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One fighter invented the psych:

The other man was a war machine

keeps interrupting us, and we are at the beginning of
a conversation in which at least one of us will be hurt,
and maybe both. Even hurt seriously. The example is
picayune, however, in relation to the demands of a 15-
round fight—perhaps we should have to debate non-
stop for weeks under those conditions before one of
us was carried away comatose. Now the example be-
comes clearer: Boxing is a rapid debate between two
sets of intelligence. It takes place rapidly because it is
conducted with the body rather than the mind. If this
seems extreme, let us look for a connection. Picasso
could never do arithmetic when he was young be-
cause the number seven looked to him like a nose up-
side down. So to learn arithmetic would slow him
up. He was a future painter—his intelligence resided
somewhere in the coordination of the body and the
mind. He was not going to cut off his body from his
mind by learning numbers. But most of us do. We
have minds which work fairly well and bodies which
sometimes don’t. But if we are white and want to be
comfortable we put our emphasis on learning to talk
with the mind. Ghetto cultures, black, Puerto Rican
and Chicano cultures having less expectation of com-
fort tend to stick with the wit their bodies provide.
They speak to each other with their bodies, they sig-
nal with their clothes. They talk with many a silent
telepathic intelligence. And doubtless feel the frus-
tration of being unable to express the subtleties of
their states in words, just as the average middle-class
white will feel unable to carry out his dreams of glo-
ry by the uses of his body. If black people are also be-
ginning to speak our mixture of formal English and
jargon-polluted American with real force, so white
corporate America is getting more sexual and more
athletic. Yet to begin to talk about Ali and Frazier,
their psyches, their styles, their honor, their charac-
ter, their greatness and their flaws, we have to rec-
ognize that there is no way to comprehend them as
men like ourselves—we can only guess at their in-
sides by a real jump of our imagination into the sci-
ence Ali invented—he was the first psychologist of
the body.

kay. There are fighters who are men’s
men. Recky Marciano was one of them.
Oscar Bonavena and Jerry Quarry and
George Chuvalo and Gene Fuller and
Carmen Basilio, to name a few, have fac-
es which would give a Marine sergeant
pause in a bar fight. They look like they
could take you out with the knob of bone they have
left for a nose. They are all, incidentally, white fight-
ers. They have a code—it is to fight until they are
licked, and if they have to take a punch for every
punch they give, well, they figure they can win. Their
ego and their body intelligence are both connected to
the same source of juice—it is male pride. They are
substances close to rock. They work on clumsy skills

to hone them finer, knowing if they can obtain par-
ity, blow for blow with any opponent, they will win.
They have more guts. Up to a far-gone point. pain is
their pleasure, for their character in combat is their
strength to trade pain for pain, loss of faculty for
loss of faculty.

One can cite black fighters like them. Henry Hank
and Reuben Carter, Emile Griffith and Benny Paret.
Joe Frazier would be the best of them. But black fight-
ers tend to be complex. They have veins of unsus-
pected strength and streaks when they feel as spooked
as wild horses. Any fight promoter in the world knew
he had a good fight if Fullmer went against Basilio, it
was a proposition as certain as the wages for the week.
But black fighters were artists, they were relatively
moody, they were full of the surprises of Patterson
or Liston, the virtuosities of Archie Moore and Sug-
ar Ray, the speed, savagery, and curious lack of sub-
stance in Jimmy Ellis, the vertiginous neuroses of gi-
ants like Buster Mathis. Even Joe Louis, recognized
by a majority in the years of his own championship
as the greatest heavyweight of all time, was surpris-
ingly inconsistent with minor fighters like Buddy
Baer. Part of the unpredictability of their perfor-
mances was due to the fact that all but Moore and
Robinson were heavyweights. Indeed, white cham-
pions in the top division were equally out of form
from fight to fight. It can, in fact, be said that heavy-
weights are always the most lunatic of prizefighters.
Thecloser a heavyweight comes to the championship,
the more natural it is for him to be a little bit insane, se-
cretly insane, for the heavyweight champion of the
world is either the toughest man in the world or he is
not, but there is a real possibility he is. It is like being
the big toe of God. You have nothing to measure
yourself by. Lightweights, welterweights, middle-
weights can all be exceptionally good, fantastically
talented—they are still very much in their place. The
best lightweight in the world knows that an unranked
middleweight can defeat him on most nights, and the
best middleweight in the world will kill him every
night. He knows that the biggest strongman in a tough
bar could handle him by sitting on him, since the
power to punch seems to increase quickly with w eight.
A fighter who weighs two-forty will purch more than
twice as hard as a fighter who weighs one-twenty.
The figures have no real basis, of course, they are
only there to indicate the law of the ring: a good big
man beats a good little man. So the notion of prize-
fighters as hard-working craftsmen is most likely to
be true in the light and middle divisions. Since they
are fighters who know their limitations, they aie like-
ly to strive for excellence in their category. The bet-
ter they get, the closer they have come to sanity, at
least if we are ready to assume that the average fight-
er is a buried artist, which is to say a bedy artist with
an extreme amount of violence in him. Obviously the
better and more successful they get, the more they

gy of the body

have been able to transmute violence into craft, dis-
cipline, even body art. That is human alchemy. We re-
spect them and they deserve to be respected.

But the heavyweights never have such simple san-
ity. If they become champions they begin to have inner
lives like Hemingway or Dostoyevsky, Tolstoy or
Faulkner, Joyce or Melville or Conrad or Lawrence
or Proust. Hemingway is the example above all. Be-
cause he wished to be the greatest writer in the his-
tory of literature and still be a hero with all the body
arts age would yet grant him, he was alone and he
knew it. So are heavyw eight champions alone. Demp-
sey was alone and Tunney could never explain him-
self and Sharkey could never believe himself nor
Schmeling nor Braddock, and Carnera was sad and
Baer an indecipherable clown; great heavyweights
like Louis had the loneliness of the ages in their si-
lence, and men like Marciano were mystified by a pow-
er which seemed to have been granted them. With the
advent, however, of the great modern black heavy-
weights, Patterson, Liston, then Clay and Frazier,
perhaps the loneliness gave way to what it had been
protecting itself against—a surrealistic situation un-
stable beyond belief. Being a black heavyweight
champion in the second half of the 20th Century (with
black revolutions opening all over the world) was now
not unlike being Jack Johnson, Malcolm X and Frank
Costello all in one. Going down the aisle and into
the ring in Chicago was conceivably more frighten-
ing for Sonny Liston than facing Patterson that night
—he was raw as uncoated wire with his sense of ret-
ribution awaiting him for years of prison pleasures
and underworld jobs. Pools of paranoia must have
reached him like different washes of color from dif-
ferent sides of the arena. He was a man who had bare-
ly learned to read and write—he had none of the im-
pacted and mediocre misinformation of all the world
of daily dull reading to clot the antenna of his senses
—s0 he was keen to every hatred against him. He
knew Killers were waiting in that mob, they always
were, he had been on speaking terms with just such
subjects himselt—now he dared to be King—any as-
sassin could strike for his revenge upon g Liston
had long forgot; no wonder Liston was in fear going
into the ring, and happier once within it.

