
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      


      [image: minion_v.tif]


      Praise for Terry Frei’s Previous Books

    


    
      Horns, Hogs, and Nixon Coming


      “We had a few friends over who thought we had lost our minds as we whooped and hollered through a football game so exciting it was billed as the Game of the Century. For a few hours, we were innocent again, totally caught up in the contest. The game and its cultural contexts have been beautifully chronicled by Terry Frei in his book Horns, Hogs, and Nixon Coming.”—Bill Clinton in My Life


      “. . . one of the better—and most readable—books of social history published in recent years.”—Paul Greenberg, Pulitzer Prize–winning editorial writer, Arkansas Democrat Gazette


      “. . . a superb blending of sports, history, and politics.”—Si Dunn, Dallas Morning News


      Third Down and a War to Go


      “Many times you hear athletes called heroes, and their deeds and accomplishments on the field are characterized as courageous. After reading Third Down and a War to Go, I am embarrassed to have ever been thought of as brave or courageous. . . . Enjoy this adventure in history, life, and courage and take it from a so-called tough guy—keep the hanky close by.”—Dan Fouts, Hall of Fame quarterback and CBS sportscaster


      “Brings to life, in shades of black and blue and blood red, the idea that certain things are worth fighting for.”—Rick Morrissey, Chicago Tribune


      “Mythology is nice. Truth is better. What a powerful piece of work . . . a telling detail in the great portrait of America at war, young men and women who saw their duty and did it no matter how much it scared them.”—Dave Kindred, The Sporting News, and author of Sound and Fury


      ’77: Denver, the Broncos, and a Coming of Age


      “. . . a must-read for fans of the NFL, of the 1970s, and of the American West. You didn’t have to live through it in Denver to appreciate this account of the flowering of a franchise and its love affair with a town, but this book takes those of us who did straight back to those thrilling days of yesteryear in unforgettable fashion.”—Michael Knisley, senior deputy editor, ESPN.com


      “Ahh, the memories. And they all happened right here in the forgotten time zone. Those magical moments came back with a rush last week reading ’77: Denver, the Broncos, and a Coming of Age. What a fantastic read. . . . ’77 is more than just a Bronco football memoir. It was a time when our Centennial State exploded on the national scene. . . . [T]hanks to Terry Frei’s wonderful work, we get to live that magical moment all over again.”—Dick Maynard, Grand Junction Sentinel


      “No one knows more about Denver and its sports than Terry Frei does, and here in ’77, he describes nothing less than the transformation of a city with a special focus on Denver’s most magical team. To know why and how the Mile High City exists as it does today, this is essential history.”—Sandy Clough, sports talk host, Denver’s FM Sports Radio 104.3, The Fan


      The Witch’s Season


      “Events carry the story forward swiftly, and that alone would make it a good read. But Frei has a larger point to make. It’s during times of upheaval, when the very foundations of normalcy are being shaken, that personal courage, honor and the willingness to stand fast on principle matter most. All of the central characters in Frei’s story will have to decide whether to make that stand, and if so, how to make it. Frei has written three nonfiction books, most notably Horns, Hogs, and Nixon Coming. This book proves he can write fiction too.”—Ken Goe, Portland Oregonian


      Playing Piano in a Brothel


      “For every story, there’s a story behind the story, and Frei’s book captures hundreds of them. Frei provides never-before-read tales of legendary athletes, monumental events and games behind the games, as well as his own opinion of newspaper sports journalism as a whole—and its future . . . A must-read for every sports fan.”—Doug Ottewill, Mile High Sports Magazine
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      quest to keep alive the memory of Glenn Morris.
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        During a break in the decathlon competition in Berlin, Leni Riefenstahl reaches out to Glenn Morris. Other decathlon competitors, from left, are German Erwin Huber and Americans Bob Clark (farthest back) and Jack Parker (head turned). Courtesy National Archives, Photo No. 242-HD-245-1.
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      Leni’s Visit

    


    
      Simla, Colorado: Tuesday, September 3, 1974


      The cook squinted at the ticket on the wheel facing him, pretending to be deciphering the handwritten lunch order.


      “What language is that?” he asked softly.


      “English,” said the perky teenaged waitress, pointing at the ticket with her pen. “Can’t you read?”


      “No, I mean—”


      “I know what you meant,” she said impishly, nodding almost imperceptibly over her shoulder, in the direction of the man and woman conversing in a window booth. “German, I think. Or maybe Spanish.”


      Though her platinum hair unmistakably was dyed, the woman looked to be in her early sixties. Her smart pantsuit and haughtiness made her seem unwilling to concede anything beyond mid-fifties, even to herself. On the other side of the table, the skinny young man with shaggy blond hair was deferential, sipping his coffee as the woman animatedly made a point with both hands and a Teutonic torrent. Werner Vass had just turned thirty and he was accustomed to listening.


      The only customer at the four-seat counter, a middle-aged regular who owned the Simla Grocery next door, devoured the final bite of a hamburger and wiped his mouth with the paper napkin.


      “Kristy,” he called out to the waitress. “Half cup for the road, will ya?”


      As she poured the coffee, he told her bitterly, “It’s German, all right. I hope I made her a goddamn widow.”


      Kristy sneaked a look at the booth, where the woman continued her monologue, oblivious.


      The grocer raised his cup, took several swallows, and then slammed it down on the counter. He dropped four one-dollar bills on the counter and marched out.


      As the cook finished assembling the Germans’ sandwiches and slapped them on the plates—there were no “presentation” issues at the Simla Café—a stocky man in a dark suit, with a chauffeur’s hat tucked under one arm, entered and approached the booth. The Germans made no move to make room for him.


      “All gassed up,” he said.


      The woman responded in clipped and accented English. “How long will it take us to travel to the Denver airport?”


      “About two hours, ma’am.”


      Werner Vass looked at his watch and rattled off something in German to the woman. She nodded emphatically. Turning to the chauffeur, Vass said, “After we finish here, we would like to tour the area a bit more before leaving for Denver.”


      “Yes, sir. I’ll be outside.”


      Kristy delivered the food, sliding the plates in front of them. Then she stepped back, put her hands together and smiled. “Is there anything else I can get you?”


      The woman’s return smile wasn’t warm; it was a formality. It was a smile offered in accompaniment with a request. “Perhaps some information,” she said. “How long you have lived in Simla?”


      “All my life,” Kristy said. “Except last year at CU . . . at college.” Self-conscious, she added, “I’m taking this semester off. Going back next . . .”


      The woman cut her off. “Are you or the cook aware of Glenn Morris?”


      “The Olympics guy, right?”


      “That’s correct.”


      “Well, Eddie just moved here a couple of years ago. So I don’t think he does. But there’s a display case about him at the school and they always cover him in Modern American History. Won a gold medal in something at the Olympics in the twenties somewhere in . . .”


      Kristy’s pause was momentary, but something was clicking.


      “ . . . in Germany.”


      “Berlin,” the woman said, scolding. “The decathlon. And 1936.”


      “I guess that’s why I only got a ‘C,’” Kristy said lightly.


      The woman didn’t smile.


      Kristy squinted. “Didn’t he just die, too?”


      “In January,” the woman said flatly. “In California.”


      “Did you know him?”


      “Ye-e-e-e-s.” The woman drew out the word, as if she was deciding whether it would be the final one or she’d keep going. She didn’t keep going. Kristy interpreted the awkward pause as an excuse to leave and let them eat.


      When Kristy dropped off the check, Vass perused it and said, without looking up, “You say there is a display honoring Glenn Morris at the town school?”


      “Outside the gym.”


      “Where is this school?”


      The waitress pointed north. “A block up Caribou, right on Pueblo, up the hill and you can’t miss it. Gym’s the first thing you come to. School just started today.”


      A few minutes later, Vass stood back as the German woman, transfixed, looked over the glassed-in display. A bell rang and students scurried past. A sign in school colors, blue lettering on yellow background, stretched above the cases.


      glenn morris


      1936 Olympic Decathlon Champion


      Berlin, Germany


      Pictures from his youth established that Glenn had been a student leader and star athlete, both at Simla High and Colorado Agricultural College in Fort Collins, and handsome even then. Front pages from Colorado newspapers told of Morris’s Olympic triumph (“glenn morris captures decathlon crown”) and his tumultuous welcome home to Colorado. The woman lingered at each.


