Remembering Henry Reed by Atty Garfinkle
	Henry was our superhero. With the little superman stud in his ear he showed us what he was, and if we were perceptive enough maybe we saw it. He may not have leaped tall buildings in a single bound, made Metropolis safe or changed the world in one fell swoop, but he gave us the ability to do it and that is what made him a hero everyday to thousands of students.


	Henry was a superhero to the student who lost her home in the Tea fire.  He took the time to put the student in contact with the people that could help her find housing and begin to rebuild her life. When this same student wanted to transfer she had her heart set on UC Berkeley or UCLA only.  After talking to her about her life goals, Henry talked her into applying to a few other schools. She didn't get into UCLA or Cal Berkeley, but she got into UC Davis. Henry helped make that possible. 

 Henry was a superhero to my friend, who told me that when she first came to school she was terrified. She has a disability and has tested positive for Huntington’s disease. It will eventually kill her.  She was given a counseling appointment with Henry and had a problem dealing with him because of his chair. His disability reminded her that she was going to lose the use of her muscles one day. Half way through the appointment Henry stopped, gave her one of his prize winning smiles and asked if there was something else she wanted to talk about. This girl crawled out of her shell for Henry and told him about her disease and her fears. He smiled at her and said, "You still have the ability and the time to succeed.  Make the most of what you have."  My friend has succeeded, transferring proudly to San Francisco Art School, because of Henry and other people who take the time to listen and care.  The only reason she persisted with her classes here was because of Henry.

Henry was a superhero to me.  He was like a cool big brother for me.  He knew I am a political junkie and always have my fingers in a few political pots. He shared with me that he’d done his time lobbying and was still an advocate. Henry was one of the few people that could keep political pace with me, but was good at reminding me to keep my feet on the ground and not dream with my head in the clouds. I asked him to go with me to Sacramento for a few different events and he would laugh at me, his eyes would light up and that huge smile would spread across his face. I'd try and convince him and he would tell me about how he already did his time and now it was my turn. Then he would remind me that I should probably study for the test next week. Henry knew although I'm a passionate advocate for student rights I also must face the challenge of dyslexia. My brain works very fast, but the world doesn't always move as quickly as my mind does.
 I don't know of anyone on this campus that didn't love Henry. He always had a smile for everyone, a kind word when you needed it, a practical one when you were wandering off course and a heart that was bigger than anyone I've ever met. He could humble you with a quiet kind word, or lift you up with the same. He was an excellent counselor and a teacher but most of all, he was our friend. I will keep that smile of his in my heart forever. I will remember to stir the political pot putting in my time, and study for that test next week. And maybe, just maybe if we are lucky we can all be superheroes hidden in plain sight, just like our friend Henry was. 




