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TO ALL MY FRIENDS AND FAMILY at the Church of the Lord Jesus Christ in Houston, Texas: For more than twenty years, they have come to church trusting that I would never bring my problems with me to the pulpit and that I would try to find answers to help all of us with our day-to-day grind in life.

AND TO ALL THE MOMS who have never been ashamed of those of us who were your children.
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Introduction



THERE’S HARDLY a single lesson I’ve learned in life that didn’t come the hard way. So I know that life can sometimes seem like a big hole, and that you have to be pulled up out of it from time to time. But I also know you can pull yourself out. I say this as someone who read his first whole books at the age of sixteen; who was married and divorced four times and found the fifth time to be the charm; who’s the oldest person ever to hold the heavyweight boxing title. I know from experience that you should never give up on yourself or others, no matter what. Everyone in life goes through a hard time sometime, but you can’t let that define who you are. What defines you is how you come back from those troubles and what you find in life to smile about.

I grew up the fifth of seven children in the toughest neighborhood in Houston, and I didn’t have a lot to look forward to in life. At least I didn’t think I did. I was hungry all the time; I dropped out of school in the eighth grade; I relied on my size and my fists to make my way. I became the world heavyweight champion against Joe Frazier in 1973, only to lose the title I’d worked so hard for a year later in my fight against Muhammad Ali. Imagine losing everything you think matters to you in ten seconds. For a long time in my life, I was so full of rage, people couldn’t wait to get out of my way—just like when you see a Doberman pinscher and cross to the other side of the street.

I see a lot of tough guys come into the George Foreman Youth and Community Center in Houston who remind me of myself when I was a teenager. Just like my old friend and boxing coach in California, Charles “Doc” Broadus, did with me, I always put them in the ring against the smallest guy there who knows how to box. The big guy comes out all bluster and swinging this way and that. And the little guy doesn’t even hit him, he just moves out of the way until after a while, the big guy is completely out of breath. That’s usually about the time he realizes that the smaller guy could have killed him with a few well-placed jabs and that it’s how you fight that counts.
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The new heavyweight Olympic boxing champ in the 1968 Olympics in Mexico City. The guy to my far left is my first coach from the Job Corps, Charles “Doc” Broadus.
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The George Foreman Youth and Community Center in Houston sponsors a camp every summer where all of the kids are given pointers about health and nutrition as well as a grill.

This book is about fighting smart for all the things that really matter in life: yourself, your relationships, and your kids. I have done some crying while doing this book. I have gotten some old bones out of the closet, brought back memories I needed to refresh myself with, and reminded myself of some valuable lessons.

As the father of ten children, I am often called on for advice, and I always try to make my kids understand that any advice I offer is a gift. Just as with any other gift, once you give it, it’s no longer yours. It belongs to those you’ve given it to, and it’s theirs to do with as they see fit. That’s the spirit in which I hope you read what I have to say.
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Don’t Take My Advice



I GOT AN E-MAIL not long ago from one of my grown daughters who lives far from home telling me how lonely she sometimes is; and that there is no one in her life right now to look to for advice. I know how she feels; I’ve been in that same place. Because no matter how blessed you are to have loving relationships with family and friends, there are times in nearly everyone’s life when you feel the same way, when you say to yourself, “Who should I turn to?”

The answer is simple: you. The real answers you are looking for are inside of you. The hard part is being able to hear them. Listening to yourself is no different than being able to listen to what someone else tells you. Say you’re in a relationship that you really want to work but deep in your heart you know it’s not right for you. Your friends can tell you it’s bad for you, that you’ve got to get out of it. But you’re not going to make a move until you’re ready. It’s the same whether you’re telling yourself to leave or someone else is telling you.

Wisdom is nothing more than a covenant with the truth. I made a pledge to myself long ago that no matter how much the truth hurts, I would accept it and hold myself to it. That is all wisdom is. To be able to see a lie or an injustice, you have to first look inside yourself, searching every corner of your mind, looking to clean every bit of your conscience. If you do this from day to day, the gift is complete: You can take advice from yourself.

Even if you have never found yourself without someone to turn to, your parents or your spouse or your best friend might not always be there, just as I won’t always be there for my daughter. One day, you will have dreams, hopes, and disappointments so personal that you will not be able to tell those folks or anyone else about them. These you have to figure out for yourself.

Another reason it’s so important for you to be able to trust yourself is that long after anyone else gives you advice, they will have forgotten what they told you. You’re the only one who will have to live with the decisions you made. There is one person who has to look out for you always with the greatest intentions. That person is you. You will no doubt meet many people in this life, as I have, people who will love you, who will try to provide for you and instruct you along the way. But even if other people are there to love you, it’s important to remember that, ultimately, they are just like you. They are human beings, with all their own fears, trying like everybody else to make it through each day. No one has all the answers; otherwise, why would people have so many fears?

