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To Marie, Susan, Vincent, my assistant coaches and the Green Bay Packers Football Team and to all of those who make professional football a great game.




FOREWORD TO THE 2014 EDITION


For two summers while I was researching the biography When Pride Still Mattered, I lived in New York. Day after day I would venture out to Sheepshead Bay, where Vince Lombardi was born and reared; or up to Fordham University in the Bronx, where he went to school and had his first brush with legend as one of  the Seven Blocks of  Granite; or across the river to Englewood, New Jersey, where he taught and coached at little St. Cecilia’s; or farther up the Hudson to West Point, where he learned his football philosophy as an Army assistant under Red Blaik.


But the trip that had the most lasting impact on me during that period of  research was a longer ride into New England to a hilltop home in Dorset, Vermont. It was there that I met and spent a memorable day with the writer W. C. Heinz.


I came to Run to Daylight! early, but to Bill Heinz late. The book that Heinz wrote under the byline “Vince Lombardi” was a staple of  my mid-1960s Wisconsin childhood. I read it again and again, until the cover was gone and the pages were watermarked and smudged by mustard and dirt. I knew the book the way Lombardi’s Packers knew their Packer sweep after practicing it over and over. And every time I read it, I was thrilled anew by the game-clinching play when Milt Plum of  the Detroit Lions throws a pass and the receiver slips and Green Bay’s dashing young cornerback swoops in and, as Lombardi in the book describes the scene, “I hear the thop-sound it makes as it hits Herb Adderly’s hands, and he’s got it. He’s got it, and he’s racing right by me now, down our sideline.”


It was three and a half  decades after that October 1962 game that I found Heinz standing in the driveway of  his Vermont retreat. He had been forty-six when he wrote the book, and was eighty-one by the time I met him, but he still looked much like the writer I had seen hovering near Lombardi in old photographs. He was wiry, crisp, and clean and lean, his mind as sharp as ever. Through his thick black-rimmed glasses, he saw the world with uncommon clarity.


I arrived in Vermont with simple questions: What was it like to write a book with Vince Lombardi? Step by step, how did you do it? I left with the answers, but also with a deep appreciation of  Wilfred Charles Heinz and his writing craft.


Over the course of  a long and enjoyable morning and afternoon, he showed me the tools of  his trade. He still had the old Remington manual typewriter on which he punched out Run to Daylight! and many other books (along with untold hundreds of  newspaper columns and magazine stories). Of  more material value to me, he dug into his closet and brought out a set of  old Penrite memo books— ten cents apiece, spirals on top, neatly marked 1, 2, 3, and 4. Inside the notebooks, in neat handwriting (shockingly neat for a reporter, I thought), were all the notes Heinz had taken from his many interviews with Lombardi during his time in Green Bay. As a writing colleague, Heinz knew the notebooks would be as important to me as anything he said. And he was such a mensch that I didn’t even have to ask—he handed them over to me for my use and safekeeping.


The stories he did tell me that day were unforgettable. He talked about the legendary writers he had learned from over the course of  his long career. Most of  them were sportswriters, but Heinz made no distinction. He agreed with me that writers were writers, and much of  the best writing happened to involve sports. He had covered sports most of  his career, though during World War II he served as a war correspondent with distinction for the New York Sun. After that he wrote a sports column, then turned to books (including the book on which the movie and TV show M*A*S*H were based) and freelance magazine articles when the Sun folded. He was a favorite of  Grant-land Rice and Damon Runyon (as Runyon was dying, he scribbled on a bar napkin that Heinz was his choice to replace him as columnist for Heart’s Cosmopolitan), and a close friend of  Red Smith, then of  the New York Herald Tribune, later of  the New York Times, who was ten years his senior. He admired Smith’s writing, but considered him “more of  a dancer and mover, with a style you couldn’t imitate.” The writers he most closely followed in style were Ernest Hemingway for novels and Frank Graham for everything else.


It was from Graham, Heinz said, that he learned how to construct an English sentence, and how to be a fly on the wall, to catch athletes at their most authentic moments and then use their dialogue verbatim to re-create a scene—all without a tape recorder and without taking notes until later. “Frank never took notes, so . . . I learned how to do that too, how to look and listen,” Heinz told me. “The first time I tried it, Frank and I were both interviewing Rocky Graziano at Stillman’s gym. He wasn’t taking notes, so I wasn’t either. When we came out I said, ‘You jerk! I don’t think I’ll remember.’ He said, ‘You will. When you get home tonight and Betty [Heinz’s wife] asks you where you were and what you did, you’ll tell her who said what and where you were and what you did.” Graham was right, and the powers of  memory that Heinz developed then stayed with him thereafter, so four decades later he could remember the smell in the air and the color of  a tie. Still, as a backup, he continued to take copious notes in his unhurried longhand.