      A front cover of a German tabloid showed Morris, dark-haired and lean, yet chiseled, wearing a USA sweatshirt, smiling slyly at the camera, resting on one elbow as he lounged on grass. He was featured so prominently, his head even covered up part of the newspaper name. The editors apparently believed their readership didn’t need to be reminded of the title, but wanted to see the American star.


      Finally, she came to a newspaper picture of Morris in a dark USA pullover sweater, and a white collared shirt underneath, sitting on the edge of a bed and writing a note on the adjacent tiny desk. A framed picture of a prim young woman, her hair tied back, was next to his writing pad. The picture’s headline and caption proclaimed:


      remembers the girl he left behind


      Glenn Morris, the Colorado boy who is America’s hope in the decathlon, takes time out to write his girl back home.


      The German woman lingered.


      Vass solicitously placed a hand on her shoulder.


      “Er sollte bei mir übernachtet,” she snapped.


      She pulled away from his hand and moved toward the school doors.


      They hadn’t noticed that three boys had stopped behind them. It was as if a pedestrian looked up at the sky. These kids wanted to take a closer look at what was drawing the strangers’ interest.


      Starting in pursuit of the woman, Vass bumped one boy. “I’m sorry,” the German said. “Excuse me.”


      The kid pointed to the woman storming off. “What did she say?”


      Vass slowed and turned. Backing up, he told them, “She said . . . ‘He should have stayed with me.’”
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      With no orders pending and only three customers in the cafe, the cook poured himself coffee, gathered up a couple of sections from the Denver Post piled by the cash register, sat at the counter, lit a cigarette, and started reading.


      In the front section, he skimmed pieces summing up the early days of the Gerald Ford administration and Richard Nixon’s hermit-like existence since his resignation. In sports, he checked on the status of Denver Broncos quarterback Charley Johnson’s wobbly knees. On the cover of the Rocky Mountain West section, he read of the freshman cadets reporting to the Air Force Academy fifty miles away in Colorado Springs and laughed at the pictures of hair shorn as barbers showed no mercy. He opened the section, flipped a couple of pages and came to the beginning of the “Arts and Entertainment” pages.


      The lead story startled him. Above the headline were three face shots of the woman who a few minutes earlier had been sitting in the booth behind him. All three were from the same interview session. In the first, she smiled. In the middle, she was pensive. In the third, she decisively was making a point with her hand.


      The cook read the story twice.


      “Nazi” Controversy Mars Telluride Film Festival


      By Steven Garrison


      Western Slope Bureau


      TELLURIDE—By most standards, the inaugural Telluride Film Festival at the historic Sheridan Opera House in this southwestern Colorado mountain town was a spectacular success over the weekend, drawing marquee names, producing overflow crowds, and establishing itself as a can’t-miss stop on the festival circuit.


      Talks from acclaimed “Godfather” director Francis Ford Coppola and iconic actress Gloria Swanson were popular, but the appearance of German filmmaker Leni Riefenstahl, noted and criticized for her connection to Adolf Hitler and the Nazi Third Reich, drew the most attention.


      Showings of two of the famed director’s works—“Blue Light,” a 1932 drama Riefenstahl also starred in, and Part 2 of “Olympia,” a documentary about the 1936 Olympics in Berlin—were respectfully, even reverentially, received in the showcase evening’s session. Many “Olympia” viewers were surprised to note that Riefenstahl placed a spotlight on a photogenic Coloradoan, American decathlon gold medalist Glenn Morris.


      Riefenstahl was given thunderous standing ovations after both films, and also when she was awarded a silver medallion as one of the festival’s main honorees. Her reaction was akin to those of prima ballerinas or opera sopranos, with her blowing kisses, repeatedly mouthing “thank you,” and accepting flowers.


      A showing of her most famous film, “Triumph of the Will,” the documentary about the 1934 Nazi Party Congress in Nuremberg, was slotted for 1 a.m., drew a smaller crowd and surprisingly little reaction—positive or negative.


      During the weekend, security was tight. However, protesters numbered less than a dozen and their actions didn’t disrupt festival events.


      Festival organizers, as they had earlier, noted that Riefenstahl never had been a member of the Nazi party.


      Riefenstahl, still a striking woman at age 72, consented to interviews with individual reporters in her suite at the Manitou Lodge before the festival began, reiterating her claims that her films were the work of an artist and that she was neither philosophically nor politically aligned with Hitler and the Nazis.


      “I am independent, always,” she said. “Hitler said about me that ‘Leni is as stubborn as a donkey.’”


      She denied she ever had been romantically involved with the Nazi leader. “Because I am a woman and because he admired my work, people who were jealous or were looking for a good romantic story say I was his lover,” she stated. “I was never Hitler’s lover. We talked a few times on artistic things. Never politics. He didn’t talk politics with artists.”


      Pointing out she was a successful actress and director before turning to documentaries, she asserted she made “Triumph of the Will” only after much convincing from Hitler, who told her that if his propaganda ministry oversaw the project “it would bore everybody.” She said she told Hitler she was ignorant of the inner workings and militia designations of the Nazi Party, but that Hitler saw that as a positive, not a negative. She scoffed at the notion the film was propaganda. “It is a documentation, a newsreel done artistically,” she claimed.


      Swanson, the star of film’s silent age, especially seemed incredulous that some considered Riefenstahl’s presence deserving of criticism. “Why?” she asked. “Is she waving a Nazi flag? I thought Hitler was dead!”


      The cook called Kristy over, gestured at the stool next to him, slid the section over on the counter to be in front of her, and asked, with eyebrows raised: “Recognize anyone?”


      “That’s her!”


      “Sure is. Read it.”


      The cook returned to the kitchen. Soon, Kristy poked her head next to the order wheel.


      “Okay, I’ve read it,” she announced. “And it figures.”


      The cook asked, “How’s it figure?”


      “She left a quarter tip.”


      The grocer burst in, brandishing the same Post section, opened to the story.


      “See!” he demanded, slapping the page with his free hand. “See!”


      “Matter of fact, we did,” the cook said dryly.


      “I was guessing she was a Nazi bitch, all right,” the grocer said. “Like all those others. We buried our buddies, we liberated the camps, we saw the human skeletons, then we heard about the Kraut bitches saying they had no goddamn idea what Hitler had in mind so give ’em and their kids food and feel sorry for ’em! But man . . .”


      Pausing, he shook his head.


      Then he continued, “This is The Nazi bitch. What did we do to deserve this honor?”


      The cook shrugged. “Wish we could ask Glenn Morris,” he said.
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      Glenn’s Trials

    


    
      Milwaukee: Saturday, June 27, 1936


      Don’t fall down.


      Just finish.


      As he reached the cinder track’s final turn at the Marquette University stadium, Glenn Morris tried to ignore his aching legs and the sudden shortness of breath.


      Two hundred meters more.


      Then . . .


      A hundred more.


      The crowd cheered on the dark-haired runner in the Denver Athletic Club uniform. On the infield, his coach from Colorado State College of Agriculture and Mechanic Arts in Fort Collins, good, ol’ Harry Hughes, yelled: “Don’t let up!”


      Almost there.


      He made it across the finish line, and then slowed to a lurching walk, drawing his hands up behind his head and trying to gulp in air. A man with a stopwatch put his hand on Glenn’s shoulder. “Third place,” he said, “4 minutes, 48.1 seconds.”


      Glenn thrust one arm overhead, fist clenched.


      Berlin, here I come!


      Hughes, craggy-faced and graying at the temples, charged up and clamped him in a bear hug so enthusiastic, the coach’s hat flew off. “World record!” the coach said excitedly.


      All Glenn understood was that, unless everyone’s computations had been way off, his time in the concluding 1,500 meters meant he had just won the decathlon at the U.S. Olympic Trials. All the hard work, all the dreaming . . . it had paid off.


      “World record!” Hughes repeated. “You beat Sievert!”


      Glenn turned. “You sure?”


      “Meet director said you needed 4:50 . . . and you beat that!”


