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Introduction
The history of Ohio high school football is one of immensely glorious achievements, devastating setbacks, and fascinating personal stories. Other states like to claim their own leadership in this uniquely American pastime, quoting statistics of various kinds to support their claims and pointing to the number of great college and professional players to have matriculated from their secondary school systems. Maybe so, maybe their claims have some validity…to others. I hope to make the case for Ohio, however.
In this book I will profile some of the great teams, towns, and personalities of Ohio high school football, from some of the first teams to put on canvas pants and cleats up to the playoff system that began in 1972. These teams were the forerunners of today’s media-savvy, scientifically-trained, and 24x7 focused football teams we are now familiar with. Today it is hard to believe that facemasks were not used for the first 30-40 years of the game; that playbooks, scouting, and formal training were not in wide use, if at all; and that just about everywhere the best athletes played 60 minutes on both sides of the ball. It was a different time and place and these teams established Ohio as both a leader in how the game was played and coached as well as an innovator in safety, rules, and how the game was administrated.
Many of those great teams that early on established Ohio as the best state for high school football are still famous, some even around the nation and abroad. Many of the players and coaches were made equally famous and were catapulted to the major college and professional ranks. To capture all of the history Ohio has to offer would take years of research and thousands of pages. But by providing the reader a decade by decade snapshot of just some of the teams and the personalities of the pre-playoff era, I hope to whet your appetite to seek out more, to get know the heritage and traditions that make up Ohio high school football, and to attain an appreciation of how much this sport means to this state.
I made my selections based on each team’s success and unique place in the decade in which they are described, using the Ohio High School Athletic Association and conference records as a guide, as well as my own personal impressions. All efforts have been made to locate owners of the images used in this book and secure permissions. If there are any I missed I take full accountability and ask the copyright holder to contact me so correct copyrights can be assigned and attributed.
All records were cross-checked as much as possible using multiple sources and any errors or omissions are mine alone. Enjoy and remember this: if it hurts, put ice on it and get back in there!
Tim Raab
Powell, Ohio
August 2010
A Few Remembrances First…
I think I saw my first high school football game when I was eight years old at the Marion Harding Stadium in Marion, Ohio where I grew up. That would have been 1961. I do not remember who Harding played or the outcome, but there were things that I saw and heard that Friday night that stayed with me to this day. First and foremost was the traffic—it was chaotic and the cars were all huge with fins. The Marion Harding Presidents, or Prexies as we called ourselves, had come off a State Championship in 1958, one that we shared with Alliance High School and the program was very well supported. It was a time when going to an event on a Friday night people dressed up. I remember women in dresses and men in suits, most of them smoking and talking loudly to be heard over the din. Approaching the turnstiles I heard music in the distance and an occasional deep basso of a crowd yelling. I had heard similar din at the town’s Christmas parade when Santa Claus appeared. But this wasn’t Christmas—it was actually a lot neater!
I remember just being a little taller than the turnstile and after my Mom paid for our admittance we headed off to a huge triangular-type thing made of bricks and concrete. I had never been there before but had seen it from the street in passing, wondering things like how it stood by itself and why were all the doors along its backside there? A little late summer humidity hung in the air like fog and I smelled something like I usually did around Halloween or the Fourth of July—firecrackers? It was as though I had walked into some kind of scary movie I would see later that Friday night on Chiller Theater out of Columbus, our antenna-based picture adding to the expressionistic lighting of a Boris Karloff set or the threat of Bela Lugosi lurking around the corner with his cape pulled up to hide his fangs. I remember couples dressed up and holding hands, some with flowers on their clothes, and boys a little older than me running free between the larger figures, laughing and eating hot dogs. As we got to the front of the stadium I looked up and saw row upon row of wooden benches that ascended almost to the sky. A big press box sat sticking out over the center, kind of hanging out there all alone, tiny figures moving inside of its lighted interior. Everyone up that way looked awfully small to my wide eyes. The stadium was filling up rapidly and I wondered if we would find a place to sit. Suddenly my Mom turned me around and told me to step back and look there. “Where,” I asked? “There,” she said, and then I heard them coming—coming right at me.
