hum. The boss was so impressed with Jack staying overtime to finish jobs, 
he gave him a raise.  

Jack had a lady friend, but there wasn’t any talk of marriage. Part of the reason was financial. 
Jack was making good money for a single person, but to move out and get his own place with a 
wife was a bit beyond his means, at least for the time being.  

Ellie had always been more studious and thought a college education would be in line with her 
goal of becoming a teacher. So off to Cal State Long Beach she went, majoring in English. She 
too was still living at home, so even though the kids were practically adults, there were still four 
for dinner.  



The years seemed to fly by, with Ellie graduating right before she and Josh got married. Her 
baby – getting married! And then the babies came and Mary Jane and Robert were 
grandparents. Family get-togethers now required a bigger table and Thanksgiving and 
Christmas were celebrated with a house full of three generations. That all seemed like so long 
ago. 

Fast forward to Robert’s retirement! He’d been with the company for over 40 years and the 
timing was good. He wanted to spend more time with the family, especially the grandkids. So he 
took the gold watch, signed up for Social Security and Medicare and decided to buy a classic 
car! Mary Jane knew he had always been interested in old cars and he and Jack would often go 
to car shows that featured the old classics, but to own one?! 

Robert had already decided what he wanted – a Ford Model A. His parents had owned one and 
that was the first car he learned to drive, so the nostalgia bug got him. He found an old clunker 
that was still drivable but would need some work. The body was good, but under the hood – 
well, that was a different matter.  

The deal was done, and a Model A was soon sitting in their driveway. Fortunately, they had a 
driveway with a wide apron where he and Jack could spend some father-son time under the 
hood, repairing and replacing parts. Then they’d take Mary Jane for a test drive and they all had 
a grand old time. Mary Jane loved to listen to the joking between the two of them as they 
worked. They didn’t get together as often after Jack moved out, but he’d still come over on 
weekends for car time with his dad.  

Appreciate what you’ve got when you’ve got it – because it may not last. Thinking of those idyllic 
times, Mary Jane took a break from her closet-shopping and sat for awhile to reminisce. Tears 
came to her eyes as she thought back to the day Robert collapsed in the driveway – massive 
heart attack, the doctor said. The memorial service was the saddest day of her life.  

She and the kids carried on but it wasn’t the same. Ellie thought Mary Jane should move in with 
her and Josh, but she said no. This home carried memories in every nook and cranny, and she 
decided she would just age in place. She was doing very well with the help of Della, a caregiver 
who came every day to help out. She was taking care of her health and walking every day, 
proud of the fact that she didn’t need a cane or a walker.  

That night as she lay in bed and slowly drifted off to sleep, Mary Jane thought to herself, “If I 
wake up tomorrow, I’ll celebrate 60 years in Rossmoor and my 100th birthday…” 




