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| will miss John Moore’s voice.

John had &ig voice, you know -- | mean this as a complimentsTikinot exactly
the same thing as saying he had a “big mouth!” Jatha bigroice and his family, his
church, his pastors will miss thalyful noise

As a child, John became famous in his small, Vieghometown. His mother
would carry him around to various churches, whéee@ut him on stage as a sort of child
prodigy, a budding young tenor soloist. She wasighaf her son and thabund which
was mature beyond his years. Eight decades las#rigst summer in a visit to his home,
that community still remembered his voice.

But John’s voice was not just a showpiece of clutsthtalent shows. In his young
adulthood that resonant sound claimed attentiogr) éom the world-renown Juilliard
School of Music in New York. Because of the patticuirection of his life’s journey,
John did not graduate from Juilliard, but the latk conservatorgiplomadid nothing
to quiet the music in his soul. For all of his Jilmhn sang, and thisyful noisedid bring
joy — joy to himself, and joy to the hearts of ctiess others.

A funeral is no time to tell lies about someonelet® just say plainly, though he
had a wonderful voice, John wast much of achorister. In politically correct musical

terms, let’s just say that he wislezzo ChallengeédMezzo” is the Latin word, used in

musical notation, which means “moderatelyfigzzo pianas moderately softnezzo



forte, moderately loud.) Anyone who has heard John lemagyvs that there was not a
“moderate” bone in his musical body. John’s voi@swnade tgolo— not tomezzbHe
was politely asked to leave more than one chotabge John just could not tone it
down!

| do not believe that John’s volume came from amggance or any self-
promoting ego-centrism; | think he simply believeanaking a joyful noiséo the Lord —
nota joyful “moderation!”

Over his career, John sang many revival servigasisicwas his preaching. He
traveled to countless nursing and retirement taesliwhere his music wadigend to the
lonely, acomfortto the fearful, a finadjift to many weary souls. Even after a tumor was
removed from his brain in 1985, a surgery whichiigised his mouth and affected his
diction, the richness of his voice was not dimiedghEven for the last two and a half
years of his life, well into his 80’s — years whaany vocalists have long-since lost their
quality or their power — John’s voice still carrieder the singing of this entire
congregation.

Not many months ago, John sang on a Wednesdayinight Fellowship Hall,
and | could tell it was a moment of bitter-sweatieifor him — it was a reminder of a
thousand solos gone by, a longing for a thousane maeosing. The moment also
provided inspiration for our congregation. Thatpingtion was one of the gifts of John’s
life.

John’s voice always madeJoyful Noise



Someone has said that music is “love in searchvadra.” This, more than
anything else, explains why John’s music was saiigenand his voice so big — for his
music resonated from deep within, swelling fromuee heartwhich was John'’s core.

In 1945 John lay recovering from a life-threatenihgess, which he had
developed while faithfully defending his countryasofficer in the United States Navy.
From a hospital bed in Washington, D.C., John ¢giels on a beautiful young nurse, and
he must have heard music. Less than a year lagelding bells sounded, and John and
Doris have lived the cliché for 57 years — “makbeautiful music,” ever since. Doris
accompanied John many times on the piano, andlihest music was multiplied four-
times over in the birth of their children: John,and Eileen, Shelley and Brian.

John’s lovesoundedhot only in his music, but it could also be heartlis love
for his family. They all agree — he wast a disciplinarian — that just wasn’t the way he
loved! Johnloved through the many “adventures” which he p&hfor his children,
which made them all laugh. John loved with the fufates he made, which John Jr.
wanted to take to school to share with his youmagsihates. John loved by becoming a
wonderful fatheinin-law (a gift that is not always easy to give!). Johveld by loving his
grandchildren.

John’s love also sounded in his love for peoplgeneral. He never met a
stranger. Shelley told me that one of his themgsaevas “the more, the merrier!”
Darwin recalled that John even loved to go to falsgbecause it was a chance to see old
friends and to talk together. John and Doris spanth of their time in retirement

traveling the country, staying witiendseverywhere they went.



John was genuinely kind; he loved to please otkeple; he always expressed
appreciation. Though John had battled depressfew éimes in his life, this was a fact
that his pastors had to bsd — for, to us, he was alwaygature of aging health, and a
sound-bitefor grateful and graceful living. | always enjoyspgleaking to John on
Wednesdays and Sundays, because he was heargvaidHealwayshad a good word
for his church and a kind word for his pastors.

John made a joyful noise in musindin the merriment of fellowship with family

and friends. What a sound legacy to leave!

Another anonymous prophet has said, “He who sioigss twice.” | believe it
was so with John Moore, who sang not just becaadevedmusic— Johnsangbecause
he believed the song...

His eye is on the sparrow, and | know he watches me

When | asked his family to tell me about John,asvinteresting to me that in
more than an hour’s worth of conversation, Joknsationwas never mentioned. | think
this is a remarkable testimony to a life well-livé@r too many people are defined and
confined by their work. Who thegreis just what they do —to earn a living. Though John
was successful in the insurance industry, he waa salesman, this is just whatdid.

John Moore was a child of God who found goodne$sends and family, in
good books, in a large, good meal, and a well-nméelee of furniture, in the vastness and
beauty of nature, and in the simplicity of faithhdlieving.

For John Kelso Moore, every song was a prayer.

His praying will be missed among us.



Make a joyful noise to the Lord, all the earth...
For John Moore, thanks be to God.

Amen!



