Country Thanksgiving

I

By Arlene Storch Rizzo

t was early in November
1947, just a few weeks
before Thanksgiving, when
Mother announced to my three
brothers and me that Aunt Mary
had invited our family to share
Thanksgiving Day with their family in Mount Freedom, N.J.
Since most of my father’s
family lived in the country, we
were always considered “city
relatives,” even though the
small town of Hillside, N.J.,
where we lived, only encompassed two square miles.
My father loved trains
and train stations, and he felt
that this was a great opportunity to combine two special
treats. First we would view
the annual Thanksgiving Day
Parade in downtown Newark,
N.J., and then we would board
the Lackawanna Railroad at
Penn Station for the one-hour
journey to our aunt and uncle’s
home in the country.
My brothers and I could
hardly contain our excitement.
We spoke of nothing else for
the next few weeks. This was
to be our very ﬁrst train ride,
and it seemed to us that a wonderful adventure lay in store.
Thanksgiving Day dawned
bright and cold with a beautiful, cloudless, blue sky. Mother
dressed us warmly and topped
off our clothing with fur coats,
hats and warm woolen mittens.
Mother and Dad dressed in their
Sunday-best clothes. I remember
Mother being especially proud of
her nylon stockings; they were

scarce and quite expensive. When
she tore a hole in one of them
later that day, she just smiled, not
wanting to blemish the joy we all
were feeling.
Dad drove our old Ford with
the running boards and tire on the

ﬂoat was the best, because it featured Santa Claus and his reindeer. This ﬂoat was the department stores’ way of letting us
know that the Christmas season
was now ofﬁcially upon us.
Shortly after the parade, we
boarded the train for our brief
journey—but not before we
were each treated to something
special from the Penn Station
gift shop. My choice was trading cards of beautiful faraway
places. The whole world came
suddenly alive to me as we
rolled along.
My little brother, Robert,
selected a metal toy cowboy.
He amused himself with it during the entire train ride.
Passing through the small
towns along the way was a
wonderful experience. My
father was ﬁnally in his element. He walked up and down
the aisles, talked to the conductor, and pointed out things of
interest to us along the way.
We arrived at the
Morristown station, and withMe (right) and my baby brother,
in minutes, Uncle Teddy was
Robert Storch.
helping all of us into his car for
back downtown to Broad Street, the ride to his house.
where we all enjoyed watching
We were met by two peacocks
the parade.
and several white geese strollIt featured a variety of ﬂoats ing about the front yard. As the
and marching bands. My father front door opened, we were surespecially loved the Mummers, a rounded by hugs and kisses from
unique, banjo-playing band from our happy relatives. The aroma
Philadelphia, whose members of roast turkey intermingled with
dressed in colorful, feathery cos- the smell of wood burning in the
tumes. He smiled in complete ﬁreplace drifted out into the cold,
delight as they passed.
clear air.
I always thought that the ﬁnal
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Our Thanksgiving feast included roast turkey,
stufﬁng, mashed potatoes and all the trimmings,
followed by luscious apple and pumpkin pies,
baked using fruits from my aunt’s orchard.
Later that afternoon we played games and
shared stories of our earlier adventure.
As the sunshine began to slowly fade and night
descended, it was time for our return trip home. It
was dark now, and we were all lulled to sleep by
the clickety-clack of the train as it took us back to
Newark. But the happiness we all felt spilled over
into our dreams.
Our lives had been enriched by the wonderful
day we spent with our family, and we looked forward with eager anticipation to the holiday that was
yet to come—Christmas! ❖
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