His pal Red Smith sent him out to Green Bay. Smith had been signed by Prentice Hall to serve as general editor of a series of as-told-to sports memoirs, and it was decided that the series should start with the most famous coach of the moment, Vince Lombardi, whose Packers had won the NFL title in 1961. Smith’s first choice for the assignment was Tim Cohane of Look magazine, who was Lombardi’s old Fordham pal, but Cohane declined, saying he was too busy, so Smith turned to his friend. Heinz said he was still finishing a novel, The Surgeon, but would be done in time to get out to Green Bay for preseason training camp. Heinz and Smith both knew Lombardi from his days as an assistant coach for the New York Giants, and what Heinz remembered especially was a trait that might make the book difficult. “Here’s the problem,” Heinz told Smith. “Did you ever hear Lombardi tell a story up there? He’s got a great laugh, but he doesn’t contribute. That’s gonna be a problem.”


He was right. Lombardi was a problem. At first, when Heinz reached Green Bay, the coach seemed gracious enough, picking the writer up at the airport, inviting him to stay at his home on Sunset Circle, even staying still long enough for an interview. But it was not long into the first interview when Heinz grew frustrated, chiding Lombardi for having “no audio-visual recall.” He was getting only the bare bones, none of  the rich details that make a book sing. How could he build a memoir out of  that? At night, unable to sleep, stewing about his dilemma, Heinz came up with the solution, falling back on a structure that had worked for him once before.


This was the progressive narrative technique that he had used for a magazine article on a boxer. Heinz followed Rocky Graziano from the break of  dawn on the day of  a major fight. The beauty of  the progressive narrative was that it provided a natural plotline, established by the minute, the hour, the day. Maybe this is the way I can do Lombardi, Heinz decided. I’ll start the Monday after a game and take it through the next game. What little Lombardi gave him could be supplemented by the players and most of  all by Marie Lombardi, his wife, who was much more willing to tell Heinz detailed stories. All of  that material could weave through the game preparation chronology. Heinz chose the first Lions game in October for the game, and everything flowed from there.


Heinz wrote the book in his makeshift den, a bantam-size office that he had constructed off  the TV room in a corner of  his garage. A radiator warmed him as winter approached. The floors were softened by cork tiles, the walls by Philippine mahogany paneling. There was just enough room for a desk and chair and a small daybed for naps. With his notebooks indexed and laid out before him, he rolled two sheets of  yellow copy paper around the platen of  his Remington portable and began tap-tapping away. He wrote every day from the week after the game until late December, rarely taking a day off. By then he had finished six chapters—Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday. When the season was over, Lombardi came to New York, and together he and Heinz watched film of  the Lions game again, going over every play for the final chapter—Sunday.


The book came out the following September. Heinz had wanted to title it Six Days and Sunday, but Smith vetoed the idea. “With that title it’ll end up in the bookstores with the biblical tracts,” he said. The publisher, picking up on a phrase that Lombardi was known for using too often at home, wryly suggested, “How about Shut up, Marie?” But of  course Marie would not shut up, and the fact that she kept talking to Heinz helped make the book possible. It was only fitting that Marie came up with the title. She said she loved Vince’s phrase describing his philosophy of  offensive football. Perfect, the others realized, and here at last was the title for a book that became a sports classic, with twenty-three—no, this makes twenty-four—printings over the ensuing fifty years. They called it Run to Daylight!


—David Maraniss


September 2013





FOREWORD


The small room where this is written is lined with books on sports. Some are a joy to read. Some are valuable as reference works. Some are proof that the English language can be a gun the author didn’t know was loaded.


Except for the fact that all of them concern sports—barring the dictionary, the thesaurus, the Bible and Bartlett’s Familiar Quotations—none of the books around me has much in common with the book before me. This is an original, the product of what we hope is an original concept.


We said, “Let’s try something new. Let us get the top authority in each game to say what he has to say about his game. Let us get the finest writer in the field to collaborate with this man, and the finest artist in the field to illustrate their work. If this doesn’t produce the best book in the field, let us all retire to bee-keeping.”


How do you pack into a single book what Vince Lombardi feels about football, what he knows of the game, how he thinks of the people around him, what he remembers of his beginnings in the sport? Bill Heinz chose to compress it into one typical week of a typical season. It turned out to be a crucial week in a big season, but that was a mere happen-so.


