IN MEMORIUM

JAMES R. BUCHER

Jim spent most of his professional life at 14803 Pratt St., in U.M, just off of Main St, next to what was then the County jail.  From the front wood paneled reception area, you would walk past Jim Salmon’s office on the right and Mr. Sasscer’s office on the left, down the dark wood paneled hall.  It took you past a open secretarial area on the left, where Gladys Duvall’s desk was (then the bookkeeper and the only one, it was said, who was to be truly feared in the office).  Further down the hall, past the two room library, and then the doorway to the left, where Dorothy Moore was located and past whom was Hal Clagett (Dorothy was my first introduction to how a “chief of staff” runs interference for the chief).  

The last door on the left was Jim’s office.  Like the other offices, his office walls were wood paneled, with framed diplomas and bar admissions.  With windows facing south, Jim had an elevated view of the parking lot sloping away from the office.  From there, Jim could see the coming and goings of the staff and attorneys, the daily march of prisoners from lock up going over for their afternoon bond hearing, and at one time, he told me, the Frederick Douglas High School marching band.

Whether you were coming back to the office up the back, black metal stairs or as you left by the back door, Jim’s office, always tidy, with a spare and clean desk, was a place where you could always stop, share a quip, a laugh or a few words.  When we began the practice of hiring a young person to do copying and deliveries, usually a young woman, they quickly learned that Jim’s office was a place of refuge.  They were always there; he enjoyed the attention as much as they.  

Most know the public record on Jim:  born Aug. 27, 1929, they say in Baltimore, but he was not from Baltimore.  He liked to remind us that back then just beyond Towson was the country.  In 1946, he graduated from Franklin High School in Reisterstown.  He told us about what it was like to work during the summer in the Domino Sugar refinery in Baltimore, with the heat, the sounds and the odors, all indelibly etched in his  memory.
Jim went to the University of Alabama.  After graduation, he joined the Army.  Just two months later, May 9, 1953, he married Eileen Davies.  About his two years in the Army, Jim, a Korean War era soldier, told us about serving in Seattle area, where, it seemed, his love of the West, its mighty mountains and endless skies was spawned; about driving down the Pacific Coast Highway; and about traveling on military transport, something that made you appreciate the comforts of commercial aviation.
After being discharged from the Army with Reserve Commission as a first lieutenant, Jim attended the law school at Catholic University.  He received his law degree in 1958, passed the bar that year and began at Sasscer, Clagett & Powers on September 1, 1958.  But before he became a lawyer he learned the lessons of the courthouse, tolling in the record room searching land titles from in the record books and dealing with the clerks.
In those early years, Jim told us about doing real estate settlements late into the night for new communities being developed in places called Palmer Park and Seat Pleasant.  Although the firm head, Congressman Lansdale Sasscer, died in 1964, Jim often mentioned his towering presence and influence, who he called, with awe and admiration, “the Old Man.”

Jim made partner on Jan. 1, 1965.  Soon thereafter he was joined by Charlie Channing.  The Channings and the Buchers, as I heard it, enjoyed vacationing together at Bethany Beach.  There were stories of mad dashes into the surf at night.  The details were left for the imagination.  
Jim was not the warm and fuzzy type.  He could be blunt.  He had no patience for the unpatriotic.  You can guess how conscientious objectors faired in the Vietnam Era, when they faced Mr. Bucher (and others) on the Draft Board.

