had alreadybeenretired
eightyears.He was living, ashe still does,in the
tidy northwestAdanta
homehe boughtin 1948.
A longtimeSundayschool
teacherand deaconfor
SpringfieldMissionary
BaptistChurch,Moore
wassraymgDusyano
minding his own business
when Riley phonedand
saidhe wantedto talk
about the Negro kagues.

in 1951.Hardly anyonehe knew had
an inkling he'd beena ballplayer.
But Jim Riley knew. For 35
yearsRiley, who's white, has both
researchedand physicallytracked
down the whereaboutsand fates of
ex-Negro kaguers. By his own count
he's personally interviewed 175. In
1994,about five yearsafter that first
conversationwith Moore, Riley pubLshedThe Biograpbical Encyclopedia
of tbe Negro Baseball Leagxes, with
its 4,000-somepithy biographiesof
men who playedbaseballfrom 1872
to 1950. Under Moore's entry he
wrote: "He was expertat handling
ground balls, a rnasterat catching
bad throwsand makingit look easy."
Riley descdbeshim asthe *most perfectfirst basemanever" and says"the
slick fielder was quiet, unassuming,
andpractical."
Moore himselfsaid recentlyof the
encyclopedia,"I was discovered.Or
rediscovered.
I'm not surewhich."
In truth, Mooreb increasedvisibility
hassprungfrom more than just Riley
and his epochal Encyclopedia,Ken
Burns' 1994 fllm Baseballsparkeda
nationwiderevival of Negro Leagues
scholarshipand interest.Mooret own
longevity-he turned 90 in November-and relative fitness haven't
hurt, either.In any case,over the past
decadeor so the old first basemanhas
receiveda flurry of attention,which
reachedits crescendolast year with
his induction into the Atlanta Sports
Hall of Fame,some58 yearsafter he
laid down his glove for good.

Moore's first thought was, "'Who
i s t h i s c a t ? " a n d , s e c o n d ," W h y
would somebodywant to talk about
those days after so long?" The way
Moore figured, he'd packedhis baseball careerin mothballsyearsbefore
and moved on with his life. Moore
and his first wife, Mozelle-marriedin l94l-never hadany biological children, but they had raised
five in this home, adopting two of
t h e m .H e w o r k e d4 0 y e a r sa s s h i p p i n g c o o r d i n a t o rf o r a n E a s rP o i n t
warehousesupplyingColonial, and
later Big Star, grocery stores and
becamethe plant's first black foreman

Negro Ma jor Leagues
was brief, lastingonly
five years,and suddenly
and irrevocably dissolvedwith World
War ll. In 1936 and '37 he played
for the Newark Eagles,one of black
baseball'smost intriguing franchises, owned try numbers banker Abe
Manley and his attractive, younger
(and white) wife, Effa. In 1939 and
'40 he was with the Baltimore
Elite
(pronouncedE-Light) Giants,where
he roomed with a teenagedprodigy
namedRoy Campanella.

ed Moore believesall
the fussstartedaround
1989.whenhereceived
a telephonecall from
writer/historianJim Riley.
Moore was then 73 and