In the world of Vince Lombardi, any week in any season is as big as any other week in any other season. That’s why Bill Heinz wanted to call this book “Six Days and Sunday.” He was dissuaded by the sure knowledge that it would wind up among Biblical tracts on the booksellers’ shelves.


After this book was written, Paul Hornung of the Packers and Alex Karras of the Lions were suspended for betting on games and five Detroit colleagues of Karras were fined. This did not alter anything Vince Lombardi had to say about those men, and not a line was changed.


Red Smith





EDITOR’S NOTE


The original edition of Run To Daylight! contained the following Author’s note:


In the pages that follow we have attempted to record as accurately as possible the preparations for and the playing of a Green Bay Packers game of the 1962 season. Although this book is concerned with a specific game, it has been our hope to present the seven days involved in such a way that the reader, no matter to what team he devotes his allegiance, may better understand what his own, or any team, experiences each week of the season. For that reason the Packers’ opponent, who will undoubtedly be identified by professional football followers, remains unidentified here. Throughout the text the reader will find many references to offensive and defensive formations, pass routes and patterns, and key plays. Therefore an appendix in which these are diagrammed has been provided.


This device, in which a typical game stands for all games, may have been revolutionary in 1963, but is certainly familiar to readers of sports books in 1989. In addition, it is unlikely that any but the most avid fans would be able to identify the opponents by reading the original text today. For these reasons, we have taken the liberty, with permission of the Lombardi family, of using the names of opposing players rather than just their numbers and positions. We also thus gain the benefit of the author’s views on one of the best opposing teams of his day. The appendix has been retained.





INTRODUCTION


In 1967, my first year with the Oakland Raiders, I was the linebacker coach. That season we went 13—1, routed the Houston Oilers 40-7 for the American Football League championship, and went on to Super Bowl II against the Green Bay Packers. But for me, the biggest thrill about it was just being down on the field across the Orange Bowl from Vince Lombardi.


Once, between plays, I looked over and just watched him standing there: Vince Lombardi. Blue blazer, white shirt, red-and-blue striped tie, gray slacks, black football shoes with white laces. Vince Lombardi. And I thought, I’m on this sideline and Vince Lombardi’s on the other sideline. I’m telling my linebackers how to stop Vince Lombardi’s plays.


To me, that was almost like trying to stop God’s plays. And that’s about how effective we were—we lost, 33-14, in what turned out to be a historic game, Lombardi’s last as the Packers coach. In a small way, it was a historic game for me, too. I was across the field from the man who had been my idol ever since I started coaching in 1960 at Alan Hancock Junior College in Santa Maria, California.


You know how when you’re a kid, you pick somebody you want to be like? Growing up in Daly City, California, I wanted to be like Bob Toneff, a big offensive tackle for the San Francisco 49ers. And when I started coaching, I wanted to be like Vince Lombardi.


Even before Run to Daylight! came out in 1963, I identified with what Vince Lombardi stood for as a coach. I hadn’t been a great player. Neither had he. My career as an offensive tackle ended when I needed knee surgery as a Philadelphia Eagles rookie in 1959. He had been a guard at Fordham, one of the “Seven Blocks of Granite” on their 1937 offensive line, but he never played for a National Football League team. And what most drew me to him was that, as offensive linemen, we both had to live with the two words that usually preceded offensive linemen: big and dumb. Believe me, as an offensive lineman, you fight that “big and dumb” label all the time.


Vince Lombardi’s teams had discipline. By discipline, I don’t mean wearing a jacket and tie; I mean discipline in playing football. Not jumping offside. Not getting other dumb penalties. And Lombardi stressed fundamentals. “You win with fundamentals,” he always said. “Blocking and tackling—that’s how you win.” His teams didn’t have many offensive plays and the other teams knew it, but he didn’t care. He made sure that his teams knew how to run their plays better than the other teams knew how to defend against them.


That philosophy really helped me. As a young coach, you tend to overdo the X’s and O’s. You think coaching means having a lot of exotic plays. But you learn that’s not true. You learn that if you can teach discipline and fundamentals, you only need a few basic plays.


That’s still true. Joe Gibbs, the coach of the Washington Redskins, told me that they have only four basic running plays. Those four plays might have different forms. They might bounce the ball-carrier inside or outside, depending on the other team’s defense. But it’s still only four basic running plays.


