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_in his own corner,

'« dages that were being placed on Demp-

- Pentier would be dropped at sny mo-
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ehamnen deposited the shat-
atill beautiful idol of Franes

In the first round it seemed that Car-

ment. Dempeey tore at him savagely
in a geries of clinchoes, ripping blows
e body. Carpentier’s nose was
-ragped by a glancing punch, and bled.
neing right opened a cut under

eft eye. The fine profile became

& red smear. Close watchers did not
believe that it would go for another full
round. A sudden shot from the Demp-
sey right or left would end it any see-
ond. Then came the ‘Liﬁhtmns flash
by Carpentier. He flow at Dempsey and
landed a right and a left on the cham-
plon’s jaw. Dempsey tottered and there
was just a bit of a sag about his knees,
Carpentier made another rush, but
Dempsey recovered in an instant and
met Carpentier with some right and
left jolts to the bodt The slender
form of the Frenchman bent before them
He could not withstand the sheer power
and the strength of Dempsey. Few
human beings will be able to with-
stand those punches of Dempsey to
the body for some time to coms. That
ended the rush of the poilu, The third
pound was absolutely futile. Carpen-
tier now and then jabbad with a long
right, but it rolled off Dempsey's head.

Moral of Bout—The Punch Wins

There was no disorder such as there
was when Dempsey dropped Willard at
Toledo. It seemed that the radiant |
calm of Carpentier held that cmwd.']
When that bell rang the Frenchman |
might have been merely stepping into |
his little ring at Manhasset instead of
into that whirlpool of suppressed emo-
tioh. When he recovered consciousness
his manner was as unruffied as it was
when he finished one of those perfunc-
tory training exhibitions at his Long
Island cam

The exhi

Eitinn demonstrates that as
& financial proposition & prizefight
bests Wall Street for quick work. As
to what else it demonstrates, that ia
problematical. Tt demonstrates, at any
rate, that perfect poise, consummate
allantry and radiant confidence ecan
reduced to an inert mass by the
punch. Perhaps that is the moral of 1t
all—the punch wins.

Carmentier's futiive will be the mem-
ory of a gallant effort in the humid
mists, Dempsey’'s immediate future is
anything that he wants to make it, 50
far as the prizering is concerned. No
heavyweight can stand up against h"“.
for zome time to come. Hewlooked |
very much to-day like the Dempsey ofi
Toledo two years ago.

Gallic Confidence Brings Sleep

They say that Carpentier slept like a
child on the night before the bout. One
newspaper man, who greeted him carly
in the morning, said that he was joking
and laughing and full of confidence.
Dampsey plainly was worried and irri-
txble through it all. Psychology was
sgainst the champion, but he had the
weight and the punch. Inside those
rapes only these two count.

arpentier will fizht no more in the
United States. He will earry back to
France as much of $200,000 as the in- |
come tax collector leayes him. Dempsey |
will have $300,000 to settle his various |
lawsuits. Tex Rickard says that the|

te was in the neighborhood ot $1,600,-

&D. He will have a few dollars left|
after the various expenses are paid. |

Close to ninety thousand humid|
humans stewing in the huge wooden

saucer six hundred feet in diametor
saw the battle. Long before 2 o'clock it
.seemed certain that the arena wounld be
filled with the biggest crowd that ever
‘saw a boxing bout end that the gate re-
ceipts would run over $1,600,000. |
? 'I.Phe miasma that steamed up through
the tangle of timbers that covered an
cxpansive section of Bowle's Thirty
Agres seemed to oppress the crowd be- |
€ore th2 main bout. They sweated and
‘panted, watching the preliminary bouts
!‘gﬂhpiica]ly and withoul enthusiasm.
““After the carefully staged entrance
of Governor Edwards of New Jersey
ke proceeded to take personal charge
of the policing arrangemaents,

Rickard’s Handy Man Ejeciod

Before he was aware of it John
{lke) Dorgan, Rickard’s handy man,
was personally thrown away from 'lhc
ring by the Chief Executive of New
Jersey. The Commissioner of Public
Safety made the eviction official by
-purling Izzy Kaplan, a gentleman w?ll
Jknown in the camera trade, after Mr.
Dorgan. In the meantime the sun
beat down with a heat that went sev-
eral degrees beyond Mr. Dorgan's in-
dignation. .

