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BILLY JONES STORY 

Courtesy of Chuck Hasson  

 

The figure of Joe Gans, the Old Master, back in the shadows, is again the guiding spirit of 

another colored boy who sees in the emulation of the fame old-time, ebony tinted warrior's 

gentle-manliness and ring keenness a chance to become a ring great.  

 

This time it is Billy Jones, a contender for the light-heavyweight championship of the 

world; a rugged, lithe, ebony boy who has surmounted the many obstacles tossed in his 

path to become one of the most dangerous ringmen of the day.  

 

Every gesture and manifestation of politeness, poise and pose used by Gans is patterned by 

Billy as soon as he learns of a new Gans trait from an old-timer. He sits awed as stories are 

told of the Old Master and his cyclonic career during the days when he was becoming the 

greatest lightweight of all time.  

 

Gans has been a model for many young men of the ring game who touched the top. Many 

of them bothered little about the out of the ring traits of the old champion but all tried hard 

to follow in the ring steps of the Master.  

 

Kid Williams, former banty champ of the world, borrowed from Gans' talents to dock the 

title strata. His best punches were blows modeled after Gans' best. Tiger Flowers, that 

great and beloved Georgia fighter, was Gansesque in his poise and demeanor. George 

Chaney, following in the path of the Baltimore idol, shortened his punches and became one 

of the most deadly kayo sockers in the world.  

 

And there are dozens of others who have clipped or extended something in their ring style 

to mold it after Gans.  

 

Joe Gans' ability to quickly pullout of a clinch and shoot a devastating blow under the 

heart is a piece of ring business that is luring Billy Jones. As quick as a tiger, Billy 

naturally likes this bit of action and has worked hard to get it within control.  

 

There will be few fouls called on Billy if he can get the Gans technique conquered. Gans 

knew his spot and hit it with a dead certainty.  

 

But Billy is at the top despite race prejudice, mauve decade promoters, who were afraid 

their public did not want colored fighters, and the bitter battle of the good light-heavies to 

stop his flight.  
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When the debating societies of the noble art get going on the subject of the ascension of 

Billy Jones to the top berth in the light-heavyweight rank, somebody arises to know how 

Billy ever toppled the wily Maxie Rosenbloom to the canvas at Pittsburgh two months ago.  

 

And that starts an argument. Whether Billy clipped Maxie with a right cross, a right hook 

or a right uppercut, can never be agreed upon.  

 

But the pictures of the fight favors those who contend that Billy slipped over a right cross 

during the hectic moments of the third round when Maxie was floundering around in 

bewilderment, slipping and sliding as he tried to reach the flashing warrior.  

 

It was a costly topple to Rosenbloom for the word went out that there was an ebony boy 

around who has the boulevardier's number and who was likely to make it more widely 

known should the pair ever meet again.  

 

It was only one of the many knockdowns credited to Billy Jones in recent months. Others 

besides Maxie have felt that right cross and that cruel left hook and many of them never 

got up again until it was too late.  

 

Fred Lenhart and Williard Dix were two of those who failed to come back after getting one 

of Jones' rights. Although Billy had injured his right hand earlier in his fight with Lenhart 

he was still able to cross it over on Freddie, a tough and rough battler.  

 

There are few fighters now who will contend that Jones cannot hit from any angle. They 

have tested him and know. A Jones opponent today is a wary boy. He is aware that Jones' 

kayo blow is likely to come from any direction.  

 

Twenty five kayo's out of a total of forty-eight bouts. Some were put to sleep with a right 

cross; some with a right uppercut; some with left hooks while others went down, to stay 

down, from a combination of every punch known to the game. A finished and a finisher 

fighter is Billy Jones of today who asks nor gives quarter within the hempen rope.  

 

Every now and then along comes a smart baby of pugilism who pockets the champion in 

his division - sews him up in a tight spot - and makes the passing of the crown just a matter 

of form.  

 

That's where the Emperor Jones - Billy to you customers - has Maxie Rosenbloom, light-

heavyweight champion of the world, this bright morning.  
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To everyone but the partisans of the gay Lothario of the science of sock and slam. Billy 

Jones is the CHAMPION. Make no mistake about that. pals. They can rate Rosenbloom in 

Bradstreets and Dunn's but, in the cauliflower market, Jones rates BIGGER and 

BETTER.  