Lombardi only had a few basic plays, too. The one everybody remembers the most is what came to be known as The Lombardi Sweep: Paul Hornung taking a handoff from Bart Starr and running to his right behind the blocking of Jim Taylor, the fullback, and Jerry Kramer and Fuzzy Thurston, the two guards who had pulled out of the line.


When I heard that Lombardi was going to be the feature speaker at a coaching seminar at the University of Nevada at Reno in June of 1963, I couldn’t enroll fast enough. Wherever I went in those years, I always sat in the back, and when I went into the auditorium for Lombardi’s lecture, I took my usual seat. As much as I wanted to hear him, I figured that when we had a break, if I sat in the back I could get to the cafeteria before anybody else. And, hey, I was a football coach, too; only a junior-college football coach, but a football coach. I thought I knew as much about The Lombardi Sweep as Lombardi did.


But that was the day I realized I knew almost nothing about coaching football, much less about The Lombardi Sweep.


I listened to Lombardi talk about The Lombardi Sweep for eight hours. That’s right, eight hours. He drew the play on the black board. He showed film. One by one, he pretended he was each of his eleven players and explained what each of them did on the play. Not only against one defense, but against several different defenses. And the first time he paused for questions, a guy in the first row raised his hand.


“Vince . . . ,” the guy began.


“Yes, Sid,” Lombardi said.


Sid Gillman, then the coach of the San Diego Chargers who would win the AFL championship later that year, was asking the first question. Sid had a reputation as one of the most innovative offensive minds in football but he was not only here, he was sitting in the first row to make sure he didn’t miss anything and he was asking a question. After that, every time I came back to the auditorium after a break, I moved closer and closer to the front. I figured if Sid Gillman was asking Lombardi questions, I had picked the right guru. I didn’t ask any questions; I was too awed. I just tried to absorb it all.


When Run To Daylight! came out three months later, I couldn’t read it fast enough. I used the book like a textbook—at Hancock, at San Diego State, and all through my ten years as the Raiders’ head coach. I read it a dozen times, maybe more. And in looking at it again after all this time, I’m reminded of how the game can consume you. It becomes a 24-hour-a-day, 7-days-a-week experience. You go to bed thinking about the other team, you wake up thinking about the other team. The other team is the unknown. You know your team, you know what your team is supposed to do, but you don’t know what the other team is going to do. And with every day that goes by, those players on the other team seem to get bigger and stronger.


One big thing I learned as Lombardi was getting ready to play the “other team,” as the 1962 Detroit Lions were described throughout the book, is that you can’t look at someone else’s plays that work against your opponents’ defense and try to put those plays into your game plan. Instead, you select your own plays that will work best against the defense.


That’s a subtle point, but for any coach and any team, it’s a very important point. If you believe in certain plays, use them. Maybe you adjust the blocking slightly, but that’s all. Especially your best play. If the Packers’ best play was The Lombardi Sweep, my Raiders’ best play was Fullback To The Weak Side Power: our fullback (Hewritt Dixon, Marv Hubbard or Mark Van Eeghen) carrying the ball behind the power blocks of Gene Upshaw, our left guard, and Art Shell, our left tackle. “69 Boom Man” is how our quarterback, Daryle Lamonica and later, Ken Stabler, called it in the huddle. “69 Boom Man.”


In our Raider terminology, it was a play in our 60 series that had the fullback carrying the ball through the 9 hole, towards Upshaw and Shell. Boom meant the halfback was blocking and Man meant our offensive linemen were using man-to-man blocking.


“We’ll run this play every day of your life,” I always told my players. “If we can’t make this play go, we can’t win.”


We ran that play so much, other teams considered us predictable, but I didn’t care. Other teams had called the Packers predictable because of The Lombardi Sweep, but they still couldn’t stop it. In our Raider game plans, 69 Boom Man was often our opening play, even though we knew the other teams expected it. When I played, I always wanted the coach to open with a play where I blocked straight ahead. For an offensive lineman, there’s nothing worse than having your coach get you all fired up, then giving you an opening play where you trick-block—or even worse, pass-block. I always liked teeing off on the defensive player across from me, man on man. That’s why 69 Boom Man was our favorite opening play. Nothing fancy, just tee off on your man.


During the game, whenever our quarterback was in doubt or in trouble, he called 69 Boom Man. “Or if you get dinged or can’t think of a play,” I always told Lamonica and Stabler, “just call 69 Boom Man.”


Sometimes a quarterback can’t think of a play. Maybe he’s had his bell rung. Maybe he just draws a blank. But whenever that happened to our quarterback, he just had to spit out 69 Boom Man. Or, if nothing seemed to be working and they had to get something going, he just called 69 Boom Man. If they had to get out of trouble, just call 69 Boom Man. That play was a catchall for everything. Just like the Sweep was for the Packers.