And Patterson was exhausted before the fight be-
gan. Lonely as a monk for years, his daily gym work
the stuff' of his meditation, he was the first of the black
fighters to be considered, then used, as a political
force. He was one of the liberal elite, an Eleanor Roo-
sevelt darling, he was political mileage for the
NAACP. Violent, conceivably to the point of mur-
der il he had not been a fighter, he was a gentleman
in public, more, he was a man of the nicest, quictest,
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Slugging flat-footed; Frazier
grazes Ali with a left hook
in the third round. This dra-
matic picture was taken by
camera-buff Frank Sinatra.







Ali and Frazier clinch against the ropes during the 14th round
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Ali's most punishing weapon was his
superb left jab (above). By the end

of the fight it had turned Frazier's
face into a red and swollen pulp.

The jab
versus
the
hammer

Frazier threw countless wild left
hooks, most of which Ali avoided
(left). Frazier bores in low (right) to
hammer away at Ali's midsection.
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In his corner Frazier listens to
trainer Yancey Durham (above)

moments before the fifth round.
After the seventh, Ali (below)

reacts with a wave to the chant
of his fans: “Alil Alil Alil"”

As referee Arthur Mercante At the end of the eighth, Al
separates them at the end of stands against the ropes, taunt-
the fifth, Frazier derides Ali. ing Frazier: “You can't hit."”







ust before the last round, Ali slumps
back in his corner (left), waiting for
he bell and trying to absorb the last-
hance instructions being shouted
it him by assistant Bundini Brown.

By the 15th round, Ali was trailing
on all three scorecards, and only a
knockout could have saved him. But
in the first minute, Frazier caught
him on the side of the face with a
left hook and suddenly Ali was fall-

ing (left), downed for only the third
time in his career (below). While Fra-
zier was being led to a neutral cor-
ner by the referee (bottom), Ali
climbed back to his feet. The fight
went on, but it was too late for Ali.




e didn't train for Frazier as perhaps he had to—he war
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most private good manners. But monastic by incli-
nation. Now, all but uneducated, he was appealed to
by political blacks to win the Liston fight for the im-
age of the Negro. Responsibility sat upon him like a
comic cutback in a silent film where we return now
and again to one poor man who has been left to hold
a beam across his shoulders. There he stands, hardly
able to move. At the end of the film he collapses.
That was the weight put on Patterson. The respon-
sibility to beat Liston was too great to bear. Patter-
son, a fighter of incorruptible honesty, was knocked
out by punches hardly anybody saw. He fell in open
air as if seized by a stroke. The age of surrealistic bat-
tles had begun. In the second fight with Liston, Pat-
terson, obviously more afraid of a repetition of the
first nightmare than anything else, simply charged his
opponent with his hands low and was knocked down
three times and out in the first round. The age of
body psychology had begun and Clay was there to
conceive it.

A kid as wild and dapper and jaybird as the pres-
ident of a down-home college fraternity, bow-tie,
brown-and-white shoes, sweet, happy-go-lucky, rau-
cous, he descended on Vegas for the second Patterson-
Liston fight. He was like a beautiful boy surrounded
by doting aunts. The classiest-looking middle-aged
Negro ladies were always flanking him in Vegas as if
to set up a female field of repulsion against any evil
black magnetic forces in the offing. And from the sanc-
tuary of his ability to move around crap tables like
a kitten on the frisk, he taunted black majestic king-
size Liston before the fight and after the fight. **You’re
so ugly,” he would jeer, crap table safely between
them, *‘that I don’t know how you can get any uglier.”

**Why don’t you sit on my knee and I’ll feed you
your orange juice,” Liston would rumble back.

“*Don’t insult me, or you'll be sorry. ’Cause you're
just an ugly slow bear.”

They would pretend to rush at one another. Small-
er men would hold them back without effort. They
were building the gate for the next fight. And Liston
was secretly fond of Clay. He would chuckle when
he talked about him. It was years since Liston had
failed to knock out his opponent in the first round.
His charisma was majestic with menace. One held
one’s breath when near him. He looked forward with
obvious amusement to the happy seconds when he
would take Clay apart and see the expression on that
silly face. In Miami he trained for a three-round fight.
In the famous fifth round when Clay came out with
caustic in his eyes and could not see, he waved his
gloves at Liston, a look of abject horror on his face,
as if to say, ‘‘Your younger brother is now an old
blind beggar. Do notstrike him.” And did it with a pe-

culiar authority. For Clay looked like a ghost with
his eyes closed, tears streaming, his extended gloves
waving in front of him like a widow’s entreaties. Lis-
ton drew back in doubt, in bewilderment, conceiv-
ably in concern for his new great reputation as an ex-
bully; yes, Liston reacted like a gentleman, and Clay
was home free. His eyes watered out the caustic, his
sight came back. He cut Liston up in the sixth. He
left him beaten and exhausted. Liston did not stand
up for the bell to the seventh. Maybe Clay had even de-
feated him earlier that day at the weigh-in when he
had harangued and screamed and shouted and whis-
tled and stuck his tongue out at Liston. The Champ
had been bewildered. No one had been able ever to
stare him in the eyes these last four years. Now a boy

28

was screaming at him, a boy reported to belong to
Black Muslims, no, stronger than that, a boy favored
by Malcolm X who was braver by reputation than
the brave, for he could stop a bullet any day. Liston,
afraid only, as he put it, of crazy men, was afraid of
the Muslims for he could not contend with their al-
legiance to one another in prison, their puritanism,
their discipline, their martial ranks. The combination
was too complex, too unfamiliar. Now, their boy, in
a pain of terror or in a mania of courage, was scream-
ing at him at the weigh-in. Liston sat down and shook
his head, and looked at the Press, now become his
friend, and wound his fingers in circles around his
ear, as if saying, Whitey to Whitey, *‘That black boy
is nuts.” So Clay made Liston Tom it, and when Lis-
ton missed the first jab he threw in the fight by a foot
and a half, one knew the night would not be ordi-
nary in the offing.