      Soon, confirmation came: Glenn Morris, nine days after his twenty-fourth birthday, had set a world record. It was only the second decathlon of the former college football and track star’s life; his first was only three months earlier, at the Kansas Relays in Lawrence. His 7,880 points at Milwaukee in the two-day, ten-event test of speed, strength, stamina, and versatility bettered German Hans Sievert’s two-year-old mark. Bob Clark, best known as one of the nation’s top broad jumpers, was second at 7,598, and Jack Parker, who had just finished his sophomore year of college in Sacramento, was third, at 7,290.


      The top three would represent America at the Summer Games in Berlin.


      During the Olympics-style awards ceremony, Glenn was on a higher platform in the center, between Clark and Parker. They accepted their ribbon-style medals and congratulations from Avery Brundage, the head of both the Amateur Athletic Union and the U.S. Olympic Committee, known for his rimless spectacles, his conservative and expensive suits, and his dictatorial manner and arrogance.


      The decathlon men were the only Americans competing at the two-day meet who knew they had their Olympic spots clinched. The rest of the meet was the Central portion of the Olympic trials qualifications, coinciding with the West competition in Los Angeles and the East meet at Harvard. At the three regional meets, the top two finishers in each event qualified for the final U.S. Olympic trials at the new stadium on Randall’s Island in New York on July 11 and 12. The grueling decathlon test took so much out of the decathlon athletes, organizers believed the Olympic team selections would need extra time to recover before Berlin. Plus, there weren’t enough men crazy enough to compete in the decathlon to make regional trials necessary to thin the field.


      After the formalities, Brundage called them off the stand for a private conversation. He said, “As you know, I competed in your event—and the pentathlon, too—in the 1912 Olympics . . .”


      Glenn thought: You did?


      “. . . and I know you boys are going to represent us well in Germany.” Brundage checked his watch. “I need to get to the train station now,” he said. “But I’ve got a suggestion.” He reached into his inside breast pocket, pulled out a postcard-type advertisement and handed it to Glenn. “Since you know you’re going to Germany, this is the place to have dinner and celebrate. Make sure you say I sent you and you’ll be taken care of.”


      The card plugged the Café Brandenburg and displayed its motto: “You’ll Think You’re in Berlin.”
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      When the three decathlon men and Hughes picked up their keys at the front desk of the hotel section at the Milwaukee Athletic Club, the clerk also handed the athletes stacks of telegrams. Glenn’s was the thickest.


      congratulations darling


      love karen


      you made us proud


      mother & father


      all members salute you


      denver athletic club


      how come you’re so much


      better at this than football?


      congrats! red white


      When Glenn chuckled at the last one, Clark gave him an inquiring look.


      Glenn handed him the telegram, saying: “Our passer with the Aggies. He always said if I had any hands, he would have been an All-American.”


      Harry Hughes peeked over Clark’s shoulder.


      “Well, Red’s got a point,” the Aggies’ football and track coach said.


      Glenn tried to convince Hughes to join them for dinner, but the coach passed. “You guys go out and blow off some steam,” Hughes said. “No coaches.” He laughed and added, “No adults.”


      At the Café Brandenburg around the corner, the mustachioed maitre d’ indeed perked up when they mentioned Brundage.


      “Ah, the decathlon men! Herr Brundage said you might be coming.”


      He led them to a booth in the corner of the dining room nearest the bar.


      They ordered a round of beers.


      Parker, who had just turned twenty, assured his elders he could drink them under the table, but added he was going to let them off the hook.


      Glenn hadn’t told his fellow decathlon men he rarely drank, in part because he’d learned the hard way it didn’t take much beyond one beer to get him sloppy. In fact, many of the stories written about him in Colorado repeated the exaggeration that he was a complete teetotaler who greeted the end of prohibition three years earlier with complete indifference.


      When the beers arrived, they clanked steins and agreed that one of them would win the gold in the decathlon for America . . . or they’d all die trying.


      Clark pointed out the poster in a corner for a German American Bund rally scheduled for the next weekend in Grafton, Wisconsin, wherever that was.


      “Guess we better get used to it,” Clark said.


      On the way to the bathroom, Glenn stopped to look at the Bund poster, and then noticed several movie posters next to it. The first was for Das Blaue Licht, and the detailed artwork showed a barefoot beautiful young woman in a ragged red dress, with a straw basket in her left hand, seemingly leading, or running away from, a mob of angry-looking bearded old men. Another for Der Heilige Berg featured a huge shot of a snow-capped mountain with cut-in pictures of the stars, including one who looked to be the same woman. The third was for Die weisse Hölle vom Piz Palü and again showed the actress, perched on top of a ridge in high boots. Glenn looked back over all three and figured out the actress’s name: Leni Riefenstahl. It rang a bell, no more.


      The maitre d’ joined him.


      “I assume you don’t speak German?” the older man asked, smiling.


      “No, sir,” Glenn said. “A little French. That’s it.”


      One by one, the maitre d’ pointed at the three posters and translated the names. The Blue Light. The Holy Mountain. The White Hell of Pitz Palü. He turned his palm up in a presenting gesture, toward the caricature of the running woman on The Blue Light poster. “All, of course, starring Leni Riefenstahl,” he said.


      “She’s very pretty,” Glenn said.


      “She also is, as you would say, a very tough cookie. She wrote and directed The Blue Light, too. But now, of course, she has her other sort of film work.”


      Noticing Glenn’s blank look, he moved to another poster down the wall.


      It showed a stern young German man in uniform—some sort of uniform—holding a red flag with a black swastika on a white circular background. Behind him loomed a castle-type building and a rendering of the Nazi state’s eagle perched on a swastika. The lettering below the drawing:


      Triumph


      des Willens


      Reichsparteitagfilm der N-S-D-A-P


      Gesamtleitung—Regie—Leni Riefenstahl


      The maitre d’ explained, “‘Triumph of the Will, a film of the National Socialist Party Congress, producer and director Leni Riefenstahl.’” He paused. “It just came out last year.”


      “She’s a Nazi?” Glenn asked incredulously.


      The maitre d’ was offended by the question. But he answered it. “No, she hasn’t joined the party,” he said. “Not many woman have. She also makes it clear she is a very independent artist.”


      On the way back to the table, Glenn stopped and looked again at The Blue Light poster. The woman in red. Leni.


      Although he could have gotten by without doing so, he made two more trips to the bathroom before they left. On the second, he also noticed a front page of the Milwaukee Journal sports section, from a week earlier, taped to the mirror behind the bar. The blaring headline and huge pictures commemorated German heavyweight Max Schmeling’s shocking twelfth-round knockout of Joe Louis at Yankee Stadium.


      The bartender noticed Glenn’s interest and called out. “And we thought Herr Schmeling’s best days were behind him!”


      When the check came, Clark looked it over, his eyebrows raised.


      “So much for Brundage’s pull,” he said, pointing. “Full bill. Not even a beer free.” He reached for his wallet. “Start digging, boys.”


      As they were leaving, the maitre d’ smiled at Glenn and held out a magazine.


      “Here, young man,” he said. “I found this in the back.”


      It was the February 17 issue of Time. On the cover, a woman in a modest swimsuit was on cross-country skis, climbing uphill at the site of the 1932 Winter Games. The caption under the picture announced:


      hitler’s leni riefenstahl


      At Garmisch-Partenkirchen, woman’s work is never done


      In his room, he skimmed the story about the Winter Olympics until he came to the passage on the filmmaker. It noted that she was twenty-eight and the daughter of a Berlin plumber. She had been a ballet star; a movie star, impressively doing her own dangerous stunts; and then the writer, director, and star in The Blue Light. The story reported Hitler and Riefenstahl had met in 1934, and the Nazi leader considered the actress a German womanly ideal even before commissioning her to make a documentary of the Nazi Party Congress at Nuremberg. Answering an obvious question—one Glenn was asking, too—the writer said Hitler was a “confirmed celibate” and wasn’t involved with Riefenstahl. It made light of Riefenstahl skiing at the Winter Games site in a swimsuit, as pictured on the cover, to work on her tan.


      Glenn was gratified to catch the implication that she wasn’t a Hitler mistress. But she had done so much. Ballet. Acting. Directing. And she was an athlete of sorts.


