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INTRODUCTION

As the convoy of limousines drove toward Vienna’s Schönbrunn Palace on June 4, 1961, thousands of Austrian citizens thronged the streets. They cheered till they were hoarse, jubilant that their country had been chosen to play a part in what many were predicting to be the end of the cold war. It was the most exciting thing to happen to their country since the Anschluss.

But it wasn’t their peripheral role in hosting the potentially history-changing Vienna Summit between the United States and the Soviet Union that had attracted most of the screaming onlookers that afternoon. It was a chance to glimpse the exciting new American president, John F. Kennedy, and his glamorous wife, Jackie.

Like most of the rest of the world, Austrians were captivated by the charisma and youthful hopefulness of the handsome president, who promised a new era in international relations.

As the thirteen-year-old Arnold Schwarzenegger listened with his family to news of the meetings 125 miles away and the adulation being poured on Kennedy, he was swept up by the excitement. Even his normally reserved mother, Aurelia, could barely contain her enthusiasm for the youthful president.

For days leading up to the summit, the Austrian media had gushed with stories about Kennedy and his exciting background, portraying him as the American equivalent of royalty and describing his aristocratic upbringing, his world travels, his beautiful and accomplished wife, his rapid ascension to power.

To many a young boy in a similar situation, raised in a small provincial town, under the thumb of an overbearing father, with no apparent way out, Kennedy’s life might seem like a fairy tale.

But as a young Arnold Schwarzenegger took in the scene that day, he vowed to himself that one day his countrymen would cheer for him the way they did for Kennedy.





1 ROUGH START

ALMOST HALF A CENTURY AFTER John F. Kennedy ’s starring role at the Vienna Summit, I landed in the Austrian capital searching for clues to help explain how Schwarzenegger achieved a dream that at the time seemed impossible.

My guidebook was his 1977 autobiography Arnold: Education of a Bodybuilder. This was written long before most of the world had ever heard of him; still, reading the book—which is closer to a weight-training manual than a memoir—makes it obvious that he was confident even then.

It is a two-hour drive to Thal, the pastoral village where Schwarzenegger was born in July 1947 to Gustav and Aurelia Schwarzenegger.

Thal, it turns out, is a suburb of Graz, the capital of the Styrian region. In advance of my trip, I had been told by an Austrian friend that Styrians are considered the hicks of Austria, though this may reflect the snobbishness of the cosmopolitan Viennese more than a fair assessment of Styria’s people. Still, the region is often mocked for its lack of sophistication, its conservative moral values, and its lack of worldliness. And while I had always assumed that Schwarzenegger’s much-parodied thick accent is simply a product of his foreign upbringing, it seems that it is in fact a characteristic of the Styrian way of talking—a dialect commonly known as High German.

In this tiny village of about 2,000 inhabitants—unlike Vienna, where many people spoke English—it was very difficult to find anybody who could speak more than a few English words. And when people did speak English, their thick accent made it difficult to understand what they were saying. My first destination was Schwarzenegger’s birthplace at Thal Linak 145. After asking directions of three people who spoke only German, I finally said to a woman on a bike, “Schwarzenegger house.” She smiled and pointed the way.

When I reached the large two-story house, there was nobody at home. A sign indicated that the Anderwalt family lived here now, and I remembered that Frau Anderwalt had given a newspaper interview a few years earlier, explaining that she and her husband had bought the house in 1979. She mentioned that whenever Schwarzenegger visited the village, he always brought a camera crew to accompany him to his boyhood home. Whenever the cameras were rolling, she recalled, he was very jovial. But as soon as they were switched off, he was “cold and unfriendly.”

His attitude may stem from the fact that he did not have very fond memories of growing up here. Although Thal now brags about the origins of its most famous resident, whose formative years were spent in the postcard-pretty village, Arnold Schwarzenegger’s childhood was anything but idyllic.

THERE IS AN OLD SAYING about Schwarzenegger’s homeland: “The Austrians are brilliant. They have managed to persuade the world that Beethoven was Austrian and Hitler was German.” The fact is that Hitler was born in Austria and his countrymen welcomed him with open arms upon his ascension to power. It is the country’s dirty little secret, one that the Austrians are often reluctant to discuss. In the months immediately following World War II, when Gustav Schwarzenegger settled in Thal, nobody in Austria asked what anybody else had done in the war, because nobody really wanted to know the answer.

And so when Gustav moved to Thal in 1946 and applied for the position of police chief, the job was his, despite an official prohibition against hiring former Nazis for police work. Then again, despite the title, the job wasn’t very desirable. It paid a mere pittance and most often consisted of directing hikers from nearby Graz who ventured to the village for a picnic or rowboat ride on its picturesque lake.

Gustav grew up in a working-class family in the nearby Styrian industrial city of Neuberg. His father, Karl, was a mountain of a man whose genes are often credited with influencing Arnold’s own muscular build. Like Karl, who died in his forties because of a work-related accident, Gustav worked in the Neuberg steel factory before joining the Austrian army for his compulsory military service. He was a talented musician who could play six different instruments, specializing in the flügelhorn. Following his discharge from the army, he worked for many years as a postal inspector and then as a policeman. His life was rather routine, but Karl always dreamed of something bigger, for himself and for Austria.

The answer lay in the nation over the hills.

In 1933, after Hitler took power in neighboring Germany, membership in the Nazi Party was made illegal by the Austrian government, nervous that Hitler’s brand of National Socialism would catch on. With a common language and culture, many Austrians considered themselves German and, as the Depression ravaged the Austrian economy, resulting in high unemployment and widespread poverty, many looked longingly at Germany’s economic gains and at the fierce national pride that the Führer, an Austrian, had instilled.

By 1938, Hitler had made it clear that he considered Austria part of the German Reich and it was only a matter of time before Germany annexed Austria, by force if necessary. As early as 1934, the German leader had signaled his designs when Chancellor Engelbert Dollfuss of Austria was assassinated by Nazis in a failed coup.