The clickety-clack and clomp-clomp of their cleats sounded like nothing I heard before—loud and threatening, rhythmic and musical, so I stepped back as my Mom asked and then there they were, just coming around the corner. I looked in awe at my first live football players. They, as I described these figures later, were moving mountains of young manhood 2-3 times bigger than I was and clad in white uniforms. They walked with purpose, some wobbling side to side like toys and others stiff-legged and with a stern face, old-time pads covering their arms and hands. Some smiled and waved to people they knew—maybe a girlfriend, but most likely their Mom and Dad—while others were grim and never blinked. Some had their helmets on, reminding me again of other movies I had seen of gladiators and warriors from a long ago age. The mammoth lights of the stadium shone off the reflective but scarred plastic covers that protected them from getting their heads busted. Some were bareheaded, their hair wet with the perspiration that was also beading about their faces. There was some long hair, but mostly crew cuts or just real short. I remember it was hot that Friday night and was just at that twilight phase of the day when a little light was still distant on the horizon. In that singular moment they looked liked nothing I had seen before and I shuddered with excitement. They filed by in an uncountable column of 3-4 players wide, striding to the grass of the 360 by 160 foot field and then sprinting to their bench, some leaping and yelling while others were stoic and looked across the field at their opponent, sizing up who they were going to battle against in just a few minutes.
My Mom and I found our seats, extra money having gone to reserving us spots just for the two of us. I was tickled as she was all I had and she had worked several jobs to keep my older brother and I properly dressed and fed and into everything that was available in our great town. I sat and looked out over a vista of light and people, two large groups of players on opposite sides, a marching band with people leading them, and cheerleaders with pom-poms smiling and yelling encouragement to the crowd to get on their feet and support our team. Someone kicked the football and 22 kids ran toward one another looking for a player in another color to flatten. They looked liked wild animals on the Serengeti Plain herding themselves together for some biological reason and I thought how strange, until I heard my first crack of the shoulder pads and helmets ramming against each other—surprised that so far away the sounds came to me like gunshots. I didn’t see the ball carrier but remember vividly a few of those boys did not get up too quickly.
The game passed quickly for me and in the film projector of my mind I see scenes of a kid passing by in the crowd down below, carrying a bugle or trumpet and blowing “CHARGE” and the crowd roaring. I remember the halftime show and the marching of the band, and most of all, the support the crowd gave the Prexies, urging them to hit someone harder there or reach out for that pass a little quicker here. Offsides! Offsides! I heard that several times and saw the offenders being pointed at by our side and also remember several men and women yelling for us to pass more, that so and so was wide open on every play. The energy and clamor for our team to do everything possible to beat the other team made a deep impression on me and has stayed with me to this day. I didn’t see cell phones or cameras like I do today, instead I saw rapt attention to what was happening on the field. The crowd was focused on every play and at halftime the exodus to the refreshment stand under the stadium and the rest rooms almost emptied the seats. These were fans in the truest sense of the word and they were there for one thing and one thing only: to watch Ohio high school football.
High school football in Ohio had been around since before the turn of the 20th century and in towns like Marion, where it had been played for some time and where even professional teams were fielded long ago, it had imprinted itself on generation after generation of families as a Friday night ritual. Marion was a blue collar town when I grew up there and we had several high schools sprinkled throughout the county. On those Friday nights you could drive to each point of the compass and see stadium lights reflected off the nighttime sky, the players, cheerleaders, and band members—all of them somewhere between 15-18—creating memories and having the time of their lives, enjoying life like it would never be enjoyed again. Without one of the three it would not be complete, but together it became an American classic, like the Charleston, ’57 Chevys or hula hoops. Throw in the coaches, the booster clubs, the pep rallies and bonfires, the teachers on Fridays trying their best to get the players to focus on their lessons but failing miserably, and the dream of one or two special players maybe someday playing football in college, and there is nothing like it anywhere, except in Ohio, the center of the wonderful universe that is high school football.
