This is my 43rd version of a eulogy for our Mom.  Each with lots of stories and things about what type of person she was.  There was so much about Mom, seen and unseen, but constants were her warmth and that she loved us all-- her children, her husband and even those who spent moments with her, came away with the same feeling of goodness and warmth. 
God makes us all in his image. For our Mom, we think He gavea little extra dash of beauty, intelligence, humor and, what most people found, the ability to love and appreciate each of us for ourown special mix.  She shared them well.
Annie Burnham, as a foster child, learned early on about the value of a family as she searched for one of her own.  And that was found when she was five. She was also a determined person, and one who quietly thirsted to learn as much as she could of the world around her, taking on two jobs so she could go to a challenging catholic high school. 
Mom was also a voracious reader—books, articles, New York Times. Oh, and did I mentioned she loved the movies? Her second job after school was manning the box office in the local theater—free movies and a quiet place to study at night.
[bookmark: _GoBack]After graduation, her world expanded beyond Boston. She was a hostess on the trains between Boston and New York. Always happier on the run to the Big Apple than back, she met our Dad twice. First time, not so impressed.Second time, hard to forget. Their life started small—small apartment, three small girls and a boy- but grew to a big life of a few close friends, extended family and 6 kids- four girls, two boys. And here is where the dash comes in.
She loved each of usindividually and completely. We were never a ‘herd of kids’ to Mom. She got a real kick out of us and loved everything about us—except the fights and laundry. She thought we were each so smart, funny, nice and talented in a different way. She encouraged us and was thrilled to hear our progress. She opened the house to our friends and they loved her too. She rarely yelled but did show a good dose of exasperationas we each presented her with “moments”. We were six kids after all and she was only human.
We’d always knew when we hit a nerve or gone too far. Mom provided the barometer—the height of her ever present turtle neck—90 degree or 20 degrees outside —she’d likely have one on. I remember one time my brother had to break something to Mom—can’t remember any more, maybe a bad grade or car dent-- and when asked how Mom took it he said...” Well, I couldn’t see her eyes for the turtleneck”. Not good guy! Yet said it all! 
Mom enjoyed a good laugh… whether she was the butt of the joke and even better if the topic was on the ‘edge’…I can hear her now ”Oh, Janie, stop!” catching her breath laughing, neckwear going up!
She was patient as we built our lives. She worried behind the scenes, and we all gave her good cause from time to time. Her wish for us was to have love and be happy. Not things, not influence, not bragging rights. Simple love and happiness.
Mom also believed in dreams and the possibility to achieve them at any age. First came her dream of family and it turned out to be a big dream come true. Then in her forties she took up acting, in her fifties she bought a hardware store and turned it around in 6 months. We can thank Mom for showing us how to dream at any age.
Later Nana’s dream was to be near her children and grandchildren, to be part of each of their lives, not a visitor.In her last years, her path took her to New Jersey, New York and Arizona…at some point, near all of her 6 children, 12 grandchildren, sons and daughters-in-law. Her final tour…precious to us all.
We loved our mother as she loved us. We loved her every minute of her life. We try to remember today that Mom’s now with people she loved so much…my Dad, her brother, Grandpa Eddie, friends, families. And with the God she began the day with on early Maine mornings. 
Ann Burnham Connors was our Mom, Nana Anna and Auntie Ann. We were blessed and we always knew it. 
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