The Austrian National Socialist Party was still in principle an underground movement, though it had been operating out in the open for months, by the time Gustav Schwarzenegger visited one of its offices in early 1938 and filled out a membership form.

Not long afterward, in March 1938, German troops marched into Austria, to be openly greeted by thousands of cheering Austrians waving Nazi flags and giving Hitler’s salute. The overwhelming majority of Austrians enthusiastically voted to ratify the Anschluss (annexation) a month later, and Austria officially became part of the Third Reich.

A year later, in April 1939, Gustav Schwarzenegger enrolled in the German army. It was long believed that he served there simply as a military policeman. Decades later, a more sinister set of facts would emerge to shed light on Gustav’s real wartime record—a record of complicity with evil that would later haunt Arnold as he climbed the ladder of success. Gustav was discharged from the army in February 1944, suffering from malaria. In October 1945, a few months after the war came to an end, he married twenty-three-year-old Aurelia Jadrny. She had been born in a suburb of Vienna and had previously been married to a man named Heinrich Muller, who had been killed during the war. At the time she met Gustav, she was working in a wartime relief office dispensing food stamps as part of the government’s strictly controlled rationing program.

Although not a lot is known about Aurelia’s past, Arnold once confided to a girlfriend that his mother had been in the crowd when Hitler rode triumphantly through the streets of Vienna following the Anschluss. And, like Gustav, she was taken in by the power and charisma of the Führer, to the point where she “almost swooned.”

In 1946, Gustav and Aurelia moved from Mürzsteg to Thal, where he was to assume his new position as police chief. By then, she had given birth to one son, Meinhard, a year earlier and had another one on the way. Arnold was born in Thal on July 30, 1947.

AFTER I LEAVE THE OLD Schwarzenegger house, I run into a student who speaks passable English walking his bike. I ask him where I might locate people who knew Arnold Schwarzenegger and he tells me my best possibility would be at the Café Thalersee, next to Lake Thal, a few minutes to the south. With a spectacular view of the lake and mountains, the inn has apparently been the center of life at Thal for decades as well as a tourist magnet for hikers from Graz who rent the colorful rowboats and pedal boats. The person who greets me, a young man in his twenties, speaks surprisingly good English and I tell him I am researching a documentary about the childhood of Arnold Schwarzenegger. He tells me that his parents and grandparents knew the family but that he has met Arnold only twice, briefly, when Arnold visited. He tells me I should speak to the proprietor, Karl Kling, whose family has owned the establishment since Schwarzenegger started to frequent the place and who knew the young Arnold quite well. Kling is due back in half an hour, so I have a bowl of goulash and a coffee while I’m waiting. I later discover that Arnold’s favorite dish is the wild mushroom soup that he used to eat in this very dining room. Indeed, there are signs of Schwarzenegger everywhere: photos, handwritten notes, and even postcards of Arnold available for sale at the counter.

When Kling arrives, he is happy to talk to me, but his English is very poor. His employee is far too busy to translate for me, so I do my best to elicit his story. “I knew the family well,” he tells me. “Frau Schwarzenegger was very nice. She worked here, sometimes, in the kitchen, making pastries. I was friends with Arnold, but he was older than me. We were neighbors.” Kling tells me he was born in 1955, so he is about eight years younger than Arnold.

Arnold, he tells me, was very “funny,” but it was the brother, Meinhard Schwarzenegger, whom everybody knew. “They were always playing jokes on people,” he says, laughing.

Indeed, a number of accounts of Schwarzenegger’s childhood portray him and his brother as pranksters, constantly playing practical jokes on other children. “He was a rascal, surely, but that’s very normal,” his classmate Franz Hormann told the biographer Laurence Leamer. “He played a few great pranks. He was part of every great prank.” These are usually depicted as good, harmless fun, but the British writer Wendy Leigh, who is fluent in German, discovered something far darker when she conducted her own investigation in the late 1980s, journeying to Thal and talking to the townspeople who knew Arnold best.

One of those townspeople told her that the “Schwarzeneggers were hated in Thal. Today everyone loves them, but forty years ago no one wanted to have anything to do with them.”

As Leigh discovered, Arnold and his brother weren’t in fact known as the town pranksters. They were known as bullies, the terror of the village. It didn’t take much investigation to discover who influenced this behavior.

DURING MY CONVERSATION WITH KARL Kling, he didn’t have anything unflattering to say about Arnold or the Schwarzenegger family, though he conspicuously refrained from saying anything positive about Gustav. Once I did the math, however, I soon realized that Kling couldn’t have known Schwarzenegger as well as he claims, for he was only eleven years old when Arnold left Thal for good.

However, the English-speaking café employee I had met when I first arrived provided considerably greater insight when I spoke to him on a break later. Despite the fact that he did not know Arnold Schwarzenegger at all well, he had access to someone who did: his grandmother, who died several years ago, and who had been active for years in the local Catholic church with Aurelia Schwarzenegger.

“My grandma always told me that Arnold’s mother was a wonderful woman; she called her a very dear lady. They were both very devout, very religious, and I think what they both had in common was that they were married to bad men.”

He told me that Gustav had a reputation in the village as a very jolly man, filled with life, when he was sober, but that he was a very mean drunk. And as the years passed, and his drinking got worse, he was known to be violent. “My grandma never knew whether he beat up Aurelia but she suspected he did. She never saw any signs, never any marks, but she said she witnessed terrible fights. He would yell at her many times; he kept her under his control.”

She didn’t know the boys very well, he recalls, but she always described Arnold’s older brother, Meinhard, as “very handsome” and said that the Schwarzenegger brothers were “a lot of trouble.” She claimed that Aurelia “protected” them from their father.

The employee says he never met Gustav, because the family had moved away from Thal before he was born, but there is considerable evidence to back up the grandmother’s description of Gustav as an ugly drunk.

