“Do they remember Tim?”
By Barbara Preiner


This question has been put to me several times over the past year by Tim Fisher’s wife, Julia.  What she means is, do the lawyers who knew Tim, when he was an assistant state’s attorney, and later during his brief time in private practice, remember the person he was?  Does his name come up when they are telling “war stories,” and are there “Tim Fisher stories” that his friends tell when they remember their early years in practice, when, looking back, everything seems to have been some how better and more fun?  The answer, of course, for those of us who knew Tim and worked with him, is obvious:  no one could forget Tim Fisher.


Tim Fisher - - dark, intense and eccentric Tim.  During the late 1970’s and early 1980’s he was known to his fellow assistant state’s attorneys as “the Glove Man” or simply “Gloves.”  The name came from Tim’s refusal to bow to the demands of Midwest winters by anything as common as wearing a winter coat.  Tim would come to work, even on the coldest days, with only a scarf and gloves to keep him warm in his business suit.


Tim was a trial lawyer.  He believed that his job as an assistant state’s attorney offered him the rare opportunity to get paid for something he loved to do - - try cases.  He had books about the best courtroom arguments in history, and he studied them to develop his craft.  He would volunteer to help other assistant state’s attorneys with their trials, whether they were criminal or civil.  Twenty years before “CSI” made forensic science a household word, Tim was explaining how a defendant could be placed at the scene of the crime by comparing the paper match found at the scene with the book of matches found on the defendant.  In fact, Tim said that the one thing he found disappointing about private law practice was that so little time was actually spent trying cases.  He said he wanted to be a trial lawyer, not a “discovery lawyer.”  


Tim didn’t spend a lot of time in the private practice of law.  He was found to have a brain tumor.  The surgery and subsequent treatments left him weak and sick.  He practiced sort of part-time for a couple of years, and his old friends from the State’s Attorney’s Office, who were by that time in private practice themselves, occasionally had to cover his cases when he was unable to come to court.  But eventually a second brain surgery, and the devastating infection which followed it, left Tim unable even to get out of bed.

My husband, Steve, and I would visit Tim and Julia at their apartment in Oak Park.  We would sit around Tim’s bed and talk to him about people he knew and good times we had shared.  Sometimes he would join in, but sometimes he would just lay there, eyes closed, and we would wonder what he heard or felt or knew.  Tim’s wife, Julia, completely devoted herself to his care, giving him his medicines, and finding him various therapists, nutritionists and health care providers who would treat him at home.  She even found a dentist who agreed to make a housecall.


Julia searched the Internet for any new medical treatments for Tim.  And so it was that a few weeks ago, Tim and Julia came to stay in a residential motel in Bolingbrook, while Tim underwent hyperbaric oxygen therapy at a clinic there.


Steve and I went to visit on a Saturday night.  Julia ordered Chinese food and we sat around Tim’s bed, telling stories from the old days.  Tim gave no indication that he knew we were there, but we talked and laughed about so many different things.


Many of the stories revolved around food.  Like the time a bunch of assistant state’s attorneys at a Chinese restaurant for lunch found the reference to “battered” shrimp to be hysterical.  Or how Tim would drive to Milwaukee to eat chili at a certain place he liked, and once came back with a bumper sticker that said “Chili.  It’s not just for breakfast anymore.”  Or the time Steve and I went to Tim’s for dinner (he was living in an apartment over a garage in Naperville) and it was Summer and unbelievably hot.  Tim, of course, didn’t have air conditioning, so we sat and drank Campari and soda while Tim played his classical music records and explained the intricacies of various pieces.

We talked about Tim and Julia’s wedding at the home of some friends in Elmhurst.  It was in December of 1985, and the Bears were on their way to the Superbowl when Tim and Julia got married.  Julia credits Steve with convincing Tim to marry her by telling Tim to stick with the girl Tim called “Boo.”

We talked about Tim and his instinct for the grand gesture.  Like the time he sent his mother five dozen roses for her sixtieth birthday.  Or how he searched all over (in the days before the Internet) to find a certain cape for Julia to replace the one she was so upset about losing.  Tim had to drive to Galena to get the cape, but he did it to make her happy.


We told the most memorable Tim Fisher story – the one about how his car ended up under water.  Tim, at the time, was driving an orange Ford Pinto.  That alone was fodder for many jokes, but there was also the aforementioned chili bumper sticker, and there was the dangling driver’s side mirror, the result of an encounter with a garbage truck.  Because Tim was “the glove man,” his car was, of course, “the glovemobile.”  Anyway, Tim was driving the Pinto from his apartment in Naperville to the courthouse one morning.  It was raining, and Tim was in a hurry because he was supposed to be starting a trial.  But the rain was heavy, and several of the streets were flooded and impassable.  Tim finally found one street that looked okay.  There was water, but he thought he could make it through.  He was wrong.  His car stalled in the water, and a nearby retention pond began overflowing, causing the water around the Pinto to rise rapidly.  Tim managed to wade through the water, rescuing the case file and his father’s saxophone which had been in the trunk, but eventually, the car was almost complete submerged.  Worst of all, the next day, a picture of “the glovemobile” with just its roof hovering above the water, appeared in the Tribune.  Copies of the picture, with various captions, appeared on Tim’s office door, and the car became known as “the glove sub.”  

Steve and Julia and I laughed just as hard at the retelling of this story as we had years ago when it happened.  We told lots of other stories too: the hilarious results of Tim’s attempt to learn and speak German during his brief stay in Germany; Tim’s getting a new car, a Pontiac Fiero, and the whole new set of adventures with that car; Tim’s efforts to undo the obedience training of Julia’s dog because he thought the dog’s training “broke his spirit.”


During the telling of these and many other stories, Tim gave no indication that he knew we were there or that he heard what we were saying.  But when it came time for us to leave, Julia said to Tim, “Wasn’t this nice?”  And, barely audibly, Tim said “It was great.”


That was the last thing I ever heard Tim Fisher say.  The Tim Fisher we knew, the smart and clever and funny and generous Tim Fisher, may be gone, but the answer to Julia’s question “Do they remember Tim?” must always be, “Oh yes, we remember Tim.”