For their return bout in Boston, Liston trained as
he had never before. Clay got a hernia. Liston trained
again. Hard training as a fighter grows older seems
to speak of the dull deaths of the brightest cells in all
the favorite organs; old fighters react to training
like beautiful women to washing floors. But Liston
did it twice, once for Clay’s hernia, and again for
their actual fight in Maine, and the second time he
trained, he aged as a fighter, for he had a sparring part-
ner, Amos Lincoln, who was one of the better heavy-
weights in the country. They had wars with one an-
other every afternoon in the gym. By the day before
the fight, Liston was as relaxed and sleepy and dopey
asa man in a steambath. He had fought his heart out
in training, had done it under constant pressure from
Clay who kept telling the world that Liston was old
and slow and could not possibly win. And their fight
created a scandal, for Liston ran into a short punch
in the first round and was counted out, unable to
hear the count. The referee and timekeeper missed sig-
nals with one another while Clay stood over fallen Lis-
ton screaming, ‘‘Get up and fight!”* It was no night
for the fight game, and a tragedy for Clay since he
had trained for a iong and arduous fight. He had de-
veloped his technique for a major encounter with Lis-
ton and was left with a horde of unanswered ques-
tions including the one he could never admit—which
was whether there had been the magic of a real knock-
out in his punch or if Liston had made—for what va-
riety of reasons!—a conscious decision to stay on the
floor. It did him no good.

e had taken all the lessons of his curious
life and the outrageously deep compre-
hension he had of the motivations of his
own people—indeed, one could even ap-
proach the beginnings of a Psychology
of the Blacks by studying his encounters
with fighters who were black—and had
elaborated that into a technique for boxing which was
almost without compare. A most cultivated tech-
nique. For he was no child of the slums. His mother
was a gracious pale-skinned lady, his father a bitter
wit pride-oriented on the family name of Clay—they
were descendants of Henry Clay, the orator, on the
white side of the family, nothing less, and Cassius
began boxing at 12 in a police gym, and from the be-
ginning was a phenomenon of style and the absence
of pain, for he knew how to use his physical endow-
ment. Tall relatively light, with an exceptionally long
reach even for his size, he developed defensive skills
which made the best use of his body. Working ap-
parently on the premise that there was something ob-
scene about being hit, he boxed with his head back
and drew it further back when attacked, like a kid

who is shy of punches in a street fight, but because he
had a waist which was more supple than the average
fighter’s neck, he was able to box with his arms low,
surveying the fighter in front of him, avoiding punch-
es by the speed of his feet, the reflexes of his waist,
the long spoiling deployment of his arms which were
always tipping other fighters off-balance. Added to
this was his psychological comprehension of the van-
ity and confusion of other fighters. A man in the ring
is a performer as well as a gladiator. Elaborating his
technique from the age of 12, Clay knew how to work
on the vanity of other performers, knew how to make
them feel ridiculous and so force them into crucial
mistakes, knew how to set such a tone from the first *
round—Ilater he was to know how to begin it a year be-
fore he would even meet the man. Clay knew that a
fighter who had been put in psychological knots be-
fore he got near the ring had already lost half, three
quarters, no, all of the fight could be lost before the
first punch. That was the psychology of the body.
Now, add his curious ability as a puncher. He knew
that the heaviest punches, systematically delivered,
meant little. There are club fighters who look like ar-
madillos and alligators—you can bounce punches off
them forever and they never go down. You can break
them down only if they are in a profound state of con-
fusion, and the bombardment of another fighter’s fists
is never their confusion but their expectation. So Clay
punched with a greater variety of mixed intensities
than anyone around, he played with punches, was ten-
der with them, laid them on as delicately as you put a
postage stamp on an envelope, then cracked them in
like a riding crop across your face, stuck a cruel jab
like a baseball bat held head on into your mouth,
next waltzed you in a clinch with a tender arm around
your neck, winged away out of reach on flying legs,
dug a hook with the full swing of a baseball bat hard
into your ribs, hard pokes of a jab into the face, a
mocking soft flurry of pillows and gloves, a mean fore-
arm cutting you off from coming up on him, a cruel
wrestling of your neck in a clinch, then elusive again,
gloves snake-licking your face like a whip. By the time
Clay had defeated Liston once and was training for
the second fight, by the time Clay, now champion
and renamed Muhammad Ali, and bigger, grown up
quickly and not so mysteriously (after the potent ego-
soups and marrows of his trip through Muslim Af-
rica) into a Black Prince, Potentate of his people, new
Poombah of Polemic, yes, by this time, Clay—we will
find it more natural to call him Ali from here on out
(for the Prince will behave much like a young god)
—yes, Muhammad Ali, Heavyweight Champion of
the World, having come back with an amazing com-
mitment to be leader of his people, proceeded to go
into training for the second Liston fight with a com-
mitment and then a genius of comprehension for the
true intricacies of the Science of Sock. He alternated
the best of sparring partners and the most ordinary,
worked rounds of dazzling speed with Jimmy Elli
—later, of course, to be champion himself before Fra-
zier knocked him out—rounds which displayed the
high esthetic of boxing at its best, then lay against
the ropes with other sparring partners, hands at his
sides as if it were the 11th or 13th round of an ex-
cruciating and exhausting fight with Liston where Ali
was now so tired he could not hold his hands up,
could just manage to take punches (o the stomach,
rolling with them, smothering them with his stom-
ach, absorbing them with backward moves, sliding
along the ropes, steering his sparring partner with pas-
sive but off-setting moves of his limp arms, Fora min-
ute, for two minutes, the sparring partner— Shotgun
Sheldon was his name—would bomb away on Ali's




elaxed, he was confident

stomach much as if Liston were tearing him apart in
later rounds, and Ali weaving languidly, sliding his
neck for the occasional overhead punch to his face,
bouncing from the rope into the punches, bouncing
back away from punches, as if his torso had become
one huge boxing glove to absorb punishment, had
penetrated through into some further conception of
pain, as if pain were not pain if you accepted it with
a relaxed heart, yes, Ali let himself be bombarded on
the ropes by the powerful bull-like swings of Shot-
gun Sheldon, the expression on his face as remote,
and as searching for the last routes into the nerves of
each punch going in as a man hanging on a subway
strap will search into the meaning of the market quo-
tations he has just read on the activities of a curious
stock. So Ali relaxed on the ropes and took punches
to the belly with a faint disdain, as if, curious punch-
es, they did not go deep enough and after a minute of
this, or two minutes, having offered his body like the
hide of a drum for a mad drummer’s solo, he would
snap out of his communion with himself and flash a
tattoo of light and slashing punches, mocking as the
lights on water, he would dazzle his sparring partner,
who, arm-weary and punched out, would look at him
with eyes of love, complete was his admiration. And
if people were ever going to cry watching a boxer in
training, those were the moments, for Ali had the far-
off concentration and disdain of an artist who simply
cannot find anyone near enough or good enough to
keep him and his art engaged, and all the while was
perfecting the essence of his art which was to make
the other fighter fall secretly, helpless, in love with
him. Bundini, a special trainer, an alter ego with the
same harsh, demoniac, witty, nonstop powers of ora-
tion as Ali himself—he even looked a little like Ali
—used to weep openly as he watched the workouts.

