CONDITION .
By
BILL BROVVN

AM A TRAINER. I am not a doctor and I do
not pretend to be one. Nobody ever calls me
“doctor” and I don't ever want to hear any-
A% lone address me as “professor.” My friends call
me Bill. I could condition Gene Tunney or
the man who succeeded him, or I could train any other
champion in some field of sport, but that is not my
business. I condition men in the fashion the trainer of
a college football team conditions his men, getting
them into that physical shape, tritely known as the pink
of condition. '

My physical training farm, called Brownsdale, is not
designed to be an institution where weight is reduced or
increased or where blood pressure is lowered or raised.
All of those things are accomplished there as a matter
of course and as a natural result of the primary, and
the only, purpose that dominates my farm. That pur-
pose is to put the men who come as my guests into the
best possible physical condition. To do that I use no
magic, no trick formulas, I use common sense; and I
get results. Forty-four years ago I began my career
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