
Al Stewart, Franklin's table
Dinner with Ben Franklin on Friday night The invitation readOf course I wrote and thanked himI wouldn't miss it for the world I saidHis table is so well keptHe plays the glass harmonicaAnd talks of wind and kitesThe habits of the court of FranceAnd other strange delightsOf course I've heard it all beforeOn other wintry nightsAnd yet there is no better wine or conversationThe English call it claretAnd clear and red it sits inside my glassSent to us from ParisA greater kindness never came to passWe'll drink his health, with the lastHe plays the glass harmonicaAnd talks of wind and kitesOf almanacs and specaclesAnd other strange delightsOf course I've heard it all beforeOn other wintry nightsAnd yet there is no better wine or conversationTime goes by in storiesWine goes by, dark and youngWhen it comes my turn hereI'll be telling one with a purple tongueThe night grows philosophicI miss a word or two, it must be saidAs I hear them talkingI sink a little keeping in my chairThanking the fates that brought me hereHe plays the glass harmonicaAnd talks of wind and kitesOf lightening and odometersAnd other strange delightsOf course I've heard it all beforeOn other wintry nightsAnd yet there is no better wine or conversation
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