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For Scarlett, Mary, Cheyne, and Brad. For everyone I’ve had the pleasure of sharing a football Saturday with, and for all the “cotton-pickin’ maize-and-blue hearts” across the world and across time.


Introduction

In the summer of 1989 I was eight years old, and my father, Steve, who was covering Michigan football for the Detroit Free Press at the time, took me and my younger brother, Brad, to the offices of the athletic department on State Street in Ann Arbor. He was there to talk to Bo Schembechler for a story he was working on that day, and he sat us down in the sweltering lobby of the building and gave me a dollar to buy candy from the vending machine while we waited. Brad and I went over to the vending machine and grabbed two packages of Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups. The only problem was that they’d been baking in that sauna of a lobby for who knows how long and were completely melted. But when has that ever stopped a kid from eating chocolate? Just as I’m shoving the last clump of melted chocolate goo into my mouth, the door swings open, and standing in the doorway is Bo. And in his Bo voice, he shouts out, “Come on in here, boys, I wanna show you guys something!” Now I’d been to a few games at this point, and I certainly knew who Bo Schembechler was, but I’d never met him before. I’d only seen him from a distance, and I was completely awestruck. As I made my way toward the entrance of his office, it felt like I was being moved there on a conveyor belt. It was the first time in my life that I can remember feeling an overwhelming sense that I was in the presence of greatness. When I got inside his office, he reached out his hand and said, “Hello son, I’m Bo Schembechler, nice to meet you.” It was at that moment that I suddenly realized that my hands were completely covered in chocolate. But what was I gonna do… not shake the hand of this great man? So I stuck out the sorriest excuse of a dead-fish handshake, and Bo says, “That’s no way to shake a man’s hand! You gotta look him in the eye and give him a nice, firm shake!” I’m thirty-six years old now, and I’ve tried to honor Bo’s advice with each handshake I’ve given since then. We had a blast with him that day. He told us stories and let us hold a bunch of trophies (that we probably got chocolate all over). He asked us what year we were going to graduate from high school and asked if we were going to come play football at Michigan. He was so kind and gracious and really made us feel like we were his friends. It truly was one of the best days of my childhood.

When I think about it, so many of the best days of my life have had Michigan football and Michigan athletics at the center of them. I think back to watching Michigan away games in our living room with my mother, Mary, Brad, and our older brother, Cheyne. We’d jump up and down and scream at the TV. My mom would order pizza at halftime, and afterward, we’d go play pickup football with the other boys in the neighborhood. I remember going to the home games with my brothers and our friends and collecting bottles and cans from the tailgates and cashing them in for money to buy tickets to the game. I recall the whole family going to the ’92 Rose Bowl game and saying a prayer at halftime that if Michigan could just win the game, I’d never ask for anything again (Washington beat them, 34–14). I was in Michigan Stadium when Colorado threw the Hail Mary pass in ’94, but I was also there to storm the field after the ’97 win over Ohio State. Brad and I jumped up and down and hugged and yelled. We slapped the shoulder pads of the players and hugged Michigan fans we didn’t even know. Then to witness them hoist the Rose Bowl trophy and win a national championship that same season was an absolutely perfect day.

I had the pleasure of interviewing the longtime voice of Michigan football, Jim Brandstatter, for this book. And when I asked him what the Michigan tradition means to him, he replied, “Oh, wow. To me, it’s like a security blanket. When there’s trouble in the world, when there are questions and uncertainty, you know there will be a certainty about Michigan football. That it will be solid and good, and the players will be good, and the uniforms won’t change, and you’re going to be proud of the product they put on the field. That’s what the tradition means to me. It means that guys who played all the way back in the heydays of the Tom Harmons and the Willie Hestons and Fielding H. Yosts, if they were transported in time to the stadium and they looked down and watched them run out of the tunnel to play the game, they would all take pride in wearing their letter jackets, standing on the sideline, they’d say, ‘I was a part of that.’ That’s what the Michigan tradition is to me. It’s security, a safe haven, and when things are in flux, there’s one thing you know you can count on. And it’s the winged helmet and Michigan football.”

Think of how lucky we all are to be a part of this family, this “TEAM,” this “Michigan of ours.”