      He thought of the contrast to Karen, a home economics and education student a year behind him. She was from Sterling, in northeastern Colorado, and her father was a chemist for a sugar company. They’d met at a dance in 1933, when the Fort Collins school was known as Colorado Agricultural College before its 1935 name change, and were known as a “serious” couple within a year. Karen supervised Glenn’s diet during his training, emphasizing proteins and red meat. Glenn’s affable landlady, feeling a part of the quest, went along with it, good-naturedly grousing that she should add ten dollars to his rent a month to cover the high cost of meat. Other times, Karen came over and did the cooking, either before or after she often held a stopwatch and timed Glenn in his workouts on the outdoor track or in the field house.


      Glenn nodded each time someone said of Karen, “Oh, she’s such a nice girl,” implying, of course, that he was lucky to have her and she was the sort of upstanding young woman he should consider himself lucky to settle down with. She went fishing with him and held her own, and turned many heads on the dance floor.


      As Karen neared graduation that spring of ’36, she mentioned they should make “plans.” When Glenn said he needed to devote all his attention to making the Olympic team and winning a gold medal, Karen looked hurt.


      “Oh, honey, don’t take it that way,” he said, hugging her. “I just mean it’s not the right time to make those kinds of decisions. We have plenty of time.”


      Three days later, she quietly told him that she had accepted a teaching job for the 1936–37 academic year at the high school in Fountain, just south of Colorado Springs. As Glenn headed for Berlin, their relationship seemed “solid,” but getting too specific about their future was taboo. At least that’s what Glenn thought.


      He resolved to send her a return telegram from the train station.


      In the morning, he packed the magazine at the bottom of his suitcase, under his clothes.


      He forgot to send the telegram.
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      Leni’s Truth

    


    
      Berlin


      Leni Riefenstahl never lied. Whatever she said became Leni’s Truth. She believed it whenever she said it . . . until she needed to say something else.


      So as the thirty-three-year-old former dancer and actress immersed herself in preparing for the making of a documentary about the Berlin Games, Leni’s Truth was that Hitler and the National Socialist Party leadership had little to do with the project.


      Leni’s Truth was that the commission came from Dr. Carl Diem, the secretary-general of the German Olympic Organizing Committee, and that the International Olympic Committee signed off on the assignment.


      Leni’s Truth was that she lined up the funding from a German film company, Tobis, and formed her own Olympia-Film, in partnership with her brother, Heinz, specifically for the project.


      As with many contrivances, there were shards of reality in it.


      Leni emphasized to all who would listen, and some who wouldn’t, that Diem saw Victory of Faith and Triumph of the Will, her films about the National Socialist Party Congresses in Nuremberg and aggressively pursued and lobbied her to make a documentary about the 1936 Games.


      Of course, it wasn’t Leni’s fault that Victory of Faith, about the 1933 Congress, was withdrawn from theaters and banned from further distribution because of a minor inconvenience. Ernst Röhm, the leader of the Sturmabteilung, the SA Storm Troopers, was one of the “stars” of the film, seemingly inseparable from Hitler. But responding to the perceived threat of the SA’s independent militancy, Hitler had Röhm murdered in mid-1934 in the “Night of the Long Knives” purge of SA leadership. The good fortune for Leni as a filmmaker was that Victory of Faith—relatively amateurish given that she had to put together a crew hurriedly and did little preparation—turned out to be a trial run for her.


      Leni’s Truth was that Diem saluted her adroitness in making them compelling films without allowing them to become propaganda pieces. She was an independent artist, a filmmaker, not a shill! She wasn’t a National Socialist Party member! Speeches in the films, even Hitler’s, were brief, and dogma was absent! These were chronicles of events and men, not of party doctrine! Hadn’t Diem been heard to say that Fraulein Riefenstahl had the body of an actress, the grace and sensuality of a dancer, the intellect of a scholar, and the eye of a painter—all combined in a peerless filmmaker?


      Diem excitedly outlined a plan to light the first of many magnesium torches with a flame at the original Games site at Olympia in southwest Greece, transport the flame in a relay of many runners to Berlin, light the flame in the Olympic Stadium during the opening ceremonies, and keep it burning through the sixteen days of the Games. Leni mulled the cinematic possibilities of following the flame. Inspired and intrigued, she knew that if she made the film, she had her title.


      Olympia.


      Leni’s Truth was that she finally gave in, excited and deciding that she would take daring risks. Olympia was being made for the world, albeit with Germany in the spotlight as the host nation. She believed all that when she said it. In fact, however, the Third Reich’s propaganda ministry funded and, because of that, at least implicitly controlled the project. “Forgotten” were her frequently distasteful negotiations with Dr. Joseph Goebbels, the propaganda minister, to secure the Third Reich funding. When meeting her a couple of years earlier, the club-footed philanderer had acted like a teenager with a crush, telling her he waited outside the Berlin theater at the 1926 premiere of The Holy Mountain, starry-eyed and trying to see her on the way out. He gushed about her work, especially Triumph of the Will, in public and was willing to take credit with the Führer for aiding it. Leni fought off his advances and ignored his threats that if she didn’t become his mistress, she would regret it. Other actresses had been smart enough to give in; surely Leni would do so, too.


      The slimy Goebbels was living proof that Leni’s opportunism had limits.


      Still, in August 1935, Goebbels approved a lush budget of 1.5 million reichsmarks for the film, all coming from the Reich treasury, with the funds dispersed to Leni in four installments, beginning in November 1935 and ending in January 1937. Leni’s fee of 250,000 reichsmarks was to include her own expenses. She briefly considered the possibility that Goebbels was buying her silence about his clumsy advances, but quickly realized his response would have been to laugh in her face. Magda Goebbels knew of Goebbels’s affairs. So any threat to disclose his misbehavior to his wife would have drawn snide laughter from Goebbels, and he would have said Magda had a good life and wasn’t going to protest his indulgences; and also that Hitler didn’t care. So in reality, while Olympia wasn’t the Nazis’ idea, they quickly discerned its potential advantages for the Third Reich and arranged to pay for it. Leni’s company, Olympia-Film, was incorporated in December 1935, long after the deal with Goebbels was closed, and then only as a dodge to camouflage the Third Reich’s control. Under terms of the agreement between Leni and Goebbels, Olympia-Film eventually would become the Third Reich’s property.


      It was ludicrous to portray Leni operating as independently in the making of the film as if, say, a Canadian had been commissioned by the International Olympic Committee and the German Organizing Committee to produce a documentary of the Berlin Games. Yet that’s what Leni tried to do. That was Leni’s Truth. And now, with the opening of the Games only a month away, after over a year of research and planning how to deploy her forty-five cameramen, plus rehearsal shooting at other sports events, she was desperate to get her way on several key issues. Otherwise, her vision for Olympia—and her dream for her future—would be threatened. The Time story during the Winter Games had reminded her that the world’s view of her was distorted and unfair, and for it to be corrected, she would need to come up with a project appreciated in Great Britain and America.


      Leni didn’t mind that the magazine parroted the most extreme of her varied claims about her age, making her five years younger than she actually was. She wasn’t bothered that Time also didn’t have her meeting Hitler for the first time until 1934, a year after his ascension to power. Actually, their first encounter was in 1932. Leni went to hear Hitler’s rant about the ineffectiveness of President Paul von Hindenburg, wrote him a letter of appreciation, and then was astounded to be invited to meet him. At that audience, Hitler confessed that he, too, was a fan of her on-screen work, especially The Blue Light.


      Those inaccuracies in the Time story bought into Leni’s Truth, but what bothered her was the article’s sarcastic tone and that it influenced worldwide opinion. The cover and article seemed to imply that she was at the Winter Games on a skiing holiday as an honored Hitler guest. Rather, she was a true winter sports fan who also was there with her top six cameramen to ponder and again practice the techniques that she and her crew would use in following the athletes at the Summer Games.


      The Blue Light made it to some American theaters, and the gushing letters from America proved she had English-speaking fans among niche, big-city cinema enthusiasts. S.O.S. Iceberg was supposed to add to that, but the English-language version of the film for America’s Universal and studio czar Carl Laemmle was a badly put-together embarrassment. She wanted to be given a fair chance in America with films she could be proud of.


      She was determined that when she directed and starred in her next film, it would be as an artist whose work deserved worldwide exposure and respect. For that, she had to use Olympia to completely dispel, not add to, her undeserved image as a documentary maker under the control of Nazi leaders.


      In her third meeting with the handful of German men who served on the Berlin Games’ Athletics Organization Committee, she opened on the offensive in the ongoing argument over camera placements in the Olympic Stadium for the featured track and field competition.


