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Celebration of The Life of
James Tilton Barron

October 22, 2006

Born: September 25, 1947

Died: October 18, 2006



Opening Remarks and Prayer:Reverend Laura Friedman

Opening Hymn: For the Beauty of the Earth

For the beauty of the earth, for the beauty of the skies,

For the love which from our birth, Over and arowsdies

(refrain) Lord of all to thee we raise. This oynim of grateful praise

For the beauty of each hour, Of the day and of the night

Hill and vale, and tree and flower, Sun and moamal, stars of light (refrain)
For the joy of ear and eye, For the heart of mind's deligh

For the mystic harmony, Linking sense to soundsaght (refrain)

For the joy of human love, Brother, sister, parent, child,

Friends on earth, and friends above, For all gghttleghts and mild (refrain)

Scripture Reading: Reverend Laura Friedman

I il lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence cometheaipy

My help cometh from the Lord, which made heaveneanth.

e will not suffer thy foot to be moved: he that keepgweth will not slumber.
Behold, he that keepeth Israel shall neither slunmoe sleep.

The Zordis thy keeper; the Lord is thy shade upon thy ritgatd.

The sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the mgamdht.

The Zord shall preserve thee from all evil; he shall presethy soul.

The Lord shall preserve thy going out and thy cgmmfrom this time forth, and even for
evermore. (Psalm 121)

Reminiscences and Tributes from Family and Friends

John Barron, brother
Will Barron, brother
Anyone else who wishes to speak

Poem’: read by Jeremy Barron, son

et me live in a house by the side of the road wheredee of men go by ...
The men who are good and the men who are bad,casagal as bad as I.

| would not sit in the scorner's seat, or hurld¢lgeic's ban ...

Let me live in the house by the side of the roadi lag a friend to man.

! poem:*The House by the Side of the Road" by Sam Walter s



3 see from the house by the side of the road, by the afdee highway of life,

The men who press on with the ardor of hope, the wie are faint with the strife.

But | turn not away from their smiles, nor theiatg, both part of an infinite plan ...
Let me live in the house by the side of the roadi la a friend to man.

3 knoto there are brook-gladdened meadows ahead, and nmsinfavearisome height;
That the road passes on through the long afterreowhstretches away to the night.
And still | rejoice when the travelers rejoice amelep with the strangers that moan,
As | live in my house by the side of the road aedaldriend to man.

Scripture Reading: Reverend Laura Friedman

To Coery thingthere is a season, and a time to every purposeruhdéeaven: A time to
be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, antth@e to pluck up that which is planted; A
time to kill, and a time to heal; a time to breakd, and a time to build up; A time to
weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, anisne tto dance; A time to cast away
stones, and a time to gather stones together; a torembrace, and a time to refrain from
embracing; A time to get, and a time to lose; eetbim keep, and a time to cast away; A
time to rend, and a time to sew; a time to keegnsi, and a time to speak; A time to love,
and a time to hate; a time of war, and a time afqee (Ecclesiastes 3, 1-8)

Closing Hymn: Joyful, Joyful, We Adore Thee

Joptul, Jopful, we adore thee, God of glory, Lord of love;
hearts unfold like flowers before thee, openinthsun above.
Melt the clouds of sin and sadness, drive our &sar doubt away;
giver of immortal gladness, fill us with the ligbt day.

all thy works with joy surround thee, earth and heaverecethy rays,
stars and angels sing around thee, center of uabrptaise.

Field and forest, vale and mountain, flowery meaditaghing sea,
chanting bird and flowing fountain, call us to remin thee.

Thou art giving and forgiving, ever blessing, ever blest,
well-spring of the joy of living, ocean depth ofgmy rest!

Thou our Father, Christ our Brother, all who livdlove are thine;
teach us how to love each other, lift us to thedmyne.

Mortals, join the happy chorus; stars of morning, take you part;
love divine is reigning o'er us, binding thoseaider heart;

Ever singing, move we onward, victors in the mifsstrife,

joyful music leads us sunward in the triumph sohlife.

Benediction



A Favorite Saying on the Refrigerator

"Life should NOT be a journey to the grave
with the intention of arriving safely in an atttaece and well-preserved body,
but rather to skid in sideways,
Chocolate in one hand - martini in the other, bdyroughly used up,
totally worn out and screaming
"WOO HOO, What a Ride!"
Life is not measured by the number of breaths e, ta
but the moments that take our breath away."