Training session over, Ali would lecture the Press,
instruct them—Ilooking beyond his Liston defense to
what he would do to Patterson, mocking Patterson,
calling him a rabbit, a white man’s rabbit, knowing
he was putting a new beam on Patterson’s shoulders,
an outrageously helpless and heavy beam of rage, fear,
hopeless anger and secret black admiration for the all-
out force of Ali’s effrontery. And in the next instant
Ali would be charming as a movie star on the make
speaking tenderly to a child. If he was Narcissus, so
he was as well the play of mood in the water which
served as mirror to Narcissus. It was as if he knew he
had disposed of Patterson already, that the precise at-
tack of calling him a rabbit would work on the weak-
est link—wherever it was—in Patterson’s tense and
tortured psyche and Patterson would crack, as indeed,
unendurably for himself, he did, when their fight took
place. Patterson’s back gave way in the early rounds,
and he fought twisted and in pain, half crippled like
a man with a sacroiliac, for 11 brave and most mis-
erable rounds before the referee would call it and Ali,
breaking up with his first wife then, was unpleasant
in the ring that night, his face ugly and contemptu-
ous, himself well on the way to becoming America’s
most unpopular major American. That, too, was part
of the art—to get a public to the point of hating him
so much the burden on the other fighter approached
the metaphysical—which is where Ali wanted it.
White fighters with faces like rock embedded in ce-
ment would trade punch for punch, Ali liked to get
the boxing where it belonged—he would trade meta-
physic for metaphysic with anyone.

So he went on winning his fights and growing for-
ever more unpopular. How he inflamed the temper of
boxing’s white establishment, for they were for most
part a gaggle of avuncular drunks and hard-bitten
hacks who were ready to fight over every slime-slicked

penny, and squared a few of their slippery crimes by
getting fighters to show up semblance-of-sober at any
available parish men’s rally and charity church break-
fast—*‘Everything I am I owe to boxing,” the fighter
would mumble through his dentures while elements of
gin, garlic, and goddess-of-a-girlie from the night be-
fore came off in the bright morning fumes.

Ali had them psyched. He cut through moribund
coruscated dirty business corridors, cut through ci-
gar smoke and bushwah, hypocrisy and well-aimed
kicks to the back of the neck, cut through crooked pol-
iticians and patriotic pus, cut like a laser, point of
the point, light and impersonal, cut to the heart of the
rottenest meat in boxing, and boxing was always the
buried South Vietnam of America, buried for 50 years
in our hide before we went there, yes, Ali cut through
the flag-dragooned salutes of drunken dawns and
said, ‘I got no fight with those Vietcongs,™ and they
cut him down, thrust him into the three and a half
years of his martyrdom. Where he grew. Grew to have
a little fat around his middle and a little of the com-
placent muscle of the clam to his world-ego. And grew
sharper in the mind as well, and deepened and broad-
ened physically. Looked no longer like a boy, but a
sullen man, almost heavy, with the beginnings of a
huge expanse across his shoulders. And developed the
patience to survive, the wisdom to contemplate future
nights in jail, grew to cultivate the suspension of belief
and the avoidance of disbelief—what a rack for a
young man! As the years of hope for reinstatement, or
avoidance of prison, came up and waned in him, Ali
walked the tightrope between bitterness and apathy,
and had enough left to beat Quarry and beat Bonave-
na, beat Quarry in the flurry of a missed hundred
punches, ho! how his timing was off! beat him with a
calculated whip, snake-lick whip, to the corrugated
sponge of dead flesh over Quarry’s Irish eyes—they
stopped it after the third on cuts—then knocked out
Bonavena, the indestructible, never stopped before,
by working the art of crazy mixing in the punches he
threw at the rugged—some of the punches Ali threw
that night would not have hurt a little boy—the punch
he let go in the 15th came in like a wrecking ball from
outer space. Bonavena went sprawling across the ring.
He was a house coming down.

et it may have been the blow which would
defeat him later. For Ali had been tired
with Bonavena, lackluster, winded, slug-
gish, far ahead on points but in need of
the most serious work if he were to beat
Frazier. The punch in the last round was
obliged, therefore, to inflame his belief
that the forces of magic were his, there to be called
upon when most in need, that the silent leagues of
black support for his cause—since their cause was as
his own—were like some cloak of midnight velvet,
there to protect him by black blood, by black sense
of tragedy, by the black consciousness that the guilt
of the world had become the hinge of a door that
they would open. So they would open the way to Fra-
zier's chin, the blacks would open the aisle for his
trip to the gods.

Therefore he did not train for Frazier as perhaps
he had to. He worked, he ran three miles a day when
he could have run five, he boxed some days and let a
day and perhaps another day go, he was relaxed, he
was confident, he basked in the undemanding winter
sun of Miami, and skipped his rope in a gym crowd-
ed with fighters, stuffed now with working fighters
looking to be seen, Ali comfortable and relaxed like
the greatest of movie stars, he played a young fighter