Around the pateh of white canvas
where the ‘“ring drama of the cen-
tury™ was to be staged there wern
more correspondents than were sent
to the World War. Beyond were lay-
ers and layers of kings of finance,
kings and queens of moviedom, sport-
ing gents and ladies from all over thnl|
world, and beyond layers of the ba]d..

asantry, male and female, of nl'l the

ndustries and trades. EEt;r.\.cuat.lr:ull),'_r
speaking, the gatbering was about 1§
E cent gentler sex.
pe'li'hu rlYaﬁ' Bowl, filled, holds seventy-
five thousand. The hupe frame shackle
structure held fifteen thousand more
and they were jammed and huddled in
the inclosure like rabbits at the end
of the drive. A yesg on a holiday
sweated peacefully beside a nuli‘mn-
aire. “One Eye” Connolly brushed oy
the Astor party to locate himself on
& stool by the ringn:de. It was %mrdel
to keep “One Eye” Connolly, wit’ out a
tieket, out of the place than it was to
stay the progress of the Astor pariy.
Planes Circle Over Ring
inutes to 3 master of cere-|
m#;}igt:n .}r:m Humphreys anlnounc?d
through a sound-carrying deviee "h“g
the main event would be staged at .
o'clock as scheduled. Th‘e PhOchE‘
raphers’ wagon began to clutter up -t.lﬂ
ving, two airplanes began to ecircle

through the mists around the huge |

en saucer and a sober dark cloud
?Lunt;ln:i‘ in the east. It looked like
an approaching thunder shower,
1t was A
that gusped through the preparations.
Taken nIg in all it was up to this time
gt least one of the most orderly crowds
that was ever assembled. There were
no last-minute rumors, there was no
last-minute betting. Somebody trotted
3 large floral horseshoe into the ring.
Tt wag a gift for Jack Dempsey. The
guperstitious began to murmur. A
. horseshoe in the basebull diamond or
the prizering spells a jinx,
"~ Carpentier came into the ring at five
minutes to 8. He was swathed in a
~ dark-gray bathrobe. The Frenchman
" ware a smile that appeared beautifully
“ealm. He vose from his chair about
| two minutes later to greet Dempsey
with a handshake. Then he sat down
“in his chatr agaln and picked tunea
on the ring rope with the fingers of
one hand., Deschamps rushed away
from his charge to inspeet the ban-

se hands.
5amptoy wore a three.day growth
of bristling beard. His brows waere
furrowed in the charscteristic Demp-
- gey scowl. Somehow he sezmed to
be depressed while these prelimi-
I mary irritations were being inflicted,
- Introductions followed rapidly while |
the -business of bundaging the hands
was going on. Joe Humphreys turnzd
loose showers of adjectives over Gov-
ernor Edwards and the Mayor of Jer-
sey City.
. Carpantier bandaged his own hands,
meantime eying his opponent with a
: ile that seemed half quizzieal.
empsey growled as Deschamps con-
tinued to chatter at him. In the Carpen- |
tier corner were the huge Journee and
Marcot, the battling chef who assisted
the hope of France. There was much
trying on of gloves, There were plenty |
of them. 1 £ |
Carpentier continued to smile bheau-
‘tifully as he picked a pair with the air
‘of a well groomed man selecting the |
tie for the day. Never did o contender

_ with such odds against him wear such | chalance and confidence,

an air of confidence. It was superh,

~-and Dempsey, aware of it and annoyed, ' awaited the arrival of Dempsey

scowled all the more fiercely.

/
)

a reticent and brooding cruwdl

| fight Dempsey too to toe.
|'the rushing body blows of the champion
| that sapped the strength of the chal-
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Broken Right Han
Minutes Make
Defeat a

d in Second Three
8 Challenger’s
Certainty

By W. J. Macbeth

Georges  Carpentier, heavyweight
champion of Europe, light heavyweight
champion of the world and idol of |
France, took the long gamble and lost,
He staked -all on the ewnance of winning
the title of the heavyweight division |
from Jack Dempsey in the Rickurd
stadium at Boyle’s Thirty Acreg, Jor-
sey City, vesterday afterncon. He gave
all he had for his cause, as knights
did in the days of chivalry, but though
his heart was big and his spivit un-
daunted, his body proved too fruil for
the purpose of the spirit.

Carpentier was not disgrazed. He
fought a losing battle, but locked great
in defeat. He was s marvel of speed
and & sharpshooter with a sting to the
punches he delivered with either hand.
When he elected fo fight at long range
he had Dempsey completely mystified
and missing swings by several feet.
Carpentier seemed able to walk around
the champion at will and to make him
miss as far a2 he pleaged.

