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  For my mother, Joanie, the best damned quarterback. Ever.

  —SG

  To my husband, Mike, now I wish I knew you when—and to my children, Michael, Camille, and Francesca, may you all have a game of your life.

  And finally, to my mom . . . just because.

  —LBL


  AUTHORS’ NOTES
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  To suggest that there have been many standout performances within the storied football history at The Ohio State University is a grave understatement. That’s what this book is about, though, and thank you for buying it, because that makes my mom, somewhere high above, proud of me. . . even if I didn’t become a doctor.

  Maybe these phenomenal feats have lulled us all into great expectations when considering OSU football. We sit in Ohio Stadium—or we watch on television—really believing that this game is the one where a particular player will write or rewrite history. We do that because we are passionate about many things on Saturdays in the fall, and because we all believe we are lay experts on the Scarlet and Gray. Therefore, we not only are empowered to make such bold proclamations, but we actually believe the statements we make.

  Really, what we’re doing is issuing opinions, nothing more, and nothing less. We don’t coach—well, at least not on the field or from the press box. We certainly don’t play—although we offer utterances like, “I could’ve run through that hole. . . .” and equally dim-witted observations. No, we predict. We study matchups: this wide receiver versus that cornerback, this fullback versus that linebacker, and so on. We’re sure we have it down—so much so, in fact, that when we open our mouths and let the words of wisdom drip, we expect everyone around us to stand, if not salute, in reverence of our awesome expertise.

  And so to those among us who suggest, “Why don’t you get a life?” and offer that there is more to our mortal existence than six or seven home games a year and, cash permitting, a few road trips and a bowl game—we offer this quintessential retort:

  “Oh, yeah?”

  You’re probably wondering where this is leading. Be still—our book, our rules.

  Back in 1972, on a gray September afternoon (sorry, Grantland Rice), I sat in Ohio Stadium with my dad, a buddy, and his dad.

  Being from Bexley, on the eastside of Columbus, we always kept tabs on neighboring Eastmoor High School. There was a kid, about my age, who’d become a figurative lethal weapon as a running back. We’d follow his progress, either in person or in the pages of the now late, great Columbus Citizen-Journal.

  The week before this sortie to the stadium, I watched as Woody Hayes cleared the bench late in a 55-13 thrashing of Iowa in the season-opener. To the best of my recollection, the kid we’d all followed in high school, in his customary tiptoe gait, took the field with the rest of the AYOs (all you others) to close out the victory. I expected more from Archie Griffin—way more. He was just months removed from tearing apart some damned good Central Ohio opponents, and now this, an AYO? Certainly, he would work his swivel-hipped magic against the scrubs from Iowa. I said exactly that to my dad, who passively shrugged his shoulders, probably planning a quick getaway to avoid being mired in the massive traffic mismanagement of the day.

  The jaws of wisdom began to drip. “Watch this, Pop—he’ll bust this one and go all the way.” Another passive shrug. As those who know me well will tell you, I’m always right, except for those rare occurrences when I could possibly be considered, uh . . . not right. Always! To prove my point, the ball was snapped deep in OSU territory at the north end of the field. The quarterback wheeled, and handed the ball to Griffin, who began the race downfield.

  Or was it? Nope. Fumble . . . change of possession . . . game over—one carry, one fumble.

  “It’s a ploy,” I told my dad. “I’ll bet Woody had him do that to distract North Carolina [the next opponent].” Insert third passive shrug here. North Carolina? Did I just say that? Hindsight being the perfect tool, I am now compelled to state without fear of contradiction that I think I’d had too many stadium ’dogs by that point. Clearly, I was affected.

  Most of us know the next chapter of the story: Archie was forced to carry a football with him the next week—every single day, nearly every single minute. Woody didn’t want him to forget, and he certainly didn’t want him to fumble again.

  Now for the denouement—the next week against the Tar Heels, OSU was trailing, 7-0, in the first half. The OSU crowd was sitting on its hands, which, sadly, was often the case. The Buckeyes were sluggish at best. See, this figured to be one of those games where they just rolled the ball out onto the field and the home team won by about 50 points. About 32 ardent UNC fans were nearing a collective aneurysm as the vaunted Buckeyes were stalled time and again. They believe, those UNC fans. They’re certain their Tar Heels will pull off this week’s Upset of the Century.