Eulogies for Jim Barron

Eulogy: John Barron (brother)

Thank you for coming to share in this remembrarfaaybrother, Jim. | have some short
remarks to make, and they may be even shorterplaamed if | lose my composure.

Is the glass half empty, or half full?

For the past three days, | have viewed the glabaldgmpty. | have lamented all that I, that we,
and that Jim, lost due to the Jim’s unexpectedustienely death. But, Jim would not want this,
so henceforth | choose to view the glass as hhlf fu

There are many choices we make in life, and théitgud your life depends on these choices.
However, some events are beyond our control. Whes born in 1948, one event beyond my
control was that | came into the world having almgther 13 months older than I. | did not
choose Jim as a big brother. But | could not hdvee better.

My twin brother Will and | would often kid Jim thait least physically, he was not our big
brother. However, this was the only way in whigh had to look up to us. In every other
respect, from Jim's intelligence, to his compasdiomis integrity, to his generosity, to his
insights, Jim far surpassed us. | was blessedve Bim as my big brother for 58 years. Jim
provided me with wise counsel, advice, witty banéed the unquestioned loyalty of a brother.
He was always there for me. That's the glassfollf-

But, that is not the only way Jim has been a bhgs me. Jim met and married Linda, bringing
into the family an exceptional person in her ovghtj a rare equal to Jim. Together, Jim and
Linda created and molded two children, Jeremy aaid Kwho have become exceptional adults
in their own right, and have attracted equally sdesoul mates in Julie and Aaron.

So, | celebrate Jim for what he brought to my li¥¥ithout Jim, | would not have in my life
Linda, Jeremy, Kate, Julie and Aaron. The bestsiin my life are our family gatherings, and
these will continue into the future. And, remenib@ithat the glass is half-full, I'll use Linda,
Jeremy, Kate, Julie, Aaron, -- and maybe fututkelitims -- to remind me of how much |
enjoyed my big brother and how much | learned froynbig brother.

| know | will sorely miss my discussions with Jidiscussions that ranged from his most recent
housing project to the state of the computer imgustthe best set of tools for a certain task or
how to plan for retirement. I'll especially miseitime during these discussions when Jim will
say: "Hey Jackie, what type of beer do you wani? always stocked the best beer. However,
when | feel this way, I'll remind myself of the bféngs | received from having Jim as my big
brother. Such thoughts will - I hope - replace pae | otherwise would feel. And, this
approach is one that Jim would endorse. Once agianhas helped me make the right choices.



Eulogy: Will Barron (brother)

Jim Barron was born September 25, 1947 in New Yaity, the first of three sons of Tilton and
Sue Barron. Almost three months premature, Jimthedood fortune of coming into the world
at Columbia Presbyterian Hospital where they hadmnty developed one of the first neonatal
intensive care units in the country. At that tilneas quite rare that a baby born so prematurely
would have survived. His good fortune — of sumgrihose first days and weeks of life, and
then thriving — has brought good fortune to ustfier past 59 years.

Jim, the eldest of the three “Barron Boys”, spenshof his youth in Worcester. With only 13
months of separation between him and his twin yeubgothers, Jim learned quickly that to
“maintain his alpha male dominance” over two youngéut bigger — brothers, he had to
develop a quick and keen wit. Always the smaréshe three, Jim also was the most
adventuresome. And though this may have contribige certain “wildness” that showed itself
in his youth, his openness to new experiences radevaried and full life — filled with good
and longstanding friends and with more than aififets worth of memories and
accomplishments.

Sometimes death eases and insinuates itself imtiives, robbing and sapping us of vitality and
substance — until then nothing survives. That thhakind of death that our mother experienced
a scant 9 months ago. Gone at age 92, havingldessed herself with a full and rich life.

During that time of her dying, Jim and | spend loft$ime together, coordinating our activities to
help Mom die in a graceful and dignified way. had a gentle tenderness with Mom. | saw the
careful and meticulous way that he handled heirafturing her decline and after her death.
Those times brought us closer together. They wgeeial to me.

