                              Eulogy For Amy
I stand here today with family and friends to say goodbye to my wife Amy. What can I say? Amy and I met in mid life, two people looking for companionship. As we got to know each other we found we both had similar backgrounds, we were both from New York City, we were born twelve days apart, we had similar tastes in food, music, the arts and we had the same religious background. I have three children and Amy one. We also had many differences but that’s what put some spice in our relationship, and there was plenty of that.
At the time we met, we lived a few miles apart on the west coast of Florida. We both had moved there from New York City for a better life. We dated at first on and off but quickly realized there was something special happening. I always told Amy that when I first met her I felt a flutter in my stomach and she said it was indigestion. I knew very quickly that she was special. As our relationship grew, we fell in love and I proposed marriage to her. Being old fashioned I called her dad up and invited him to have breakfast with me the next day. While he was eating his usual potato pancakes and applesauce I started telling him how much I was in love with his daughter and that I wanted his permission to marry her. Without missing a bite or even looking up from his food he said to me “take her” and continued to eat. 
We decided to move here to the east coast due to better job opportunities for the both of us and better schools for Megan. I discussed my plans with my kids as well and felt that by being older they would not be too far away and we visited each other often. We settled into our new home and a short time later we were married in New York City.
Being a licensed Real Estate Broker and commercial property manager, Amy went to work for several companies but none of them offered the challenges she wanted. She wasn’t the type to sit behind a desk and shuffle papers. She needed to be out in the field taking care of her properties and personally coordinating any work they required. She finally went to work for Bill Reichel and managed his properties. I am not even sure how many there were altogether but I know it was well over a dozen. As stressful as this was to Amy, she thrived on it because every day presented new challenges. She regularly visited all of her properties, addressed all of the tenants concerns promptly and made sure any and all repairs were done right even if she had to climb roofs herself, which she did more often than we liked. I always warned her that she wasn’t twenty anymore and Bill Reichel did the same but Amy didn’t care. She had to make sure the repairs were up to her standards. Her tenants loved her and raved about her.
And if all of this wasn’t enough, Amy came home every day and went from being Amy the property manager to Amy the wife and mother. She excelled at both of these also. 

Being of the Jewish faith we both felt it important to enroll Megan in Hebrew School where she excelled culminating in her Bat Mitzvah a few short months ago. Amy and I were so very proud of her and we both looked forward to all of her other accomplishments.

Amy touched many lives, mine the most. She was very much looking forward to a reunion of her old neighborhood in New York that was scheduled for next month. That’s all she talked about the last few weeks. My heart is truly broken and I will miss her tremendously. Last Valentine’s Day I bought her a unique gift, her own star, which I named after. The only thing I can think of is that God had some properties he owns there and he needed the best manager he could find, but please Amy don’t climb any roofs. I will always love you.
I 
