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The 
Thundering Herd • 

By John W Heisman 

FootbaWs steam-roller era tvas 
on. First Princeton gave us the 
V, which tvas bad enough. But 
then Harvard gave it wings and 
ice had the flying icedge. Then 
came Pennsylvania''s retort with 
the flying interference and guards 
back. 

Of such ponderous days does 
John W. Heisman, the famous 
coach of Georgia Tech, Pennsyl
vania, Auburn and other team 
producers, write in his second 
article. In more than forty years 
of football he has seen it all 

A S FAR as we know, William Webb 
/ \ Ellis of Rugby, England, started 

JL ^ it. In one of Rugby's ivy-clad 
halls there is a tablet hallowing his 
spectacular defiance of the rules of his 
distant day: 

This Stone 
Commemorates the Exploit of 

William Webb Ellis 
Who with a Fine Disregard for the 

Rules of Football 
As Played in His Time 

First Took the Ball into His Arms and 
Ran with It 

Thus Originating- the Distinctive Fea
ture of 

The Rugby Game 
A. D. 1823 

After him the deluge. Following in 
the train of Billy Ellis, over American 
fields, came a horde of youth paying 
splendid tribute to his daring. To be 
sure, they came far in his wake—Camp, 
Terry, McClung, Hinkey, Thorpe, La
mar, Lake, Ames, Heston, Hare. I men
tion too few. 

Football carriers as great as they (or 
greater?) followed them in a genera
tion. But to William Webb Ellis go the 
pioneer's laurels. 

Heffelflnger of Yale comes through—as usual. He's wrecking the center of the line, his right arm extended toward his victim 

All that he did was to surrender to 
that yearning that is the hottest desire 
of every true football player; that 
yearning to snatch the ball and race 
toward and across the enemy's goal 
line. The sensation that he sprang 
came to have many American cousins, 
one of the first of which was born on the 
afternoon of October 18, 1884. 

Princeton and Pennsylvania were 
playing one of their early games. There 
was a fierce rivalry between them. 
Later, unhappily, it was to become too 
bitter. But on this afternoon the mo
ment came when the ball was given by 
the Princeton quarterback to the great 
Henry Lamar, right halfback. 

His great speed and dodging car
ried him 18 yards around his own 
end. No interference preceded him. 
None was permitted under the rules 
of his day. 

They'll Try Anything Once 

On the next play, Princeton fumbled. 
Penn, smashing at Princeton's line and 
flanks, got nowhere. Penn punted and 
a Princeton man made a fair catch at 
mid-field. 

Here Hodges, Princeton's quarter, is 
struck by inspiration. A dazzling idea, 
coming from heaven knows what or 
where, has seized him, and dancing in 
his excitement he calls Bird, his cap
tain. Bird listens, grins and asks for 
time out and gets it. The entire Prince
ton team swarms around Hodges, who 
repeats his plan. 

There is a vigorous nodding and a 
nervous rubbing of hands. Sure, they'll 
try anything once. If they can get away 
with it— 

So Princeton elects a free kick which 
is their privilege inasmuch as the man 
who made the catch held one arm aloft 
as the ball descended toward him, thus 
serving notice upon Penn that he in
tended only to catch the ball and not try 
to advance it. 

Penn scatters to await the free kick, 
its thin line 10 yards away from the 
ball. And then Penn is amazed to see 
ten of Princeton's men form a V with 
the point aimed at them. Between the 
two sides of the V is Baker, an even 
stronger runner than Lamar although 
not as elusive. At the point of the V is 
the Princeton center and the ball is at 
his feet. 

The center picks up the ball and 
touches it to his toe—a "constructive" 
kick, satisfactory to the rule book. He 
passes it to Baker. Penn, fascinated, 
sees the V move toward her line with 
Baker within it, the ball under his 
arm. 

The first mass play in American foot
ball is under way. . . . 

