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  My son and daughter-in-law gave me a copy of Homemade Harvest. I’m finding lots of new go-to favorites in it! I just love the campfire recipes as we are RV’ers, and the fall crafts are really special. I made the Haunted House with my granddaughter. Happy to see you have so many cookbooks...I am positive that each one is as useful and fun as Homemade Harvest is.




  



   

   

     

		

  	Denise Hitchcock
Gallatin, TN
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  I am a huge fan of Gooseberry Patch cookbooks, and Fall Family Recipes is another great addition to my collection. So far, I have made the Baked Cinnamon-Apple French Toast Casserole and Sarah’s Halloween Night Pumpkin Chili. Both of these recipes were easy and delicious. I am looking forward to many more wonderful new meals and treats from this cookbook. Some that I am going to try include Creamy Baked Acorn Squash, Smoked Sausage Penne and Apple-Cranberry Crisp. I also enjoy the artwork and tips that are included throughout this cookbook. There is so much to love about Gooseberry Patch cookbooks!




    



   

   

     

		

  	Sandra Turner
Fayetteville, NC
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  I am a happy home cook with a cookbook collection of about a thousand books. Your Gooseberry Patch cookbooks are my very favorite! I keep my 50 or so Gooseberry Patch cookbooks right in my kitchen because I use them daily. I have recently started using your books to teach my son to cook. What a joy! Thank you for your books and for the hours of joy I’ve had using them to create a happy home with many delicious delights. See you in the Patch!


    



   

   

     

		

  	Kathy Neuppert Swanson
Hemet, CA

   


  


  



     

  Dear Friend,




  It’s autumn again! We love this time of year when colorful leaves are rustling underfoot. Farmers’ markets are filled with juicy apples, orange pumpkins and so much other ripe produce, ready to turn into delicious family-pleasing dishes.




  For Harvest Homestyle Meals , we’ve gathered over 230 easy recipes from home cooks just like you. Get the day off to a great start with Pumpkin French Toast...yum! At lunchtime, a big kettle of nutritious Farmstand Vegetable Soup and a basket of Cheddar Garlic Bread Sticks will warm everyone up on the chilliest days.




  On busy weeknights, 20-Minute Spaghetti, Green Chile Baked Burritos and Harvest Grains Chicken Stir-Fry are sure to please even the pickiest eaters. Jaclyn’s Stromboli is perfect for sharing with family & friends...even pack it to go. On Thanksgiving, serve a splendid dinner starring Herbed Roast Turkey & Gravy. Round out meals anytime with favorites like Delicious Scalloped Potatoes, Creamy Parmesan Spinach and Autumn Pear Salad.




  Autumn brings parties for back-to-school, tailgating and Halloween, so treat everyone to Aunt Maxine’s Cheese Log, Tasty Taco Tarts and Cranberry-Walnut Cheese Ball. For sweet endings, we’ve included yummy desserts like Nona’s Frosty Apple Bites, Fudge Brownie Muffins and Kary’s Pumpkin Cobbler...they’ll love it!




  You’ll find easy-to-follow directions using familiar ingredients, plus tips for making every occasion special and a collection of sweet autumn memories.


    Happy harvest time!
Jo Ann & Vickie
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  Find us wherever you are!


 



  www.gooseberrypatch.com
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Harvest
HOMESTYLE MEALS


  Delicious recipes featuring all your favorite fall flavors
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 Gooseberry Patch


   An imprint of Globe Pequot
246 Goose Lane
Guilford, CT 06437




  www.gooseberrypatch.com




  1•800•854•6673




  Copyright 2019, Gooseberry Patch 978-1-62093-323-7




  All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or utilized in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying and recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. Printed in Korea.




  Do you have a tried & true recipe…




  tip, craft or memory that you’d like to see featured in a Gooseberry Patch cookbook? Visit our website at www.gooseberrypatch.com and follow the easy steps to submit your favorite family recipe.
Or send them to us at:




  Gooseberry Patch
PO Box 812
Columbus, OH 43216-0812




  Don’t forget to include the number of servings your recipe makes, plus your name, address, phone number and email address. If we select your recipe, your name will appear right along with it… and you’ll receive a FREE copy of the book!




