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CHAPTER 1

Coming of Age

A STORM OVER “HURRICANES”

Before they were the Hurricanes, they were the no-names. The University of Miami played its first game in 1926 without a nickname. And once the name Hurricanes was adopted, it started a storm of controversy.

Tradition says Porter Norris, a member of the first football team, was the first to use the nickname Hurricanes. It caught on quickly, but there were detractors. And others have been opposed to the name over the years, most recently in 1992 after parts of South Florida were devastated by Hurricane Andrew.

School officials and local dignitaries originally wanted to name the team for local flora or fauna, but Norris said players wouldn’t stand for that. Could you imagine the Miami Orange Blossoms? Or the Miami Ferns?

Norris suggested Hurricanes because the opening game had been postponed because of a hurricane. A few months into the first season, the Miami Herald reported that the name was offensive to many people in the area who felt all reference to hurricanes should be eliminated “in word and thought.” A couple of weeks later the newspaper conceded that the name had not really been given. It had happened and probably could not be changed.

In the 1930s, an area journalist campaigned to get rid of the nickname because he felt it was bad public relations in the area’s efforts to lure tourists and new development. But he gave up when students threatened to hang him—and not in effigy.

In 1960, Chicago financier and Florida real estate developer John D. MacArthur tried to stir up another effort to change the nickname.

“Shivers ran up and down my back every time when they mentioned the ‘Hurricanes’ during the telecast of the Miami-Pitt game last week,” billionaire MacArthur complained. “Why keep reminding people there are Florida hurricanes? This hurricane business is played up beyond all proportions.”

South Florida realtors and UM officials were not impressed with his reasoning. A university spokesman replied: “Does anyone think that Chicago is full of bears just because the town has a football team by that name?”

THREE GAMES IN EIGHT DAYS

In 1930, the Hurricanes played an ambitious schedule that included three road games in a span of just eight days. They also played in one of the first night games ever in the United States.

On October 31, the Hurricanes staged the first night game in the area at the new Moore Park stadium at Seventh Avenue and Thirty-Sixth Street near downtown Miami. The field was lighted by unprotected, high-watt bulbs, and longtime fans recalled that when it rained, exploding bulbs could be heard as the field gradually grew darker.

The three-game road trip began on November 8 against Temple University of Philadelphia and was played in the auditorium at Atlantic City, N.J. It was Miami’s first intersectional game and was just the second college football game played indoors.

An estimated three million square feet of Pennsylvania black dirt was brought to the auditorium to make the grassless field. Bill Kimbrough, center on the team, recalled that “they had held a hockey game in the auditorium the night before and put this reddish brown substance—clay or whatever it was—over the frozen surface. Anyway, it was as hard as a rock.”

Hurricane players brought coconuts to the game and gave them to the Temple players. Then Temple handed Miami a 34-0 defeat.

“The big teams frowned on night football then as such a commercial exhibition,” said Wilbert Bach, Miami’s first sports publicity man. “But Miami was struggling and saw a chance to pick up some money and grabbed it.”

After the game the Hurricanes traveled to Dothan, Alabama, to play Howard the following Tuesday afternoon. The game was played in rain on a makeshift field. After the first two plays the players were covered with lime that burned through their jerseys and caused painful burns before the second half. The Hurricanes had no dry uniforms for a change at halftime, and the lime burns took a toll. After the game, which they lost 24-0, they headed for Lafayette, Louisiana, handicapped by the loss of several linemen and two backs. But they salvaged the trip with a 6-0 victory over Southwest Louisiana on Saturday.

SEE YOU LATER, GATORS

The long and often bitter rivalry with the University of Florida began with a bang for the Hurricanes and embarrassment for the host Gators in 1938. On the third game of the season before 5,000 fans, including 3,500 who came by train from Miami, coach Jack Hardings’s fledgling team pulled off a stunning 19-7 victory.

“The Hurricanes breezed into Gainesville the morning of October 14,” reported the school paper The Ibis, “behaved themselves that night, and the next evening, led by Captain Eddie Dunn and a fighting spirit, they promptly muzzled the surprised Gators.”

Dunn scored all three touchdowns. Walt Kichefski, one of Miami’s greatest ends who later became a Hurricane coach and gained a reputation as the all-time Gator hater, several years later fondly recalled playing that day in Gainesville.

“Florida had refused to play us until then,” said Kichefski. “We were the young upstarts with big ideas and dreams and they looked down their noses at us. They were an all-boys school then and were more obnoxious than they are now. They were meaner than rattlesnakes. But when we walked off the field at the end of the game, their fans were as quiet as a graveyard at midnight.”

