oxing gets in your blood. It got into mine through my father, Harry Goodman, a former street

boxer in Boston’s old West End. He told me the stories, took me to fights, set me up With_ lessons
when I was 12. Thirty-three years later, killing a little time in New York, I looked up over 42nd and
Broadway and saw the sign in a grungy second floor window: Times Square Gym. The door was
unmarked, the staircase was dark, and as I got to the top, peering over the half door, starting to won-
der what the hell I'm doing here, a voice growls “what the f~do you want?” The growl belonged to
Willie Dunne, the manager, who let me come in for a few minutes to take a few pictures. Ten days
later, I brought him back a few prints. He looked at them quietly for about 20 seconds, and said
“you’re welcome here, do whatever you want.”

This book is dedicated to Harry Goodman, who gave me a love of boxing. If I'd been any good,
I'd have been in one of these pictures instead of taking them.

I have Minor White to thank for that. He taught me the difference between seeing and looking.
Without him not only would this book not exist, but I would not be a photographer.

Special thanks to Robert Klein for initially recognizing these photographs, Bonni Benrubi and
staff for their steadfast support, Henry Hornstein for his great advice, Anthony Russo for making me
stick with the project, Steve Snider for connecting me with Pete Hamill, Mark Heflin for being incredi-
bly calm and patient, Pete Hamill for being himself, Jim Megargee and Cornelia van de Linde for their
painstaking black and white prints, Gary Koepke for his design and our spirited collaboration, Julia Van
Haaften of the New York Library for saying she had to have these photographs, Alice George for send-
ing me to Bonni Benrubi, Barbara Millstein for sending me to Julia Van Haaften, Bruce Silverglade for
sending me to Karl Leshore, Susan Slover and Alessia Usai for their creative support, Gail Welch for
being in the right place at the right time, Polaroid for inventing polapan film, my mother Helen
Soteroplos Goodman for providing the instincts, and Jeanne, Jason and Jared for sharing my life.

Finally, I wish to thank Jimmy Glenn, Willie Dunne, Ralph Correra, Lonnie Davis, Karl Leshore,
and all those involved with the Times Square Gym.

John Goodman
Boston, 1996