  Dedication




  If falling leaves make you smile, a nip in the air puts a spring in your step and pumpkin pie is your favorite dessert, this book is for you!
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  Appreciation




  A hearty thanks to everyone who generously shared their best-of-the-season recipes with us.




  
Falling Leaves
&
Autumn Fun



  










   

   

   

  	Autumn Trips to the Apple Orchards

	Katherine Wollgast
Troy, MO

   





  When I was a child, September always meant going back to the small private school I attended. Small class sizes allowed the grade-school teachers to plan an annual trip to Eckert’s Apple Orchards. As soon as we got to school on that late September day, we piled into various mothers’ cars and drove up the beautiful Great River Road in Illinois to Grafton. We each got to pick a bag of apples while we sampled the sweet fruit, played and enjoyed the rolling farm hills. I loved this trip! Now that I am grown, I still try to make an annual trek back to the orchard to pick as many bags of apples as I can carry. Nothing beats picking apples on a crisp fall day and looking forward to all the wonderful treats that they will become in my kitchen. I am grateful to my teachers who started such a great tradition in the fall.
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  	Apple Pie-Making Day

	Lori Braegelmann
Saint Cloud, MN

   





 



  At our house, fall always meant our annual Apple Pie-Making Day... truly a family affair. We would pick apples from our five trees, then drive a pick-up truck full of them out to my mother-in-law’s house. All available family members, including grandkids, gathered there to select our day’s task...washing apples, peeling, coring and slicing, rolling out pie crusts, sprinkling cinnamon-sugar and bagging the finished pies for our freezers. My mother-in-law made all the homemade crusts for this mass production. One fall, we made close to a hundred pies! After all the work was done, we would enjoy a homemade meal together and fresh-baked apple pie. Then each family took home our allotment of bagged apple pies for our freezers. Mmm...baking them during the winter was so delicious and always brought back memories of apple pie-making day!




  



   

   

   

  	Autumn Memories in Arkansas

	Beckie Apple
Grannis, AR

   





  



  Growing up in rural Arkansas, I have many fond memories of my childhood. My favorite time of the year was autumn. I always loved to see the leaves turning gold and red and covering the ground with their beautiful colors. Living in the country, there were many seasonal chores. My grandparents had a large farm and many cattle. In late summer, they began harvesting the corn to go into the corn barns, to help feed the cattle in the long winter months to come. My brother and I loved going to the cornfields and riding in the wagon as the corn was being piled in and then put in the barns. I cherish those memories!




  I remember those cool autumn nights, too, and sipping my grandmother’s hot chocolate before bedtime.
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  	Autumn Leaves

	Lou Ann Peterson
Frewsburg, NY

   





  



  Autumn is my absolute favorite time of year! In western New York, where I grew up, the changing of the seasons and the colors of the leaves are nothing short of spectacular! One of my most vivid fall recollections, from when my brothers and I were children, is of raking the leaves with my father and playing in the leaves. We had a couple of huge maple trees at the end of our driveway which covered our yard in a blanket of colorful leaves every October. My dad would work hard to rake them all up and we would help, but mostly we played by jumping into the piles of leaves. What fun for kids! Dad would patiently rake them back up again, and let us jump into them over and over. To this day, the crisp fall air, the smell of leaves and the crunch of leaves under my feet take me back there to my childhood home and my father. My father has been gone over 20 years now, but this is one of my most beloved memories of him and my most favorite time of year.
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  	Country Fair Time

	Lisa Cunningham
Boothbay, ME

   





  

  Each October, my parents, my fiancé and I drive across the state to attend a large country fair. Living in Maine, we are lucky to enjoy all four seasons and, as fall is our favorite season, we look forward to the trip each year! Crisp air, leaves crunching under our feet, a cup of warm apple cider and singers entertaining the crowds with old-time favorites are sure to get us in the mood for a day of fun. In the late afternoon, we head home and enjoy more of the spectacular foliage as we ride along. Of course, the best part is a full day spent with family. Memories in the making!