That wild-goose formation, the fa
mous V, plowed through Penn's thin 
line and the two sides of it maintained 
their alignment for 50 yards. A Penn 
player threw himself under the new car 
of Juggernaut, five yards from his own 
goal, wrecking it. 

Hodge's inspiration was the forerun-

The rib-crushing flying wedge. Simply the V with a fly
ing start. Gangway! The flying wedge was invented by 
Lorin Del^and of Harvard, right, who never played football 

ner of the flying wedge, the secondary 
wedge, the revolving wedge and a wide 
variety of momentum plays for years 
to come. They were ponderous, but the 
game too was ponderous. Back in the 
thundering herd days when mass plays 
were legal, brute strength, even if 
heavy-footed, held the ascendancy over 
fleetness and rapidity of mind. We con
sistently travel lighter, faster and far
ther today. 

Flattery Does It 

But the V's, the wedges, the guards-
back tandems and all the rest of those 
crushers were deadly. The football 
casualty lists became long and sadden
ing. Throughout the land there arose 
protests of many parents who had lusty 
sons in college. Professional humani
tarians worked on college deans, some 
of whom capitulated and either abol
ished the game or threatened to. 

Particularly did those parents who 
every September began fearing for the 
necks of their sons protest against the 
crushing qualities of the game, al
though there were many of them like 
Tim Barton's father. 

I call him Tim Barton because he 
might object to the use here of his real 
name. He was one of Penn's great 
backs, not a Grange nor a Thorpe, but 
no list of flrst-class football stars would 
be quite complete without his name. 

His father, who had never seen a 
game, was bitterly opposed to his play
ing but at the boy's long and almost 
tearful solicitation he consented to come 
out one afternoon before definitely pro
hibiting football. 

We placed a chair on the sidelines for 
the old man and two of our most diplo
matic students were appointed to sit at 
his sides during the game. They deftly 
filled the father's ears with nice words 
about his son and talked dark pictures 
of the calamity that would be Penn's 
were the university to be deprived of 
the boy's football services. 

The old man was human. That a son 
of his should be so valiant, so valuable, 
so fleet, so strong was flattering. Was 
he not his father? 

He arrived on the field sternly and 
impressively clad—frock coat, silk hat, 
striped trousers, white spats, square-
toed patent leathers, gloves and gold-
headed cane. His thin patrician face 
was flanked by whiskers, glossy and 
luxuriant. He was hardly seated when 
our cheer, leader called for an ovation 
for Tim Barton. I think, too, that Bar
ton ])efc got a long "Ye-a-a-a-a-a-a." 
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H e c t o r Cowan of 
Princeton was prob
ably the grea tes t of 

all tackles 

He was quite an impor t an t person af ter 
all. 

Well, Tim Bar ton was t h a t af ter
noon's hero for Pennsylvania . He had 
to be. We worlved ha rde r to help Tim 
be g r e a t t h a n we did to defeat our oppo
sition. We gave him interference t h a t 
would have br ightened the life of any 
coach. We gave him the bail whenever 
a touchdown was unavoidable. And all 
th is in terspersed frequent ly wi th long 
r ahs for Bar ton . 

We opened the second half (we played 
45-minute halves in those ea r thquak ing 
days) with a flying wedge, Tim car ry 
ing the ball . F r o m the opposit ion's 
safety man came the s ta r t led c r y : 

"Hero he comes again . Kill him. 
Kill the son of a mackerel ." 

Tim's fa ther , whose face had grown 
pink and whose eyes had taken on a 
high polish under the influence of his 
son's g r ea t work, arose. He snatched 
off his ta l l ha t and th rew i t into the 
mud. Our wedge swept down the 
sideline, pas t the old man , a full 50 
y a r d s . 

The safety man, in hot pursu i t , was 
still implor ing his t eammates to kill 
Tim Bar ton when Tim broke loose from 
the formation and went it alone wi th 
t h a t sangu ina ry safety man in full cry, 
four ya rds behind. And then the old 
man joined the race. 

