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Louisville, Kentucky. 1958. I can’t believe 
Cassius Clay is about 
to fight Corky Baker 

on TV. Clay must 
be scared.

Of course 
he’s scared. Clay 
won’t even walk 

down Baker’s 
block. Every kid in 

the neighborhood 
is afraid of that bully. 
He’s so strong and 
tough, he can even 

beat up grown 
men.

No one 
has a chance 
against him in 

a street 
fight. 

But Clay thinks 
he can stand up 

to him and beat him 
in the ring. And if he does, 
Baker might finally stop 
terrorizing us and leave 

us alone. But…

…I’m not sure 
Clay has a 
chance.

Round 
one!
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Born on January 17, 1942 in Louisville, 
Kentucky, Cassius Marcellus Clay Jr. steered 
clear of sport and preferred playing marbles 

with his younger brother, Rudy.

Cassius, Dad 
said he wants our 

help once we finish 
this game.

In those days, many boxers used to 
fight out of necessity. They came 
from extreme poverty, and had no 

other way of making money.

And his mother, Odessa, earned 
money cooking and cleaning 

for some of the wealthy white 
people in Louisville.

Though Clay didn’t come 
from extreme poverty…

But Clay’s situation was different. 
His father, Cassius Sr., had steady 

work—painting signs for local 
churches and businesses.

We’re talking about 
the life of Cassius Clay 

here on Boxing Legends. 
Clay not only defeated 

Corky Baker that day, he 
even went on to become 

a world champion.

But the 
transition from a 

young terrified boy 
to the greatest boxer 

ever didn’t happen 
overnight.

In fact, as 
a boy, Clay wasn’t 
even interested in 

sport.

You boys 
mix the paints 
while I start 

lettering.

Present day. 
New York City.
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…he grew up in the segregated 
Southern United States, where blacks 

were forced to use separate restrooms 
and ride in the back of buses.

This taught Clay that there 
are things worth fighting 

against—things like prejudice.

Mama, it’s 
hot here. And 

I’m thirsty.

We still 
have some time 
before the bus 

comes.

There’s a 
diner on this block. 
Let’s go get you a 

glass of water.

I just wanted 
to get some water 

for my little boy here. He’s 
very thirsty and--

We don’t 
serve blacks 

here. 

You’ll 
have to go 
somewhere 

else. That was wrong 
of her, Cassius. It’s 

wrong to hate anyone 
because they are 
different. Do you 

hear me?
It’s 

wrong.

Yes, 
what do you 

want?
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A few years later. 1954.

Gone! 
Somebody 

stole my new 
bike.

I left it right 
here. My parents 
gave it to me for 

Christmas. What do 
I do now?

My friend and 
I weren’t gone long. 

We just went into the 
bazaar to get some free 
candy, popcorn, and ice 
cream that they were 

giving out.

That was my 
bike, Officer Martin. 

I’m going to find whoever 
took it. And I’m going 

to whup him!

Well, maybe you 
should first learn how 
to fight. When I’m not 

working as a police officer, 
I run a gym, and even train 

young boxers.

Why 
don’t you 
come by?

Do you know 
how to fight, 

Cassius?

No.

I think I saw 
Officer Joe Martin 

in the basement of this 
auditorium. Maybe he 

can help you.
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Weeks later. What do 
you think of this 
new kid—Cassius 

Clay?

He’s not very 
good. He doesn’t 
have much skill.

Maybe not yet. 
But he has a lot of 

heart. He’s the first one 
in every day. Even today, 

he came in right 
after school. I’ve never 

seen a kid willing 
to work so hard. 

He’s here six days 
a week.

He doesn’t 
smoke or drink like a 

lot of the young kids do today. 
He doesn’t do anything that 

would interfere with his training. 
This kind of determination and 

discipline is lacking even 
in grown men.

He’s not only 
the first one in every 

day, but he’s also the last 
one out. He’s training 

when the other kids are 
home having 

dinner.

Why don’t 
you call it a night, 

Cassius? Go home and 
get something to eat. 

We’ll see you back 
here tomorrow. 

Okay?

Joe Martin introduced Clay to a local boxing 
trainer, named Fred Stoner, who helped to 
teach him the fundamentals of the sport.

That’s a 
strong punch, 

Cassius. 

But don’t 
forget to block 
your opponent 

too. 

I’m not hungry, 
Mr. Martin. Just let 
me box for a few 

more minutes.

See... I could 
have hit you with 
an easy shot just 

now.
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Muhammad Ali. His ferocious skill inside the ring made him 
a champion, his gentle spirit outside made him a hero, and his 
courage in life made him a legend.

Like David taking on Goliath, he fought against the biggest 
and the strongest and managed to come out on top. Like a 
modern�day Robin Hood, he gave his wealth to the poor. He 
had the good looks of a movie star and the words of a poet, and 
left his fans and critics absolutely spellbound every time. 

He soon became the champion of the world, but gave it all up 
by standing for what he believed in. Refusing to abandon his 
Muslim faith, and refusing to fight in the Vietnam War, cost 
him the best years of his career, and nearly stripped him of 
his freedom. But Muhammad Ali survived it all, and fought his 
way back to the top all over again.
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