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Chapter 1
Beginnings: Football Takes Hold and the Birth of Rivalries
1890’s
Definition - Rivalry: a: one of two or more striving to reach or obtain something that only one can possess, b: one striving for competitive advantage
The two teams from the neighboring towns eyed one another across the Pastime Park dirt field and sized each other up; here and there the coarse brown soil, mixed with sharp-edged pebbles the size of marbles, was broken by tufts of unruly green and brown grasses, the weeds and the detritus of a fall Saturday afternoon giving it an air of foreboding and danger. The sky was grey that day and spectators talked casually as the young boys limbered up whatever way they could, not being sure of what to do with their bodies to prepare for this gladiatorial type of event—their sole exercise regimes consisted of working for their families and going to school, along with practicing the few plays they were taught. Their uniforms, such as they were: one team in yellow and black and the other wearing crimson and black, consisted of mixtures of clothing as they could afford, but canvas pants and jackets were becoming kind of a standard. Pads or helmets were not in vogue yet, nor required by any ruling body, but some had makeshift protection of a sort. If you look at pictures from that era you see most of the boys had their hair parted in the middle to, per the popular belief of the time, help cushion blows to the head. Rudimentary cleats were nailed onto shoes by the town cobbler. Some of the player’s fathers who had a little extra money helped some of the poorer kids out with clothing and equipment. College boys home from school might help coach the team or maybe even sneak in for a play or two. To collect admissions, a hat might have been passed amongst the spectators and curiosity seekers who stood in ones and twos watching this seminal event.
The game started and the hitting was tentative at first, hands and arms extended outward, pushing rather than running into someone—many of the boys knew each other and some were probably friends, but soon their baser feelings took over and they starting hitting each other with abandon, the game becoming a demonstration of teenage violence seldom seen in either town and to the veterans, not since the war. Amid the harsh expelling of breath, a fist shooting out here, a toe to the groin landing there, and a shot to the kidneys by a pointy elbow delivered under the pile—both sides gave and received with gusto. Blood was spilled that day, teeth were lost, and maybe a few tears were shed and Ohio high school football began to take on a rather sanguine shape.
The history of high school football in Ohio, like history everywhere, depends first on word of mouth, the telling and relating of events that happened before they are recorded. Then the events are documented and then validated and we have a record, or at least the beginnings of a record or a history of what happened. Newspapers at the time, discovering the game, wrote brief but romantic warlike descriptions of the games in the literary-like prose of the era that many times prevents the modern reader from knowing exactly what happened! Sometimes, the scores were all but forgotten and the names of the players an afterthought! Many of the earliest clashes and beginnings of rivalries began with club teams, non-sanctioned teams, or just a bunch of kids with a lot of adrenaline to get rid of, having either read about the game or maybe saw one someplace and were willing to knock heads with each other. These early games did exist, but a lot of the salient facts surrounding them were never recorded in much detail, if at all, and are now lost to historians and fans of the game or not complete enough to merit them as facts.
During this early period, coaches were sometimes non-existent and the eligibility of the players was often overlooked—it just wasn’t something one spent time worrying about. Sometimes “ringers” were found, older, more experienced guys that may have been ex- or even current college players home for a visit and recruited into a local game, maybe with a few dollars being slipped their way. Games that started out as just community fun with ad hoc players soon took on another, more formal personality, i.e., a more “semi-serious” tenor. Part-time coaches and officials were found and the surrounding neighborhoods took a more avid interest in the fast-paced game. In this era contests were often scheduled by the team manager, most times that position being filled by a student who also arranged the transportation. These games were never truly set until both teams actually arrived at the field, an oft-times surprising event considering the high number of cancellations or just plain no-shows that happened back then, with many caused by transportation problems or harsh weather with a few canceled from genuine fear.