Then we knew where Tim Bar ton had 
got his speed. The old man, runn ing 
like a spr in te r , joined the chase, waving 
his cane. He closed up on the howling 
safety man unt i l when Tim crossed the 
goal line he was only five ya rds as tern . 

The Secondary V 

Tim fell to ea r th . He had made an
other touchdown. On one side of h im 
stood the safety man. On the other side 
stood t he fa ther flourishing his cane. 

"Ki l l him, hey," he pan ted a t t he 
safety man . "Kil l him, hey. Well, you 
kill him and, by gosh, I'll kill you." 

And football had won over another 

m e m b e r of t h e op i ios i t i on . 
Defenses aga ins t wedges be

came common. Generally speak
ing these counter -a t tacks were 
as menacing to life and limb as 
t he mass offensives. But the 
point is t h a t auxi l iar ies to the 
V's and wedges had to be de
veloped. 

At Oberlin, in 1892,1 evolved 
a smaller , secondary V which 
was to form when the p r imary 
wedge was destroyed. We used 
it first aga ins t Wes te rn Re
serve Univers i ty and the divi
dends it paid were huge. W^ith 
F red Savage, for many years 
a m e m b e r of t h e N a t i o n a l 

PLUICS C o m m i t t e e , 

c a r r y i n g t h e b a l l 
t h i s s e c o n d a r y 
wedge had its pre-

, ., miere and Fred scur-

\* ' ried 55 y a r d s for a 
.score and something 
n e w h a d a p p e a r e d 
beneath the October 
sun. 

U n t i l t h a t y e a r 
the wedges s t a r t ed 
f r o m s t a n d s t i l l . 
N a t u r a l l y t h e i r 
c rush ing proper t ies 
w e r e f a r g r e a t e r 
t h a n t h e i r s p e e d . 
Speedy assaul t s up
on the wedge were 

lessening its menace and, apparen t ly , 
fetching its life to a close. And then 
Lorin DeLand came to its rescue by giv
ing i ts wings—the flying wedge. 

DeLand was a t H a r v a r d helping her 
to p repa re for the Yale invasion. Yale 's 
first glimpse of th i s new bru is ing ma
chine was had ear ly in the game. Two 
lines of H a r v a r d men, five in a line, fell 
back 20 ya rds along ei ther boundary of 
the field. Trafford of H a r v a r d was 
s tanding over the ball in the conven
tional position of a center man. 

Yale, scat tered over the field, ten 
ya rds away beheld th is interesting-
spectacle wi th something of the awe 
and apprehension tha t must have been 
Pennsylvania ' s when Hodges of Pr ince
ton had his celebrated b ra ins to rm. 

Blithely Trafford waved his a rm and 
the two lines of his t eammates s ta r ted 
runn ing tow'ard him in Indian files. By 
the t ime they had reached him thei r mo
mentum was terrific. Trafford scooped 
up the ball, thereby pu t t i ng it in play, 
stepped back between the two leading 
runne r s , the two lines ins tan t ly con
verging, and ran within this flying V 
with Yale men being hurled hi ther and 
yon like spray from the prow of a bat
t leship. He r a n 25 ya rds before the 
wedge got i ts 20 legs hopelessly tangled 
and collapsed. Now, one of the remark
able fea tures about the flying wedge 
was t h a t i ts inventor, DeLand, had 
never played football. 

But the momentum play was to be 
doomed. The human f rame was un
equal to it. Besides, a number of g rea t 
r unn ing and kicking p layers—bright 
individual s t a r s who needed no assaul t 
and ba t t e ry to assist them to fame— 
had appeared and were continuing to 
appea r—Camp, T e r r y and McClung of 
Yale, H e n r y L a m a r and Snake Ames of 
Pr inceton, for example . Speed, s t rong 
s t r a igh t - a rming , clever dodging and 
agile b ra ins had come to football, na tu 
ra l ly making stupid the exploits of the 
steam-roller tac t ic ians . 