The Frenchman fell a victim of am-
bition and overestimation of his own
ability to agsimilate the erushing blows
of his adversary., It is possible that
he—or whoever else may have mapped
out the poliey of battle—underrated
Dempsey’s hitting power. Carpentiar
was beaten down by brute foree. It
was a case of the light rapier mecting
the broadsword head on and time after
time,

Victim of Body Blows

There is little doubt that Georges
Carpentier might have staved the
twelve rounds had he elected to fight
strietly on the defensive. Many wise
eritice are of the opinion that he made
the mistake of hie life in trying to
For it was

lenger and sapped it so quickly that
the Frenchman was beaten before he
had time to formulnte a new and more
baffling line of procedure,

But staying twelve rounds would
have gotten the {;ullant Georges noth-
ing but additional glory. His only hope
to lift the championship was to knock
out one of the best champions the prize-
ring has known. It may have been pra-
sumptuous, but the spirit was admir-
able,

Old time ring experts who had bet on
Georges to stay the limit gave up hope
almost as soon a¢ the engagement be-
gan when they saw the challenger
meant to make it a stand up, knock-
down affair. For the Frenchman tore
inte his opponent and never gave an
inch when they came to close grips,
even though he always got much the
worst of the bedy agrinst body ex-
changes. The hero of France could be
seen to wilt under Dempsey’s erushing,
short arm bolts to the body of the
doughty challenger. As early as the
end of the third round it was seen that |
Georges was done,

The crowd was fair. Parhaps Demp-
sey did not get as great an ovation as
a fishter of Kis merit deserved.

Magnificent Confidence

Perhaps never before did two more
confident battlers decide the question
of supremacy. The Frenchman™was the
peraonification of easy grace, mnon-
He was the |
ke |
he
smiled graciously at his friends in the

tirst to enter the ring, and while

| kept
| thythm and precision of pistons.

immediate  vicinity or indolently
watehed the flight of a half dozen ajr-
planes,

From the start, because of the style

he elected to pursue, Carpentier’s cange |

appeared a hopeless one. But his last
chance ebbed away in the second round,
when he broke his good right hand,
fracturing the bone of the lower thumb
behind the second joint,

robbed the challenger of the use of his
most formidable weapen, and at a time
when he apparently had Dempsey in
dire distress. From then on, when he
used the right, Carpentior was unable

to shoot it straight, but had to turn his|

punches and land with the butt of his
fist after a semi-circular swing, His
hitting forte, as shown in the first two
rounds, lay in the old-fashioned art—a
lost one, apparently—of shooting a
blow siraight froi. the shoulder.

However that may be, if there were
any oceasion for Carpentier to fight at
long range while he still had two good
Lands, there was a doubly potent rea-
son why he should not have stayed at
close grips after his best weapon was
put out of commiszion. With the right
gone, his only safety lay in making it
a stern chase for the title holder, But
to the end he manfully, though foolish-
1y, stood by his guns,

Here is the round-byv-round aceount
of the battle:

ROUND ONE

As Joe Bannon, the officizl time-
keeper, clanged the big pgong that
started the tight of the century, the
two gladiators sprang from their chairs
and met in the center of the ring

Dempsey came out on his toes, arms
Foise;l sp that he could hit with either
iand. Carpentier glided out, panther-
like, Just a fraction of an instant they
stood facing gach other in deep con-
centration. Then like a finsh, as the
vattler strikes, Carpentior’s left shot
out for the champion's jaw. Quick as
was the lead was Dempsey's antidote.
The champion fell away slightly and
tolled his head with the impact. The
lead snapped Jack's head buck a bit,
but did not seem to jar the burly body,

And then Carpentier did something
that elestrified the thousands of on.
lockers by its sheer audseity while
at the same time it made them gasp in
horror at the prola
Instead of stepping back to
against a possible counter, the French-
man deliberately worked into close
quarters with his dougnty adversary.
Hach hammered away with both hands,
but neither conneceted with a telling
blow,

As they broke from s clinch Demp-
sey was shorg with a left lead for the
Jjaw  and before he could recover
Georges stepped in with a straicht
right to the face. This wicked blow
was & tvifle high; it got Jack on the
cheek as he rolled his gead. A mo-
ment later Carpentier hooked a pretty
left o the face and the big erowd
howled encouragement,

Then Dempsey, stung, rushed in like
an infuriated bull. Again the French-
mean astounded the multitude by calmly
holding his ground. They came to
olose grips. Carpentier was a baby
in the hands of his foe, The champion
his two hands going with the
He
shot short and crushing jolts te the
wind and short ribs and Carpentier
could be seen fairly to wilt under the
terrific drubbing. While still in close
Dempsey shot a right hook for the
head that landed flush on Carpenti=r's
nose. This blow was a staggering ane.
It brought a flood of bloed and as the
Frenchman finally broke and danced

This accident |

ble comsequences, |
guard

been severely damaged.