Many high schools then would ultimately date their first year of real, organized football to when a coach was first hired or assigned, or maybe when they maybe first joined a conference and started playing a planned schedule. The games before that have taken on a somewhat semi-mythical status in the communities and we sometimes have little to draw on aside from old newspaper clippings, diaries, or the rare interview obtained for a local history of the town. While that’s enough in some cases to authenticate the first games as real and to identify the launching point of some historic rivalries, the newspapers rarely gave much detail about the event, even such important items as the player’s first names. Old-time yearbooks were also suspect and while intriguing to study, are not today viewed as totally reliable sources for validating facts.
Rivalries were most times born out of chance due to transportation limitations. Schools in central or southern Ohio could not travel north to play those schools without incurring expenses beyond what they could afford. Trains went to most points in Ohio, but still not going to every town and to move a whole team anyway was a challenge logistically for all but the rarest of schools. Cars were rare and most people still traveled by horse and carriage. Electric trolley cars evolved and went to specific towns and rivalries began between high schools in those communities. So, most leagues were very close geographically and many rivalries were born due to the simple reason these schools were close and/or could be reached cheaply and efficiently. The repetitiveness of their schedules, playing the same team twice or more annually for several years in a row did not make for friendly games and maybe a little gambling stirred the pot as well. But as this period of evolution was happening, specific rivalries between Ohio high schools were born that, regardless of the way they began, remain rooted today like the most giant of ancient trees.
There has been discussion in recent years, much of it from those people who consider Internet blogs the holy sacrosanct of truth, of what constitutes a rivalry today. People want to put conditions on how a rivalry is defined, such as, has it been long-lasting enough with ranges of 20 to 30 to 40 years or longer bantered about. Is it meaningful? One has to respond back, “In what way?” They say the rivalry should consist of regularly scheduled opponents and the record should always be fairly even: a rivalry in which one team leads the series 42-13-8 is in some circles is not considered a rivalry. Many also think the rivalry game should be one that attracts “outside” interest, such as press and football junkies and today’s regionalized or national radio and television coverage. Some of this has merit, but on the whole the “personal” history of the two teams and towns is what’s more important. Do teams need to be conference contenders each year or have all-staters or be written up in Sports Illustrated or be broadcast on ESPN to be considered a rivalry? No, the magic is in how it got started in the first place, what are some of the back stories of the series and the personalities and a lot of “who did what in that one game 32 years ago” that make a person say to another, “Remember that one?”
Ohio has some of the most famous and longest-lasting rivalries in high school football, played with an intensity and focus that entire seasons and people’s lives year to year are focused on just one day a year—when they play that hated rival! They are so wrapped up in them that to win or lose is a measure of the year’s success and stays with the participants and towns as critical milestones that are on par to other events, such as a birth, a marriage, or a death. The following are prime examples of some of the oldest and most meaningful rivalries in Ohio high school football.
1913 Marion Harding Quiver
Massillon Washington vs. Canton McKinley
First Hit Each Other: 1894
Definitions –
1. Tiger: a. a fierce or aggressive person or quality, b. one (as a situation) that is formidable or impossible to control
2. Bulldog: a. tenacious, never quits, a winner
Kendal, Ohio was founded in 1812 by a group of then contemporary new-agers seeking a place where they could escape structured life and live an idealized existence, kind of like the communes we know from the 1960’s. It didn’t last long and after a while the folk moved a little closer to the Tuscarawas River and together with the villages of West Massillon (1831) and Massillon proper (1826) (named after Jean Baptiste Massillon who, as a French Catholic preacher over 100 years earlier, was known for his oratory and his desire for equality for all men) incorporated as the city of Massillon in 1853. Kendal’s move closer to the river was a shrewd move as we will see next.
Canton, Ohio was founded in 1805 but for many years remained a small village several miles east of Massillon. The developers of the Ohio and Erie Canals thought it a sound idea to bring the new thoroughfare through Canton, but the town leaders refused, thinking the canal would be dangerous to their health because of the standing water. The canal was offered to their neighbor Kendal and they accepted. It turned out that Canton’s fears were unfounded and the canal actually improved the health of Kendal because the construction drained the nearby swamps of bad water and the disease-carrying creatures living there. The decision brought an economic boom to Kendal/Massillon while Canton continued with its bad choices by not allowing a railroad to come through the town (the residents were asked to pledge $10,000) and instead letting nearby Alliance, Ohio enjoy the resultant prosperous growth after they accepted the offer. Massillon opened warehouses and started shipping grain to Lake Erie and when later, coal mines were started up close by, the shipping of that commodity to steamship companies and steel mills near the big lake added additional riches to the youthful community. Successes continued: when Russell & Company opened in the early 1850’s they became the world’s largest producer of steam engines. Massillon was doing quite nicely, thank you.