Over the years, the Michigan football program has produced innumerable boyhood heroes and coaches I’ve deeply admired as an adult. But there’s no one I admire more, and no one who’s a bigger hero to me, than my father, Steve. Working on this book with him will be something I will cherish forever. I hope that the reader enjoys the stories as much as we’ve enjoyed telling them. GO BLUE!!

Derek Kornacki


Foreword

If you want to understand the mark of a great coach regardless of what sport or era in which they coached in, simply ask the players who were fortunate enough to play for them. There are those coaches who were able to achieve both wins and championships without losing their true mission in life. Glenn E. “Bo” Schembechler accomplished that, and so many of those he coached are today doing their very best to pass that on to the next generations. Just ask Dr. William L. Taylor Jr.

Billy Taylor was blessed with a great amount of talent and ability that went far beyond breaking tackles and scoring touchdowns, but when you are a young freshman at the University of Michigan, you can’t be sure what you can achieve. Bo Schembechler changed all that when he arrived in Ann Arbor in the winter of 1969 in what began a friendship that was forged in stone until his death in 2006.

Bo demanded more than anyone Taylor had ever seen or been around, and it focused on true accountability out of yourself and your team. He held his players to a standard of behavior that had little forgiveness, and that was forged into greatness. The wins and championships quickly arrived, and true momentum was built in those early days. Those lessons taught what it means to be resilient against all adversity, and there was never really a time that anyone in the program didn’t believe in themselves or their teammates.

All that changed for Billy during that fateful season of 1971, when an All-American career came crashing down amidst personal tragedy that would have destroyed most of us—the death of his mother, who was the center of his life, quickly followed by his favorite uncle who murdered his wife and then committed suicide. And as if that wasn’t enough, Billy’s girlfriend was murdered in Detroit, where all these events happened in just nine short months. An injury-shortened NFL career was the beginning of battles with addiction and depression that spanned years and decades. It led to divorce, homelessness, and even the worst condition of all, loss of hope.
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Billy Taylor receives the 1971 Michigan football MVP award from coach Bo Schembechler, his mentor for life, as co-captain Frank Gusich looks on.

Courtesy of Bentley Historical Library, University of Michigan.

The prevailing opinion about college coaches is that when a young man signs his letter of intent to go play for a school it is for the next four or five years, and then it is done. That was far from the truth when it came to Bo. The letter of intent in his mind was a lifetime contract that will never end. It was Bo who continued to help and counsel Billy to deliver him from despair to the heights of success, simply because he would never give up on any of his players. He was there when they needed him, anytime, anywhere.

Fittingly, today Dr. Taylor is fulfilling lifetime contracts much like Bo did in the form of his “Get Back Up” program that coaches and counsels those facing the same struggles he did. If you were to ask Billy today if he found his mission in life, he would say “Absolutely!” and a lot of it is because of Coach Bo.

This is only one example of the thousands that are out there today that continue to serve in the same way that their old coach did. And you can be sure that Coach is smiling down from heaven because of it. How do I know this? Just ask them!

Many of Bo’s players—Rick Leach, Rob Lytle, Anthony Carter, Jim Harbaugh, and Desmond Howard—are among those featured in Miracle Moments in Michigan Wolverines Football History, along with an in-depth look at the 1969 upset of Ohio State and the memorable touchdown pass from John Wangler to A.C. that beat Indiana on the final play in 1979. Longtime Wolverines beat writer Steve Kornacki and his son, Derek, will take you from Fielding H. Yost and the writing of “The Victors” to the present.

Enjoy!

Go Blue! Those Who Stay Will Be Champions!

Glenn E. “Shemy” Schembechler III

Glenn Edward “Shemy” Schembechler III has been a scout for the Washington Redskins, Kansas City Chiefs, Seattle Seahawks, and Chicago Bears. He also was the assistant recruiting coordinator at the University of Michigan. He has worked with renowned coaches such as Joe Gibbs, Marty Schottenheimer, Gary Moeller, Lloyd Carr, and his father, Michigan Hall of Fame coach Bo Schembechler. Shemy now heads GES Advisory Company, which scouts and works to place high school football recruits with schools from NAIA to Division I. He lives in Columbus, Ohio, with his wife, Megan, and their son, Glenn Edward “Bo” Schembechler IV.
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Michigan Teaches Notre Dame How to Play Football in 1887

It is more than fitting that the first intercollegiate football game that Notre Dame ever played in its storied history was against the University of Michigan. That 130 years later the only program that has a better win total than the Fighting Irish is the very program that taught them the early rules of the burgeoning sport.