-
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But his most indelible seasonwas
in 1938, when he stayedhome and
playedfor the ArlantaBlackCrackersBy all rights the 1938 Black Crackers
were Atlantat firsr legitimatemajor
leaguesports franchise,playing some
28 yearsbefore the Bravesmoved fiom
Milwaukee.For mosr oI their duration 11.91.9-1.952),
the Black Crackers
were membersof the minor-league
NegroSouthernLeague.But in 1938,
the team changedownership,hired
a numberof superlariveballplayers,
includingMoore, and joinedthe Negro
AmericanLeaguefor rhar seasononly.
After going through threemanagersin
a matter of weeks,owner John Harden
gavethe job to his spirited,impulsive
19-year-oldsecondbasemanGabby
Kemp-"They calledhim t-hat,"Moore
-because
recalls,
he donea lor of ralking"-and the Black Crackerswon the
NAI's second-halfchampionship.
Relarively
linle is knownabourrhar
team-Moore is rhe squad'sonly surv i v i n gm e m b e rT. h e B l a c kC r a c k e r s
p l a y e dm o s t h o m eg a m e sa t w h i t e owned Poncede Leon Park but were
prohibitedfrom usingirc lockerfacilities and showers.Practices,and perhaps
evensomeleaguegames.wereheldar
Booker T. WashingtonHigh School
The teamwascoveredregularlyby Ric
Robertso( The Atlanta Daily Worla.
but hardly a word was wrinen in the
three white-ownednewspapersof the
period.and not much has beenwrirten since.It! as if that seasonwerearr
undergroundstreamflowing into, and
swallowedby the more visibleebb and
flow of, Atlanta's civic history.
It was around 1938 when Moore
becameone of the first players ever to
wear a batting glove. 'I wore it on my
top hand-my left hand-because it
srrLnggood when I hit an insidepitch,"
he says."l just wore an ordinarywinrer
glove, and I cut the finger tips off so
I could feelthe bar." By season's
end
Moore was selectedto the Southenr
News ServiceiNAI All-Starteam,and
fans even held a special day for him
at Poncede Leon Park, awarding the
popular hometown athletewith $350
worth of gifts and merchandise.
Moore maricularedro Baltimorefor
playingfor rhe
the next two seasons,
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teamowned by SmilingTom Wilson,
alsoa nurnbersbarker.One afternoon,
after his time in Balrimorehad ended,
Moore was working out with a city
all-sar squadat BookerT. Washington
Fieldwhen he heardhe'd beendrafted
into the Army. Though he didnt know
it then,his daysin big-timeblack baseball were over. Ir was July 1942, and
Moore was only 25 yearsold.

XTY-FOT]R YEARSIAIER MOORE

sits irl a rocking chair surrounded by 18 kindergarten
studentswho are crossJegged
on the floor of their Decaturclas$oom
After an inirial rericence,these5-yearolds beginpepperinghim with questions. The effect is one of Moore, seftled
in the rocker, alert and isolated like
a hitter in the batter's box, facing an
assortmentof pitches, somehesitant
and nibbling, some blazing with
confidence,and eachfull of inventive
variation.
"You look old," saysone student,
a boy. *You still play baseball?"
Moore smilesaod replies,'I was
born in 1916.That meansI'm 39
and holding."
A girl wipes her forehead with
a precociouswearinessbeforeproclaiming, *I've beenplaying baseball a long, long time! I play for
the Cardinals."
"When I was your age," Moore
tells her, "boys and girls didn't
play baseball together. Matter of
fact, blacksand whites didn't play
togetier, Wewere all segrcgated,you
understand."
*How many home runs you
hit?" a
boy asks.
Moore givesthat low laugh of his
and replies, "I wasn't rnuch of a home
run hiner I was a spray hineq a singles
hiner,what you call a hit-and-runman.
B u t o n e t i m e I h i t a h o m er u n i n a
ballpark you might'veheardof, called
YankeeStadium."
After the kindergarten talk-Moore
probably makesmore school appearancesthan most politiciansdo-he and I
drive to tie homehe now shareswith his
secondwife, Mary L. Moore. They married in 1991, four yearsafter Mozelle
116
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died from emphysema.MarS who'd
beenfriendswith Red and Mozelle for
years,has a wide, expressivefacethat
often flickers between mock severity
and matemal amusement.Shelikes to
needleRed about his late-periodcelebrity. "Lord," shesays,"I guesswe'Il
have to get a new house,'causehis
head'sgottentoo big for this one."
It's a home full of religious icons
and family photographs, with one
living-room wall dominated by a
Iarge, brass-framedoval portrait of
Red's father, JamesMoore II, as a
young matr, a formal, color-tinted
photograph.Thereis no period baseball rnemorabilia-publicity photos,
scrapbooks, and newspaperwriteups were lost or given away long
ago.A sturdy,waist-hightable in the