For Canton, these were temporary setbacks: they ultimately found a niche in manufacturing farm implements and became rich and busy when those businesses blossomed, shipping their products to countries all around the world. Later in the 1800’s Canton became a center for watch manufacturing and also of iron and steel. Both Massillon and Canton, as they entered the 1890’s, enjoyed strong economies and stable populations and in 1894 it was time for the two cities to meet each other on the gridiron, a term newly applied to the rectangular field American football was now played on, so named because of its horizontal lines and its resemblance to a metal grate used for years over open fires or in fireplaces to cook food upon. That very same cooking gridiron would attain its own special niche in future football history by its ubiquitous presence at tribal-like tailgating rituals and raucous halftime parties.
The winner in the initial clash between the two soon-to-be dynasties was Canton Central High School by a score of 16-6. That November 3rd afternoon game played in Canton at Pastime Park was their first officially recognized game and the start of the historical record, but there is some sketchy evidence that Massillon organized teams as early as 1891. Massillon kicked off and Canton worked the ball down near the Tiger’s goal line but failed to score when they couldn’t gain five yards in three downs—the ball then going back to Massillon. The Canton boys held fast and forced a safety which put the score at 2-0. Their opponents in their red and black jerseys took the ball down the field and Linn Lester, their halfback, scooted in for a TD. A goal was kicked and it was 6-2 Massillon. Reporting on the game in the Canton newspaper The Repository, they noted the Massillon faithful cheered loudly with “feminine voices” also being heard in their applause.
Canton, down four points and hearing the vociferous support from the other side, took it personally and for the rest of the game held the Massillon eleven scoreless. When Canton’s Jahn Justus scored a go ahead TD after recovering a fumble, giving them an 8-6 lead, the noise exploded from the Canton side and their players became energized, the fan’s voices cracking like lightning and booming like thunder during a storm. The team notched it up twice more with John Kirby, the team’s captain, scoring a touchdown and then Charles Pumphrey taking the final one in, ending the game at 16-6. The Bulldogs had triumphed, coming back from being down to take a commanding lead and not allowing Massillon another score. One team left smiling, the other grim-faced and looking forward to a return meeting, the losers already thinking that what had happened that afternoon was something more than just a game. They sulked as the boy’s parents and friends comforted them, but they had to be thinking: I want to get after those Cantonites one more time.
From 103 Days in November by Charles E. Bowersox
Self-Published – 1997
A History of Canton High School football and their rivalry with Massillon Washington HS
It came soon, maybe too soon, when the next game was played just a couple weeks later on November 17th in Massillon at a place called Russell Park. A large crowd attended this game, according to The Repository, and they noted that the Bulldogs traveled to Massillon on an electric car, or trolley. The Massillon Independent reported that 200 people watched the game as Canton Central won again by a score of 12-8. Luther Day scored their first TD, following hard blocking by the Bulldog line and Kirby kicked the extra points, making it 6-0. A disputed safety turned into a touchdown for Massillon and the score was suddenly 6-4 and the half ended. Day scored another TD in the second half after recovering a Massillon fumble and they made good the extra point. Dangler scored late for Massillon but he failed with the kick and the game ended 12-8 for another Canton victory.
