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How would you like to have your birthday moved to a different date? I’m not talking here about moving it to a different year as some movie stars have been known to do in order to shave years off their age. No, at issue here is moving birthdays to a different day of the month, so that federal civil servants have a three day weekend. This is what happened to two of America’s most famous presidents – George Washington and Abraham Lincoln – when their birthdays were quite simply moved to the third Monday of February some years back. There was no need to ask them if they objected since they had been dead for years. They probably wouldn’t have raised much fuss even if they had been alive since, as we all know, they made great sacrifices for the good of the country; and presumably having to sacrifice their true birthdays for the good of the country’s civil servants would have been a no-brainer for them. 
When I was a kid, we celebrated Lincoln’s birthday on February 12 and Washington’s on February 22. I can still remember those dates – after all, what better way to burn historical dates into kids’ heads than to associate them with a day off school? The trade-off for the day off was that we had to write papers and take tests about both Lincoln and Washington to help us understand their greatness. We learned that both of these men had worked hard, were honest and sacrificed much for their country. We were taught that Honest Abe, as he was known, had schooled himself, studying long into the evenings by the light of his oil lamp. The clear message here was that we should be grateful that we had teachers and electric lights, and that, with hard work and perseverance, we might also one day become president. Well, actually, that last message was directed only at the boys in the class. 
Washington, the first president of the United States, was also a very honest guy. Do we detect a pattern here in our role models? We were told that when George was about six years old, his father gave him a hatchet, which he promptly used to chop down a cherry tree in his back yard. Soon thereafter, dad came upon his favorite tree, broken and lying on the ground, and was very angry. Personally, I could imagine that mom might have been pretty angry at dad for giving little George a hatchet in the first place. When his dad asked who had chopped down the tree, George said, “Father, I cannot tell a lie. I did it.” The father was so happy that his son had told the truth that he hugged him and was no longer angry. Although the message here might seem clear, it didn’t really work as I thought it should; my parents were usually still pretty angry even after I told them I had done something naughty. To make matters worse, it turns out that the whole cherry tree story actually isn’t even true; it was made up to teach kids that they should always tell the truth. Go figure.
But I digress. My point is this. Kids today no longer know the date of Lincoln’s birthday or Washington’s. They know that there’s a Presidents Day in February, but do they even know which presidents? This seems to me to be a slippery slope we’re starting down. After all, what if the government decides to move my birthday – which also happens to be in February – to a Wednesday and combine it with someone else’s. It’s hard enough as it is to get my family and friends to remember my birthday. I’d have absolutely no hope at all of getting all the cards and flowers I deserve. I’ll be honest – there are some sacrifices that I’m just not willing to make.   