working out in a corner on the heavy bag—for of

course every eye was on him—and afterward doing
sit-ups in the back room and having his stomach
rubbed with liniment, he would talk to reporters. He
was filled with confidence there was no black fighter
he did not comprehend to the root of the valve in the
hard-pumping heart, and yes, Frazier, he assured ev-
erybody, would be easier than they realized. Like a lit-
tle boy who had grown up to take on a mountain ot
responsibility he spoke in the deep relaxation of the
wise, and teased two of the reporters who were pres-
ent and fat. **You want to drink a lot of water,” he
said, *‘good cold water instead of all that liquor rot-
your-gut,” and gave the smile of a man who had been
able to intoxicate himself on water (although he was,
by repute, a fiend for soft sweet drinks), “*and fruit
and good clean vegetables you want to eat and chick-
en and steak. You lose weight then,” he advised out
of kind secret smiling thoughts, and went on to talk
of the impact of the fight upon the world. **Yes,” he
said, ‘‘you just think of a stadium with a million peo-
ple, 10 million people, you could get them all in to
watch they would all pay to see it live, but then you
think of the hundreds of millions and the billions who
are going to sce this fight, and if you could sit them
all down in one place, and fly a jet plane over them,
why that plane would have to fly for an hour before
it would reach the end of all the people who will see
this fight. It’s the greatest event in the history of the
world, and you take a man like Frazier, a good fight-
er, but a simple hard-working fellow, he’s not built
for this kind of pressure, the eyes,” Ali said softly,
“‘of that many people upon him. There's an expe-
rience to pressure which I have had, fighting a man
like Liston in Miami the first time, which he has not.
He will cave in under the pressure. No, I do not see
any way a man like Frazier can whup me, he can’t
reach me, my arms are too long, and if he does get in
and knock me down I'll never make the mistake ot
Quarry and Foster or Ellis of rushing back at him,
I'll stay away until my head clears, then I begin to
pop him again, pop! pop!” a few jabs, *‘no there is
no way this man can beat me, this fight will be easier
than you think.”

There was one way in which boxing was still like a
street fight and that was in the need to be confident
you would win. A man walking out of a bar to fight
with another man is seeking to compose his head into
the confidence that he will certainly triumph—it is
the most mysterious faculty of the ego. For that con-
fidence is a sedative against the pain of punches and
yet is the sanction to punch your own best. The logic
of the spirit would suggest that you win only if you de-
serve to win: the logic of the ego lays down the axiom
that if you don’t think you will win, you don't de-
serve to. And, in fact, usually don’t; it is as if not be-
lieving you will win opens you to the guilt that per-
haps you have not the right, you are too guilty.

So training camps are small factories for the pro-
duction of one rare psychological item—an ego able
to bear huge pain and administer drastic punishment.
The flow of Ali’s ego poured over the rock of every dis-
traction, it was an ego like the flow of a river of con-
stant energy fed by a hundred tributaries of black
love and the love of the white left. The construction
of the ego of Joe Frazier was of another variety, His
manager, Yancey “‘Yank™ Durham, a canny foxy
light-skinned Negro with a dignified mien, a gray head
of hair, gray mustache and a small but conservative
worthy's paunch, plus the quick-witted look of eyes
which could spot from a half-mile away any man com-
ing toward him with a criminal thought, was indeed
the face of a consummate jeweler who had worked
for years upon a diamond in the rough until he was

CONTINUED
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now and at last a diamond, hard as the transmuta-
tion of black carbon from the black earth into the bril-
liant sky-blue shadow of the rarest shining rock. What
a fighter was Frazier, what a diamond of an ego had
he, and what a manager was Durham. Let us look.

Sooner or later, fight metaphors, like fight managers,
go sentimental. They go military. But there is no
choice here. Frazier was the human equivalent of a
war machine. He had tremendous firepower. He had
a great left hook, a left hook frightening even to watch
when it missed, for it seemed to whistle: he had a pow-
erful right. He could knock a man out with either hand
—not all fighters can, not even very good fighters,
Usually, however, he clubbed opponents to death,
took a punch, gave a punch, took three punches, gave
two, took a punch, gave a punch, high speed all the
way, always working, pushing his body and arms,
short for a heavyweight, up through the middle,
bombing through on force, reminiscent of Jimmy
Brown knocking down tacklers, Frazier kept on com-
ing, hard and fast, a hang-in, hang-on, go-and-get-
him, got-him, got-him, slip and punch, take a punch,
wing a punch, whap a punch, never was Frazier hap-
pier than with his heart up on the line against some
other man’s heart, let the bullets fly—his heart was
there to stand up at the last. Sooner or later, the oth-
ers almost all fell down. Undefeated like Ali, winner
of 23 out of 26 fights by knockout, he was a human
force, certainly the greatest heavyweight force to come
along since Rocky Marciano. (If those two men had
ever met, it would have been like two Mack trucks hit-
ting each other head-on, then backing up to hit each
other again—they would have kept it up until the
wheels were off the axles and the engines off the chas-
sis.) But this would be a different kind of fight. Ali
would run, Ali would keep hitting Frazier with long
jabs, quick hooks and rights while backing up, back-
ing up, staying out of reach unless Frazier could take
the punishment and get in. That was where the mil-
itary problem began. For getting in against the pun-
ishment he would take was a question of morale, and
there was a unique situation in this fight—Frazier had
become the white man’s fighter, Mr. Charley was root-
ing for Frazier, and that meant blacks were boycott-
ing him in their heart. That could be poison to Fra-
zier’s morale, for he was twice as black as Clay and
half as handsome, he had the rugged decent life-
worked face of a man who had labored in the pits all
his life, he looked like the deserving modest son of
one of those Negro cleaning women of a bygone age
who worked from 6 in the morning to midnight ev-
ery day, raised a family, endured and occasionally elic-
ited the exasperated admiration of white ladies who
would kindly remark, ‘“That woman deserves some-
thing better in her life.”” Frazier had the mien of the
son, one of many, of such a woman, and he was the
hardest-working fighter in training many a man had
ever seen, he was conceivably the hardest-working
man alive in the world, and as he went through his reg-
imen, first boxing four rounds with a sparring part-
ner, Kenny Norton, a talented heavyweight from the
coast with an almost unbeaten record, then working
on the heavy bag, then the light bag, then skipping
rope, 10 to 12 rounds of sparring and exercise on a
light day, Frazier went on with the doggedness, the
concentration, and the pumped-up fury of a man who
has had so little in his life that he can endure tor-
ments to get everything, he pushed the total of his en-
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ergy and force into an absolute abstract exercise of
will so it did not matter if he fought a sparring part-
ner or the heavy bag, he lunged at each equally as if
the exhaustions of his own heart and the clangor of
his lungs were his only enemies, and the head of a
fighter or the leather of the bag as it rolled against
his own head was nothing but some abstract thunk
of material, not a thing. not a man, but thunk! thunk!
something of an obstacle, thunk! thunk! thunk! to
beat into thunk! oblivion. And his breath came in
rips and sobs as he smashed into the bag as if it were
real, just that heavy big torso-sized bag hanging from
its chain but he attacked it as if it were a bear, as if it
were a great fighter and they were in the mortal em-
brace of a killing set of exchanges of punches in the
middle of the eighth round, and rounds of exercise
later, skipping rope to an inhumanly fast beat for
this late round in the training day, sweat pouring like
jets of blood from an artery, he kept swinging his
rope, muttering, “‘Two-million-dollars-and-change,
two-million-dollars-and-change,” railroad train
chugging into the terminals of exhaustion. And it was
obvious that Durham, jeweler to his diamond, was
working to make the fight as abstract as he could for
Frazier, to keep Clay out of it—for they would not
call him Ali in their camp—yes, Frazier was forti-
fying his ego by depersonalizing his opponent, Clay
was, thunk! the heavy bag, thunk! and thunk!—Fra-
zier was looking to get no messages from that cavern
of velvet when black people sent their good wishes
to Ali at midnight, no, Frazier would insulate him-
self with prodigies of work, hardest-working man in
the hell-hole of the world, and on and on he drove
himself into the depressions each day of killing daily
exhaustion.

