

  [image: cover]



  
    
  


  David West is a freelance writer who has been covering combat sports since 2003. He was the British correspondent for the US magazine Full Contact Fighter for six
  years and his work has appeared in MMA Unltd, Fighters Only, Fight Sport, Fighting Spirit and many more. His feature writing includes an article exploring the legacy of
  the London Prize Ring for Fighters Only and a look at Britains forgotten wrestling heritage in MMA Unltd. David is the author of the book Chasing Dragons  An
  Introduction to the Martial Arts Film (IB Tauris, 2006).


  

    
  


  Recent Mammoth titles


  The Mammoth Book of The Beatles


  The Mammoth Book of Best New SF 23


  The Mammoth Book of Best New Horror 21


  The Mammoth Book of Great British Humour


  The Mammoth Book of Drug Barons


  The Mammoth Book of Fun Brain Training


  The Mammoth Book of Dracula


  The Mammoth Book of Best British Crime 8


  The Mammoth Book of Tattoo Art


  The Mammoth Book of Bob Dylan


  The Mammoth Book of Mixed Martial Arts


  The Mammoth Book of Codeword Puzzles


  The Mammoth Book of Best New Sci-Fi 24


  The Mammoth Book of Really Silly Jokes


  The Mammoth Book of Best New Horror 22


  The Mammoth Book of Undercover Cops


  The Mammoth Book of Weird News


  The Mammoth Book of Lost Symbols


  The Mammoth Book of Conspiracies


  The Mammoth Book of Antarctic Journeys


  

    
  


  [image: ]


  

    
  


  Constable & Robinson Ltd

  5556 Russell Square

  London WC1B 4HP

  www.constablerobinson.com


  First published in the UK by Robinson, an imprint of Constable & Robinson Ltd, 2012


  Copyright  David West, 2012 (unless otherwise stated)


  The right of David West to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs & Patents Act 1988.


  All rights reserved. This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out or otherwise circulated in any
  form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


  A copy of the British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library


  UK ISBN 978-1-84901-734-3 (paperback)

  UK ISBN 978-1-84901-735-0 (ebook)

  1 3 5 7 9 10 8 6 4 2


  First published in the United States in 2012 by Running Press Book Publishers,

  A Member of the Perseus Books Group


  All rights reserved under the Pan-American and International Copyright Conventions


  This book may not be reproduced in whole or in part, in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage
  and retrieval system now known or hereafter invented, without written permission from the publisher.


  Books published by Running Press are available at special discounts for bulk purchases in the United States by corporations, institutions, and other organizations. For more
  information, please contact the Special Markets Department at the Perseus Books Group, 2300 Chestnut Street, Suite 200, Philadelphia, PA 19103, or call (800) 810-4145, ext. 5000, or e-mail special.markets@perseusbooks.com.


  US ISBN: 978-0-76244-293-5

  US Library of Congress Control Number: 2010941557


  9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

  Digit on the right indicates the number of this printing


  Running Press Book Publishers

  2300 Chestnut Street

  Philadelphia, PA 19103-4371


  Visit us on the web!

  www.runningpress.com


  Printed and bound in the UK


  

    
  