  What the three dozen North Carolina fans didn’t know was what . . . well, I knew. OSU had the secret weapon from Eastmoor. Already a household name as a result of his prep career, No. 45 was about to make his mark. I told that to my dad, my buddy, and his dad. When the announcer said, “Offensive substitution— Griffin in for . . . [whomever],” the stadium came alive—in a way. All of a sudden, the bluebloods weren’t sitting on their hands anymore. It’s not that they were overtly cheering, either. There were some golf claps, but this act was more a craning of curiosity. Griffin? You mean the kid from Eastmoor? A freshman? Has Woody lost it? Woody doesn’t play freshmen, does he?

  Yes—especially on that day.

  Buckeye Nation knows how this one turned out. Griffin ran for a then-school record 239 yards, and the hometown heroes cleaned up their act enough to warrant a 29-14 victory.

  Columbus had a new icon, and I, the fervent follower of OSU football, had the game of my life—in drips of wisdom, I mean. Not being one to say, “I told you so,” I told you so.

  So that’s my game, and you know the reasons why—which really doesn’t matter, because I never wore the Scarlet and Gray. What does matter is that, of the former players who participated in this project, each has his distinctive reason for choosing a particular game. Some you would expect, some you wouldn’t—it boils down to personal choice.

  Is this a great country, or what?

  It’s another trip down Memory Lane. Let them show you the way.

  —SG
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  I ’m afraid to admit this in print, but I used to find the fascination with Ohio State football somewhat amusing and, yes, even slightly annoying. I did my undergrad at Miami of Ohio, where we had first claim to Woody and Bo, and where students could go to their football games free. Then I went to Ohio State for graduate school, where on autumn Saturdays I suffered through traffic, crowds, and revelers gone wild on my front lawn. “It’s just football,” I used to think, not quite appreciating the unprincipled nature of my heresy.

  Fast-forward several years, and I’m an Ohio State law school alum and wife of a former player. My attitude toward Buckeye football has softened a little over the years. But when Steve offered me the opportunity to co-author this book, I wasn’t quite sure I could represent the players as well as an “I bleed scarlet and gray” fan.

  After working on this book, though, I can now say I get it. Interviewing this amazing group of guys has been an eye-opening experience. Story after story, I was impressed by the hard work, the dedication, and the character building that goes into making an Ohio State football player. Some were only a few years removed from the game, some many decades. But they all remembered with surprising clarity the detail and subtlety of the moment. Uniformly, they praised the tenacity of their teammates, the commitment of their coaches, the encouragement of the fans, and the honor they felt playing for the Buckeyes.

  This is a behind-the-scenes look at the great moments in the history of Ohio State football. But it’s really much more than that. It’s the story of talented athletes practicing their craft with love and passion, not just for the game, but for their school, their teammates, and their families as well. The Ohio State community should be proud of their contribution to the great tradition of Buckeye football—on and off the field. These athletes are articulate, helpful, funny, humble, and gracious. I can only hope that the following pages do justice to their stories.

  —LBL
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  A.J.

  HAWK

  BIRTH DATE: January 6, 1984

  HOMETOWN: Centerville, Ohio

  RESIDENCE: Green Bay, Wisconsin

  HEIGHT: 6-foot-1

  WEIGHT: 240 pounds

  POSITION: Linebacker

  YEARS: 2002 to 2005

  Hawk was named male Athlete of the Year at Ohio State for 2006 . . . Perennial all-Big Ten linebacker, consensus All-America, Lombardi Award winner, Butkus Award winner . . . All-State in high school . . . Humble and soft-spoken. . . . He was the Most Valuable Player on 2005’s Ohio State football team that finished 10-2 and shared the Big Ten championship.

  The Run-up

  A.J. Hawk knew Sun Devil Stadium well. This would be his third Fiesta Bowl there, the more famous being the national championship won there against Miami in January 2003. There’s another reason Hawk knew the nuances of that field, the history forever embedded in its turf: Pat Tillman.

  Tillman was the former Arizona State All-America linebacker who went on to star in the NFL for the Arizona Cardinals . . . on this same field. Then, possibly the most mobile linebacker who would hit as hard as a proverbial ton of bricks simply walked away in his prime. No amount of money could keep him pinned to the Cardinals’ roster. He had a higher calling: defending the United States from the throes of terrorism. So Tillman, Hawk’s role model on the field, enlisted in the U.S. Army Rangers, ultimately being called to duty in Afghanistan. Sadly, he was killed by friendly fire.

