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	My first sighting of Polly Logan was more than 40 years ago.  I went to school with her kids and she was surely present on campus from time to time.  Polly always made her presence felt.  That toothy smile.  Those mischievous, arched eyebrows.  That laugh, full-throated and genuine.  The way she seemed to have grabbed a fist-full of diamond broaches on the way out of the door and pinned them on on her way to her next appointment.

	I got to know Polly well back in the 1980s, when we served together on the New England Committee of the Legal Defense Fund.  She was always engaged, caring, thoughtful.  A real contributor of both time and opinions.  She gave copiously of both.  In fact, her opinions could be sharp.  She could cut you to pieces in a sentence or two if she disapproved.  I was always glad to be on her good side.  If you were not, you knew it.

	Polly loved politics.  Especially women in politics.  She tried to encourage my wife Diane to be more politically engaged.  When that failed, she defaulted to me.  I remember how hard she and David Place tried to talk me into joining the new Weld Administration (and how hard they tried to talk the new Governor into having me).  That political marriage never formally occurred, but when I did eventually get into politics she was right there, coaching, advising, helping to raise money and friends.  She had the kind of pride in my candidacy that my mother would have had.  And of course, she knew better than I did what I was getting into.

	I often say to my Democratic friends that I miss the Republican Party.  I miss Polly’s party.  That combination of progressive social policy and fiscal rigor that so characterized Polly and David and Bill Saltonstall and Elliot and Ann Richardson and the many others with whom we sometimes shared company.  All of us loved Polly’s fearlessness and integrity.  I loved her love of country and Commonwealth.  I loved her love of people and her utter curiosity about the variety of them in the world.  She’s what I have in mind when I say I miss the Republican Party.

	To her family, I thank you for sharing Polly’s time with so many of the rest of us.  To her Party, I thank you for sharing her example of high public service and civic mindedness.  To her friends, the many who are here and the many, many more she touched in a life well lived, weren’t we lucky.

