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			Foreword

			By Greil Marcus

			When Peter Benjaminson’s The Story of Motown was published in 1979, it was the first comprehensive book on the record label that—what? Changed the country? Brought black capitalism out of its funeral home empires and gospel emporiums and into the post-war twentieth century boom? Made Detroit as proud in the sixties as the Lions had made it in the fifties? Created records that, though recycled across six decades in countless cover versions by performers from every genre in pop music, through movies, TV shows, TV commercials, radio commercials, and Claymation commercials, remain inviolate and whole, speaking in their own voices, sloughing off the years they’ve traveled like dust? When you hear Marvin Gaye’s “I Heard It Through the Grapevine” or the Miracles’ “The Tracks of My Tears” you don’t think of The Big Chill. You hear dramas enacted, on their own terms, and you shake your head, stunned that anything could be this good, this perfect. But if these are perfect records, they are more than that—or their existence as records can’t enclose the story they tell. You could say Motown changed history itself: when it released Martha and the Vandellas’ “Dancing in the Street” in 1964, did anyone at Hitsville USA on West Grand Boulevard know, as people would discover, sing, and trumpet in Watts a year later and in Detroit, on Woodward Avenue, two years after that, that the song was about a riot, a refusal, a willingness to tear a city down to make it right? I wouldn’t bet money that in 1964 someone didn’t know.

			There had been a short, flat, circumscribed study in published in the UK in 1971, David Morse’s Motown and the Arrival of Black Music. Scores of books have followed The Story of Motown: from boilerplate like Gerald Posner’s 2002 Motown: Music, Money, Sex and Power to such truly distinguished works as Raynoma G. Singleton’s 1990 Berry, Me, and Motown (“Bury Me in Motown,” as some people in Detroit called this blazing memoir by Berry Gordy’s second wife), Nelson George’s 1985 Where Did Our Love Go? The Rise and Fall of the Motown Sound and Gerald Early’s 1995 One Nation Under a Groove: Motown and American Culture, followed in turn by biographies and studies devoted to everyone from Berry himself to Diana Ross to Marvin Gaye to house band bassist and Funk Brother James Jamerson.  Following the beginning of his career as journalist at the Detroit Free Press from 1970 to 1976, Benjaminson himself, for all of his years in New York with the Department of Investigation, the correction officers’ union, and the state Department of Labor, and journalism professor, has never left the Motown beat, publishing crucial books on Florence Ballard and Mary Wells. There are books to be found on single Motown albums and even an entire book on a single Motown single. The well is not dry, many of the central actors are dead but more are still alive, and they will be heard from one way or the other.

			For all of that, The Story of Motown still delivers a charge you can find nowhere else.  It’s the sense of excitement and suspense that comes with a tale being fully made public for the first time. When the book appeared in 1979, twenty years after the beginning of the Motown fact with the release of its first record, Barrett Strong’s “Money (That’s What I Want)” in 1959, that feeling of unveiling is patent and fierce, and it is just as strong now. Here is where Benjaminson’s experience as a crime reporter, street reporter, city reporter—privately employed, but as well a kind of public actor, with a debt to the truth owed to the public—comes into play.

			Motown created events with the making, release, and marketing of its records. Millions of people were affected by those events—and it’s not merely the notion that some of those people might be interested in the story of how that happened that powers Benjaminson’s book. It’s the conviction that everyone and anyone whose life was touched by what happened at Motown deserves access to that story—which is to say, in a perhaps small but undeniable manner, access to their own lives. That’s perhaps why the story as Benjaminson tells it is, regardless of who he spoke to, who trusted him, whose trust he honored, an inside story, with the certainty that the betrayal is always more important than the promise, the secret more relevant than the verifiable fact. It is Motown as public domain.

			With such a spirit animating the book, every detail—from the start, the exemplary story of the Gordy clan from its beginnings in Georgia, Berry Gordy’s own beginning in the fifties hustling songs to Jackie Wilson (the list of hits he wrote or cowrote before anyone outside of small music circles knew his name is stunning: “Reet Petite,” “That’s Why (I Love You So),” “Lonely Teardrops,” more), the early Motown business model of making every 45 a hit—takes on enormous pressure, the pressure that comes when any incident in the greater story, be that a decision, a hunch, a bet, an act of generosity or cruelty, a sacrifice made for the good of the company or the company sacrificing someone who was part of it, seems at once unlikely and inevitable.  And that means, as one reads the book now, maybe already knowing how so many of the stories turned out—Marvin Gaye turning both Motown and his own life inside out with “What’s Going On” in 1971 and then dead by his own father’s hand; Michael Jackson leaving the company in 1975, creating the biggest hit in history with “Thriller” in 1982, becoming perhaps the most famous person in the world by 1984, and dead from a drug overdose at fifty; the Contours’ “Do You Love Me” and a hundred other records sounding like miracles fifty years or more after they were made—you keep turning the pages with the feeling that you don’t know.

