









                                                     UPPERCUT III



Phone call

        "Come again?" he queried, not sure what his manager was going on about so early in the morning. The boxer wished he could have had some coffee to perk himself up a bit before taking a phone call from someone who had obviously had too much coffee beforehand. He silenced his thoughts for the moment and payed greater attention to the man on the other end of the phone line, a man he had known almost his whole professional career. 
       "Are you asleep or something?" started the manager. "That bum you recently defeated for the world's championship title belt wants a rematch, and wants an answer soon. This all hinges on you, and what you want to do. The payout for this proposed fight will be awesome, but I don't want you to commit if you aren't up to it. We could always sign with someone else in the meantime." he finished.
       The boxer mulled his options for a moment, trying to figure out which direction he should go. The money was enticing by itself, but he had never been one to fight just for money. Respect was far more important to him than most other things, including money. Although this would be the third fight with this particular opponent, it might not be as hard as one thinks. He knew how the other fighter moved and danced, how he jabbed and threw punches. It was that familiarity that intrigued him still, and left him wanting one more installment to prove once and for all, who the better boxer really was.
       "I'll do it." he said to his manager. "I'll fight him one more time, out of respect from what him and I have already gone through, and for the respect I will earn from the bout. You can decide the details. Just let me know when everything is ready, and we'll go from there." he finished, certain of the decision he was making. 
       "All right!" replied his manager. "I'll make all the arrangements, and get back to you as soon as I can! The contract signing alone is going to be a lot of fun, and also will give us a lot of publicity. Perhaps we can even get you an interview on one of the big sports channels as well." he finished. 
       The boxer laughed. "Let's not get too far ahead of ourselves, eh? I'll talk to you later." he said, hanging up his phone. It was all a go. The fight was going to happen, and he knew he had to be ready.


Contract signing

        "Ladies and gentlemen, and members of the press, this is a historic contract signing." started the presenter. "This contract will mark the third installment of the legendary fights that these two men have been a part of, each fight bigger and better than the last. Will it be an early knockout for either men? Will they go the distance? Can they survive their respective assaults in the squared circle? I'm not sure, but I think the only way we'll get answers is to get this contract signed, and get us all closer to the contest!" he exclaimed enthousiastically. 
        "Gentlemen, you know what needs to be done." he finished, waiting for the two pugilists to pick up their pens and sign on the dotted line.
         The boxer flipped through the pages of the contract, skimming them. He knew that it was almost the same as last time, so he decided is wasn't worth wasting the time. Also, he figured that the crowd who had gathered before them didn't really want to watch him and his opponent read for a period of time. He flipped over to the last page, picked up the thin ball point pen, and signed on the line, affirming that he was ready to fight. He pushed the pages across the table to his opponent. The other fighter pulled out the chair and sat down, picking up his own pen and flipping directly to the final page, and quickly signing his own name before tossing the stack of papers aside, throwing the pen down, and getting up and leaving in a huff. It was done. The fight was now a go.
         "There you have it folks!" started the presenter again. "The men have signed their names, and we have a fight! The promotion companies and sponsors thank everyone for taking part in this event, and hope you all will join us on pay-per-view for the contest! Full fight card will be announced at a later date! Good night everyone!" he finished, also walking off the stage as the crowd in attendance cheered, and some of the lights and television cameras began to switch off. It was only a matter of time now until the bell would ring to start the fight, and the third installment began, continuing a legend.


Training session

          "You're a bum sometimes, you know that?" said his manager, angry at the fact that his boxer was slowing down for the day, having spent it training and sparring, working on the jab as well as some other things.
         "The fight is less than a week away. I know you think you're ready. but if you fight as slow as you've been sparring today, then you'll walk out on a stretcher. You hear me?" he asked. The boxer only nodded, then proceeded to go a little quicker on the speed bag next to the ring. He thought that he was having a good training session, as everything in the morning had gone well. It suddenly occurred to him that he had no clue what time it was and how long he'd been grinding in the gym.
         "I'm tired. I've been working on everything I can think of working on. My arms are turning into soup. I'm going home to get some rest, and perhaps we'll take it up a notch tomorrow, ok?" he said, wanting to go home to bed.
          His manager nodded. "Fine, fine. Maybe I'm being too hard on you. I mean, we've gotten this far, haven't we?" he asked. 
         The boxer nodded and smiled. "Yes. Yes we have. But....you've always wanted me to be better than I was, and I appreciate that." he replied. 
         His manager smiled. "Thanks man. Now go get some sleep, would ya?" he said with a smile. The boxer headed for the door, and patted his manager on the shoulder as he walked past and left the premises.
         He knew that there was still work to be done, and he had no problem doing it. In this business, you didn't drop your guard for second. It was full throttle until the bitter end. His career was slowly coming to a close, and one might think to take it a bit easier, but not him.
        "Push hard, no matter what." he mumbled to himself as we walked down the sidewalk away from the gym, the streetlights on to counter the dark of the night. He started thinking about strategy on his way, hoping to come up with some more varied punches and combos for the fight, wanting to keep his opponent guessing as much as possible. After all, this wasn't just any fight. This was for the championship of the world, a title and belt of which he had no intention of relinquishing anytime soon.


