Remembering Tim

You know, Julia, I’ve been thinking about this so much. I wish I had known Tim better, but as you know, I always enjoyed the time I spent with him, both before and after his illness. He was great fun to be around, and I particularly remember going to Ravinia to see Pete Seeger. Tim knew so much about him, and about music in general. And do you remember Tim driving to a restaurant from what I think was a book signing of mine? We ended up squeezing into the car and I sat on your lap. For some reason, we were laughing so much, and I recall Tim making all kinds of funny remarks that kept us laughing, even though we were smashed together in that front seat. Everyone has commented on his sense of humor, which was different and layered. 

During the early years of Tim’s treatment, he had to adjust to his losses and setbacks, and his courage touched me the most—he seemed to have the capacity to carry on in spite of difficulties. I remember you and I having a conversation about his options in terms of his surgical scar. Apparently, a few people, maybe some colleagues, acted as if he should cover it up, and that attitude showed how our society is focused on appearances. We saw it as an inability to accept loss or imperfection, and felt as if some people wanted Tim to go into hiding. It seemed to me, and you and I spoke about this, that Tim’s scar was the outward sign of great internal strength and his ability to embrace life and live fully, even when he was thrown off course in such a dramatic way.

I always looked forward to seeing Tim when I came to Chicago—I enjoyed our dinners at the Chinese restaurant. I especially enjoyed just being in the same room with Tim surrounded by his books and music. I identified with his love of books—the actual books to hold in one’s hand as well as the writing itself. Tim could actually match composers and pieces of music! So he didn’t just enjoy music, he cared enough to teach himself about it. That’s quite rare, really. 
I also never think of Tim without his penchant for exploring new and different ideas coming to mind. That quality is far rarer than we imagine. He seemed to have a strong sense of right and wrong, of just and unjust, yet was open-minded, too, and would listen to new information. Perhaps he was able to do something I often can’t, and that’s passionately disagree with people without making the situation personal.
Of course, in the midst of thinking about Tim, I always think about you and the way you loved and cared for him—through the good and the bad. The number of decisions you made on a daily basis is incredible. Few people are up to the challenge, and you have lived on your own terms despite all the pressure to conform. I have no doubt you’ll continue to live this way in the future. Your life was thrown off course, too, and yet, you found new directions and new appreciations every step of the way. That’s a rare quality, too.

I’m glad to have known Tim, and I’m glad you’re my friend. I love you.

