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Stoke-by-Clare, Suffolk

JOHN MOGER

Commemorating his life:
22 November 1925 - 2 January 2013

John Moger

An Honest Man

An honest man here lies at rest,
The friend of man, the friend of truth,
The friend of age, and guide of youth:
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm’d,
Few heads with knowledge so inform’d;
If there’s another world, he lives in bliss;
If there is none, he made the best of this.
-

Robert Burns

Entrance music –
Prokofiev Romeo and Juliet Op64/Act1:13 Dance of the Knights
Royal Philharmonic Orchestra & Vladimir Ashkenazy

John Moger

Faces of a Man

John Moger

Early Life
Introduction: Linda Morgan, Humanist Celebrant
- Born in Hammersmith, 22 November 1925
- Reporter on Romford Times, but joined up for
WWII. Undistinguished but eventful service
inspiring book Last Run Ashore. Also served on
HMS Belfast
- Returned to Romford 1945 and a life-long
commitment to professional journalism, living in
Bristol, London, France, Braunston, Eastbourne
and Stoke-by-Clare
- Played football, cricket and shared his passion for
boats, skiing and travel
- Loved jazz, classical music and sung in amateur
dramatic performances
- Worked on the Bristol Evening World, London
Herald before the Daily Express. Was poached to
join the Daily Mail as foreign editor. Greatest coup
was pre-empting Argentinian invasion of Falkland
Islands and despatching best writer to Port
Stanley to report on the run up to the conflict
- The diehard socialist quit the Mail in a
reorganisation depicted as a spy expulsion in this
Mac cartoon

The Boy from Hornchurch done good!

John Moger

A full life

John Moger

A Life on the Ocean Waves

Rachmaninov Piano Concert No2 in C Minor Op18, II, Adagio Sostenuto

Reflection

Mogerisms

Ever the journalist, John had a dislike of
clichés, truisms, sloppy language – but
had his own Mogerism to keep us all ‘onmessage’.

'Keep in touch' - whether it was family,
friends or workmates, he had a big sense of
team, community and being social. In truth,
the need for reporters to keep in contact
fuelled a personal lexicon full of Mogerisms –
many unrepeatable.

'Fuc*'em' - a term of endearment for
corporate yes-men.

'Don't let the buggers grind you down' - a
professional pep talk!

'Home, Home on the Range' - a song (or
alternating whistling) to express, confusingly,
happiness or deep frustration.

‘Keep it simple!’ – used to invoke clarity of
thought within complex situations…or where
John didn’t understand the detail.

John Moger

My Rock
IN MEMORY OF MY SPECIAL DAD

My life changed when you left us
and I felt so lost, it's true
for all that's good in me today
is simply down to you
That's why you are remembered
in a very special way
with sadness and devoted love
today and every day
And for all the sacrifices
that you made so selflessly
for your humour, strength and kindness
and unfailing dignity
And for being the best parent
that a person ever had
I'll always think of you with love
and gratitude, dear Dad

-

Jane Longman née Moger

Tributes

A Herogram

Herogram For A Tough Assignment
Well done John. Terrific job! I hope you feel that your contribution in today’s
edition of The Daily Life does justice to your labours. Great show! Fine words!
Your story deserved to be on the front page but the editor thought yet another
yarn about petrol price rises would sell more copies. Sorry about that.
However, everyone here is so proud of the way you took this assignment on
and surpassed all expectations. Let’s face it, not sure it was explained to you at
the start that your story would take so many twists and turns:

Boy from Hornchurch falls in love with journalism, wartime camaraderie, with
socialism, with female attention and love for power of words while also
surviving the inhospitable worlds of marital disharmony, the snake-pit of
mental ill-health, professional disappointment, adventure - but then career
resurrection. And to top it all, a tragic staircase fall. That was some pay-off
line!
Not even the Daily Mail could beat that.
You’ve been a journalist of true convictions. Along the way on this assignment
you didn’t make all the right calls. But it was one hell of a packed story. Like the
briefcase you dragged around, it was All Human Life a bagful of memories,
scraps of ideas, the occasional Herogram, memos, heartache, joy and humour.
Now we’re all wondering what this means for you in the future. Recognition,
pension - and reimbursements? All I can say is that I’m sure you’ll get
rewarded somewhere between Heaven and Hell. You guessed it, forever to be
fondly remembered on the pavement of Fleet Street.
On this one, you’ve been a true and faithful friend to us all - an inspiration
and a Hero.
Take a well-earned rest. Keep in touch.