In the fall of 1887, two Michigan students who had previously attended Notre Dame named George W. DeHaven and William W. Harless wrote to their friend and former mentor, Brother Paul (who is credited with founding modern athletics at Notre Dame) and asked if he’d be interested in assembling a team to participate in one or two very informal games. At the time, the sport was more or less an intramural activity at Notre Dame and the rules by which the game was played varied from school to school and region to region. Michigan was considered to be the leading practitioners of the “rugby football” style of the sport in the region at that time, and they offered to teach Brother Paul and his students the rules by which they played the game. Brother Paul accepted, and on the damp, chilly morning of November 23, 1887, the University of Michigan football team arrived in South Bend for the very first time.

According to an account from Arthur J. Hope’s book, Notre Dame: One Hundred Years, the visiting team, “After spending a few hours taking in the surroundings, donned their uniforms of spotless white and appeared upon the senior campus.” The squads were divided into teams of half Michigan players and half Notre Dame players so that the Michigan players could properly teach the rules of the rugby football style to their inexperienced challengers. After a short scrimmage, the Notre Dame players felt like they had the hang of it, and the two teams took to their respective sidelines with their classmates. They played what was then called an “inning,” with Michigan coming out on top, 8–0.

The two teams joined together for a postgame lunch at noon, after which the Michigan team was given an extremely warm send-off as they boarded their carriage for the Niles train station, just across the Indiana-Michigan border.

The Michigan football team continued on to Chicago to play a scheduled game the next day, but an indelible impression had been left on the student body at Notre Dame. Days later, the Notre Dame student newspaper, The Scholastic, reported that “the game had started an enthusiastic football boom.” One that has grown beyond anything anyone in attendance 130 years ago could have even imagined. One that has spawned one of the sport’s greatest programs and one of its most enduring, respectful and fierce rivalries.


Elbel Writes ‘The Victors’ After Inspirational Win in 1898

It is widely considered that the two most stirring and recognizable fight songs in all of college football are Notre Dame’s “The Victory March” and Michigan’s “The Victors.” And in a long list of similarities and ironies that the two historic programs share is the little-known fact that Louis Elbel, the twenty-one-year-old music student who penned “The Victors,” was born and raised in South Bend, Indiana.

Very little is known about what brought Elbel to attend the University of Michigan (other than those reasons that are obvious to anyone who’s spent time on the campus and in Ann Arbor), but a good deal is known about what brought him to Chicago, Illinois, on Thanksgiving Day of 1898.

Michigan was to play the legendary coach Amos Alonzo Stagg and his powerhouse University of Chicago Maroons for the Western Conference (the predecessor of the Big Ten conference) championship.

A crowd of 12,000 spectators gathered that day to take in the game. It’s estimated that roughly 1,000 or so of them were Michigan fans who’d traveled by train, Elbel among them. Michigan jumped out to an early lead over the favored Maroons on a Charles Widman touchdown, and the following Neil Snow extra point made the score 6–0. Toward the end of the first half, Chicago kicked a 30-yard field goal (which was worth five points at that time), making the score 6–5 at the half. In the second half, Widman scored his second touchdown of the day. He broke loose on a delayed, lateral pass play (somewhat rare at the time) and rumbled 65 yards for the score. The run sent everyone from Ann Arbor who witnessed it into a frenzy and maintained a cherished place in the memories of all Michigan football fans of the era. When asked to recall the play by the Chicago Daily Tribune, Widman stated, “The play was a revolving wedge on Chicago’s left tackle. Their end and tackle had been drawn in by our men, and when the ball was given to me on a delayed pass I had a clear field, except for the Chicago backs. I ran as fast as I could diagonally across the field, realizing that I was hotly pursued.” Snow added the extra point, making the score 12–5. Michigan was in the driver’s seat until Chicago added a late touchdown and extra point of their own, bringing the Maroons to within one point, 12–11. The maize and blue forced Chicago to punt on their final possession, and when Michigan had ticked the final seconds off the clock, they were champions of the Western Conference for the first time in school history.

After the game had ended, the thousand-plus Michigan fans in attendance formed a line behind the student band and paraded through the University of Chicago campus and onto the streets of Chicago, singing songs and cheers well into the night.

