At the Apollo Festival Hall:
[Pre-service music played by Veronique Englebert]

[Minister Graylin Ross's Introduction:]

Dear friends, today is yet another beautiful late-Autumn day, like so many we've had this year.  But this day is made more special blessed by our purpose in being here.  We are gathered here together in presence to honor the death of our dear friend, Peter Morrow, and to celebrate his life, the life of a friend whose heart was from a very early age already looking heavenward.  We wish to extend a warm welcome to Peter's brother, Eric, and Eric's wife, Belinda, and Peter's good friend, Dan Honeycutt, and we thank them for joining us today.  It is not possible from where we are to know the full extent of a Peter's imprint upon our lives and upon our School, but the impact of his absence tells us everything—Our dear Peter will be greatly missed!  

Let us stand and remember Peter in silent presence.

(Silence)

Thank you.  Please, be seated.

Though Peter is most notably remembered for his love of flying, his spirit was firmly grounded in the Work.  In fact, Peter's compass, his true North Star was support—support for his family and friends, support for fellow spiritual travelers, for the School, and for his beloved Teacher.  The brief flight of Peter's life is over now, but we can be sure that even in death his spirit will not lose course, surely his spirit will hear the final call of the Nightingale and respond.  

[Music:  Michael Golding/James Kowalick; Our Love is Here to Stay]

[Reading:  Blair Wilson; Assurances by Walt Whitman]

I NEED no assurances, I am a man who is pre-occupied of his
own soul;

I do not doubt that from under the feet and beside the hands and
face I am cognizant of, are now looking faces I am not
cognizant of, calm and actual faces,

I do not doubt but the majesty and beauty of the world are latent
in any iota of the world,

I do not doubt I am limitless, and that the universes are limitless,
in vain I try to think how limitless,

I do not doubt that the orbs and the systems of orbs play their
swift sports through the air on purpose, and that I shall one
day be eligible to do as much as they, and more than they,

I do not doubt that temporary affairs keep on and on millions of
years,

I do not doubt interiors have their interiors, and exteriors have
their exteriors, and that the eyesight has another eyesight,
and the hearing another hearing, and the voice another
voice,

I do not doubt that the passionately-wept deaths of young men
are provided for, and that the deaths of young women and
the deaths of little children are provided for,

(Did you think Life was so well provided for, and Death, the pur-
port of all Life, is not well provided for?)

I do not doubt that wrecks at sea, no matter what the horrors of
them, no matter whose wife, child, husband, father, lover,
has gone down, are provided for, to the minutest points,

I do not doubt that whatever can possibly happen anywhere at
any time, is provided for in the inherences of things,

I do not think Life provides for all and for Time and Space, but I
believe Heavenly Death provides for all.

[Eulogy:  Diana Kay Eaton]

The End of an Era is only seen in hindsight. 

Understanding this hopefully compels us to live our lives more fully and with as much grace and light as possible. 
The long days at Peter's Camp in the Adirondacks, beautiful sunsets on the beach in Jamaica, and flying adventures with Peter are now a Golden Era remaining crisp only in our memories and our hearts. 

Peter was born in 1946 in Connecticut, the oldest of three. 
His mother Margaret was an artist and father Charles an adventurous business man.

Peter attended Berkshire Prep School in Massachusetts, where his love of England began. He enjoyed playing Polo and excelled as a horseman, things which fed his noble bearing. 

Peter was a country gentleman, in the manner of the last century, with a few well earned holes in his sweater and a fine horse and carriage in his barn in the Cotswold. When in London he stayed at the venerable Connaught Hotel. Once, while dining there, he told a friend that ”all the fine things he could afford could not help him be present to his life.” 

In 1979 Peter joined the Fellowship of Friends, and since that moment his commitment to his beloved teacher, and his desire to evolve and encourage others to join him, never wavered. 

When Peter and Robert first met, Robert asked him what he did.  He replied that he owned Morrow's Nut Houses. 
Robert told him, “You have come to the right place!”

Peter shared Robert's desire to make the school available to as many as possible, and worked to share presence with everyone he encountered, from janitors to politicians. 

He felt a need to share whatever was inspiring him in the moment. One time Peter was with his mother Margaret, who was a fellowship student at the time. Peter was pointing out the beauty of the  flowers and the sky. She said "Peter, do you not know that I have eyes in my head?" In fact, Peter was never certain others saw the world as he saw it and felt compelled to be sure they did not miss the moment.

In the 1980's Peter and Eric owned Morrow's Nut Houses in Manchester and Birmingham and Broadway England where Hugh and Aurora and George  and Richard worked making candy and selling nuts.
Peter would go on to help fund the teaching house in New York with Benjamin and rent an apartment in Rome. 

Peter and Eric inherited The Jamaica Inn that their father built in the 1950's, turning it into the top boutique hotel in the Caribbean. He enjoyed sharing stories of famous guests like Winston Churchill and Marilyn Monroe.  While hosting guests he would keep an eye out for other seekers who might share with him his deep commitment to being present to life.  

Peter also held the door open at his home in the Adirondacks for others to find their way to the Fellowship. In return, they kept each other company and helped him host many Fellowship events in the Adirondacks, the last of which was just a few weeks ago.