Pre-fight

       "You've fought him twice before, so he's no stranger to you. The first time, he put your lights out early. The second time, you put his lights out eventually. This time, you better get a knock-out in a lot less time, or else you might find yourself in trouble. You know he's hungry now, and he wants to take a big bite out of your title belt. He probably wants to take a bite out of you personally 'cause of last time. But, you're not going to let that happen. Oh no. You're going to take it to him, fast and furious. You're gonna jab him. You're gonna throw combos at him. You're gonna beat him to a pulp, and hopefully enjoy every second of it, on your way to retaining your title. This is all you, man." finished his manager.
        The boxer finally looked up from under the hood on his ring coat. 
        "Don't worry, I got this. I'm in no mood to lose my title. Not now, not to him." he said. His manager nodded.
        "Good, good. Remember, this isn't some tomato can you're fighting. He can go distance, and he's got all the tools he needs to punish you. But, he doesn't have the heart that you have, and we all know that. But heart doesn't win alone. Oh no. You need to be more cunning than he is, more brutal when the situation calls for it. You gotta be ready to put him out his misery when you get a chance. And, I know you can do it. I've seen you do it. Eye of the tiger is what I'm saying, alright?" said the manager, slipping in a question.
        The boxer sat forward on the woodwn bench in the dressing room. and stared at the thin grey carpet beneath his ring shoes. 
        "Yeah. Eye of the tiger. I'll stand up to the challenge of my rival, and take it to him!" he said, now looking up. Jumping to his feet, he yelled. "Get some!" he echoed jubiantly. His manager smiled. 
       "Alright. Good. Just don't waste any energy shooting off that mouth of yours, okay?" he said with a laugh. The boxer grinned, and got ready to leave the dressing room. Opening the door into the facility's hallway, he saw his entourage ready and waiting. It was go time, and they all stood like sentinels, waiting for him to lead them into battle. The glory of the fight and the victory would soon be his, and they would all be celebrating it, in some form or another.


Round 4

        Four rounds in, and he was already bleeding from a cut over his right eye. It had been going a little more different than he had thought it would. More brutality than before. His manager was right, his opponent was hungry. Really hungry. The action had been fast and furious, and there was blood spilled on both sides. He was pretty sure that he was winning on the scorecards three rounds to one, but he had paid for it. Not only was there blood, but he also felt some pain in his ribs as well, taking one too many body shots. He knew that his blocking had better improve, or the next few body shots might be his undoing, and might also bring an abrupt end to the fight. He really didn't want it to end that way.
        He kept up his dance, moving around his opponent and keeping his guard up, hoping to land a few punches when he had the opportunity, without taking too much damage himself. If he was going to win, a large offensive was needed. Sensing a chance, he let his quarry move in close, dropping the guard enough to entice the other fighter to take the bait. Once his opponent was within his range, he let loose a barrage of body and head shots, while moving forward and making the other fighter back up into the nearest corner, stuck, and starting to take a beating. Furious lefts, fast rights, dangerous shot all around. He was landing most of them. His opponent looked battered by the time the referee stepped in between and told them both of break it up. Too late, as the damage had been done.
         Just as he got ready to let loose some more, the bell rang to end the roun. He walked over to his corner and slumped down on the wooden stool, tired now. That last bit had taken it's toll on his energy, and he hoped he had enough left to either go the distance, or get the knock-out in the next couple of rounds. His cutman started to check his face for any new damage, while working on the cut above the right eye, applying some special cut cream, while rubbing it with the cold metal plates, trying to reduce the overall swelling. Just as he was about to focus on the water bottle in front of him, his manager spoke.
         "That's what I want to see! You get him into that corner, any corner, and let loose whatever you got! Throw the haymakers and make him pay! The only way you're gonna win is to hurt him. Hurt him bad, real bad. Make him wish he didn't step into the ring with you for a third time. Now, when you go back in there, keep attacking, but keep your guard up, and watch your jab! You hear me? Good." he finished, as the boxer took a mouthful of cool water, before the bell rang. 
        The next round had started, and it was time to get it on once again. He rose from the stool, smacked his gloves together, and went after his opponent.


Round 8

        There was nothing left for him to give, as he was spent. Swinging his gloved fists grew more and more tiresome as the fight dragged on. He wanted to sit down in the worst way, but knew that it wasn't going to happen anytime soon. The crowd was roaring for more, the last few rounds being so back and forth that no one really held the advantage anymore. All it would take was one good power punch in the right spot. One punch. That's all. Both men were running on empty, and wished for a quick ending. The boxer kept circling his opponent, but kept locking up rather than throwing punches, trying to conserve energy. He could hear his manager yelling instructions, the crowd getting angry, even the people in the front row screaming for blood and more violence.
          All he had to do was get in one good punch, something that would knock his opponent either down, or out. He continued his tired dance, keeping the guard up nd waiting for an opportunity. His quarry lashed out here and there, trying to connect with somethin of his own, not sure what else to do. Suddenly, his opponent moved back and let his guard down, trying to regain his own dance and circle around. This was it. The moment the boxer had been waiting for. The chance to end it here, now, and once and for all. He moved in, slowly lowering his right glove. His opponent shifted to his left, and threw a punch, then decided it was better to move right and bring the gloves out, ready to get in a shot.
          It was all the boxer needed for that one power punch. With whatever energy he had left, he threw a quick left to disorientate his quarry, then lashed out with a right uppercut as his opponent danced sideways right into it! The other fighter took the power shot right to his jaw, his head snapping back, his body going limp and falling backwards. The man was so close to the ropes, that his body bounced off the top rope, up and over the ring onto the floor in the first row of seats. He was down and out, and the referee was already sliding under the ring ropes to check on him. After a few seconds, the referee motioned that the fight was over, and the man lying on the floor was out cold.
           The boxer raised his gloves into the air and dropped to his knees as his entourage hit the ring and celebrated. The whole place was going nuts. People were screaming all over the place, some good, some bad. But it didn't to him. The fight was over, and he had retained his coveted title belt. Within seconds, the ring announcer confirmed it. 
          "Ladies and gentlemen, you're winner, by knockout, and still champion of  the world....!"


                                                           THE END
                                  