hat was one half of the strategy to iso-

late Frazier from Ali, hard work and

thinking of thunking on inanimate Clay;

the other half was up to Durham who

was running front relations with the

blacks of North Philly who wandered

into the gym, paid their dollar, and were
ready to heckle on Frazier. In the four rounds he
boxed with Norton, Frazier did not look too good
for a while. It was 10 days before the fight and he
was in a bad mood when he came in, for the word
was through the gym that they had discovered one of
his favorite sparring partners, just fired that morn-
ing, was a Black Muslim and had been calling Ali
every night with reports, that was the rumor, and Fra-
zier, sullen and cold at the start, was bopped and
tapped, then walloped by Norton moving fast with
the big training gloves in imitation of Ali, and Fra-
zier looked very easy to hit until the middle of the
third round when Norton, proud of his something
like 20 wins and one loss, beginning to get some ideas
himself about how to fight champions, came driving
in to mix it with Frazier, have it out man to man and
caught a right which dropped him, left him looking
limp with that half-silly smile sparring partners get
when they have been hit too hard to justify any ex-
perience or any money they are going to take away.
Up till then the crowd had been with Norton, There
at one end of the Cloverlay gym, a street-level store-
front room which could have been used originally by
an automobile dealer, there on that empty, immac-
ulate Lysol-soaked floor, designed when Frazier was
there for only Frazier and his partners to train (as op-
posed to Miami where Ali would rub elbows with
the people) here the people were at one end, the end
off the street, and they jeered whenever Norton hit
Frazier, they laughed when Norton made him look

k! thunk!

silly, they called out, ‘‘Drop the mother.™ until Dur-
ham held up a gentlemanly but admonishing finger in
request for silence. Afterward, however, training com-
pleted, Durham approached them to answer ques-
tions, rolled with their sallies, jived the people back,
subtly enlisted their sympathy for Frazier by saying,
“*‘When [ fight Clay, I'm going to get him somewhere
in the middle rounds,” until the blacks quipping back
said angrily, **You ain’t fighting him, Frazier is.”

*“Why you call him Clay?” another asked. **He
Ali.”

**His name is Cassius Clay to me,’

**What you say against his religion?

*] don’t say nothing about his religion and he
doesn’t say anything about mine. I'm a Baptist.™”

*You going to make money on this?"”

“Of course,” said Durham, ‘I got to make mon-
ey. You don’t think I work up this sweat for noth-
ing.”

They loved him. He was happy with them. A short
fat man in a purple suit wearing his revival of the
wide-brim bebop hat said to Durham, ““Why don’t
you get Norton to manage? He was beating up on
your fighter,” and the fat man cackled for he had
scored and could elaborate the tale for his ladies lat-
er how he had put down Yank who was working the
daily rite on the edge of the black street for his fight-
er, while upstairs, dressed, and sucking an orange,
sweat still pouring, gloom of excessive fatigue upon
him, Frazier was sitting through his two-hundredth
or two-thousandth interview for this fight, reluctant
indeed to give it at all. **Some get it, some don’t,” he
had said for refusal, but relented when a white friend
who had done road work with him interceded, so he
sat there now against a leather sofa, dark blue suit,
dark T-shirt, mopping his brow with a pink-red tow-
el, and spoke dispiritedly of being ready too early for
the fight. He was waking up an hour too early for
roadwork each morning now. *‘I'd go back to sleep
but it doesn’t feel good when I do run.™

I guess the air is better that hour of the morn-
ing.”

He nodded sadly. **There’s a limit to how good
the air in Philly can get.”

“*Where'd you begin to sing?"” was a question asked.

I sang in church first,” he replied, but it was not
the day to talk about singing. The loneliness of hit-
ting the bag still seemed upon him as if in his ex-
haustion now, and in the thoughts of that small in-
somnia which woke him an hour too early every day
was something of the loneliness of all blacks who work
very hard and are isolated from fun and must won-
der in the just-awakened night how large and per-
vasive was the curse of a people. **The countdown’s
begun,” said Frazier, *'1 get impatient about now.™

1id Durham.

For the fight, Ali was wearing red velvet trunks, Fra-
zier had green. Before they began, even before they
were called together by the referee for instructions
Ali went dancing around the ring and glided past Fra-
zier with a sweet little-boy smile, as il to say. “You're
my new playmate. We're going to have fun.” Ali was
laughing. Frazier was having nothing of this and
turned his neck to embargo him away. Ali, having
alerted the crowd by this big first move, came pranc-
ing in again. When Frazier looked ready to block
him, Ali went around, evading a contact, gave an-
other sweet smile, shook his head at the lack of high
spirit. **Poor Frazier,™ he seemed (o say.,

At the weigh-in early that afternoon Ali looked
physically resplendent; the night before in Harlem,
crowds had cheered him: he was coming to claim his
victory on the confluence of two mighty tides — he wis
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the mightiest victim of injustice in America and he
was also—the 20th Century was nothing if not a tan-
gle of opposition—he was also the mightiest narcis-
sist in the land. Every beard, dropout, homosexual,
Jjunkie, freak, swinger, and plain simple individualist
adored him. Every pedantic liberal soul who had once
loved Patterson now paid homage to Ali. The might-
iest of the black psyches and the most filigreed of the
white psyches were ready to roar him home, as well
asevery family-loving hard-working square American
who genuinely hated the war in Vietnam. What a tan-
gle of ribbons he carried on his lance, enough cross
purposes to be the knight-resplendent of television,
the fell hero of the medium, and he had a look of
unique happiness on television when presenting his
program for the course of the fight, and his inevi-
table victory. He would be as content then as an in-
fant splashing the waters of the bathinette. If he was
at once a saint and a monster to any mind which
looked for category, any mind unwilling to encoun-
ter the thoroughly dread-filled fact that the 20th Cen-
tury breed of man now in birth might be no longer
half good and half evil—generous and greedy by turns
—but a mutation with Cassius Muhammad for the
first son—then that mind was not ready to think about
20th Century Man. (And indeed Muhammad Ali had
twin poodles he called Angel and Demon.) So now
the ambiguity of his presence filled the Garden be-
fore the fight was fairly begun, it was as if he had an-
nounced to that plural billion-footed crowd assem-
bled under the shadow of the jet which would fly over
them that the first enigma of the fight would be the
way he would win it, that he would initiate his tri-
umph by getting the crowd to laugh at Frazier, yes,
first premise tonight was that the poor black man in
Frazier’s soul would go berserk if made a figure of roll-
off-your-seat amusement.

