13394, Rhonda Greenwood – Birthday – 5 minutes
Good Evening Everyone,

I want to thank you all for being here with us to celebrate my mom’s 60th birthday. Oops, sorry Mom didn’t mean to slip up and give your age. But, honestly, my mom doesn’t look or act her age. Does she? As you all know I’m the middle child of this crew of three siblings so you know that I’m going to do anything I have to in order to get attention. My older sister has always wanted to be like a mother to my brother and me and my brother has just wanted to get his own way all the time. Isn’t that just like the baby of the family? Oh, well, tonight isn’t about us; it’s about Mom. 

There are so many things I want to thank her for tonight. For starters I want to thank her for taking pictures of my little brother when he was my walking Barbie for future mocking. He would get so angry with me but since he was younger he didn’t have much choice. I also want to thank her for allowing me to build a cat hotel on the back veranda for all the Tom cats during the winter. She allowed me to adopt then and then dress them up and push them around in my pink doll stroller. I think she did that to take some of the pressure off my brother of being my Barbie. See there little brother, she didn’t forget about you after all. She just diverted my attention to the Tom cats and away from you to give you an escape from my villainy. 

Mom thank you so much for making such a big deal about mud pies that I made you. I know now just how terrible they were but you acted like they were the newest dish off the Cooking Channel. Only a mother could tolerate something so awful with a smile. You have no idea how much I appreciate it that for every birthday you have made me my favorite meal, Lasagna and Angel food cake. I realize that’s quite a combination but you made it for me without blinking. 

Many a mother has been known to make an example of their children when they do stupid things and get a big laugh out of telling them “I told you so,” but not my mother. As I got older, and did my share of stupid things, which by the way we will not discuss openly tonight, Mom just turned a blind eye to them because she knew I already felt badly about my mistakes without her adding to my misery.
Thank you Mom, for not going crazy with all the accidents I had with my broken bones, bruises, other injuries that I came home with from just being clumsy (and maybe under the influence once or twice). Some mothers would fall apart worrying or trying to keep me from getting hurt. But, my mom just took each accident in stride, refusing to baby me, hoping that I would learn my lesson.

One thing I especially want to thank her for is believing me and standing by me when I told her 10 years after the fact that it was my sister Sondra who burned down the barn. Sondra did blame me for years and only once admitted that she did it but is now back to blaming me. Sorry, Sis, but once you made an admission of guilt you can’t retract it. 
Now that I’m older I can thank her for being a friend. I’m sorry Mom that it took me so long to understand that not everything you said was wrong or that you didn't know anything. But, then, I’m sure you were just waiting for me to admit that. Now you’ll probably tell all kinds of stories on me to my kids just so you can remind them of the time when I admitted I had not given you enough credit when I was growing up. 

Seriously though, I would like to thank her for being there through the good and bad times with us 3. We really do appreciate everything you did for us. You have been an amazing Nana to our children, spoiling them rotten. Thanks for that by the way. I also appreciate you treating my husband like you would any of us kids, although sometimes that may not so good for him. Is it Honey? 

Thank you all for listening to me ramble on about all these great things about my mom. Now, let’s cut the cake and have a Party.