Of that night, Elbel would recall years later, “We were crazed with joy. We paraded in the dark. We yelled and followed our UofM band, singing to the tune of ‘Hot Time in the Old Town.’ It struck me quite suddenly that such an epic should be dignified by something more elevating, for this was no ordinary victory. My spirits were so uplifted that I was clear off the earth, and that is when ‘The Victors’ was inspired. I put in a lot of ‘hails’ and I knew the fellows would get them in with the proper emphasis. Through them, the title suggested itself, and I dedicated it to the Michigan team of 1898.”

Days after the famous victory over Chicago, Elbel, with a full heart, sat down and wrote these words:


“Hail to the victors valiant!

Hail to the conq’ring heroes!

Hail! Hail to Michigan

The leaders and best!

Hail to the victors valiant!

Hail to the conq’ring heroes!

Hail! Hail to Michigan

The champions of the west!”



“The Victors” was published in early 1899 and first played to the public on April 5 of the same year at an on-campus musical by a student orchestra conducted by Elbel himself. The song received such praise that an encore performance was requested by both students and faculty. Three days later, an orchestra lead by none other than John Philip Sousa (one of the most notable composers of the time) played the song before an audience in Ann Arbor. Sousa would go on to say years later that “The Victors” was “one of the nation’s finest military marches and the best original college song” he had ever heard.

The song would also go on to serve as a morale booster in the First World War, being played by both the French and German military bands and serving as the song of the 125th Infantry of Michigan as they marched into captured Germany in 1918.

Elbel himself would go on to Germany (fortunately before WWI broke out) after graduating from Michigan to study classical piano. He later toured with several orchestras in both Europe and the United States. He ultimately decided that after a few years of touring he’d like to go back home to South Bend and work in his family’s music store. Right around the time that he would have arrived back in South Bend, there were two brothers by the names of Michael and John Shea who were attending school at Notre Dame. Shortly after finishing their undergraduate degrees in 1904 and 1906, respectively, the brothers traveled to Ann Arbor to see their beloved Notre Dame take on Michigan at Ferry Field in the 1908 matchup. Michigan won the game by a score of 12–6. After hearing “The Victors” played for what had to feel like hundreds of times to them that day, they decided that Notre Dame needed a fight song of its own, and shortly thereafter, the Shea brothers had completed what would come to be known as “The Victory March,” further intertwining the school’s football traditions and giving the sport its two finest fight songs.

Louis Elbel would spend the rest of his days living and working in South Bend, but he would faithfully return every year for the homecoming game until his death in 1959. He came back to lead the band of young students in the song that he wrote, that was born out of a burning elation and adoration, on a cold night, all those years earlier in Chicago, in his youth.
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Louis Elbel leads the Michigan Marching Band in his “The Victors”, arguably the top college fight song ever written, at Michigan Stadium in 1955.

Courtesy of Bentley Historical Library, University of Michigan.


The Story Behind the Little Brown Jug

The college football landscape is littered with “rivalry trophies.” There are some such as The Golden Boot (Arkansas vs. LSU) and The Stanford Axe (Cal vs. Stanford) that most devout fans of the sport would at least be somewhat familiar with. Then you’ve got your Milk Can (Boise State vs. Fresno State) and your War on I-4 Trophy (UCF vs. South Florida), which are all well and good. They’re trophies manufactured to give some physically tangible meaning to a game. Then there are the ones that happen organically—the ones that make a program and its entire fan base sick to their stomachs if they aren’t sitting in their trophy case. And the most enduring and best known of these trophies is, of course, The Little Brown Jug.

The Wolverines had won 29 straight games when they headed to Minnesota in 1903 to take on the 10–0 Golden Gophers in one of the biggest games to be played in the early years of college football. Now I’m not sure if the entire reason for the jug even being purchased speaks more to the suspicious mind of Fielding H. Yost, or if it speaks more to the state of college football at the time, but the story goes that Yost had a team manager buy the jug at a variety store in Minneapolis in fear of the Gophers providing his team with contaminated drinking water for the game. Whatever the reason, the jug was left behind after a 6–6 tie as Michigan rushed to make a train to Chicago. I’m sure that the Wolverines departed Minneapolis angrily after the game being called early on account of the fans rushing the field after Minnesota tied the game with two minutes remaining. The jug was probably the last thing on any Wolverine’s mind at that point.