  





  



   

   

   

  	School Days

	Delores Lakes
Mansfield, OH

   







  

  Every September, I recall when I started school in the first grade, attending the same three-room school in Virginia that my grandparents attended. It was a small country school, with first and second grades in one room, third, fourth and fifth-grade girls in another and fifth-grade boys, sixth and seventh grades in the largest room, taught by the principal. Many of my cousins and neighbors attended this school, along with my brother, five years older than I was. I could hardly wait to begin first grade! The excitement of carrying my book bag filled with a new pencil box, a big box of new crayons, lined writing paper, erasers shaped like animals, a bottle of glue and a new blue and white lunchbox was almost too much to bear! My new red cardigan, black and white saddle shoes and new skirts and blouses made me feel very grown up and ready to begin learning to read and write. I immediately loved school and was disappointed to not go seven days a week! I still look back with fond memories on those days from many years ago. For me, that little three-room school had a huge impact on my life and truly gave me a wonderful start in developing deep friendships and a love of reading. I will always be grateful for those wonderful memories!
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  	Back to School

	Donna Reeter
Vandalia, IL

   







 

  I am 77 years old, yet the memory of going back to my country school in the fall is still vivid in my mind. New plaid school dresses, new leather shoes and a fresh perm! I think I remember the shoes more because after a summer of running around barefooted, shoes were not comfortable. Although the soles of my feet were tough, my heels were no match for the hard leather oxfords. I had a mile and a half walk to school and by the time I got home the anklets had worked down into my shoes and blisters were made. About that new perm, back then the smell was quite strong. One year, just a short distance from school a shower came up and dampened my hair, just enough to bring alive the scent of the curling solution. Luckily my hair dried quickly and no one commented on the smell! When I walk by a salon today, that time is as fresh as it was back in 1949, when I was eight years old.
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  	Oh, Those School Days!

	Betty Kozlowski
Newnan, GA



  




  Growing up in New Orleans and attending Catholic school, I remember every September how Mom would line us kids up in our school uniforms according to our ages. With there being eight of us, it was quite a line-up! Even before I was of school age, she included me in the line-up, sans uniform. When the camellia bushes were in bloom, before we left for school, she’d hand each of us a camellia with the bottom of the stem wrapped in a damp paper towel covered in foil to take to our teachers. Such memories!




 



  



   

   

   

  	Halloween Memories

	Patricia Addison
Cave Junction, OR







  I can still remember getting ready for Halloween each fall. It was a wonderful time at our house! Dad would be working on something in the garage to scare the trick-or-treaters with. The boys stacked cornstalks and tied them on the porch posts, strung dried corn in garlands on the rails and piled pumpkins on the porch steps. In the far corner, they put up the hay bales and set Mom’s cauldron on the bales. Indoors, Mom and I put out scary decorations on the coffee table and the mantle, Halloween pictures of witches, skeletons, ghosts and such in the windows, and hung the big old witch on the front door. It was such a fun time! Then Mom proceeded to the kitchen, where she made cookies, candy and caramel apples for Halloween. I loved the smells coming from her kitchen! Best of all, she made her spiced tea for us. We loved it, and if we had colds, that tea “cured” them so we were always ready for Halloween night. Dad would bring out his invention and put it up on the porch. Once, it was a coffin with a hand that came out to give candy and treats to the trick-or-treaters brave enough to come close enough. We kids never had to buy our costumes...they were all homemade from the family rag bag or the neighborhood girls’ collections of dresses, shirts and skirts for dress-up. We could be witches, ghosts, princesses, gypsies, monsters and vampires from these outfits. What a wonderful time we always had, deciding what to be and getting ready for Halloween.
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  	Autumn Scavenger Hunt

