CHRIS MOORE 1943 - 2009

Chris Moore. What an extraordinary man. What an extraordinary life.


His mum and dad had bought their house on top of Shooters Hill in 1938, barely a year before the Luftwaffe turned up and Chris's dad was called upon to man the rocket battery on the golf course, missing out on National Service since the powder company he worked for had a German name and he might well have been a spy. Some four years later, the Battle of Britain was concluded and so Jim and Mary Moore decided that they'd start a family. They thought it was all over, as is so often the case in conflicts that involve England and Germany. Chris Moore was born upon May 23rd in 1943, barely a year before the V-bombs started turning up with many of them failing to clear Shooters Hill, the highest point of land between Berlin and London. When a rocket pulverised the house just two doors down his dad Jim was trapped in the tub by a collapsing bathroom ceiling. Poor Chris, with hardly a single birthday underneath his belt, must have thought that South London was most likely always going to be that noisy.


Luckily, by 1948 it had all quietened down. The war was over. Chris had started school and after all the fuss and fireworks of his infancy had at last learned what life was all about, the answer being football. In the school team from the age of five he followed in the muddy boot-prints of his dad, a keen footballer in his youth who'd tell the toddler tales of a miraculous Boxing Day morning hat-trick executed while still too drunk from the night before to properly remember anything about the goals. His dad would take Chris on a Saturday afternoon down to the Valley to watch Charlton play until the hair-raising occasion when the youngster got caught in a crowd-surge on the open terraces, carried along for a considerable distance with his feet not touching ground, following which it was decided they'd be better off supporting Bexleyheath and Welling. Sometime during all of this Chris had mysteriously acquired a younger brother, although since the baby didn't seem to know the first thing about football, he could safely be ignored.


In 1954 Chris sat for his 11-plus exam, a system which back then seemed terribly unfair before we'd seen the even worse state of affairs that would replace it. Not achieving a grade high enough to go to Roan School in Blackheath with its excellent facilities for football, he endured five and a half years at St. Olave's, two whole bus journeys away at Tower Bridge and massive fans of rugby, which Chris utterly detested. Making matters worse, a few years later his kid brother Steve passed his 11-plus and went to Roan, even though he still didn't appear to know the first thing about football. Those of you who knew Chris will know that he was by no means ever what you'd call a bitter man, but surely none of us would blame him if he saw his younger brother's secondary education as simply a waste of a good football pitch.


Chris couldn't get out of St. Olave's fast enough. At sixteen and a half, armed with a string of 'O'-levels, he took a job in the Deptford laboratories of Rank, Hovis, McDougall Ltd. and picked up an ex-War Department paratrooper's scooter, roughly two-foot-six in length with tiny wheels upon which Chris would fearlessly scoot through the rush-hour traffic back and forth each day, his bum only a crucial inch or two above the surface of the road. The most appealing aspect of the job was the free cake, and after a few years he switched employment for a place in the control labs of the British Oil and Cake Mills just across in Erith, sticking carefully with his cake-based approach to working life. The new job brought with it a bright red moped to replace his Matchbox motorbike and, more importantly, connected Chris back up with his beloved football.


He played a few games for his firm's second team in the Dartford and District League, enough to whet his appetite or at least raise a thirst. Chris was eighteen and it was 1961, all jukeboxes and milk-bars and nights playing darts down at the Eagle along Red Lion Lane. He joined the darts team there and made the error of agreeing to be treasurer, the first of many similar over-generous mistakes he'd make, quite happily, throughout the rest of his career. He also naturally joined the pub's football team, a way of working off all that free cake, which as Parkhill F.C played every Saturday in the Sidcup and District League, a chance to show off his considerable skills.


Meanwhile he'd once again switched jobs and motorbikes. He now sailed on a gleaming white and brand new 125cc Ambassador to work just a few hundred yards down from the Cake Mills at the selfsame powder company where Chris's dad had worked back in the old days when he'd been a suspect German spy. Chris was still playing for Parkhill FC throughout all this, balancing shift-work that was highly lucrative but punishing against his weekend football, until one September afternoon in 1967 when he ducked down low to head a ball that someone else, as it turned out, was just about to kick. The outcome was an injured eye that cost him several weeks off work recuperating and which, after twenty years and some eight operations would fall prey to an unusually virulent infection and would need replacing. As he did with everything, Chris took the glass eye in his stride, as if it were no more than the predictable occasional bad outcome from a weekend kick-about. He laboured patiently until he had regained enough control of the prosthetic so that with the added cover of his spectacles you wouldn't know that it was there. It was the way he did things. He adapted to his circumstances and he got on with his life.


During the 1970s, accepting a redundancy and switching jobs again he took up bar-work, an agreeable career choice that would lead him to a barman's job up at Shooters Hill Golf Club where his dad had manned the rocket battery and where Chris would eventually become a green-keeper, with gardening the one thing that he cared for more than darts or football. He'd been tending to the garden at home more and more since his dad's death during 1971 with his mum Mary following in 1985. Setting himself challenges by growing something new and different every year, he gravitated to the Chelsea Flower Show and encountered what were to be the great loves of Chris's life: cacti and succulents. The new enthusiasm quickly filled his greenhouse and led him to join the Eltham branch of the British Cactus and Succulent Society, quickly becoming Secretary, Chairman and, inevitably, Treasurer. He never learned. Then, in 1990, Chris purchased his first asclepiad. Learning that such plants were notoriously difficult to grow, especially in the northern hemisphere, Chris stubbornly and typically decided that he'd dedicate his life to this endeavour. Never doing things by halves, he added further greenhouses to hold what would turn out to be more than a thousand hard-to-rear asclepiads. Predictably, he joined the International Asclepiad Society and, even more predictably wound up on the committee serving as its Seed Bank Secretary before editing a lengthy checklist of Stapeliads and co-editing Asklepios, the society's journal.


After taking an early retirement from green-keeping at the Golf Club in the year 2000, Chris made several visits to South Africa looking for rare varieties. Astonishingly, in the midst of this he chanced on a form of asclepiad that he could not at first identify but which turned out to be called Tylophora Inhambiensis, a strain long since believed to have died out, one of this planet's unique life forms that owes its survival to the diligence of Chris Moore, a feat very few other people in Earth's lengthy history can lay claim to. Of course, it was also upon one of those visits to South Africa that Chris first noticed the increasing numbness in his fingertips that would just a year later lead to diagnosis as a sufferer from Motor Neuron Disease, from which he passed away three weeks ago.


I didn't know Chris Moore as intimately or as well as many of you here today, but as a best mate of his football-dodging, gardening-avoiding bookworm brother I have known Chris more than forty years. I've slept on sofas in rooms crammed with enough darts and football trophies for Chris to have opened one of those establishments that also cuts keys and does heel repair. I knew that he was an impressive individual, but like everybody else did not know how impressive until after Chris received that surely devastating diagnosis. Watching Chris deal with his illness in the same way that he'd always dealt with everything, by getting on with all the things he loved right up until the end; watching Steve looking after him for these last painful years and months; witnessing human beings at their absolute amazing best, these things have been a privilege, a lesson in how dignified and how courageous someone's life and death can be. This is the man who saved Tylophora Inhambiensis from extinction and like everybody in this room, I am immensely proud I had a chance to spend some time with him.


Chris Moore. What an extraordinary man. What an extraordinary life.
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