Some years ago we received this poem from Peter, enclosed inside his Christmas card. | have kept it |
ever since on my pinboard and never fail to read it every Christmas when writing my cards. He |

continues to be an inspiration even though this year there was no Peter to write a card to. Much
missed, from Cheryl Jennings.

7 Rave a fist of friends I kpow,

all written in a book_
And every year when Christmas comes

1 go and take a look,

And that is when I malise

that these names are a part

not of the 6ook they're written in

buz also of my heart.

For once I'vr met somebody,
the years do not ervse
the memory of a pleasant word
or of a friendly face
. I meverthink my Christmas cands
are Just a meve rouLine
¥ or names upon & Christmas fist,
Sforgotten ia between

Now, when I send a Christmas card
that is addressed to you
" it's becauss you're on the hist of folks
] - that I'm indebted to.
For I am but the total of the many folls I've met,
and you to be one of |