dining room holds both an enormous
family Bibleand a hardbackcopy of
The Biogaphical Encyclopedia of the
Negro BaseballLeagues.
Moore walks over ro rhe Ezcyclopedia and pulls out a photocopyof
an article from The Amstetdam Neus
(New York) datedSeptember4, 1940.
photographis blurThe accompanying
rn but a caption below reads,'Red
Moore, first basemanof the Baltimore
Elite Giants,hirs insidethe park home
run againstthe Cuban Stars"-this is
the YankeeStadiumhomerun he'dtold
the kindergarmersabout.
Returning the clipping to its book,
Moore sits down acrossthe table {rom
Mary tooking ar her husband,shesays,
'Well, he's a good man. Beena deacon
a long time, and knows the Bible almost
as good as the preacher.So I guess
I'll let him have all this attention.I
just wish sometimehe'd learn how to
cook or leastboil an egg."
Moore patshis stomachand says.
do
loveto eat."
"I
Nevertheless,Moore's about the
samesizehe's alwaysbeen.During his physicalprime, at 5 feet 10
inchesand 165 pounds,he was not
a large man, especiallyfor a first
baseman,He still moveswith ax
ex-athlete'sstiff, halting grace.As
he walks with his slighrlysrooped
posture.one derectsremnantsof
elegance,of swagger,of indolent
v i t a l i t y - t h e y o u n gb a l l p l a y e r
glimpsedlike a phantomwirhin the
old body.His hair remainsdark and
curly and combed straight back. By
contrasthis moustacheis light-coF
ored, with fine subtleties,almost like
an impressionist
sketch.
He also retains an extraordinary
memory for facts. Moore can reach
deepinto the yearsand extracrnames,
dates,salaries,
andotherdistincrmileage markers from a long life. In the
several interviews I conducted with
him over a period of months,Moore's
memory rvas a godsend, not only
concerningblack baseballbut also
Atlanra'spre-warblack history.Still,
elaboration, or extendeddetail-the
actual fruit of those mileagemarke r s - d i d n ' r a l w a y sc o m e s o e a s i l y .
Perhapsthis is only natural, since I

TheBiographical
Encyclopediaof
the NegroBaseball
Leagwes
describes
Moore asthe "most
perfectfirst baseman
ever"and says"the
slickfielderwas
qulet, unassumrng,
ano practrcaL"
|
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was askingabout eventsthat
t o o k p l a c e5 0 a n d 7 0 y e a r s
tl it i
back-so long ago that the last r r
!
juice and sweetness
must have
from them years
beensqueezed
b e f o r e .B u t t h e n s o m e t h i n g
like that Amstetdam Neas
clipping, or like returning to
a f a m i l i a r p l a c e ,w o u l d h i t
Moore a particular way, as
r a i n s t r i k i n g e a r t h ,a n d t h e
rich substanceof detail would
t
ripen again.
Moore was born November 18, 1915,in OaklandCity,
about a mile and a half from
the southwestAtlantaneighborhood he calls Bush Mountain.
He was rhe secondof four childrensisterWillie was born in 1912,brother
Benin 1918,sisterRuth in 1921-to
Jamesand SadieMoore.
'Daddy was a machinist for the
SouthernRailroad," Moore says."He
workedfor themuntil he rerired.Mama
d i d d a yw o r k f o r w h i r ef a m i l i e sO. n e
of thosefamiliesstayedon Donnelly
Avenue,and that'swherewe wereliving
when I was born. We lived in the baseI was
ment of their house.I'm guessing
born in that basement,
but I dont know
for sure,and I couldn't tell you where
the houseis."
Moore was still very young when
the family moved to Bush Mountain,
into a single-storyhomeat the bottom
of the hill thargavethe neighborhooc
its name.[t was hereMoore grew up
and continued to stay,off and on, until
L948, Fot a while after moving away,
he'd returnperiodicallyto visit relatives
he
and friends.but graduallyeveryone
knew left or passedaway.and in facr
Moore is now rhe only living member
o f h i s i m m e d i a t fea m i l y .S i t t i n gw i t t r
Mary that afternoonat their dining
he hasn'tseen
room table,he confesses
the old placein years.
So ir happenedrhat aboura monrh
larerwe madethe drive to BushMour.
tai[. On a warm morning just after
breakfast,Moore, Jim Riley, Greg
White, and I climb into lfhite's van.
Having Riley alongis a bonus.He lives
in Woodstock-he has grandchildren
in theAtlanraarea-bur remainsDirector of Researchfor the Negro Leagues

