“HONEY, I’M HOME”

As many of you know I recently had a significant birthday.  Actually they all seem to be significant to be these days.  According to the Guy code of contact the guys at the office take the birthday guy out to lunch.

Well a burger and a beer turned into a pitcher..or two of beer, then something called sake bombs, and ended up with shots of Yagermeister.  The next thing I recall it was 3:30 in the morning, my drinking buddies poured me out of their car wearing nothing but a stupid grin, and rolled me up my driveway like a used carpet.  They propped me up against the front door, {raise both arms} rang the door bell and peeled away leaving a trail of rubber up the street.
Suddenly the door opened and I fell inside.  {Fall forward to floor}  There looking me right in the face was a pair of pink fluffy bedroom slippers, {come to knees} you know the type with the long floppy ears.  {Point to ears}  It was… she who must be obeyed.
“Honey I’m home,” I said pathetically looking up.  {Stand up fake a hug}
For what seemed like endless hours she beat me like a drum.  She pointed out my lack of certain physical attributes {patting head}.  My glut of certain other attributes {rubbing tummy}, and even insulted this cute accent that has taken me years to cultivate.
Finally she uttered those words that men through history have feared.  {Pause}  It is even said that the great Genghis Khan, when returning to the Yurt after a night of rabble rousing and revelry had his spine turned to jelly upon hearing these words.  {Pick on female audience member and fold arms across chest}  “Well mister, what do you have you got to say for yourself?”
Suddenly it seemed that all synapses in my brain started to fire at once, {Fast pace} like a 24 cylinder Ferrari racing engine.  {Arms move like pistons}  I began to recall all of those long hours of table topics training in the dingy back rooms of Denny’s and IHOP.  Of standing in front of the bathroom mirror rehearsing my facial expressions and listening to all of those tapes of World Champion Lance Miller on the drive into work.  {Pull tapes one at a time out of each jacket pocket}  He had a two-for-one special that day!  It all started to come back to me as I stood up and I responded…{straighten jacket and tie}
Mr. Toastmaster, {point to Toastmaster} fellow Toastmasters {motion to audience} and especially you Celeste.  {Pointing to one person}  That was a fantastic speech.  You have really huge strides since your icebreaker.  What I particularly liked was your wonderful use of language.  Many of those words and phrases I’ve never heard since I served in the NAVY.  {Pause}  That one particular word {pause} you used over and over and over again, that surely must have been the word of the day?
What I really liked was the way you controlled your complexion.  Your color started pasty white, as your speech progressed it turned to shocking pink and then to burgundy and finally puce red.  That’s an amazing ability you have, it has to save on make-up.
Your vocal variety was fantastic.  {Speak really loud}  I had no problem hearing you.  In fact I think that you may have damaged ear drums as far away as Timbuktu.  F14 jets at maximum throttle make less noise.
I would like to offer you a couple of suggestions that I hope will make this speech even better...should you have an opportunity to make it again...with me.  
First, although you had plenty of volume you shouldn’t always speak as though {loud} you’re trying to match the noise level of a Rolling Stones concert.  Add some vocal variety and when you make a profound point…pause to add emphasis and you can even catch your breath at the same time. 
Celeste you must always carry a manual with you in future; it’s such a shame that you missed the opportunity to get a written evaluation, I could have put you down for speech #10, Inspire Your Audience, and it would have been one step towards your CC.  I’ve been told that every speech should be a manual speech.{wink at Division Governor}
You also need to keep your eye on the timing lights.  You seemed to go on and on and on.  I would imagine you went through the red light like you were driving a stolen car.  That’s instant disqualification in a contest you know, and after all you’re not a DTM yet!  {Nodding head, wagging finger}
What I liked the most about your speech was your amazing use of props.  The way you stood there in the doorway with a rolling pin in one hand {cross one arm}, and a frying pan in the other {cross other arm} this created an air of trepidation.  It really inspired me, and it motivated me to come home earlier, and sober next time.
Celeste, this was your best speech ever, {pause} and I’m eagerly looking forward to your next one.  {Smile} 
Can I stop sleeping on the sofa now?
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