  So it was with a knowing mind that Hawk, his mane flowing from beneath his helmet—just as Tillman’s once did—took to Sun Devil Stadium for the third and most important time. Substitute the No. 47 of Hawk for the No. 44 of Tillman, and one couldn’t be called crazy if Hawk were his reincarnation.

  Quick side note: In tribute to Tillman, his accomplishments, and service to his country, Hawk and his fellow starting linebackers, Bobby Carpenter and Anthony Schlegel, let their hair grow . . . and grow—and then some. It was their way to pay homage to the man who played the game the only way he knew how—full force, which is what often is said of Hawk.

  Yet another subplot of this Fiesta Bowl was the constant glare of the media spotlight on, of all things, Hawk’s engagement to Laura Quinn—sister of Notre Dame quarterback Brady Quinn—as if it mattered. But Hawk smiled his way through every inane question about the relationship, then went out and proceeded to pound the living tar out of the man who would one day become his brother-in-law.
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  A.J. Hawk says the Fiesta Bowl was the end of “an amazing four years.”

  Hawk remembers the weather as “Arizona-perfect, about 78 degrees and sunny” and the stadium was “full.” That’s a bit of an understatement. If the sea of humanity wanted to, it could have bent back the light towers to create a little breathing room. And although OSU was wearing its “away whites” as the visiting team, this amounted to something of a home game for the Buckeyes—kind of like when they play Indiana University in Bloomington—given the huge contingent of Ohio State alumni living in the greater Phoenix area. Besides, as all the bowl-organizing committees across the nation know, Ohio State “travels” very well.

  With all that good-natured hell-raising going on in the stands before the game, it was business as usual down on the field. “We tried to keep things as normal as we could in warm-ups but we [the seniors] all knew this was our last game together, and it was important to get the job done,” Hawk explained. “We kept to our routines as we did all season. It was good to see Bobby [Carpenter] go through warm-ups with us, after his Michigan game injury, but we pretty much knew he wouldn’t be able to play in the game. The crowd was great . . . much scarlet in the stadium. My family was seated in the front row.”

  It’s a question of curiosity: “A.J., what was your greatest game?”

  “People ask me all the time for ‘the best . . . the best game, the best play, my favorite hit, play, game, teammate.’ I have a very hard time giving just one. I love everything about Ohio State—that is why it is so hard to boil an amazing experience down to a game or a play,” he said, before yielding to the Fiesta Bowl of his senior season. “That said, when I think about some of the biggest moments, they go something like this: The national championship game [31-24, double overtime against Miami] my freshman year was clearly the greatest team accomplishment. We will always be ‘the national championship team.’ That is a great feeling. Save for special teams plus a handful of plays from scrimmage, I was not a huge contributor to that game. Our seniors led the way.

  “It is awfully hard to top the experience of my last game in the Horseshoe [Ohio Stadium]—Senior Day, when we played Northwestern, which beat us the year before up in Evanston. It was so amazing to see our great senior class run out there, one by one, first to Coach Tressel, then to our parents. It was pretty special being the last senior announced, following my friend, roommate, and youth-football teammate [center] Nick Mangold out on the field. That was a game full of fun emotions as we played great, got the job done, then had the chance to leave the game one by one for one last celebration in the ’Shoe.”

  But then there was the Tussle in Tempe. Beating Notre Dame, 34-20, in the Arizona desert was what Hawk and his teammates had to do. So, there was Hawk making sacks. There was Hawk busting up double-teams. And over there was Hawk, foiling a pass attempt. And, oh, yeah, there was Hawk drilling yet another running back into the grass.

  The Game

  By A.J. Hawk

  Ohio State vs. Notre Dame

  The Fiesta Bowl—January 2, 2006

  I think the fact that, because it was the end of an amazing four years—four big bowl wins, three Michigan wins, lots of victories in those four years—and an amazing group of teammates and coaches is why it felt like the game of my life.

  There also were other factors such as Notre Dame being the opponent; Brady Quinn being the opposing quarterback; and all the talk of Charlie Weis (the former New England Patriots assistant head coach in his first year at the Irish helm) having over a month to prepare. I would later say, after the win, that Coach (Jim) Tressel deserved the same credit in that he prepared us well to win four bowl games in a row.

  We then went out and got the job done, despite an early Notre Dame touchdown and some OSU turnovers; we overcame any adversity and played a great game.