In a profession increasingly made up of lawyers who only practiced in well defined narrow areas, Jim did everything – real estate, zoning, wills, probate, litigation, corporations, and contracts.  When I joined the firm in 1980, Sasscer, Clagett, Channing & Bucher was almost exclusively an insurance defense firm.  One of the earliest lessons I learned (and I learned a lot of them) was that if anyone had a question about zoning or real estate or wills or probate or contracts or corporations or taxes, the answer was always the same:   “Ask Bucher.”  Years later, when something novel came into the office, Jim was always willing to take it on – such as asbetosis litigation.  He enjoyed saying that he had defended against more claims of wrongful death than anyone in the State based on a case where his client was accused of causing the death of more than 50,000 chickens, the poultry equivalent of the Bhopal India disaster. 
In those days, our insurance clients were central to our existence.  So, on the first Saturday of November, the firm would invite all its insurance clients to dinner here at the Hunt Club.    Although catered, the firm was expected to set the tables and chairs.  So, in the fall of my first year, being the junior most lawyer, I showed up early the Saturday morning of the big dinner.  I was soon accosted by Mrs. Bucher, who thought I was someone employed by the Club.  Without introduction, she crisply barked out orders.  She soon sensed something was wrong.  She asked me a few probing questions and found out that I was a lawyer at the firm.  Shocked, she asked, “How long have you been with the firm?”  “April”.  She shot back:  “Why didn’t Jim tell me about you?”  It was a question I could not answer.  The following Monday I asked Jim the same question.  His reply:  “I only tell her what she needs to know.  That way I have less to explain.”
The firm has always had the gracious practice of taking all the lawyers to lunch.  The second lesson I learned was that no matter where we went, the waitress would know and genuinely like Jim, making sure that he was taken care of.  I never quite understood how he did it, but Jim seemed to be able to charm most women he came into contact with.  I tried to analyze what it was and for a time thought that at least at to the waitesses, it must because he was the one who always used the firm credit card to pay for lunch –they had to be impressed with this guy buying everybody lunch every time they came.  
In 1990, Jim and I began to regularly talk about the benefits of a “retreat”, both to straighten out firm issues and to plan and to provide a means to socialize and get grievances on the table and resolved.  With his support and softening others up to the idea,  the firm went on its first retreat in 1991.  We have been 18 retreats since.  In 1994, the firm took all the lawyers and their spouses to the Grand Caymans for 7 days.  Given the practice of Jim paying everything, everyone put their room charges on his room – 4111.  I will never forget the moment when Jim went to the front desk to check out.  The clerk, assuming the typical check out, brought up Jim’s room and found, undoubtedly, one of the most impressive single room charges seen in the history of that hotel.  The clerk’s eyes bugled and the dot matrix printer ground out a small phone book of charges.  Jim said nothing, presented his credit card and paid his charges.   
Waste or duplicity always brought out Jim’s blunt side.  Not too long ago, with the bailout of AIG and others, a letter he wrote to the Washington Post was published  saying:  

Indict the thieves who have put us in this position … call for the forfeiture of their unwarranted and criminal gains. This includes … the enablers in Congress.  

I would appreciate having the "bailout" directed to those who have lost as a result of the acts and omissions you are determined to reward.

May God protect this country from those who are motivated by greed and incompetence.
Jim was unswervingly loyal and protective of the firm, particularly if he thought that the firm was being duped.  For example, he was in charge of our health insurance renewals.  When his wife, Eileen, developed her health problems, and the medical bills came pouring in, at renewal time, Jim posed some very specific questions to our account representative.  But after the renewal, what he was told was covered was not.  So what did he do with the next renewal?  He invited our account representative to the firm to discuss the renewal.  He brought her down into our large conference room (I was along with him).  What awaited her was a court reporter, who was going to take down, verbatim, everything she said.  
It was sometime in the late 80s or early 90s that Jim started going to the “Big Sky” Dude Ranch in Montana.  Each time he came back refreshed and full of stories.  Not long thereafter, a grandson started taking him back there.  He spoke often, openly and affectionately about “the little fella.”

Jim was selfless when it came to the firm.  In 1997, the firm decided to build a new office and move.  It involved a huge financial commitment and only a distant future reward.  At his age, Jim was never going to see the benefit in any material way.  Yet, Jim did not hesitate and he completely support the effort.  In fact, was we were picking offices based on seniority, Jim insisted that I have the corner office over looking the Western Branch, a stream that he had known for 50 years as it snaked its way past the southern side of the Courthouse.  He explained: “I am not going to be here as long as you.”
Jim leaves behind 13 published opinions that will forever bear his name.  When he left the active practice, he surrendered one of his most prized possessions to one of the junior members of the firm – his Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Collection with 3D glasses. 
But Jim leaves behind much more.  Memories of many late Friday afternoon laughs over a drink and after a long week.  More importantly, he leaves behind memories of his collegiality, professionalism, honor, trust, and commitment, which were his hallmarks.  That is what his name stood for.  Those who knew him, knew that about him.  That is why I am proud to have known him and grateful to serve in a law firm that bares his name – a name that will long mean collegiality, professionalism, honor, trust and commitment.
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