			Benjaminson’s book doesn’t beg the question of whether it all really happened the way he says it did, because as he tells the story that question fades against its answer: the fact that it happened at all.

			Peter Benjaminson and Greil Marcus attended Menlo-Atherton High School together in Menlo Park from 1959 to 1963, a few years before Bob Weir, later of the Grateful Dead, and Lindsay Buckingham and Stevie Nicks, later of Fleetwood Mac, took their turns at the same desks.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			If I could find a white man who had the Negro sound 
and the Negro feeling, I could make a million dollars.

			—Sam Phillips, who went on to discover Elvis Presley

			We stole more records than anybody.

			—Former executive of a white-owned record company

			For more than a hundred years, much of American popular music has been black. Minstrel shows, ragtime, Dixieland, jazz, swing, boogie-woogie, blues, and rock ’n’ roll—all were created by blacks and later copied by whites. Music was one of the few areas in which blacks were allowed almost total freedom even during slavery. They inherited a well-developed African musical tradition and enhanced it through contact with hymn-singing missionaries.

			African American music was attractive to whites. The blues scale, the call-and-response forms were very similar to European folk music. And white musicians liked a strong beat, as centuries of marches and polkas, dancing and drinking songs demonstrated.

			Whites liked black music so much they stole it and profitted from it. This was as true of rock ’n’ roll as it was of earlier musical forms originated by blacks. In fact, the earliest white rock ’n’ roll hits were rerecording of songs already recorded by black musicians. These rerecordings were called “covers.”

			Black singer Joe Turner first recorded “Shake, Rattle, and Roll.” But a white group, Bill Haley and His Comets, made it a hit with their cover. Black singer Ruth Brown originally recorded “Oh What a Dream,” but the hit was Patti Page’s cover. A black group, the Clovers, was the first to record “Devil or Angel,” but white singer Bobby Vee made his version a hit. The list is a long one.

			Copyright law required the covering record company to pay royalties to the firm holding the copyright on the original record. Some small record companies didn’t even bother to copyright their songs, however, either because they were unfamiliar with the process or because the big short-term money in the record business is in sales. The owners of some small firms, however, bought the copyrights from their own performers for small sums, took the songs to the big white record companies to be covered, then collected the royalties themselves. The performers were the losers.

			The whites who did the best with covers of black songs were clean cut: The Crew Cuts, Ricky Nelson, Perry Como, Tony Bennett, the McGuire Sisters, and others. Pat Boone’s first seven hits were covers, including “Two Hearts,” “Tutti-Frutti,” “Long Tall Sally,” and “Ain’t That a Shame.”

			But many white listeners, especially the younger ones, wanted their music a little raunchier. Enter Elvis Presley, a white man from Tupelo, Mississippi. He was said to have developed his singing style by imitating black singer Arthur “Sonny Boy” Crudup. (One of Presley’s first recorded songs, “That’s All Right,” was composed by Crudup.)

			Presley’s earthy, suggestive style was one reason that white parents hadn’t wanted their children exposed to black singers. But because Presley was white and the times were changing, he got away with it. A very talented performer with astute management, Presley got away with it on a then unheard-of scale. He produced fourteen consecutive million-selling records. In 1956 alone, he had nineteen hits, three of them No. 1. He was simultaneously at the top of the pop, country & western, and rhythm & blues charts. The first rock ’n’ roller to became a business bonanza, he produced the first record album to sell more than a million copies. Ed Sullivan paid him the highest fee a performer ever received for appearing on The Ed Sullivan Show. Elvis became America’s top movie and concert attraction.

			Presley drew from white as well as black musicians and developed his own unique musical style. Nevertheless, he drew most heavily from blacks. And while he made millions, the black artists he sometimes imitated continued to sing and record for pennies.

			But Presley’s liberating effect on popular music, and the gradual erosion of racial barriers in American society, opened up new opportunities for black performers. As the popularity of black music grew, more stations began playing it and more teenagers, white as well as black, began listening.