GATOR WEEK

Walt Kichefski never referred to the University of Florida as the Gators. To him they were “The Gator.” Kichefski played end for the Hurricanes in the first game against Florida in 1938 and went on to serve as an assistant coach, interim head coach and head of the Athletic Federation. Every season during Gator week he would gather former players, alumni and fans along the sideline at practice to fire up the team for one more battle with “The Gator.” He would remind them of how Florida looked with disdain at the little private school to the south. He’d recall the Gator Flop and all the other controversies that made this a heated rivalry.

“For several years, Walt used to have members of the ’38 squad come out to practice during Gator Week to get them motivated,” said his widow, Helene Kichefski. “They’d line up along the side, and some of them were rather plump and very much out of shape, but they had that old school spirit.”

And each year Walt Kichefski would do his imitation of an alligator. “He’d shuffle his feet and snort like a gator,” Helene said. “He’d have his elbows bent over like a walking gator. He couldn’t wait for Gator week.”

Helene Kichefski recalled that her husband’s negative feelings toward the Gators increased when he became an assistant coach and handled most of the recruiting. “That’s when his dislike for the Gator really grew,” she said. “He’d run into them when he was recruiting. He’d have a good recruit and thought the player was sold on Miami, and he’d find out the Gators played up the Suntan U thing. It was hard to overcome that.

“But he had a lot of fun with it, too. He knew the coaches and was very fond of Ray Graves and Gene Ellison. I think in his last television interview at the UM Hall of Fame, he laughed and said it had been a lot of fun over the years.”

It wasn’t fun one day for Helene Kichefski and Marge Kalbac, the wife of the Hurricanes’ team physician.

“One of the last games up there, I told Walt that the Gators seemed awfully nice and had toned down their antics and it should be a good, clean game,” Helene Kichefski said. “Marge and I were standing under a staircase at the stadium waiting for our husbands before the game. All of a sudden some students dumped a bucket of ice on us. Walt said, ‘They’re nicer, eh?’”

Helene paused and added, “I’m looking at a gator right now that has Walt’s name on it. It hangs by one of our lamps with a rope around its neck.”

A HURRICANE AND A GATOR

Over the years, several high school recruits have announced that they would play with the Hurricanes and changed their minds and became Gators, or vice versa. But according to Jorge Milian of the Palm Beach Post, of the more than 3,000 players who have lettered at Miami and Florida, only two have lettered for both.

Phil Kaplan of Brooklyn, New York, was the first, playing for Florida in 1942 and for Miami in 1943 and 1946 as a twoway guard. He was in a class of his own until quarterback Brock Berlin transferred from Florida to Miami in 2002 and started for the Hurricanes in 2003. Both made the switch because they sought more playing time.

“When I graduated from high school I thought I had a scholarship to Cornell University and I wanted to be a veterinarian,” recalls Kaplan. “Unfortunately my grades weren’t that great and I wound up at South Carolina. Lo and behold, after a couple of weeks the coach said, ‘I’d like to send you to junior college for some experience.’ I went to Middle Georgia College for two years and went back home in the summer. A friend of mine had a scholarship to the University of Florida and said, ‘Why don’t you come with me?’ and we both hitchhiked to Gainesville and I made the team and got a scholarship. We lost to Georgia 75-0 that year.

“When we came to play the University of Miami, the morning of the game I was enlisted into the navy. I was stationed in Miami.”

After playing for the Hurricanes in 1943, Kaplan spent two years of active duty in the Pacific war zone in World War II.

“I came back in 1946 to the University of Florida, and the coach didn’t want me so I came back to Miami,” says Kaplan. “There were no transfer rules then that forced you to sit out a year. We played home games on Friday nights. That was the thing of the week. We played with leather helmets and no face masks.”

Kaplan, who lives near the UM campus, met Berlin during a practice in the spring of 2003. “I said to him, ‘You have to pay your dues. I’m the only member [of the Florida-to-Miami transfer club].’”

Berlin certainly paid his dues in his first home start—against his former Gator teammates in the Orange Bowl in 2003. He struggled in the first half but led the Hurricanes to a rousing comeback and turned boos into cheers, completing 19 of his last 22 passes as Miami overcame a 33-10 deficit and won 38-33.

“I’m just so thankful I’m here at Miami and part of such a great program, around great coaches and teammates,” said Berlin.

And which team did Kaplan cheer for?

“I root for Florida when they’re not playing Miami,” he said. “But I want Miami to win. I live and die with them.”

UNHAPPY IN GAINESVILLE

Don Mariutto Sr. didn’t stay at Florida long enough to letter and ended up becoming a standout guard for the Hurricanes.

“A unique thing that happened my freshman year was that I went to Florida and I wasn’t real happy with the place,” recalls Mariutto of the 1949 season. “I called down to a friend at Miami, Charlie George, and told him to call coach Andy Gustafson. Andy said to Charlie, ‘Tell him we’ll take him back.’ I didn’t finish my freshman year and played only two games. I didn’t letter and played on the freshman team.”

