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Time Tunnel
By Archie Prescott

The clouds of time begin to part as we descend from the end of the tunnel, and
we find ourselves standing at the base of a rather imposing hill. Looking
around we see crowds of people walking along the paths that head up the side
of the hill toward the top and what's obviously a football stadium.

Under a darkening sky we hurriedly walk up the path and head for one of the
ticket windows. The guy ahead of me in line is reading a newspaper, so I look
over his shoulder and see why we're here. The mighty Carlisle Indians, led by
Jim Thorpe, are here to do battle with an outstanding Georgetown team. We're
in Washington D.C. on October 14, 1911.

After we find a seat in the little hilltop stadium
we look around and everywhere we see the brilliant
yellow and crimson banners of the Carlisle fans,
along with the blue and gray streamers of the
Georgetown followers. Looking down at the sidelines
we see the black-sweatered squad of Indian football
players limbering up, and at once our eyes seek out
and find the legendary Jim Thorpe standing at the
side talking with Coach Glenn "Pop" Warner. It looks
like a hundred photos we've seen of the pair in
various old books.

Carlisle kicks off to start the game and the Indian
defense immediately holds Georgetown and forces a
punt. Thorpe takes the kick and runs it back 15 yards
to the 41-yard line of the Blue and Gray. The Indians
then sustain a twelve-play power-running attack that
ends up with Wheelock plunging in for the TD to give
Carlisle a quick 5-0 lead. The game settles into a
rough, bruising battle for the rest of the first
period.

Early in the second quarter Carlisle has the ball in its own territory when
suddenly Thorpe sweeps around end and breaks into an open field. No one has a
shot at the great Indian except Georgetown's Harry Costello. Thorpe nearly
sprints by, but Costello saves the touchdown with a brilliant open-field tackle
after a gain of 45 yards. A few plays later and Possum Powell hurtles in for
the TD and Thorpe's PAT makes it 11-0.

The Indiana are unable to move on their next possession, so Thorpe drops back
at his 20 to punt. Greer of Georgetown breaks through and blocks the kick. The
ball bounds wildly back toward the Carlisle goal line and finally Hart scoops
it up and dashes into the endzone for the TD that sets off a deafening pande-
monium of cheers from the Georgetown fans. It's 11-5. NOW very late in the
first half the effects of the terrific pounding being administered by Carlisle
is becoming evident in the play of Georgetown. Backed up deep in his own end,
Fury gets off a short punt that Arcasa runs back to the Georgetown 15-yard
line. On the first play Thorpe sweeps around end for 10 yards, and then Powell
barrells into the endzone on the next play to give Carlisle a 17-5 halftime
lead.

As the second half begins the Indians continue to stun the Georgetown defense
with reverses, end sweeps and double laterals. With four minutes gone Newashe
plunges in for the TD and Carlisle's lead is up to 22-5.
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Late in the third quarter Carlisle again starts in good field position after
a punt return by Wheelock. A short drive ends with Powell sweeping in for his
third touchdown of the day and the lead is up to 28-5. The two teams battle
back and forth in the fourth quarter,
more times,

and while Carlisle threatens a couple
there is no more scoring. In this final period Thorpe goes around

end on one of his typical sweeps, levels a Georgetown tackler with a vicious
stiff arm, and dashes for a 20-yard gain before he is finally dragged down.
With darkness settling over the field the game comes to an end with the Redmen
of Carlisle having posted a convincing 28-5 win over an outstanding George-
town team. It's obvious that we have just seen one of the great teams of
college football his tory.

After the game I make my way down onto the field and stand over behind a
corner of the endzone to get a close look at the legendary Thorpe, who is still
surrounded by well-wishers long after the game has ended. The great Indian
stood head and shoulders over everyone else on the field today with his power-
ful running and great punting. Looking at the smiling Thorpe, clad in his
black sweater, I think of how in less than a year's time he will be proclaimed
the world's greatest athlete for his winning of the Decathlon and Pentathlon
events at the 1912 Olympic games.

But it's hard not to feel bitter about how this great athlete will suffer so
much in his later years, his Olympic honors taken away from him and living in
poverty. No one will totally appreciate him until it's too late. Sometimes I
wish life could be confined to a football field. I take a last look at pro-
bably the greatest player who ever lived as I pull up my collar against the
cold wind. We turn and head back up the tunnel.
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