			This was when Gordy started making records. His timing was perfect. He was black, but not a racist. He knew how to write hit tunes. He wanted to be rich. And his upbringing and early career had prepared him for the record business.

		

	
		
			Prologue

			Motown was part of growing up in the 1960s and ’70s. An amazing number of well-known stars worked for the company: Diana Ross and the Supremes, Martha Reeves and the Vandellas, Gladys Knight and the Pips, Smokey Robinson and the Miracles, Jr. Walker and the All Stars, Mary Wells, Stevie Wonder, Marvin Gaye, Tammi Terrell, Edwin Starr, David Ruffin, Eddie Kendricks, Shorty Long, the Temptations, the Four Tops, the Fifth Dimension, the Marvelettes, the Contours, the Isley Brothers, the Spinners, the Originals, the Jackson Five, the Commodores, Rare Earth, Rick James, and many others. Most were Motown stars. Many started and ended with Motown.

			Motown is important for other reasons. A black company, Motown made black music popular among Americans of all ages. The movies it produced—especially Lady Sings the Blues, Mahogany, and Bingo Long and the Traveling All-Stars and Motor Kings—came close to negating the idea of the “black film” as a separate and inferior creation. Besides bringing black music and film into the American mainstream, Motown made international superstars out of kids from Detroit who might not have found jobs at all had Motown not existed. The largest black-owned company of any sort in America, Motown was almost completely owned and dominated by Berry Gordy Jr., a black man.

			Yet Motown is a mass of contradictions: the audience for its best-selling records is largely white; the company has employed some major white recording artists, including Pat Boone; white executives fill many of the company’s top jobs; and a great many of its best-known black stars have left it for white-owned record firms.

			This is the story of how Motown grew and changed, and why.

		

	
		
			Chapter One—The Gordys

			Berry Gordy Jr., who founded what became one of the most successful record companies in the country and the largest black-owned business in America, was born in 1929 on the lower west side of Detroit.

			Appropriately for this songwriter turned businessman, whose company was accused of punching out hit tunes and performers the way the Ford Motown Company punches out auto parts, the house where Gordy was born was demolished later to make way for the Edsel Ford Freeway.

			He was one of eight children, four boys and four girls: Robert, George, Berry Jr., and Fuller; Esther, Loucye, Anna, and Gwendolyn. The Gordy Srs. were married in 1918 in Milledgeville, Georgia, where Berry Sr. was a hand on a cotton farm. They moved north to Detroit in 1922 along with many other rural Southerners, black and white, attracted to the Motor City by the growth of the auto industry there.

			But neither of the Gordy Srs. worked on the endless production lines in the vast gray auto factories slowly disfiguring a city that once advertised itself as America’s most beautiful. Neither was the kind to submit to factory discipline; both were intent on maintaining their economic independence.

			Gordy Sr. inherited this desire for economic independence from his mother, who had been faced with a difficult situation on the death of her husband, the first Berry Gordy.

			The family says the first Berry Gordy died when struck by lightning. That same day he’d had his first man-to-man talk about family affairs with his young son. The son, Gordy Sr., said he felt as if he’d grown from boy to man during that one eventful day.

			Before he died, the first Berry Gordy acquired two parcels of land in Georgia. When he died, he owed more than $1,000 on them. In the turn-of-the-century South, when a black person died and left an estate, a white person was automatically appointed to administer the estate and granted a healthy fee for doing so. But the widowed Mrs. Gordy didn’t think it was right, just two or three days after her husband’s funeral, to hand over his land to some white person.

			A friendly white neighbor told Mrs. Gordy that although it was the custom for a court to appoint a white person to administer the estate of a black person, no law required it. So, to the consternation of the local probate judge, Mrs. Gordy appeared in court, demanded the right to handle the estate herself, and was appointed administrator. Supporting herself and her children, she paid off the debt on the land and kept it in the family.

			The first Mrs. Gordy’s determination to assert herself—and be economically independent—was passed down to her son and grandson. But her son, Gordy Sr., father of the record magnate, had his own flair for driving a hard bargain.

			His bargaining ability showed to advantage in another incident involving the same Georgia land. By the late 1950s, the Gordy family holding in Georgia had grown to some 400 acres divided by a road. Kaolin, the mineral from which fine china is made, had been discovered nearby. For years, Gordy Sr. resisted offers of $100 plus mining royalties for the right to dig up the land in a search for kaolin and the right to purchase the land if sufficient kaolin was found. 