Bragging rights in Stark County after these first two clashes went to the Canton team and both towns were forever changed by the fierce competition and raw physicality shown by these teenagers. Canton played five more games that year, finishing the season at 4-2-1, Massillon just these two. Canton would go 5-0 in 1895, 5-0-3 in 1896, 2-1-1 in 1897, 4-0 in 1898, but did not field a varsity team in 1899, just a JV team. In 1900 the Bulldogs would put a varsity team out there and go 5-3-1, beating Massillon twice that year, 5-0 on October 10th (a Wednesday afternoon) at Santa Fe Park in Massillon and 45-0 on Wednesday November 7th at the Stark County Fairgrounds. In this latter game Massillon never had the ball in Canton’s territory, but Canton did lose that year to Wooster High School, the Canton Athletic Club, and Oberlin High School. Aside from beating Massillon, the Bulldog’s other big highlight that year was whipping New Philadelphia High School 80-0 on October 10th, scoring 14 touchdowns and 10 extra points in a game that put their first 100 yard scoring run in the record books. Entering the 20th century, Canton had established a winning tradition in high school football, especially with their rival, by beating Massillon twice in back to back games in 1903 and twice again in 1904.
Massillon would have a tough time getting out of the gate in these years, their record for 1894 through 1909 standing at 23-25-6 and only 1-15-3 against the Bulldogs. But change was in the air. Getting kids to stay in high school was always tough and up to this time many left after the eighth or ninth grades to work in the Stark county mines or mills. In both towns professional teams coexisted with the high schools teams and some boys and men played for both, going back to school and playing for the school on Saturdays and then the pros on Sundays. There was no regulatory body to govern such swinging door play and in some high school games young kids played against men in their early 20’s. Because of this trend, Massillon did not field teams in 1898 and 1902 and played limited schedules in others. But in 1909 things did change with their squad going 9-0-1, beating Canton 6-2 in front of 1,200 people and ending the season on Thanksgiving Day by beating New Philadelphia in front of a jam-packed Massillon stadium crowd estimated at 2,000 people. Their only blemish was a 0-0 tie with Akron High. Winning had taken root in Massillon and they would suffer only two more losing seasons in their inexorable march into the 21st century.
In a year that saw Coca-Cola first sold in bottles and an innocent French Army officer tried and convicted of treason for no other reason than he was Jewish, two northeastern Ohio high schools had begun an annual tradition that set the tone for the Valdostas, the DeMatha’s, the Little Rock’s, the Mount Carmel’s, the Louisville Male’s, and the De La Salle’s, powers from around the country, to follow in the decades to come. Massillon vs. Canton—these two Ohio schools in Stark County and their epic battles are now known throughout the country and beyond, followed in newspapers, magazines, television, film, radio, and on that border buster of all time, the Internet. Since 1894 Canton Central/McKinley (the name changed in 1919) and Massillon Washington have played 119 times, Massillon leading the series 64 to 50 with five ties. Many claim the title, but few actually match the words to the deed. This rivalry is truly one of the all-time greats in any league or sport, state or country, amateur or professional!
Fremont Ross vs. Sandusky High School
Fist Hit Each Other: 1895
The year following those historic Massillon/Canton clashes, up at the Erie County Fairgrounds near our nation’s southernmost Great Lake a visiting high school football team from Fremont, Ohio was putting their game face on in preparation to do battle with the Sandusky High School team (strangely enough, Fremont is the Sandusky county seat and Sandusky the county seat of Erie County).
Several hundred years earlier, the area along the Sandusky River where Fremont now stands was the home to various tribes of Native Americans, including the Senecas, Crawfords, Wyandottes, and the Ottawas. These earlier peoples called this area “jungquendendah”, which meant “place of peace”. White settlers came to this place in 1785, but a substantive community was not started until 1816 and was called Croghansville, while nearby another village called Lower Sandusky was plotted out and settled a year later. 1822 saw the two communities merge and took as their one name Lower Sandusky. It wasn’t until 1849 with help from future American President Rutherford B. Hayes (a hometown boy) that the name Fremont was finally chosen (after John C. Fremont, a glory-seeking explorer, career Army officer, and future presidential hopeful) to avoid confusion with several other nearby Ohio towns that had Sandusky in their name. So, a little contention was already starting with these two towns. But it was a small artillery piece from the War of 1812 that further escalated the feelings between the two cities—that’s coming up later, however.