Tributes

Pride in My Grandad

6 things my Grandad was proud of












Being a journalist – it truly defined him and the
journalist in him never left. He was always
most animated and excited when the next
“Hack’s Dinner” was around the corner
Grandad was proud of his adventures –
whether in the foothills of the Pyrenees, or
chugging along at 3mph on William Benjamin,
Grandad was an inherent explorer and
adventurer, the World was his oyster and he
made sure that the World knew it
Grandad was proud of his hotchpotch family
which evolved over many years. Family for him
was not about blood or genetics, but a union of
individuals whom he loved – like my mother.
Everyone was family and these were the
people with whom he shared happiest times,
and most vivid memories
Grandad was proud of his relationship and
union with Grandma Chris. Just a few minutes
in their company always showed that Chris was
the love of his life
Grandad was proud that his son Andrew
followed in his journalistic footsteps, albeit via
the golf course. It is testament to their
relationship and friendship that they worked
and collaborated in the newsroom: MogerMoger versus The World
Grandad was proud to see his daughter Jane,
the self-confessed “Dark Horse” of the family,
blossom as mother and grandmother

6 things about my Grandad that I am proud of












My Grandad for being so generous in spirit
– a man always willing to listen, always
willing to help those in difficulties and
always ready to give advice when those
around him needed it most
I am proud of my Grandad’s story-telling
and his abilities as an orator – the skill and
finesse with which he used to recount his
adventures was truly remarkable and it is
something that I will always strive to
emulate.
I am proud that my Grandad served in the
Navy – the day that we stood together on
the Southbank, overlooking HMS Belfast,
him fanatically gesticulating towards his
sleeping quarters or the deck where he
used to parade, is undoubtedly one of my
happiest and most enduring memories
I am proud that my Grandad stood to be a
Local Councillor – a politicised, opinionated
and passionate man he always believed
that he could make the world better for
those around him
I am proud of Grandad’s blonde hair, gorilla
arms and blue eyes. He was always such a
handsome and dashing man and his
confident manner and relaxed presence
only added to this
I am, and always will be, proud to be my
Grandad’s grandson

And most of all, Grandad would be proud of us all gathered here in his memory today

- Joshua Alleway Moger

John Moger

Family Tributes

Recollections of John, Compo or ‘Grandad Whiskers’ from his extended family
and friends, read by them or by Linda Morgan.
Christine Moger

My dearest
husband, lover
and best friend, it
is hard to imagine
life without you.
Thank you for all
the laughter and
happiness for so
many years. You
live in my heart
always.

Also words from:
Jackie Ford
‘I will always remember the challenge of newsy conversations with John to
understand the world we live in’
Lynn Alleway
‘What John gave to so many, and what he gave to me, was unconditional love and
support that continued throughout his life’.
David Wood
‘So many facets to Compo, from his early days in the Navy and his career in Fleet
Street, to his unwavering love… for custard.

Life’s Pleasures

John Moger

Home, Home on the Range
Oh, give me a home where the buffalo roam
Where the deer and the antelope play
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word
And the skies are not cloudy all day
Home, home on the range
Where the deer and the antelope play
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word
And the skies are not cloudy all day
How often at night where the heavens are bright
With the light of the glittering stars
Have I stood there amazed and asked as I gazed
If their glory exceeds that of ours
Home, home on the range
Where the deer and the antelope play
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word
And the skies are not cloudy all day
Then give me a land where the bright diamond sand
Flows leisurely down to the stream
Where the graceful white swan goes gliding along
Like a maid in a heavenly dream
Oh I would not exchange my old home on the range
Where the deer and the antelope play
Where the seldom is heard a discouraging word
And the skies are not cloudy all day
Dr Brewster M Higley

Recipe for a good life: a banger, a boathook and a bottle

Please return to The Barn for a celebration of John’s Life. His family would like to
extend their thanks to those that have contributed to his happy days and our
fond memories of a generous man.
His favourite charity was Practical Action and donations can be made at:
http://practicalaction.org/nodepages/view/5155