vtd

Museumin KansasCity. White, an
assistantdirectorof Decatur'sRecreation Department,hasknown Moore
since1991. A rangy,athleticJooking
man with a high-beamsmile,White
servesas informal planner,business
manager,publicist,and confidanteto
Moore, whom he introducesto most
peopleas, "Mr. James'Red' Moore
of the old Negro Leagues."
ft is White's idea to stop first at
Booker T. WashingtonHigh School,
which Moore attendedfrom 1929 to
1934.Thoughwe didn't call ahead,
he'sgreetedwarmly in the school's
wall-length
lobby,with its astonishing
mural depicting"the dignity of manual labor," paintedby a studentin
1928.With themuralashis backdrop,
Moore receiveshandshakesfrom the
principal and assistantprincipal,and
the headfootballcoachhugshim vigorously,volunteeringto showhim the
baseballfield out back where Moore
spenttime in thethirtiesand fonies.In
recentyears,this historicdiamondhas
beensprucedup, modernized,reconfigured,and slightlyrelocated,leaving
it mostlyunrecognizable
to Moore.
A civics teacherimplores Moore
to speakto her ninth-gradeclass,and
they arrangean impromptusessionin
a second-floormediaroom. He talks
for about 10 minutesbut without the
spirited reparteeof his kindergarten
appearance.Thesestudents,with
classicteenagecool, regardthe old
ballplayeras an artifact or a curious
museumpiece.But Moore, who'd
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ELmSQUAD:
Moorelfrontrow,rhirdfromleft)
(front,
ployedolonsside
Roycomponello
Elire
thirdfromright)ontheBoltimore
Gionts.
w a l k e dr h e s es a m eh a l l s7 5 y e a r se a r
lier.isn\ fazed.Likely.it wouldsurprrse
theseyoungstersto know this rather
smallishman standingbefore them
was oncecelebrated
for his rhythmic
flair on the ball field, that in fact he
knewa thing or two aboutstyleand the
upperechelonsof cool. Now removing
back
h i " b a r e b a lcl a p a n d s m o o t h i n g
h i s h a i r .M o o r e l o o k sd i r e c t l la r r h e
studentsand sayswith a quiet though
palpablefirmness,"You needthe right
attitudeto reachthe right altitude."
We leaveWashington High, drive
down Beckwith Street,which borders
the ball field,thenturn leh onto Lauton Street."Man, I haven'tbeenout
Lawon in years,"Moore sayssmiling,
his eyesintenseandwatchful."I walked
all rheway our Lawon from my neighborhoodto get to [WashingtonHigh],"
he says."lt was five miles. Every day
I'd passthe white school,which was
called lJoel Brown School[namedfor
Georgia'sCivil War govemor]and was
only a mile from my house."
rJfedrive down Lawton, turn onto
Lee Street,then onto Oakland Drive,
where he has us stop near a collapsed
warehouse.This corpse-likeedifice
fronts an extendedtract of tottering,
leaningtreeschokedin kudzuand giant
weeds."You'd never know it now,
but there usedto be a big ball field
here," Moore says."This is where I
DN P A G EI 1 8 ]
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first playedbaseball,when I was about
12 or 13. I played for a semi-proteam
calledthe OaklandCity Cubs.I was lefthanded,you understand,but in those
days you couldn't find a left-handed
glove any'r,,rhere,
not in
lfirst baseman'sl
my neighborhood.So I took me a righthandedglove, turned it inside out. Made
a right goodglove.I neverhad a reallefthandedgloveuntil I went professional."
'With
brief exceptions-someoccasionaloutfieldingand reliefpitchingMoore playedfirst basehis entirecareer,
both amateur and professional."From
the time I was young," he recalled,
"everybody came out to observemy
fielding. As a little boy I wanted those
big boys to throw the ball hard and rn
the dirt so I could dig it out. Or if we
didn't havea ball I told 'em to throw
me rocks. That's where I developedmy
one-handstyle. By using iust one hand
to catch,I could stretchout further and
shift my feet faster-for instance if I
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neededto catch and then quickly turn
and throw to anotherbase."
Nowadays, with glovesnearly as large
as condos,the one-handedstyleis de
rigueurfor first basemen
ofall skill levels,
But in the 1920sand 1930sit was not
only rare and difficult, it was artistically
discordant-the way Charlie Parker's
solos soundedto Dixieland musicians.
BuckO'Neil madethis clearwhenI called
him up lastsummerto talk aboutMoore.
O'Neil was himself a former great first
baseman
andremained,
Lrntilhisdearhin
Octoberat age94, the indisputablelaureate of the Negro Leagues.
In an interview a few months before
his death,O'Neil told methat Moore and
Jelly Taylor were the only one-handed
first basemenhe could recall from that
era. He also thought that defensivelythey
might've beenthe two best,which is saying something.The Negro Leagues,particularlyduringtheir heydayof the 1930s
and'40s, produceda number of first
basemen
who blendedtechnicalvimrosity
(GooseTatum,
with a crispshowmanship,
probablythegreatest
of all HarlemGlobe-