Back when the British were colonizing everything in the world, they built a fort close by where present day Sandusky, Ohio now stands, near the entrance to Sandusky Bay from Lake Erie. They did this ostensibly to protect the traders that were around and who were thriving on their relationships with the many Native American tribes who had lived there for centuries. As our legacy with Native Americans repeatedly points out, many conflicts ensued between all parties with the whites simultaneously vying for the native’s cooperation and also planning their subjugation. Ultimately the fort was destroyed in 1763 by Chief Pontiac of the Ottawa tribe. The area was later resettled with refugees from Connecticut who, burned out of their homes by the British during the Revolutionary War, were awarded a half a million acres in the Western Reserve tract in northern Ohio. This area and the people became known as the Firelands and included what were Sandusky and Huron counties as well as some ancillary parcels. The Brits later got their butts kicked just off the shore of Sandusky at Put-in-Bay when Commodore Oliver Hazard Perry whipped their fleet in the Battle of Lake Erie. After the victory, in which Perry scored two touchdowns, two field goals, a safety, and an extra point (sunk and damaged two ships, two brigs, one schooner and one sloop), he wrote to the Commander of the Army of the Northwest, General William Henry Harrison: “We have met the enemy and they are ours.” A truer victory speech had never been spoken after a battle, or by the winner of an Ohio high school football game.
Now, regarding that cannon: what was called the Battle of Fort Stephenson took place in August 1813 in Fremont when the British attacked the fort commanded by Colonel George Croghan. Croghan (see name of town above), with only 150 men and one lonely field piece called Old Betsy, decisively beat back the attackers and won renown at a time when the still new nation needed a victory over those pesky Brits. Years later, Old Betsy, now a bona fide emblem of the gritty United States resistance, wound up through a variety of errors and missteps in Sandusky of all places for refurbishment. Some nefarious pranksters in that town decided to keep it and history records that these rogues buried it underneath a barn to keep this prize from the inquiring citizens of Fremont. Launching a raid as audacious as any trained commandoes, or drunk-fraternity brothers for that matter, the cannon was rescued by the Fremont faithful and brought back to its hometown. This well-traveled but hardy veteran of the 1812 war is today on display outside the Fremont Public Library and is a constant reminder of the combativeness between the two cities.

Old Betsy
By Dale K. Benington, June 7, 2010 from www.hmdb.org
Thus, that first game was preceded by a history of festering distrust, petty community jealousies, and at times, downright hatred. Sandusky won this first meeting 6-0 on November 2nd, 1895—some say by bending the rules (Fremont) and others say by superior skills (Sandusky), but nonetheless that’s how it went down in the recollections and selective memories of those who were there or heard about it. Whining did not help as Fremont would not win a Sandusky game until 1908 when they eked out a 16-11 victory at home. A second game against the Sailors (later the Blue Streaks) that season ended in a forfeit when Fremont walked off the field in the second half trailing 33-6! They evidently felt it was time to call it a day!
Sandusky would not have a leader specifically to coach their football team until 1902. This was Dr. J. E. Herman, who would later become a dentist, and he guided the Sandusky to a 6-13-1 record over three seasons. In 1906 no coach was officially in charge and the team went 9-0-1. This says something about having permanent coaches—in this case not having one seemed to work out okay! But the need for permanency was there and over the next few years, until 1918, Sandusky ran through three more coaches and came away with a 41-29-3 record. During that time their record against Fremont was 8-3-2 with the losses being pretty close and most of the wins being decisive triumphs by scores such as 23-0, 37-0, 35-0 and 36-0. Sandusky High School had gotten it together against Fremont and was on their way towards domination in the series, racking up rivalry wins to the tune of 35-19-6 through 1969. Kind of one-sided, but each game was played with the player’s dogged desire to whip the other that so epitomized a rivalry. About 27-miles apart and not too long of a either a buggy ride, train trip, or a hop in a car, their fans never missed one of their games and never do now—a true test of what it means when describing Ohio high school football rivalries.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/23697 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!