“Rock, he called me a Guinea”
(Excerpt from the Autobiography of Rocky Marciano)

Rocky and Eugene had walked to Flagg Pond to go ice skating. It was a place where many of Brockton’s teenagers went for winter fun.

“We were just kind of fooling around on the ice when we spotted this nice-looking broad,” Sylvester said. “We were just beginning to get slightly interested in girls, but The Rock was still real shy. I was the only one in our gang who could throw the girls a line.”
“Euey, see if you can get her to talk to us,” Rocky said.

Eugene skated up to the girl and began talking. “So I was wondering if you’d like to meet my friend Rocky,” he was saying, so engrossed in the progress he was making with her that he didn’t notice her boyfriend skate up and tower over him.

“Who’s this?” he said, glaring down at Sylvester.
“Oh, this is Eugene,” the girl said. “He’s a baseball player.”

“Screw, you dumb little guinea,” the boy said. 

“You and who else is gonna make me?”

They looked comical coming across the ice – skinny little Eugene skating for his life with the girl’s enraged boyfriend racing after him.

“Rock, this guy’s tryin’ to beat me up,” Sylvester shouted. “He called me a dumb guinea.”
Sylvester saw a fight that “lasted only a couple of minutes.” As soon as Rocky heard of Eugene’s insult, he charged in and began punching. Rocky connected with a looping right that split the skin above the startled boy’s eye. The gash spurted blood onto Rocky’s shirt as the boy sprawled over backward.

“It was a nasty cut that wouldn’t stop bleeding, and they had to take this kid up to Brockton Hospital for stitches,” Sylvester said. “I could tell Rocky was upset because the kid got hurt so bad and the blood got on his shirt. But The Rock didn’t say anything. He was still plenty mad because this guy had called us ‘dumb guineas.’”