  Contents


  Introduction


  PART 1  THE LOUISVILLE LIP


  A Look at Cassius Clay: Biggest Mouth in Boxing Alex Poinsett


  God Save the King, God Save Boxing Bob Mee


  Clay vs Cooper  The Louisville Lip Tastes Henrys Hammer John Cottrell


  PART 2  SONNY


  Legacies Reg Gutteridge


  Hes Just a Little Boy in the Dark and Hes Scared Bob Mee


  What the Hell is This? What Did They Do? Bob Mee


  The Devil and Sonny Liston Nick Tosches


  PART 3  ALI VS THE USA


  The Young Radical Jack Olsen


  The Peoples Champion Takes On Canada John Cottrell


  Intimate Look at the Champ Isaac Sutton


  Kicking the Cat John Cottrell


  Negroes and the War The Times Editorial


  Beyond the Confines of America Mike Marqusee


  The Unconquerable Muhammad Ali Hans J. Massaquoi


  The Great Fixed Fight Neil Allen


  PART 4  ONCE MORE UNTO THE BREACH


  Mr Anonymous is Angry, But Not With Cassius Clay Neil Allen


  Sting Like a Bee Jos Torres


  PART 5  SMOKIN JOE


  Soul Music in Fraziers Workshop Rex Bellamy


  For God, for Country, and for Perenchio Budd Schulberg


  If At First . . . Felix Dennis and Don Atyeo


  PART 6  ON THE ROAD AGAIN


  The Big Fight Part 1  In Living Colour Dave Hannigan


  The Big Fight Part 2  Ali vs Al Lewis Dave Hannigan


  Bugner Loses a Gamble in Which Few Finish Ahead on the Tables Neil Allen


  Is Muhammad Ali All Washed Up? A. S. (Doc) Young


  PART 7  THE RUMBLE IN THE JUNGLE


  Bundini Brown, the Witch Doctor at the Court of King Ali Neil Allen


  The Rumble in the Jungle George Foreman


  Walking With Kings Reg Gutteridge


  PART 8  THE LONG FALL FROM GRACE


  The Thrilla in Manila Ferdie Pacheco


  Can Old Man Ali Accomplish the Impossible? Gregg Simms


  McIlvanney on Boxing Hugh McIlvanney


  Pal Ali Reg Gutteridge


  The Lost Legacy of Muhammad Ali Thomas Hauser


  
  Muhammad Alis Professional Boxing Record




  Acknowledgements and Sources




  

    
  


  Introduction


  Muhammad Ali has been called many things in his life: The Louisville Lip, Gaseous Cassius and The Greatest, the last being self-chosen. It was a long time before the general
  public accepted that one. When Ali, then Cassius Marcellus Clay, first came up the professional ranks, he was sometimes dismissed as a kid with a big mouth whose ambitions exceeded his ability.
  Opinion in the boxing world was split. There were those who were just happy to find a fighter that had the charisma to get people talking about boxing again when the sport was on the decline. In
  the other corner were those, and there were plenty of them, who thought Clays apparently tireless mouth needed to be shut, preferably by way of a fist to the jaw. But love him or hate him
  for his pre-fight predictions, his often appalling poetry and his constant boasting, he knew how to bring a crowd to a fight. He was a character and good for the sport.


  That all changed when his membership of the Nation of Islam became public. The Nations anti-integration politics, their condemnation of white people as devils and Alis very vocal
  embracing of the Nations views saw his popular support plummet. His refusal to serve in the US military produced a public backlash of an intensity not seen against any boxer since Jack
  Johnson horrified white America half a century earlier. Ali was no longer merely a braggart, he was an unpatriotic draft dodger, a bad example to the youth of America and a disgrace to his title,
  far worse than his unloved predecessor Charles Sonny Liston.


  However, Alis stand against military service and his three-year struggle to get his boxing licence back came to be seen against the wider context of the growing anti-war sentiment and the
  civil rights movement. Whether or not Alis personal issues with the government were ever intended to be construed in a larger context is open to debate, but it began the process of
  transforming Ali from public enemy to national treasure. His claim to be The Greatest was surely given the ultimate seal of authenticity in 1978 in DC Comics Superman vs.
  Muhammad Ali, in which Ali even defeated the Man Of Steel. When he lit the Olympic Flame in Atlanta in 1996, his transformation from pariah to hero was complete. A man who earned his living by
  beating other men with his fists and who was once vilified by his government was now a symbol of tolerance, of racial integration and of America itself. It could only happen in boxing.


  

    
  


  PART 1

  THE LOUISVILLE LIP


  Cassius Clay began his professional fight career on 29 October 1960 with a six-round decision victory over Tunney Hunsaker. The fight took place in Clays hometown of
  Louisville, Kentucky. After the win, Clay moved to Miami and joined the stable of fighters at Angelo Dundees 5th Street Gym. With Dundees guidance he learned his trade and built his
  record and reputation over the next two years against a series of carefully chosen opponents.


  On 15 November 1962, Clay got his first name opponent  the former light-heavyweight champion Archie Moore. The Old Mongoose was arguably the greatest knockout artist in
  the history of the square ring. His professional record, as listed in Bert Sugars The Great Fights, consisted of 229 fights and an extraordinary 141 knockouts. The two men had crossed
  paths before. At the outset of his pro career, Clay had been sent to Moores training camp to see if the veteran could take him under his wing as he set out on the path to pugilistic glory.
  It was not to be. Moore expected his fighters to pull their weight and perform the chores that kept the camp shipshape. Clay, who was used to being spoiled by his doting mother at home, refused to
  wash dishes or mop floors and was sent home.