Yet the mass play and assaul t and 
ba t t e ry tact ics continued for the av
erage college team. The average var
sity was an all-sub outfit by the end of 
the season. Surely few coaches have 
had a more impressive a r r a y of mass 
play casualt ies than I had a t Oberlin 
in 1893. Even such men as I was able 
to impress into service were bandaged 
almost beyond recognition. Football 
was a seriou.s occupation. A team 
played a t least twice a week and maybe 
more. I t used up men. 

One S a t u r d a y my Oberlin men over
came Alonzo S tagg ' s migh ty Chicago 
squad, 33 to 12, and were reduced to 
crutches , canes, spl ints and yards of 
plas ter thereby. On the following Mon
day we s taggered off the field a t Cham
paign, 111., the very groggy victors 
over Hal l ' s Univers i ty of Illinois team, 
34 to 24. 

Brave Days But Rough 

T h a t Monday night I had the cauli-
flowered ears of th ree of my war r io r s 
lanced. E igh t other members of my 
team were under the hands of surgeons 
al though none of them was seriously in
j u r e d — t h a t is, seriously for those days. 
Homeward bound, we took day coaches 
because we had to change t r a ins a t To
ledo a t midnight . The more exhausted 
of the players slept anyway—heavi ly , 
nervously. 

We dragged through the station gates 
a t Toledo, some with a r m s in sl ings, 
some on crutches . I don't th ink there 
was one of them t h a t did not have his 
head bandaged and his face court-plas
tered. And to lend an even deeper hue 
of gloom to the picture the team's 
manager was carr ied off the t ra in on a 
s t re tcher . His injur ies had, however, 
been acquired indoors. He had so lost 
control of himself t h a t he had eaten 
himself into a painful a t tack of acute 
indigestion. There was a considerable 
crowd at the stat ion for midnight, but 
they had not ga thered to cheer us. 

A mob closed in upon us clucking and 
m u r m u r i n g solicitude and pity. 

"Good heavens ," cried a woman s tand
ing near one of my total wrecks, "look 
fit this one. He mus t have been under
nea th . " 

"I was, madam," he groaned. "Every 
t ime, it seerns." 

A go-getter interne from a hospital 
came scur ry ing over to me. 

"All r i gh t , sir, all r igh t , " he cried. 
"The ambulances a re over this way." 

"See here ," I said a bit peevishly, 
"we did get bounced around a litt le bu t 
you people a re overdoing this . We can 
make it under our own s team." 

And about t h a t t ime newsboys ar
rived ca r ry ing still wa rm newspapers . 

"Heee yah , heee yah. Y e x t r a a a a . . . . 
All abouta wreck ona Clover Leaf, 
. . . Y a a a a a a a h . " 

So it is j u s t as well t h a t we did not 
accept the in terne ' s invitat ion. The 
ambulances were needed more by the 
survivors of the Clover Leaf wreck who 
arr ived in a few minutes . 

Brave days, those, but a trifle rough. 
T h a t was the era tha t we of an older 

generat ion of football love to think up
on, not perhaps tha t bet ter football was 
played but because of its g ian ts . Indi
vidual genius stood out more promi
nently then because the mass play was 
the cus tomary ground-gainer . 

But those days produced Gill, Heffel-
finger, Bu t t e rwor th , Thorne and Win
ter of Yale, Newell of H a r v a r d , Cowan 
of Princeton, Osgood of Cornell and 
Penn, Brooke of Penn, Bunker of the 
Army, Weeks of Columbia and Hubbard 
of Amhers t . There has never been a 
l ineman the superior of Hector Cowan. 
I have seen him plunge on for 10 and 
15 ya rds , the ball clamped to his r ibs 
and thi-ee and four earnes t young a th
letes s t rugg l ing to fetch him down. Oc
casionally he would fail—occasionally 
only—and then he would u t t e r his fav
orite oath, "Oh, s u g a r ! " I saw the man 
gain more t h a n 300 ya rds aga ins t Penn 
in 1889. 

