PRST STD
< e TBaykid TR
< SALINAS, CA
PERMIT NO.142
975 <<. Alisal St., Suite G
Salinas, CA 93901

n*
" If didn't -
you didn'
¥ receive this issue ¥
¢ Of Scoop by mail, o
be sure to visit
4 www.MBayKids.com ¢
to register for future
a mailings. L
| a

“0.

November 2006

IS Issue

And more!

Jreasures
. andy Cornucopias
# Pediatrician advice on

* Educational Resource

In th

-
L.L“-_ -




The kidS' Table

The month of November always evokes fond memories of my

childhood. From the delicious smells of my mother's homemade

cookies to the crackling sound of my dad's first fire in our fireplace, |

can close my eyes and experience the season without so much as

lifting a finger. Even those moments that may have seemed

insignificant to me as a child have, through the years, magically

woven themselves into what has become a beautiful portrait of the past. In many ways, they lay the
foundation for who | am as an adult and as a parent. Case in point: The Thanksgiving Kids' Table.

Family holiday gatherings were large undertakings when | was young. We lived quite far from my
aunts, uncles and grandparents so my parents would have to drive us for hours, often over the
period of two days, to one of these events. When dinnertime came, my parents would take their
place around a nice large dining table, enjoying the company of my relatives. Meanwhile, my two
younger siblings and | sat at a wobbly old card table, looking down at plates of foreign-looking food
while we listened to the exciting conversation, laughter and clanking of fine dinnerware coming from
the other room.

Looking back, my dislike for the Kids' Table was pretty understandable. After all, | had just spent the
better part of two days in the back seat of a Chevrolet Impala fighting with my two siblings to
maintain claim on my own private piece of vinyl real estate and here | sat with them, again, only this
time each of us was facing a plate overcooked and unappealing food. Furthermore, as the oldest of
the three, | felt entitled to an invitation to the adult table. At what point would the rest of my family
see that | was clearly beyond Kids' Table material?

As an adult, | find myself yearning for my seat at the Kids' Table - just for one more time. I'd look at
things differently now, of course. I'd realize that the adults weren't really having as much fun as I'd
imagined and that most of the food on their plates looked just as foreign to them as it did to me. I'd
understand that my parents, too, had also just spent the better part of two days in a Chevrolet
Impala where they sat in very close proximity to the back seat. (And, they were already thinking
about having to make the same trip back home in just another day or two!) I'd look at my siblings
with more respect as I'd know that they would,

indeed, grow into fascinating, accomplished
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Most of all, though, I'd realize that the wobbly
card table was, in fact, a pretty firm foundation SGO op

on which to build my own holiday memories for
many years to come.

So, from my family's Kids' Table to yours, have a
wonderful, memory-making Thanksgiving!