Sometimes death takes us aggressively in its gcasghing the life out of us, ripping it from us
—and leaving no time to prepare, to say our goesbysuch was how death overcame Jim last
Wednesday afternoon. Weeks after celebratingfis&thday and days after spending a
glorious fall weekend at the cabin in Maine witmdla. A full life... but too short! A life
blessed... but too short! He had the happy blessirrg35-year marriage to Linda, a strong and
stable and loving partnership. We mourn the Idsshat could have been.... but what they had!
As all parents do, we want to see our kids intdthdod, secure in their work and relationships.
Jeremy and Julie, Kate and Aaron, great kids, greang adults, and great partners to each
other. Jim was able to see them through to timak tlaatis a blessing.

Jim went through life with, as the saying goeschfocolate in one hand — a martini in the
other.” We will remember him for his love of lifef good food, drink and sociability, his love
of books, his meticulous and careful craftsmansghigdl of his woodworking projects, his
command of the written word, his steadfast partnipr&ith the love of his life, Linda, the
pleasure he took from his children... and for higfiaste in beers and wine.



Eulogy: Kate Barron (daughter)

My dad was a precise individual. My speech wasagbacorrected if a word was used
improperly. 1 learned early on not to request lapmny math homework because his
explanations of the theory behind the algebrai@&qgo took far longer than actually figuring
out the solution on my own. Our house was alwaysansition because while he was a very
skilled woodworker, he spent about five times lartigecomplete a task than any other person
would due to his tenacity for perfection. | wasnsimes roped into assisting with the more
simple projects, like painting sideboards, but mysh technique had to be corrected more than
once. Needless to say, working under dad’s dwaatias a demanding chore.

Despite this stipulation for perfection, my dad lsaglenerous heart. | grew up in a household
that opened its arms to any neighbor stoppingiirafeeer or two (or three) or to ask advice from
my dad on a home project. As much time as he sperking on our home, he was always
willing to help out a friend. He was a born voleat, always ready and able to do whatever was
asked of him.

My dad loved a good cocktail party. Each summserfamily would spend a week at my
grandmother’s cabin in Maine and the traditionha&f Point - as the locals call it — was the
nightly cocktail party starting promptly at 5 PMdagenerally at my grandmother’s cabin.
Shrimp cocktail and crabmeat hors d'oeuvres wergaonl in generous proportions and the
liquor flowed liberally as well. In Brookfield, ihtradition was continued, but alas, not with the
decadent fare of Maine. Instead, it was cheese@utters, my dad’s homemade hummus with
plenty of garlic and lemon, and if you were luckyagh, my dad’s famous margaritas were
whipped out too. On Fridays, our home was ofteesiitihe gathering place for the teachers of
North Brookfield where my mom works. There wenea}s plenty of drinks, food, bemoaning
of students, and lots of laughter.

My father was a born host. He welcomed old frieadd new ones alike. This past summer, the
Barron side of my family joined together in Mairee & memorial cocktail party in honor of my
grandmother who had recently passed away. Duhisgparty, | was struck by the fact that my
father singled out a neighbor who was kind enowgstap by after only summering on the Point
for a short period of time and really didn’t knowyane. My dad immediately latched onto him,
introducing him to the various family members andrg him a tour of the cabin and gardens.
He continued to chat with this gentleman, making shat he was comfortable at the party
before mingling with other guests.

At the last party | had the privilege of attendingy dad wowed my co-workers with his
bottomless margaritas, his good humor and histabdimake anyone feel at ease. They have
told me time and time again since that party “h@eldr. Barron was” and with this | have to
agree. From playing beer pong with my friends gtawsllege graduation party; to taking
dancing lessons in preparation for my wedding amdirig out he actually liked it; to calling me
when he was at Barnes and Noble to ask me if Alv@ady read the new book by one of our
favorite authors and if not, should he pick me wopy; to e-mailing me jokes or just to say hi;
to making really awful jokes, which he was well-kimofor, my dad will always be the coolest
dad to me. My special nickname for him was Dadded | would just like to say this to him:
Daddert, | love you and | will always miss you.



Eulogy: Jeremy Barron (son)

The following PoemiThe House by the Side of the Road" by Sam WaltssFvas read by
Jeremy Barron

Let me live in a house by the side of the road whike race of men go by ...
The men who are good and the men who are bad,casagal as bad as I.

| would not sit in the scorner's seat, or hurld¢leic's ban ...

