Jay Sudit
June 9, 1950 - February 28, 2009

Sudit, Jay Allen
Age 58, of Pacific Palisades, CA. Preceded in death by parents, Gerald and Toba Sudit.
Survived by sisters and brothers-in law, Penny and Art Glassman and Sheila and Eldon
Bontreger; and nieces, Sara and Devra Glassman; caring relatives and friends. Funeral
service Thursday, March 5th at 2:30 p.m., UNITED HEBREW BROTHERHOOD
CEMETERY, 70 1/2 & Thomas Ave S., Richfield. Memorials are preferred to Beth El
Synagogue Aleph Pre-School or donor’s favorite charity. SHIVA, 200 Rhode Island Ave S.,
Golden Valley, Thursday and Sunday 7:00, gathering of friends Saturday evening after
7:00.

Comments

“

dear sudit and glassman family,
i was sad to see the announcement of jays passing. our families have a long history
together and i can remember the days of raleigh and quentin ave. jays passing was
way to early. may you find peace and confort.

howie chanen - March 05, 2009 at 04:21 PM

“

Jay was so many things to so many people. He left us too soon. His spirit lives on
within us and without us.

Mark Benenson - March 05, 2009 at 03:07 PM

“

Dear Jay,
I am so sad and sorry that you are gone. You have profoundly influenced and shaped
my life and I will carry that with me always. Rest in peace, you dear sweet man.
I will miss you.
Love,
Jason

Jason Harlem - March 05, 2009 at 01:13 AM

“

Although I mirror the thoughts of many in saying that I hadn't seen Jay in quite some
time, it wasn't for lack of trying. He just seemed to push everyone who cared about
him away in the past couple of years, but he was a loving husband to my cousin
Marilyn, a second father to my son Jeremy, and a dear friend to me...he will be sorely
missed by all of us. Linda Knight

Linda Knight - March 04, 2009 at 01:43 PM

“

I am so very sorry to hear about Jay's passing. I moved to Mpls in 1975 and met Jay
in early 1976. We became good friends and spent many hours at his house on 33rd
St. talking trash, playing cribbage and listening to Bowie and Queen. Jay had a way
of talking and relating to the world that was truly unique. He had a big heart and,
despite his moodiness, a great sense of humor. We used to spend alot of time just
giggling and acting stupid. He was an excellent pool player and we would play for
hours at Williams Pub and a pool hall on Lake St. whose name escapes me. During
the summer months a group of us would hang out at Lake Calhoun, playing frisbee
and checking out the girls. It was a magical time. Jay became a good friend and
"uncle" to my son Jeremy. They spent many hours together and developed a special
bond that will never be broken. Jay and I moved to Los Angeles together in January
1978. We rented a trailer and drove two days straight without sleep. I remember we
had the side mirror on the drivers side snapped off when a truck side swiped us
somewhere in New Mexico. Coming down I-40 from Flastaff Jay commented on the
elephants and giraffes that were running next to us. I took a look and was amazed to
see very clearly a collection of African wildlife in full gallop off to the right. Later we
realized it was just a combination of rocks and cactus that our sleep deprived minds
had transformed, but the fact that we both hallucinated the same thing was truly
amazing. After we moved to Los Angeles Jay continued to be a big part of our lives.
We hung out, played cards, went to the beach, Lakers, Dodgers, the whole thing. He
would be up and down but in those days mostly up. It was a good time that I will
always remember.
Jay got heavily into hiking in the last ten years of his life and would spend many
hours in the Santa Monica Mountains. I think it was a way for him to escape the
demons that were always lurking in the back of his mind. The last time we spent any
amount of time together was on a hike we took about 5 years ago. We spent the
afternoon hiking and talking and it was great to just spend some time with him.
Unfortunately, we saw very little of each other over the last 5 or 6 years. He gradually
pushed everyone away until he was left alone with his pain. I am so sorry for the way
he died. He did not deserve that. I feel that as a friend I let him down - I did not try
hard enough to stay in touch, to make sure he was ok. He was a special person in
my life and I allowed him to drift away. It is something I will regret till the day I die.
I love you Jay. Thank you for your kindness, your generosity, your friendship and
your love. The world will be a much colder place without you.
All my sympathies to his family.
Love,
Gregg Olson

Gregg Olson - March 04, 2009 at 02:34 AM

“

Very sorry to hear the sad news about Penny's brother.
We're thinking of you.

David and Kathy Cooper - March 03, 2009 at 05:22 PM