In reading how Vince Lombardi dealt with his players, I learned that nothing can be phony. Even more important, I learned that you can copy another coach’s philosophy, but you can’t copy his personality. That’s where some young coaches get in trouble. They think, well, this guy is a great coach, I want to be like him. They try to shape their personality like his. But you can’t be somebody else. You’ve got to be who you are. Lombardi hollered and screamed, but that wasn’t the reason he was great. He had a philosophy and he got his players to follow it. So instead of trying to copy Lombardi’s philosophy, I just tried to let me be me.


That’s not to say I didn’t find some important lessons in this book. I think the one I used most was that, as a coach, you always have to act the opposite of how your team is doing. If you’re on a winning streak, everybody tells your players how great they are. No matter where they go—to the grocery store, to a restaurant, to a gas station—the fans pat them on the back and tell them what great players they are. As a coach, that’s when you have to bring them back down to earth.


Conversely, if your team is going bad, your players don’t have any friends. No matter where they go, everybody tells them they are a terrible team, they’re dumb, they stink. As a coach, that’s when you have to lift them up.


Either way, it isn’t easy because it isn’t natural. When your team is winning, you feel good about everything, and when your team is going bad, you don’t feel good about anything. But you have to get yourself in the opposite frame of mind. When my wife Virginia read Run To Daylight!, it helped her to understand me. Vince Lombardi would get up in the morning and start arguing with his wife Marie to get himself in the mood to yell at his players. I did that with Virginia, too. I probably did it naturally, but Virginia came to understand why I was doing it.


Another thing I learned was that when you chew out your players, you shouldn’t pick on a second-stringer. Hey, a second-stringer is always more vulnerable because he’s more likely to make mistakes. That’s why he’s a second-stringer. It’s easier to pick on a second-stringer instead of one of your best players. But if you do, you’re being unfair. If you do, you’re not coaching; you’re just picking on someone, and all your players see that. If you’re going to chew out somebody, chew out your best players.


And before you chew out a player, you have to establish that it’s not personal. I always told my players, “I respect you, I love you, but when you make a mistake, we’ve got to go over it.” As a coach you can’t ignore a mistake because you’re afraid of offending somebody. You have to go over it, but you don’t want your players to take it personally.


In the quarter of a century since Run To Daylight! was published, very few things have changed for football coaches. The coaches who are successful now are doing the same things Vince Lombardi did: emphasizing blocking and tackling. Even though today’s coaches are involved in more sophisticated strategies, like situation substitution, football still boils down to blocking and tackling—having good players who are disciplined, and having a coach with commitment.


If Vince Lombardi were alive today, he probably would have stopped coaching—after all, he would have been 76 on June 11, 1989. But just as he was a successful coach in the mid-1900s, he would’ve been a successful coach in the early 1900s and he would’ve been a successful coach in the late 1900s. With him, football was fundamentals. Nothing fell through the cracks. Not long ago I ran into Norb Hecker, now the San Francisco 49ers’ executive administrative assistant, who had been Lombardi’s defensive backfield coach.


“In re-reading Run To Daylight!,” I said, “it’s amazing how nothing has really changed.”


“The things we’re doing now,” Norb agreed, “are the same things we did then.”


This book hasn’t dated itself. If anything, it’s even better because more readers are aware of the love that Lombardi’s players still have for him. As a coach, you don’t know what works in your relationship with your players. You’re so involved in trying to make it work, you never get an opportunity to step back and assess it. But over the years I’ve read about how all those Packer players who professed to hate or fear Lombardi then, have developed a genuine love for him. Believe me, that love exists; I’ve seen it.


Of all those Packer players that I’ve been around, I know Ray Nitschke the best. We’ve done Miller Lite commercials together. And no matter where we’ve been, he still talks about “Coach Lombardi” like they’re still on the sidelines together.


Other than Super Bowl II, I was never on a sideline across from Lombardi, but in 1970, after my first year as the Raiders’ head coach, I had a few moments with him in New York at an NFL coaches meeting.


By then Lombardi was coaching the Redskins. After Super Bowl II, he stopped coaching the Packers to concentrate on being their general manager. But when he “missed the fire on Sunday,” as he once described it, he moved to the Redskins as their coach and general manager. As the NFL approached the 1970 season, the first in its realignment of the American and National Conferences, the coaches met to establish rule definitions.