The next morning after the game, the jug was discovered by the Minnesota equipment manager, Oscar Munson. He then brought the jug to the office of the then athletic director, L. J. Cooke. The Minnesota football team was probably more than a little insulted that Yost did not trust them to provide the Michigan team with clean drinking water, so Munson and Cooke decided to give the jug a little makeover. They painted ‘Michigan Jug—Captured by Oscar, October 31, 1903’ on one side, and then painted ‘Minnesota 6—Michigan 6’ on the other (making the Minnesota “6” significantly larger). Then they proceeded to have the jug suspended from the ceiling of Cooke’s office, where it hung until the teams met again in 1909.

It’s not exactly clear what happened when Yost expressed his desire to have the jug returned to Ann Arbor, but the most likely scenario is that Yost’s request was met with Cooke telling him that if he wanted it back he’d have to come play them for it. And in 1909, that’s just what Yost and his Wolverines did, with Michigan winning the game, 15–6. Yost made damn sure that he didn’t leave the jug behind this time, and with the jug back securely in Ann Arbor, the rivalry was born. The Wolverines won again in 1910, and because of Michigan’s withdrawal from the Western Conference, the rivalry game was not played again until 1919.

In 1931, the jug was stolen from the Michigan Athletic Administration Building, and two months later a car carrying four goggled men dropped a jug off at an Ann Arbor gas station. The public was skeptical of the jug’s authenticity, but Yost claimed it to be the real deal. Two years later, another jug appeared in some bushes next to the medical building on campus, and upon close inspection, Yost deemed this jug to be the original, and it’s the one that has been in the possession of either the Michigan or Minnesota equipment manager ever since. However, the Michigan equipment manager is far more familiar with the trophy, seeing as Michigan holds a 55–12 lead in the rivalry series, including 39 of the last 43.
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(Left to Right) Michigan athletic director Fielding H. Yost, assistant coach Wally Weber, assistant coach Bennie Oosterbaan, assistant coach Jack Blott, assistant coach Franklin Cappon, and head coach Harry Kipke pose in 1931 with the Little Brown Jug and a copy made of it because the original had disappeared.

Courtesy of Bentley Historical Library, University of Michigan.

The rivalry may be tilted heavily in Michigan’s favor, but the game and the Little Brown Jug still endure as one of college football’s most beloved institutions. It beautifully represents the love of tradition that all college football fans hold so dear. Long may it live.


Coach Fielding H. Yost

According to legend, sometime between 1897 and 1901, Fielding H. Yost was in Columbus, Ohio, being interviewed by members of a board tasked with finding the next Ohio State head football coach. At some point during the interview, Yost decided to challenge the board members to a push-up contest and as a result is asked to leave the meeting. Now there’s no record of this occurring, and there’s no one alive who could corroborate the details as they happened. No one really knows who first told the story, but what we do know about Yost, the tale is entirely plausible. In fact, it would not be surprising if the origins reach directly back to Yost himself. He was a brash, intense, high-energy braggart who met every challenge and endeavor with enthusiasm, and when he entered a room, he owned it. He was a cigar-smoking, teetotaling, devout Christian who loved to spin a yarn and loved to be surrounded by people.

Yost was born on April 30, 1871, on a farm in Fairview, West Virginia. The land had been in his family since 1825. His father was a veteran of the Civil War on the Confederate side, and this unfortunately colored certain aspects of his worldview.

After high school, Yost attended Fairmont Normal School in Fairmont, West Virginia, where he studied to be a teacher. After one year at Fairmont, he decided to transfer to Ohio Normal School (now Northern Ohio University) in large part because they offered sports. After receiving his teaching certificate, he decided not to pursue teaching, opting to attend law school instead. In the fall of 1895, Yost enrolled in the law school at West Virginia University. It was there that he would play his college football (it was common for graduate students to compete in athletics in those days because there were no rules on eligibility), and at 6-foot, 200 pounds, was a formidable left tackle.

It’s clear that by the time he left law school at West Virginia in 1896, Yost had a very firm grasp on the finer points of the game of football. This was illustrated in his first season as a head coach the following year at Ohio Wesleyan University, where his varsity football team went 7–1–1, tying the University of Michigan and beating Ohio State.