 

Ring history is replete with stories of contenders plugging along for years begging for a 

crack at the champions they know, down in their hearts, they could conquer should a 

meeting for the title ever take place. But a champion is always protected. Managerial 

machinations, promotial phenangling and more sidetracking than an unruly thoroughbred 

produces takes place when the smart contender shoves into the scene.  

 

But, gentlemen, they've cornered Rosenbloom on this count and there's no fences to jump, 

either.  

 

And when you are herding Billy Duffy's man, Maxey, up against the wall he's no plaything 

of Broadway at that business. He loses that 3 A.M. dance step he has so admirably 

mastered to become as foxy a gentleman as you have ever seen since the days of Kid 

McCoy.  

 

But he's there, just the same, and if you ask the man next door. Gentlemen, you will learn 

that when the night of June 29th. pops up in Philadelphia, so will Billy Jones to take over 

the crown to add to the royal ermine he has worn for some time. The ermine that was 

placed upon his ebony shoulders by the fans of fistiana.  

 

The crown? Nope; the crown will not be at stake, theoretically, but Jones will do his best to 

prove to all and sundry that he, not Rosenbloom, is the REAL CHAMPION and rightfully 

deserving of both the crown and the ermine robe.  

 

They come, like this sable battler, Billy Jones, blazing like comets across the fistic 

firmament to startle the boxing fans with the suddenness of their appearance in such 

finished form.  

 

But somewhere along the trail of those mauling meteors is the old, old story of 

perseverance, patience, grit and grind handicaps and the surmounting of insurmountable 

barriers. It is always that way because there is only one way to the top. They never just pop 

to the tap in pugilism overnight.  

 

Billy Jones today is the greatest light~heavywetght fighter in the world for the sole reason 

that he has reached that status by the orderly and thorough process of taking one rung at a 

time and never taking the next one up until he was sure he could make it.  
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When they come battling their way to the fore in fistiana by that system they are bonifide 

leaders, etched deeply in personality, courage and ability. By no other way do they make 

leaders in any endeavor.  

 

Out of Pittsburgh, Jones buffeted and plugged along the obstacle-strewn road that 

confronts all beginners in boxing. And with the natural barriers which confront every 

novice were added to his lot, color lines, race prejudice and the indifference of promoters to 

a black boy with ambition.  

 

So Billy Jones did not flash upon the fistic skies overnight; did not storm the citadels of 

boxing interest in a flurry, as many have come to believe, but came up along the road to 

stove away many a lesser light before he began whipping the Maxie Rosenblooms, the 

Jimmy Braddocks, Latzo's, Sekyra's, Lenhart's,  

Fuente's, McGorgory's and a host of others.  

 

There now stands upon the light-heavyweight boxing throne a lithe, grim, ebony-boy to 

dim the sun of ambition of every fighting man in his division. Only a stroke of the pen of 

the boxing fathers needed to make him the champion. He has won it by every other means. 

Means by which the man at the ringside understands to be by victory over all contenders 

for the coveted honors.  

 

And with all of the barriers that have been confronting this personable black boy he has 

been adding others by polishing off his opponents rather than by playing for future 

contests and return bouts. But this action has endeared him to men who pay at the gate and 

many a promoter's hand has been forced by the paying clientele. His skin does not blind 

them to his worth. And they see in him another edition of the Old Master, Joe Gans, who 

loft neither fan nor promoter in the lurch when he stepped into the ring, but fought every 

fight at his best.  

 

Under the guiding hand of the shrewd Native Son, Frank Fowles, a veteran of the fight 

game, a manager of several ring notables of yesterday, Jones' tutelage has been thorough 

and pointed. He has been piloted with all the care of royalty, always made to understand 

that each step was in a planned direction and that courage and patience would pay in the 

end.  

 

And that time has now arrived where Billy Jones can don the regal robes of his division 

with glory and honor to his race, his sport and to the men who have always had faith in 

him. Billy Jones, gentleman and grand fighter, will make an old-time champion.  
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