I was one of the kids in that meeting, along with Chuck Noll, who had taken over the Steelers the year before. We were kids compared to the elder statesmen: Lombardi, Paul Brown, Weeb Ewbank, Blanton Collier, Tom Landry and Hank Stram. In the discussion on pass-blocking, some of the older coaches spoke first. Out of etiquette, I just listened. Finally, Lombardi stood up.


“Gentlemen,” he said, “I’ll tell you what pass-protection is. This is pass-protection. The hands are in here.” His fists were clenched tight against his chest, then the textbook way to block for the passer. Holding his fists there, he talked about pass-blocking for a few minutes, then he sat down. In the silence, the other coaches looked around. Nobody seemed to be interested in continuing the discussion. But as a young coach, I didn’t know any better. I stood up.


“That may be what pass-protection is to you, Coach Lombardi,” I said respectfully, “but that’s not what it is to me. If you look closely at game films now, you won’t see many pass-blockers doing what you’re talking about.”


I went on to explain that under the rules then in effect, the pass-blocker wasn’t allowed to move his hands outside the plane of the pass-rusher. But if the pass-blocker hoped to be effective, he had to keep his hands out in front to fight off the pass-rusher. More and more pass-blockers were using this technique in order to block the bigger and quicker pass-rushers.


I hadn’t meant to argue with Vince Lombardi. But it probably looked that way. In trying to make my point, I was waving my arms and raising my voice.


After I sat down, I started thinking, I hope nobody thought I was arguing with Vince Lombardi. Hey, he’s still my idol, but it probably looked like I was putting him down and I didn’t mean to do that, he doesn’t even know who I am but he’s got to hate me now. And after the meeting ended, I was standing out in the hall when I noticed him walking toward me. Oh, oh, I thought, I’m going to get it now. I’m about to get chewed out by Vince Lombardi.


Instead, he shook my hand and said, “I respect what you said in there, John. You were right. What you said was a lot closer to what pass-blocking is now than what I said it was.” And the more I thought about it later, the more I realized that his saying that was more like him than his chewing me out would have been. Above all, Vince Lombardi was a man.


After that we had a few more conversations at those meetings. In one, I asked him a question that had been on my mind. “What’s the difference between the good coaches, the average coaches and the bad coaches? What separates them?”


All coaches did basically the same thing. They were involved in their team’s draft of college players. They watched films. They organized game plans. They supervised training camp and practices. They were in charge on the sideline. But some were good, some were average and some were bad. In trying to figure out the difference, I had thought that the answer would be that some coaches were better motivators or better tacticians or better game coaches. But in his wisdom, Lombardi had another reason.


“The difference,” he said, “is knowing what you want, knowing what the end is supposed to look like. If a coach doesn’t know what the end is supposed to look like, he won’t know it when he sees it.”


That’s coaches’ talk, but it’s not that complicated. Take a play. You have to know what that play is supposed to look like when each of your eleven players runs it perfectly. And that philosophy applies even in your drills. I had our assistant coaches explain why each drill was important, how it would make a certain play work better. That way the drill makes sense. The players realize that if the coaches know where the players are going, the coaches can lead them there.


To this day, I see that same difference in NFL coaches. The good ones know what the end looks like.


•  •  •


I never got to talk to Vince Lombardi again. Several weeks after that coaches meeting, he was hospitalized with intestinal cancer. Two months later, on September 3, 1970, he died. But whenever I’m in Green Bay for a Packer game, it’s as if he’s still there. Every time I go on the practice field there, I think, this is where Vince Lombardi coached his Packer teams. And every time I’m in the TV booth at Lambeau Field, I think, down there is where he stood on the sideline in those black football shoes with white laces.


Even when I’m home, I think of him when I look at one of my most treasured trophies, a silver bowl representing the Vince Lombardi Dedication Award. But that silver bowl isn’t as shiny as it should be.


Not long after I stopped coaching the Raiders, I went to Milwaukee to receive that award. On the way home, I stopped overnight in Denver to see some friends. The more we talked, the more they demanded to see my trophy. They finally talked me into showing it around. Then somebody had the bright idea of using it to mix what they called a Moose River Hummer—equal parts Galliano, peppermint schnapps and 151-proof rum.


As if splashing all that booze in there wasn’t bad enough, somebody tossed a match into the bowl. Whoom, the flames jumped. After a few seconds, the flames disappeared, but smoke was curling up from my bowl, which suddenly was more blackish than beautiful.


