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At The Table 

 

Oh, my goodness!  My folder of notes and scriptures with thoughts jotted down on scraps of paper are in 

front of me.  It’s all very overwhelming at times.  Life I mean, not just my folder full of random thoughts.  

The last “Inspired Message” published was before Christmas.  I must apologize for being so unproductive 

with my “Connecting the Light” ministry lately.  The first two months of this year have been crazy. 

 

One thing that threw me out of whack was the deterioration and death of my aunt earlier this month whom 

I was very close to.  She was like a sister/mom/best friend all wrapped up into one amazing woman.  We 

shared a lot of commonalities, one of them being our faith in the Lord.  We often shared “God moments” 

and how we felt prayer working in our lives.  She is with the Lord now, and her beloved husband Johnny.  

My heart and soul believe that 100%!   

 

Although we have no idea what heaven will be like.  We often comfort ourselves with the idea that it will 

be like going “home” to those we love.  In our limited capacity to understand, we put heaven into “human” 

realities.  Thus, I would like to share two poems I wrote.  The first “Mom’s Kitchen Table” was written 

decades ago when my brother was in the service and was then adapted when my mom passed away in 1995.  

The other is like a “Part 2” that I wrote and shared at the funeral of my beloved Aunt Missy and is titled 

“Making Room at The Table”.  These I share in the hopes that you will find comfort in knowing someone 

is waiting for you at their kitchen table. 

 

 

May the peace of our Lord be with you always. 

 

 

 

Cindy Lee Nonnemacher 

Author 
 

MOM’S KITCHEN TABLE 

 

There was a place where all would sit, 

To laugh and talk, to eat a bit. 

When we were small, we’d sit with crayons, 

Coloring bright pictures of polk-a-dot lions. 

Then as we grew, our friends would join in, 

Discussing love and life, the wages of sin. 

When away from home, it was great to go back, 

To a place where love never ran slack. 

With cup in hand, getting word in when able, 

There was nothing like sitting ‘round Mom’s kitchen table. 

 

Re-Written 3/12/95 from the original, which was written for Burt, my baby brother when he was in the 

service a few years before.   
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MAKING ROOM AT THE TABLE 

 

As our loved ones go home and gather above 

Mom’s kitchen table is waiting with love 

Mom’s brothers are there now, her sisters-in-law too 

With Grandma and Grandpa, to name just a few. 

Aunt Margie, Uncle Gus, and Susie are whole 

With Cassie, of course, in her new heavenly role. 

Mom’s kitchen table has seats for them all 

When they have the occasion to pay her a call 

She’s stirring her coffee as they all float on in 

Greeting each one that she sees with a grin. 

There is a place at that table for each one today 

When we will join her, well no one can say. 

As we say our farewells with our hearts filled with grief 

Mom’s table is waiting, she’ll just add another leaf. 
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