  I was constantly asked all week if I would be able to go my hardest against Brady, given the family connection. I pretty consistently said that would not be a problem, that I would go hard against my own brother, Ryan. My fiancée, Laura, wondered who she should root for, and she even had a special jersey that was half Brady’s Notre Dame No. 10 and half my Ohio State No. 47. I told her all along that she had to root for her brother—that she had been with him all her life; she could root for me after the Fiesta Bowl.

  Fortunately, despite some early things that went wrong, we really got rolling, connecting on some big offensive plays—(quarterback) Troy Smith, (and receivers) Teddy Ginn, and Anthony (Gonzales), and the guys really stood out that day—and we settled down and played a great defensive game after the first series when Notre Dame scored. I even had a couple of sacks of Brady. I’ve signed quite a few pictures taken that day; some people even ask Brady to sign them next to my name.

  The Aftermath

  Hawk took every opportunity to soak in what he and his teammates had just accomplished. With the NFL draft just three and a half months away, he knew this was the end of the Ohio State road—although once a Buckeye, always a Buckeye. Still, it was the end of a great run.

  “I was very, very happy for our whole group—the coaches and my teammates and myself,” Hawk said. “All of those seniors on that podium were so happy. I spoke with as many people as I could on the field. You can never be completely satisfied in a game, but I was really happy that we got the job done.

  “At the press conference after the game, I was ready to say what had been on my mind for a while—I wanted to address all the ‘If you give Charlie a month to prepare, he’ll beat you,’ talk with some talk about a man that was very special to me and my teammates—Jim Tressel. I said that Coach Tressel was the ultimate Big Game Coach. I said to look at what he does when he gets a month to prepare. I played in four bowl games with Coach and we won all four times. I played in four Michigan games with Coach, and we won three of them.

  “We beat some great teams in my four-year career, and I wanted our great team and more importantly our unbelievable coaching staff to get the credit that they deserved,” Hawk asserted. “I can’t name them all here, but I must mention Luke Fickell, the best position coach anyone could hope for, who means a lot to me. Coach Jim Heacock . . . I’ll never forget how emotional he was in speaking on my behalf at the Butkus Award night, and he was an unbelievable defensive coordinator, who prepares like crazy and really brought aggressiveness to the team. Butch Reynolds was a great addition; he taught me so much, and I really will always remember that, despite being a legitimate world superstar himself in track. He really loves being a part of the OSU football team.”

  After showering, dressing, and departing the stadium, Hawk got together with family and friends, about 20 of them, “. . . at a nice steakhouse in Phoenix for a late dinner. I realized that night that I was an alum—a ‘former’ Buckeye football player. It was time to move on to the next phase of my life—graduation, the NFL draft, and hopefully, continuing to represent Ohio State always. I, as Coach Tressel said, started focusing on ‘what’s next.’”

  Still, as much as the game meant to him, Hawk is reluctant to call it his greatest achievement overall.

  “I honestly can’t point to a greatest accomplishment,” he said. “I often look at the [North Carolina] State overtime victory we had earlier in my career as a game that might have been the toughest win we had as a group. I think those three Michigan wins probably are the greatest team accomplishment. I have a hard time pointing to an individual ‘greatest accomplishment.’ The work of a linebacker is more of a complete body of work than any one game. I just really like that Notre Dame game the best, because it was such a perfect ending for so many of us.”

  If the ending were perfect, the beginning could be considered just as idyllic. Hawk began playing in the second grade, and he hasn’t looked back.

  “Growing up as a kid in Ohio playing football, we all dreamed of playing for Ohio State,” he said. “They started showing interest early in my junior year. I was offered scholarships by other schools earlier, but when Ohio State offered me a scholarship in June 2001, the summer before my senior year in high school, I accepted after thinking about it for just one week. It could not have worked out better.

  “I had a great childhood that was full of sports, my two older brothers, and friends. We played all sports—baseball, basketball [I thought in the early days that I would grow up to play point guard for Duke], football, track, swimming,” Hawk continued. “I loved my high school career, especially my freshman and sophomore years, when I got to play side by side with my brother, Ryan, who I still think might be the best player I’ve ever been around. We had an awesome team at Centerville with amazing coaches. I still go back there often to be around those coaches. My oldest brother, Matt, was the first to go through the incredible Centerville football program. He led the way for Ryan and me. My life growing up was great—I felt I was in the perfect place.”

