“THE FIGHTING MOORES’

© "~ By MICKEY WELSH

o8 IORTIHE MOgg Py,
o AL
e Dy

PhL MuORL
led- 43 tar

There’s a little spot in Philadelphia, not far from the
teeming waterfront, where all day long, from early morn-
ing, till late at night, the noise of the locomotive, the
tooting of the tug-boat shunting some big ocean freighter
inta her berth, where trucks, wagons, push-carts, box-
cars, the pedestrian, and even the bicycle mingle in a be-
wildering maze, where the stevedore struts his stuff, where
the sailor just in from a two-year eruise, his pockets bulg-
ing with hard-earned dough, the waterfront saloon, where
everyone meets, where everyone is a law unto himself,
where the fist, the hook, the knife, or the belaying pin,
is the badge of henor. :

But just one and a half blocks west of this turmoil,

you will find a little street that does not seem to fit into"

the surveunding landscape. There are maple trees shad-
ing the sidewalks, the houses are of brick, stone, and
frame; every house is different from the one next to it;
and every one is of a different shape and size. Some look
a3 if they had been imported from the old world, in one
solid piece; it is an artistic conception of the four freedoms.

Tnto this little street in the vear of 1800 My. and Mrs.
Moore moved, with cheir tive children, Charles, Frankie,
Augusta, Reddy, and Pal. Later ihe stork was to bring
some more Moores, Lena, Julefe, Harry, Willie, and AL
The house was number 44; and the street was Keniiworth,
one block south of Bainbridge Street.

As the bovs grew older they would walk down to watch
the big ships come into porf, or they would go for a swim
in the Delaware River, or listen to some sailer tell tales
of the sea. But there were other times when they would
see all the older boys running towards South Street, and
they would fotlow, and then they would see a fight; maybe
with fists, or hooks or it may have been knives, and the
winner would walk off leaving the defeated one on the
ground bleeding, while the other would be taken te the
saloon to be treated like a hero.

The style never varied, the winner was a hero, the loser
was forgotten, or ignored, entirely, so the boys lrarned
that on the waterfront there was no place for the one who
lost, and it was not long before the name of the Moores
was legend, not that the hoys went looking for trouble,
but they did not run away from it—and woe to the one
who fought and lest, the other brothers would ignore him
for days at a time, until he had redeemed himself in the
eyes of the family, It might be that he would outswim,
nutrun or fight the hoy who had defeated him hefore he
was aprain tuken back into the fold, so it is no wonder that
sooner or later they would come-in contact with a set of
hoxing gloves, Frunkie was the one who learned to use
them Hrst. and ot one time was a contender for the worid's
featherweipght crown, meeting such fumous boxers as Leo
Houek, Tommy Fellz, Kil Beebeo Young ierce, Knock-

out Brown, Teddy Maloney, Young Costa, Terry Fitz-
gerald, Kid Stinger, Battling Stinger, Willie Gibbs, and
Jimmy Walsh, and a host of the outstanding featherweights
and lightweights of his day. He traveled from coast to
coast, never had his purse held up for not trying, never
holding the promoters up for more money and never los-
ing & bout on a foul. He was 2 credit to his calling, and
at present is a bartender. You never hear him talk loud,
does not drink, nor smoke, and is not marked up from all
the long, tough fights that he has had. We could stand
for a few more Frankie Moores in the fight game today.
where they are hand picked, for some promoter’s pat, who
has to have a guarantee that he will not be hurt, and if
he should hurt the promoter meal ticket, then the Com-
missioner will see to it that he fights very seldom, if he
fights at all. And as Frankie says “The fight game has
come a long way since the invention of the first boxing
glove, but at present it will be washed up inside of the
next Ave years. There iz no new talent, the promoters
see to that and the Commissioners back them up, it seems
a slltamt’a’ that the grandest sport in all the world has fallen
so low. :