The referee gave his instructions. The bell rang. The
first 15 seconds of a fight can be the fight. It is equiv-
alent to the first kiss in a love affair. The fighters each
missed the other. Ali blocked Frazier's first punches
easily, but Ali then missed Frazier’s head. That head
was bobbing as fast as a third fist. Frazier would come
rushing in, head moving like a fist, fists bobbing too,
his head working above and below his forearm, he
was trying to get through Ali’s jab, get through fast
and sear Ali early with the terror of a long fight and
punches harder than he had ever taken to the stom-
ach, and Ali in turn, backing up, and throwing fast
punches, aimed just a trifle, and was therefore a trifle
too slow, but it was obvious Ali was trying to shiver
Frazier’s synapses from the start, set waves of de-
pression stirring which would reach his heart in later
rounds and make him slow, deaden nerve, deaden
nerve went Ali’s jab flicking a snake tongue, whoo-
eet! whoo-eet! but Frazier’s head was bobbing too
fast, he was moving faster than he had ever moved be-
fore in that bobbing nonstop never-a-backward step
of his, slogging and bouncing forward, that huge left
hook flaunting the air with the confidence it was
enough of a club to split a tree, and Ali, having missed
his jabs, stepped nimbly inside the hook and wres-
tled Frazier in the clinch. Ali looked stronger here.
So by the first 45 seconds of the fight, they had each
surprised the other profoundly. Frazier was fast
enough to slip through Ali’s punches, and Ali was
strong enough to handle him in the clinches. A pat-
tern had begun. Because Ali was missing often, Fra-
zier was in under his shots like a police dog’s muzzle
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on your arm, Ali could not slide from side to side, he
was boxed in, then obliged to go backward, and would
end on the ropes again and again with Frazier be-
laboring him. Yet Frazier could not reach him. Like
a prestidigitator Ali would tie the other’s punches into
odd knots, not even blocking them yet on his elbows
or his arms, rather throwing his own punches as de-
fensive moves, for even as they missed, he would brush
Frazier to the side with his forearm, or hold him off,
or clinch and wrestle a little of the will out of Fra-
zier’s neck. Once or twice in the round a long left
hook by Frazier just touched the surface of Ali’s chin,
and Ali waved his head in placid contempt to the bil-
lions watching as if to say, ‘‘This man has not been
able to hurt me at all.”

The first round set a pattern for the fight. Ali won
it and would win the next. His jab was landing from
time to time and rights and lefts of no great con-
sequence. Frazier was hardly reaching him at all. Yet
it looked like Frazier had established that he was fast
enough to get in on Ali and so drive him to the ropes
and to the corners, and that spoke of a fight which
would be determined by the man in better condition,
in better physical condition rather than in better psy-
chic condition, the kind of fight Ali could hardly want
for his strength was in his pauses, his nature passed
along the curve of every dialectic, he liked, in short,
to fight in flurries, and then move out, move away, as-
sess, take his time, fight again. Frazier would not let
him. Frazier moved in with the snarl of a wolf, his
teeth seemed to show through his mouthpiece, he
made Ali work. Ali won the first two rounds but it
was obvious he could not continue to win if he had
to work all the way. And in the third round Frazier
began to get to him, caught Ali with a powerful blow
to the face at the bell. That was the first moment
where it was clear to all that Frazier had won a round.
Then he won the next. Ali looked tired and a little de-
pressed. He was moving less and less and calling upon
a skill not seen since the fight with Chuvalo when he
had showed his old ability, worked on all those years
ago with Shotgun Sheldon, to lie on the ropes and
takea beating to the stomach. He had exhausted Chu-
valo by welcoming attacks on the stomach but Fra-
zier was too incommensurable a force to allow such
total attack. So Ali lay on the ropes and wrestled
him off, and moved his arms and waist, blocking
punches, slipping punches, countering with punches
—it began to look as if the fight would be written on
the ropes, but Ali was getting very tired. At the be-
ginning of the fifth round, he got up slowly from his
stool, very slowly. Frazier was beginning to feel that
the fight was his. He moved in on Ali jeering, his
hands at his side in mimicry of Ali, a street fighter
mocking his opponent, and Ali tapped him with long
light jabs to which Frazier stuck out his mouthpiece,
a jeer of derision as if to suggest that the mouthpiece
was all Ali would reach all night.

here is an extortion of the will beyond
any of our measure in the exhaustion
which comes upon a fighter in early
rounds when he is already too tired to
lift his arms or take advantage of open-
ings there before him, yet the fight is not
a third over, there are all those rounds
to go, contractions of torture, the lungs screaming
into the dungeons of the soul, washing the throat with
a hot bile that once belonged to the liver, the legs are
going dead, the arms move but their motion is limp,
one is straining into another will, breathing into the
breath of another will as agonized as one’s own, As
the fight moved through the fifth, the sixth and the sev-

ithin 43 seconds, the pattern had begun

enth, then into the eighth, it was obvious that Ali was

into the longest night of his career, and yet with that

skill, that research into the pits of every miserable con-

tingency in boxing, he came up with odd somnam-

bulistic variations, holding Frazier off, riding around

Frazier with his arm about his neck, almost entreat-

ing Frazier with his arms extended, and Frazier lean-

ing on him, each of them slowed to a pit-a-pat of

light punches back and forth until one of them was

goaded up from exhaustion to whip and stick, then

hook and hammer and into the belly and out, and

out of the clinch and both looking exhausted, and

then Frazier, mouth bared again like a wolf, going in

and Ali waltzing him, tying him, tapping him lightly

as if he were a speed bag, just little flicks, until Fra-

zier, like an exhausted horse finally feeling the crop,

would push up into a trot and try to run up the hill.

It was indeed as if they were both running up a hill.

