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During a recent dinner at a restaurant, a couple sat at the next table 
communicating—but not to each other. And, no actual words were exchanged. 
At least words you could hear. 
 
The couple sat mostly silent, with her focus on the eTablet she cradled, and he 
on his smart phone. The lights from both devices reflected against their faces in 
the darkened restaurant. 
 
They were so focused on scanning and tapping, the server cleared his throat to 
gain their attention. Although they didn’t acknowledge him, they managed to 
order drinks and dinner, even while interacting with their e-Pad and phone. 
And all the years, I’ve been told you can’t do two things at once. 
 
I wondered whether the couple would choose to speak to each other when 
their meals arrived. Somehow, I doubted it. 
 
A few tables down, I noticed a family of four enjoying dinner. The parents 
were engaged in conversation. But the two kids were preoccupied with their 
smart phones, playing games or texting, I presumed. 
 
Sometimes, the age of electronic communication is downright depressing. Or, 
maybe, it’s just different. Talking to each other, face-to-face, is a vital human 
function, if you can perform it. Especially while dining.  



Mealtime represents—or at least it used to—an opportunity to connect. A 
chance to talk to each other, listen to each other about things important and 
not so important. It’s called bonding. 
 
Growing up, I was encouraged to read a lot. And, I did. But, reading at the 
breakfast or dinner table wasn’t acceptable. Once, I sat down with a newspaper, 
and it was snatched out of my hand quicker than you could say, “don’t ever do 
that again,” and admonished to join the conversation. (As revenge, I started 
reading cereal boxes at breakfast, but only surreptitiously). 

 
In my opinion, mealtimes serve as one of the best social settings for families 
and friends. It’s the perfect setting to tell each other stories, or rant and rave 
about politics, share a few jokes, or catch up on the latest sports, and other 
random tidbits of interesting information. 
 
Storytelling, unfortunately, seems in danger of becoming a lost art today, not 
only because of the advent of new communication venues, but also due to the 
time demands on everyone, especially parents. 
 
But the intellectual, social and educational benefits of storytelling are 
invaluable, and shouldn’t be overlooked. 
 



Several years ago, I sat in a bistro, tucked away on a side street in Rome, and 
watched two businessmen engage in an animated discussion. It was obvious 
they were upset with each other. Voices were raised, faces were reddened, and 
neither one was about to back down. 
 
When the meal ended, the proprietor approached the table with a tray of pastry 
and wine. The two men took their time, savoring the dessert, smiling and 
laughing, and seemed to watch away the bitter taste of their argument with the 
wine they drank. They stood up, laughed and nodded, shook hands and 
embraced, and then left. 
 
After they left, I saw the owner look at me, as I shrugged my shoulders in 
confusion, thinking the two men would rather fistfight than shake hands. The 
owner laughed. 
 
"There's an Italian saying, " he told me. "Finisce  tut to  a taral lucc i  e  vino; 
everything ends with tarallucci and wine." 
 
He explained that in Italy, tarallucci—tiny savory doughnuts—and wine are 
frequently eaten at the end of a meal, in place of the dessert. It usually comes at 
a time when everyone is relaxed and satisfied for the good food, the wine, and 
the conversation. 
 
But, even if during dinner, you were not pleased with someone at your table, or 
you had engaged in an argument, all is forgiven when tarallucci and wine are 
served. Wine and cookies. Who knew? 
 
So, try this: Eat, drink, and tell stories. 
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