			Eventually, his brothers, who owned the land with him, insisted that some of it be parceled off to them so they could accept one of these offers. Gordy Sr. acceded to their wishes. A mining company paid the brothers $100 and was allowed to dig extensively. Kaolin was found, but not in marketable quantities. All the brothers got out of it was $100 and some dug-up earth.

			But Gordy Sr. then got a $1,000 offer from the Anglo-American Clays Corporation for the right to dig on his portion of the land. Sniffing money, he bargained persistently and finally accepted an offer of $10,000 for the right to dig on the land and for a ninety-day option to purchase it for $140,000 if sufficient clay was found.

			No more clay was found on Gordy’s land than had been found on his brothers’ and his land wasn’t purchased. But he had managed to obtain $10,000 for the same rights his brothers had sold for $100. He divided the money among those family members who had stuck with him in his earlier refusals to option off the land. The lesson in hard bargaining and family loyalty was not lost on the younger Gordy.

			Gordy Sr. was no more intimidated by legal procedures or courtrooms than his mother had been. Nor did his ability to drive a hard bargain wither in an urban environment. In the late 1950s, the city of Detroit wanted to raze the neighborhood he was living in to make way for a hospital complex. The city offered him $20,000 for the building he owned, which included a grocery store, a print shop, and the flat above.

			He refused. He and his wife were living in the flat, and, he told city officials, he’d just have to use the $20,000 to buy a place somewhere else. A few years later, when both Mr. and Mrs. Gordy Sr. were well-paid officials of Motown, Mrs. Gordy Sr. convinced her husband they could afford a house in a better neighborhood. Eventually, vandals made a mess of their old building, which they had left uninhabited.

			Again, the city made an offer for the aging, sagging structure, but this time offered only $2,000 because the building had deteriorated. Gordy Sr. refused the offer, although his lawyers said he should accept it. He acted as his own lawyer before the condemnation jury, which rules on the fairness of purchase prices for properties in urban renewal areas.

			When the city’s property appraiser took the stand, Gordy Sr. cross-examined him. “Didn’t you offer $20,000 for that building a few years ago?” Gordy Sr. asked. “Yes,” the expert replied. “Well, what would have done with it at that time?” Gordy Sr. asked. “We would have torn it down to build the medical center,” the witness said. Gordy Sr. replied, “So now it’s hardly standing. It’s easier to tear down. How can you say it’s worth less to you?” The jury agreed, and awarded Gordy Sr. the $20,000.

			Gordy Sr. worked as a plastering contractor. His wife, Bertha, was a real estate and insurance executive and agent, and a political campaigner in her spare time. (She campaigned to elect G. Mennen “Soapy” Williams, later US Assistant Secretary of State for African Affairs, as Governor of Michigan.) Together, the Gordys also ran a grocery store and a print shop.

			With his light-colored skin, thinning white hair, white goatee, white suits, and Southern accent, Gordy Sr. bore a passing resemblance to Colonel Sanders of Kentucky Fried Chicken fame. Although the businesses owned by Gordy Sr. and his wife were hardly on the scale of Colonel Sanders’, to the Gordy children they may have seemed just as extensive. And they demanded hard work.

			Helping their father in his plastering business was not the job of choice for the Gordy children. Plastering involved hard manual labor: hod carrying and cement mixing. Gordy Sr.’s extraordinary handshake was testimony to how hard he worked and how hard he expected others to work. Many men smiled strangely for a while after shaking hands with Gordy Sr.

			The print shop and the grocery store were relatively popular, but Berry Jr. and his brother Robert didn’t like the print shop. They made up excuses to avoid working there after school.

			A childhood friend of the Gordy family, Artie King, said the two brothers were so persistent in their attempts to avoid after-school labor in the family vineyards that to her they were “the two laziest guys in the world.” While living in California in the early 1960s, Mrs. King heard of Motown Records but couldn’t believe it was Gordy Jr.’s business, since he was always such a straggler. Since Gordy Jr. showed an appetite for hard work later in life, maybe his father’s businesses just didn’t appeal to him.

			He couldn’t completely avoid working in the family enterprises, though, and learned a lot about the business world in the process. He later told an interviewer he learned how to be a businessman “through osmosis.” Some lessons were taught directly, however. The Gordy children learned to save a certain amount of money each week, for instance.

