 
I have spent some time remembering my cousin Tim since I heard of his death.  I find that most of these memories are like movies with frames missing.  They jump from time to time and place to place.  

I first met Tim when we came to Flint for a visit from our home in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan.  I was totally amazed.  They had television, which I had never seen before.  It was black and white, and seemed to display test patterns more than it displayed shows.  And my cousin had toys that I had never seen or even knew existed.  What’s more is he was generous with allowing me to play with them.

 
 Another summer I came down and along with his toys, he also shared his chickenpox with me.  A truly generous person.

  
Yet another year, his parents took me with Tim for a vacation to Chicago.  We went to the aquarium, the natural science museum, and the one Tim and I enjoyed most, the Museum of Science and Industry.  I suspect that it was during this trip that Tim started his fascination with Chicago.

  
Over the years there were numerous family holidays spent together and many vacations that the families were together.  All enjoyable.  All fun.

  
When Tim moved to the Chicago area, my wife, daughter and Tim’s mother went for a visit.  Tim was living in an apartment above a garage. It was well stocked with records and books, which made it complete as far as Tim was concerned.  Strangely enough, for someone who had grown up with almost any material thing he could want, he had little interest in material things.  

  
During our visit, Tim took my wife and myself for his tour of Chicago.  Neighborhoods with interesting histories.  Unique buildings, bars and restaurants.  Strange but logical things like Lower Wacker Drive.  He shared his knowledge of the city, both the historical and the trivia.   He was an assistant states attorney, enjoying it immensely.  Over meals, when he was no longer playing tour guide, he would regale us with “court stories.”  

  
Tim’s love of music came from his father, and the love of books came from his mother.  These two passions of Tim’s were what made him happy.  

  
What I mean to convey by this stuttering movie, is that Tim was a truly generous person.  Generous with his time, his intellect and his humor.  But perhaps of even greater uniqueness was his sense of self.  He was more than content with himself, he was happy with himself as a person.  This is a rare thing.

  
His passing saddened me, as I’m sure it has with others who knew him.  He will be missed.  