      “This is ridiculous,” she said irritably. “You have to have the courage to stop saying it’s not within your power to make these decisions. I went through all the channels to find the right people at the International Amateur Athletic Federation and the International Olympic Committee and by the time we’d gone back and forth and wasted weeks, they said, ‘We will need to see what you have in mind once all the officials and participants arrive!’ I can’t wait that long. I must set up!” She gestured at Diem, next to her. “Dr. Diem has made it clear he is supporting me on this!”


      “Within reason, within reason,” Diem said.


      Leni considered which role and cards to play.


      “I must have saturation camera coverage from imaginative vantage points, not just a camera or two we hope isn’t blocked at the wrong time. My cameramen must have access to the entire floor of the stadium. We must be able to start digging our camera pits. We must be able to set up the rail along the track to slide our camera on, following the runners. We must be able to erect the four tower cameras at the corners of the infield. No more ‘Maybe this, maybe that.’”


      “We have heard this all before,” one official said.


      “Yes, you have. I do not do anything halfway. Nothing by halves! If I must, I will shut down this project. That wouldn’t sit well with those who want the international exposure and respect this film would provide for this nation. Everyone would benefit, including . . .”


      She stopped. Surely these imbeciles got the message. Everyone would benefit, including the Führer.


      The head of the committee, a lean fifty-something physician, sighed. “Fraulein, I will try to explain this to you again.”


      Leni glared. “I know it pains you to be speaking to a woman as an equal, Herr Görter, but don’t speak to me as if I am your maid.”


      “Fraulein,” Görter said wearily, “we are trying to help you. It will not help you if we say you can put your people and cameras in areas, but then everyone—coaches, athletes, heads of delegations—is horrified when they get there and see what you have in mind. If they protest and you are made to remove your equipment, fill in your pits and remove your towers, that would set you back. And it would be embarrassing for all . . . including you, correct? And including . . .”


      He let it hang there, knowing even Leni understood he meant . . . including the Führer.


      He tried to sound conciliatory. “Are you sure you can’t wait until the teams and officials begin to arrive?”


      “No! We must allow enough time for everything to be ready by the time the competition starts.”


      Diem clasped his hands in front of him. “All right, scuttling this project is not an option, for many reasons. Waiting to confer with the foreign delegations and IOC and IAAF officials apparently is not an option, either.”


      Leni shook her head. No, it wasn’t.


      Diem continued, “Then we must come to a compromise agreement here. What can we all support in the stadium—and, more important, continue to stand behind if there are objections?”


      Görter sighed. “I can guarantee you that there will be objections to the camera catapulting along the track on that rail. As you describe it, Fraulein, it is very ingenious, but very distracting. And eight pits for the cameras will be too many. We’ll have people saying athletes will be falling into them all over the place. I don’t completely understand the necessity for the cameras and the photographers to be at or below ground.”


      “Angles and background,” Leni snapped. “Shooting up, the sky becomes the background.”


      “You are the artist. I suppose that makes sense. But eight pits? Eight?”


      “For the various events,” Leni said, as if there could be no dispute.


      Another man cut in. “And if you want to be shooting up, how do you explain the four towers?”


      “Different angles, shooting down. Variety. Again, not the standard shots.”


      Twenty minutes later, Leni had accepted a compromise of six belowground camera pits, strategically placed around the landing areas in field events and near the track, and two towers in the infield. She agreed that she would demonstrate the unmanned camera following the runners on the rail along the track for International Olympic Committee officials before the Games began—and remove it if they objected. She agreed to have no more than six cameras in the stadium at any given time. And the committee agreed it would treat the terms as a fait accompli. They emphasized they couldn’t guarantee the IOC and International Association of Athletics Federations (IAAF) would accept everything, but they would make a point of saying Leni had accepted many compromises and even rejections.


      After handshakes all around, Leni accompanied Diem to his office down the hall. Diem’s assistant, Werner Klingeberg, who hadn’t been in the meeting, was waiting for a report.


      Diem shook his head in wonderment for ten seconds. Finally, he said, directing his comments at his assistant, “She’s amazing.”


      “Thank you,” Leni said, smiling.


      “I keep waiting for someone—on the Games committee or even in the Reich Chancellery and Gestapo—to say having the Hindenburg above the stadium with Fraulein Riefenstahl’s camera is an intrusion, or a security risk. Nothing.”


      “It is a tribute to German ingenuity,” Leni said.


      Diem continued, still ignoring Leni, “She goes in saying she’ll ask for eight camera pits and settle for four. She got six.”


      “Yes, I did,” declared Leni.


      “She goes in saying the sliding camera along the track is expendable, so she lets them say maybe on that, acting as if she has made the biggest concession of our times,” Diem said.


      “It worked at the national championships,” Leni said, shrugging. “But I don’t have a lot of faith in it.”


      “She said she could get the job done with six cameras in the stadium,” Diem said. “She got six.”


      “Oh, I’ll have more than six. You think anyone’s going to be counting?”


      “And I still assume there will be some objections, and you still might have to remove some of these things.”


      “I know that. If most of it stays, I will be satisfied.”


      Klingeberg offered his hand to Leni. “Congratulations,” he said. “We could have used you at Versailles.”
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      Dempsey, Runyon, Morris

    


    
      By the time Glenn arrived in New York to watch the final Olympic Trials and train, he was far better known nationally than even when he secured a spot on the American team and set a world record. That was because many sports scribes jumped on the “Morris story” after the Milwaukee meet, reasoning it was a “safe” angle. Most of the rest of the team wouldn’t be determined until the meet at Randall’s Island, and the Trials ended only three days before the U.S. delegation’s departure for Berlin on July 15.


      One piece by Associated Press sports editor Alan Gould ran in many newspapers across the land, including in the Fort Collins Coloradoan. Gould quoted Amateur Athletic Union secretary-treasurer Daniel J. Ferris, who raved about Glenn’s chances to win at Berlin. “Morris combines extraordinary speed with the technique and stamina so essential to sustaining a high average of performance in the ten-event test,” Ferris said. “In 1912, Jim Thorpe had great speed and agility but was weak in some field events. Four years ago, Jim Bausch capitalized on ability in the weight events and the pole vault to achieve a world record victory at Los Angeles.” Gould also wrote, “No decathlon performer ever has shown the Coloradoan’s speed at foot-racing or hurdling, and at the same time managed to keep up with the leaders in the field events.” Gould did concede Glenn’s potential Achilles’ heel in the pole vault, where his best in his two competitions was an anemic 11 feet, 4 inches—or nearly 2 feet under what Bausch cleared in Los Angeles. He also noted what many considered the strangest aspect, worthy of second-guessing, about Glenn’s decathlon style: Although he was right-handed in all other things, he pole-vaulted “left-handed,” holding and carrying the pole to his left, with his left hand on top as he vaulted. But that seemed the most natural to Glenn when he first tried it, and his attempts at vaulting “right-handed” were disastrous.


      The Denver newspapers also profiled him, but the writers didn’t talk with him. Glenn told his friends at first that he had no idea where the scribes got some of the malarkey in the stories, but Harry Hughes explained that the Denver Athletic Club, his sponsor, was across the street from the Denver Press Club, the watering hole for Denver newspaper writers. The two memberships mingled. Stories were made up and kept getting better each time they were retold. And some of them ended up in the papers.


      However, Glenn realized he had no right to complain about the DAC. The club again came through, raising money for a travel fund, and there was enough for Glenn to ride the train and be in New York on July 6, a full five days before the final Trials. The reasoning was that he could get in hard training at the Randall’s Stadium site before the Trials started, continue to work out as he watched the other athletes attempt to secure their spots on the team, and try to be in peak condition before boarding the SS Manhattan for the trip across the Atlantic. At his first workout at Randall’s Island, he met with USA team assistant coach Brutus Hamilton, who won the decathlon silver medal in the 1920 Games and now was the track coach at the University of California. Hamilton declared he would be there to help, not interfere with Glenn’s training program—especially since he knew and respected Harry Hughes. “The scary thing is that you’re not even close to your peak in this,” Hamilton told him. “We’re going to do what we can in the two weeks there before you compete, to get you as close to that peak as possible after the boat ride.”