As if Frazier’s offensive was so great and so great

was Ali’s defense that the fight could only be decided

by who could take the steepest pitch of the hill. So Fra-

zier, driving, driving, trying to drive the heart out of
Ali, put the pitch of that hill up and up until they

were ascending an unendurable slope. And moved like
somnambulists slowly working and rubbing one an-
other, almost embracing, next to locked in the slow
moves of lovers after the act until, reaching into the
stores of energy reaching them from cells never be-
fore so used, one man or the other would work up a

contractive spasm of skills and throw punches at the
other in the straining slow-motion hypnosis of a deep-
ening act. And so the first eight rounds went by. The
two judges scored six for Frazier, two for Ali. The ref-
eree had it even. Some of the Press had Ali ahead—it
was not easy to score. For if it were an alley fight, Fra-
zier would win. Clay was by now hardly more than
the heavy bag to Frazier. Frazier was dealing with a
man, not a demon. He was not respectful of that man.

But still! It was Ali who was landing the majority of
punches. They were light, they were usually weary,

but some had snap, some were quick, he was landing

two punches to Frazier’s one. Yet Frazier’s were hard-
est. And Ali often looked as tender as if he were mak-
ing love. It was as if he could now feel the whole
absence of that real second fight with Liston, that

fight for which he had trained so long and so hard,
the fight which might have rolled over his laurels from
the greatest artist of pugilism to the greatest brawler
of them all—maybe he had been prepared on that
night to beat Liston at his own, be more of a slugger,
more of a man crude to crude than Liston. Yes, Ali
had never been a street fighter and never a whore-
house knock-it-down stud, no, it was more as if a
man with the exquisite reflexes of Nureyev had learned
to throw a knockout punch with either hand and so
had become champion of the world without know-
ing if he was the man of all men or the most delicate
of the delicate with special privilege endowed by God.
Now with Frazier, he was in a sweat bath (a mud-
pile, a knee, elbow, and death-thumping chute of a
pit) having in this late year the fight he had sorely
needed for his true greatness as a fighter six and sev-
en years ago, and so whether ahead, behind or even,
terror sat in the rooting instinct of all those who were
for Ali for it was: obviously Frazier's fight to win,
and what if’ Ali, weaknesses of character now flick-
ering to the surface in a hundred little moves, should
enter the vale of prizefighting’s deepest humiliation,
should fall out half conscious on the floor and not
want to get up. What a death to his followers.

The ninth began. Frazier mounted his largest body
attack of the night. 1t was preparations-for-Liston-
with-Shotgun-Sheldon, it was the virtuosity of the
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li, great Al
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gym all over again, and Al, like a catcher handling a fast-ball pitch-
er, took Frazier’s punches, one steamer, another steamer, wing! went
a screamer, a steamer, warded them, blocked them, slithered them,
winced from them, absorbed them, took them in and blew them out
and came off the ropes and was Ali the Magnificent for the next min-
ute and thirty seconds. The fight turned. The troops of Ali’s second
corps of energy had arrived, the energy for which he had been wait-
ing long agonizing heart-sore vomit-mean rounds. Now he jabbed
Frazier, he snake-licked his face with jabs faster than he had thrown
before, he anticipated each attempt of Frazier at counterattack and
threw it back, he danced on his toes for the first time in rounds, he
popped in rights, he hurt him with hooks, it was his biggest round
of the night, it was the best round yet of the fight, and Frazier full
of energy and hordes of sudden punishment was beginning to move
into that odd petulant concentration on other rituals besides the
punches, tappings of the gloves, stares of the eye, that specics of
mouthpiece-chewing which is the prelude to fun-strut in the knees,
then Queer Street, then waggle on out, drop like a steer.

It looked like Ali had turned the fight, looked more like the same
in the 10th, now reporters were writing another story in their mind
where Ali was not the magical untried Prince who had come apart
under the first real pressure of his life but was rather the greatest
Heavyweight Champion of all time for he had weathered the pur-
gatory of Joe Frazier.

But in the 11th, that story also broke. Frazier caught him, caught
him again and again, and Ali was near to knocked out and swayed
and slid on Queer Street himself, then spent the rest of the 11th and
the longest round of the 12th working another bottom of Hell, hold-
ing off Frazier who came on and on, sobbing, wild, a wild honor of a
beast, man of will reduced to the common denominator of the will of
all of us back in that land of the animal where the idea of man as a tool-
wielding beast was first conceived. Frazier looked to get Al forever
in the 11th and the 12th, and Al his legs slapped and slashed on the
thighs between each round by Angelo Dundee, came out for the 13th
and incredibly was dancing. Everybody’s story switched again. For
if Ali won this round, the 14th and the 15th, who could know if he
could not win the fight? . . . He won the first half of the 13th, then
spent the second half on the ropes with Frazier. They were now like
crazy death-march-maddened mateys coming up the hill and on to
home, and yet Ali won the 14th, Ali looked good, he came out danc-
ing for the 15th, while Frazier, his own armies of energy finally caught
up, his courage ready to spit into the eye of any devil black or white
who would steal the work of his life, had equal madness to steal the
bolt from Ali. So Frazier reached out to snatch the magic punch
from the air, the punch with which Ali topped Bonavena, and found
it and thunked Ali a hell and hit Ali a heaven of a shot which dumped
Muhammad into 50,000 newspaper photographs—Ali on the floor!
Great Ali on the floor was out there flat singing to the sirens in the
mistiest fogs of Queer Street (same look of death and widowhood on
his far-gone face as one had seen in the fifth blind round with Lis-
ton) yet Ali got up, Ali came sliding through the last two minutes
and thirty-five seconds of this heathen holocaust in some last ex-
ercise of the will, some iron fundament of the ego not to be knocked
out, and it was then as if the spirit of Harlem finally spoke and came
to rescue and the ghosts of the dead in Vietnam, something held him
up before arm-weary triumphant near-crazy Frazier who had just hit
him the hardest punch ever thrown in his life and they went down to
the last few seconds of a great fight, Ali still standing and Frazier
had won.

The world was talking instantly of a rematch. For Ali had shown
America what we all had hoped was secretly true. He was a man. He
could bear moral and physical torture and he could stand. And if he
could beat Frazier in the rematch we would have at last a national
hero who was hero of the world as well, and who could bear to wait
for the next fight? Joe Frazier, still the champion, and a great cham-
pion, said to the press, “‘Fellows, have a heart—I got to live a little.
I've been working for 10 long years.” And Ali, through the agency
of alter-ego Bundini, said—for Ali was now in the hospital to check
on the possible fracture of a jaw—Ali was reported to have said,
“Get the gun ready—we're going to set traps.” Oh, wow. Could
America wait for something so great as the Second Ali-Frazier? ®
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