  Two years later, Clay was on the rise while Moore was well past his prime when they met in the ring. In a one-sided affair, Moore was dispatched in the fourth round. The Old Mongoose fought
  just twice more before hanging up his gloves for good. As for his youthful vanquisher, now undefeated in sixteen outings, he was just getting started.


  

    
  


  A Look at Cassius Clay: Biggest Mouth in Boxing


  Alex Poinsett


  Ebony Magazine, March 1963


  
    POET-PROPHET SAYS HE COULD STOP SONNY LISTON IN EIGHT

  


  
  
    
      This is the story about a man


      With iron fists and a beautiful tan


      He talks a lot and boasts indeed


      Of a powerful punch and blinding speed

    

  


  
    
      The boxing game was slowly dying


      And fight promoters were bitterly crying


      For someone, somewhere to come along


      With a better and a different tone

    

  


  
    
      Patterson was dull, quiet and sad


      And Sonny Liston was just as bad


      Along came a kid named Cassius Clay


      Who said I will take Listons title away

    

  


  
    
      His athletic prowess cannot be denied


      In a very short time it has spread far and wide


      Theres an impression you get watching him fight


      He plays cat and mouse then turns out the light

    

  


  
    
      This colorful fighter is something to see


      And heavyweight champ I know he will be

    

  

  


  Cassius Clay


  Poet, prophet, propagandist, Cassius Marcellus Clay  less pretentiously nicknamed Gee Gee ever since his diaper-wearing days  is, by his own modest
  admission, the greatest happening in boxing today. At the very least, he is certainly the most talkingest fighter, a compulsive phrase-maker fascinated by his own
  verbage. In a rhyming mood, the brash, twenty-one-year-oldster insists heavyweight champion Sonny Liston is great, but he must fall in eight. Then he solemnly warns he will let Liston
  tarry only six rounds if the champion keeps popping off  about the challengers inability to hit hard enough to crack an egg. While his poetry only tickles the
  imagination, his uncanny and sometimes lucky knack of predicting the exact knockout round for ten of the sixteen professional opponents he has faced smacks of a voodoo witch doctor sticking
  psychological shafts in his victims.


  In the fight which boosted him from seventh to fourth among world heavyweight title contenders, Cassius knocked out Archie Moore in the fourth round just as he said he would. Many of the 16,200
  Los Angeles fans (a California indoor record), mildly angered because of Clays boasting, had come to see him lose. But as always, the boxer, who preens himself with Im too
  pretty to be hit, prayed about twenty minutes before the scheduled twelve-round bout: Lord, millions of people are waiting for me to fail. As long as youre with me, I
  cant fail.


  Then in the second round Cassius caught the hardest punch he has ever felt in his life, a right smash flush on the jaw. My legs got rubbery, he admits, his baritone voice going
  soprano in the excitement of the telling. I was dizzy. But I couldnt let Archie know I was hurt. Man, I couldnt lose! And after all that talking, too? So he hung on, had
  Moore in trouble in the third round but played cat and mouse with him until the fourth to make his prediction come out right. Indeed, the only time Cassius has ever
  ignored his forecast came last March when he disposed of Dan Warren in the fourth round instead of the fifth as predicted. He wouldnt shake hands with me when the bell rang, he
  apologizes now, so I subtracted one round for poor sportsmanship.


  Cassius was more gentle with a sweet, little old lady who later told him: I read a story in the newspaper that said youre a nice boy. I always knew that you really were a nice
  boy! He wanted to inform her the complimentary story had, in fact, wrecked months of national image building. Like man, if you make your living as a professional villain, how would
  you dig it if somebody clipped your horns? Cassius laments. I dont want to be no nice boy in the press. That dont get it. More people come to a fight just to see a
  big-mouthed, bad guy fall.