      Once the Trials began, U.S. team head coach Lawson Robertson often spotted Glenn, called him over and asked, “Say, have you met . . . ?” He had met many of the top athletes at Milwaukee or earlier, but he especially enjoyed again talking with the ace middle-distance man, Glenn Cunningham. The former University of Kansas runner was the much-admired fourth-place finisher in the 1,500 meters in the 1932 Games, and the world record holder in the mile. By the end of the meet, Glenn had shaken hands with the majority of his future Berlin teammates, and he was especially thrilled to meet renowned Negro sprinter and broad jumper Jesse Owens.


      Glenn also made sure he talked with the three pole-vaulters—Earle Meadows, Bill Sefton and Bill Graber—who made the team. Meadows and Sefton both were University of Southern California students, while Graber, in his mid-twenties, was a graduate of the same school. So there were a lot of USC sweatshirts and other gear around the pole vault pit. The discus also was a decathlon event, and Glenn had room for improvement there, too, so he made sure to find the American aces. Ken Carpenter was another USC product and Gordon Dunn was from Stanford. Glenn also found himself talking a lot with the third qualifier, Cornell man Walter Wood, and the Easterner’s self-effacing sense of humor was refreshing.


      George Whitman, head of the DAC’s sports committee, came to New York to officially give him a good-luck sendoff, and he lobbied Glenn about the advantages of moving to Denver, sixty-five miles south of Fort Collins, after the Games.


      “But I need to eat,” Glenn pointed out.


      “If you’re in Denver, our people will be able to take care of you,” Whitman said. “I can guarantee right now you could be a buyer for the department store. As long as you’re representing the DAC, we’ll make sure you have time to train properly. I think we can take care of you better than those hayseeds up in Fort Collins.”


      Whitman’s smile took some of the edge off that, so Glenn didn’t react. The “hayseeds” in Fort Collins always would have his gratitude for stepping up when Glenn was a greenhorn kid from Simla trying to scrape his way through college. He and Whitman left it that they’d talk about it again after Glenn returned, and they both understood what was left unspoken—the higher he finished in the decathlon, the more in demand he would be.


      On the day after the track and field trials ended, the Olympic teams in all sports assembled at the plush Hotel Lincoln on Eighth Avenue, between 44th and 45th Streets. They had forty-eight hours before their departure for Berlin. Glenn was gratified to discover that his assigned roommate, at the hotel, on the SS Manhattan, and in the Olympic Village in Berlin, was the good-humored Cornell discus thrower, Walter Wood. They spent the first afternoon in lower Manhattan with many of their track and field teammates, obtaining passports. They had been told their Olympic ID cards would get them into Germany and back into the United States, but they needed to get passports, too, in case they participated in the post-Olympic exhibition meets in Europe. Glenn also waited in line in a huge meeting room to pick up his team and Olympic ID cards, plus a stack of information that included an Athletes’ Handbook, outlining what was acceptable—and not acceptable—from here on. During the conversations with teammates, Glenn quickly learned the athletes’ traditional tongue-in-cheek name for all AOC officials: Badgers. Nobody was quite sure how it came about, but it had been handed down. Badgers this, Badgers that . . .


      When Brutus Hamilton wandered by, Glenn asked him about the post-Olympic meets. Nobody seemed to be willing to be specific about the possibilities.


      Hamilton said, “The one I know about is London—a dual meet with the Brits—and that’s even the day before the closing ceremonies. But Brundage keeps talking about negotiating with a lot of other places, too, for after that. That’s why you guys don’t have definite return dates. And it’s why you’re supposed to sign those ‘leave of absence’ forms in your packet there, so you’ve officially signed up to participate.”


      “I heard that.”


      “We might be coming back in several groups on separate ships. Some of the rich kids will stay over there until Christmas or something and then pay their own way back.”


      “How many of those do you think there’d be?”


      “A few.”


      Hamilton laughed and said a couple of his teammates on the ’20 team at Antwerp didn’t return home at all. “I guess they met Belgian girls and decided to stay,” he said.


      “Can’t imagine that happening this time,” Glenn said.


      Hamilton’s eyes widened. “Have you seen many German women?”


      Glenn thought of the Blue Light poster. But he said, “I don’t mean that. I mean all the things going on there now.”


      Hamilton shrugged. “Leaders come and go.”
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      At the sendoff banquet, Glenn and the decathlon men were pleasantly surprised to find themselves placed at a table near the dais with, among others, retired heavyweight champion Jack Dempsey. It had been nine years since Dempsey’s final fight, the “long count” loss to Gene Tunney. On an exploratory walk around the Times Square area earlier in his visit, Glenn had ducked into the new “Jack Dempsey’s Broadway Restaurant,” ordered a sandwich, and looked at pictures and souvenirs from the champ’s career. He was disappointed to find that Dempsey wasn’t in the restaurant at the time, and he hadn’t dreamed that he soon would be sitting next to the champ at dinner.


      “They were going to put me with the boxers,” Dempsey roared, enthusiastically pumping Glenn’s hand. “I said I wanted to be with the boy from Colorado I’ve been reading about.”


      “Thanks, sir.”


      “Call me Jack, for Chrissakes.”


      “Yes, sir.”


      Dempsey asked, “Did you know I was from Colorado, too?”


      “Sure,” Glenn said. Grinning, he added, “The Manassa Mauler!”


      The table’s Badger host referred to a sheet as he made the introductions. The table’s guests included the three decathlon men, three rowers, Dempsey, a Broadway producer, a publisher, and the president of Fordham University.


      Dempsey gestured for Glenn to take the seat next to him. Glenn caught Parker and Clark’s grins, amused rather than jealous, he decided.


      “First question,” Dempsey said. “Where the hell is Simla?”


      Glenn told him.


      “Hope that didn’t offend you,” Dempsey said, “but nobody knows where Manassa is, either.”


      Glenn knew the lore of a young Dempsey brawling his way through the Colorado mountain mining towns on his way to boxing glory, and he was fairly certain Manassa was somewhere in the Rocky Mountains.


      “Everybody thinks it’s in the mountains somewhere,” Dempsey said.


      “It isn’t?” asked the Broadway producer.


      “No, damn it,” Dempsey said disgustedly. “It’s in the San Luis Valley, over by Alamosa. It was my family and a bunch of Mormons. Me and my brothers and sisters loved it. I was fishing and hunting on the Conejos before I was old enough to go to school! We all cried—well, at least I did—when we moved, but we ended up in Uncompahgre, and that was fun, too. Anyway, we were so poor, we didn’t even know any better.”


      Glenn told the champ about growing up on the family farm in Simla.


      Eventually, the conversation opened up, with Clark and Parker joining in to explain the tricks of the decathlon—maximize your points in your best events and avoid disaster in your worst—and the rowers surprising the trackmen by explaining the U.S. crew was the team from the University of Washington in Seattle, taken en masse after winning the Trials.


      As they finished their slices of apple pie, Dempsey spotted an approaching emaciated man in round eyeglasses and with a Turkish Oval cigarette hanging from his mouth.


      “Here’s a sight!” Dempsey exclaimed, jumping up and blocking the man’s path. The other man seemed more concerned that he wasn’t going to be able to get to the bathroom within the next minute than he was impressed that the former heavyweight champion of the world was greeting him.


      Dempsey gestured at the rest of the table. “To those of you who haven’t had the pleasure . . . this is Pueblo, Colorado’s own Damon Runyon, the man who nicknamed me the Manassa Mauler.”


      “They stopped claiming me in Pueblo long ago,” the famous writer said with a tight smile.


      Dempsey wasn’t going to take a crack at getting all the names of the men around the table right, but he turned and gestured at Glenn. “Jesus, three guys from Colorado within spitting distance of Times Square,” Dempsey said. “What are the odds of that?”


      “All life is six to five against!” Glenn said, surprising even himself.


      Flattered that Glenn remembered an often-quoted line from the story “A Nice Price” in his most recent collection, Runyon reached out to shake his hand.


      “You must be ‘The Simla Sensation,’” Runyon said.


      After Runyon left, the publisher said, “It must pain Runyon to be here.”


      “Why?” asked the host Badger.


      “He was against sending a team to Berlin,” the publisher said. “Ranted against it for months. The Nazis and the Jewish business.”


      “So why is he here?”


