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  The best football player you never heard of, who dashed across the gridiron for just one season, long ago.


      	—Frank Deford, Sports Illustrated and Hall of Fame 
sportswriter; NPR Morning Edition commentator; 
author of Everybody’s All-American, 
Bliss Remembered, and Alex: The Life of a Child

  

  

  Here’s a great storyteller, Bill Chastain, with an oversized story to tell, about a mighty mite of a legend back when legends mattered, a high school and college sensation whose candle burned so bright – and quickly. And about a time, a time just like now, when young hearts, with all those dreams inside, went to fight a war and never came back. Clint Castleberry died 66 years ago. He lives in these pages.


  	—Martin Fennelly, The Tampa Tribune


  

  

  Clint Castleberry’s story is one that impacted Georgia Tech and college football in the south. Bill Chastain does a great job of capturing this unique American hero.


  	—Wes Durham, 


  Director of Broadcasting, 


  “Voice of the Yellow Jackets”
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Clint Castleberry wearing a practice jersey instead of his #19 game jersey.
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  To Pops.


  

  I’ll never quit missing you. I love you and think about you every day. 


  


Table of Contents


  	Advance Praise

  	Also by Bill Chastain

  	Title

  	Clint Castleberry

  	Main Title

  	Copyright

  	Dedication

  	Foreword - By Tony Barnhart

  	Prologue

  	1 Football At Georgia Tech

  	2  Bobby Dodd and Years of Losing 

  	3 Boys' High and Shorty Doyal

  	4 A Local Talent

  	5 Boys' High Finale

  	6 America at War

  	7 Will There be a Season?

  	8 A Freshman Opens Eyes

  	9 A Monster in Athens

  	10 A Freshmen Sensation Arrives

  	11 On to South Bend

  	12 Undefeated and Coach Aleck in Poor Health

  	13 Anchors Away

  	14 Duke and the Rest of the Field

  	15 Dodd Takes Over

  	16 Crimson Tide  Crossroads

  	17 One More Before  Georgia

  	18 The Much-Awaited Showdown

  	19 Honors and the Cotton Bowl

  	20 Winter of the Crazed Jackrabbit

  	Epilogue

  	Acknowledgments

  	Sources

  	Author




    Foreword


  

  
  
  
  
  
  



  

  
  
  I learned a long time ago that some of the best and most interesting stories in college football are not about what was, but rather what might have been if history or circumstances had taken a different turn.


  College football is full of stories about individuals who were simply in the right place at the right time with the right amount of talent to achieve success. There are countless others who appeared destined for stardom but, because of bad fortune or fate, never had a chance to fulfill their dreams.

  And there is a third group, a very small group. These are men who had their journey to glory cut short but achieved immortality anyway. That’s because, in the short time they were here, their stars burned white-hot, and nothing—not even death—could extinguish their flames.

  Clint Castleberry was such a man, and in this book Bill Chastain expertly crafts one of the great “what-if” stories in college football history.

  Castleberry was already a football legend before he got to Georgia Tech in 1942. Chastain takes the reader back to one of the great periods of high school football, when the rivalry between Atlanta’s Boys’ High and Tech High was all the rage. It was a simpler, more innocent time, and Chastain captures it perfectly.

  Bill not only tells us the story of an All-America player and an all-American boy, he gives us a new look at some of the legendary names in Georgia Tech history and how they came to have an impact on the Castleberry story.

  If you know Georgia Tech or college football, you certainly know the names of John Heisman, William Alexander, and Bobby Dodd. In this book Chastain gives new details on what made these men tick and how they built one of the greatest traditions in college football history. 

  In just one unforgettable college football season, the autumn of 1942, Clint Castleberry positioned himself to become one of the greatest players of all time. National championships were possible. At least one Heisman Trophy was all but certain. But as much as Castleberry loved college football, he loved his country more and was honor-bound to leave college and go defend it. In 1944 his plane disappeared off the African coast and was never found. His loss left a gap in Georgia Tech’s football legacy that remains unfilled even today.