Do you blame me, a coach, for gloat
ing over such memory? 

Keep Out of His Way 

Similarly I like occasionally to think 
of a lad named Willie Heston, who 
played for Yost a t Michigan in those 
s tupendous " H u r r y - u p " days a t Ann 
Arbor . I have had dreams of a t r io of 
backs—Heston, Thorpe and Grange . 
Think of t h a t a r r a y in your backfield. 
And a line wi th Glass and Brown of 
Yale, Bemus Pierce of Carlisle, Rine-
ha r t of Lafayet te , Glaze of D a r t m o u t h 
and Dewit t of Pr inceton in it. 

And of course Will iam Heffelfinger 
of Yale. He was six feet four. He 
weighed two hundred and one pounds. 

Once I said to a t e a m m a t e : 
"Lis ten, old man , we ' re going a t his 

side of the line th is t ime. Can ' t you 
somehow get th rough h im—jus t th is 
once?" 

"Get th rough h i m ! " wept the bat
tered war r io r . "Hell , man , I can ' t even 
get out of his way." 

I too have played aga ins t Heffelfin
ger. The black and blue bru ises his 
shoulders left upon me and the dents I 
had from his hips and knees have gone 
long since but the memory of them will 
be with me a lways . As an interfering-
gua rd the game has never seen his 
equal. One learned much watch ing Heff. 
One learned (Continued on page 5!l) 

Firs t of the mass plays—the V. The ball passes t o a man within. 
Then the ponderous t rampl ing began. Heads up ! 
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THE scene is a Moirie House fright
fully wide ivith millions and mil
lions of people inside. It's gar

nished with stiipcs, and it's studded 
tvith stars; a Paul Whiteman concert 
plaijs music from Mars and the man
agement smites while the patrons 
tlirong in to see the Big Thriller "They 
Cannot Doth Win." 

CHORUS OP USHERS 

Diplomacy's our doxy. 
At etiquette we're foxy, 
We've all been trained by Roxy 

For this cam-paign. 
We censor each oration 
And can vituperation— 

And if you can't refrain, 
BAM-BAM 

Git off the train: 

(The Usiiers dajice a step or two 
lohen at the door appear on View an 
Elephant with swinging snoot, a Don
key in a Palm Beach suit. The Ushers 
come to a salute.) 

DONK AND G o P 

We ai'e not really truly''beasts, 
Though quaintly we resembl' 'em. 

One is the Donk and one's the Gop 
And each a Party Emblem. 

USHER 

Oh welcome, Brute of G. O. P. 
And Mammal of Democracee! 

(They jjry their ivay through well-
packed lows. The mighty Gop tvalks on 
the toes of one poor Indiana Rep who, 
loving Watson, lost his pep. What mat
ters it? He's out of step. Beside his 
huge and hated Chum the Donkey sits 
and cheios his gum. The air is full of 
sparks and pins. The lights go out. 
The Show begins.) 

PROLOGUE (Loud Speaker, a terrible 
squeaker): 
This Melodrama which we demonstrate 
Differs from any other up to date 
In that it has Two Heroes persecuted 
By Two big Villains, equally well suited. 
And in this Talkie, novel to the arts, 
The Villains double for the Hero parts. 
So One is playing dirty half the time. 
The other Half is perfectly sublime. . . . 

(A silver sheen shows on the Screen. 
But look! The Talking Movie has be
gun. They Can't Both Win. We esk 
you, pick the One!) 

(First scene displays the Stanford 
Bowl with lots and lots of people packed. 
H. Hoover, blushing like a rose and by 
a mile of Bunting backed, faces with 
sinews like a bouncer the Big Republi
can Announcer.) 

Sonffs for the Stump 
T H E TALKING MOVIES 

By Wallace 
Irwin 

BIG REPUBLICAN ANNOUNCER 

I've come, sir, with news, sir— 
It's sudden, I confess— 

H. HOOVER 

What iz/;it? Your visit 
Puzzles me none the less. 

