Wow … what a powerful expression of love to see so many of you here today to honor Bruce Peterson. On behalf of the family, thank you. I consider this a great privilege to be here reflecting on the life of Bruce Peterson and together with you be inspired by his life. 
In 1979 my future bride introduced me to Bruce Peterson, her father. I was intimdated. His handshake was a vice grip, a gruff voice, “Hello,” and a guarded glance that read, “who are you and why are you hear with my daughter” … and that black eye patch; obviously I stared at his good eye, but kept sneaking glances to the left … ?

We kept an eye on each other that day, him literally, me figuratively … and quickly I came to understand that there are two types of people in this world, those who greatly respect Bruce Peterson and those who have never met him.

In early spring the following year, I traveled to Lancaster to ask Bruce, uh Mr. Peterson for permission to marry his daughter … now permission from Bruce, like changing a church bylaw, all questions had to be anticipated and answered. Bruce never gave permission, you had to earn it. His yes to no ratio was very low.
Bruce asked sharp, truth-telling questions that challenged your position … a quality that characterized his storied career and kept his family out of harms way. So … can I marry your daughter? Young and impulsive I was.
“How do you plan to support my daughter?” Saw it coming, I felt confident, handsom-ish, “I’m a school teacher sir” … didn’t impress him.
”Why do you want to get married now?” … hadn’t really considered that, “uh, it seems like we’re ready.” … this is going badly.
Then he scooted forward in his seat and leaned toward me … “do you love my daughter?” … Bruce possessed a tenderness, a deep emotional love for those under his care. We didn’t see it often, but it was strong and genuine and well understood. 
“Yes”, I said;

He leaned a little more forward, “Does Petey love you?” … didn’t see that one coming either … I’m going to go with “yes” and pray that I pass. He leaned back in his chair … long pause, “you have my permission.”
Bruce Peterson’s life story is easy to read, amazing when you stop and think about it, and inspiring when you reflect on it.
His conservative, traditional values were cemented by his parents Albert & Pauline, both educators who lived through the depression years. You always knew the ground he stood on and it was bedrock. 

Bruce was as honest as the day is long … his son tells a Bruce story involving a pay phone. While camping at Shaver Lake, he needed to make a long distance call. He pressed “O,” got the operator, made the call, hung up, then realized he had not paid the full amount for the call. 
He turned to his young son Dave and said, “We’ll wait till the operator calls back” … Dave’s thinking, “let’s go, nobody will know.” sure enough, a minute later the pay phone rings. “Hello?”
“Are you the person who just made the phone call?”

“Yes.”

“That will be $1.50.” Bruce put in a quarter but it didn’t make the typical ching sound. “excuse me miss … the quarter didn’t make a sound.” I trust you sir.
Bruce had a work ethic that would make a Quaker look lazy. He shared with one of his grandsons during a formal interview for a college paper that, “While studying at UCLA, he carried a full load of 18 units, studied during the day, worked as an airplane builder at Douglas Aircraft, then studied again during the night, averaging 3-4 hours of sleep.”
Bruce showed more courage than a lion as demonstrated through his famous career as a Marine Corps Colonel and a test pilot with over 100 experimental flights, logging over 6000 hours in nearly 70 types of aircraft. 
He was the first to fly the HL10 shuttle proto-type which drops like a brick from a B-52 flying at 44,000 feet. On one occasion, he refused to eject when the lifting-body lost control, instead he fought to bring the craft under his command, blew the landing gear within feet of the lake bed and brought it home without a scratch. As his grandson put it, “a fireman risks his life to close the damage to the present; grandpa risks his life to open the envelope of the future.”
Bruce loved animals … the horse he cherished as a boy, the German Shepherd Duke that he commanded and blamed for any bad smell rising from his easy chair … to Mr. & Mrs. T a pair of lost dessert tortoises whose tortulets live well at his son’s house … to the litters of kittens he fed … to the homing pigeon who adopted him while at the Wellington. He named him Jo in memory of his daughter-in-law’s father.
From Bruce, we learned the true meaning of words like loyalty, integrity, commitment, penny pinching, preposterous, and my all time favorite, ludicrous … his choice adjective for our government’s ability to leave things worse off than before they got involved … Can’t you picture him with a wide grin and a gleam in his eye saying, “that’s just ludicrous; well, that will all change when I take charge of the world.”

But the most powerful word I believe we can take from Bruce is LEGACY. More than DNA, his children posses the same high morals and values and now instill them to his grandchildren. 
Like he, his son, a top gun pilot, best in his class, skilled with his hands, generous in heart; 
Like he, his daughter a successful career, big on saving, short on spending, unyielding in matters of right and wrong.
Bruce knew that excellence can only be obtained if you’re committed more than others thought reasonable.
We knew he risked more than others thought safe.
We knew he dreamed more than others thought practical.
We knew he expected more than others thought possible.
We knew Bruce Albert Peterson.