In the early years of organized college football, it was rare that a coach stayed at one school for more than a few years. They were often contracted only one year at a time, and they would show up at the start of the fall semester and leave once it had ended—usually off to a new destination. Their pay was modest, and it was something that most coaches only did for a few years between earning their college degrees and starting careers. So, in keeping in line with the practices of the time, Yost was off to the University of Nebraska for the 1898 season, where his team went 8–3. Then it was one state south for the 1899 season, where his University of Kansas team went 10–0, outscoring opponents 280–37.
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Fielding H. Yost, who brought greatness to the Michigan program, poses on campus at the Waterman Gym during his first season as head coach, 1901.

Ralph Russell Tinkham Papers

Courtesy of Bentley Historical Library, University of Michigan.

In the fall of 1900, Yost arrived in Palo Alto, California, where he led Stanford to a 7–2–1 season. Yost had plans to stay in Palo Alto for another year, until the board at Stanford foolishly enacted a rule that barred any non-alumnus from holding a coaching position. Just think how differently the entire landscape of college football might look currently without that decision.

So, in 1901, what was Stanford’s loss became Michigan’s gain. It also didn’t hurt that Michigan offered him a salary of $2,300, which was only $200 less than what a full professor made at the time, and he only had to be on campus for half the school year. He ended up being worth every penny and then some.

The 1901 Michigan football team would go undefeated in 11 games and outscored opposing teams by the unimaginable total of 550–0, culminating in a 49–0 drubbing of the Stanford team he had coached the year before, in the first-ever Rose Bowl (it was also the very first bowl game ever played).

Things continued like this for the next three years in Ann Arbor, seeing Yost’s “Point-a-Minute” teams (as they came to be known) racking up an unthinkable 56 consecutive games without a loss, and in his first five seasons at Michigan, his teams outscored their opponents 2,821 to 42.

It was also during his early years at Michigan that Yost would basically invent the concept of recruiting for the purpose of athletics, the first example being Willie Heston, a player he met while coaching at Stanford. Heston was a star running back at San Jose State Normal School (now San Jose State), and they were playing a rematch game from a tie earlier in the season with Chico State Normal School. San Jose State decided to hire Yost as the coach for that game and the two weeks leading up to it, which apparently didn’t conflict with Yost’s contractual duties at Stanford. In that time he became aware of Heston’s immense talent as a runner, and the two of them struck up a friendship. The next season, Yost convinced Heston to enroll in graduate school at Michigan and play football for him. Heston ended up being the cornerstone of the “Point-a-Minute” teams and is regarded as one of the first truly great players. He scored 72 career touchdowns, rushed for 170 yards in that very first Rose Bowl, and became the first Wolverine two-time All-American in 1903 and 1904.

Michigan went 43–0–1 from 1901 to 1904, winning four national championships. None of the rest of Yost’s teams would quite live up to those first four teams. How could they? But there were still some monumental teams and moments in the other 21 seasons he spent at the helm in Ann Arbor. They won national championships in both 1918 and 1923, and the 1925 team featured passing standout Benny Friedman and his favorite target, the legendary Bennie Oosterbaan. Yost had not coached in 1924 when he hired assistant George Little as head coach. But when Little took the University of Wisconsin athletic directorship and football coaching position in 1925, Yost returned to coach the Wolverines. He decided to hang up his coaching spurs after the 1926 season.

In 1921, Yost assumed the role of athletic director at Michigan and revolutionized college athletics as surely as he had football. He started by convincing the Board of Regents and donors to construct intramural sports facilities for all students at the university to have access to. He’d follow those efforts with constructing a new field house for the basketball and hockey teams (completed in ’23), which was, of course, named after himself, and then it was on to his crowning achievement as AD, the construction of Michigan Stadium. Completed in 1927, it was (and still is) the largest sporting venue in the Western Hemisphere. It was built with the foresight that colligate athletics shouldn’t be just for students and alums, but also for the surrounding communities. And was he ever right. The money generated by the revenue from football games allowed for the creation of other sports programs within the university. In essence, he’d created the earliest example of what would now be considered a modern university athletic department. Upon his retirement in 1940, he would name his then football coach, Fritz Crisler, a man who understood Yost’s vision of collegiate modernity completely, as his successor. From 1921 to 1968, under the care and guidance of those two men, the blueprints for how an athletic department is to operate were drawn.
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