  The story of Clint Castleberry is really the story of our Greatest Generation, and Bill Chastain tells it with loving detail. You will be entertained. If you remember those days, you’ll shed a tear or two. And if you love college football history, I promise you will learn a lot. I know I did.

  

   Enjoy.


  

  TONY BARNHART

  

    Prologue


  



  

  

  Patriotism fueled a country at war in 1942. Pearl Harbor had changed everything. America had little appetite for war before December 7, 1941, but after that day, fright and vulnerability stoked the country’s fervor to meet the enemy. If the Japanese could attack Pearl Harbor, further attacks might take place on the mainland, and Germany’s war machine—directed by a madman—looked even more imposing than the Empire of the Rising Sun. The consequences of defeat didn’t bear thinking about. 


  Convinced that victory was essential to preserve America and the American way of life, the nation’s citizens were inspired to do whatever seemed necessary to help the war effort. Scrap drives collected millions of tons of metal, rubber, and newspapers. Businesses redirected resources to the production of war materiel and support of the war effort. General Motors ceased car production and dedicated 100 percent of its production to the manufacture of military engines, trucks, tanks, airplanes, and more, with a total price tag of more than $12 billion. Sacrifice and denial moved forefront in the national psyche. Getting more out of less became the ruling mantra. 

  Prior to the 1942 season, college football appeared likely to become one more cherished pastime the country could do without while attending to the grim business of war, not least because so many college gridiron players and coaches had enlisted in the armed forces and were in basic training or already overseas. Those left behind wondered if the season should be played. Would there be enough players remaining to fill a competitive roster? Would the games be worth watching? Would playing games while young men in uniform fought and died be unpatriotic? 

  But a country that could play football at home while fighting two powerful enemies overseas must be a strong country indeed. Let the Germans and Japanese take note, and let our own boys in uniform take solace from the sports news back home. Such considerations weighed heavily in favor of a college football season.

  Keeping the sport alive despite the many departed athletes and coaches presented a monumental challenge, and it prompted a ruling that allowed college freshmen to participate in varsity sports for only the second time, the first having been during World 
War I. The season was on, but it was on trial as well. If the sport—more nearly a religion in the South—was to survive during World War II, the 1942 season had to prove worthy of the effort.

  The ruling enabled one freshman in particular, Clinton Dillon Castleberry, Jr., to burst onto the college football scene after enrolling at Georgia Tech.

  Standing five-foot-nine and weighing 155 pounds, Castleberry was a young man of merely ordinary size in a game dominated by giants, but he had speed to burn, lightning quickness, instinctive talent, and immense heart. Upon entering Tech he had never lost a football game—and he had played many against tough opponents. The string continued in the fall of 1942.

  A shotgun wedding between the ball carrier who ran like a “crazed jackrabbit” and the still-growing magic of radio created an unlikely hero who captured the hearts and imaginations of Atlanta, the Eastern seaboard, and, by the end of the 1942 season, an entire country. Castleberry’s exploits became a national obsession at home and abroad. He was the real-life Chip Hilton six years before Clair Bee’s first chronicle of the fictional sports hero was published in 1948. The Armed Forces Radio Service carried “Fibber McGee and Molly,” President Roosevelt’s fireside chats, and weekly broadcasts featuring the decided underdog from Georgia who each Saturday performed his David act on the next Goliath standing in his way.

  Castleberry disappeared from football after the 1942 season. Like a lot of other young men who went off to fight in World War II and made the ultimate sacrifice, he left behind a young widow, a grief-struck family, and desolate friends all asking themselves the saddest question: What if? Castleberry left something for Georgia Tech fans, too—hazy memories of halcyon fall afternoons and effervescent glory. 

  Castleberry’s name has retained a mythical quality on the Georgia Tech campus and in the city of Atlanta. Many have heard of him, but few know his story.