Others have described him as extremely possessive and jealous, keeping Aurelia on a tight leash. He was said to favor his firstborn son, Meinhard, over Arnold. This preference is often explained by the fact that he suspected Arnold wasn’t his; he was known to rant about this to his fellow villagers when he got drunk enough, though there is no evidence that he ever shared his suspicion with Arnold.

For years, Arnold described his father as a strict disciplinarian, without much further elaboration. But in the early 1990s, he finally opened up about the abuse he had suffered at the hands of his father.

“My hair was pulled. I was hit with belts,” he recalled. “So was the kid next door. It was just the way it was. Many of the children I’ve seen were broken by their parents, which was the German-Austrian mentality … I have seen one kid almost get his ear ripped off right in front of me because he was fighting with someone else. I think it was a very much more brutal time. Break the will. They didn’t want to create an individual. It was all about conforming.”

When Gustav’s drinking and violent fits became too much, Aurelia often sent Arnold to stay with his uncle Alois in the nearby town of Mürzzuschlag.

Perhaps inspired by Gustav’s example, Meinhard—the golden boy, favored by both his father and his mother—was also known to frequently pick on Arnold, hazing and tormenting him with great relish. But perhaps this could be simply put down to normal sibling rivalry, as Arnold never mentioned it publicly. His father was known to pit the boys against each other at any opportunity, even forcing them to box on occasion.

Arnold would later credit the cruel treatment at the hands of his father with toughening him up and causing him to empathize with other people’s suffering. But at the time, there wasn’t a lot of empathy on display, as Arnold and his brother showed their own cruel streak in front of their peers.

“Gustav had taught him to hate and humiliate rather than love,” writes Leigh. “Now Arnold, incited by his brother, began to terrorize other people.”

Leigh interviewed one source who witnessed Meinhard and Arnold whipping a group of girls with stinging nettles. Another time, the two boys stood in the middle of the road, refusing to let the local milkman pass. Then they hit him until he bled; and when he complained to the chief of police, he received no justice, because the chief happened to be the father of the assailants. Another villager described to Leigh standing at a bus stop and watching a young Arnold approach a twelve-year-old girl, pull her book-filled schoolbag out of her hand, and throw it into the river.

She quotes the headmaster of the boys’ school, Herr Stanzer, as praying to be rid of the Schwarzenegger brothers. Meinhard was, in fact, eventually expelled and sent to reform school.

Despite his father’s lofty position, the Schwarzeneggers were actually living a very austere life.

“Where I started was a little farm community outside the Austrian town of Graz,” Schwarzenegger would later recall of his childhood. “Now, that may make you think of sunny hillsides with buttercups dancing in the breeze, and happy children with rosy cheeks, eating strudel. But that’s not what I think of. First of all, strudel was a luxury. It was right after World War II, and the country was absolutely devastated and destroyed. We had no flushing toilet in the house. No refrigerator. No television. What we did have was food rations—and we did have British tanks around to give us kids an occasional lift to the elementary school.”

Most young Austrians—even those facing a life of poverty, an abusive alcoholic parent, and crushing boredom—would have looked at their life as the natural order of things with no way out. But Arnold Schwarzenegger was already planning his escape.





2 DEVELOPING THE LOOK OF POWER

AS WITH MUCH OF THE MYTHOLOGY surrounding Arnold Schwarzenegger’s meteoric rise, there are many different versions, some conflicting, of how the young Austrian boy decided to take up bodybuilding as his life’s pursuit. Each version was furnished by Schwarzenegger himself at some point in his career to conform with the public persona he was crafting at the time. In that respect, he is probably not much different from any other celebrity.

In his 1977 autobiography, he pinpoints his epiphany as the first time he put his fingers around a barbell, when he was fifteen years old. At that moment, he writes, “I felt the challenge and exhilaration of hoisting the heavy steel plates above my head.”

In his teens he played a variety of sports and had achieved a reputation as a competent athlete, though not a superb one like his older brother, Meinhard, who excelled in every sport he played. Their father, Gustav, had been a champion ice curler and was determined that both his sons would distinguish themselves in sports. Like most Austrian boys, Arnold had been playing soccer from an early age and had played on competitive local teams since he was ten. But his heart wasn’t really in it. Since the age of thirteen, Arnold knew team sports weren’t for him. His reasons were revealing. “I was already off on an individual trip,” he recalled. “I disliked it when we won a game and I didn’t get personal recognition. The only time I really felt rewarded was when I was singled out as being best.”

To keep his father happy, he continued to play soccer, but he also tried a number of individual sports to determine which he liked best. He ran, he swam, he boxed. He entered javelin and shot put competitions. But none of these sports “felt right.” Then his soccer coach decided that the team could get into better shape by lifting weights for an hour a week.

The first time he entered a bodybuilding gym, he knew he had found his calling.

“Those guys were huge and brutal,” he wrote. “I found myself walking around them, staring at muscles I couldn’t even name, muscles I’d never even seen before. The weightlifters shone with sweat; they were powerful looking, Herculean. And there it was before me—my life, the answer I’d been seeking. It clicked.”

Soccer players needed strong legs, not the kind of muscles typical of serious bodybuilders. So Arnold threw himself into leg weights. As often as he could, far more often than his teammates, he went to the gym. One hour a week couldn’t satisfy his passion for the heavy steel. Soon the other weightlifters noticed how seriously he took his pursuit. They encouraged him to pursue bodybuilding, adopting him as their protégé. “These weightlifters became my new heroes,” he wrote.

Before long, Arnold had become a fixture on the shore of Lake Thal, where he could often be spotted doing chin-ups on the branches of trees or handstand push-ups. His physique expanded rapidly, but the townspeople couldn’t understand why he would throw himself into such a strange pursuit.

“I could not have chosen a less popular sport,” he recalled. “My school friends thought I was crazy. But I didn’t care. My only thoughts were of going ahead, building muscles and more muscles.”

While most of the hormone-charged boys in Thal were girl crazy by the age of fifteen, Arnold had never shown the slightest interest in the opposite sex. This concerned Gustav considerably. For a time, he openly speculated about whether his youngest son was gay. That began to change as Arnold’s muscles took on a life of their own and the local girls began to take notice. Not of all them were favorably impressed, however.