Carpentier feinted Dempsey into an
opening. He whipped a wicked left
straight te the jaw and followed in-
stentaneously with a straight right to
the same spot. But though he threw
‘e\'ury ounce of hia energy into the
punches it was apparent that he had
been weakened under the previous body
punishment, for the blows rattled off
| Dempsey’s chin with no mere effect
than a tack hammer against a statuc
of bronze. The Frenchman seemed a
bit groggy as he danced back out of
Tange once maove.

Dempsey was after him, gorilla-like
| ferocity painted on his lowering brows.
He pinned Georges in a neutral corner,
but as Dempsey swung a vicious rvight
the TIrenchman nimbly ducked undar
the arm and danced gway to untram-
meled space again. Carpentier jabbed
Dempsey with a straight left as they
| fell into a elinch. They werc in a
| neutral corner again and, trying to
lavoid a right swing, the Frenchman
slipped through the ropes, Piqued at
this accident, Carpentier flew at the
champion like a real fury and landed
several body blows before Jack could
unload his heavy artillery. Dempsey
fell into a clinch egain and at short
renge showered a rain of crushing
short left and right jolts on tha chal-
lenger's wind and sghort ribs. Georges
broke ground at last; broke greuand

’away it was evident that his nose had

somewhat unsteadily, for hia knees
were sagging under him, and his
dreamy eyes had a glassy stare, But

he was game. Ah, yes, he was game,
He stepped in with a wicked right that
snapped flueh on Dempsey's jaw as tha
round ended—a blow that shot the
champion's head back with a jerk.

The erowd was now mad with ex-
citement. The wooden saucer was a
seething mass of shouting, hoarde-mad
enthusiasm. Men and women were on
their chairs cheering like mad, as
Referee Ertle split out the fight-mad
warriors, who were too intent on the
business at hand to hear the clang of
the gong.

ROUND TWO
Deschamps and his assistants had
stanched the flow of bloed from

Georpges' nose during the minute’s in-
terval and the challenger came back
smiling and as debonair gz ever,
Dempsey tried to crowd in close,
but Carpentier danced back and away.
His supporters roared approval, They
thought he had profited by the ex-
perienee of the first yound and that ha
would make it a long range engage-
ment. This Georges did for some time,
and while he pursued such tactics he
made a veritable monkey of the cham-
pion. He was mauking Jack miss by
feet instead of inches.
| Carpentier suddenly tupned, glided
{in and unloosed a straight left for the
ljaw, It brushed the
'bempsey'a chin az he quickly ducked,
Quickly the Frenchman followed with
his good, straight vight, It was a
telling blow and Jack's knees bent
under Rim. The champion shook his
head and tore inte Carpentier,
Georges shot a Etraight left to the face
und a straight right to the jaw as the
champion bore down on him, bu! the
blows, whila well delivered and sharp,
failed to stop the rush,
At closa quartere Dempsey again be-
labored Carpentier's body with short
arm jolts, then shifted the attack sud-
denly to the head and euffed the
Frenchman's skull from side to side,
Coerpentier was short with his left,
but a wicked right followed almost in.
stantaneously and was deliversd with
such right good will that Dempaey
trembied. The champion reeled back
on his heels and covered. Quick as the
lightning's Qash blow on blow reined
on his face and jaw. It seemed the
champion of the world was about to
topple.  Carpentier would straighten
his man with the left, but semehow
the reputed deadly riiht never ersshed
tome on the button, It developed later
that the second time he shot with the
right the game Frenchman broke his

right zide of

How Cost of Fighting
Has Risen in 30 Years

The following table shows the
purses and gate receipts for some
of the important heavyweight
ving battles and the gradual
growth in their size in the Jast
thirly years:

Total
Yrar Flght Recelpta ||
1850—Sullivan beal Kilrain .88 |
1882—Corbott beat Sulllvan. ., ——
1807 —IMtzsimmona beat Carbett —_
1002 —Joffrics beat Fitealmmons 6N 281,800
IM0—Jplmson  beat Jeffries. . 101,000 270775
IHG=Willurd Beat Johnson,.. 49,000 G000
IM0—Dempnay beat Wiliurd., 127,500 452023
1821 —Dempsuy Leat, Carpantler, (00,000 1,500,009

)

right hand. He hit Dempsey on the
cheekbone and suffered a compound
fracture below the second joint of the
thumb.

What might have happened hut for
this injury will never he known.

