I hope some of you were able to enjoy the fireworks last night (note to readers… July 4th fireworks in Palatine were Friday night)… we arranged those for the celebration of mom’s life.

I'm Todd. I’m the eldest son. And I'm mom's favorite. 

My girlfriend Amy said that no matter how you feel when you're with Alice, you feel a little better about yourself afterwards. I guess that was part of mom’s specialness for all of us. For us kids, Mom was always telling us how proud she was of us, how nice we were, how smart we were, how patient we were, how kind we were… mom could have written books about positive reinforcement. But it was more than that for mom. She really believed in each of us. And somehow, we just knew that. Mom’s gift to us, and Dad’s, was a deep belief in our selves, and that has made a wonderful difference in all of our lives. And maybe that also explains… why my siblings think 'they're' always right.

Celebrating mom today is impossible without also celebrating Dad. Mom and Dad were always a team. Dad thought he might get up to say something today, but he realized that if he were to get going on about mom, we'd be here until Sunday… EASTER Sunday. Dad loved mom as much as any man could love a woman. He adored her and he cherished her. And mom clearly felt the same way about Dad. She loved him so much, with all of her heart. They were truly a match made in heaven; a real pair. You should have seen them at Christmas time giving each other gifts. They'd be giggling and squealing as much as the grandkids do. Mom would get Dad a new red sportcoat, purple striped golf socks, checkered  shorts and a Green Bay Packer ornament, and Dad would get Mom a beautiful and stylish new outfit from the finest store, a sentimental necklace and pin, and a Green Bay Packer cheese head hat. There were always sweet kisses hello and goodbye, waves at the window, and little winks and smiles between them. Mom and Dad loved their live together, and the love mom and dad had for each other was as important to us as the love they both had for us kids and their grandkids.

You know… 10 months ago, we weren't ready to become experts in cancer treatment and pain management. We weren't ready to learn about angiogenesis and RAS proteins and analgesics and chemotherapy and radiation. We weren't ready to learn about caring for someone with cancer. 

But we all got through the past 10 months together, and our family, our relationships, and our friendships grew even stronger. And now we'll also get through the next 10, with your love, with Gods love, with each other, and with Mom's love. Because a moms love is truly eternal. As is a grandma's love, a wifes love, a sisters love, and a friends love.

Today we're celebrating mom's life on earth. It’s a celebration that began 74 years ago with tears of joy in her mothers eyes. This past Monday, the night that mom left this earth on her journey to heaven, I told her that when we hear the birds sing, when we feel a summer breeze, we'll know that’s her. The following morning, I was sitting out on the back patio, and I heard the birds singing louder than usual. I looked over, and one flew up and landed on mom's garden swing. It waited for a while, sitting there in the sun, and then it quietly flew off. I looked up at the sky, and had a sense that mom was here with us, and that she was at peace. 

Coincidence? Maybe, but something tells me, God tells me, that this was no coincidence. And I believe each of you will also continue to see signs of moms presence here with us. 

These have been tough days, but also joyous days, as we celebrate mom’s life. Mom loved each of you in her own special way, and it means so much to her, and to all of us, for you to be here today. And that includes the dear friends and family who were unable to be here in person, but whose hearts and love are just as present here today with us. Mom often said she lived a charmed life. I believe she was talking about all of us when she said that. Thank you for making my mom’s life so special.

God Bless.

I’d now like to invite Rachel Parr to come up. Rachel and Sophie were Mom and Dad’s first grandchildren; and all the grandchildren have asked Rachel to come up and share some of the things they will always remember about Grandma. 

