
My wish for you on this day, and every day, 
is that you will find your place at the table.  

I guess for me, that means home.  
First, at home in your heart, in your own skin.  

I hope that you know you’re ok, 
whether you’re at a beginning, a middle, or an end... 

beause we’re always at one, and one leads to the other.  

And we get through.  
Not over or under, but through. And if you can take A deep 

breath, and it doesn’t get stuck, it just releases into a 

gentle smile, as if you are nodding to yourself from across 

the room, then you can share that space, that home.  

You can offer that grace to those with you,  
those beside you.  

What a gift to have someone beside you 
- who breathes and smiles and nods, and knows they, too, are home.  

And on this day, if you can share, a plate, a dream, a memory, 

a possibility, a joy, and a giant dish of gratitude, then you will 

belong, you do belong.  You have a place at the table.
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