Who you take advice from says a lot about who you are. I have been a few different people in my life, but I now have a person who I respect and trust: me. And until you reach that place in life you are at the mercy of fate.








Be Yourself



WHEN I WAS about twelve years old, my mom sent me to see my cousin James in prison. I still don’t know what he was serving time for, but I’ve come to understand why she wanted me to go with his family to visit him: She tried anything that might keep me from ending up there myself.

Unfortunately, that’s not the lesson I came away with that day. James came into the waiting room with hundreds of other men, each one wearing identical white pants and big shirts. As I sat and watched with James’s younger brother, Willie, one man came through the door who I couldn’t take my eyes off. He wasn’t any bigger or taller than the others, but he stood out from the rest of the men like the sun from the clouds. Even though he was dressed the same, his uniform somehow seemed tailor-made. The prison seemed like his castle, and he, a king. It even seemed like the guards at the jail worked for him. Finally, when Willie and I got up our nerve to ask James who he was, he told us, “He’s a slugger”—a boxing term I’d never heard before that means that person is a hard hitter.

I left the prison that day thinking I wanted to be just like that man. He had no luxurious clothes or fine shoes or money, but he seemed to be everything I wanted to be: He commanded attention. Back then, the people I admired were the street fighters others feared. My role models were troublemakers—guys who had either been to jail or were most likely on their way. I thought anyone with a big, long scar down his face was worthy of being my hero. I wanted so much to be tough I even wore a Band-Aid on my cheek.

From that point on, I tried to put the pieces together to cut as imposing a figure as the guy in prison. When I saw a John Wayne movie, I would try to copy his walk. I wanted sideburns, a mustache, and beard like Jimmy Brown’s, and I tried everything to get hair to grow on my face. Later, after I became a boxer, I watched how the people I’d put on a pedestal behaved around others. Sonny Liston was a bully, and I thought that was how you ought to act when you became a big-timer. Once when I ran into Brown and Walt Frazier at a jazz club in Harlem and they brushed me off, I thought to myself, “So that’s how stars should behave!” I filed those lessons away so I could make sure I did the same. Even after I became heavyweight champ, I never bought anything unless I saw that someone I admired had it first: a car like this movie star, a suit like that singer, sideburns and a haircut like someone else. I wanted to be like my heroes. But before I knew it, I had bypassed being like them; I had become them. I had become so many people.

Then one night in 1977, I lost a fight in Puerto Rico to Jimmy Young by unanimous decision. Afterward, in the dressing room, I was sure I was dying, and it was my life I was fighting for. I saw everything I had ever worked for—money, homes, cars, fame—crumble like ashes. That experience changed me. After that, all I wanted was my life—my life. But having spent all those precious years trying to be like so many other people, I didn’t even know who I was.

About a year later, as I was trying to trim my hair with a set of clippers, I accidentally cut a big “S” into the top of my head. I tried everything I could to correct it, but nothing helped, so finally I shaved it all off. When I looked in the mirror, I was so ashamed I put on a ski hat so no one else could see how I really looked. I intended to wear it until my hair grew back. But one day I forgot to put the hat on, and by the time I realized it, people had already snickered at me. I was as embarrassed as if I’d walked out in public without clothes on. When I studied my bald reflection, though, I recognized a person I hadn’t seen since I was a boy. I saw me. Looking back was the face I was born with, the boy my mom had always loved. I said to myself, “You are healthy, you have a home and all the things you’ve ever dreamed of, and yet you’re ashamed of yourself because you don’t look like other people.” You can’t hide from yourself; I tried that for too long. I decided to leave the hat at home for good.
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I named all my sons George Edward Foreman, not because I couldn’t think of a better name, but to lay down a foundation for them in life. I’m holding George V, whom we call “Red,” when he was about one week old. The photo was taken in 1991, shortly before I fought Evander Holyfield.

That’s when I realized why I had admired that man in prison all those years earlier: He was the only person there who liked himself; he was exactly who he wanted to be. He wore his clothes like he loved them. While all the other men tried to act tough, he only had to be himself. My cousin and I had seen this man from the inside out.

From that day on, I have stood in front of any mirror with pride—brushing my teeth, shaving, or sometimes simply to admire the man God has made of me. I feel completely at peace. My only true goal is to be the same guy tomorrow that I am today. Who I am has nothing to do with what I look like on the outside, only with what I feel on the inside. It has nothing to do with what I wear but with how I treat others. My identity doesn’t come from my success but from the pride my wife and children have in me. I am me, and I like it. I am alive today with happiness for life itself.

I still admire others. I wish I could dance like Gregory Hines, shoot baskets like Michael Jordan, even act in movies like Robert De Niro. Still, I don’t want to be anyone else but myself. I found out the best person I could be was George Foreman. Life is such a short journey. I tell my kids, “Spend it being yourself. Never carry anyone else along inside yourself.” That makes it too hard. When you find yourself, hold on with all your might.
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