Firecrackers and hot seem to be synonymous with celebrating the 4th of July.

 

That is unless you come from the northern Yankee hinterland of Laurie’s youth. Oh, they have fireworks up there, sure enough, they just don’t have a lot of hot. Laurie’s daddy claims that where they come from in northwest Pennsylvania, they only have two seasons-winter and the 4th of July. And I’ve been up on the 4th when you had to where a coat.

 

And it would be un-American of me on the occasion of the 230th birthday of the great nation not to mention firecrackers and hot.

 

As for fireworks, we shot a lot in my hometown of Mt. Holly and not just on the 4th. We didn’t have cable TV back then to entertain us so we had to do something. And fireworks were illegal back then too. How we didn’t wind up in the jailhouse for as many as we shot is almost as amazing as how we didn’t blow something off we needed. 

 

The greatest firecrackers back then were bottle rockets. They were nothing more than 2-inch cardboard tubes packed with explosives with a red stick glued on one side. The idea was to the stick it in a bottle, light the fuse and run like heck. They were supposed to ignite and shoot up in the air about 100 feet and explode but sometimes they didn’t. That’s why running was part of the firing sequence. Sometimes they came after you and sometimes they exploded at eye or ear level. Many is the fool I’ve seen being chased screaming around his yard or deafened by an errant bottle rocket.

 

But rednecks in those days chanced this because bottle rockets were cheap and came 144 in pack. And just sticking them in a bottle and shooting them wasn’t good enough for most rednecks, especially not my brothers Tommy and Bob and me. We actually made us a double barrel bottle rocket cannon out of two cardboard cloth tubes and a wood box.  The tubes were mounted at an angle and scraps of wood were used to adjust the elevation. When we put it in daddy’s wheelbarrow we made it mobile and we’d dress up in our World War II army surplus helmets and tote that thing all over the neighborhood to get it in range of whoever we intended to shell that day. It was effective to say the least.  To this day old people in the neighborhood I grew up in still duck for cover at the sight of 3 boys rolling a wheel barrow down the street.

 

Later on, we designed a two-stage bottle rocket to shoot out of it that provided greater accuracy. What we did was pull the stick off one rocket and tape it to another which when fired at maximum elevation would explode and ignite the second one as it started to drop toward the earth. This ultimately caused it to fire straight into the target’s neighbor’s back yard.  With a little practice we able to shoot two bottle rockets over a neighbor’s house and could knock the Co’ Colas off his picnic table before he even knew we were in the area. Of course it wasn’t any fun if the neighbors weren’t sitting at the picnic table at the time.

 

We also even invented a bottle rocket bazooka out of momma’s vacuum cleaner pipes that we used for close encounters requiring pinpoint accuracy, which included shooting them at the family dog, a great big mean German Shepherd named Fang. This practice was discontinued after the time Bob sent one in the front door of Fang’s dog house which offended Fang to the extent he came out and tried his best to bite Bob’s leg off. 

 

I am happy to report I haven’t shot a bottle rocket in so long my brother Tommy now says they don’t even make ‘em anymore. I sure hope they don’t. Many is the redneck’s eyeball and eardrum that’ll be glad to hear it.

 

No, firecracker shooting is best left to the safe legal ones shot by professionals this 4th of July.  Every lawman and ER nurse in America will back me up.

 

And as for the hot part of this story, let’s just say it involved the fanny of a certain Melton boy who touched off his cannon one morning only to startle his dog Fang so bad he jumped through the wall of the screened in porch.

 

And like the Japanese at Pearl Harbor this young man learned what its like to awaken a sleeping giant and have it come and beat his butt.

 

