With twenty seconds left to the round, Ali attacked. By
his own measure, by that measure of twenty years of box-
ing, with the knowledge of all he had learned of what could
and could not be done at any instant in the ring, he chose
this as the occasion and lying on the ropes, he hit Foreman
with a right and left, then came off the ropes to hit him
with a left and a right. Into this last right hand he put his
glove and his forearm again, a head-stupefying punch that
sent Foreman reeling forward. As he went by, Ali hit himn
on the side of the jaw with a right, and darted away from
the ropes in such a way as to put Foreman next to them.
For the first time in the entire fight he had cut off the ring
on Foreman: Now Ali struck him a combination of punches
fast as the punches of the first round, but harder and more
consecutive, three capital rights in a row struck Foreman,
then a left, and for an instant on Foreman’s face appeared
the knowledge that he was in danger and must start to look
to his last protection. His opponent was attacking, and
there were no ropes behind the opponent. What a disloca-
tion: the axes of his existence were reversed! He was the
man on the ropes! Then a big projectile exactly the size of
a fist in a glove drove into the middle of Foreman’s mind,
the best punch of the startled night, the blow Ali saved for
a career. Foreman’s arms flew out to the side like a man
with a parachute jumping out of a plane, and in this dou-
bled-over position he tried to wander out to the center of
the ring. All the while his eyes were on Ali and he looked
up with no anger as if Ali, indeed, was the man he knew
best in the world and would see him on his dying day.
Vertigo took George Foreman and revolved him. Still bow-
ing from the waist in this uncomprehending position, eyes
on Muhammad Ali all the way, he started to tumble and
topple and fall even as he did not wish to go down. His
mind was held with magnets high as his championship and
his body was seeking the ground. He went over like a six-
foot sixty-year-old butler who has just heard tragic news,
yes, fell over all of a long collapsing two seconds, down
came the Champion in sections and Ali revolved with him
in a close circle, hand primed to hit him one more time, and
never the need, a wholly intimate escort to the floor.