	Janis Parr
Ontario, Canada







  Every autumn when I was growing up, once the cooler days arrived, Mom and I would go on our annual autumn scavenger hunt for nature’s gift of acorns, brightly colored oak and maple leaves, pine cones of every shape and size, branches of bittersweet and soft, fresh green moss from the woods near our home. We gathered all of these special things to make crafts for Thanksgiving and Christmas. When we returned home, we always enjoyed some cookies and a big mug of hot cocoa. Then we spread out all of our treasures on the kitchen table to sort. The leaves would go in one pile, the acorns and pine cones in another and the moss would be set aside to dry. I’ll always remember the treasured times that Mom and I spent together, gathering nature’s bounty for our many crafting projects and then turning them into beautiful decorations and special gifts to give at Christmas. I have continued this tradition with my own daughter and am truly blessed to have such special times to treasure forever.
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  	Gathering Hickory Nuts

	Billye Barrow
Cleveland, TX







  This memory goes way back! I was 15 years old and in my last year of high school, and I lived in the country with my family. Every fall, I loaded my little brothers and sister into the little red wagon and headed for the woods behind my house. There we would gather hickory nuts, filling the wagon full. There were plenty of nuts to last all winter. We would sit out under a tree and crack them. Then we picked out the goodies for my mother to bake a hickory nut cake, which was a favorite in my household. I am now 92 years old, and every fall I still think of this special memory.




  



   

   

   

  	Autumn in Vermont

	Shirley Howie
Foxboro, MA







  I grew up on a small dairy farm in rural Vermont. We were always kept very busy with the day-to-day work that was involved. The autumn season was no exception! We had a very large field of potatoes that had to be dug up and stored in our large root cellar. I remember Mom using a big old pressure cooker on our wood stove to preserve our bountiful harvest of corn, tomatoes and carrots. Then there was wood to be cut and piled neatly in the woodshed for the cold winter months ahead. It was a lot of hard work, but I look back at those times now with nostalgia and realize what a wonderful childhood I had. I wouldn’t have traded it for anything!
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  	Family Soup Party

	Andrea Barclay
Somerset, PA







  Every fall, my husband’s parents host their annual Soup Party. This tradition has been going on for almost 20 years. They invite the whole family: aunts, uncles, cousins, nieces, nephews and close family friends. One year we had over a hundred people! Early that morning, they prep all the vegetables with the help of family members who have come to spend the weekend on the farm. All the ingredients are put into a big cast-iron kettle over an open fire. Everyone brings side dishes and desserts....ohhh, the desserts! The soup party has become a favorite tradition for our family. There is usually a hayride, sometimes games for the kids and just a lot of fun and fellowship. Our fall wouldn’t be complete without our annual soup party! While the recipe varies from year to year, it is more about the gathering than the soup. But we do love our vegetable soup! If you’d like to do this too, whatever soup you choose to make, make sure you make lots, invite lots of people and start your own soup party tradition!
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  	Pumpkin Festival Day

	Monica Britt
Fairdale, WV







  It was a perfect, Norman Rockwell painting, kind of a day. Dad had somehow orchestrated a Jenkins Family Gathering at the West Virginia Pumpkin Festival in Milton. As everyone arrived on that crisp fall day, the excitement grew. We explored each booth and shopped the handmade wares. We sampled every pumpkin food imaginable... pumpkin pie, pumpkin bread, pumpkin butter, pumpkin coffee and pumpkin ice cream, just to name a few. However, one of my favorite memories of that day was Aunt Jennifer’s frequent yet random exclamations of “Wooo! wooo! pumpkins!” To this day, we still use her catchphrase with a smile when we are reminded of our family’s day at the pumpkin festival.




