Bare with me, as lesson planning is my forte, not eulogies.

What I am about to tell you about Tom, will come as no surprise to you.  We all have our stories to tell about Tom.  One better than the next.  He reached people: kids, adults, students, parents, friends, family; didn’t matter.  He touched us all in some way and rather than repeat those stories, I’ll give you my version. 

Some people questioned me getting up here today.  Who better to tell Tom’s story.  Let’s face it, we spent a lot of time together.  We grew up on the same block, met years later when I was 21, dated for 8 years, got married in August of 2002 and here we are.  15 years total, those of you doing the math.  It may have been short in some minds, but we LIVED each day of those 15 years.  Tom was my BFF, best friend foreva’.  The one person I could run to with anything.  NO judgments, always support.  I found myself in difficult situations asking, “What would Tom do here?” or “How would he handle this one?”  He definitely had the brains in this operation.  I gave him that credit.

“Jack of all trades?”, not really.  “Jack of many names?” YES!  Everyone had their nickname for him.  Some called him Thomas, others TMaher, Tom or Tommy, or Tommyma, still others called him TM, or TM $ Maher or even Mr. Maher or Mr. Tom.  Tommy-Tom or Tommy Boy.  Me, I called him my husband and I was HONORED to.  

We started this journey together on an early March morning, the 18th to be exact, in 1994…and the rest is what they say, “HISTORY.”

We had a mutual admiration society thing going on. We took care of one another; respected one another; supported one another.  He REALLY wasn’t afraid to show others how he felt, and me neither.  I KNEW I was loved by Tom.  If he wasn’t saying, “You know what? (what?) Kimmy Angel was sent down on December 21, 1972…” or tell me “It’s the BEST part of my day,” when either of us walked in from work, or when I called daily at work, I’d ask, “How’s your day going?” and his standard reply was, “Better now, that I hear your voice.”  

When he wasn’t saying these silly lines, he showed me and everyone around us by his actions, how much he loved me.  He treated me like gold.  And for THAT, I am extremely thankful.  I KNEW I had a good thing and I never took it for granted.  We also knew others didn’t have what we had, it was special; and some even said we complimented one another.

----

Tom had an ecliptic taste in music.  He loved his tunes.  Frank Sinatra wasn’t his all-time favorite, but I’ll use one of Frank’s lines here, “…Regrets I had a few, too few to mention.”  I’ll share with you those now.  Tom regretted four things: the possibility of not being here for the next 40 years, not marrying earlier, not learning some handy-man skills from his dad (rather, he was out with friends or shooting hoops in the backyard) and not serving in the military.  All of these I have heard him talk about many times over the years.  He had a strong, patriotic way about him; he loved his country and he respected those who fought for our freedom.  He admired all men that served their country, but especially his dad, his brother, Ed, our grandfather, Mickey and his friend and principal, Mike DeMartino.  He missed his boys, Charlie, Chris, Mike and Mondo terribly and he thought of them as heroes.  I take comfort in knowing they are together again.  Man, did he miss them when he was here!

Now, personally, I have NO idea how and where service time would have fit in.  I mean, IT TAKES time to perfect the 3-point shot!  Tom’s love of sports started at an early age.  He spent countless hours outside shooting baskets above the garage.  He continued playing in CYO and then later at McClancy; winter, spring, summer or fall; it didn’t matter.  As most of us know, he had the opportunity to coach at McClancy for several years; the summer he graduated from StonyBrook, he was helping with a basketball camp.  There he was asked of his plans for September.  His teaching career started right then.  Along with a number of his boys, he made great memories he always cherished.  

His passion for sports didn’t stop there.  Oh, no, we had to watch any and all games that may have included the Rangers, the Yanks and/or the Giants.  I was often kicked out of the room and on occasion the house, during Ranger playoffs, because of superstitions.  Especially the year of the Stanley Cup in 1994; this was the year we began dating and we survive Rangers playoffs; that’s a feat in itself.  