  The story begins with the legendary John Heisman, who coached football at Georgia Tech from 1903 through 1919, four years before Castleberry was born. It leads next to a precocious dreamer, William Alexander, who wanted to be a doctor but ended up becoming Heisman’s successor at Georgia Tech and one of the greatest coaches in college football history. Coach Aleck directed the Tech team until 1945 before passing it along to his understudy, Bobby Dodd, who ushered in a golden era of Yellow Jacket football over the next two decades. Both Alexander and Dodd coached Castleberry in his brief, blazing arc across the college gridiron.

  Nor would the story of Georgia Tech football and Castleberry’s place in it be complete if it failed to note the grand football legacy of Tech’s host city, Atlanta. For two decades, beginning in 1925, that legacy flowed through Boys’ High in Atlanta, where R.L. “Shorty” Doyal, himself a legend, coached Castleberry and other legends of the game. 

  We begin at the beginning. 
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  Football at Georgia Tech

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  College admissions had a distinctly subjective flavor in the early 1900s. Scholastic aptitude tests had not yet been developed, which left the fate of a prospective student’s application to the halls of higher learning in the hands of an administrator. For William Anderson Alexander, that turned out to be 
a good thing. When he walked into the Georgia Tech registrar’s office in 1906 and declared his intention to study engineering, the 16-year-old from Mud River, Kentucky, lacked the required high school education to be admitted to the esteemed engineering school in downtown Atlanta, but what he lacked in academic background he more than made up in persistence. By the time Alexander left the registrar’s office, he had been admitted to Tech as an apprentice student.


  Alexander’s parents, Luther and Gertrude, had met in Gertrude’s hometown of Nashville, where Luther, the son of a Presbyterian minister, taught a Sunday school class. Gertrude Anderson had graduated from college—Peabody Normal—and combined a keen mind with an irresistible beauty. Luther Alexander was smitten from their first meeting, and soon they began to plan a life together. Sharing a desire to serve others, they mapped out a future in which they would travel to China to become missionaries. After marrying, however, the couple put their plans on hold at the request of Gertrude’s father, William Green Smith Anderson, who asked for Luther’s help managing a coal mine in which he was heavily invested. Convinced that Luther could help Anderson in his time of need, Luther and Gertrude accompanied her parents to Mud River. Before they knew it, one year had turned into six, and their dreams of becoming missionaries had faded away.

  That unfulfilled dream did not affect the erudite couple’s happiness, though. They lived with the Andersons in a large wood-frame double-occupancy house that Gertrude’s father had built. Life was good for the couple, and soon they had a son, William, and a daughter, Elizabeth.

  A beautiful child with long, dark eyelashes, William by age five proved irresistible to female neighbors and guests, who showered him with hugs and affection. He grew to loathe the attention and began to shy away from contact with the opposite sex, a precursor to his adult diffidence toward women. He would retreat to the woods when female relatives or friends were scheduled to come by the house. On one occasion William coaxed Elizabeth into accompanying him with a blanket and food, determined to spend the night in the woods if need be to avoid the torments of unwanted affection at home. Luther eventually noticed that his children were missing and went into the woods on horseback to find them. Only when the stubborn William received a promise that he would not be kissed did he relent and return home with his father. 

  William displayed a sense of honor as early as age six when, after misbehaving, he was told by his father—who was home only briefly during lunch break from the mine—that he would be punished at the end of the day. By the time Luther returned home in the evening, he had forgotten all about William’s misbehavior, but William had not. Dutifully he reported to his father with hair combed and face washed.

  “Here I am, Papa,” William said. “You said you were going to whip me at six o’clock.”

  Luther, who adhered to stern Presbyterian principles, followed through, spanking his son.

  Halcyon days for the Alexander family were interrupted by a string of disasters. First a fire destroyed their home, burning virtually every possession the couple owned including furniture, books, clothing, and even the family silverware. Losing the house prompted a succession of moves from one farmhouse to another before the family moved into a company-owned house.

