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Obituary
Our beloved Allen Moore transitioned and returned to God on
Thursday, December 2, 2021 at the age of 78. Allen was the
son of the late John Allen and Eula Mae Moore. Allen was
born in Newark, New Jersey, November 11, 1943.

As a Newark native, Allen was educated in the Newark school
system and graduated from South Side High School where he
was best known for his outstanding skills on the football field.

Allen is preceded in death by his Wife Carol Moore, Daughter
Yolanda Toi Moore, and siblings Pearl Jackson, Willie J.
Moore and Halim R. Quddus.

Left to cherish wonderful memories of Allen are his Brother,
Bishop Moore (Datina); Sisters: Jonnie Bouler (Sam) and
Iman Fa’iz-Mohammed (Dawud); Grandchildren: Jerrold
Allen Moore and Destiny Deja Herrill, and a special brother,
Clifford Miller.

Allen was a kind and loving man and will be missed by a host
of nieces, nephews and extended family and friends.
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Acknowledgement
The family acknowledges with deep appreciation all acts of
kindness extended to them during this bereavement hour.
May God bless you for all your thoughtfulness and concern.
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Miss Me, But Let Me Go
When I 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