Six lefts and rights rattied off Demp-
sey's jaw of adamant as he reeled
back on his heels toward the ropas,
Then Jack chopped a right to the faca
that gashed Georges deeply under tha
left eye, The Frenchman pulled away
from two wvicious right swings, but
cach scored simultancously with rights
to the body at the bell.” It waas all
Carpentier’s round.

ROUND THREE

The Frenchman ducksd g left swing
as they met in mid-ring. The cham-
pion crowded the challenger againsg
the Topes 1in a neutral corner and
caught him with a wicked, short right
to the body as Georges tried o duek
out to safety. Carpentier slapped g
roundhouse !‘Iiht. to Dempsey’s jaw
and then stabbed g Etraight left to
the face, Carpentier whipped a wicked
right uppercut for Jack's jaw but mig-
judged his distancs b inches and the
low glanced off \\'itﬁnut groat dam-
ufgc. Again Carpentiep uppercut, this
time to the hody. They came to cloga
quarters then, again, and Dempzey lit-
crally heat down “is antagonist into a
state of mear lel]! “cnesg With erugh-
ing body blows. 'i» Frenchman was
trying to hung on tiqaly but he had
not the sireagth to pinion Dempsey's
armg that flailed constantly into the
invader's numbing body,

. The echampion then landed left and
right in rapid succession to the head.
Lnrpcm‘igr found Dempsey’s jaw once
mere with a right swing, but the blow
lncked_ snap. Dempsey returned the
compliment with usyry, This wis a
short arm right to the pit of the
stomach that miade the foreiener winee,

The Frenchmun missed with his right,
but stabbed Jaek with a light left to
the face. Simullaneously each put a
hard left straight and flush to the
other's ehin, Carpentfer worked out|
of a corner, whither he liad been hat-|
tered by lefts and rights, Muceh of
Carpentier's reserve force was drum-
med away by Dempsey's short arm
blows that he was una le to eseape.
Dempsey was right on top ef his man
#5 he broke cover. Tha Frenchman
bumped full tilt into a hard right
swing that spun him round on his
heels, He elinched to saye himself, but
was groggy from an unmerciful hest-
ing to the frail body as the bell elanpged
its welcome relief.

There is little doubt Dempsey would
have finished off his man right here

if he had had a few seconds more in
which to work. Carpentier, saved by |
the bell, reeled drunkenly to his cor.|

ner.
ROUND FOUR

As his seconds worked frantically
over Carpentier, Manager Frangois Des- |
champs evidently gave his protégé the |
fatherly advice to seek safaty jn flight |
while he couserved his waning strength
for as the champion came
mined to finish off his man the French-

Wily Tex Nearly Ruins
High Price Speculators

Speculators will be cautiouz in
future when they trifle with
sporting events promoted by Tex
Rickard. By announcing that the
avena would hold 20,000 fewer
persons than it was planned to
accommodate the wily Tex almogt
ruined the gentry who charge
scandalous prices for tickets,

An hour before the main bout
went on $50 seats were gelling at
$35, $40 geats could be had for
$25 and a $10 bill bought $25 and
$85 seats,

Nat only that, but a great
many of the speculators were left
with nothing but their unused
pasteboards to remind them of
the disaster.

man broke ground to utilize any pos-
sible advantage he had in speed. But
it was too late.

The fina pair of legs that might have
been utilized to such good advantage
had this ?olicy been adopted in the|
firat round were unreliable now be-
cnuse of the terrific body beating which
Carpentier had suffered.

There was no denying Dempsey now.
The [ust of battle sparkled under his
beetling brow; the scent of blood was
in his nostrils, The champion bounded
after his stricken prey and crushed an-
other pile-driving short right to the
Frenchman's sore short ribs, Carpen-
tier attempted to stave off the inev-
itable by clinching. But his hold was
fegble. Dempsey stood in close and
literally drubbed his man into a state
of semi-consciousness with a tattoo of
short right and left hooks to the body.

The Frenchman broke away and
reeled back, glassy-eyed. It was with
great difficulty he held up his hands.
Hig eves were glazed; his lower jaw
dropping piteously like that of a
corpae. Dempsey measured his man—
then shot out his right. Carpentier

give & tramplike ant

courage and skill
just, too strong hlows,

Fight Was a Bayonet Charge . 1
Against Heavy ‘Artillerf

Carpentier, Pale and Smiling With Effort, Wen ¢
Arena Like Prisoner Going to Chief’s
Office to Face the Music

By Sophie Treadwell

We happened to egee both the cham-
pion and the challenger come into the
arena just before they went into thelr

quartery,

Carpentier came down the alleyway
between two policemen, and followed by
Hia <lothes
|spel]nd unconscious distinetion. He was
| elose chaven, unusually pale, and had
| strange, strained snd crooked smile. |
;Thiﬂ perfection of grooping, this pro- | eyes looking wide ‘at
| nounced pallor, this strange smile, and | d2feat, and then—his am
\the two policemen, made him look like
the hero of a different sort of a etory. |
In fact, he looked exazetly like a clever,
elusive, but guilty young gentleman |

a small, curious crowd.

who knew at last that the jig was up

and was going along to headquarters to

face the music.