BIG REPUBLICAN ANNOUNCER 

You see, sir—well. We, sir— 
I mean the Boys and I, 

We sort of thought you really ought 
To give the game a try. 

They've sent me here with this ideer; 
To break the News so fated. 

I'll come through clean, be blunt, 1 
mean — 

Bert, you've been nominated! 

(IVie Stanford yell begins to swell, 
the Cardinal to ivave. "We thought he 
would! We knew he could!" shrills 
forth from mayiy a brave. But Herbert 
stands with folded hands and looks 
amazement-swept. "You should have 
told me this before," lie says. "But I 
accept.") 

(Slow fade-out and wild applause, save 

for the Donkey's gruff hee-haws. He 
doesn't like the scene. "You wait till 
Al comes on," says he, "then we shall 
see what we shall see." All eyes are 
on the Screen.) 

(Close-up of Alfred looking wise at 
Sevoal Distinguished Guys.) 

DISTINGUISHED GUYS (chanting): 

Alfred Emanuel Smith, 
Champion of an Undivided South— 

(Thunder and lightning from the 
direction of Dallas.) 

Reincarnation of Thomas Jefferson, 
Replica of Abraham Lincoln— 

(SOLID DEMOCRAT: "Hey? What's 
yer Party?") 

Alfred Emanuel Smith, we are here 
today to— 

ALFRED EMANUEL SMITH 

Baloney, baloney! Cut out the old 
phoney 

Patrick's Day eulogy stuff. 
I know why you've came. Sure, go on, 

use my name 
To give the Big Ticket a puff. 

lUusnaled hii 
C. H. Sykes 

You wise-cracking guys thought you'd 
ring a surprise— 

Huh, I heard of it way back in June. 
Bill, see what the Boys in the Back 

Room will have— 
Now, Bandmaster, strike up a tune. 

COLD-WATER CHORUS (from Ashe-
ville, N. C, singing Al Moody's best 
Rum-Chasing Glee.) 

North vote, South vote, 
All around the map. 

While Dixie's scared of the nigger Cal
ifornia dreads the Jap. 

Raskob pulls the money, 
Alfred pulls the cork— 

You cannot run the Southland 
FROM 

The Sidewalks of New York. 

(Doivn in the Audience the Gop gig
gles as though he couldn't stop. The 
Donk, appearing very glum, plants a 
large horseshoe in his turn and honlcs, 
"Shut up, you G. O. P. That ain't a 
funny song to me.") 

(Now on the Screen the Candidate 
makes his Acceptance Speech—it's great. 
So full of this and full of that and al
most always Democrat. In language 
guardedly emphatic it fills the radios 
With Static, Al's stately maxim to re
peat, "Huh. Hoover won't be hard to 
Beat.") 

(The Ringling Brothers next come in, 
leading their animals in dozens. Come 
hippos fat and dik-diks thin and zebra.s 
—they're the Donkey's cousins. Come 
reindeer tame and chimpanzees, come 
Kangaroos tvith agile knees and Tiuenty 
Educated Fleas.) 

RINGLING BROTHERS 

We know you're fond of animals; 
You photograph so well. 

One arm around a Pet giraffe. 
One Fondling a gazelle. 

A. EMANUEL SMITH 

My zoologic mood may win 
An ultimate election— 

It never fails to get me in 
The Rotogravure Section. 

(Novj William H. DeMille arrives 
toith cameras a scad. Al wears his 
Photographic Grin and looks extremely 
glad. A Polar Bear is on his knee, a 
Wombat on his arm. And now the Tiger 
Tamman-ee, not meaning any harm, 
sneaks up. The Candidate cries, "Scat! 
I luon't be photographed with That!") 

T H E TIGER 

Gully! Wunst he usta lumniee. 
Wotta woil! I'm gitten gummy. 

(Continued on page 5S) 
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