trotter basketballplayers,originatedmany
of his comic routineswhile playing first
basefor the IndianapolisClowns.) Moore
and Taylor(the latteralsocalled"Satan"
becausehe "played like the Devil") are
variously describedit RJley'sEncyclopedia as "flashy" arfi "fancy fielding."
Comparedto contemporary first basemen, the Nego Major kagues produced
a fairly exotic specimen.Or so it seemsto
me. First basemen,
thoughoften premier
power hitters, haven't always beenthe
mosrgifted arhleres.I madethis point
regrenedit.
ro O'Neil and immediarely
When I statedthat first baseis often a
hornefor "mediocre" defense,there was a
long silenceon the other end of the phone.
"You have to remember,sir," he said
after what seemedlike forever, "I saw
Lou Gehrig play. Nothing mediocre
about him. I remember Red Moore
and Jelly Taylor,who could pick'em
one-handed.Superiorathletes,both of
them. I rememberGooseTatum an<r
Buck Leonard. Uh-huh. I remembcr
Buck O'Neil {referringto himselfl who,
in 1945, madeone error the whole sea-

son. Yeah.That's right!" When I later
recount this convelsationto Moore,
I don't think he'll ever stop laughing, 'That Buck, ain't he something,"
Moore says. "You can't slip anything
pastol' Buck."
We leavebehind Moore's old field and
within minutes enter his boyhood neighborhood. Greg White drives slowly up a
steepincline, and Moore checksout both
sidesof the road, called PlazaStreet.His
facebecomessolemn,evena little arxious.
"I dont recognizeany of this mess," he
says."Except I know tlris is BushMountain. We going up the hill right now-this
hereis BushMountain its€lf.I don't lecognize thesehouses,though, and thesestreet
namesare all different "
We turn onto BridgesAvenue and his
face brightens. "I know this street-it's
namedafter someblackfolk namedBridges.I knewthosepeople--theyweredoctorc,
schoolteachen,and big-shotpreachers."
'We
seean older woman working in her
garden,bent oveq perspiringhard-it's
very hot now-and White rolls down
his window. "Excuse me. ma'am." he