Let me live in the house by the side of the roadi la a friend to man.

| see from the house by the side of the road, bysitle of the highway of life,

The men who press on with the ardor of hope, the wie are faint with the strife.
But | turn not away from their smiles, nor theiatg, both part of an infinite plan ...
Let me live in the house by the side of the roadi la a friend to man.

| know there are brook-gladdened meadows aheadnandtains of wearisome height;
That the road passes on through the long afterreoahstretches away to the night.
And still I rejoice when the travelers rejoice amelep with the strangers that moan,
As | live in my house by the side of the road amdaldriend to man.

My Dad would have been so happy to see all theswlarbul people gathered in one place.
Thank you all so much for coming, it means a laigo

Eulogy: Peter and Trudy O'Connell (friends)

For Jim
October 22, 2006

We ache with the loss of this wonderful man. Waumdor Jim’s family, for ourselves, for a
world moving forward without him. We all carry gur hearts memories that will get us around
the next corner and the next, but we have nltae@ memories, because by knowing Jim, we
have each absorbed into ourselves something ofhetvas.

When you greet a friend who arrives at the dooxpaetedly and ask first not whigey are
there, but whether they can sit down for a whild pxin you for a beer, that is a bit of Jim in
you.

When you encourage someone who is down on theéirdaod give them the chance they have
not had from others, that is a bit of Jim in you.

When you don't just loan the tool, but bring youirsdong too to help get the job done, that is a
bit of Jim in you.

When you get a call from a friend whose car hagdmalown in the middle of a snowy night
and you hurry to shovel out your own driveway sa gan get there to help, that is a bit of Jim
in you.



When you believe that if you can read, you camléardo anything, that is a bit of Jim in you.

When you feel a wry and merry twinkle in your eyeobserve the ridiculous in a part of the
world around you that takes itself too serioudigttis a bit of Jim in you.

When your principles are more important to you tbanvenience or conformity, that is a bit of
Jim in you.

May our memories stay fresh and sustain us nowpnamgdall the bits of Jim that live on in each
of us give us joy and be cherished and nurturexdimfuture.

With love from Trudy and Peter (Hear! Hear!)

Eulogy: Aaron Cohen (son-in-law)

For the past several months, | have had the rerkrkmod fortune of having Jim as my Father
In-Law. | didn't get much sleep the night beforadt Jim and Linda. But Jim's first inclination
was to buy me a beer. As long as | didn't wainglat beer. Jim welcomed me into his home,
and later into his family, and he will be missed.

Eulogy: Mitch Cohen (Father of Aaron)

My name is Mitch Cohen. My son Aaron had the ggesid taste and fortune to marry Jim
Barron's daughter Kate. So first Aaron broughtekiato our lives, and then Kate and Aaron
brought us Jim and Linda and then the four of theought us Jeremy and Julie and a wide
circle of loving and welcoming friends and familWe have been nothing but grateful ever
since.

| didn't know Jim Barron for very long. Long endui@r his famous Margarita's to get the best
of me at least once. Not long enough to get mbkisgokes; but long enough to feel his
kindness and open-heartedness.

In the end Jim Barron's heart failed him, but Ipgcs it seldom failed any of the rest of us in this
room. My grandfather, my mother's father, uselik®to tell me that he didn't believe in the
after-life, that he didn't believe in heaven andt@gainly didn't believe in hell. But he did
believe that we live on after ourselves in the galand beliefs we imbue in our children. And
so, while | am getting the great enjoyment thatvdrom experiencing my daughter-in-laws
depth of character and kindness, Jim Barron's memibirbe alive and well in my heart.



Eulogy: Stephen Brewer (friend)
Portion of the remarks made By State Senator SteBhawver

Death Is Nothing At Al
by Henry Scott Holland (1847-1918)
Canon of St. Paul’'s Cathedral

Death is nothing at all. | have only slipped awatpithe next room.
| am |, and you are you.
Whatever we were to each other, that we still are.
Call me by my old familiar name,
speak to me in the easy way that you always used.

Put no difference in your tone, wear no forcedésolemnity or sorrow.
Laugh as we always laughed at the little jokes mjeyed together.
Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.