      “Free whisky?” asked a rower.


      “He hasn’t had a drink in years,” the Broadway producer said. “Doesn’t want to ruin his image by talking about it, but it’s true.”


      Dempsey said, “I’ll tell you why he’s here.” He looked at Glenn and the other athletes. “The boat’s leaving tomorrow, right? You’re going to be on it, right? The debate’s over. Now it’s time to get behind you. Put all the other bullshit aside.”


      “Amen,” said the publisher.


      “Thanks,” Dempsey said. “And the best way to shut up the Nazis is to win all the gold medals, right?”


      Glenn smiled uneasily. “We’ll do our best,” he said.


      Five minutes later, Bob Clark grinned at Glenn. “Hey, Simla Sensation, . . . pass the sugar, will ya?”


      After the banquet ended, and Glenn stood by his table, he noticed a chunky man of perhaps forty approaching, with a hand up to get his attention. The man had dark sharply parted hair, wore big glasses and had a pipe in one hand.


      “Hi, Glenn,” the man said, extending his hand. “I’m Paul Gallico of the New York Daily News.”


      “Hello, Mr. Gallico,” Glenn said.


      Another famous writer!


      “It’s Paul,” Gallico said.


      “Okay . . . Paul.”


      “I’ll be on the ship with you folks, and I’m wondering if we can sit down tomorrow after we shove off and chat.”


      “An interview?”


      “Yes . . . I want to tell my readers about you. I think it’ll be good if they feel like they know you when they hear about you competing over there.”


      “I guess that would be all right.”


      “Good, I appreciate it. I’ll find you tomorrow and we’ll talk.”


      Dempsey had been shaking hands and signing autographs, but he noticed Gallico and joined them.


      “Oh, my God, watch what you say to this guy!” the fighter said to Glenn, joking. He “punched” Gallico in the shoulder. “Did he tell you about sparring with me so he could write about it? Now he’s telling people that he kicked my ass for three rounds.”


      “My memory’s going, Champ,” Gallico said, smiling. “That’s how hard you hit me.”


      Gallico peeled off, waved at Glenn and said as he moved, “See you tomorrow!”


      The Broadway producer broke off from conversation with friends, too, and shook Glenn’s hand again. “Good luck, Morris. You can do me two favors over there. First, win the gold medal.” Glenn waited. The producer leaned closer and said, “Second, stick it right up Hitler’s ass.”


      Glenn smiled. “I’ll see what I can do . . . about winning it, at least.”
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      Bon Voyage

    


    
      In the middle of the Hotel Lincoln lobby, the pot-bellied small-time lawyer in an ill-fitting American Olympic Committee blazer bellowed through a megaphone. Sweat dripped down the Badger’s face despite the early-morning hour.


      “Gentlemen . . . and ladies! Have your Olympic identification card out. Show it when you get on a bus, so we can check you off. From here on out, you have to assume nobody’s going to recognize you or take your word for who you are! That’s everywhere, but also, if Mr. Hitler is around, the more likely they’ll be to react and ask questions later. So when men in strange uniforms tell you where to go or where not to go, do what they say.”


      Glenn thought of the Broadway producer’s suggestion the night before and smiled. Then, looking at the Badger in his funny suit, he laughed. An elbow dug sharply into his ribs. Next to Glenn, his eyes narrowed by fury, was the spunky Jewish sprinter from New York City. Barely out of high school. Looks more like one of these corner newsboys hawking New York papers than an athlete. Glickman. Marty Glickman.


      “What’s the idea, Marty?”


      “You think that’s funny?”


      “Think what’s funny?”


      “The Nazis’ bullshit.”


      “Hold on,” Glenn said, pointing at the Badger. “I was just thinking about him warning us to put up with a bunch of guys in funny uniforms over there. That’s all we’ve been doing for the past two days here!”


      Not wanting to sound too cocky, Glenn didn’t bring up the producer’s suggestion for what to do after winning the gold medal.


      “Do you even know what the Nuremberg Laws are?” Glickman asked sharply.


      “Absolutely,” Glenn said.


      “You’re comparing the Nazis and some guys telling us to get in line to pick up a handbook?”


      “You’re reading too much into this,” Glenn said. “Way too much.”


      Jack Torrance, the huge shot-putter beloved as “Baby Jack” and “Baby Elephant,” stepped between them. Glickman needed to stand on his toes and lean to the side to even see the six-foot-two Morris; and that made, first, the decathlete, and then the sprinter, laugh. If anything was going to foil Torrance in Berlin, it was that the world record-holder and former football player at Louisiana State University had gotten fat and flabby after leaving college while serving as a Baton Rouge policeman. The rumor was the scales at the physicals couldn’t even handle him, and that he was up to at least 325 pounds.


      “Now boys,” Torrance drawled. “Need I remind you we’re all on the same team from here on?”


      “Honest, Marty,” Glenn said, “I didn’t mean anything by it . . . except against the Badgers.”


      Shaking his head, Glickman said, “Sorry. I guess all this has me a little on edge. I’m going to the Olympics, but it doesn’t feel right. I’m starting to wonder if Brundage insisted we go over there just so he could hug Hitler and tell him what fine ideas he has.”


      “I understand, Marty,” Glenn said. “Or at least I’m trying to.”


      “Good,” Torrance said. “Now shake hands . . . or no more throwing lessons for you, Morris, and I’ll accidentally drop a shot put on your toes, Glickman, about the time we’re passing Greenland.”


      Torrance stepped aside, letting them shake hands, and then said. “So we’re square? From here on out, it’s all red, white, and blue, one for all, and all for one.”


      Glenn felt old, telling himself: When I was Marty’s age, “the world” was the globe in the corner of Old Man DeWitt’s history room at the high school . . . and I didn’t know much about it.


      Outside the hotel, as a small band played “Stars and Stripes Forever,” New York policemen on horses formed a corridor for the athletes to pass through on the way to the buses. Other officers on motorcycles waited to give them an escort to the docks.


      Several curious Olympians already were by the buses, gathered around the revolutionary Harley-Davidson VLH chase models, asking questions of the policemen drivers. Others emerging from the hotel were making a beeline for the motorcycles, too. Instead, Glenn stopped at the line of horses, patted the face of a light bay beneath a burly cop and asked its name.


      “Golden Boy,” the cop said.


      Glenn laughed. He leaned close to the bay’s ear as he continued to pet. “Golden Boy,” he said softly. “Hope that’s an omen.”


      The cop reached in his pocket and held out a carrot to Glenn. “Be careful,” the cop said. “Don’t want a bite to knock you out of the Olympics.”


      “Oh, don’t worry,” Glenn assured him. “I know horses.”


      “You a country boy?” the cop asked, smiling, and then he nodded as Glenn answered the question with his hand, holding it flat so the horse could nip the treat from his palm.


      “Well, guarantee you,” Glenn said, “you’ve never heard of my hometown.”


      “What is it?”


      “Simla, Colorado.”


      “Can’t say I have. Maybe you’ll put it on the map.”


      “Oh, it’s on the map. But nobody knows where to look.”


      The bus rides were short enough to make many of the Olympians grumble that it would have been easier to walk. At Pier 60, at the end of West 20th Street, the SS Manhattan, 705 feet long and less than five years old, was draped with red, white, and blue bunting. Newsreel photographers crowded together to document the athletes’ gawking reactions as they got off the buses and started the walk to the ship, carrying suitcases.


      “I’m getting seasick already,” Walter Wood complained.


      “It’s all in your head,” said Glenn.


      “Keep telling yourself that . . . until you throw up.”


      Judging from the yells at the dock, a lot of the athletes—mainly those from the East, Glenn supposed—had friends and family members gathered to see them off.


      A man marched up and down the pier, carrying a sign announcing: “Boycott Germany, Land of Darkness.” He was noticed, but ignored.


      As Glenn was about to step onto the ramp leading up to the deck, a taxicab screeched to a stop nearby, sending band members and well-wishers scrambling. A young woman jumped out, jamming a white cowboy hat on her head. She wore a stylish outfit of billowy white slacks and a white jacket over a blue blouse. That, plus white cowboy boots.


      She called out, “You didn’t think you were leaving without me, did you?”