A few minutes later Dempsey came.
If any policemen were 2long they were
too small and insignificant to ba no-
ticed. And the crowd that followed

wag admiring and loudly bueyant, The |

Ha wore
A oap was on the back
A heavy stubble of heard
frightening look
to his threatening and heavy face,
he was smiling. And his step
swinging and carefree,
ha wife of the
clutched my

champion led and towered.

a red sweator.
of hiz head.

was

L] % L4 L -

It was a tragic thing to ses.
Once again gallantry and beauty and
going down under

fell in just far snough to take the|™ Cirpentier fought hrilliantly and
wicked blow on the back of the head, bra:c-ir:‘;.“ : bt S
but there was so much behind the Dempsey, surely and powerfully,
i:umh one could imagine it rattled the | [, (., eeront brornd Carpenticr's
frenchman's teeth. skill was thrilling; the swift hlows,

Again the Frenchman automatically
fell into a feeble clinch and again
Dempsey beat him to a pulp with
wicked short arm jolts to the bady.

the sudden shifts of the body—sym-
metry, poise, cobrdination.
thizs round with genius.

|
But |

sporting writer
arim_and turned away, |
“Why go in to see it,” she gaid, “It's all |
over.”

He fought |

The champion could feel hia man : “But genius in L!aia"world,"_oncr?‘g.nid |
soften under the blows. He stepped Edgar %’Han Poe, *“must inevitably
back suddenly and 28 he did he | sueccumbh.

whipped the right to the heart and
brought the left sharpiy—half hook,
half uppercut—to Georges' jaw.

Down went the Frenchman, He rest-
ed, a helpless mass, on his right side,
near the ropes of a mneutral corner.
Leferse Ertle began his fatal toll.

Silence as of the sepulehre foll with
the beginning of the count, One, two,
three, four, five—the scconds pealed
off in pendulum swing., Save for the
referee’s loud toll not a sound could
be heard but the sharp intaking of
breath to chests of countlesa thousands,
It aeemed the supreme moment—that
moment for which the sport world had
been steeling itsell, lo, these past seven
months. Six — seven— eight -~ droned
the referee. At the count of six Car-
pentier pulled himself together; ha
rolled on one knee and, with a half fool-
ish grin on his face, listened to the
count. At eight he scemed steady, but
resigned,

“Nine," shouted Ertle. And with tha
word the inert elay seemed electrified
and reanimatad. With a catlike spring
the Frenchman bounded half way
across the ring at Dempsey. It was a
strategy that might have taken one less
cool firhter unaware, but Dempsey was
prepared.

Carpentier sprang, determined +to
erush dewn Dempsey under his leaping
right. He put the last ounce of his
waning energy into thia desperate ef-
fort. But the master was ready for
Lim.

Dempzey stepped in to meet the flying
target. Straight to the jaw the punch
traveled, the force of Georges' cata-
pulting body doubling its effect. The
blow whieh landed en the “bottom?”
seemed to travel only several inches,
hut this time it dropped Carpentier as
if he had Leen shot through the head.
There he lay in the center of the ring.
while Ertle this time tolled off the texn.
At “eight” Carpentier tried to pull
himself together. At Jeast his legs
moved. But the will was stronger than |
the bedy. “Carp” was counted out.

Dempsey, still champion of the waorld,
though champion through that second
round by the margin of only one more
effective puneh, looked pityingly at his

fallen adversary as Ertle slapped him | !

on the back in token of victory.

Then the champion stooped' and
helped Gus Wilson pick up the fallen
gladiator and ecarry him to his corner.
The battle of the century was one mors
chapter of ring history.

Carpeﬁntier

tier was the first to lend.
left and landed lightly.
elinch he was punished seversly and
came out with
throughout that round and the next

range, though not at infighiing.
landed often and he found ne (souble |
in making Dempsey miss on his returns.

But constantly Dempsey lmp; edging |
of giving,

the boxers had heard that

Straton
have
belief in divine vengeance
the activities of as
whose activities
proved. We felt cheered at the th
that
thunderbolt to comes betwee
Mr. Straton,

In vain the beautifully p!hmd, 1!10! ti
perfectly timed blowa.