The people in his life were soooo important to him.  He had a special bond, a separate bond with each of you.  It didn’t matter if you were family or friend, you were important to him.

He admired the parental guidance and support his mom and dad gave him throughout his life.  His parents never stopped being “his parents,” just because he was growing older.  They were always there for him, for us.  I know I am a better person, for knowing them.  They were with us, every step of the way.  We enjoyed our dinners at new restaurants, our dinners at home, our wine on the porch, so many celebrations and good times spent.

You both did a tremendous job with Thomas.

He enjoyed his brother, Ed, so much.  His humor cracked Tom up.  He loved spending time with you and if some time passed between seeing each other, they always picked up where they left off. 

Jackie and Ralph’s house was our home away from home.  They took care of us, always.  You both have big hearts and were always there for Tommy.  Dinners, boatrides, BBQs, block parties, hockey games, Philly, Shakimmy, whatever it was, it was GOOD!   

Eric, his oldest nephew.  Someone he shared special bonds with.  Just make him proud!  He worried about you.  He didn’t want to push himself on you, with too much of his guidance (red-a-rick).  I know you will always remember him, especially during the hockey season. 

Christine and Dan, he appreciated having you there as the “older, wiser” siblings.  He had fun with you when you came to town; making Dan do his Jaws impressions.  Chrissy, he remembered all those St. John’s events you took him and his friends to.  He loved to tell those funny stories.  What can I say, you were his big sister. 

Peg, as he would so often say was, “the best mother-in-law.”  They were friends and they listened to one another.  What son-in-law calls his mother-in-law from work to “check-in?” and never mention it to his wife???  He did things like this all the time.  I have one word for you…Saratoga!

“Big Jim” as he, Vinny and Jean liked to refer to you as.  You always greeted him with a “Thomas, how we doing?” and something to make him laugh.  I know fathers worry about their daughters, but I was in good hands.   

Jimmy, you were great with Tom.  Someone to show him, you don’t have to get hot under the collar to get your point across or to get things done.  You have a way, a presence that is indescribable.  Thanks for that.  Tom was comforted in knowing you were the level-headed one in our family and that you took good care of us.  Kim, thanks for the beautiful job you do as a wife to my brother and mother to my nieces and nephews.  Thanks for sharing.

Jean and Vinny; our kids.  We had some good times, good laughs, a great friendship.  People joked, you were “our kids,” but really we all looked out for one another.  You were so good to TM and he too you.  Jean you were another sister to him and Vinny, a younger brother and best friend.  Jean, thanks for sharing Vinny with me.

Mickey and Belle, he cherished his time with both of you.  He loved you both, so much.  He looked up to Mickey and called Belle, “his girl, Belle.”

He had so many lives…and sooo many memories he made with all of you…

The boys he grew up with: Shevy, Mac, Goose, Oakie, Hausy, MacGack, Beef, Woody, Dr. Wood, Ray and Rob.

The Magnet crew: Jimmy, Eddie, Terry, Seanie, Nelson, Tolan, Beard, Terry, Max…to mention a few. 

The young boys; The RIBS: that’s a long list.

His Harbor Light crew.

His McClancy guys: Tex Antoine, Neil, Billy Shaw, Bob Lowenberg, the Cracken…

The St. Edmund’s contingent.

His wine crew from NHP.

His second wife, Gracelyn, Kim and Maryann.

“HIS department” as he like to call it: Fran, Craig (his con-see-airy), Jim, Melis, Eileen, Jeanne and so many more.  You were all great counselors; each with different strengths.  He knew you were behind him always.  I know he could be tough, that’s why I joked “you think you’re a tough guy, don’t you?” often when he’d tell me how a meeting went.  He spoke of all of you often; a second family to him.  Thanks for stepping up when he was feeling down.    

