
Clay Moyle writes: Just came across the following in recently acquired book by Tom Meany from 1955 
ƚiƚled ͚Collier͛s Greaƚesƚ Sporƚs Sƚories͛ and ƚhoƵghƚ iƚ ǁas ǁorƚh sharing. Interesting that he forecasted the 
next champ would be someone like Tunney: 

³The\ CaOO Me a BXP 
by Jack Dempsey as told to John B. Kennedy (September 1925) 

SRPHWLPHV I IHHO I¶G OLYH WR JLYH P\ PHPRU\ a NQRFNRXW aQG UHaOO\ HQMR\ OLIH. 

Jack Dempsey said this after demonstrating that he had a memory with a reach longer than the long 
arm of coincidence.  

I KaG WaONHG ZLWK KLP VL[ \HaUV aJR, VLQFH ZKLFK WLPH KH KaG VOaPPHG KLPVHOI LQWR WKH ZRUOG¶V 
heavyweight championship and he remembered exactly the worlds passed between us at a crucial 
point in his career. 

It was a November night in Madison Square Garden. Dempsey was one of a grab bag full of fighters 
whose illegal operations in the name of war charity were connived at by the police, for the Frawley 
Law was dead and the Walker Law unborn. 

He had engaged to meet a certain Joe Bond. With Jack Kearns , he entered the packed arena to loud 
and sustained cheers, and he was about to climb into the ring when Kearns checked him. In the 
squared circle had suddenly appeared a dark could instead of the white foreman Messrs. Dempsey 
and Kearns had engaged to decapitate. TKH FORXG ZaV QRQH RWKHU WKaQ HaUU\ WLOOV¶ SUHFXUVRU ± the 
illustrious Joe Jeannette, Afric super-slugger and tax magnate of Hoboken and the Jersey 
Netherlands.  

Jeannette paced the ring like a black angel of destructions, snorting challenge at the amazed white 
man. The crowd roared cheers at the Negro and emptied its fifteen thousand throats in jibes at 
Dempsey. Kearns, perfumed and peeved, bobbed about the press seats, strenuously arguing that 
Dempsey had offered his services gratis to fight a Caucasian named Bond: that he would fight none 
other. 

TKH KLVVLQJ RI WHQ WKRXVaQG VHUSHQWV VLQJHG DHPSVH\¶V HaUV. TKH NHJUR¶V OLSV FXUOHG RYHU VKLQLQJ 
teeth. Dempsey sprang from his chair for the ring, but a lavender-cuffed hand of Kearns restrained 
him. 

³YRX VWa\ SXW,´ KHaUQV EaUNHG aV VKULHNV RI ³QXLWWHU!´ ³BLJ EXP!´ ³YHOOHU GRJ!´ LVVXHG IURP WKH 
smoke clouds in the galleries. 

Dempsey glowered, black-browed, flushed, a dumb giant stung by mocking wasps. Those nearest 
him understood, sympathized. If he went into the ring with Jeannette, one lucky punch might spoil his 
career. 

³SLW WLJKW, JaFN,´ I aGYLVHG KLP. ³BR[ BRQG RU QRERG\.´ 

He thrust a bandaged hand into mine. 

³I¶OO ILJKW aQ\ ZKLWH PaQ WKH\ SXW RQ,´ KH JURZOHG KXVNLO\, ³EXW I GLGQ¶W aJUHH WR ILJKW a FRORUHG ER\.´ 

As Jeannette leered and the mob howled, he writhed. But between him and the ring stood the slim 
figure of Kearns. Twenty minutes of screaming and hissing ensued. Then Dempsey, head bowed, was 
led away. 
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