says."Howdy? Excuseme!" Sheturns
and blinks but doesn'tsay anlthing. "My
nameis GregWhite, ma'am, and I have
with me here Mr. James'Red' Moore of
the old Negrokagues."
After a moment,shesays,"Why yes,
we stayednext door to Mooresfor years."
Sheapproachestlrc van,looks in at Moore
and says,'Ah, Ml James.I wasjust a child
when you left home,so you don't remember me. My name is Geraldine Harmett.
My maidenrume wasArmstrong."
"Oh yes, I rememberArmstrongs,"
Moore says."But seehere,I cant find my
house. I know I'm close, but we've been
driving around in circles."
'You been gone a while," she says.
'I'll get in there and show you."
Mrs. Hartnett squeezes
in back with
Riley and me. We drive down the hill,
turn left on a gravel road, go one block,
tum right, and we are back on Plaza.
"Here you are," shesays.
-We
stare at an impoverished landscapewith worn-out treesand grotesque
weedsthat appearto sprout large cotton
balls that, in fact, are wadded-upfast-

food bags. A gaping patch of ground,
brimmingwith foliagegoneamuck,is
bordered by three abandonedshotgun
housesthat could be 100 yearsold, the
windows broken or boardedup.
Pointing at the blank patch, Mrs, Flartnett says,"I don't know how long ago it
was that your housewas tom down, but
it's beena long time, This herestreetPlaza
usedto benamedBushMounain, but drat
was changedI dont know how long ago.
Or why. This one house"---+hepoints to a
shotgun-'Your aunt usedto staythere."
"That's righq" saysMoore, "but before
that my grandmotherstayedthere."
"Oh Lord," she says, "these houses
havebeendesenedfor years.I'm surprised
the county hasn'ttom them down."
"Yes,"saysMoore. "Well."
!0e drop Mrs. Hartnett off, thank
her, and she goes back to her garden
as we drive away. After a short silence
Moore says,"1415 BushMountain Avenue.That was my address-it just came
back to me. It was a nice-sizedhouse.I
wasnt bom there, but it's the only house
I rememberuntil I becarnea man."

ArrANra MARCH 2oo7

179

V E N C A S U A L O B S E R V E R SF I N D

pleasurein baseball'sstatistical abundance.Eachseasonis
an epic nanative of numbers,
as individual playersaccumulateshading, nuance,and emotional resonanceby
their ever-shifting averagesand percentages. Given this context, there's both
an ironic and inscrutable aura to the
Negro Leagues,whose entire history
was plagued by shoddy record keeping.
Piecing together Red Moore's statistical
profile, for instance,is like searchingfor
his ball field in Oakland City, or his house
in Bush Mountain-much has vanished,
and only memory remainsto provide any
detail or interpretation.
After yearsof podng over microfilm,
Jim Riley can construct an approximate careerline. "I can tell you," he
says, "that the [Atlanta Daily World.]
published[Moore's] 1938 averageas
.310, secondbeston the team. But you
can't find box scoresfor all the gamcs,
so you can't entirely trust that figure."
fuley believeshe's giving "a pretty good
educatedguess" in placing Moore's
careerbatting averagebetween.280
and.300.
Although the World often covered
the 1938 Black Crackers.at leastfor
home games,there remainsquite a bit
of mystery and confusion regarding that
season,especiallyits conclusion. Atlanta
won the Ameican League'ssecond-half
championship,settingup a playoffseries
against the first-half champion, the
Memphis Red Sox, whose first baseman
was Moore's defensiverival, Jelly Taylor.
ln what was likely a best-of-sevenserics,
Adanta lost the first two games played
in Memphis.There followed a delay of
severaldays before the leaguepresident
made the baffling decision to cancel
all remaining games,and therefore no
Ieaguechampion was ever determined.
When I ask Moore about all this, he
only shakeshis head and says,'I can't
remember.I remembersome about the
two games in Memphis, but I can't
recall what the controversy and conflict
was about. All I know, they told us the
seasonwas over and I had to find me
another placeto play."
Most Negro Leaguersplayed yearround, joining winter-leagueaggregations in Florida, or California-where
120
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Moore played-or Cuba and other
parts of Latin America. Most, like
Moore, didn't make enough during
the regular seasonto take four or five
monthsoff in the off-season,
Duringhis rimein the Negromaiors.
Moore earned around $200 a month,
thoughhe jumpedto $250 a monrh in
1940 during his last season,with the
BaltimoreElite Giants.This doesnt count
spring training-Negro Leagueteams
didn't pay playersduring the preseason.
Playersgot paid twice a month, and
Moore saysrhar during his five yearsin
the Negro Majors he nevergot stiffed on
a paycheck."I'll tell you one nice thing,"
he saysone afrernoonwhile sitting in
his living room. "I now get $833 every
month from Maior LeagueBaseball.It's
not really a pension--theycall it 'compensatioo.'They staned sendingthat in '97 "
Moore played for rhe BaltimoreElire
Giants in 1939 and 1940, then went to
springtraining with the Giantsin 194L.
But with war approaching,he worried
about getting drafted. Many ballplayers figured that, as highly visiblepublic
performers, they were easy marks for
the military.
"The whole idea was scary," recalls
Moore. "I'm not talking abor:tgoing to
war, either.I'm talking about going into
an organizationrun by whites, with white
officers,and white peoplein charge.We'd
heardthe stories,true or not, aboutwhat
white officers did to black folks." During
this period he recollects"talking to some
people" who advisedthat railroad and
post office employeescould get "deferred
from the draft. " ln early June,Moore left
the Elites and headedhome,gening a iou
with the SouthernRailroadthrough his
father'shelp. But he hatedthe work, especially the night-shift hours, and quit after
six weeks.Later that summer,in August,
he was recruited by RogersGrocery
Storesto work in its west-endwarehouse
and ro play for irs weekendcomrnuniry
ball club.
He got drafted anyway, getting the
newsinJune 1942 and reporting for duty
in October. Moore would stay in the
Army three years,including 11 months
in Europe,where he joined the 1699
Combat EngineerBattalion that supplied
ammunition and food to the front lircs.
*It was an integrated outfit with all-

