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90TH BIRTHDAY SPEECH

FOR 

KIMBERLY BOBO

Hello everyone!!!  Needless to say, I am so happy to be here to celebrate my mother’s   !?*#@!!?!@ birthday (just mumble and pretend to cover your mouth).  Yes, today we celebrate our wonderful mother, __________________ and her ageless, timeless, infectious, mischievous, fun and dedicated life.  I’m sure that each of us think our mother is the most special person on earth, but I have to say that MY mother takes the cake….or should I say, the COOKIES!!! (turn to your mother and say) you know Mom, don’t think I don’t notice that when you eat your dinner, and seem to be so full you might burst…as soon as I turn my back, somehow, miraculously….there are COOKIES!!!  COOKIES ALL OVER!!  Here’s a little hint…. watch out for the crumbs!!  Sometimes I wonder if YOU are really the cookie monster…honestly!!  But I digress.  Today we are here to celebrate __________________...the woman….the mother….the nurse….the LEGEND.

It all started back in 1921 in  (name where she was born)_____________.   Her parents were Hungarian immigrants, and as luck would have it, her formative childhood years were spent surviving the Great Depression.  While suffering and sacrificing along with her family and neighbors, _____________________ learned valuable life lessons.  She saw how poor her parents were during such trying times and although she was only a child, she innately learned the value of a dollar.  I’m sure this ties into her appreciation of a good deal or a great bargain, and heaven knows, this has rubbed off on me.  We both LOVE to shop, but we also know sometimes the chase is sweeter than the catch.  Many times the 2 of us would linger in our shopping haze, only to return home empty handed. The family would make fun of us for being gone for hours and coming back with nothing because the price was not right. Too bad they never felt the rush when a great deal was scored!!   Those years spent growing up around other immigrant families taught her other priceless lessons as well, and in turn instilled in me the importance of accepting and being tolerant of others while celebrating our differences.  She is truly a woman ahead of her time.

She went on to become a nurse, joined the army, and was stationed all over France, Italy and North Africa during World War II.  Her warm heart and nurturing soul were the perfect tonic for the soldiers in an otherwise harrowing situation.  Her warmth and wit once again was some of the best medicine to be had, and she’d be the first to remind you that of course, it was the NURSES who won the war…I suppose, in a way, they did!!

My mother and father met and married and had a family-in fairly rapid succession-might I add-3 kids in 1 year and 10 months (if you think this is funny/appropriate, you can say)….sort of like lazy triplets?  (Wait for the laugh), and just when they thought the kids were in their teens and they were done with diapers and homework and ready to relax (she was 47 after all), along came me!!  Although it was considered a high-risk pregnancy, my mother remained undaunted, and thanks to her courage and perseverance, I entered the world.  I will be forever grateful that she took the chance and in a sweet subliminal way, her courage inspired me to be an obstetrician/gynecologist.  I often tell my patients of my mother’s story-one of the many that make her such an inspiration and role model.  She has always been utterly devoted to all of her children and paid attention to every detail in each of our lives.  She was there for us on every level-she kept a great home and ran a tight ship.  She made sure the lunches were packed, the dinners were tasty and nutritious, and the hair bows were always in the right place (if you have a brother and want to make a joke, you can say) –except on my brother,_____________!!!  She has set the bar quite high and I can only hope to be as present and nurturing to my children as she has been with us.

She just inspires and delights on so many levels.  How many of you have heard about the “Legend of the Symphony?”  Well….it goes like this… My mother, niece Aly, and I were at a fancy symphony concert-all gussied up for the occasion.  We were seated behind a man who was, shall we say, follicly challenged (bald).  We both saw mother eagerly surveying this man's glistening head.  Aly and I both knew what was coming and as mother reached out her delicate hands to touch his shiny head- Aly and I lunged forward to thwart this activity.  She mischievously asked the gentleman how he liked to part his hair and he good naturedly replied- “I don't.”    Whether poking the corpulent valet or his son Dan in his Pillsbury doughboy tummy or reaching out to touch that bald man…ANY bald man, my mother's innocent, youthful sense of humor tickles and bemuses all in her path….and don’t even get me started about how she speaks in tongues in restaurants….several that is…and fluently too, as she effortlessly greets in Italian, emphasizes in Hungarian, and orders dessert in French!!
There are a million stories I can tell you all about my mother, but the truth is that the best way to be inspired by her spirit is to be with her, and that’s why we are all so blessed to be here tonight. The stories are wonderful, the lessons I’ve learned will inspire generations, but the real gift is right here with us.  (Turn to your mother and say), Mama, Thank you from the bottom of my heart, for all you’ve done for all of us.  Thanks for your wit and wisdom, your sense of mischief and honor, and most of all, for your love of life.  Thank you 90 times (say-if you want to…) WOOOPSIE!!!  I said the number!!  …for all the birthday celebrations you’ve shared with your family and friends and the world….and with all of the practice you’ve had, this one should be the best EVER!! We love you very, very much, and wish you a happy, healthy, JOYOUS BIRTHDAY!