      A couple of the male swimmers broke ranks to greet her, and one even grabbed her suitcase from the taxi driver. An impeccably dressed man got out of the other side, skirted the back of the cab, then grabbed the woman, planted a huge kiss and didn’t let go. It knocked his breast-pocket handkerchief askew, but he didn’t seem to mind. The swimmers and others hooted.


      “I assume that’s Eleanor Holm,” Bob Clark said dryly.


      “Eleanor Holm Jarrett now,” said swimmer Al Vande Weghe, who hadn’t joined the mob. “That’s her husband, the bandleader.” He chuckled. “I hope.”


      Eleanor’s reputation was known to even the most sheltered members of the Olympic entourage. The Olympic Committee put up with her because at age sixteen, the New York girl turned down the Ziegfeld Follies to give swimming a try (“I’ve always had gold-medal tits!” she liked to brag); at age eighteen, won a gold medal in the 1932 Games in the 100-meter backstroke at Los Angeles; was an actress on a $500-a-week retainer at Warner Brothers without much success; and now, as a twenty-two-year-old “veteran,” continued to draw considerable attention to the Olympic program. Even more important, she was favored to win again in Berlin. The swimming coaches encouraged her to go her own way, hoping she wouldn’t “contaminate” the younger girl swimmers. She bragged about paying only casual attention to swimming as she sang with her husband’s band and bragged of training on “champagne and cigarettes.” At the Olympic Trials, she easily qualified for a return trip to the Games, then responded to the first writer who asked how she felt: “Got any hair of the dog?” The word among the athletes was that she actually trained hard around her singing stints with her husband’s band, and had given in to the coaching of sportswriters to go along with the exaggerations. But there also wasn’t any doubt that she had a good time along the way.


      Watching her over his shoulder, Wood laughed. “Think she’s in tourist class with the rest of us?” he asked. “Looks like she could afford a cabin ticket.”


      “At the team meeting the other day, she said that’s what she was going to do,” Vande Weghe said, falling in stride with them. “But the Badgers said everybody had to be in third class. I give her credit, though. She was mad at first, but then she said, what the hell, it’d save her a hundred and eighty-six bucks. A hundred and eighty-six bucks! And she said nobody was going to stop her if she went to see her friends in first class. But she said if Clark Gable or Fredric March are on the first deck, don’t look around for her and don’t believe the rumors.”


      Most of the 382 members of the American Olympic team were on the passenger list, and they were ticketed to stay on the two lower decks. On the ship, roughly another 400 passengers were coaches and officials, family members, and journalists bound for Berlin, too. That left about 300 passengers considered “outside” the Olympic traveling party. While there was no mention of Gable or March, the buzz the night before at the sendoff banquet was that their fellow passengers would include famed actress Mary Astor, plus playwright Charles MacArthur and his wife, Helen Hayes, relaxing following the recent withdrawal of the alienation of affection lawsuit filed against Hayes by MacArthur’s first wife.


      Once aboard, Glenn let Walter Wood check the sheet with their room assignment and the map and lead the way. Comparing notes among the decathlon men and the discus throwers, they discovered that their three rooms were together. Discus throwers Ken Carpenter and Gordon Dunn were in one room, Glenn and Wood in the middle, and decathletes Jack Parker and Bob Clark in the third. So the six of them set off together.


      After a few minutes and a lot of steps and turns, Dunn, the Stanford graduate, wondered, “Hey, guys, you think it’s a good idea to let a Cornell guy read a map?”


      “Should be just around the corner, then at the end of the hall,” Wood insisted.


      Jesse Owens was in a doorway, wearing a smart dark blue pinstriped suit. He grinned. “Welcome to third class, boys, where you’re colored, too! Know your place!”


      Glenn stopped. Smiling and pointing, he said, “Nice suit, Jesse. You’re putting the rest of us to shame.”


      Owens responded, “The fifth time you see me wearing this, you’ll figure out . . . it’s the only one I’ve got!”


      Glenn laughed. “I got my first for my high school graduation,” he said. “I got my second for my college graduation. Don’t know when I’m going to be able to afford a third one, either.”


      Owens said, “Brundage already asked me where I got this. Pretended he just thought it was nice and wanted to know where it came from. But I know the way he thinks. Dress too nice and he just assumes we’re taking money under the table.”


      “He was laying that on thick in Milwaukee,” Glenn said. “We must be ‘pure’ amateurs and ‘sportsmen,’ untainted by professionalism.”


      “I hope to be ‘tainted’ pretty damn soon,” Jesse said. “As tainted as I can get. I have a wife and a kid to support.”


      As they turned the corner, Ken Carpenter said to Glenn, “He’s going to win three gold medals . . . right?”


      “Four, if they put him on the relay.”


      “Sounds like he thinks he’d be set for life.”


      “Anything wrong with that?” Glenn asked.


      “Hell, no,” Carpenter said. “But I wonder if he’d have offers coming at him like he thinks they will. You know . . . this still is America. For better or worse.”


      Glenn wondered, too. This trip and the Olympic experience, in fact, would be his first extended interaction with Negroes. There hadn’t been any in Simla, and while there were rumors of a few attending college in Fort Collins, he had never seen any, and his teammates in every sport had been white boys. It had taken track and field to introduce him to Negroes, and he surprised himself with his acceptance of the sport’s integration. He was used to the questions from friends about competing with, or against, “monkeys,” “gorillas,” and “niggers,” and even the impertinence of whether he had to shower with the “bucks.” But judging from what he had seen and felt in New York, he was convinced being on an integrated team wouldn’t be a monumental issue.


      Their cramped room reminded Wood and Glenn of a residence hall room for a couple of college freshmen, with small beds, two little writing tables that doubled as nightstands next to them and a shared closet. A box was on each bed, one with Morris’s name, the other Wood’s. On top of each box was a little white booklet. On the cover, “american olympic team” was above the U.S. Olympic shield and the notation, “s.s. manhattan, july 15, 1936.”


      They both opened their booklets.


      welcome olympians


      We are proud and happy to have you aboard this ship and we extend a hearty welcome to every member of the 1936 American Olympic teams, to their officials and to their friends. We feel honored in being the link that bears you on your journey across the Atlantic. We will make every effort while you are aboard to help keep you fit and happy and ready for this greatest of sports events.


      The captain, the officers and the crew of the Manhattan, as well as the staff ashore, extend you welcome and wish you Godspeed, joy and victory.


      united states lines


      Inside, pages listed the crew, headed by Commander Harry Manning, and the members of the Olympic traveling party, in alphabetical order, and not differentiating between athletes and Badgers.


      Suddenly, Glenn realized what must be in the box.


      “Our uniforms!” he exclaimed, ripping open the flaps and first pulling out a white double-breasted serge coat, with a red-white-and-blue shield on the left chest pocket. Another jacket was blue. The two pairs of slacks in the box were white and patterned gray. Wood watched, making no move to his own box. “Think it’s all going to fit?” he asked, the doubt evident in his voice.


      “Why wouldn’t it?” Glenn responded. “They measured us five times!”


      “Exactly. The more the Badgers do, the more they have a chance to get wrong!”


      Glenn pulled on the coat. It was a little snug.


      “See!” Wood chortled.


      “Aw, it’ll work,” said Glenn, leaving the coat on and digging into the box, while Wood took a look at his own.


      Their official team outfits, for the opening ceremonies and other appearances, also included white shirts and red-white-and-blue ties. They each had two long-sleeved sweaters—one white, one red—with USA across the chests, and a white sleeveless sweater with the USA Olympic emblem on the chest. Their two pairs of warm-up suits consisted of sweatshirts and sweatpants with innovative zippers down the outside of the ankles. When they came to the white satin uniforms they would wear in competition, the sensation was as if they were walking on the track in Berlin. The trunks had skinny red, white, and blue stripes running down the side; a tri-color sash ran across the front of the sleeveless shirt.


      Bob Clark and Jack Parker were in the doorway.


      “Hey, let’s go back up to the deck,” Clark said. “We’re about to shove off!”


      Dunn and Carpenter joined them, too. As the six athletes squeezed into spots at the rail, the captains on the tugging steamboats sounded their whistles and a band on the docks played “The Star-Spangled Banner.” The SS Manhattan moved out into the waters of the Hudson River. The men, women, and children on the dock—and the flags many of them waved—got smaller. Then so did the buildings on the Manhattan skyline.
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