Julia, here are some of my personal reflections on Tim.  I'm so sorry to hear that he's passed away, but at least he's at rest now and no longer suffering.

 

My earliest recollections are of Tim as a young boy, the only child of my Uncle Jack and Aunt June, whom I would visit occasionally from Detroit, and spend the night in their apartment above the beauty parlor in Flint Michigan.  I was about four years older than Tim who was always very bright, thoughtful, and articulate--but I have to admit also a kid always indulged by his very proud parents. 

Tim’s dad, was a talented professional musician, a tenor sax man to be exact, before he settled down to domestic life.  Jack and June talked incessantly about their dreams for Tim.  Jack wanted him to be a doctor and that’s all I heard about until Tim went to University of Michigan, where he had different ideas. 

My first real memory of Tim as an adult was when we were to move to Chicago in 1977.  Tim gave me a grand tour of the best music places in Chicago, taking me to Rick’s Café American, the Ritz Carlton Bar, an Irish folk club, and a couple of other places.  Tim fascinated me with curious facts and stories about the Chicago he loved so much.

I remember Tim as a consummate music lover—jazz and classical.  He not only loved the music, he knew all about it.  I loved listening to the music that he’d play from what appeared to me to be an enormous collection, but he could tell all kinds of stories about the album, the musicians, the type of music they were playing.  He not only had a passion to experience the music he loved, but an intense interest in understanding it from all sides.  

In my memory, I see Tim as a quiet, thoughtful guy with a look on his face—a sly smile and glint in his eyes-- that let you know he was thinking of the next good thing to say or story to tell.  He didn’t just have stories, he had interesting stories, the kind that started with “did you know that . . .” and ended up with some little known but insightful twist.  

I don’t have any recollection of Tim having much of a sense of humor when he was young, but when he became an adult his wit and dry humor became a constant part of his conversation.  Even when he had undergone a series of brain operations, his sense of humor and perspective never seemed to leave him.  He always seemed to have a quip, a one liner, a pun, a groaner to liven the conversation.

I remember Tim talking with such loving affection and admiration about his wife Julia whom he relied on so much in the last years of his life, and who he was so grateful for meeting.

I’m sorry that our lives drifted apart during the past few years and that I didn’t get to know him better.  I know we all will miss him.  

 

Julia, I hope that you are doing as well as can be expected.  Thanks so much for making the call to let us know what has happened.

 

Our love to you,

 

Ned 