In wain the

swift shifts. In vain sll the
metry and contrel and coordingtion,
Dempsaey, like Fate, was tog B
He was hit—and terrifically,
simply didn't go down.
“it’'s all over,”
h writer beeide ne.

Bt Ty

. »

I(Tsrpenll:hr'a smile,

ookin rough glasscs, the f

faces wr-‘fa clear a:nd clogo, zhban!'
In the third round—Carpe

head thrown back, ki pale £

smeared with blood, a cut or

of his nose, a cut an

D

That strange, eronked
but still

playing the

daring, indifferent, ]

long disillugioned witl

{ life, but still making & i Eestupes @
with an air. And a very, very French

smile,
And Dempsey’s glower.

i When fighting, his a black faes:

physically and spiritually blae K
When figh -

| v
| o

whole & imen overwhelm.
e brutality.
That smile! That glower! ;
“Its all over,” I said to myseld then,
L) L ® - £ ]

1
|
| In the fourth the inevitable ending
| came.

And, probably hecause it was go in
evitable, that whoele vast coneoursa ot
00,000 people seemed suddenly stilled
85 people suddenly overcoma and

| pressed by the awtul spirit of tragady,
They kad yelled and leaped to stand
on iheir chairs when wes evident

that Carpentier was goin
sereamed when he
| eal 1 cheered as

They
fell and
g0l to hig

he

But when he went down the second
time and rolled oveyr with one foet
drawn up and pawing the sir, in & Eort
of pitiful and futi uhb-conseious ef-
ort to get up again, that fzht-med

Zn
remained standing quietly
1e defeated one was being lifted
corner,

They had sgeen, that fight-m

throng, their champion undefeated,
They had seen “the best man win®
But had =slso scen a singl

handed charge a la bs agai

ciowd was almost stilled.
And ]

d baionetts
hine gun; no, against heavy am
ary.

And it was a tragic thing to see,

Carpentier First to Land
With the zound of the gong Carpen-
He used his
In the first
& bloody mnose. But
one he had much the best of it ut IL:lnlq

In and Carpenticr, instead
ground, cdged with him., Worse than
that, as often as not, he rushed in and
onee he wae within range of Dempsey's
short hooks he was rocked back and
forth, Carpentier fought an ill-con-
sidered fight.

It was the fairest big ecrowd we have
ever. seen. There were cheors for
everybody, including the preliminary
fighters, and boos for no one,

Sand- |

5 |
that he feels ill at ease in any other ex- |
preesion.

wiches sald for twenty-five cents and|

mineral water for fifty, hut otherwisze
all the arrapgements were perfect,
Don Marguis poured $3.30 worth of
charged water and a dollar’s worth of
beer upon his head during the prolim-
inaries. Then it began to rain free
witer, but none of the vendors would
make a refund, Mr, Marquis pretendad
to believe that the same two men re-
mained in the ring throughout the
whole length of the preliminaries. Ha
admitted that some were knocked down
and drogged out, but he maintained
that they merely went under the ring
and came back again,
There were o great many knockouts
all afternoon. The first two Irauts
were harmless, but just as the third
was heginning the Rev. John Ro
Straton came in and tosk a rin
seat. Immediately the two prelimin
boys began to knock eaech other dos
and things became brutal. Pernaps
*. Straton
al for his ser-
evila of prize-

had conie to get mate
mon next Sunday on the
fighting,

It was a comfart to u
g0 close at hand.

¢ Often wa
been terrified at his

expressad

dembled erowds of
Mr. Etraton disnp-
ought
for a
n us and

there was hardly room

We were worried for a moment by a

‘8it down,"” but it turned out to he

TOO EagerWith J:ms'Bteriuus voice which kept shouting

_Victory Near

(Continued from poge ena)

upon him and walked almost across the
ring. With his shouldsr blades the
champion seemed to express the opin-
ion that thers was nothing to do till
ta-morrow, At seven Carpenticr had
turned ever upon his stomech and at
nine he wasg up and trying to punch.
Then Dempsey swung the powerful
blow which finished it. Carpentier
eould not get up until
from the flopr. Dempaey was the first
man to help, but Deschamps and Jour-
née were in the ring quickly, They
waited, though, for the final ten, 1t
wud not Carpentier’s brain which said
¢nough, His body overruled Lis ®erce

machine,
ap everybody said it was and it laoked |
like a soup bowl full of eroutons, Some-
body suggested eretins, but it was a |
volatile erowd, though well behaved

greater than that.
gat away from the fact that we |

nothing more than some sort of phono-

L 4 . s
The stadium is just ae hig

Coming away we had enly one con-

eolation, Bernard Shaw hus been wrong
for once,

We wish he had won

Annihilation of Will
There was, however, one conszo
It was impo:

geen o tragedy, the most poignan

determination to go an.

