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Upperville, VA – Funerals are difficult.   This is especially the case when the deceased   was a friend who passed away before his time.  In this case, the person was Ron Maggiano, a colleague from my teaching days at a local high school. 
Ron had retired from classroom teaching just last year, following a career as an educator for over 30 years.  He taught social studies, specializing in U.S. History.  Like many excellent teachers, Ron went far beyond simply providing information and lessons about "history" - he taught life.  He won several state and national awards for his teaching prowess, but the admiration and gratitude of thousands of his students were far more the legacy which Ron would appreciate.  He generally had a guitar in his classroom and frequently wowed his students with his musical prowess.  I do not recall ever hearing one student say anything critical about "Mr Magg"  (pronounced Maaaj)
Music and a fascination with King Arthur were integral parts of Ron's existence.   During the "Celebration of the Life of Ronald Charles Maggiano" at Trinity Episcopal Church here in the horse country of northern Virginia, Ron's older son spoke of both.  He lovingly recalled how his dad, while other families were at the beach, would take his two sons on summer trips to England to search remote countrysides for evidence of King Arthur's court.  Finding anything related to this era of British history on these trips was a major event for Ron.
There were three other speakers providing "Remembrances" during the service.  The first was a brother-in-law who periodically wept when recalling his interaction with Ron beginning from childhood days together in San Diego.  When he had experienced difficult times during his life, Ron had always been there to provide support.  The next speaker was a colleague from Ron's most recent teaching days.  As a fellow Social Studies teacher, he provided some very touching, and laugh-out-loud, stories about Ron's often irreverent humor, particularly those involving his frequent "burr-under-the-saddle" interactions with school administration.  In Ron's opinion, the recent emphasis on high stakes testing was a particularly annoying (and educationally bankrupt) policy which harmed the process of actually teaching students.  The final speaker was Ron's younger son, who appeared to be in his early 30's.  Shortly into his remarks he surprised many who did not know him by discussing his father's reaction when he told him that he was gay.  As he paused for effect, he smiled and said, "Do you know what my father did when I told him I was gay?"  As everyone listened intently, he continued, "He took me shopping for clothes!  I suppose that in his mind this was the best thing a dad could do for his gay son!"  Everyone laughed, while simultaneously many wiped away a tear.
The memorial service lasted a full two hours, and the church was full.  The emphasis was on music.  The younger son concluded his remarks by playing a beautiful Ashokan Farewell on violin.  A friend played guitar while everyone sang Peace Song, a lovely tune written by Ron in 1996.  There were many other hymns and popular songs throughout the service, including a duet singing Paul Simon's classic Bridge Over Troubled Water (unfortunately these two singers were, to be charitable, "off their game."
In keeping with what seems to be an irreversible trend in clergy, at least in mainstream Protestant churches, both of the celebrants were women.  The older of the two, whose title "The Very Reverend" suggested considerable seniority, knew the Maggiano family well and delivered appropriately sensitive remarks.  The service was a full Episcopal "mass" including communion for over 200 attendees.  I found myself chuckling inappropriately when the Very Reverend solemnly informed everyone that non-gluten wafers were available during communion.
My own memories of Ron were equally fond.  When I was foolishly contemplating singing Desperado solo during a faculty "talent show" (to raise funds for charity), Ron immediately volunteered to accompany me on guitar.  During my performance in front of a full audience in the school auditorium, I forgot some of the lyrics, but Ron covered so well on guitar that no one knew of my error.  We laughed about it afterward.  I miss him.
I thought you might like to know.
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