  Sparring with logic that is not nearly as sharp as his punching, Cassius figures any publicity  good, indifferent and, especially, the bad  helps him revive public interest in a
  sport grown hum-drum from a lack of excellent fighters and captivating personalities. If, for instance, the heavyweight champion is popular, colorful and talkative, if he draws crowds on the
  streets, if he is idolized by youngsters, then boxing, as a whole, benefits. What boxing needs, therefore says Cassius, is more Cassius Clays.


  As if proving himself really as obnoxious as he appears, Cassius plays to a grandstand stretching from New York to Los Angeles. Tossing back his head, he stares wide-eyed through bifocals
  perched invisibly on the tip of his nose, passionately telling a television interviewer: I am the greatest!


  Yes, Cassius, we know, the interviewer replies wearily.


  I dont want you to forget it, huffs the boxer.


  Cassius, of course, never, never will. Striding down the street in his Louisville, Ky. hometown, he is stopped by a boy who promises: Im going to be like you.


  What am I? Cassius wants to know.


  A boxer.


  What kind of boxer?


  A champion boxer.


  Thats right, Cassius agrees. The greatest!


  An idle boast? A front for fear? Arrogance? Immaturity? Perhaps all of these convenient catchalls. Perhaps none of them. For when Cassius declares I am the greatest, he is not just
  thinking about boxing. Im talking about a whole lot of things, he explains. Lingering behind his words is the bitter sarcasm of Dick Gregory, the shrill defiance of Miles
  Davis, the utter contempt of Malcolm X. He smiles easily, but, behind it all, behind the publicity gimmicks and boyish buffoonery, behind the brashness, Cassius Marcellus Clay  and this fact
  has evaded the sportswriting fraternity  is a blast furnace of race pride. His is a pride that would never mask itself with skin lighteners and processed hair, a pride scorched with memories
  of a million little burns like the paper cup he drank root beer from at a New Orleans stand while his white companion sipped from a glass. He does not talk publicly about racial discrimination,
  preferring instead to leave protests to race leaders. But a hint of feelings, searing the very depths of him, surface even in his most jocular moments. Thus while eating breakfast, he asks his
  brother, Rudy, to pass the cream. I want to integrate my coffee, Cassius quips. I dont want to drink it black. Think Ill have my coffee weak this
  morning.


  Later he bounces down the street, tall and proud, rhapsodizing: I feel free since I learned the truth about myself and my people.


  During other flights of the imagination Cassius talks of someday building a $500,000 housing project for Negroes, a roller skating rink staffed with pretty, brown girls and a cab company to
  furnish jobs for his unemployed friends. But the race pride at times becomes almost a caricature of a cause, a confusion in Cassiuss mind between love of his people and himself. And he calls
  the four-room clapboard, Louisville house he was born in the eighth wonder of the world, claiming: It should be turned into a national shrine where sightseers from all over the
  country can come and say, Gee, this is the birthplace of Cassius Clay.  For this glory, he seriously considers repurchasing the familys former homestead.


  The main stuff of Cassiuss varied financial dreams is a healthy respect for the dollar  almost to a fault. It pops out when he drives up to a filling station in his long Cadillac
  and orders $2 worth of gasoline. It shows in a sparse wardrobe sporting a $40 suit. It turns farcical as he eats chili with his father, brother and two reporters in a Louisville restaurant. Two of
  his companions buy milkshakes to wash down the meal. Cassius thirsts for a thirty-five-cent milkshake, but does not buy. Instead, he borrows a glass full from each of the other two.
  Most reporters pay my tab, Cassius announces at the end of the meal to the two newsmen. And when he leaves he does not pay.


  It is as if the dollar he guards jealously will soothe him in blankets of green security. For beside the housing project Cassius wants to build for Negroes, he wants to wrap himself in a
  $200,000 home with all the trimmings. It irks him that most of his earnings in these, his most productive years, are gobbled up by income taxes. Cassius complained to Sen. Ted Kennedy, youngest
  brother of the President, while in Boston in December to receive a Bnai Brith sport award. Ive been doing OK in the ring, he told Kennedy, but Ive
  been stopped by Uncle Sam. Hes taking 85 per cent (actually about 65 per cent) of my earnings. Cassius asked for help from Washington.


  Ill not only ask my brother, the President, but Ive got another brother down there, Kennedy answered. Hes in the Justice Dept. and you may need
  him!