  Hawk said in basketball he was fortunate to play on travel teams (You want to guard him?) that won several national championships.

  “Several players from that team went on to play [NCAA] Division-I sports. I really liked baseball. I pitched, played shortstop and outfield. I swam when I was young—all the strokes. My brother, Ryan, and I would play tennis for hours at a court near our house. We had long, loud matches.”

  Hawk’s parents still live in Centerville, and he said they and other family members have shown the utmost in support. His tennis nemesis, Ryan, was in the Arena Football League, and his other brother, Matt, is “an electrician who can fix anything. He and his wife, Beth, have two great kids, my nephew, Nathan, and my niece, Paige. My grandparents, Dean and Mary Hawk, and Aunt Kim, and my grandmother, Georgie Poeppelman, all are around us, and they love our football.”

  When he’s not preparing to shred, or actually is shredding, opposing offensive schemes, Hawks relishes his down time. “I like to hunt when I can with my old homeroom teacher at Centerville, Mr. Dillman. I follow my brother Ryan’s football career as closely as I can. We play golf, relax, workout, and read.”

  When all is said and done, and the cleats are hung up for the final time, Hawk said he prefers to be remembered not for his individual talents, which are many. Just mark him down as “. . . a good teammate, who was on great teams that won a lot, as a player who always gave everything he had, as a player who could be relied upon.”

  Appreciative of the road traveled and the people who helped him along the way, Hawk isn’t likely to forget. “I will always refer back to my days as a Buckeye, just as I still refer back to my high school days at Centerville. I learned so many things, met so many fantastic people, and grew from an 18-year-old, who wondered where and how I would fit in, to a 21-year-old who had an amazing experience.

  “Though my NFL career has taken me to Green Bay, my new home, I will always return to Columbus and to Ohio State,” Hawk nodded fondly. “I hope I have the good fortune to have a good career in the NFL. I plan on living someday in Columbus when my playing days are over. It’s the place in the world I love the most.”
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  ARCHIE

  GRIFFIN

  BIRTH DATE: August 21, 1954

  HOMETOWN: Columbus, Ohio

  RESIDENCE: Westerville, Ohio

  POSITION: Tailback

  HEIGHT: 5-foot-9

  WEIGHT: 182 pounds

  YEARS: 1972 to 1975

  A perennial All-Big Ten selection and the Chicago Tribune Player of the Year, as well as a multi-time All-America and two-time Heisman Trophy winner, Griffin was the co-Ohio High School Back of the Year as a senior at Eastmoor High School. He also was All-State, all-district (as a junior and as a senior), all-city (as a junior and as a senior) and Sunkist All-America. “Mainly, I played fullback, and occasionally cornerback,” Griffin said. “I ran track—the 400-meter and 800-meter relays and threw a little shot put and wrestled [167 pounds]. . . .” He played with Cincinnati in the NFL and Jacksonville in the USFL. Formerly an associate director of athletics at OSU, he now runs the school’s alumni association.

  The Run-up

  Game day dawned overcast and just a bit cool. It was odd for late September in Columbus, but it was Football Saturday, and regardless of the weather, “war” was at hand.

  Entering the game, no one knew what to expect of this Ohio State team. Not that North Carolina was a shoo-in for the national championship. The more pertinent question was whether an inspired group of Buckeyes would show up against the Atlantic Coast Conference’s best team.

  Columbus native Archie Griffin remembered the setting easily.

  “It was a full stadium,” he said. “The capacity at the time was 86,000, and we were at capacity.”

  Some would suggest “beyond capacity.”

  “The night before the game, the varsity spent the night at the hotel, while the freshman reserves stayed in the dormitory and met the rest of the team at the stadium,” Griffin continued. “There were a few of us freshmen who went to the hotel before the game and met with the position coaches. And then we rode over [to Ohio Stadium] with the team on the bus.

  “The coaches went over the game plan and talked about the plays we were going to run. You listened to everything Coach [Woody] Hayes said, especially as a freshman. I still had no idea that I was going to get an opportunity to play. I just paid attention to all the things he said. He usually talked about not making mistakes, about securing the ball from a running-back standpoint, taking care of the little things so that the big things would take care of themselves.”

  On this day, Archie Griffin would forever become a household name—in Columbus, across the nation and beyond our borders.