Frankie is right, but I think he iz wrong when he said
that the game will be washed up inside of the next five
years. [ will say that three years will see the end of
boxing-—and to what is the fault? Well, to my way of
seeing it, we need some more Willie Ritehies, former light-
weight champion of the world, who at present is Chief
Inspector-of the State of California——Southern District,
He loves the game, he has always loved it, and always
will. He is on the level, and has had the support of a sport
loving Governor in back of him (salutations, Gov. Warren).
But here in the East the boxing game has lost its sport
value, and is strictly commereial, It’s just a political foot-
ball, kicked around from pillar to post by those in power
—the inspectors, the judges, the time-keepers, and the
referees. The next time you attend a boxing show look
them over, then judge for yourself how they can judge
or referee a boxing contest, when ninety, per cent of them
never had a glove on. The only qualification they have
to officiate is that they went out to the polls and dug up
some votes that made them fit to qualify for a job as rer-
eree, It’s a good thing for major league baseball and all
other spores that they are not governed as is the boxing
game. Just think of watching a big league game, a half-
drunk bartender ealling the bzlls and strikes, a shoemaker
at Arst base, at second base iz a thug who made good in
the big league by stuffing the bailot box at the last elec-
tion, was caught and pardoned, instead of a jail term he
went:in the American Leapgue. So that is one of the rea-
sons that I say the grand old game of boxing is on ir:
last legs. What should be done with the game today is
throw all of these sc-called judges out of the racket, pu-
them in the city hall, then we will know where to find them
Put good, honest referees in their places. Put referee:
that have known the taste of blood on their lips, the crunc:
of resin under their feet,, the impact of leather on bar
flesh, referees that are not afraid to call them as they se
them, develop men who have devoted their lives to th
sport, refereea that cannot he hought by the gambiers, ¢
their bosses, referees like the late Jack MeGuigan, wh
I huve seen get out a ring and let two boxers do wha
they felt like, or else throw them both out of the ring, an
then don’t pay them.

Another way to stop this degrading of boxing is to pu
up a purse for every bout, and then give the winner sixt
per cent, und the loser forty per cent, and when a boxe:
fighting in a wind-up loses three straight times, put his
back in the semi-wind-up and if he loses twice straigh
then put him back in the third and if he don’t win they
throw him out of the game. That way you won't have t
laok ab some stumble bum (hat the powers to he arve-in

terested in. .
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Times have changed since the Moore brothers of Phil-
delphia were in their glory, every one of them, and there
were six brothers that boxed, every one g pleaser, Pal
Moore was the outstanding one of the family, meeting

such outstanding boxers as Jem Driscoll, Freddy Welsh,-.

Harlem Tommy -Murphy, Jack Britton, Jimmy Welsh, Abe -

Attell, Johnnie Dundee, Frankie Jerome, and all the best
boys that ever pulled a glove on, and that includes light-

weight champion Benny Leonard, I think Pa] Moore was =
one of the greatest fighters that ever lived. 1 believe that .- -

of those quirks of the game. Pal was a very good boxer,
fast and a good puncher, very smart, what they call today
a “cutie,” and today would make some of these so-called
champions jump right over the top rope, but then there
was only one PAL MOOQRE, : :
Then there was Reddy Moore, Reddy was a real faney
dan—a beautiful boxer, a good puncher, and very smart, -

He knew all the tricks of the trade, and three different . . -

times he boxed Jack Britton, former welterweight cham-
pion, to a stand-still. And as you all remember Jack Brit-

him to a draw, so you can judge what kind of a fighter
this Reddy Moore really was. i

Now we come to Willie Moore, Willie looked anything
but a fighter. He was a middleweight, blond, roay-cheaked,
mild-spoken, always smiling, and everyone’s friend. Wil-
lie had no marks of the trade, in fact he was always
kidded._ The boys always called him Sissy, but that's as
far as it went, and woe to the boxer who boxed Willie for
the first time, who, looking across the ring would see his op-
ponent for the first time would think, what a soft time
he was going to have, That same boxer would later learn
the old proverb, *You can’t tell a book by its cover,” was
one of the wisest sayings ever coined, because when the
bell rang the sissy turned from a collar ad, to a blond
tiger, a snarling ¢yclone, throwing punches frem all an-
gles, willing to take a punch, to land one himself. Willie
Moore was the assassin of the Moore. family, and there
were nine brothers and two sisters. Remember his sensa-
tional win over Young Philadelphia Jack O'Brien ?

Willie fought such boys as Tommy Howell, Pat Bradley,
Joe Hefferman, Ottg' Coulter, and when the late Jack Mec-
Guigan ran a boxing shew at the old National Sporting
Club at 11th and Catharine Streets, the year of 1817, the
first bout, Al Moore vas, Jimmy McCarty; seecond bout,
Reddy Moore vs. Eddje Wagner; the third bout, Pal Maore
ve. Jimtmy Murphy; the semi-windup, Frankie Moore vs.
K.0. Joe O'Donneli of Gloucester, and in the windup, Willie
Mcore vs. ?. Whe did he fight? Do you remember the
show? It was the only time that I remember that five

orakle card three years’ subseription to the Veteran Boxzr
Magazine. Send your answer to Harry Pegg, 1429 West
Girard Ave., Philadelphia, Pa,

Harry Moore and Al Moore were two of the brothers
who made Philadelphia the most feared city in the United
States, for out-of-towners. Even champions have said that
they would sooner fight in any other ¢ity than in the Citfy
of Brotherly Love, and others have said that, “here in
Philly you had to fight twenty rounds in six.”