  Misfortunes began to riddle the mine as well—the family’s only source of income. The tipple, or surface structures, burned twice and had to be rebuilt. Later the mine flooded, and the cost of continually pumping out the water rivaled the price they were getting for the coal, eventually forcing them to abandon the mine. Just prior to the mine’s closing, the Alexander family received the most devastating news of all: Luther had contracted tuberculosis.

  In the absence of sanitariums in the late 1800s, Luther continued to work until he could no longer walk. Hoping to address his declining health with proper medical care, the couple moved to Luther’s parents’ home in Nashville, which is where he died in 1895.

  A mother of two facing life as a widow, Gertrude knew she had to find a way to make a living. Teaching was her answer. She taught throughout the state of Georgia at Peabody in Macon; Cox College, a private women’s college in College Park; and finally in the State Normal School at Athens. 

  Once the school year concluded, Gertrude would gather her children and head back to Mud River to spend time with her parents. Like most rural communities in the late 1890s, Mud River had no electricity. (Even forty years later only 10% of rural American homes were electrified, a hardship addressed by President Franklin Roosevelt through the Rural Electrification Administration beginning in 1935.) The atmosphere in the small town gave William and Elizabeth a healthy alternative to city life while helping to shape their young and evolving minds. William enjoyed fishing and hunting and felt at home in the outdoors. 

  The siblings loved the mountain children of Mud River, naïve in many respects but independent, quick-witted, and possessed of personalities that made William and Elizabeth’s city friends seem bland in contrast. This varied upbringing gave balance to William’s life and taught him something about the sources and nature of good character. William learned to identify pretentiousness as one of the more distasteful traits of human nature. Having been around those who had little, he gained an understanding and empathy for the underprivileged.
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  William Alexander fought his way into Tech as a student, managed to earn a spot on the football team, and later became the school’s second head football coach. 


  
  
  William Alexander displayed a zeal for learning and dreamed of becoming a doctor. Upon finding a dated medical book entitled Family Physician at his grand­father’s home one summer, he devoured the contents, allowing his photographic memory to absorb all things big and small in the realm of medicine. At age 12 he put his knowledge to work, administering a homemade splint to a family cat that had broken its leg. Miraculously, the cat recovered. But the dream of becoming a doctor eventually gave way to the somewhat more attainable one of becoming an engineer, a decision he did not reach without careful deliberation. William knew that becoming a doctor would require four years of college followed by four years of medical school and two years of being an intern or working at a clinic. His mother dearly wished for him to go to college, yet he wanted to begin earning a living as soon as possible. Thus he decided he’d be best served by pursuing an engineering degree at Georgia Tech.

  Alexander entered college as a decided underdog. Gertrude’s teaching profession had occasioned frequent relocations throughout his childhood. Ironically, the itinerant teacher’s devotion to her profession proved detrimental to her own children’s education. Fortunately for Alexander, Tech had established the Apprentice Class to serve the many applicants who had attained less than adequate high school educations.

  Grudgingly, he paid for school with money given to him by his mother. He knew she needed the money, but she insisted it would be better put to use paying for his education. Throughout college he carried a pocket notebook in which he kept a neat accounting of his finances. Between the covers of that notebook, Alexander wrote down every penny he received from her so he could repay her once he began to earn a living.

  Tech’s stringent guidelines for its students were set forth in the school’s student handbook. Rooms were to be in order, beds made up, floors swept, and students dressed at 6:40 a.m., when the inspection bell rang. Any student found with intoxicating liquors in his possession would be suspended from school. Students were required to patronize the laundry. Absences of all students were mailed to parents weekly. Any student found engaging in disorderly or boisterous conduct, or whistling, or running through the halls or shops, or smoking in any building except the dormitories would receive such penalties as the faculty might direct. Each student was to have two suits of overalls costing about $1 each. Athletic teams were not allowed to visit other places except to play games with educational institutions.

  Such discipline and restrictions were accepted in that era and did nothing to deter Alexander’s love of the Atlanta school.

