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[EZ Speech Writers No. 16085]
_______________________________________________________
Remarks by Mr. Jim Roberts toasting his dear friend, Jerry Mathey at his 70th (surprise) birthday party.
_______________________________________________________

[WITH FAUX SOLEMNITY] DEARLY BELOVED . . . WE ARE GATHERED TOGETHER HERE THIS EVENING IN LOVING MEM-ORY OF JERRY MATHEY, WHO AS YOU KNOW PASSED AWAY FROM ENTHUSIASM TWO DAYS AGO.

JERRY WAS A GOOD MAN, A GREAT FRIEND, AND A WON-DERFUL ROOMMATE — EXCEPT MAYBE FOR HIS HABIT OF [RELATE OR FABRICATE ONE].  MAY GOD REST HIS SOUL.

JERRY WAS THE KIND OF FRIEND WHO WOULDN’T GIVE YOU THE SHIRT OFF HIS BACK, HE’D GO OUT AND BUY YOU A NEW ONE.  MAY GOD REST HIS SOUL.

JERRY MATHEY ONLY KNEW TWO SPEEDS IN LIFE, FAST AND FURIOUS; AND MY OWN MOST ENDURING RECOLLECTIONS OF HIM ARE OF HAIR-RAISING MOTORCYCLE RIDES THROUGH THE ROCKIES AND OF HIM SMASHING LOU QUIRCH’S ’64 OLDS TO PIECES IN A DEMOLITION DERBY DOWN IN [STATE] BACK IN [YEAR].  VIN DIESEL HAD NOTHING ON JERRY [TO LOU] DID HE, LOU MAY GOD REST HIS SOUL.

JERRY WAS A RAILROAD MAN, OF COURSE, AND HE WAS VERY INTERESTED IN MANUAL LABOR — SAID HE COULD LOOK AT IT FOR HOURS.  HE WAS NEVER AFRAID OF HARD WORK, AS LONG AS OTHER PEOPLE WERE DOING IT.  BUT SERIOUSLY, DEARLY BELOVED, JERRY DID WORK HARD, AND HE PLAYED JUST AS HARD AS HE WORKED — EVEN THOUGH IN HIS LAST YEARS HE HAD TO WORK HARDER JUST TO GET IT HARD.  MAY GOD REST HIS SOUL..

JERRY LOVED EXCITEMENT AND ADVENTURE, AND IN THE END, THAT’S WHAT KILLED HIM.  WHAT KIND OF IDIOT, I ASK YOU, DEARLY BELOVED, WOULD TRY TO FREE-CLIMB THE FACE OF EL CAPITAN AT THE AGE OF 70 YEARS, OF AGE, BAREFOOTED?  BUT THAT WAS JERRY.  THE ONLY IDENTIFI-ABLE TRACE OF HIM THEY FOUND AS THEY WERE SCRAPING HIS TWISTED REMAINS FROM THE ROCKS BELOW WAS THE $99 FITBIT HE’D PURCHASED AT WALMART JUST THE DAY BEFORE.  MAY GOD REST HIS SOUL.

[RAISE A GLASS AND MOTION THE AUDIENCE TO FOLLOW SUIT]

[bookmark: _GoBack]AND SO, DEARLY BELOVED, LET US DRINK TO THE BLESSED MEMORY OF JERRY MATHEY.  WE CAN ALL NOW START BREATHING NORMALLY AGAIN!

TO JERRY! . . . . . MAY GOD REST HIS SOUL!
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