When I got home, Virginia couldn’t wait to open the big box. But when she saw it, she gasped, “What is this, a barbecue?” She cleaned it up, but it’s never been quite the same. Sorry about that one, Vince, but my copy of Run to Daylight! is as good as ever. The jacket is a little worn from all the times I read it, but other than that, there’s not a scratch on it.


—John Madden and Dave Anderson





MONDAY



3:15 A.M.


I have been asleep for three hours and, suddenly, I am awake. I am wide awake, and that’s the trouble with this game. Just twelve hours ago I walked off that field, and we had beaten the Bears 49-0. Now I should be sleeping the satisfied sleep of the contented but I am lying here awake, wide awake, seeing myself walking across that field, seeing myself searching in the crowd for George Halas but really hoping that I would not find him.


All week long there builds up inside of you a competitive animosity toward that other man, that counterpart across the field. All week long he is the symbol, the epitome, of what you must defeat and then, when it is over, when you have looked up to that man for as long as I have looked up to George Halas, you cannot help but be disturbed by a score like this. You know he brought a team in here hurt by key injuries and that this was just one of those days, but you can’t apologize. You can’t apologize for a score. It is up there on that board and nothing can change it now. I can just hope, lying here awake in the middle of the night, that after all those years he has had in this league—and he has had forty-two of them—these things no longer affect him as they still affect me. I can just hope that I am making more of this than he is, and now I see myself, unable to find him in the crowd and walking up that ramp and into our dressing room, now searching instead for something that will bring my own team back to earth.


“All right!” I said. “Let me have your attention. That was a good effort, a fine effort. That’s the way to play this game, but remember this. You beat the Bears, but you know as well as I do that they weren’t ready. They had key personnel hurt and they weren’t up for this game. Those people who are coming in here next week will be up. They won again today, so they’re just as undefeated as we are. They’ll be coming in here to knock your teeth down your throats, so remember that. Have your fun tonight and tomorrow, but remember that.”


“Right, coach!” someone behind me, maybe Fuzzy Thurston or Jerry Kramer or Ray Nitschke, shouted. “Way to talk, coach!”


Am I right and is that the way to talk, or has this become a game for madmen and am I one of them? Any day that you score seven touchdowns in this league and turn in a shutout should be a day of celebration. Even when the Bears are without Bill George, who is the key to their defense, and Willie Galimore, who is their speed, this is a major accomplishment. But where is the elation?


Once there was elation. In 1959, in the first game I ever coached here, that I ever head-coached anywhere in pro ball, we beat these Bears 9-6 and I can remember it clearly. I can remember them leading us into the last period and then Jimmy Taylor going in from the 5 on our 28-Weak, and Paul Hornung kicking the point, and then Henry Jordan breaking through on the blitz and nailing Ed Brown in the end zone for the safety. The year before, this team had won only one game and tied one out of twelve, so now they were carrying me off the field because a single league victory was once cause enough for celebration.


What success does to you. It is like a habit-forming drug that, in victory, saps your elation and, in defeat, deepens your despair. Once you have sampled it you are hooked, and now I lie in bed, not sleeping the sleep of the victor but wide awake, seeing the Detroit Lions who are coming in next Sunday with the best defensive line in the league; with Joe Schmidt, that great middle linebacker; with Dick “Night Train” Lane, that left defensive halfback who is as quick and agile as a cat; and with Milt Plum at quarterback who, although he is not as daring as Johnny Unitas or Y. A. Tittle or Bobby Layne, can kill you with his consistency.


I don’t see them as I do from the sideline, but as I have seen them over and over in the films. I see them beating us 17-13 in our opener in Milwaukee in 1961. I see them beating us 23-10 in Detroit the year before, and that’s what I mean about success. My mind does not dwell on the two games we beat them in 1959 or the single games we took from them in 1960 and again in 1961. For the most part you remember only your losses, and it reminds me again of Earl Blaik and West Point after Navy beat our undefeated Army team 14-2 in 1950.


“All right,” the Colonel would say whenever there was a lull. “Let’s get out that Navy film.”


You could see the other coaches sneak looks at one another, and although you couldn’t hear the groans you could feel them in the room. Then we’d all file out and into the projection room once more.


“Look at that,” the Colonel would say. “The fullback missed the block on that end.”


How many times we had seen that fullback miss that block on that end I do not know. I do know that every time we saw that film Navy beat Army again, 14-2, and that was one of the ways Earl Blaik, the greatest coach I have ever known, paid for what he was.