  On another occasion, Cassius said: Therere a lot of things I want to be in this fight game, but I sure dont want to be a Joe Louis. That is, I dont want to have the
  income tax trouble he had. Man, you cant fight or do nothing without peace of mind. I dont want anything to take my mind off going straight upupup.


  Cassius, after all, has promised the world he will reign as its next heavyweight king and with characteristic bravado added: If I say an eagle dips snuff, look under his wing and get the
  can. His title prediction is shared by veteran referee Ruby Goldstein who officiated bouts of all the champions since Joe Louis. This kid reminds me of Patterson when he first
  started, Goldstein said at the time. Hes like a combination of a young Ray Robinson and Floyd Patterson with the fast moves and quick hands. Hes kind of a picture
  fighter. Hes the kind you got to say to yourself, he cant miss.


  Other fight experts, however, are dubious about the title chances of a boxer with hands once so brittle they had to be X-rayed after every fight by an orthopedic specialist. He knows
  nothing about in-fighting, claims Bud Bruner, a Louisville fight manager, but you have to catch him to make him fight inside.


  Some critics claim Cassius lacks punching power. While it is true he is a boxer-type heavyweight who wears down his opponents with a tic-tac-toe pattern of lightning blows, his trainer, Angelo
  Dundee, warns against notions that he cannot put an opponent away with a couple of punches  or one. He stopped Alejandro Lavorante with one punch, Dundee recalls, and
  his punching is developing. I can see it. He sets and spots now. And he has something very few fighters have  a good left uppercut.


  For fight experts who question his punching power, Cassius has answers of his own. While visiting his mother, Mrs Odessa Clay, in a Catholic hospital where she was recuperating from an
  operation, he argues rather loudly: Who says I cant punch? Ask Alex Miteff, ask Willie Besmanoff, ask Archie Moore. They say I dont know nothing about in-fighting. He
  is on his feet, now, shadow-boxing to prove his skill. The way I fight I dont need to. Im sticking fast, he says, flicking out his left jab like a cobra. His
  ailing mother smiles approvingly. Im hitting him with a right cross. Ying! He snorts, blowing hard through his nose at the end of each punch, the way fighters do to
  conserve their wind. His mother giggles. Then a big left hook. He is John Henry driving a human spike in the ground. Im doing the twist, light on my feet,
  looking pretty. Im clean, Jim! His mother holds her chest to soothe the pain of laughter. With me, youre wrong if you do and wrong if you dont attack. I
  dont see nobody whipping me. Im too fast! Liston, he claims, is too slow for him. Sure he can punch, but a big punch dont mean nothing if you cant
  hit nothing. Id smother Liston! And a tiny, nurse-nun eases into the hospital room wanting to know: Whos making all this noise?


  A doer as well as a talker, Cassius heeds a little of the fatherly advice from Joe Louis who warned him recently: Boy! You better not believe half the things you say about yourself. You
  better train hard. The fighter puts in long days at the Fifth Street Gym in Miami Beach, Fla., to perfect moves and toils many hours outdoors running, chopping wood and performing other
  tedious tasks to develop his physique. The six-foot-two, 200-pounder neither smokes, drinks, dances nor becomes seriously involved with girls. Single-mindedly, he has been aiming for boxing glory
  since he was twelve when he learned how to box so he could punch the nose of the thief who stole his bicycle. Weighing 89 pounds, Cassius made his amateur debut winning a split-decision in the
  featured bout of a Louisville television program hopefully called Champions of Tomorrow. Between the ages of twelve and eighteen, while struggling through high school with a D-minus
  average, he lost only eight of 108 amateur bouts. The momentum of his ambition carried Cassius to national Golden Gloves and Amateur Athletic Union light-heavyweight titles in 1959 and to the
  Golden Gloves heavyweight, A.A.U. light-heavyweight, and Olympic light-heavyweight championships in 1960.


  His Olympic success was like nectar attracting bees. Cassius accepted more than $400 worth of watches for all the members of the Clay family from Reynolds Metals Company Vice President Billy
  Reynolds, then rejected Reynoldss offer of a $20,000 bonus to sign because the contract included no plans for his future. Cassius and his attorney, Alberta Jones, also rejected managerial
  offers from Floyd Pattersons manager, Cus DAmato, boxers Pete Rademacher and Archie Moore. Finally, three days before his first professional fight in October 1960, Cassius came to
  terms with a group of 11 white multi-millionaires  nine from Louisville, the other two from New York and Plains, Va.


