In Memorial
Harry Moore was the first NAACP official murdered in the civil rights struggle, often viewed as the movement’s first martyr.  In the 1940s, Harry Moore formed one of the Florida branches of the NAACP and helped organize the statewide NAACP. He helped file the first lawsuit in the Deep South to try equalizing pay between black and white teachers.  Moore eventually became involved in every case in Florida that involved lynching of black people. He helped organize voter registration drives that resulted in registering a large number of black people in Florida.  After he was fired and blacklisted from teaching for his political involvement, Moore became a full time NAACP activist.  On their 25th wedding anniversary, Harry Moore and his wife were killed by a bomb placed beneath their bedroom floor. The killers were never charged.
In August 2006, based on an extensive examination of evidence by Florida’s Attorney General, the four Ku Klux Klanmen killers were identified.

· Earl J. Brooklyn, a violent Klansman who had floor plans of the Moores' home and recruited volunteers
· Tillman H. Belvin, a close friend of Brooklyn, joined Brooklyn
· Joseph N. Cox, committed suicide the day after his second interview with the FBI
· Edward L. Spivey, was at the scene in 1951; as he was dying of cancer, he implicated his friend Cox.
The Ballad of Harry T Moore  –  Original poem by Langston Hughes, 1952
Based on Sweet Honey in the Rock’s adaption (by Bernice Johnson Reagon)
It seems that I hear Harry Moore

From the earth his voice still cries

No bomb can kill the dream I hold

For Freedom never dies

It happened in Florida, the land of flowers

It was on a Christmas night

Men came stealing through the orange groves

Men of hate carry dynamite

It was on the night of Christmas

The family prayers were said

And father, mother, daughter

Grandmother went to bed

The father’s name was Harry Moore

Of the NAACP

Fought for the right for us to live

Black folk must be free

It could not be in the name of peace
Beneath the bedroom floor

On Christmas night the killers hid

Their bomb for Harry Moore

It could not be the sake of love

The killers took his life

And blew his home to pieces

And killed his faithful wife

And certainly no angels cried

Peace on earth, Goodwill to men

But around the world an echo hurled

A question: When? When? When?

When will people in the name of love

And when will they by prayer

Learn that each one has the right 

To stand up everywhere

When will people for the sake of peace

And the sake of democracy

Learn that no bomb they can make
Can stop us from being free

So should you see our Harry Moore

Walking on a Christmas night

Don’t you fear and run and hide

Cause he has no dynamite

For in his heart is only love

For all the human race

And all he wants, is every one

To have their rightful place

And this he says, our Harry Moore

As from the grave he cries

No bomb can kill the dreams I hold

For Freedom never dies