Let my name be ever the household word that it yéweas,
let it be spoken without effect, without the traxfea shadow on it.

Life means all that it ever meant.
It is the same as it ever was; there is unbrokeniruaity.
Why should | be out of mind because | am out ofitfig
| am waiting for you, for an interval, somewhereypear, just round the corner.
All'is well.

There were a number of other tributes from friemaduding Mabs King (lifelong friend) Bob
Hughes (who explained his revised definitions akdand hot after meeting Jim) and Rudy
Heller (a friend from town).
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Obituary
Worcester Telegram and Gazette and Boston Globe
(On-Line)

- o). )
James T. "Jim" Bal"l"Ol’l | Iﬁﬂwfﬁgnﬁrmﬂﬂmk

Jim Barron died unexpectedly late Wednesday afternoon in his home. He was 59
years old. Jim was born in New York City, grew up in Worcester, Massachusetts,
graduating from Classical High School and Clark University. Jim lived a full and
varied life, albeit far too short. He is survived by Linda, his wife of 35 years; by
their son, Jeremy and his fiancée Julie Dyckman of Charlton, MA; their daughter
Kate and her husband Aaron Cohen of Acton, MA; his brother Will and wife Shelley
of Newton, MA; his brother John and wife Cathy of West Lafayette, IN; and his
sister-in-law Lisa Earle and her husband Rob of Voorhees, NJ. Jim had four nieces,
seven nephews, one great-niece and three great-nephews.

Always a principled individual, Jim served two years at various hospitals as a
conscientious objector during the Vietham War. He and his wife Linda then moved
in the mid-1970's to a farm on Cape Breton Island, Nova Scotia, where they
homesteaded, before moving back to the states to raise their children. Jim
pursued further education in technical writing and worked for many years in that
field, most recently with BEA Systems, Inc. of Burlington, MA.

Jim had a generous heart and spirit. He is survived by a wide circle of friends and family. He took great
pride in his woodworking skills, and spent much time renovating and restoring his 19th century village
colonial farmhouse. He was a voracious reader with eclectic tastes, ranging from mysteries to science
fiction to Patrick O'Brien historical novels. He enjoyed spending time with Linda, family and friends in
Brookfield and at their cabin in Maine.

Visiting hours for friends and family will occur October 22, 2006 at the Pillsbury Funeral Home on Old
West Brookfield Road (Rt. 9), Brookfield, MA from 2:00 to 5:00 p.m., with a Celebration of Life Service
immediately following.

In lieu of flowers, donations can be made to the Heifer Project, Habitat for Humanity, the Audubon
Society, or to the North Brookfield High School Gift Book Fund.

Published in the Worcester Telegram & Gazette on 10/21/2006.
Notice e Guest Book e Flowers e Gift Shop ¢ Charities

Today's Worcester Telegram & Gazette obituaries
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| I View/Sign Guest Book
ron

n | Jim Barron died unexpectedly late Wednesday afternoon in his
home. He was 59 years old. Jim was born in New York City, grew up
in Worcester, Massachusetts, graduating from Classical High School
and Clark University. Jim lived a full and varied life, albeit far too
short. He is survived by Linda, his wife of 35 years, by their son
Jeremy and his fiancee Julie Dyckman of Charlton, MA, their
daughter Kate and her husband Aaron Cohen of Acton, MA, his
brother Will and wife Shelley of Newton, MA, his brother John and
wife Cathy of West Lafayette, IN, and his sister-in-law Lisa Earle and
her husband Rob of Voorhees, NJ. Jim had four nieces, seven
nephews, one great-niece and three great-nephews. Always a
principled individual, Jim served two years at various hospitals as a
conscientious objector during the Vietham War. He and his wife Linda then moved in the mid-1970s to a
farm on Cape Breton Island, Nova Scotia, where they homesteaded, before moving back to the states to
raise their children. Jim pursued further education in technical writing and worked for many years in that
field, most recently with BEA Systems, Inc. of Burlington, MA. Jim had a generous heart and spirit. He is
survived by a wide circle of friends and family. He took great pride in his woodworking skills, and spent
much time renovating and restoring his 19th century village colonial farmhouse. He was a voracious
reader with eclectic tastes, ranging from mysteries to science fiction to Patrick O'Brien historical novels.
He enjoyed spending time with Linda, family and friends in Brookfield and at their cabin in Maine. Visiting
hours for friends and family will occur October 22, 2006 at the Pillsbury Funeral Home on Old West
Brookfield Road (Rt. 9), BROOKFIELD MA from 2:00 to 5:00 PM, with a Celebration of Life Service
immediately following. In lieu of flowers, donations can be made to the Heifer Project, Habitat for
Humanity, the Audubon Society, or to the North Brookfield High School Gift Book Fund.

