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YOUNG GRIFFO — BOXING MARVEL ~

BRINGING BACK FISTIC HISTORY

Ey SYR SUTHERLAND

Altert Gr'ffiths, known to ring
immortality as Young Griffo, was
born at Miller’s Peint, N. S. W,
in 1871. As fishes need no na-
tatorial tutor, so this feather-
weight had but to don the gloves
to make the gymnasium experts
of Sydney rub their eyes in
awed realization that this bull-
necked, bullet-headed, thick-
armed, slender-legged little lad
was potentially the most marve-
lcus boxer the world ever was to
behold.

His professional career began
in 1888, and in 16 years in the
arzna, culy two defeats, one of
them highly questionable, were
marked against his name.

The story of Griffo’s career

can be summarized in a descrip-
tion of his American debut, a
six-round contest at Tattersall’s
in Chicago, the night of Novem-
ber 13, 1893. His opponent was
Young Scotty, a negro light-
weight, whose color alone kept
him from winning the title from
Jack McAuliffe. Frantic to see
the heralded sensation, Chicago
fought for seats in the famous
old hall; and Chicago never for-
got the miracle it witnessed that
autumn night. The Australian
reached the city only two weeks
before the match, becoming im-
mediately the sole topic of the
sporting fraternity. First, he re-
fused to train; and, second, he
invaded the near north side,
where he became notorious in
the night life of the bright lights
kelt. He would go from bar to
bar, drinking whisky “neat,” and

singing his Cockney songs, trailed by

astonished throngs.

The night of the fight came, and the
house was sardined; and Young Scotty
and his retinue arrived and went to his

But no Griffo.

corner.
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ture, and on the right in the lower.
partner is a man named Campbell
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He is shown on the leit in the upper pie-

His sparring

The announcer leaned over the ropes,

whispered a moment, and waved his arms

for silence.

please,” he said.

“Gentlemen, just be patient a moment
*There has been an

(Continued on page 14)
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ugly rumor that Young Griffo was seen
an hour ago in McGurn’s saloon, dead
drunk. But it may be a mistake. The
promoter and several policemen have
gone to hunt him.”

A few moments later an usher ran
down to the ring and announced that
. Griffo had been located and was now
in his dressing room. After a short de-
lay, his head wobbling, arms supported
by his escort, Griffo appeared.
COULDN'T HIT HIM

When the bell rang, Scotty leaped
from his seat and ran to meet the white
man, where he had stumbled a few
paces from the ropes and stood swaying,
loose-lipped, legs far apart, hands hang-
ing- at his sides.”

Puzzled by his opponent’s refusal to
raise his gloves, Scotty waited for a scc-
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ond, and then whipped a lightning left
hook at the exposed jaw. To his sur-
prise, he missed. Griffo apparently had
turned his head to look at one of the
spectators. So Scotty inched closer to
the motionless figure, and instantly
crossed with his right.

Bewildered, he stepped back and stared.
Griffo had done something with his head
—Scotty didn’t know what; but, some-
how, both gloves had whistled past the
place where, by all the rules of boxing,
Griffo’s face should have been waiting.
Not only was the target back where it
was befcre, but it seemed never to have
moved. The crowd sat petrified. Griffo
had stcod with his face unprotected;
Scotty had aimed carefully and had
launched three bullet-fast blows. Griffo
had seemed to glance twice at the ring-
siders to his right, then elevated his
head slightly, as if gazing up at the
lights, and then looked calmly back at
his puzzled adversary. When he had
turned his head to the right, both of
Scotty’s lefts had brushed the left side
of his face; and when he had raised his
chin, the negro’s right hand drive had
barely caressed his chin and spent its
force over his right shoulder.

GRIFFO SNEERING

Griffo stood there, glass-eyed and

sneering, evading the blows in the hur-
ricane Scotty loosed by the merest flicker
of his head, or—the only man in the
annals of boxing who could do so—by
actually ducking from side to side with
his torso! Every blow missed by so tiny
a fraction of an inch that it seemed an
accident—but it missed.
" When the bell rang Scotty went to his
corner, looking back with a baffled ex-
pression in his beady eyes. Griffo strolled
to the ropes, crossed his thick arms on
the top strand, and addressed the open-
mouthed newspapermen.

“Strike me ruddy, but the blighter
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cawn’t hit me! His this yer best boxer?
Wy, ’e¢’s a bloomin’ blacksmith,
'"Hi’ll tike habout one hor two more
raouads to clear me balmy ’ead, and then
Hi’ll show you bleedin’ Yanks haow to
do ’it.”

He took two more, during which the
unbelievable was repeated; and at the
end of the third round opened full blast
the torrents of insult and imprecations
of which he was so fluent a master.

“"SAY YOUR PRAYERS”

*Ho, Scotty!” he leered, an oath be-
tween each word;

wot?

“wen yer gets back to
'Ere’s the
’opes yer muvver’s got a pit-

yer corner, sye yer prayers.
bell; Hi
cher of yer, ’cause she’s not goin’ ter
know yer wen yer gets 'ome tonight.”

If the fans had been half paralyzed by
the unprecedented exhibition of super-
defense, they were completely awed by
what followed. They met in the corner
of the ring, Griffo raising his hands for
the first time.

"Hon yer beezer, yer smoky cove!”
he cried, and shot his left to the nose.

“Naow yer right hear!” he cried, and
lifted his left out and up and down.

“Ten more hon the syme hear, Scotty,
me pal!” he announced, and 10 more
half hooks lashed their four-inch trips
to the ear, Griffo counting as fast as his
tongue could move.

The next two rounds were like the
fourth, yet different. They were alike be-
cause Griffo continued the butchery with-
out receiving a return blow; and differ-
ent in the manner in which the slaugh-
ter was conducted and in the vileness
of the vocal accompaniment to the car-
nage.

GREAT BATTLES

Griffo’s outstanding performances werz
so marvelous that a fairly accurate list
can be made out of his great battles.
Thus, we know that he whipped such
men as Tommy White, Solly Smith, Ike
Weir, the Belfast Spider; Johnny Griffin,
Billy Murphy, George Dixon, Keatucky
Rosebud, Jerome Quigley, Jimmie Dime,
Jack Randall, Owen Zeigler, Adam Ry-
an and Kid Ashe. His most sensational
battles were two 20-round draws with
Kid Lavigne; his defeat of Weir, his
three draws, 55 rounds in all, with
Dixon; his 10-round “hairline” defeat
by Jack McAuliffe; his three contests.
one 10- and one 15-round draw, and
eight-round defeat, with the immortal

“Old Master,” Joe Gans. 106