  Cassiuss unusual contract, brilliantly negotiated by Miss Jones, netted him a $10,000 bonus and the entire $2,000 proceeds of his first pro fight. Signed for six years, he receives 50 per
  cent of all his earnings the first four years and 60 per cent thereafter with the sponsors paying his expenses out of their share. During his first two development years, which ended in January, he
  was guaranteed a minimum annual salary of $4,000. Thereafter the fighter started drawing against his purses. For his own protection, 15 per cent of his salary was invested in US bonds and 15 per
  cent of all his earnings throughout the tenure of his contract goes in a trust fund (now more than $10,000) which he cannot touch until he is thirty-five or until he retires. His sponsors
  attorney, Gordon Davidson, reveals they are technically in the red, having spent about $40,000 so far for Cassiuss salary and expenses.


  When Cassius signed the 1960 contract he set for himself the goal of becoming boxings youngest heavyweight champion. For months he has complained to trainer Dundee: Dont
  give me those ducks. Theres nothing to beating a bum. Dundee admits he has been trying to sit on the youngsters ambition, explaining: Cassius has lots of
  time ahead of him. If it were up to me, Id book him against nothing but ordinary fighters for the next year and a half. Twenty-two, twenty-three, thats a good age to be challenging
  for the heavyweight title. But what can I do? He hollers, no ducks, no ducks, and his Louisville sponsors agree.

  
  William Faversham Jr., chairman of the sponsoring group which up to now has not tried to rush Cassius into a title bout, says because of the fighters ambition: I owe it to him to get him a fight with Liston next September. For if Cassius
  is to win the heavyweight championship by the time he is twenty-one, he must move swiftly. Patterson became champ at twenty-one; thirty-five days before his twenty-second birthday. Cassius has
  until Dec. 12, 1963, thirty-six days prior to his twenty-second birthday  to break Floyds record. This is the jet age. People are going to the moon, says boxings
  verbal astronaut. If you dont break a record, youre nothing. I want to be the youngest champ!


  

    
  


  God Save the King, God Save Boxing


  Bob Mee


  When Cassius Clay won his Olympic gold medal in 1960 in Rome, Floyd Patterson was world heavyweight champ. However, the uncrowned king of the heavyweight division was
  Charles Sonny Liston, a scowling ex-con with brutal power in both hands. After his second spell in prison in 1957, Liston had moved up the ranks in impressive style. With wins over
  contenders including Zora Folley, Cleveland Williams and Eddie Machen, Listons claim to a title shot was hard to dispute, but Pattersons manager Cus DAmato wanted no part of
  the hard-hitting challenger. Weary of accusations that he was ducking Liston, Patterson accepted the bout and the pair clashed in Chicago on 25 September, 1962. Most of the press and public were
  rooting for clean-cut, polite Patterson. They were to be disappointed. Bob Mee picks up the tale.


  Nearly 8,000 in the ultra-modern, carpeted, circular Las Vegas Convention Centre stood and cheered Patterson into the ring, then booed and yelled abuse at the heavyweight
  champion of the world. Rocky Marciano, Joe Louis and Billy Conn were announced to the crowd, then Cassius Clay shook hands with Patterson, went to cross the ring to Liston, then stopped and dashed
  out in mock fear  to applause and laughter.


  After both had pawed out jabs, Liston landed a short right hand to the body about ten seconds into the fight. Patterson seemed to feel it, moving away as soon as he could. Liston connected with
  a left jab. Patterson held. It was as if he were waiting for something bad to happen. He didnt have to wait long.


  A seven-punch burst, including a right uppercut that jerked Pattersons head back and almost seemed to take him off the floor, and at the fifty-second mark of round one, the challenger was
  down.


  After the mandatory eight count from referee Harry Krause, Patterson retreated, then held and spoiled, clinging to Listons right glove. Sonny belted him in the ribs with his free hand
  until Krause called break.