Four or five minutes elapsed before
Carpentier was revived. He came then
to the center of the ring and Dempsey
met him there and they talked for a|
minute or two. Both were cheered as
they left, but again Carpentier had the
majority of the crowd. !

Carpentier was the first man to en-
ter the ring. Somebody who had seen
him in his dressing room said that he
looked pale, drawn and horribly ner-
vous, None of that was visible when he
came inta the big soupbowl. At any
rate; it can be suid of Carpentier that
no man in the werld can enter a ring
more magnificently. Indeed, it seemed
to ug that he lost nothing of appeal in
the manner in which he went out,
Probably he was nervous, but he iz a
gorgeous actor. He whirled all about
the ring, hiz hands high above his head,
acknowledging the applause. It was
stirring cheering and more hearty than
that wﬁich Dempsey received, |

Warmed by the cheering, Carpantier |
grew visibly in grace and poise, |
As Dempsey eame down the aigle & fow
minutes later Carpentier got up and
reached through the ropes to help him
in. Again when the fighters posed to- |
gether for the camera men (there must
nave been fifty thousund of them) Car-
pentier turned squarely toward Demp-
sey gmliling pleasantly. They might
have been starting out on an eighteen-
hole golf mateh, instead of a heavy-
weight prize fight. Dempsey couldn't
mateh Carpentier here. He kept his face
turned away., It wasn't boorishness, |
just plain embarrgssment on the
part of the champion. He has been pie-
tured so often as the continual scowler

-

A day or two before the|
fight he atated that Carpenticr could
not lose and ought to he a 50 to 1
favorite. 17
yet there was some little satisfacti
in the knowledge that Mr. Shaw had |
he was lifted | lost his half dollar.

& to find M‘r..;=

falling upon |

graphic amplifier c¢lose to 'the ring. |
'I‘Ihen we felt indignant. We were not
disposed to take any back talk from a

\ehunged
- 5070 channels,

Title Holders From
Hyer on to Dempsey

Here is a list of the heavy-
weight champions of Ameriea and
the years each held the title:
Jaooh Hyer ..eeuvae...1816-1820
Tom Hyer ,...veee... 1841-1847
John Morrissey .......1853-1858
John C. Heenan......, 1RBER-1861
Joe Coburn ...........1802-1564
Bill Davis ............1864-1865
James Dunn ..........1865-1868
Mike McCoole ........1806-1869
Charles Gallagher <....1869-1869
Tom Allen ...........1869-1876
Joa Goss .. cesssassea. 18TE-1880
Paddy Ryan ..........1880-1882
John L, Sul!ivan.....JSSEJEE:Z
James J. Corbett ......1802-1897

lobert Fitzsimmons ...1897-1899
James J. Jeffries......1899.1005
Tommy Burns ..,.....1906-1908
Jack Johnson .........180R-1915
Jess Willard ..........1915-1019
Jack Dempsey . +1910-1921

of tragedy, the frustration and anni-
kFilation & fluming will

Carpentier put everyvthing of his
W to win in the right-hand punch
rhieh he landed in secon round,

he punch which had knocked
t and Bombardier Wells, t
did not f. Carpentie

T

Denipzey I \
given all and it was not ¢

Was

the punch
Ty ;

go d

awn,
1¢ i

ly his hoad sag
he lay on the

fluoy t 5 t of
moment in which, there was the ETjin
est kind of reminder thet there is such

£ as death, and that human will

can  be smashed, (
Dempsey, too, will go down ¢
but he will be beaten by just

3

prizefighter, i3 not our ¢
tion. It came after the vecant
Carpentier had lighted up ags
got up and came uacross U
Dempsey. And then he sm

ar
WAS agsin the smile we had scen at the

Leginning
above his h

1 he stood with h

Harding Merely Asks
“Was It a Good Fight?”

RARITAN, N, I, July 2. —President
Harding showed little intorest when
informed late to-day that Boger Jnek
Dempssy had defented Georges Cars
pentier, French echallenger,
knock-out in the fourth ronnd.

“Was it a good fizht?
newepapermen when tojd the result,

He made no further epmyment and
the conversation into other

=t

said the apmﬁn

ntier, bjy &

ston 18 the

piration, however fine and beaps §

is handy 8

with '8 §

ho asked :




