There was a head Chef in the company;�Fair was his hair as is the sand�Of fragile temperament he most certainly was,�He loved an glass of wine in the morning.�As a dedadent lifestyle it was he led,�He was well resoected throughout the land�For he was polite, cheerful and grand.�And a great entertainer as he;�The most hospitable you'll ever see.�His meals were always perfect never a mistake;�For none of the wines in his cellar were fake.�Food was always plentiful in his home,


Meat, fish, everything he made was his own,�It seemed to snow therein both food and drink�Of every treat a man could think.�His menus changed according to he time of year,�With a variety of dishes to provide cheer.�Many a roast dinner de he create,�And even fish he caught with his bait.�Woe to the cook, unless his sauces were�Poignant and sharp then he'd get all in a dither,�His tables which were always set up in the hallway,�Stood reasy and waiting throughout the day.�At large meetings he was always a leader,�And often was awarded the upmost honours.�A whisk and a knife hung around his waist�Ready for him to use when the time called.;


He had won awards for cooking and cleanliness�And nowhere was a worthier gentleman. 





