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Obituary

Douglas Alexander Morgan, "Maxie" was born on October 8, 1957
in Kingston, Jamaica, West Indies. He was the fifth child of the late
Samuel Morgan and Lucille Ramsay Morgan.

In 1970 he migrated to Brooklyn, New York with his family, in
search of a better life. He immediately attended middle school, Walt
Whitman IS 246, where he excelled academically and was eventually
offered a scholarship to attend George Westinghouse Career and
Technical Education High School. But, due to the climate of a
cultural divide that existed during that era, and the school being all
boys, he was very adamant about not attending in fear of being
subjected to such an environment. He in turn asked his parents to
place him in a nearby private high school where he felt he would be
a lot safer, but they declined due to cost. Sadly, he became so
distraught that he began to give up on education and subsequently
turned his focus to his passion, music.

During his pursuit in a musical career, he eventually landed a spot
as a guitarist in the popular band, "The Black Eagles," during the
70's with the infamous Denroy Morgan (I'll Do Anything For You)
artist. After a few years as a resident guitarist, Maxie slipped into
frequent bouts of depression, that led him to be discharged from the
group. That decision made him slip deeper and deeper into
depression, which ultimately led to him being committed to a mental
institution.

He leaves to mourn his passing, brothers, Samuel Morgan, Jr.,
Norman Morgan, and Phillip Morgan, sister, Yvonne Morgan and a
host of loving relatives and dear friends who will miss his pleasant
inherent quality of mind and character. He will be buried with his
father in Bethany Lawn at the Evergreen Cemetery. He will truly be
missed.
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Miss Me, But Let Me Go

When [ come to the end of the
road and the sun has set for me,
I want no rites in a gloom filled room,
Why cry for a soul set free?

Miss me a little-but not too long,
and not with your head bowed low.
Remember the love that we once shared,
Miss me-but let me go.

For this is a journey that we all must take,
And each must go alone.

It’s all part of the Master’s plan,

A step on the road to home.

When you are lonely and sick at heart,
Go to the friends we know.
Laugh at the things we use to do
Miss me-but let me go.

-author unknown
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