  



   

   

   

  	Hayride Memories

	Joyce Page
Newport, PA







  When I was a teenager growing up in a rural community in Pennsylvania, my youth group from church would plan a hayride. We would meet at one of the churches and climb into wagons loaded with loose straw, cover ourselves with blankets and wait for the tractors to start pulling the wagons. We traveled on the windy roads through the country, past the homes of our families & friends, calling out “Hello!” to anyone we saw. After about an hour, we would go back to one of the members’ homes and have a party in the upper part of the barn, bobbing for apples and playing all kinds of crazy games. These are all such fond memories for me.
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  	High School Homecoming

	Sena Horn
Payson, UT







  Fall is my favorite time of year, and it always brings to mind memories of going back to school. Walking in the crisp air and kicking the crunchy leaves along the sidewalk made me happy then and even more so now that I’m older. Some of my fondest memories are from my high school days, over 40 years ago. Each October during homecoming, American Fork High School was alive with activities and competitions between the classes. Current and former students looked forward to the week of fun, all ending with the homecoming pep rally, football game and bonfire. The bonfire was a tradition going back many years and had always been the main event of homecoming week. The competition between the classes was fierce! My sophomore year, our class was determined to win the competition and we spent hours during that week scouring our little town in search of wood to make the biggest pile. The senior class had been victorious for years, but we wanted to win so badly! As the piles of wood grew in the vacant lot where the fire was going to be lit, it was clear that the senior and sophomore classes were neck-and-neck in the competition. My friends and I were certain that the seniors would win again, but then my mom had a suggestion. There was an old outhouse on our property that she had wanted removed for years. Sophomore class to the rescue! We tore it down and miraculously, that old outhouse put our wood pile over the top! My mom was happy, my classmates were happy...the senior class? Not so happy. The bonfire that year was spectacular, burned forever in my memory.
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  	Drive-In Movie Memories

	Lois Barnes Vinson
Greensboro, NC







  I’m currently living in the south, and I often think fondly on my childhood midwestern autumn memories...apple picking, jumping into piles of leaves, hayrides. One memory in particular always stands out. One year, my family took a trip with close friends for an evening at the last drive-in movie theater in the state. Flubber , with Robin Williams, was on the bill that night. My mother made a huge tub of caramel corn, and I (maybe-not-so) patiently waited all day to dig into the tasty snack. We all piled into our friends’ station wagon. We kids thought it was such a treat to pull up to a parking space, hook up the speakers and snuggle under warm blankets with that delicious caramel corn!
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  	Dog Days of Autumn

	Brandi Divine
The Colony, TX







  My husband and I lived in apartments for several years after we were married. I couldn’t wait to live in a house so I could decorate just the way I wanted to. Since autumn is my favorite season, I had it all planned out. I knew exactly how I wanted my front yard to look. There would be scarecrows, hay bales, pumpkins and mums, and of course our children would have leaf piles to jump in! Well, when the time came for our first autumn in our new house, we still did not have children, but we did have all the autumn decor I had dreamed of...and a dog named Tessa. We took her out in the yard and did a full photo shoot! The neighbors probably thought we were crazy when they saw us taking pictures of our dog sitting on a hay bale with scarecrows nearby, but we didn’t care. We were making a memory to last for years to come!




   



  



   

   

   

  	An Old-Fashioned Fall on the Farm

	Lori Havens
Lisle, IL







 

  When my sons were 10 and 12 years old, we were family volunteers at a living history farm in our area. We dressed in Victorian-era clothing that would have been worn on a working farm of that era and demonstrated 1890s farm life to the visiting public. Our favorite (and often busiest) time of year was autumn. From visiting with our guests to picking corn and tossing the ears into the horse-drawn wagons, we were always busy. We had spent the spring and summer months pruning and caring for the apple trees in the farm’s orchard. Then in fall we harvested the apples, pressed the apples for cider, cut up some for pies and left some to ferment for apple cider vinegar. We all learned so much about the bounty that the summer of growing provides, and the tremendous amount of work and fun that happens as a community comes together to prepare for the long winter ahead!
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  	Harvesting Memories in Canada

	Norma Renaud
Ontario, Canada







  We lived on a farm when I was a child. In September, it was tomato harvesting and cucumber picking time. All seven of us children were in the fields picking tomatoes and cucumbers. We would climb up on the big wagon with baskets in our arms, then Daddy would start up the tractor and take us out to the fields to fill the baskets. After all the harvesting was done, Mama would can tomatoes, peppers, homemade pickles and corn relish. Our house would smell of pickling spices! At night we could hear the jar lids popping on the Mason jars, telling Mama they were sealed. This memory has never left me to this day.




