WHAT PEOPLE WANT
TO KNOW ABOUT ME

HE two questions I I word for the occasion, a big word
have been asked most ‘By Gene unney if necessary, but preferably a

frequently since I won the
world's heavyweight
championship are, surprisingly
enough, not concerned with boxing at all. The questions are not
always phrased just alike, but in general they run something
likc this:
“Are you going to be married soon?"

“What are your favorite books?"

I like to laugh off the first question as a ]l;l\l_ I may change
my mind later, but at present 1 intend to give my undivided
attention to my job as champion. That docsn't mean I am a
woman-hater.

I am not engaged. I bet a thousand dollars with a friend of
mine a short time ago that I would not marry in five vears. If I
happen to change my mind that privilege ought to be worth a
thousand.

My friends, knowing that T have had the fortunate privilege of
becoming acquainted with some of the charming and wonderful
women in the movies and on the stage, ask me whether 1 would
prefer to marry an actress or a woman from non-professional life,

That's hardly a fair question. As I have been told, Cupid
doesn't call his shots, s0 I'm not going to make ;arr:riunun: 1
have seen too many good men go wrong in telling what they
would do, or what they wouldn’t do, in affairs of the heart.

When Mary Garden told the ship news
reporters in New York on her return from
Europe last October that I was a nice boy
and that she wouldn't mind being en-
gaged to me, I laughed at the joke along
with Mary and the rest of the world. I
certainly got razzed enough over Mary’s
little chat with the new spaper men.

Growing out of the quuﬁllon about my
marrying is this other one: “Do you get
many mash letters?”

Some of the letters 1 receive from the
ladies have me guessing. I don't know
whether they are spoofing me or not,
Some merely ask for autographs or signed
Bzulographs. Some of the letters might

considered proposals. When I am
ready to get married I don’t want the girl
to propose. I hope to do that myself.

This business of being champion still
seems strange to me. People ask me
questions about my private life that I
would have resented a few vears ago.
Now I know that people claim the right
to ask a champion boxer anything. That's
one of the penalties of being a champion.

Those who discuss books ask me to
name my favorite authors and want to
know how in the world I, a mere boxer,
acquired a taste for literature.

Right here and now let me say that I
am primarily a boxer. I don't want the
reputation of a bookworm. The talk
about my liking for books has been over-
done. 1 take the blame myself for it.
During my training day for the Demp-
sey bout, some visitors, seeing me reading
in my spare moments, had a little fun in
their conversations with me by using
Taking up the julu I an-
. 1'm afraid
some of the innocent by ders took me
seriously and thought 1 was parading my
knowledge. One of the lessons hammered
into me in school was to use the proper
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small one,
Being a boxer, my reading at-
tracts attention. Some think I
am highhatting the boys when I talk literature. I am not. I
didn't begin the talk about books. Others did it to make con-
versation. Many put me through a cross examination, a quiz to
test my literary knowledge, as if I were an infant prodigy of eleven
applying for admittance to college. 1 answer out of politeness'sake.

Still, I have a genuine interest in books, or rather the ideas
contained in them. It is a hobby with me, just as Jem Mace, a
bare-knuckle champion of the 1860's, played the violin, and Jem
Ward, another prize ring title holder, painted pictures. Because
a man is a !mxcr it doesn’t follow that he has to be illiterate.

1 have h u| a l.nk for reading. In school I read hooks

i h, including several of Shake-
speare’s plays. \\lml I went to work I continued my reading. I
finished the works of '-sh.lkl.-]n'lra oM COVET Lo cover in an old
. I particularly like “Henry IV }l.lmhl. ' “The Merchant
7 “Macbeth” and “Othello.”

g anthologies and collections, I became familiar with
the works ul many English, Irish and American poets. I havea
good memory and had no difficulty in learning to recite many
passages by heart.

I have read considerable history. I struggled through Gibbon's

“Decline and Fall of the Roman Em-
pire.” And I have read Hendrik Willem
Van Loon's “Story of Mankind,” and be-
lieve me, it's a lot easier than Gibbon.

1 have read much of Cooper, Dickens,
Dumas, Victor Hugo, and Bulwer Lytton.
I have read Samuel Butler's “The Way
of all Flesh,” a book that had a tre-
mendous influence on George Bernard
Shaw. I am familiar with the works of
Jack London, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle,
Jeffery Farnol—just as almost every man
1s who likes a good story.

Like thousands of others, I promise
my=elf to read a long list of books that I
have heard discussed, or read about in
Teviews.

1 have answered the two questions I
am asked most. But there are plenty of
others. In discussing them here, 1
necessarily must make a selection be-
cause of limited space. 1 shall follow no
regular plan but merely answer those
that come first to mind, just as I recall
them in casual conversation,

Some questions, such as the date of my
next fight and the name of my next op-
ponent, 1 shall leave to Father Time to
answer. Here is a frequent question, and
my answer:

“Did you and Dempsey talk to each
other during your fight?"

We did very little talking. Early in
the bout Dempsey hit me a low punch.
He did it unintentionally. He fought a
clean. sportsmanlike fight. As the blow
fell below my belt, I merely called his at-
tention to it by saying:

“Keep them up, Jack! Keep them
upl”

Dempsey said
“Excuse me, Gene."

During a bout some boxers talk to
their opponents. The classic example
was Young Corbett in his fights with
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Terry McGovern. He talked and chatted to rattle McGovern.

At Hartford in 1001, according to the story, Corbett, on
his way from his dressing room to the ring, stopped before
McGovern's dressing room, rapped on the door and shouted over
the transom to the featherweight ch ampion of the world: “Come
on out and take your beating, Terry.

During that bout Young Corbett irritated Terry by discussing
his family and his ancestors between punches. Terry became
50 boiling mad that he fought with increased fury but with less-
ened judgment, so that he became an easy prey for a knockout
in the second round.

I seldom talk in a fight, If I do speak I say something on the
spur of the moment, as I did in my fight with Tom Gibbons at
the Yankee Stadium in New York City in rozs.

We mixed near the ropes in an early round. Gibbons sent over
a clean right-hand shot to my jaw, It did not have any damag-
ing effect, which led me to remark: “If that's all vou have,
Thomas, you won’t get very far.”
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Here's another question: “Did you talk to your seconds be-
tween rounds in the Dempsey fight?™

Up to the fourth round 1 said only a few words to them. As
I sat on the stool in my corner they could see that I had the situ-
ation well in hand. At the end of my first round my manager,
Billy Gibson, asked: “How do you feel, Gene?"

“I'm all right,”" T replie

I did no talking from the fourth round to the gong that ended
the contest. 1 was perfectly content to remain quiet, and for
a very good reason. It hurt me to talk.

During the fourth round I decided to shift my attack from
Dempsey’s face to his body. 1 drove a right over his heart. At
the same instant he led a left hook for the point of my jaw.

1 saw it coming. Dempsey was shooting out his most effective
wallop—the one he had used to flatten Willard, Carpentier,
Firpo and a score of other boxers.

Since I did not have my arms in & position to block the hook,
due for its destination in a fraction of a second, I knew I must
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