white officers," he says.'But one thing I
noticed, when we got overseasand they
started handing out the rifles, everybody,
black and white, becameright close.
"So the war ends,"Moore says,"and
we get on the ship and we're headingback,
black and white soldie$, and we were all
tighg you understand,like a cloeedfis. We
got near New York, about the time where
you just make out the Statueof Liberty,
and everybodystarteddividing up. The
whitesstartedhangingwith the whiteq the
blackshangingwith the blacks,and I knew
thenwe were backhome."
Moore was dischargedin October
1945, and that samemonth Jackie Robinson signedto play the 1946 seasonfor
Montreal, the Brooklyn Dodgers' top
farm club. Moore was then 29 and hadn't
playedagainstrop-flight competitionin
four years,though he fully intendedto
resumehis baseballcareel
Ry early 7946 Moore learned he was
now property of the New York Black
Yankees.He calledthe team and askcu
to get paid for spring training. He ano
Mozelle had beenmarried a little ovcr
four years,and Moore explained that his
wife neededcornpensationfor the month
they'd be separatedduring preseason.
New York refusedto pay aqthing ext'a,
and Moore promptly returned to Rogers, effectivelyending his tenure in the
Negro Majors.
While Moore worked for Rogers, he
did continue playing baseballfor a time,
primarily with the Atlanta Black Crackers, once again a minorJeagueoutfit. He
playedsporadicallyfrom L946 to 7948,
mostly on weekendsand vacations.Road
gameswere often played againstsemipro
teams in backwater hamlets, far from
the big-time of Newark or Baltimore or
Harlem's WoodsideHotel.
Larry Williams, who was a teenager
living in LaGrangeduing the late 1940s,
remembersseeingMoore play during th.is
twilight phaseof his career."We had a
semiproteam calledthe Lacrange City
Cats,-saysWilliams,who now livesin
Riverdale. "This was probably 1948.
When the Black Cracke$ came to town!
us kids would sneak in the park and
watch Red. We called him 'Red Mo','
as in, 'did you seewhat Red Mo' did?'
Oh, he could really play the bag. He was
elegant,man. He was like a Globetrotter,
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you know, the way he usedto catch the
ball behindhis back."
Williamsdidnt personallymeetMoore
until 1993,during a Linle kague parade
in southwestAtlanta, when he slapped
Moore on the back and joked, "Man, I
riskedlife and limb sneakinginto the yard
to seeyou play." Williams himselfhad a
cup of coffeewith the KansasCity Monarchs, playing center field for manager
Buck O'Neilb squadin 1954and 1955.
By then the Negro American Leaguewas
down to four teams-Kansas City, Memphis. Birmingham,and Derroit-and in
irreversibledecline.
In fact, beginningthe day JackieRooswingsinsontook his first major-league
went
April 15, 1947-the Negro Leagues
on life support. The Negro National
Leaguefolded almost immediately.after
rhe lc48 season.while the Negro American Leaguestaggeredalong until 1960.
"In my finite mind, Jackie Robinson
helped some, hurt some," Moore says.
"After Jackie, our black leaguesfaded
away. !0hen our best playersleft for
the white pro leagues,then most of our
teamscouldn'tmakeendsmeet.Sure,we
had someplayersin the big leagues,but
we didn't haveany coachesor managers
or front office people up there, and we
haven't had many since.Black interest
in the gamedidnt keepup, and over the
years many of our people have drifted
awayfrom baseball."
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tion into the Atlanta Sports
Hall of Fame, Mary gives Red
a few oratorical pointers. "Say
what'simportant," shetells him, "and
keep it at three minutes.Don't get all
wound up, and for goodnesssakesyou
don't have to give the whole history of
the Negro Leagues."
T h a t F r i d a yn i g h ri n J u n e ,s t a n d i n g
beforesome 300 peoplear the !0estin
Buckhead,Moore says,"I don't think
anybodycould dreamup what my life
h a s b e e nl i k e t h e s el a s t f e w y e a r s .I
neverthought I'd be calleda trailblazc.,
or a pioneer,or an ambassadorfor the
Negro Leagues.I can't expresshow
much this has enhancedmy life, how
it has probably prolonged my life, ano
I thank God I lived long enoughto get