The entire New Hyde Park faculty and staff and the Sewanhaka School District: Mike, Loretta, Regina, Ron, Kenny, everyone…so many to mention.  His extended family.  He loved working at New Hyde Park.  He was sooo happy there.

MY “girls”…he loved to laugh and joke with them.  He had an excellent memory, scary at times, and he’d remember parts of a story I told about something that happened when I was younger, that involved any one of my girls, whether it was Reg, Kate, Mary-Mary, Marybeth, Kristie or Aileen and when he saw them, he’d sneak in a part or person from the story I told him, just to get them laughing.  He’d say something like, “Oh, oh, that’s great, I can’t wait to see Kate, so I can say this or that to her…that’ll throw her for a loop.”

------

Just to show you how simple he was, I remember seeing a commercial advertising travel to some country, I can’t recall which.  But I turned and asked Tom, “If  you could pick any place you’d like to visit where would it be?”  Expecting to hear Ireland, Italy, Germany…his response was “Vegas.”  I shook my head…but he was totally serious.  I remember at that point, being surprised he didn’t just say Saratoga, one of his favorite places to go each summer.  When Tom and I first started dating, we went up to Lake George each summer for a few days, for us it eventually turned into a visit to both Lake George and Saratoga.  This was something the Maher’s did as a family when everyone was much younger; it was important for him to uphold traditions like these.

We built a beautiful home together (with the help of so many of you.)  Our door always remains open.  That’s how Tom would have wanted it.  He loved that front porch anytime of year; a glass of red, some music and a good conversation.  He loved his bbqs and his numerous televisions.  His house was his home and he had it just as he wanted it.  He wanted to have the house where all the kids hung out in the basement, he supervised from upstairs.

We spoke often about having children and one thing he did was observe all the “dads” in his life.  He did this from the sidelines and was impressed with your ways.  He had a great role model.  He absolutely adored his father, Ed.  More than he’ll ever know.  He recalled so many times you were there for him throughout the years.  He wanted to be you.  Tough, yet subtle.  Warm and funny.  A man of his word.  The biggest heart he knew.

Tom was, as I like to say, “raised correctly.”  The man had manners and he took his role as son, brother, nephew, uncle, son-in-law, brother-in-law and husband very seriously.  He was a stand up guy.  He was a traditionalist and had some “old school” ways about him.  He thought a man should be a provider, the one that should take care of the woman in his life; and he practiced what he preached.  He was soooo worried about me; always telling me to be careful, to take care of myself.  (I don’t know why, I only got hit by two cars in this lifetime??)  

He should know how well you have all taken care of me so far!  I am ever-so-grateful to all of you.  

I really don’t feel like he’s gone.  All those clichés you hear people say, are sooo clear to me right at this very moment.  I know he suffered here for a bit, and that he isn’t suffering now.  I take solace in that.  I’d do anything to stop the pain for him; and he for me.  He showed that recently, with his selflessness.  

I’ll leave you with a favorite line of mine that reminds me of our time spent together.  It’s from a song by Genesis: 

“Close at hand, though I’m better for the smile you gave.  I will follow you, if you follow me.  All the days and nights that we know will be.”

or rather,

our wedding song, “You’re the biggest part of me,” by Ambrosia.  Both on our wedding CD.

Thomas Bernard Maher, you were a good man, a solid man.  You should be remembered as that…always.  Keep a smile on when you think of Tom.  Think of him with only fond memories; cause that’s all he left us.

Thanks for listening to my story…of Tom’s story.

Thank you, ALL!

A special thanks to Father Pete, you hit it right on the head when you said the phrase, “reenergizing your faith.”  I feel that is exactly true for me.  I can’t explain how I’m feeling, but it definitely has to do with faith.

Thanks to my buddy, my confidant, Joe Miller.  Thanks for being there for me.

…and for everyone I forgot to mention, I know Tom never forgot you.

Tom, you brought the best out in me, pal.  I am better because of you!