“The strangest thing was how my new body struck girls,” he recalled. “There were a certain number of girls who were knocked out by it and a certain number who found it repulsive. There was absolutely no in-between. It seemed cut and dried.”

The reactions, positive and negative, gave him added motivation to get bigger. It was attention he craved, and he was getting that everywhere he went. Whenever he caught a girl looking at his ever-expanding frame, he would casually raise his arm and flex his biceps to elicit a reaction.

Soon Arnold had more girls than he could handle, more even than his handsome brother Meinhard, who had been dating regularly since age twelve. “I had no difficulty getting girls,” Arnold recalled. “I’d been introduced to sex with almost no hangups. The older bodybuilders at the gym had started including me in their parties. It was easy for me. These guys always saw to it that I had a girl. ‘Here, Arnold, this one’s for you.'”

When he could tell that a girl was repulsed by his muscles, he admitted, this made him want her all the more. One girl who claimed she wasn’t the least turned on by his body was named Herta. He was desperate to make her change her mind. After weeks of flirting, he finally got up the nerve to ask her out on a date.

“I wouldn’t go out with you in a million years,” she said. “You’re in love with yourself. You’re in love with your own body. You look at yourself all the time. You pose in front of the mirror.”

Her reaction came as a slap in the face, he recalls. Nor was it the first time that Schwarzenegger would be accused of narcissistic behavior—a syndrome that had long been associated with bodybuilders and was first defined at the beginning of the twentieth century, when Sigmund Freud wrote of the phenomenon as a psychological syndrome in his paper “On Narcissism.”

The father of psychoanalysis argued that a certain amount of narcissism is necessary for normal development. But when the narcissist starts to sublimate his libido and direct it to his own ego, Freud concluded, a pathological form of megalomania begins to emerge. In recent years, the syndrome has been recognized in the mental health field as a full-blown condition, narcissistic personality disorder, affecting less than 1 percent of the population. More tellingly, given Schwarzenegger’s history, the onset of the condition is thought to come most often in early adolescence and is commonly attributed to childhood abuse and trauma inflicted by parents, authority figures, or even peers.

Decades after Freud first documented the condition, an American psychologist, Alan Klein, decided to apply his theories to bodybuilding, studying a cross section of weightlifters at gyms in California to determine the connection between narcissism and bodybuilding culture. Klein found significant links, discovering that most bodybuilders he came across had started with a feeling of insignificance.

“The construction of large and imposing looking physiques,” he writes in his 1993 study, Little Big Men, “is somehow (directly or indirectly) an attempt to overcome such feelings. For the bodybuilder suffering from such feelings, the shocked reaction of the public is almost as good as looks of admiration. That look of shock or approval ricochets between his needs for confirmation and sense of self, and others’ perception. In the look of incredulity the bodybuilder sees reflected a self that resembles the look of power and which earns the acknowledgment he so badly needs; and this constitutes a dimension of narcissism that is central to bodybuilding.”

Schwarzenegger, however, firmly denied that his preening was linked to narcissism, rejecting such accusations as misguided.

“Nobody seemed to understand what was involved in bodybuilding,” he argued. “You do look at your body in a mirror, not because you are narcissistic, but because you are trying to check your progress. It has nothing to do with being in love with yourself. Herta would never have told one of the track stars that he was in love with himself because he had someone check his speed with a stopwatch. It just happens that the mirror, the scales and the tape measure are the only tools a bodybuilder has for determining his progress.”

His father’s suspicions about Arnold’s sexuality had long since passed, given the steady stream of girls into and out of his bedroom. However, Gustav and Aurelia soon noticed that their son never actually dated any of these girls. In fact, it was rare for Arnold to be seen with the same girl twice. As he would later confess, girls were merely “sex objects"—a confession that would come back to haunt him years later.

“I saw the other bodybuilders using them in this way and I thought it was all right. We talked about the pitfalls of romantic situations, serious ones, how it could take away from your training. … I couldn’t be bothered with girls as companions. My mind was totally locked into working out, and I was annoyed if anything took me away from it. Without making a conscious decision to do so, I closed a door on that aspect of growing up, that vulnerability, and became very protective of my emotions. I didn’t allow myself to get involved—period. It wasn’t a reasoned choice; it just happened out of necessity.”

Arnold would later reveal that he crossed girls off his list, except as “tools for my sexual needs.”

He was interested in only one thing. He started to devour American bodybuilding magazines such as Bodybuilder and Mr. America, dreaming that one day he would appear in their pages. It was in one of these magazines that he saw the first photo of the man he wanted to become—the South African champion, Reg Park.

“I responded immediately to Reg Park’s rough, massive look,” he recalled. “The man was an animal. That’s the way I wanted to be—ultimately: big. I wanted to be a big guy. I didn’t want to be delicate. I dreamed of big deltoids, big pecs, big thighs, big calves; I wanted every muscle to explode and be huge. I dreamed about being gigantic. Reg Park was the epitome of that dream, the biggest, most powerful person in bodybuilding.”

Girls weren’t the only item he crossed off his list in pursuit of his new obsession. “I eliminated my parents too,” he admits.

Neither Gustav nor Aurelia could understand his obsession with bodybuilding. This was not a sport for Austrian boys. “My god!” Gustav told his wife at one point. “I think we better go to the doctor with this one, he’s sick in the head.” Aurelia was worried for Arnold and nagged him almost daily to give up lifting weights and take up a more normal pursuit.

“I couldn’t be bothered with what my mother felt,” he recalls. As for his father’s misgivings, Arnold was even less concerned. “Reg Park had become my new father image,” he reveals.

ALTHOUGH THERE ARE ACCOUNTS of weight-lifting contests in ancient Greece, Rome, and even Egypt, the sport of aesthetic bodybuilding is said to date back to eleventh-century India, where the first gyms were established and athletes lifted nals, carved stone weights. By the sixteenth century, bodybuilding was considered one of India’s national pastimes, essential for achieving the health and stamina men needed to endure the rigors of daily life.