Published in the Boston Globe on 10/22/2006.

Notice e Guest Book e Flowers e Gift Shop ¢ Charities

James T. Bar

| 4 o

Today's Boston Globe death notices

Questions about death notices or Guest Books?
Contact Legacy.com e Terms of use

Powered by Legacy.com

obituaries nationwide
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Guest Book for

James T. Barron

(Obituary and Guest Book On Line at:
http://www.legacy.com/BostonGlobe/DeathNotices.&auie=LifeStory&PersonI|D=196599)y77

October 27, 2006
« | spent several years "hanging out" with Jim, \&@rtd John at Clark U. in the 60's. We were all
commuters and shared many a laugh over many cupsfet. | am saddened to learn of Jim's
premature passing. My best wishes to his wholelfami

Jeff Green (Metairie, LA)

Contact me

October 25, 2006
« As | wrote in my condolence card to Jim's famiig,was a wonderful, thoughtful, caring and
generous person.

It so happened that the day of his service, Oct@Bewas also my birthday. On the drive down |
reflected on Jim and his cheerfulness, and resdtvédve more fun in my life and enjoy
whatever amount of time is in the cards for me.

| can think of no more honorable, profound, andnately happy way to spend a birthday than
celebrating the life of an inspirational human lgeiand being reminded to be grateful for life
itself.

Thank you for that gift, Jim.

Kristen Abbott (Nashua, NH)
Contact me

October 25, 2006

¢ My strongest memory of Jim is a simple one. Whenwere both working at Compaqg/HP,
we’d more than occasionally arrive to work abow@t $ame time and park in neighboring spots.
The conversation during our short walk into thddiog together was always sprinkled with
Jim’s amusing comments and unique perspective anerrailed to make me laugh or smile. |
used to think, what a wonderful way to start thg. ddank you, Jim, for making it fun to walk
into that building. My sincere sympathy to Jimesrfily for this terrible loss.

Marjorie Morse (Nashua, NH )
Contact me

13



October 24, 2006
¢ In one of J.D. Salinger's stories, the narratoouats a Taoist tale about Chin-fang Kao, a man
who is supremely gifted at selecting fine hors&a tlever a judge of horses is Kao," the tale
goes, "that he has it in him to judge somethingebéhan horses."”

The narrator then uses this tale to comment ochiaeacter of his own deceased brother. Since
his brother's demise, the narrator says, he cak tfino one to send to look for horses in his
brother's place.

Many of us who were lucky enough to know Jim are teft with that feeling.
Doug Borsom (Pasadena, CA)
Contact me

October 24, 2006
¢ Linda,

I'm so sorry to hear about Jim's sudden passing.Btavler let me know yesterday. We will all
miss his humor and sincere intelligence. If theranything | can do, please let me know.
Gregg Hamm (Hudson, MA)

October 24, 2006
¢ | only knew Jim for a few months but he certaimgde a great impression on me. He was
always smiling and such a nice guy. That meant eolme. Thanks Jim.

Melanie Sharkey (Woburn, MA)

October 23, 2006

¢ Linda, Kate, and Jeremy,

When | arrived home from last evening's services/drheard some discussion on the TV where
an interviewer posed the question, "If you couldrgpa day with one historical figure, who
would you choose?" The interviewee answered: "MahaBandhi" - an acceptable answer for
sure. However, my answer at the time (and todaywould have been "Jim Barron."

| know one day would be far too little, but Jim ithd wisdom and generosity of a great man and
the joyful, self-effacing humor of a wise man. Whea worked together, he often made me feel
like his most important friend. I'm sure all offedt the same. In bad and difficult times, he could
cheer me up and make the difficulties dissolve.

| could sure use his help now. | expect that it aeime over time, as | reflect on the privilege |
have had of knowing him and being his friend anieegue.

