Here is a CANDLE Judy made in her college days… and kept on her dresser all these years since. If you hold it this way, you can see its humble simple origins. I believe the mold was a Carvel cup.

It never occurred to me to ask her why she kept it. It obviously wasn’t for any aesthetic or functional value. And I know it wasn’t in case of emergency. It went unused through two major blackouts in our area. At least I think so. I was away on business trips for both of them, but she handled home and kids without complaint. Well, with little complaint. 
This candle’s story: she made it not actually in college, but in an inner city apartment. You see, most future teachers did their student teaching semester in the leafy suburbs near college, but not Judy. She signed up to teach in the heart of the South Bronx. That wasn’t enough. In this program, student teachers were to live in the same neighborhood as the school, to take part in community life. Judy was among the first to sign up.
She and the other student teachers would run afterschool programs for the kids in their apartment, and in one of these, this candle was made. 

It certainly isn’t much to look at. But it must have stood for something to her. I believe it sat on her dresser to remind her of that South Bronx experience… why she did it, what was accomplished, what wasn’t accomplished, what still has  to be accomplished. It must have helped fuel and keep alive the essence and spirit you’ll be hearing about today. 
The purpose of  today, I hope and request of each of you, is to celebrate a life lived purpose-fully and well.

This was a person of many facets. Judy could mentor and teach inner city kids, and also enjoy wine tasting trips in France. She ate canned food in that South Bronx apartment, but not too much later she  dined in the finest restaurants of Europe and the Napa Valley. She backpacked and hiked in the American west, she combed the streets of New York’s blue collar neighborhoods seeking out bargains. She taught and inculcated deep values in her children, and she read cheesy detective novels. 
You’ve heard that saying about how "Some people see things as they are and say why? And others dream things that never were and say why not?" Judy was the person who’d add, “So let’s get started.”
Even when she professionally left the world of public service for a career in business, she focused on teaching people to be better at what they did.  When she had to stop working, she remained active in the community organization she served…. And she volunteered at the Library to help immigrants learn English.
Her concern and empathy for others was bottomless. Many was the time she would leave me standing dumbstruck and chagrined at my own deficiencies in those areas. Any time I got together alone with any friend whom she knew through me, those friends and I would invariably pass an evening dissecting the state of the world, laughing about something or other, and draining beer or wine glasses.

The next morning, Judy would pepper me with questions: how is so-and-so’s daughter – did she get through that rough science course she took last year? How is his father doing – did he recover from that illness he had?

I had to confess each time that I didn’t know the answer, hadn’t thought to ask, had been too busy having a good time. She didn’t reproach me. She just shook her head in disbelief. In time, I learned to ask the right questions of my friends – just so I could pass muster the next day.
---
There was much about life that Judy didn’t understand.

She didn’t get American Idol or Dancing With The Stars.

She didn’t understand why anyone would ever be unprepared, or late, or put something off til the last minute.

She didn’t understand why you’d want to see a movie that made you feel sad.

She didn’t understand why people would spend a lot of money on stuff you could get cheap on Greenpoint Avenue in Sunnyside.

She couldn’t see why anyone would think your kids can’t achieve excellence in a public school. 

She didn’t get the bumper sticker that read, “He Who Dies With The Most Toys Wins.”

She couldn’t figure out if she was a victim of gentrification, or a participant in it. 

She didn’t understand gated communities. She was mystified by Florida. 
She had great difficulties grasping the concepts of trendiness, fashion, and doing what everyone else does. Or the concept of sharing her dessert.  
----------
I’ll leave it to others to recall specific moments, aspects of her life values and personalities. Some things you knew about her:

She loved her children like crazy, more than anything. Yes, she expected the best of them. But she wanted the best for them too, and would do anything in her power to get it. Woe to the school, or teacher, or anyone else, that didn’t set expectations and sights for her children as high as she did. 
She cared deeply about social justice and fairness, not on an abstract global level but in her own life and own community.
And now some things you probably didn’t know about Judy: 
Before that South Bronx teaching experience, barely out of her teens, she created and ran a summer youth program in East Harlem. 
Years before that, she was the teenaged star of a half hour Ch 13 show in which she gave a presentation on a trip to Israel she had taken with her grandmother.

She liked basketball. This may come as a shock to any of you who ever tried discussing baseball or football with her. (The morning after the Super Bowl or World Series, she would always say, Tell me who won -- so I can get thru a conversation today. Then she would repeat the name of the team to herself, until she had it memorized. 
She first found out about Sunnyside Gardens, her home for the past quarter century, by writing an article about it for Newsday. 
The only secret vice in her diet was chocolate. 

She never, ever watched any of what most people would think of as ‘watching TV’

She liked to play ping pong.

She made one of the first interactive video disks for business use ever back in the 80s -- but was totally techno-indifferent in her leisure and personal life.

(She was her family’s 3rd generation in this temple, and her kids are the 4th.)
Her favorite newspaper was not what you might think. It was a monthly collection of humor and satire op-ed articles and cartoons. It’s called Funny Times, and she devoured each issue. She’d say, “You need to laugh.”

And finally, she was diagnosed with cancer a long time ago… and the reason she didn’t want most of you to know… was that the next time  you saw her… you’d both be thinking or talking about that --  instead of whatever you really wanted to talk about. 

In her last two weeks, she purchased an appointment book calendar for 2011, traveled with me and Ben to Ohio, went with me to a wonderful benefit – that’s a picture of it on the cover of the booklet you got -- and that’s just what I can remember. She had no time for not living, certainly no time for dying. She did that in three days, and that’s the way she wanted it. She left life the way she lived it – on her own terms. 
Each of us gets a life, each of us will come to the end of it. Some sooner, some later. Who’s to say how to evaluate each – is it the length, or is it the quality of what time we get…  and the impact we make on others during that time. I prefer the latter. 

Here’s the essence of the Judy I knew and loved: she could see, and cut, right through the trendy, the conventional wisdom, the poorly thought out, the morally deficient… faster and sharper than anyone I ever knew. And she wasn’t shy to say what she thought.
And no matter how complex a problem or issue might be, there were no shades of gray or going along with the crowd for Judy. There was always one of her core bedrock beliefs underneath it. She found it, went to it, and placed it at the center of the discussion. There was no indecision or hesitancy from that moment on. She dismissed the shades of gray for what they were: irrelevant distractions. 
Judy never really expected the world to become a perfect place. Yet she was adamant: this was no reason for any of us to stop trying to make it one. That, and the love and life we shared, is what I’ll carry with me always.
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