Before long, however, the goal was not merely to achieve good health but to display the body for aesthetic purposes. Men tried to outdo each other in pursuit of large muscles, which soon became prized by the women of Indian and other Asian societies.

By the time of the Renaissance, the aesthetic ideal also caught on in Europe, where Michelangelo’s celebrated statue of David and other acclaimed artworks provide a prime example of the way society prized the ideal male physique.

By the nineteenth century, European circuses and carnivals would often feature a strongman, though these men were often displayed alongside bearded ladies, sword swallowers, two-headed animals, and other so-called freaks—an indication of how bulging muscles were still viewed by most people.

Although there were a number of celebrated strongmen during that era, the father of modern bodybuilding is usually said to be a Prussian, Friedrich Wilhelm Müller, better known as Eugene Sandow.

Sandow left Prussia in 1885 to avoid military conscription and started to travel with a number of carnival sideshows, where his powerful build and huge muscles were a popular draw.

When the first modern Olympic games were held in Athens in 1896, they featured two weight lifting events, an indication that the sport had achieved mainstream acceptance around the time when Sandow was beginning to make a name for himself. Unlike his contemporaries, who displayed their bodies as a spectacle, Sandow had come to view a bodybuilder’s physique as a work of art. His predecessors had always been overweight and unsightly, whereas Sandow valued symmetry and aesthetics. He was soon discovered by the legendary impresario Florenz Ziegfeld, who featured Sandow at the Chicago World’s Fair, billing his show as “muscle display performances.”

Ziegfeld encouraged Sandow to show off his muscles in a variety of poses, aware that the public was more fascinated by his physique than by the amount of weight he could lift. To his act, Sandow added such colorful feats as breaking a chain with his chest, and before long he had emerged as Ziegfeld’s first major star. He was soon touring the vaudeville circuit, performing in most of America’s great variety theaters and becoming a household name throughout the country, especially after Ziegfeld encouraged him to perform extra feats that kept him in the public eye, such as fighting a lion or performing in a strip show for a women-only audience.

In 1894, the fledgling Edison Studios filmed Sandow flexing his muscles and preening for the camera, and this motion picture soon became the most popular in the new medium. But it wasn’t Sandow’s physique or showmanship that was to be his lasting legacy. It was his pioneering role as an entrepreneur, turning bodybuilding into a lucrative industry.

Sandow had decided that his life pursuit would be to reform the dietary and exercise habits of the whole world. To this end, in 1898 he began publishing a magazine replete with tips about fitness and diet. Its circulation grew by the week and before long, fitness became a national craze. To capitalize on this success, he published a book, Strength and How to Obtain It; this book was a bestseller, and a few years later he wrote another book, which would give its name to a new sport: Bodybuilding, or Man in the Making.

He became an evangelist for his well-thought-out ideas about the relationship between health and exercise. In his magazine, he was one of the first, and certainly one of the most influential, advocates of compulsory physical education in public schools, arguing that a weak child could not learn properly. He was the first to develop exercises for pregnant mothers to lessen the pain of childbirth, and he recommended that employers should offer their workers a regular break for daily exercises.

Through his magazine, Physical Culture, Sandow marketed a line of exercise equipment, featuring muscle-building and endurance devices that he had invented; variations of these can still be found in modern gyms.

In the first edition of Physical Culture, published in 1898, Sandow advertised the first major bodybuilding contest ever staged in the modern era, to be held three years hence at London’s Royal Albert Hall “to afford encouragement to those who are anxious to perfect their physiques.” What stood out for most readers was the prize money being offered: 1,000 guineas, an enormous sum equivalent to more than $5,000 at the time. The money offered an incentive for a new generation of bodybuilders to devote themselves to developing a prizewinning physique.

One of the distinguished judges asked by Sandow to pick a winner was none other than the creator of Sherlock Holmes, the author Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

The contestants were judged not just on size, but on symmetrically even development and form. The criteria and the format of the tournament would later form the basis of modern bodybuilding contests; as a result, the winner of the present-day Mr. Olympia contest is awarded “the Sandow"— a golden statuette in the image of the sport’s pioneering founder. A few years after the contest at Royal Albert Hall, Sandow was actually hired as a personal fitness trainer by King George V, who had also caught the exercise craze.

His numerous bodybuilding ventures made Sandow a rich man, but he continued to tour, unable to give up the spotlight and attention that bodybuilders crave. When he died in 1925, his influence had already spawned a new generation of imitators and entrepreneurs, eager to cash in on the popularity of the sport.

One of these imitators was an American, Bernarr Macfadden, who founded a magazine called Physical Development shortly after Sandow’s own magazine first appeared. Macfadden had invented a chest expander that he was eager to promote, capitalizing on Sandow’s popularization of bodybuilding. Observing the success of the Royal Albert Hall contest, Macfadden staged a physique contest of his own two years later at New York’s Madison Square Garden; this was the first such contest to take place in America, and it became an annual event, searching for “The Most Perfectly Developed Man in America.” The posing techniques used in these contests, in fact, became the recognized standard for today’s bodybuilding competitions.

In 1921, the winner of Macfadden’s contest was an Italian immigrant, Angelo Siciliano, who claimed the top prize of $1,000.

Siciliano had arrived at Ellis Island with his parents at the age of ten and settled in Brooklyn. Not speaking a word of English and skinny to the point of emaciation, young Angelo was constantly being taunted and beaten up by neighborhood bullies. One day at Coney Island Beach, a lifeguard kicked sand into the face of the ninety-seven-pound youngster, humiliating him in front of a girl he was trying to date.

Not long after that, Siciliano visited the Brooklyn Museum, where he saw statues depicting Apollo, Hercules, and Zeus. Inspired, he pasted a photo of Eugene Sandow on his dresser mirror for inspiration and started working out with dumbbells, ropes, and elastic grips, intent on achieving the physique of those Greek gods. After months of sweating, he had still not managed to put on very much muscle until one day, on a visit to the Bronx Zoo, he had his epiphany, as he would later recall in his memoirs.