So what I see now is that opener in ’61, the last time they beat us. I see them stopping us twice inside their 5-yard line. I see us running their quarterback, Earl Morrall, out of his pocket, the rhythm of that pass-play broken, and both their split end, Gail Cogdill, and Jesse Whittenton relax. I see Cogdill start up and Whittenton slip and Cogdill catch it and run it to the 1, and on the next play Nick Pietrosante takes it in. Then I see them on our 13-yard line and Pietrosante misses his block and falls. As he gets up, Morrall, in desperation, flips the ball to him and he walks the 13 yards for the score.


Lying there like this, in the stillness of my house and conscious of any sound and every sensation, I am aware now of the soreness of my gums. It is this way every Monday, because for those two hours on the sideline every Sunday I have been grinding my teeth, and when I get up at eight o’clock and put in my bridge I’ll be aware of it again. That, come to think of it, is only fitting and proper, because that bridge had its beginnings in the St. Mary’s game my junior year at Fordham. Early in that game I must have caught an elbow or forearm or fist, because I remember sitting in that Polo Grounds dressing room during halftime and it felt like every tooth in my head was loose.


8:40 A.M.


“So I judge you won’t be home for dinner,” Marie says, while I am having my second cup of coffee.


“No,” I say, and that is another part of the price that you and your family must pay. Maybe I’m wrong, but the only way I know how to coach this game is all the way, and what it costs, Marie once explained.


“From Monday until Wednesday night,” she said, “we don’t talk to him. On Wednesday he has to go out there and convince himself and five other coaches and thirty-six football players.”


8:50 A.M.


I drive down our street to the corner, and I have to wait there because at this hour the traffic is heavy going into town. It is heavy with men who must convince other men that they need more insurance or new storm windows or a new car or who must solve a heat-conduction problem or an efficiency lag, and there is not much difference between us. Some of us will do our jobs well and some will not, but we will all be judged by only one thing—the result.


“That’s where I can’t see that it means much,” Vincent, Jr., said one evening last summer just before we went into training camp. Marie and our Susan were at the Fond Du Lac horse show, where Susan was showing her mahogany mare, and Vincent and I were eating out.


“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.


“You’re always saying,” Vincent said, “that the only way to play the game or do the job is the way you’re convinced is right for you.”


“That’s correct,” I said. “The rest will follow, or it won’t.”


“Then I can’t see where there’s much difference between winning or losing,” Vincent said, “as long as you’ve done your job.”


“There isn’t much difference,” I said, “except economic. You know that scoreboard doesn’t begin to tell the story, but what goes up there controls your economic future and your prestige.”


“They can keep the prestige,” Vincent said.


He was twenty years old last summer, and I know what he meant. He was seventeen when we moved here from the East and he had no vote in our move, nor had Susan. He was 5 feet 10 and weighed 180 and had been an all-conference fullback in New Jersey, but one of the Wisconsin papers listed him as 6 feet 2, 210 and All-state, and another carried that ridiculous story that he was being offered cars to pick between the four high schools.


“I’ll never forget that first day out here,” he has said since. “There are a thousand kids in that school, and the first time I walked into that cafeteria a thousand heads turned and a thousand kids looked at me.”


One afternoon Marie drove out to watch Vincent practice. While she was sitting in her car another car drove up and one of the kids in it shouted to someone on the sidelines.


“Which one is Lombardi?” he shouted, and Marie said she thought: Oh, please. Please leave him alone! He’s just a seventeen-year-old boy. Please get off his back.


It must have been just about then that Marie came off the phone one evening. Someone had wanted her to do something and she had turned it down.


“Sometimes they claw at you,” she said. “Just because your husband knows how to coach football they claw at you.”


And Vincent looked up from that book he was reading and said, “Join the crowd, Mom.”


8:52 A.M.


I’m in the line of traffic now, and I guess what it comes down to is that success demands singleness of purpose. In this game we’re always looking for catch-phrases, especially with a connotation of masculinity, so I call it mental toughness. They have written about the mental toughness with which I supposedly have instilled this team and, when they ask me what it is, I have difficulty explaining it. I think it is singleness of purpose and, once you have agreed upon the price that you and your family must pay for success, it enables you to forget that price. It enables you to ignore the minor hurts, the opponent’s pressure and the temporary failures, and I remember my first year here. I remember that first day of full practice in training camp, and when I walked back to the dressing room I wanted to cry. The lackadaisical ineptitude, almost passive resistance, was like an insidious disease that had infected almost a whole squad. The next morning, when I walked into the trainer’s room, there must have been fifteen or twenty of them waiting for the whirlpool bath or the diathermy or for rubdowns.
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