So let's develop more boys like the Moore boys, fighters
that would fight, did not care who they were to ﬁ_ght. or
where they were to fight, how much they were fighting for,
or who they were fighting for, The Moore’s loved boxing,
they loved the game as it was, not as it is today where a
hand picked few, fight or dive as they are told to do. It
is not a contest, or sport today, it is sirictly a money game
that has laid goiden eggs to many a paor hoy from across
the railroad tracks, but those in power, are slowly killing
that goose wno is laying the golden eggs, and when that
goose is gone, it will stay dead forever.

MICKEY WELSH.
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Insist On - TASTE TELLS FOOD PRODUCTS
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P. HEROLD AND SONS
1001-09 N. 3rd Street
Phila.. Pa.

THREE STAR BABBITT
THE CAR - MOR METAL CO.. Inc.
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FIGHTI

oxing has had many pairs of

brothers. But boxing sextets

are most definitely rare. The

seven Finazzos, the Marchants,

and the Ortegas come to mind

some. But perhaps the Moores of

ladelphia—Frankie, Reddy, Pai, Wiliie,

rry, and Al—were the most remarkable
|, many claim, the greatest.

Jon’t confuse this Pal Moore with

»mas Wilson (Memphis Pat) Moore, the

1d bantamweight title claimant of the

0s. The Philadelphia Pal Moore came

.. But the Moores of Philadelphia were

Reddy Maore

er "Moores” nor Irish.

1e family was German—real name vorl
zke. The boys' father was a wrestler
:ame to the U.S. in the late 1800s, took
ame of Moore from a stagre actor, and
d down ar 44 Kentlworth  in
delphia with his wife and five chil-
~Charles, Frank, Augusta, Reddy,
b Five more children—Lena, Julie,
y. Willie, and Al—would be born in
uaker City.

ere were really seven Fighting Maore
ers; oldest brother Charley fought,
inuckle, in the buck rooms of saloons.
deowas the first 1 CURIILN 3% 0

LT N

“legit” professional. A promising feather-
weight for a few years, Frank's career was
thrown off course by malaria and two bro-
ken legs interrupted his career and fin-
ished his titular aspirations.

Reddy followed, a smart red-headed
boxer with a tendency to cut up his oppo-
nents. And then Pal, '

The Moore family probably reached its
peak in boxing history when 130-pound
Pal took on British featherweight champi-
on Jim Driscoll of Wales in a Philadelphia
six-rounder on May 25, 19]0. Many

thought that Driscoll, who had outscored

Pal Mogre

Abe Actell 15 months ealier, was practically
unbeatable by anyone below 133. But the
best that most observers could give Driscoll
against Pal that evening was a draw.

Blond Brother Willie was a southpaw
who fought in the lightweight and welter-
weight divisions, Wiliie was a “cuge” who
could punch. He knocked out Jack Farrell
with his first punch—a terrific left to the
body—in 0:35 of the first round at the
Douglas Club on February 29, 1916, and
claimed the world's welterweighe title (dis-
puted at the time) by knocking out Young
Jack O’Brien in one round g yeur earlier.
Harry hicl only a few contesty. Al rthe

NG MOO
OF PHILLY

i B

yourigest, was a flyweight/bantam.,
Philadelphia, from 1902 to 1910, was the
hottest fight town in the eastern U.SA.
Ten fight shows 2 week, and sometimes
more, were held in Philly, and clubs like
the National, the Olympia, and the
Douglas played host to cards of six-
rounders featuring the likes of Kid Beebe,
Joe Grim, Harry Lewis, George {Young)
Erne and many, many other well known
fighters. There wasno TV in those days, no
professional hockey, and no basketball. Ifa
man wanted to go out for sports and enter-
tainment, he went to the fights.

Wiilie Moo -~

Promoter Jack McGuigan managed all
the Moores at one time or another, One
nightin 1917, he put all five Moores in the
ring at the National Sporting Club at
Eleventh and Catharine Streets in Philly.
All the brothers were victorious but Pal,
who suffered a rare loss via a newspaper
decision,

The brothers have been gone for many
years. Succeding generations naw look
back upoen their exploiws with great interest
and pride. Our great thanks to Wiltie's
grandson, Joe Cassidy of Clevelund, for this
look back at the Fighting Moores,
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