Watching a lion stretch in a cage, he thought to himself, “Does this old gentleman have any barbells, any exercisers? … And it came over me. … He’s been pitting one muscle against another!”

Siciliano went home, tossed out his old exercise equipment, and developed a technique pitting one muscle group against another, tensing his hands behind his back and pushing them against his legs. He would later coin a new term to describe the technique, “isometrics.” Within a few months, his skinny physique began to expand dramatically, causing his friends and family to take notice. One day, he claims, a schoolmate looked at his new muscles, and said, “You look like that statue of Atlas on top of the Atlas Hotel!”

In 1922, Siciliano legally changed his name to Charles Atlas and developed a twelve-lesson course, which he called “Dynamic Tension.” He became famous when he marketed it on the back cover of comic books with an ad featuring a bully kicking sand into the face of a “97-pound weakling” named Mac, in front of the weakling’s girlfriend. After taking the course and building up his muscles, Mac later returns to the beach and beats up the bully, winning back the girlfriend and the admiration of those around him.

Arnold Schwarzenegger may never have had sand kicked in his face, but he was determined to be the best.





3 THE MARNUL RULE

MY NEXT STOP WAS the Graz Athletic Union, better known as Marnul’s gym, home of the former Mr. Austria and Arnold Schwarzenegger’s first trainer. I knew I was in the right place when I saw photos of Arnold all over the walls. But by my calculations, its proprietor would have been an old man by now and surely semiretired at the very least. However, to my surprise, I locate Kurt Marnul right away, giving advice to a burly weightlifter. Wearing a T-shirt and still displaying a solid physique, Marnul looks much younger than his seventy-nine years, thanks in part to his bushy eyebrows and mustache.

Given his long association with celebrities and with many international athletes, including the Austrian Olympic weight lifting team, I assumed that Marnul could speak at least functional English. But I soon discover that he can barely understand a word.

The language barrier, however, was the least of my worries. I was already well aware how difficult it was to get any of Schwarzenegger’s friends or associates to speak about him on the record without first obtaining his formal permission. I decided to pose as a travel writer doing a tourist piece about Graz, a city little known except by its association with the Governator, even though it is the second-largest city in Austria.

When I arrived at the gym on a weekday afternoon, there was a man in his thirties doing biceps curls who spoke a little broken English, but not enough to function as a competent translator. Two hours later, I had found someone who could translate for me—a Swiss street musician named Hansueli, who had studied art in London for two years and who agreed to accompany me back to the gym for 50 euros.

Marnul was all too happy to talk to me about his role in developing the teenage Schwarzenegger into the most famous bodybuilder the world has ever known. In fact, it soon became evident that he was used to talking to journalists, not to mention anybody else who would listen, about his claim to fame. Marnul was a shameless self-promoter who had evidently developed the narrative very carefully over the years for maximum impact and maximum credit to himself and his subject. And the first anecdote made me wonder how reliable his account was.

“The first time I talked to the boy, Arnold, he told me he would one day be Mr. Universe,” Marnul recalled. “He knew exactly what he wanted and he expected me to help him make it a reality.”

“Did you believe him?” I asked.

“I didn’t think he would be Mr. Universe, of course, but I admired his confidence. That’s one thing Arnold always had. I didn’t think he was built to be a champion. His brother Meinhard, who I also knew, I thought had the potential. He was a natural. He had a better shape. But I was of course willing to train him. That is what I did, I turned boys into men, I developed a program for him to get bigger.”

In those days, the Athletic Union was nothing more than a basement room in the corner of the athletic stadium, featuring crude weight lifting and workout equipment crafted by Marnul himself. Only a couple of years before my visit, I learned, the equipment that had turned Schwarzenegger into a superman had been sold to a gym in eastern Europe and replaced with modern gear. Still, it was hard to believe that Marnul’s gym, reeking of sweat and muscle linament, had ever turned out a champion. Yet in talking to Marnul, even through a translator, I soon realized that he was not a run-of-the-mill gym proprietor.

One of the few things I knew about Marnul before I arrived was that it was he who introduced a teenage Arnold to steroids. In his 1977 autobiography, Schwarzenegger had still not acknowledged the role performance-enhancing drugs played in his development.

Years later, Schwarzenegger was forced to admit that he had in fact been training on steroids for years. And in the years since this admission, Marnul publicly outted himself as having first introduced the boy to the performance-enhancing drugs. Yet, in the context of a travel piece, I wasn’t quite sure how to broach the question without arousing his suspicion. I finally raised the subject in a roundabout way.

I told him I once belonged to a gym in Canada where bodybuilders sold anabolic steroids in the locker room. I asked whether that ever happens in his gym. “I try to stop it,” he replied.

I told him that I thought I had read an article in which he claimed to have given Arnold Schwarzenegger steroids.

He nods.

“Yes, they were legal then. Everybody took them.”

He leads me over to a wall and points to a photo from the 1970s of Schwarzenegger flexing, his entire body bulging with muscles.

“You can’t look like that just by lifting weights,” he says matter-of-factly. “It’s impossible.”

SINCE THE BEGINNING OF SPORTS, athletes have always sought an artificial edge—something to make them run faster, jump higher, or lift more weight than the competition. According to Scandinavian mythology, the Norse warriors known as berserks would drink a mixture called butotens, prepared from a hallucinogenic mushroom, and increase their physical power by a dozen times. But drinking the mixture also carried a significant risk of going crazy; hence the modern term “berserk.” As far back as 776 B.c., there were reports of sportsmen consuming sheep testicles, which were rumored to enhance athleticism—to give what modern athletes would call a testosterone boost.