			But another major lesson was taught by example: family unity. Whatever the Gordys did, they did together. Run the grocery store. Run the print shop. Bowl. Help the Gordy sisters when they took over the cigarette and candy concession at the Flame Show Bar. Cheer Gordy Jr. from the audience when he became a prizefighter, wherever he was fighting.

			The Gordy’s neighborhood was a fairly nice place to live in. With eight children to support, Mr. and Mrs. Gordy Sr. didn’t have a great deal of money, but there was no lack of necessities for any of the children.

			There were even some luxuries. In the basement below the Gordy businesses was a family recreation room, complete with piano. After an evening of skating, or dancing at the nearby Club Sudan, the Gordy children and their friends would sneak into the rec room to play records and dance. Gordy Jr. would amuse himself by picking out a tune on the piano. His nascent musical talent also surfaced when he won an honorable mention in a talent show for singing “Berry’s Boogie.” (He didn’t carry his musical interests very far until later, though. Boxing was more appealing to him at the time.)

			Unlike what many white people like to think off as the typical black inner-city family, the Gordys were as middle class and upwardly mobile as they possibly could be. That Gordy Jr. grew up in such a striving, middle-class environment had a lot to do with why Motown was so successful. But for Gordy Jr., success was a long time coming.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two—Gordy in the Ring

			Perhaps it was only natural that teenage Berry Gordy was drawn into the amateur and then into the professional fight game. He lived near Black Bottom, the neighborhood that had spawned Joe Louis, the Brown Bomber. His older brother Robert and his younger brother Fuller were both boxers. And boxing was very popular in the Depression-ridden 1930s. 

			The Depression developed a lot of fighters; few people had the money to entertain themselves otherwise. Gym fees were very low, a boxer’s personal equipment was inexpensive, and a kid who wanted to box could get in condition even without a gym by running in the park and boxing in the backyard. (The US has far fewer licensed fighters now than it had in the 1930s.)

			The Detroit city recreation center where the young Gordy began boxing was a home away from home. People visited the center to escape the cold and loneliness of the streets. And for blacks who wanted to be professional athletes, there were few alternatives to boxing. Major-league sports weren’t integrated until 1947. Boxing was one of the very few avenues open to blacks who wished to rise in a society much more discriminatory than it is today.

			For a while, though, it didn’t look as if Gordy was going to rise at all. He was lazy and cocky and wasn’t even sure he wanted to be a fighter. He trained no more than he felt he had to. Most of the time, he went to the gym only to fight, not to train.

			Once the bell sounded though, Gordy fought well. Five feet six inches tall, he started out as a flyweight (112 pounds). As he gained weight, he became a bantamweight (118 pounds) and finally a featherweight (126 pounds). He was lanky, shifty, fast on his feet, and preferred out-pointing his opponents to out-punching them. For this reason, most of his amateur fights were unspectacular.

			Nevertheless, when Gordy hit, he hit hard. At an amateur fight in Monroe, Michigan, Gordy knocked his opponent unconscious in the second round, one of the seven opponents he knocked out as an amateur. He won five other fights on points, lost one, and “was robbed on two,” he told an interviewer in 1967.

			Gordy’s entire family cheered him on from the balcony at almost every fight. As business people first and foremost, they weren’t overjoyed at what seemed to be his choice of profession. But the Gordys always supported each other. (Later on, many early Motown employees, whether Gordys or not, would act very much like the Gordys had—living and working in the same building, working with and for each other, and traveling long distances to applaud each other’s performances.) Also in Gordy’s corner was Jackie Wilson, a pal of his at the gym. A few years later, both would be in the music business.

			Gordy’s success as an amateur and the cheers of his family and friends may have made him a little too cocky for his own good. He taunted a fellow amateur boxer, who came from a poor family, calling him “Few-clothes.” And Gordy’s cocky attitude once caught up with him.

			Detroit AAU and Golden Glove tournaments had been discontinued in 1940 because the city was so heavily involved in defense work. The tournaments had not yet been resumed in 1945. But an amateur tournament had been scheduled for St. Louis, so Gordy’s recreation center sent a team of boxers, including Gordy, to the week-long event.

			All along the 500-mile drive from Detroit to St. Louis, Gordy kept saying he didn’t believe anybody could beat him. He was from Detroit and nobody was going to get the best of him. 

			Gordy carried his cocksure attitude right into the ring. After the first round of his fight, his coach told him, “You blew it. You blew the first round.” Gordy did nothing different in the second round and the coach said, “You blew that too. You blew the second round.” Gordy whispered back, “I’m going to get him in the third round.” He fought well in the third round, but lost the fight on points. He didn’t say a word during the trip back home.

