th”is’ Table
B_q L,aura Ho_-_gt

]:_rnpt3 the table sits like a schoolroom in _June
Thc memory of chatter held within its wood
As if somehow it could be understood

[ on[g it could stand up and talk or sing a tune.

T he stories here are cloqucntiy told
Mixed with iaug]‘ltcr and PCPPcrcd witl—;jokes
Serious moments melt in the mouths of folks

W}‘xo gatl‘rcr arc)unc§J both young and old.

_rhcrc has been fine food and wine
Erjoged 139 friends and Familg
Some of whom you will no Eonger see

But will remember them as you dine.

Stories turn into ]r:gcncl and fable
About rcligion, gar&cns and Farawag Placcs,

Food, music, books, Pcop[e and faces

| ike a dish i:lﬁcg pass around Fi’ay”is’ table.