In 1889 the Mauritian physiologist Charles-Édouard Brown-Séquard developed and injected into himself the first artificially produced substance containing testosterone: a concoction of testicular extracts from dogs and guinea pigs that he said improved physical strength, intellectual abilities, and even appetite. Appearing before the Société de Biologie in Paris that year, he claimed that his concoction actually reversed the aging process, though his colleagues were skeptical. Still, it was only a matter of time before the discovery led to the first anabolic steroids, especially since the athletic world was already proving itself desperate to use and experiment with performance-enhancing drugs.

Such drugs had long been a fixture in endurance sports by the beginning of the nineteenth century. Abraham Woo—the winner of a particularly grueling walking race held in 1807—bragged that he had used opium to keep himself awake for twenty-four hours while competing against Robert Allardyce. There were also numerous accounts of swimmers and bicyclists drinking cocaine tonics before and during races.

The first recorded death from the use of doping in sport came in 1886 when a cyclist died from an overdose of trimethyl.

By 1895, the use of artificial stimulants in sports was so pervasive that the New York Times wrote an editorial condemning the practice: “We feel sure that all true athletes would disdain any such injurious and adventitious aids. There are no drugs which will help one to win a game that could not be won without them, and the general effect of drug taking … is distinctly bad.”

Five years later, in 1900, the word “dope” was used to describe the widespread practice of drugging racehorses to improve their performance; this later led to the term “doping” to describe using performance-enhancing drugs.

But it was an incident in 1904 that proved just how far athletes were willing to go for an extra boost.

During the running of the marathon at the 1904 Saint Louis Olympics, a Cambridge medical student, Thomas Hicks, was struggling along at the nineteen-mile point and had slowed to a walk. His handler, Charles Lucas, was following along in a car, providing sponges and water. When he saw Hicks’s state, he administered one milligram of strychnine, the active ingredient in rat poison, inside egg whites. The elixir gave Hicks an instant boost, and he ran for another mile before Lucas saw him slowing down again. Lucas decided one more dose would do it, this time washed down with some French brandy. Hicks barely made it to the finish line before collapsing, his face ashen. But he won the race and later bragged about the method, causing a bit of a stir.

It wasn’t his use of strychnine, however, that had the public and other runners upset. It was the fact that he didn’t share his magic formula with the other competitors.

“The marathon race, from a medical standpoint, demonstrated that drugs are of much benefit to athletes along the road,” Hicks later wrote, defending the practice.

In 1928, the International Amateur Athletic Federation officially banned the use of any performance-enhancing stimulants. But because there were no drug-testing methods yet available, athletes could easily violate the ban with impunity.

In the 1930s, scientists—funded by competing drug companies—raced to become the first to synthesize testosterone. In 1934, a Swiss chemist, Leopold Ru$․i$$ka, became the first to do so. He was later awarded a Nobel Prize for his discovery.

During World War II, German soldiers were rumored to have received anabolic steroid treatments to increase their aggression and improve their stamina, though these reports may be apocryphal. Hitler’s physician claimed that the Führer himself was injected with testosterone derivatives to treat a number of ailments.

In 1945, just after the war ended, Paul de Kruif wrote The Male Hormone, summarizing the positive findings of Swiss and German chemists about the strength benefits of synthetic testosterone, which had begun widespread commercial production that year. Almost immediately came the first reports from California bodybuilding gyms about the prevalence of testosterone supplements.

At the 1952 Winter Olympics in Oslo, Norway, a number of speed skaters required medical attention because of their use of amphetamines, which had become the drug of choice in many sports by the early 1950s. Two years later, at the World Weightlifting Championships in Vienna, the Soviet Union’s team dominated the competition for the first time, winning most of the weight classes with ease. Some athletes had noticed syringes strewn around the locker room and reported this discovery to the American team physician, John Ziegler, who had himself administered amphetamines to his athletes but knew the Soviet Union must be onto something else. When he questioned his Soviet counterpart over drinks after the medals ceremony, the Russian doctor admitted that his athletes had received injections of testosterone.

When Ziegler returned home and reported on the miraculous results of the Soviet Union’s training regimen, he was determined that the Americans needed to catch up or risk continual defeat. He immediately tried injecting weak doses of testosterone into himself, into the American trainer, and into three of his star weightlifters, each of whom gained more weight and muscle than any training program had ever produced. But Ziegler also noticed significant side effects associated with the treatment. His goal was to develop a substance that could produce the same results but with less risk to health.

Ziegler approached the pharmaceutical giant Ciba, offering to develop such a drug. The company was especially suited to the task because it had been given access to the records of the Nazis’ drug experiments, including research on testosterone, which had been seized by the U.S. government after the war.

The result of Ziegler’s research was the first anabolic steroid, methandrostenolone (Dianabol), which was patented and released by Ciba in 1958.

Ziegler immediately set out to use it to full advantage as a muscle aid for bodybuilders, administering the new drug to the U.S. weight lifting champion Bill March in 1959 at the York Athletic Club.

Ziegler later turned against the use of steroids in sport after he discovered significant adverse health effects associated with their use. He also came to regard the use of steroids as a form of cheating, a conclusion later echoed by most international sports federations, which banned their use. Ziegler would end up suffering from serious heart disease, which he attributed to his own experimentation with steroids; he died of heart failure in 1983.

BY THE TIME KURT MARNUL first met Arnold Schwarzenegger in 1961, only three years after anabolic steroids became commercially available, he had become a firm believer in the power of drugs to provide a meaningful edge in competition. Marnul was himself a former Mr. Austria, and he claimed that he had been introduced to steroids by Steve Reeves, the American bodybuilder best known for his portrayal of Hercules in a number of B-list “sword and sandal” movies in the early 1960s. Reeves, who befriended Marnul in France in 1952, never publicly acknowledged his own alleged steroid use and would later become a crusader for drug-free bodybuilding.

By 1961, the adverse health effects of steroid use were already fairly well known. John Ziegler himself had begun to notice heart and liver distress in his athletes after the 1960 Olympics, discovering that many of them had taken as much as twenty times more steroids than he recommended in his training regimen. Coaches everywhere were beginning to see the prevalence of abuse, especially among weightlifters and bodybuilders who were determined to build up as much muscle as fast as possible. The more steroids, the faster results were achieved—damn the health consequences.