  The attractive child had become a handsome young man. He possessed a shock of curly chestnut hair, and dimples appeared on his cheeks when he smiled. He might have been a ladies’ man except that he retained the shyness of his youth around women. As a boy he had escaped ladies by disappearing into the woods; now he disappeared into thin air whenever his fraternity, Kappa Sigma, held a dance.

  Predictably, Alexander struggled in the classroom. He spent two years in the freshman class alone. According to records from Tech’s 
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  John Heisman put Georgia Tech football on the map as the school’s first head football coach before leaving his post after getting a divorce. Years later the trophy bearing his name would honor college football’s best player.


  
  Office of the Registrar, he made a 42 in Math 25—calculus—before retaking the course and rebounding with a 77. In Math 26, he first earned a 31 before hiking that to a 69 the next time out. And he received an initial 41 in Physics 20 before raising that to an 87 on his second attempt.


  By the time Alexander turned 18 he had progressed enough in the classroom to be enrolled as a regular Georgia Tech student. His struggles in the classroom carried over to the football team, where, in essence, he served as a tackling dummy. He lacked size, speed, and talent. What he did have were persistence and heart. Alexander never missed a practice during the 1906 and 1907 seasons, which is miraculous given his slender build and the passion he brought to practice.

  Tech’s football coach, John Heisman, called his squad together at the outset of the 1908 season and began to offer the ins and outs of how he saw the season unfolding and how the team would reach the goals he had set for them. Then he announced the eleven players who would comprise his first string, playing both offense and defense while wearing leather helmets with less padding than a catcher’s mitt. Heisman’s memorable meeting eventually reached a juncture that is familiar to this day to every kid who has never been picked to play in a neighborhood football game. The Tech coach singled out the half-dozen or so players who would compete with the first string to try and unseat them. After those selections were made, only a few freshmen and the “scrubs” such as Alexander remained unselected. At that point, Heisman perused the faces of the remaining players and spoke.

  “There’s old Aleck. What shall we do with him?”

  Heisman had not intended for anybody to answer, but Chip Robert, the team captain, weighed in.

  “Coach, why not make old Aleck captain of the scrubs? He’s never absent. He’s always in the way of the varsity ball carrier. He’s always at the bottom of the pile-up.”

  Heisman considered Robert’s suggestion and pronounced, “Aleck, you are now captain of the scrub team. You are in charge. I will deal with it through you.”

  College eligibility restrictions were not far advanced at this stage, and Alexander remained captain of the scrub team through the 1911 season. Staying on as he did allowed him to show an ability that served Heisman better than anything Alexander could have done on the field: he began to scout Tech’s opponents. Scouting allowed Alexander to incorporate his mind into an evolving game. He displayed a knack for deciphering what other teams were doing, why they were successful, and what would be the best way to stop them or score points against them. Alexander turned what he learned into detailed reports that Heisman could use while preparing to face those opponents. 

  Alexander never starred on the gridiron—far from it—yet he found success of a different sort through persistence and hard work. Despite having poor hands and two left feet, Alexander earned Heisman’s respect, so much so that the crusty coach overlooked the young man’s shortcomings and allowed him to see action in the Georgia and Clemson games during his senior season. Alexander played enough downs to become a letterman—a happy outcome likely motivated by the plans Heisman was harboring for Alexander after his playing days were complete.

  Six years after setting foot in the registrar’s office at Georgia Tech, Alexander graduated with a B.S. degree in civil engineering in 1912. Amazingly, he graduated as class valedictorian, though school records show that he was nowhere near the top of his class. Researchers at the Georgia Tech Department of Living History believe that he must have been selected for the honor based on his popularity. That no valedictorians were designated in earlier or later classes suggests that Alexander’s fellow students had a special reason for bestowing the title on him.

  Shortly after graduation, Alexander accepted a position as a mathematics instructor at Georgia Tech. In addition to his teaching duties, he filled a slot as an assistant coach for the legendary Heisman.

