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Her touch is alive in Brooklyn
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The plaza at Brooklyn Botanic Garden was named for Judy Zuk, who recently died of breast cancer.
advantage of this when baseball
fan Bill Clinton visited the garden in 1997. She gave him a
paper bag filled with “Dodger
Dirt.” It was a hit.
Her good friend Bill Thomas,
executive director of Chanticleer garden in Wayne, Pa.,
described the graduate student
with a big smile and shining
chestnut hair he met more than
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Write to Irene Virag at
1019 Fort Salonga Rd.,
Suite 10, #302, Northport,
NY 11768 or e-mail
irenevirag@optonline.net.
Visit her blog at
www.irenevirag.com.
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Not only was
Judy Zuk devoted
to the Brooklyn
Botanic Garden,
she established
educational and
neighborhood
projects in the
borough.

had its own eloquence.
Her lifelong friend Patricia
Brown, who grew up with Judy
in Irvington, N.J., told about the
time they vacationed in the
Caribbean and took Patricia’s
mother along.
“Judy loved to bring my mother a drink called ‘Sex on the
Beach.’ She did it just so she
could say, ‘Would you like to
have Sex on the Beach?’ ”
“Judy went into the garden
with her summa cum laude
degree,” Patricia Brown said,
“but she followed her heart to
the top of her field.”
If you’d like to meet Judy,
you could visit the garden.
Especially in spring, when
the magnolias bloom. When
Judy retired, the plaza in
front of the Visitors Center
was named for her. White
star magnolias take the limelight in March, and 17 other
varieties follow. They open
in ivory and pink and purple.
One of them is golden yellow
with a hint of plum at the
base. It’s called Magnolia
Judy Zuk. It was named for
the woman whose life was
entwined with the garden
that grows in Brooklyn.
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30 years ago at Longwood Gardens in Pennsylvania. They
stayed buddies ever after, sharing laughter — and tears, too.
Judy loved to dance, and
Bill is an expert. He said
Judy loved music from Bruce
Springsteen to opera. “Our
duet of ‘Don’t Cry for Me
Argentina’ was infamous,” he
said. “And we’d dirty-dance
to Abba.” I’ve seen Bill
dance. They must have been
wonderful.
“We had many tearful
dinners,” Bill said. “When
her marriage ended. When
my partner left. We’d talk
about how to deal with
dating and how to deal
with not dating; how to
move on to a new job;
how to keep control
even when you’re
facing death. . . .
This past July and
August were
peaceful. She
wasn’t in pain.
She told me, ‘I’m
past fear — it is
what it is.’ ” Bill
had promised not
to cry, but for a
second, he broke
down. The sob