  



   

   

   

  	Fall in New England

	Caroline Pacheco
Valrico, FL







  When I was a little girl, I can remember always looking forward to the fall. My mother and father would pack all of us kids into the car and take a ride to the countryside, to the farms where there were the best apple orchards in New England. Each child would get to pick a small pumpkin, and my mother would purchase two bushels of apples. When we got home, she made the best apple pies and candy apples I’ve ever tasted. All of this happened every fall until we moved to Florida. To this day, I can still remember the smell of my mother’s kitchen...it takes me back to those sweet memories of fall while living in New England.
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  	Grandma Bea’s Apron

	Monica Britt
Fairdale, WV







  Each November, as I put on one of Grandma Bea’s aprons to start Thanksgiving dinner prep, I am reminded of all those wonderful Thanksgivings we spent at her house. The excitement would build during our trip as Dad described the meal that awaited us. There would be roast turkey and baked ham, macaroni salad and potato salad, pumpkin pie and pecan pie! You could smell the delicious aromas as soon as you stepped up on the front porch of that little white house at the head of Capels Hallow. Upon arrival, you were always greeted with a hug and welcomed in. After the blessing was asked, my uncle carved the turkey. Then plates were filled and passed as the roar of chatter and laughter filled the air. Everywhere you looked, from the kitchen bar to the living room ottoman, was full of loved ones. It was the most joyous atmosphere imaginable! Then as evening fell, hugs were given again, with perhaps a tighter squeeze than before. Return plans were made for Christmas, and off we drove into the dark, bellies full and hearts warm!
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  	Thanksgiving Family Memories

	Deanne Corona
Hampton, GA







  My favorite memory goes back to my childhood, when my great-grandparents were still living. Thanksgiving was always a great treat for us kids, we would see relatives living in other states that we didn’t get to see the rest of the year. That one day out of the year would be special. The mincemeat pies that my great-grandmother baked would fill the whole house with wonderful smells. Her pumpkin pies, and of course her roast turkey, were long anticipated, but when the relatives from out of town would come, it was the just the pure joy of seeing those faces.




  



   

   

   

  	Red Gravy for Thanksgiving

	Vicki Luna Saint
Jacob, IL







  Over the years, my contribution to our family Thanksgiving meal preparation has been the cranberry salad and the pies. Many years ago, when I first started making the cranberry salad, it had a very thin consistency. I was afraid people weren’t going to like it, as it had not been part of our traditional feast. As the meal progressed and people starting asking for seconds of various dishes, my Grandpa said, “I would like some more of that red gravy.” We all laughed and I was thrilled. To this day, even though he has been gone from us many years now, we still call it red gravy!
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  	Grandma Taught Me Thankfulness

	Doug Shockley
Lincoln, NE









     



Thanksgiving was my grandmother’s favorite holiday. It was even better than birthdays! Grandmother helped make a huge meal, and I was at her side while she worked. She told me to always be thankful for all the little things that everyone else takes for granted. I ask her what she meant and she replied, “For a complete body, for a place to live in, for everyone who fought for your freedom and some even gave their lives and left lots of others behind. Most people don’t even think of those things.” I still remember what she told me. I try to live being thankful and not take anything for granted.






   

   

   

  	Thanksgiving Morning

	Karen Taylor
Louisville, KY







  My Thanksgiving memories begin with soft pajamas in a flannel-sheeted bed, with the smell of turkey and sage dressing floating through my bedroom. I can remember as a child, my mother getting up early to put the turkey in the oven. She was quite a cook! The night before, she carefully worked the sage dressing, putting in all the special ingredients that made it so delicious. I would wander down the hall into our small dining room and turn the black-and-white television on to the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day parade. Mama was bustling around the kitchen and getting everything ready for my sister and her husband to come to dinner. I couldn’t wait to have a slice of the pumpkin pie and a little of the whipped cream on top. I wouldn’t trade my memories for anything!
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