When I asked Kurt Marnul whether he knew at the time that steroids were potentially dangerous, he said, “Of course I knew. Everybody knew. People were taking crazy amounts; they didn’t care what it did to them, as long as they built up and built up. Their hearts could explode. That’s why I made sure my boys were careful. I made sure they took only low doses. Arnold never took anything without my supervision. He was smart about it; all my boys were.”

Wendy Leigh, however, interviewed one Austrian bodybuilder who trained with Schwarzenegger who tells a different story.

“Arnold took steroids in doses that terrified the other bodybuilders. I saw him swallow eight or nine Dianabols at a time. Then he would take a gulp of milk, a handful of protein tablets, and while he was still swallowing and could hardly talk, say, ‘Right now I’m ready,’ and start training.”

The former Mr. Universe Rick Wayne claims that it was Schwarzenegger who in turn introduced him to steroids.

“I was in Munich in the 1960s, and Arnold gave me my first bottle of Dianabol,” he recalled. “He was nineteen at the time and said he had been taking them for several years.”

Steroids alone, however, couldn’t produce the monster physiques that were beginning to dominate bodybuilding competitions. By the time he got to Hollywood, Steve Reeves had transformed himself from a relatively streamlined body to a Herculean figure in only a few short months, leading many to conclude that drugs were responsible for his greatly expanded figure, as Marnul has long claimed. But Reeves was also known for his intensity in the gym; he spent far longer on his workouts than other bodybuilders. He claims that this work ethic gave him his edge and his superior physique.

But Marnul explains that hard work and steroids go hand in hand: “The drugs themselves don’t make you bigger. They make your muscles expand faster from your workouts than lifting weights alone will. That’s their secret.”

Nobody, he tells me, ever worked harder than Arnold Schwarzenegger.

“The reason he became the best is that he was willing to put the most work in. I never saw anybody before or to this very day who worked as hard at becoming a champion. He trained and trained and trained, through the pain; nothing could stop him. His father didn’t approve of this sport, bodybuilding. He wanted Arnold to become a curler. He started to forbid him to come to my gym, but I think the mother helped convince him that it was good for the boy.”

Marnul never mentioned it to me, but there are reports, possibly apocryphal, that Schwarzenegger would occasionally slip out of his house at night and on weekends, bike to Graz, and break into the gym through a window so he could work out.

Whether or not he took it to that extreme, he later confessed that he had become “literally addicted to bodybuilding.”

Using crudely fashioned equipment, he even built himself a gym in the basement of his home where he could train whenever the mood struck him.

His only thought, Schwarzenegger explained, was to build up more and more muscles. His friends thought he was nuts; his father made no secret of his disapproval, frequently lamenting that his son wasn’t “normal"; but nothing could dissuade him from his goal.

“I remember certain people trying to put negative thoughts into my mind, trying to persuade me to slow down,” he later wrote. “But I had found the thing to which I wanted to devote my total energies and there was no stopping me. My drive was unusual, I talked differently than my friends; I was hungrier for success than anyone I knew.”

Part of the appeal, he explained, was the camaraderie among his fellow bodybuilders, who took him on as a protégé. At the time, he claims, there were no more than twenty or thirty bodybuilders in all of Austria, and these were the only people who could relate to Schwarzenegger’s new obsession, who could understand his drive.

But, just as in Thal, where his cockiness and bullying had alienated him from most of the town, the brash newcomer was unpopular almost from the beginning.

“From the first night when he walked into the Union, we all thought Arnold had a big mouth,” the Athletic Union’s former trainer, Helmut Cerncic, told Wendy Leigh.

According to Cerncic, Schwarzenegger turned to a bodybuilder named Johnny Schnetz soon after starting training there, and said, “Well, I give myself about five years and I will be Mr. Universe.”

“We all looked at each other as if to say, ‘This boy is crazy,'” recalled Cerncic. “If you add to that the fact that every so often he would make a derogatory remark about one of the other bodybuilders, the result was that no one had much respect for him. In fact, he got on our nerves.”

Clearly, not all the bodybuilders shared Cerncic’s negative opinion, however. There was at least one regular at the Graz Athletic Union, a twenty-year-old medical student, Karl Gerstl, who took to the teenage Schwarzenegger immediately and whose friendship would shape Schwarzenegger’s life and career. And for a boy who had never before had any close friends, whose father was a former Nazi, and who had gown up in a region known particularly for its deep strain of anti-Semitism, there was one thing especially notable about Schwarzenegger’s instant bond with the young student. Karl Gerstl was Jewish.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/9780062015402_L01.png
& HarperCollins e-books





OEBPS/images/1-2.png





OEBPS/images/1-1.png





OEBPS/images/2-2.png





OEBPS/images/5-1.png





OEBPS/images/2-1.png





OEBPS/images/5-2.png





OEBPS/images/9780062015402_cvi.jpg
FROM
MUSCLE BEACH
TO HIS QUEST
FOR
B THE WHITE HOUSE,
THE IMPROBABLE RISE
& OF ARNOLD

QAN HALPERIN

NEW Yﬂi TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR






OEBPS/images/3-2.png






OEBPS/images/3-1.png






OEBPS/images/4-1.png





OEBPS/images/7-1.png






OEBPS/images/3-3.png
LD REAGAN'
REPUBLICAN






OEBPS/images/7-2.png






OEBPS/images/6-1.png





OEBPS/images/4-2.png





OEBPS/images/6-2.png





OEBPS/images/8-1.png





OEBPS/images/8-2.png





OEBPS/images/9780062015402_cvi.png
FROM
MUSCLE BEACH
TO HIS QUEST
FOR
THE WHITE HOUSE,
THE IMPROBABLE RISE
OF ARNOLD
SCHWARZENEGGER

M HALPERIN

NEW Yﬂa‘ TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

!





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