Peter loved beauty and he recognized that the present was always more complete when shared. His generosity to the school and his friends was reflected in the splendid receptions that he would host at his Villa and in his profound willingness to keep his door and his heart open to all visitors.

He especially enjoyed small gatherings where students could share intimate and meaningful conversations. He hosted someone most evenings when he was at Apollo

But his magical space was his airplane. 

Peter began flying at 15 and on cross country trips he would pitch a tent by his plane at night.

Whether it was the most basic of air or sea planes or with one or two engines ...Peter loved them all and taking to the sky thrilled and delighted him. 

He introduced many of us to flight in a small cabin plane. Probably more than half of the people in this room have flown with Peter. 

A few caught the flying bug and Susan, Cheryl, Paul and Edward bought their own planes.
For a time he would take Robert museum hopping. 

To the end he continued to criss-cross the country with dozens of friends. 


Once he rented a plane in Egypt and flew Edith and Alisanne over the ancient sites, a view even the pharaohs never enjoyed. 

Then, while staying at the Winter Palace in Luxor, Peter pondered over dinner as to whether he would join our Nile cruise. He decided that he would take an early morning flight home. In the morning he surprised us by showing up for breakfast! He realized as he was boarding the plane that the cruise with Robert and his fellow travelers was more important than business.

At a young age he contracted polio and it left him with a limp that humbled him and gave him an early introduction to transforming suffering. But Peter's greatest physical challenge was not polio. It was alcohol. Over 10 years ago, with courage and determination, he took his last drink, went on a diet and built his Italian Villa. 

His perfect day was flying in the morning, tea with a friend in the afternoon and dinner with Robert.

Yesterday Eric found a note that Peter left. It said simply "Robert placed his finger on my forehead and a delightful feeling flowed through me".


Three months ago I had a strong dream that Peter crashed his plane and was killed.
I called him in the morning and he said that he would rather not have known about the dream as it made him anxious.  
Even so, he affirmed his desire to keep flying. All those who flew with Peter knew him as a safe and careful pilot. 
At the last, Peter's death came to him during a flight safety check in which the plane's engine failed.
Russell said he had seen Peter do some very complicated maneuvers in emergency flying situations. 
But this time he was just too close to the ground and ran out of time. 

Peter has flown hundreds of students over Apollo. Whenever we would hear a plane fly over during a meeting Robert would often ask "Is that Peter?" 
So now, when we hear the sound of a plane overhead, let us pause and remember Peter with Presence and Love.

[Music:  Veronique Englebert; Chopin Nocturne in C# minor]

[Reading:  William Coney; This is Love by Rumi]

This is love: to fly toward a secret sky,
to cause a hundred veils to fall each moment.
First, to let go of live.
In the end, to take a step without feet;
to regard this world as invisible,
and to disregard what appears to be the self.

Heart, I said, what a gift it has been
to enter this circle of lovers,
to see beyond seeing itself,
to reach and feel within the breast.

[Minister Ross's Conclusion:]

The shock of Peter's death will resonate throughout the School and our lives for many years to come.  The perfection of that moment is the grand hallmark of the Gods.  Always, we must bend to Their great will.   Aristotle tells us, “In honoring the Gods, no one could ever give them as much as they deserved, but anyone who serves them as best as he can, is considered to have acted fairly.”  Peter will long be remembered for his generosity, for his openness—to new adventures, to new friends, new ways of thinking about the work; and, for his loving support—for loved ones, friends, and for the Teacher and the school.  These were all aspects of Peter's work, and more. Surely, Peter did his best to serve the Gods well.  As we say farewell to Peter, may the memory of his life remain with us as a signpost toward heaven.  May his dedication to his beloved family and friends help us to reflect on our need for valorous companionship.  May his ceaseless service to the Gods, his Teacher, and fellow spiritual travelers remind us that we too journey along the same path.  Dear Peter, we than thee.

[Candle ceremony]

'Our body is just a shell, our soul will continue.'

[Extinguish and light the candles.]

[Music played by Veronique Englebert as the ceremony ends.]

At the cemetery:
[Minister Ross's Introduction:]

Dearest friends, in this sacred place, consecrated by those here present, and by those whose bodies lie here, we witness the completion of a cycle.  In grateful presence, we release Peter to his and our true home, even as we return his remains to the earth from whence it sprang.  In Their wisdom the Gods guide us upward, even through the darkest of times.  And though the moment of departure from this life is shrouded in mystery, we can see the impact of Peter's life on the body of the School like so many stars trailing behind him in glory. 

[Reading:  Paul Harvey; Sky Circles by Rumi]

Sky-Circles

The way of love is not

 a subtle argument.


The door there 

is devastation.


Birds make great sky-circles

 of their freedom.


How do they learn that? 

They fall, and falling,

 they’re given wings.

[Minister Ross's Conclusion:]

Rabia said, “Love comes from eternity, and returns into eternity.”  The inner divine flame returns to its divine source.  The circle of life is complete.  We part, only that we may meet again.

Now, let us adjourn to a toast and final celebration at Peter's home.

[Toast by Michael Rolfer at Peter Morrow's villa.]
To say “if Peter were here” would be a misnomer.

Standing in his home as we are today is proof of the
substance of his Self that remains within each of us.

 

We can concur with the words of our American philosopher, Dr Seuss:
“Don't cry because it's over, smile because it happened.”
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