  As soon as Liston found the room, he marched forward, this time unleashing an unanswered burst of eleven blows, a final chopping right hand sending Patterson sprawling on the canvas. He hit the
  floor as the clock reached ninety-nine seconds. This time he was dazed, hurt and plainly demoralised, but he got up.


  Some vestige of pride made Patterson fire a right hand, but it missed, and Liston finished him off with two rights to the side of the head and a left hook to the jaw. There was no point in
  another count, but referee Krause went through the formality, completing it at an official time of two minutes ten seconds. Patterson had not landed a single punch. Then again, he had only thrown
  five  three jabs and two right hands.


  The condemnation of Pattersons pitiful challenge was pretty much universal. Lester Bromberg called him a mouse of a man. A bookmaker at The Dunes in Las Vegas, Sid Wyman,
  may or may not have had his own agenda, but was angry when he told writers: If he couldnt make a better fight, he shouldnt have gone through. It was an insult to the
  people.


  Patterson, wrote John Gold for the London Evening News, went down beneath a raging tide of human violence. It was a fight that should have been held in an abattoir not a sports
  arena packed with celebrities. At the end, Gold wrote:


  
    
      From some hole in the ring, up bobbed the irrepressible Clay, shouting and gesticulating and wrestling with the ring attendants as he tried to reach Liston. Clay gets his
      chance next. He will be fortunate if it isnt his comeuppance.

    

  


  No deal would be signed for Liston to defend against Clay until 5 November 1963, but even in July, when Liston destroyed Patterson again, everybody knew there was no other fight
  that mattered, that it had to happen.


  To roars of We Want Clay from the back of the hall, Cassius climbed into the ring and gave an interview. It was a disgrace to the boxing game, he said. It
  wasnt a heavyweight championship fight. It was just an eliminator to see whos going to fight me. After declaring himself tired of talking, he said Liston didnt have
  enough experience to deal with him. If the bum whips me, Ill leave the country.


  Clay said he was going to New York to cut an album for Columbia Records. Maybe after Liston, Ill go into the movies, he said, opening his eyes even wider. After all,
  Im the greatest actor there is.


  He anticipated boxing Liston in front of the biggest live crowd for a boxing match anywhere, bigger even than Dempsey and Tunney, then let his imagination loose:


  
    
      Im gonna make my entrance surrounded by beautiful queens wearing gowns that drag on the ground . . . Ill be wearing a crown on my head and a beautiful robe,
      like in Pharaohs days. One queen will take the crown from my head and place it gently on a silken pillow. Another queen will help me out of my robe. The others will be rubbing me down
      with cocoa butter and manicuring my nails. Thats what we need in boxing. Beautiful girls!

    

  


  Donald Saunders, in the Daily Telegraph, said: Listons biggest worry will not be losing the title but trying to find opponents who will be good enough to
  attract customers into arenas and tele vision theatres. Liston made a good point when he said there were no real contenders because he had beaten them all on the way up. Saunders felt
  American fans were missing out by refusing to accept him. He may not be the most likeable of world heavyweight champions but there have been, and still are, many people in boxing less
  deserving of sympathy and support.


  Joe Louis said: Nobody going to beat Liston except old age.


  Robert H. Boyle, in Sports Illustrated, wrote: Sonny Liston is still the heavyweight king. God save the king. God save boxing.


  At the post-fight press conference, Liston seemed initially reluctant, seemed to hesitate as if he wanted to leave. Willie Reddish called out: Ask the questions and get it over
  with.


  The first was a dumb one  Was this a better fight than the one in Chicago?


  Liston said: Didnt you see it?


  Liston said he would have finished Patterson even quicker but for the mandatory eight count, said it had me handcuffed.


  A New York columnist asked Liston, who had on a straw trilby, sports shirt and casual slacks: How does it feel to have made it after all these years of having nothing?


  There was a pause. Well, said the champion . . . and no more.


  The writer tried again: You know what I mean, ten years ago you were in the can and had nothing. Now youre on top of the world. Anything you want is yours. How does it
  feel?


  The past, the past, always the past.


  Liston stared back, let loose a slow smile and said: It feels pretty good . . . but sometimes there are too many people bothering me.


  When writers asked him whether he thought Patterson should retire, he turned the question around. Would you tell a bird he cant fly? he said.


  Was Patterson afraid of him? Liston grinned. Yes, I think he is. He gave me that hurt look.