			Gordy may have been discouraged by this defeat, but his overall record was good enough to encourage him to drop out of Detroit’s Northeastern High School in the eleventh grade and turn pro.

			He was dabbling in music at the time, picking out tunes on the piano in his parents’ basement, but music hadn’t jelled for him, school didn’t interest him—he was an indifferent student—and professional boxing held out the promise of $250 to $500 a fight for fighting the main event.

			But the aftermath of Gordy’s first pro fight almost ended his career for good. The fight itself—a four-rounder fought in Chicago on January 6, 1948, which Gordy lost to Rocco De Phillips—was uneventful enough, but after the fight, Gordy and boxing coach Eddie Futch drove back to Detroit together, their car slipping and sliding on the snowy, icy roads.

			Just beyond an overpass near Detroit, their wheels hit a patch of ice and the car went into a spin, careening into a ditch on the left side of the highway. When the car came to a halt, it had turned around and was facing in the wrong direction.

			Then, in the icy stillness, Gordy and Futch heard airbrakes. Behind them, a tractor-trailer, which had tried to stop to avoid hitting them, was going into the same skid, and heading right toward them. At the last minute, though, the trailer jackknifed and pulled the truck into the ditch on the other side of the expressway. No one was hurt.

			Gordy, stung by his defeat at the hands of De Phillips, won his next three professional bouts, beating Joe Wright and Paul Davis in Detroit and knocking out Frankie Smith in two rounds in Saginaw, Michigan. Then he drew with Richard Armstrong in May 1948, knocked out Dave Jeffries in two rounds, beat Dave Tyson in Detroit in five, beat Ciro Montalso in four, and lost in five to Chuck McGow. Many of these fights took place in Detroit’s sixteen-thousand-seat Olympia Stadium, where a two-and-a-half-hour evening of boxing would include four to six bouts: usually a ten-rounder, an eight, and two fours or a six.

			This phase of Gordy’s professional boxing career was soon over. It wasn’t skill Gordy lacked. Although he was meeting a better class of fighter as a pro, his record remained respectable. But with the surplus of fighters at the time, a new pro had to fight twenty-five or thirty fights before being allowed to fight the main, higher-paying bouts. Gordy was still restricted to $150 preliminary bouts.

			A more serious problem was that Gordy, still a five-foot-six featherweight, couldn’t find enough opponents to fight. There was a scarcity of little fighters. Fighters from the Eastern and Midwestern United States had to go as far as Mexico and Honolulu to find people whose nutritional history made them bantamweights.

			To search out competition of his size and weight, Gordy traveled to California. He found the competition he was looking for, challenging Jesse Morales and losing to him in four, winning a decision from Johnny Rivera after a four-round fight, and then knocking out Rivera in a rematch.

			Very soon, though, Gordy began to wonder what kind of life he was going to be leading, slugging it out with tough slum kids 2,300 miles from home. Before 1949 was over, he was back on home ground, knocking out Jimmy Valentine in Toledo in three rounds and splitting a decision with George Reed after a Detroit four-rounder. The last entry on Gordy’s professional fight roster shows him beating Joe Nelson in Detroit in 1950. Some of Gordy’s fight records are missing, but it’s known he fought four more professional fights after he had beaten Nelson.

			But Gordy’s enthusiasm for the fight game was waning. He had been dreaming of money and glory, but he began to realize that his size was going to limit his earnings. While he remained a five-foot-six featherweight, American males in general and his fellow boxers in particular were growing taller and heavier right around him.

			Not that even the biggest, most successful fighters of Gordy’s day were well off by today’s standards. Muhammad Ali made more money fighting George Foreman in Zaire ($5 million) than Joe Louis made in his whole career. And bantamweight Gordy soon realized that no matter how skilled he was, he was never going to make as much money as world heavyweight champion Joe Louis. The few lightweight boxing champs the United States has produced are neither rich nor famous.

			No record exists of Gordy’s ever being knocked unconscious or even knocked down in fifteen amateur and nineteen professional fights. He always seemed to rebound from defeat to win again, even when fighting far from home. And though he left school and invested years of his life in amateur and professional boxing, he quit when he realized he wasn’t going to get rich as a boxer. His desire for wealth, as well as his resilience, would figure just as prominently in his music career as they had in his boxing career.
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