Aunt Katie Johnson Murphy Remembers:

feal times were special; that is when we il got together. It was
always a pleasant, quiet hour. Our main meal was dinner at noon, but
supper was also pretty big too. We never knew how many people would be
there as everyone was always welcome, family and friends. We always
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Afer Papa said the blesina the food was passed around and then we
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mething bad, it was not discussed during the meal. No one left the table
unti Paps g0t Up, walked behind Mam, patted her on the shouider and
thanked her for a very. eal.

On holidays the b Tamily came over. It was really fun with all my
nieces and nephews there. They got to eat first - in the kitchen. Then they.
‘went out to play while the *grown-ups” ate in the dining room. The kids got
in trouble once but that is another story, which I am sure one of them will
tell about.

ty Second fondest memory is of the horses. Papa bred them so there
were always lots of mares and colts. It was very enjoyable to watch the colts
romping in the pasture. Sometimes it seemed like they were playing “Follow
the Leader.”
e did not have television i the okden days, we had to find o
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buyer came along. My favorite was Charlie - he was mine the longest.

e horses until T was about 16 when I had two accidents and
decided to give it up. The first accident occurred when my saddie broke
while my horse was running. I fell off and landed on my head. I ended up in
the hospital with a concussion. The second accident was not as bad. My
horse walked into the pond, stopped and rolled over. I was able to get off
but lost both my shoes.

1 remember that late in the afternoon we would sit on the front porch
In the rocking chalrs Sometimes Mama wouk tell us ghost stories,
ESpecialy ok Fing Down. The s may o have ben hauntad bt
those stairs surely wer
metimes, whil sitting on the porch, we would count cars on theel
Road, later known as the Atianta Highway. There would always be lots

television. I am thankful for my memories of the old home place where T
grew up.



