Remembering Tim Fisher

I met Tim for the first time about a year after I had met Julia, through our respective work with not-for-profit organizations. Julia and I enjoyed each other’s company and decided that it was time for our respective “significant others” to meet. Just before Chuck and I were to meet Tim, Julia told me that Tim had a homophobic streak, and that he might not “warm up to” Chuck and me. We experienced the exact opposite – a warm, gracious, humorous, friendly, intelligent and compassionate man whose friendship we have cherished from that first day. If Tim had harbored such feelings at the beginning, he concealed them well.

Most of my memories of Tim involve his love of music. I recall sitting in Tim’s and Julia’s home listening to recordings on the stereo. He knew absolutely everything about the composer, the piece we were listening to and the significance of the piece. He explained all of this to us in the hope that we could share his love of the piece as much as he did. With Tim as your musical guide, it was easy to do. 

The other “quintessential” Tim experience was the concerts we attended with he and Julia at the Ukrainian Museum of Art in Chicago’s Ukrainian Village. Now, you must understand that the museum is an unpleasant bunker-like building, and the art is uniformly consistent. I’m sorry to say that we didn’t like any of the art that was on display at the museum - ever. But the concerts that the museum offered on Sunday afternoons were another matter – they were superb. The concerts featured Ukrainian performers, usually a pianist and a violin or viola.  Tim was familiar with each piece and could provide “color commentary” on the composer, the artists and interesting information about each piece that was performed. The performances were truly magical experiences. In those days, Tim wore a beret  – always at a jaunty angle – and I thought he was the most distinguished looking man in the room.  

As a lawyer, Tim sought to bring reason and order into a world that is frequently unjust. He worked diligently to make his community a better place to live. When I was fired from a job for no reason other than that I was gay, Tim was outraged. He was determined to help right a wrong. I appreciated what he did for me at a time before the City of Chicago had a human rights ordinance.

As Abraham Lincoln said, “whatever you are, be a good one.” You were -- and will always be for me -- the best, Tim Fisher. Chuck and I miss you, dear friend. 
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