  “This was the game that put me on the map,” Griffin said in something of an understatement. “I had no idea I would get in the game. I wasn’t expecting to play at all, and then to be able to break a [single-game] record is what makes this the game of my life. The game before against Iowa, I got in the game for one play and fumbled the football. I was taken out of the game after that. I had heard all the stories about guys fumbling the ball and never getting a chance to play again at Ohio State, especially being a freshman. At the time, there were a lot of Division I coaches who didn’t think freshmen were ready to play Division I football. This was the first year that freshmen were eligible to play on varsity.”

  Hayes wasn’t exactly hell-bent to get Griffin into the game. His position on freshmen, previously, was that the best thing about them was that they ultimately would become sophomores. But Griffin had a “guardian angel” on this day.

  The Game

  By Archie Griffin

  North Carolina at Ohio State—September 30, 1972

  North Carolina blocked a punt and went ahead of us 7-0 in the first quarter. To get in after that really surprised me. I was so surprised that I almost forgot my helmet when they called my name. I couldn’t believe they were calling my name. All week in practice, I had practiced on the scout squad, not for varsity. It was truly a miracle. I really wanted to play bad, and I remember praying the night before for the opportunity to get a chance.

  I remember my first play when I came off the bench was an off tackle. I probably gained five or six yards on it. That whole day was a blur. I remember [defensive back] Steve Luke telling me, “Run like you’ve never run before.” They told me my eyes were wide open throughout the whole game, like I was in a daze. Thank goodness I knew the plays. I do remember a bit. I remember running a lot of off-tackle plays. I remember scoring a touchdown on a 19 sweep—running to the left side, I think, in the last series I played, in the middle of the fourth quarter. I remember the plays because we ran those for years, but I can’t tell you what plays were called for me to run that day. All I know is they were called, and I was running them.

  I think I got the ball a lot because we had success early, and coaches usually stick with what works. I’d always had a lot of confidence in our offensive linemen; they were outstanding. They did a good job of opening up the holes, and the plays were working. After the half I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to go back on the field. I had to ask the coach if I was supposed to go back in the game. The whole scenario was a surprise. I didn’t think I would get another shot that soon. I thought I might get a shot again during spring practice.
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  Archie Griffin on his effort against North Carolina: “This was the game that put me on the map.”

  I later learned that our running backs coach, Rudy Hubbard, had persuaded Coach Hayes to let me get into the game. Coach Hayes had this saying that to get something you really wanted, you had to “pound the table” to get it. That is, you had to put your job on the line. My understanding was that Coach Hubbard was willing to “pound the table” for me to get into the game at that time—and then good things happened after that.

  I had rushed for 239 yards that game, which set a record. I don’t remember much of the specifics of the game. It felt like an out-of-body experience. I was in Ohio Stadium in front of all of these people. I was someone who had just come out of high school and playing in this big game against North Carolina. At the end of the game, when I came out, the announcers had announced that I had broken Ollie Cline’s rushing record. That never occurred to me that I was on the verge of breaking a record.

  [OSU won, 29-14. It seemed like more, but it didn’t matter—a legend was born that day.]

  The Aftermath

  The locker room was a scene of unbridled jubilation, if not appreciation, Griffin recalls.

  “Guys were grabbing me and hugging me,” he said. “A lot of people were in disbelief. Champ Henson grabbed me and kissed me on the top of my head. I was pretty emotional about it. It was a wonderful feeling, being a freshman and having fumbled the previous game, then having the opportunity to play again. Having that kind of result was an amazing feeling.

  “Coach Hayes congratulated us on the win. He let us know we were playing a good football team. I think that was the only game that North Carolina lost that year. And he congratulated me on the game that I had, along with the outstanding blocking I did. He always did a great job of congratulating guys on their performance. I remember watching the film on Sunday, and he told me that I might not ever have another game like [that] in my lifetime. He gave me about six or seven Buckeye leaves for that particular performance. That meant the world to me.

  “After the game, some of my friends from high school came by the dorm room, and we were talking about the game. They were really proud because ABC had mentioned my name on TV, but they confused it, calling me ‘Archie Greene,’ probably confusing it with Cornelius Greene,” Griffin chuckled. “But my friends were really proud—especially since at that time, there weren’t many Columbus kids who were on Ohio State’s team. So that made it special. I remember listening to the radio while I was driving and hearing them mention the record. It was a really good feeling to hear that. And to recognize that it was a miracle for me, especially because the linemen did their great job of blocking for me.”
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