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A Picnic  
in October

illustrated by  

Nancy Carpenter

EvE Bunting
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Dad and Mom and I take  

the bus to Battery Park.  

We’re carrying the stuff for  

the birthday picnic. Mom has 

the cake.

It’s October 28, bright and 

sharp and cold. Really cold.

“Why do we always have to 

do this?” I ask Mom. “A picnic 

in October! It’s dumb!”

“This is the way Grandma 

wants it,” Mom says.

And that’s the end of it.
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When we get to Battery 

Park, I see Grandma right away. 

She’s wearing her bright green 

coat. The wind ruffles the fake 

fur collar around her neck. 

Grandpa’s with her, and Uncle 

Joe and Aunt Louise, and my 

cousins Rosa and Mike. They’re 

loaded with picnic stuff, too. 

We all hug and kiss.

Grandpa reaches inside his 

overcoat and gives Rosa and Mike 

and me licorice sticks. He keeps 

a row of them in his top jacket 

pocket the way other people keep 

pens. He’s wearing his usual black 

hat. Rosa says he wears that hat to 

bed. But I don’t think so.
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“We’d better hurry and get in the ferry line,” 

Aunt Louise says. 

I look at the line and see we’re going to have a 

long wait.

We stomp our feet and blow on our hands.

Across on the island, the Statue of Liberty stands, 

white and gleaming.

“She was all spruced up a few years back,” 

Grandma says. “She sure looks good for her age.”
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Grandpa strokes Grandma’s cheek. “Like you, 

sweetheart,” he says. Grandpa can be really soppy. 

Mike’s holding the cake now, in its see-through 

container. “Remember last year? Remember trying to 

get all the candles to fit on here?”

I nod. “We only brought ten this time. Grandma 

says when you’re real old, you don’t care about 

having one for every year, anyway.”
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A woman with a thick braid of black 

hair pulls at my arm. She’s wearing a long 

colored skirt that brushes the ground 

beneath her coat. There’s a little girl 

with her and a man in loose white 

pants that flap in the wind. The 

woman tugs harder on my arm 

and points to the ferry, which is 

chugging away from the dock. 

She’s talking to me and I don’t 

understand the words, but I can 

see she’s worried. 

“What’s she saying?” Mike  

asks me.

“I think she’s worried because 

the boat’s gone,” I say. 

I smile at the woman. “It’s 

OK,” I say. “There’ll be another 

boat.” I point at the ferry, then at 

the end of the line, then back at 

the ferry. I make a turn-around 

sweep with my arm. “Another will come.”

She smiles and nods, and I can tell 

she understands and feels better. 
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Mike sniggers. “Man! 

You looked like a third-base 

umpire, waving your arms like 

that. You looked like a dork.”

“Don’t be rude, Mike,” 

Grandma says. “Tony was 

being kind. You are not  

being kind.”

I wiggle my ears at Mike 

and that makes him laugh, so 

Grandma gives him another 

disapproving stare.

The next ferry comes and 

we manage to squeeze on. I 

watch for the woman and her 

family, but they don’t make 

it onto this boat. I hope they 

don’t give up.
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The grown-ups rush 

inside where it’s warm, but we 

just put our stuff in there and 

run to the front of the boat. 

We pretend to throw up over 

the railing. There’s nobody 

up at the bow, so we spit into 

the wind and see who it blows 

back on. Spit is lucky.
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Liberty Island is coming closer.  

The statue is getting bigger.
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We straggle off at the dock, 

lugging the picnic stuff.

The island is crowded, but 

Dad finds a grassy spot and the 

grown-ups spread the blankets. 

The three of us run around.

“That’s the Verrazano 

Bridge,” I say.

Mike points. “There’s 

Brooklyn.” Brooklyn is where 

Mike and Rosa live.

Sailboats dip into the wind.

“There’s Ellis Island,” Rosa 

says in a reading kind of way. 

“Seventeen million immigrants 

entered the United States of 

America through Ellis Island. We 

learned that in school.”

“You told us last year,” I say.

Rosa’s offended. “So?”
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“Tony! Rosa! Mike!”  

Dad calls.

“Chow time,” Mike says.

We all sit on the blankets 

except for Grandma and 

Grandpa. We brought the 

folding chairs for them.

There’s a ton of food.

Our paper plates keep 

blowing away. We try throwing 

them back, like Frisbees, but 

the wind carries them in the 

other direction and we have 

to chase them again. We 

dump them in the trash. The 

ginger ale is so cold it burns 

my throat.
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Lady Liberty gazes down 

on us with her calm, old eyes. 

“You’d think she’d get 

tired, holding her arm up like 

that,” Rosa says.

I groan. “Give us a break! 

She’s not real !”

Grandma frowns. “She’s 

not alive, if that’s what you 

mean. But she’s certainly real. 

And so is what she stands for.”

She smiles at Grandpa. 

“It’s time for the birthday. 

Light the candles, Luigi.”
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The wind blows out every 

match Grandpa lights. The 

candles lean toward Staten 

Island and the wicks get stuck 

in the frosting. We straighten 

them and make a hands 

barrier between them and  

the wind.

It’s a miracle they stay  

lit while dad lifts the cake for 

Grandma to blow them out. 

They go with one huff when 

we take our hands away.

“Brava, Bella!” Grandpa 

cries. “Brava” means “you’re 

wonderful” in Italian. “Bella” 

means “beautiful.” Grandpa  

is being soppy again. 
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Dad refills our paper cups and we stand to face 

Lady Liberty. “Happy Birthday!” we shout. We touch 

cups and drink.