  • • • • •

  
  The Heisman family name had an inauspicious beginning in America.

  Johann Michael von Bogart hailed from Germany, the son of Baron von Bogart, of German nobility. When Johann fell in love with a girl of limited means from Alsace-Lorraine, his father would have nothing more to do with his son. So once the couple married, Johann assumed his wife’s name, Heisman, and moved to America. 

  Their son and future legendary coach John Wilhelm Heisman was born in Cleveland in 1869 and first embraced football at Brown University before transferring to the University of Pennsylvania to earn a law degree. While at Penn, a tragic incident turned into a boon for college football when Heisman’s eyes were damaged from Madison Square Garden’s galvanic lighting system while he was playing in an indoor game for Penn. Doctors prescribed rest for 
his eyes, so he navigated away from the law books and started 
listening to his heart instead. His heart told him he should coach football. 

  His first college coaching opportunity came at Oberlin College in Ohio. Stints followed at Buchtel College (now the University of Akron), Oberlin again, then Alabama Polytechnic Institute (now Auburn). Heisman’s crafty innovations to the evolving game of football attracted notice from those who played, coached, and followed the game. He first used the hidden ball trick when Alabama Polytechnic Institute played Vanderbilt. The condensed version saw Heisman’s quarterback stuff the ball under his jersey, then bend down as if to tie his shoe. Once the defense had been misdirected elsewhere, the quarterback scored without being touched.

  Heisman moved on to coach at Clemson, where he also pursued his interest in acting and became involved in local theater productions, several of which were Shakespearean dramas. Examining the dark expression on Heisman’s face in old photographs, one can easily envision him reciting “to be, or not to be” with grave seriousness during a production of Hamlet. Heisman met his first wife, Evelyn McCollum Cox, while acting, and she occasionally acted in the same plays with him. Much to Heisman’s chagrin, his mastery of the English language and his oratorical skills served him less well on the stage than the football field; his range as an actor was said to be limited.

  Georgia Tech brought Heisman aboard on Thanksgiving Day 1903, setting off a celebration by happy Tech students who unfurled a banner proclaiming, “Tech Gets Heisman for 1904.” Tech hired their first-ever paid coach for an annual salary of $2,250 and 30 percent of the net gate receipts. Understanding where his bread would be buttered, Heisman immediately got to work developing a football team worth the price of admission.

  Convict labor provided by the city of Atlanta cleared a parcel of flat land on the campus just east of the Georgia Tech administration building, then constructed a fence around it. It wasn’t fancy, but it was a place for the team to play and fans to buy tickets. By 1905, the Tech team played its home games on this area known as “The Flats.” This primitive venue ushered in a glorious era of Tech football, with their innovative coach leading the way. Later, in 1913, the concrete stadium known as Grant Field was erected by student labor.

  Heisman remained on the cutting edge of an evolving game with innovations such as refining the use of lateral and backward passes, reverses, onside kicks, and using a pulling guard on sweeps. Infatuated with the forward pass, he became a vocal proponent of legalizing this innovation to change the face of the game and reduce its level of violence.

  In 1905, college football experienced eighteen deaths and 151 serious injuries. During a press conference at the White House on October 5, 1905, President Theodore Roosevelt called for the game to be reformed but not abolished. The president’s interest led to a rules committee being formed on January 12, 1906, and the committee legalized the forward pass, established a neutral zone between the offensive and defensive lines, and adopted a rule that required a team to gain 10 yards in four downs in order to keep possession of the football. Heisman embraced the changes, and his keen football mind quickly allowed him to employ them to his advantage.

  A strict disciplinarian, Heisman did not tolerate profanity or misbehavior. Execution bloomed from this adherence to discipline, which led his teams to a dependence on speed and precise maneuvers. The “Heisman shift,” which he first used at Tech, has been recognized as the precursor to the “T” and “I” formations. And his teams did not huddle—rather, they lined up immediately after a play as in a modern no-huddle offense. Under Heisman, who came to be called “The Wizard,” Tech grew into a national football power, building a gridiron legacy. One game against Cumberland University in 1916 might be passed off as urban legend were its outcome not well-reported and easily verified.