-Dick
Dick Buttlar (Hollis, NH )
Contact me
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October 23, 2006
¢ I'm sorry to hear of Jim's passing. We lost toaftbr he left Hitachi, and | regret that.
jimm@hi.com
Jim McGrath (Concord, MA)
Contact me
October 23, 2006
« Mrs Barron and Family
| am so sorry to hear about the sudden loss oBdinon. There are not enough words to express
my heartfelt sympathy. You are all in my thoughs @rayers at this difficult time.
Anne Glanville-Adams (North Brookfield, MA)
October 23, 2006
Dear Mrs. B:

¢ | cannot begin to express my sadness at the bafithis news. The few times | met Jim he
struck me as a happy and enthusiastic individual mide you laugh. That is a great legacy to
reflect upon at this sad time. If you need anythahgll, please feel free to e-mail me.

Daniel Page (West Hartford, CT)
Contact me

October 23, 2006
¢ | only had the pleasure of working with Jim foe thast year. In that year | come to know Jim
as an intelligent, wonderful person that | willsénely miss. | tried to get to the services on
Sunday but was thwarted by the dual accidents @pitte. Please accept my condolences. If
there is anything | can do please let me know.

Hal Strausberg (Newton, MA )

October 22, 2006
< Jim's passing reminds us all how fragile and tenaaydife can be. | was lucky enough to have
the opportunity to meet and work with Jim at Hitaeimd to count him a friend thereafter, albeit
a seldom-seen one. My sympathy goes out to hidyamilosing such a good and generous
soul.

Nancy Harrison (Concord, MA )
Contact me

October 22, 2006
¢ | had the pleasure to work with Jim for the lagheyears, and | cannot believe that he is
gone. Jim was an extraordinarily intelligent, thbtigl, caring, and giving man, with a wicked
sense of humor. He was, bar none, the best tedhwitar I've ever met and just plain old
wonderful to be around. His devotion to his fanaihyd friends was legendary, and he set the
character standard for the rest of us to follow.

Goodbye, my friend.
Kevin McDonough (Tyngsboro, MA)
Contact me

October 22, 2006
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« Dear Mrs. Barron, Jeremy and Kate,
| am so sorry to hear of your loss. If there istamg | can do, please let me know.
Shelby Hill (O'Day) (Brookfield, MA)
Contact me
October 22, 2006
« When | worked with Jim at Hitachi, a few of usledlhim "the admiral" because of his sailing
stories. He was the kind of man that is easy tember with great fondness and a smile. His
sense of humor, good heart, and kindness werepegsent, as was his quiet wisdom. He was a
fine man and the world will have a hollow place nihat he's passed on. And wherever that
might be now, they'll be lucky to have him. Hapmils, sir. It was a genuine pleasure to know
you.
Hank Watters (Littleton, MA)
Contact me
October 21, 2006
< Dear Mrs Barron, I'm sorry to hear about your faungls sudden passing. If there is anything
that you need feel free to contact me. Linda Mur@hgss of 1999
Linda Murphy-Perkins (Lockport, NY)
October 21, 2006
© My heart goes out to Jeremy and to his familymyithis difficult time. Please accept my
deepest sympathies and know that my prayers anghi® are with all of you.
Sabrina Cazeau-Class (Worcester, MA)
October 21, 2006
¢ (From Mike Barron's Blog): | apologize that | halteblogged lately. My uncle Jim died on
Wednesday and | am still processing this suddes lbte was one of my two blood-related
uncles, so we have visited him and his family alne»®ry summer since | was born. Jim was
an extremely intelligent man who had a wickedly seypse of humor. He was handy too, adding
much to the house he lived in with his family.sldifficult to imagine that he is gone; in my
mind’s eye he is still sitting on a deck in Maingaying the crisp air, drinking a dark foamy
beer, and laughing.
Mike Barron (Zionsville, IN)

October 21, 2006
¢ (Response to Mike Barron's Blog) | knew your Untila well. We spent many days at HP
talking within each others offices, giving advicegach other and going for walks at lunch. He
was very well respected within the technical comityusind one of the most honest men | knew.
He loved his family very much. | am very sorry.

Sincerely,
Charlie Costigan
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