something out of playing, becauseso
many of us didn't live."
By Jim fuley's estimate,Moore is now
one of only 'a couple dozen" surviving
playersfrom the Negro Leagues'golden
era of 1920 to 1948. He is therefore a
certifiedrarity, like a 1909 Homrs Wagner
Moby Dick.
tobaccocard, or a first edktLon
But rariry or no, the aftemoon following
hisinducrionis business
asusual.Moore sits
at a coffeetable insidea Decaturbookstorc
signingphotographsfor $10 apieceand
chaning with anyone who wanders over.
Children are naturally drawn to him, and
when a boy asksMoore when he played,
the old 6rst basemanpats the inquisitor on
his headand replies,"Young man, I played
when only the ball waswhite."
Lateg Greg White, Moore, and I dnve
to Hillcrest Church of Christ, where
'White's
a longtimemember.It is Homecoming Weekend,and we are treated to a
lunch of barbecuechicken,bakedbeans,
coleslaw,bread, and peach cobbler.As
Moore tucks a napkin into his shirt collag
this seemsa good placeand time to ask
him aboutthe Bible.
"My favorite verse," he says,"is [Jobn
1:1]. 'In the beginningwas the word, and
the word was with God, and the word
was God,' Now, to my thinking tiat says
it all. Greg,the burn on this chickenis
perfect. I also like that story about the
three Hebrew boys who wouldn't bow
down to Nebuchadnezzarand the golden
image he'd made.That's in Daniel. My
goodnessthesebeansale something.
"So many people misconstruethe
Bible," he continues."They dont reaiue
God lovesus all no maner what color *c
are on the outside.They want to go by
the Old Testament,or they waqt to go by
the New Testament,or by this book or
that book. I've alwaysbelieved,and I've
always taught, the totality of the Bible.
When you start separatingthings out,
that's wher you start getting thesedifferent denominatioos. Maner of fact, that's
probably where segregationbegan."
He cleans his plate of everything
including the cobbler and then glances
at the buffet line. I offer to fetch anotncr
plate but he shakeshis head. "A man
my age has to watch what he eats," he
says."Anyway, I'm just a guesthere.
Going for seconds,that wouldn't be
polite, you understand."O
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