  On the other side of a partition in the Convention Centres gold room, Patterson seemed like a man in a psychological trauma, like a man who was already so haunted by what had happened he
  wouldnt sleep for a year. He said he had no plans to retire. In Chicago and here, Liston showed hes a much better fighter than I am . . .


  Someone asked what he had planned to do in the fight.


  Try to make him miss and counter.


  Was Liston such a great fighter or had he developed a sensitivity to a punch?


  It could be a combination of both, said this painfully honest man. I wasnt afraid. Perhaps I should have been. I wasnt tense, although maybe I was a bit
  nervous. Liston was a better fighter than I thought he was.


  Someone asked what he planned to do now, perhaps a less direct slant on the retirement question.


  Im not in the picture any more. I prefer to fight my way up. I eliminated myself.


  After a couple of questions about details of what punch had nailed him, Patterson was asked if he planned to put on a beard again on the way out of the building.


  I do feel disgraced terrible . . . but there will be no beard, no moustache, no nonsense this time . . . and I came here so you wouldnt say I ducked out.


  There was some applause  and it was all over.


  Back in his half of the room Liston was asked about Cassius Clay.


  Who is Clay? It would take me one and a half rounds to catch him, the other to knock him out.


  Later that evening, Liston was enjoying his victory party when Clay walked in just to make him mad. He made his way through the crowd to Listons table and yelled at him:
  Youre just a sucker. My brother could have beaten Floyd Patterson.


  Liston indulged him. Come on over here and sit on my knee and finish your orange juice! They made as if to go for each other, were kept apart.


  People speculated that during his stay in Vegas Liston lost between $900 and $20,000 shooting dice.


  Financially, the breakdown of this briefest, most damning of mismatches was as follows:


  
    
      Attendance: 7,816


      Gross live gate: $286,180


      Estimated net gate: $260,000


      Estimated Liston share: (30%) $78,000


      Estimated Patterson share: (30%) $78,000

    

  


  Each fighter was also on 30 per cent of the theatre TV gate, which was estimated at $700,000, which meant $210,000 each.


  Given the nature of the charade, it was probably more than anybody could have expected.


  The lords of the Las Vegas casinos didnt care. A short fight meant punters were back on the tables sooner rather than later. Sin Citys love affair with the heavyweight championship
  of the world had begun.


  Barry Gottehrer, who was not a boxing writer but a New York political and social analyst, did his best to unravel what Liston was about:


  
    
      Servile before mobsters, he remains distrustful of most other people and feels  with good reason  that most writers are trying to crucify him. He feels secure
      only with his wife and, though childless, delights in the company and admiration of children.


      He would like to be liked, but, realistically, he is prepared to live with the boos and catcalls that greeted him when he entered and left the ring in Las Vegas.

    

  


  Liston had said: The public is not with me, I know, but theyll just have to swing along until somebody comes to beat me.


  Jim Murray, columnist for the Los Angeles Times, said: . . . the world of sport now realises it has gotten Charles (Sonny) Liston to keep. Its like finding a live bat on a
  string under your Christmas tree.


  In its December 1963 issue, Esquire magazine had a front cover photo of Sonny in a Santa Claus hat. A story circulated that for that shoot, which was in Las Vegas, Liston posed for just
  one photo in a room at a casino, then got up and walked away. The Esquire art director George Lois tried to stop him leaving and put his hand on Listons arm. Liston stood and stared
  at him; Lois removed his hand. In a panic, Lois asked Joe Louis for help. Joe found Liston shooting craps and brought him back.


  Two days after beating Patterson for the second time, Charles and Geraldine flew back to Denver, where they lived at 3395 Monaco Parkway, a four-bedroom house in an integrated neighbourhood.
  This time at the airport there were 1,500 people and the mayor and his wife. Liston was genuinely moved. I was thrilled, he said later. Its one of the nicest things that
  ever happened to me.


  Geraldine was pleased with their new life. Its really nice, you can hear the birds sing, she said.


  Sonny said he enjoyed Denvers clean air. No smoke, no smog, he said.


  His home phone number was ex-directory, but the phone in his car was in the Denver telephone book. He took to cutting his grass and riding a bicycle. He felt as if he could live like that for
  the rest of his life.
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