EULOGY OF TOM MAGRANN
By Tom Jones (nephew)

Thomas Joseph Magrann is my uncle.  Born in 1923 and lived until 2008. If anybody had told this young man who was born in Holmesburg, PA what life had in store for him, I don’t think he would have believed them. He had a fantastic life. A great life. 
As a youth, he was an athlete. He was a boxer and competed in the Golden Glove Tournament in Pennsylvania. He was also a football quarterback, coached little league, football, and baseball throughout his life.  My Uncle John and Uncle Tom went out and created an association called Holmesburg AC Athletic Club because they wanted boys to have something to do to keep them out of trouble. They didn’t wait for the parents; they went out and raised money on their own. They were only teenagers. And they went out and bought uniforms for the kids. They took a couple of dirt fields and turned them into baseball parks and football parks. They bought uniforms; they put up the backstops, lights, the bleachers…they did all this work on their own. 
Even at an early age, my Uncle Tom was creative, dedicated, and committed to hard work. He grew up during the depression. He knew the value of a dollar. My mom would tell me stories about her brother Tom, and how when he was a kid, he always had money. He was always willing to lend it to you, but he wanted it back with interest. 

Uncle Tom got married on October 23, 1943. He and my Aunt Mary Jane had four children: Trish. Tom, Tim, and Tracey. Uncle Tom always valued a good education.
Even after he got married and started his family, he still found time to pursue his education. He received degrees from Temple University and the University of Pennsylvania. 
He had this big motion picture camera; and on top of this motion picture camera was this huge light. He would come in the house and turn the movie lights on; it would light up the whole house. He would come and take family pictures and he would encourage all the kids to go crazy, to go fight, wrestle, jump up and down, to have pillow fights and get them all wound up. The hard thing was to get them calmed down afterwards. 

Have you ever been asked who you admire most or who you would be most like to be like? It’s a tough question. But one person that I would have to say I admire is my Uncle Tom. Growing up, as far as I was concerned, Uncle Tom and Uncle John were faster than a speeding bullet, could leap tall buildings with a single bound, and were more powerful than a locomotive. That’s why I love them so much.
When I was a child, my Uncle Tom lived next door to us, and raised his family next to ours. Between the two houses, we had a large piece of property. One day, he bought a pony, named Dapper Dan. Uncle Tom made me feel like the pony was part mine. He made sure I had plenty of riding time. He also made sure I had plenty of time to help him clean up after the pony.
He made everything funny. I remember being out there shoveling horse manure with him, and he even made that funny.
He was a real stickler for the rules. During a football game, whenever there was a question about the rules, Uncle Tom got involved; he would drag out the rules, read the rules, and then make everyone play by the rules.

My mom told me a story about when he applied to Philco Ford, which turned out to be a great career for him, and during the interview they told him it would just be for a short time, but it turned into a lifetime. 
He traveled the world and brought back stories that I loved to hear, and I would share those stories with my friends, who also loved to hear about his adventures. 
He loved life, had a great sense of humor, he loved to tell stories, and he was always joking. He was a practical joker, and he was missed by everyone.