“When I came from the old country,” Grandma 

says, “I came out here and I said: ‘Thank you, Lady 

Liberty. Thank you for taking me in.’ I spoke in 

Italian, of course, but she understands all languages. 

‘This is America, and I am here and I am a part of it,’ 

I thought.”

She says this every time. Grandma thinks the 

statue is such a big deal. 

Grandpa leads us in the Happy Birthday song to 

Lady Liberty and then Grandma begins to recite the 

famous words:

“Give me your tired, your poor,

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free . . .”

There’s more. She recites them here on Lady 

Liberty’s birthday every single year. Not much 

wonder she knows them by heart. Rosa does, too. 

She’s very uppity about it.

Grandma blows kisses, so we feel we have to.  

I sincerely hope no one is watching.
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After that we pack up 

what’s left of the picnic and 

walk to the back part of 

the island, called the mall. 

There’s a birthday program 

there, too. A brass band is 

playing. The Veterans of 

Foreign Wars are having a 

parade. What a party Lady 

Liberty’s having! We stay for  

a while, and then we come 

back around.
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I see the woman in her long, bright skirt with  

the man and the little girl. 

I grin. “Look! There she is! They made it!” I say. 

“They got the ferry.”

Grandma nods. “I bet they’re new Americans.  

I know how they feel.”

They are staring up at the statue, and then the 

man says something and they hold hands and bow 

their heads. The way they stand, so still, so respectful, 

so . . . so peaceful, makes me choke up. Maybe 

they’ve come to the end of a long journey. Farther 

than just from Battery Park to Liberty Island.
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I put my arm around Grandma and hold 

my cup of ginger ale up to Lady Liberty. I 

think I’m seeing her for the very first time. 

“Brava, Bella!” I say. “Happy birthday!”

And I don’t care who’s watching.
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by Wendy Cheyette LeWison

iLLustrated by Laura Freeman hines
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L is for liberty—the Statue of 

Liberty. She stands in busy New York 

Harbor, strong and proud, one of the 

tallest ladies in the world!

Boats sail around her.
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People come from near and far to see her.

“Welcome to America!” she seems to say. 

“Welcome to the land of liberty!”
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What is liberty? Liberty means being free. 

When you are free, you can believe what 

you want and become what you want.  

So can everyone else.

The Statue of Liberty stands for freedom, 

just like the American flag.
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Because America is a free country, many people 

want to live here. They come from all over the 

world to make our country their home.
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Long ago, before there were airplanes, people 

came to America on ships. They sailed all the 

way across the wide ocean. When they reached 

New York Harbor, the Statue of Liberty was 

there to greet them.
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The Statue of Liberty came here on a ship, too.  

But she was too big to fit—MUCH too big. Her 

nose is bigger than you are. Her arm is longer 

than three cars. So she was sent to America in 

pieces, packed in more than 200 boxes.

46

RGEN14_SE1_U6_Liberty.indd   46 8/20/13   10:38 AM



After she got here, people had 

to put her all together again, 

just like a giant puzzle. When 

they were finished, she stood 

151 feet tall. That’s as high as 

a 15-story building.
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The Statue of Liberty was a gift from the people 

of France. They sent her to the United States after 

our country turned 100 years old. She was a great 

big birthday present!

Do you know what day  

is our country’s birthday?
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It’s the Fourth of July! That’s the  

day the United States was “born.” 

People all over the country celebrate. 

There are parades and picnics—
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—and fireworks. 

Lots of fireworks!
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Our country’s birthday—

July 4—is written on the 

Statue of Liberty. It is on the 

tablet under her left arm.
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Something else is written on a plaque 

inside the base of the statue. It is a poem 

by a woman named Emma Lazarus. She 

wrote it more than a hundred years ago. 

The poem welcomes people to America, 

to come here and be free.
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The Statue of Liberty holds out hope 

that people everywhere can be free. 

In her right hand is a bright torch. 

She holds it high over her head . . .
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. . . so the flame of freedom 

can light up the world!
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by J. Patrick Lewis

Date: arriveD from france on July 4, 1884

location: new york, new york

architect: fréDéric auguste BartholDi

Physical fact: the founDation alone requireD 24,000 tons of concrete.

it took six months to mount the statue to her Base.

Statue of L i be rty

My nose is four and a half feet long, 

My mouth is three feet wide, 

My head’s ten feet from ear to ear . . . 

I’m a gal you can step inside.

My hand is over sixteen feet, 

I’m the first stop on the tour. 

My index finger’s eight feet long. 

I’m America’s signature.

My waist is thirty-five feet thick. 

In tons, I’m two twenty-five— 

I’m the biggest lady ever known 

To keep freedom alive.
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Lady Liberty
by Laura Purdie Salas

Liberty carries a golden torch
She wears a copper skin
She’s broken free of all her chains
and sways upon the wind
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Happy Birthday 
to Us!
by Laura Purdie Salas

The Fourth of July’s 
my favorite day
A big birthday bash
for the U.S. of A. 

I stay up real late
‘til the sky’s full of night
to watch fireworks blooming
and sizzling bright

I’m sad when it’s over
and smoke drifts away
The Fourth of July was
my favorite day
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Flag Music
by Laura Purdie Salas 

Luff-luff-luff 
like a clipper’s great sail 

Rat-a-tat-tat 
Like a stormy day’s hail

Creak up and down 
Like squeaky old brakes

No matter the sound 
that our flag outside makes

Still day or windy

Quiet or loud

It makes me feel safer

And stronger and proud
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