  Located in Lebanon, Tennessee, Cumberland had used professional baseball players from a Nashville team to stomp Tech’s baseball team 22 – 0 in the spring of 1916. So angered by this were Tech alumni and students that an outcry arose for an opportunity to avenge the embarrassment. No doubt with his share of gate receipts in mind, Heisman took it upon himself to provide such an opportunity by offering a $500 guarantee to Cumberland if they would bring a football team to Atlanta to play the Yellow Jackets in the fall.

  Cumberland had been a football powerhouse in 1903 and 1904, but the school’s main focus had since become its law school, and its gridiron fortunes had subsided dramatically. By 1916 just sixteen young men played for the team. That group understood they were in for a whipping in Atlanta, so they sought reinforcements along the way. As the Bulldogs traveled south by train, they stopped in Nashville and tried to recruit players from Vanderbilt’s football team. Their effort failed, and instead they lost three players, who opted not to continue to Atlanta. The game had all the trappings of a Tech rout, but nobody could have predicted what happened.

  Tech scored 63 points in the first quarter, prompting Cumberland’s decision to kick the football back to Tech right after receiving the next kickoff. By halftime Tech led 126 – 0, and a decision was made to reduce the remaining quarters from 15 to 12 minutes. The final score was Tech 222, Cumberland 0.

  Late in the game a Cumberland player left the field and took a seat on the Tech bench. A perplexed Heisman confronted the player and told him he was on the wrong bench, but the player promptly replied that he was on the right bench. Heisman walked away bemused, then returned and once again told the player he was not on the right bench. Still the player made no motion to leave, and finally Heisman addressed the youngster in a stern manner.

  “Son, you are on the wrong bench!” Heisman said.

  “I’m on the right bench,” the player shot back. “If I go back over there, they’ll put me in again. I’ve been in five times already and that’s enough.”

  Heisman’s Tech teams continued to enjoy great success, going undefeated in 1917 en route to the school’s first national championship. During this period Tech experienced a 33-game undefeated streak in which they outscored their opponents 1,599 to 99. Not as well remembered as the rout of Cumberland were some of the other one-sided scores compiled by Tech during that streak. In 1917, Tech defeated Vanderbilt 83 – 0 and Carlisle 98 – 0, and in 1918 they beat Furman 118 – 0, the 11th Calvary 123 – 0, and North Carolina State 128 – 0. 

  • • • • •

  
  William Alexander remained in his dual role as mathematics instructor and football coach for five years after accepting the job in 1912, bringing an indisputable value to Heisman’s teams. The pair’s strengths appeared to be a perfect match. A creative genius, Heisman brought concepts to the table, while the detail-oriented Alexander meticulously tied up Heisman’s loose ends. Alexander is also believed to have opened Heisman’s eyes to the value of a solid defense. 

  During scouting trips in which he had watched Auburn, Alexander took note of how their coach, Mike Donahue, focused primarily on stopping the other team. Alexander had an appreciation for defense based on his years as a scrub, during which he had used various closing angles and coverage and tackling techniques while trying to stop athletes of far greater ability. In contrast, Heisman favored the offensive side of the ball and felt that an aggressive, constantly attacking offense was what drove the train. While Heisman incorporated many of Alexander’s beliefs into his football team, he remained the marquee attraction. Alexander and his contributions remained in the background, which never seemed to bother the introverted Alexander.

  Alexander left Tech in June 1918 to enlist in the ambulance corps during World War I. Disappointed that he did not get sent overseas, he transferred to the field artillery, which proved to be his ticket to France. After taking a ninety-day course on how to handle a 155-millimeter gun, he passed tests in operating procedures and target firing before reluctantly becoming a teacher. He
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