Thank you ALL for thinking of Tom in such a way. 

I graciously accept this jersey.  I am honored to have known Tom, to have married him and to know that he had ALL of you as his friends, family, teachers, classmates, teammates, colleagues, and students.  This presentation and this evening is TRULY an HONOR.  We are here out of respect and admiration for a man that has shown us the multitude of qualities he possessed.   So, tonight we pay tribute to a good, solid man.  A man that seldom forgot a name, often had a joke, and most of the time left you smiling.  A man that spent a GOOD AMOUNT of time here at McClancy, growing into that solid person we are gather here to pay tribute to. 
I know Tom and I know that he would be beside himself to be thought of in such high regard.  He would have made light of it in front of us, but deep down he’d be touched!  He knew what it meant to go into ANY Hall of Fame.  In fact, Tom loved to watch former players from all of his favorite New York teams have their numbers retired and “raised to the rafters.”  I recall him watching the many New York Rangers players have their numbers retired in Madison Square Garden.  The TV went on a little earlier those evenings so he could watch the ceremonies.  He was struck by the highlights shown of the player’s career, but also by the player’s supportive family, friends and former teammates.

There are certain similarities among those that play sports, excel in sports and coach sports and those are: courage, wisdom, dedication, perseverance, time, and above all, love for the game.  Here at McClancy, Tom was able to show all of these throughout his playing years, his coaching years and certainly his teaching years.  

Tom came to McClancy as a transfer from Molloy.  His stint there didn’t last long before he knew he should be here.  This was the right decision all around.  His parents were happy knowing he’d be getting an education from the Brothers of Sacred Heart.  They, themselves felt comfortable here and established friendships just as Tom had.  His parents would be at his games out of love and support.  He never let himself forget this.  It was an important part of his “growing up.”

Tom first started here as a student in 1980 and played basketball for Coach Kent.  He was a member of the McClancy 1983 Final Four Team.  After graduating from StonyBrook and working a basketball camp here that summer for Donnie, he was asked to join the staff as a teacher that September.  He taught from 1988–1997; and throughout this time many a Rockaway kid graced his Math class.  Tom had a great memory and an outstanding ability to recall names, events, etc.  He remembered each one fondly, most of the time remembering some kind of disruption caused in his class by these very students.  He started coaching right away and although he coached JV basketball, he tried his hand at soccer and baseball with Coach Lowenberg.  Tom coached JV Basketball from 1988-1995.  Most of those years were spent sitting on the bench, coaching and creating plays with his friend, McGlone.

Stats and game plays…others can give you those stories; people like his Dad, Shevy, McGack, McGlone, Rob, Neil and Donnie can tell you those.  I CAN tell you how important McClancy was to Tom.  He cherished his memories here.  He enjoyed running into old colleagues, teachers and students from time to time.  And just to prove it, two team photos are present in our house.  Both placed there by Tom.  The first was HIS team, the Final Four Team in 1983 and the second was the last team he coached.  He stands in the center of both, proudly.   I’ll put this jersey of Tom’s you’ve given me tonight, next to those two pictures in our home.
Let’s face it, we’ve all experienced some form of guidance and support from a teacher, teammate, classmate or coach at one time or another.  Maybe Tom’s journey didn’t begin here and rather in Rockaway as a youngster, but his desire to play, teach and coach led him here to McClancy and allowed him to grow here at all three of those levels.  This was where Tom started adulthood.  First as a player, then as a teacher and a coach.  He only left McClancy in 1997 to become a guidance counselor at St. Edmund’s after receiving his first Master’s Degree.  This move was only to better himself and to begin a new stage in his career as a guidance counselor.  Never leaving behind memories, experiences or friendships he had here at McClancy.

----------------------------

It’s nice to be back here at McClancy.  Though I’m NOT in my usually spot, over there in the corner; standing with McGlone and giving Tom some time to catch up with Brother James, Brother Robert and Brother Rocco.  

Each of our experiences of McClancy vary.  My vantage point may in fact be much different than your’s.

This is what I know:

-Tom was ALWAYS big on sports.  In fact, many times I have heard the story where he and McGack snuck a hand-held radio into their senior prom to listen to an NBA Final.  Nothing really changed after that, he did that very same thing during a meeting as a teacher.  (In his defense it was a Ranger Playoff game in the year of the Stanley Cup in 1994.)  The difference was an earpiece the second time around.

-I witnessed Tom cry for the first time in front of me.  That was the day he found out Dirk Gorman had passed away.  He had a hard time expressing how he felt, but he did use one word when describing Dirk and that word was “mentor.”  It was at that moment that I realized from what a great place he had come and was teaching and coaching at.

-I spent a good amount of my courtship with Tom watching him coach his JV team.  For a good while, this was the setting in which we spent a majority of our time together.  I sat high in the bleachers and tried to learn a few things from him (as I coaching CYO @ SFDS at the time); this was right around the time he decided to get a few technical fouls and got thrown out of a holiday tournament in Staten Island, where I was pointed to in the stands and summoned to take over the team while he was told to hit the locker room; because it was a holiday tournament, I was really the only person in the cheering section. (Dull moments weren’t really what you got when you were with Tom.)  

-I may have heard a story about a car breaking down either coming or going to school at McClancy and being abandoned on the side of the road?

-I also remember a time when I walked in this very gym during warm-ups before a big game and hearing one of his players, Dobie, shout,  “Mr. Maher’s ol’ Lady is HERE!” as he went up for a lay-up.  My initial reaction was to take offense to this comment, but it stung a little less when Tom and I put some pieces of the puzzle together and realized we were at the same McClancy Prom in 1990.  He as a teacher, me as a date to one of his students.  This became the butt of a few jokes later.

-I know Tom knew he was restricted to JV and ONLY JV, Donnie would never leave the Varsity team! Not when Donnie was getting the “Coach of the Year” Award every year!

-I don’t have Tom’s stats handy, but I do know his three-point shot shut a lot of people up and out.

-I know that on June 26 of this past year, I lost the biggest part of me.  Now, Math was never my strong point, but the percentage is far greater than my better half.  From this experience I have learned a few more things.  Although, a short life he had, Tom’s life was filled with these memories and stories.  Each of us should walk away tonight, feeling pretty good.  We’ve come together to honor our friend, our son, our brother, our student, our colleague, our teammate, our classmate, our teacher, and our coach.

It’ll be great to see Tom’s #10 hanging in the hallway outside this very gym where he spent so much time.

Thank you ALL for the support you’ve shown myself and my families!  Thank you for inviting us here tonight and thank you, Tom, for the memories and sharing those special times with us.

Tom truly never tired of the stories you all shared.  Keep them going!