Mariutto thinks it’s interesting that he and Kaplan and Berlin all transferred from Florida to Miami. “We’ve never lost a player that I know of to Florida,” he adds. “That’s got to say something.”

AIRPORT RUNWAY MADNESS

The 1950 season can be called the year the Hurricanes came of age and the first time their fans went wild. The highlight was a 20-14 victory at Purdue one week after the Boilermakers ended Notre Dame’s unbeaten streak at 39 games. It is generally considered the school’s biggest victory in its first 55 seasons, and it touched off a raucous three-day celebration back in South Florida.
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Don Mariutto

The team had two quarterbacks—Jack (Mr. Short Pass) Hackett and Bob (Mr. Long Pass) Schneidenbach. Hackett, better known as Mighty Mouse, barely weighed 140 pounds and one foot was two inches shorter than the other because of polio. He was the star of the upset of Purdue. The team also featured running back Harry “The Scooter” Mallios, who later became Miami’s athletic director.

While Purdue was knocking off the Irish, the Hurricanes defeated Villanova 18-12 in the Orange Bowl. But Villanova coach Jim Leonard wasn’t impressed. “Purdue will slaughter Miami, but you should do well with everyone else.”

At West Lafayette, Indiana, the Hurricanes overcame a 7-0 deficit and scored all 20 of their points in the second half.

“We were beaten by a more aggressive team,” said Purdue coach Stu Holcomb. “Our squad was in the doldrums.”

And the Hurricanes were in the clouds. “I believe our line whipped Purdue’s line, and that probably is the real answer to the ball game,” said coach Andy Gustafson.

The United Press International account of the game called it an upset “that was equally as staggering as last week’s downfall of the Irish.”

An estimated 100,000 people tried to greet the team at Miami International Airport when it returned the next day, including 30,000 who surged through police barricades set up hastily at the airport to meet the team’s chartered plane, the Dreadnaught.

The plane had to circle the field several times while police begged the crowd to clear the runway. Thousands more sat in cars trapped in a traffic jam backed up two miles.

A police motorcade led the team out of the airport gate and down Flagler Street to Bayfront Park in downtown Miami for a rally at the amphitheater.

Said the Miami Herald: “Miami, that allegedly sophisticated resort city, took down her hair, threw off her corset and broke into a college cheer Sunday when her football team came home with Purdue’s treasured scalp‥‥ The town was one big noise, a noise halfway between a million automobile horns and a thousand cow bells, all going at the same time. Even the prisoners from the 16th to 25th floors of the courthouse were tossing out confetti, homemade out of toilet tissue.”

THE LITTLE TEAM THAT COULD

“The victory at Purdue was unbelievable,” recalled Don Mariutto Sr., a Hurricanes lineman in the early 1950s. “Here was this little school from Miami. We were not really considered a national team. We had played some Big Ten and Southeastern Conference teams but were never in that league like we were much later.

“It was unreal when we won. The fans in the stands and players on the field field went crazy. Then with over 100,000 waiting at the airport, we had to circle the field several times for them to clear the runway. We had a tickertape parade in convertibles all the way downtown to Bayfront Park. The streets were lined all the way, we couldn’t get cars out of the airport, we didn’t expect that. Miami had gone wild.

“Coach Andy Gustafson got the keys to the city. And in a newspaper article in California, the reporter wrote that now he was convinced college football was under the grasp of gamblers, because there was no way Miami could legitimately win at Purdue.”

Mariutto added, “We went on to play in the Orange Bowl. Unfortunately we lost by 15-14 to Clemson when Harry Mallios was tackled in end zone for a safety.

“Andy had a little problem drinking once in a while, and I remember after the Orange Bowl game at the banquet we got Universal Geneva watches, and Andy was at the podium making an acceptance speech and he dropped a couple of them. The next day we all had to go get our watches and didn’t want the ones he had dropped. I still have my watch, and it’s still running.”

CANOE STAYS AFLOAT

In 1955, the city of Hollywood, Florida, donated an authentic Seminole war canoe as a trophy for the annual Miami-Florida game. The six-foot-long canoe was hand carved and painted by Seminole Indians from a 200-year-old Everglades cypress tree felled by lightning.

For several years it was a cherished prize, similar to the Little Brown Jug that goes to the winner of the Michigan-Minnesota game or the Old Oaken Bucket that goes to the Indiana-Purdue winner. A Seminole would stand guard during the Miami-Florida game, and the winning team would carry the canoe around the field. Then the canoe would be displayed on the campus of the winning team until the next season.

For a while it became a symbol of the Hurricanes-Gator series and promoted the city of Hollywood. But instead of becoming an enduring memento, the canoe eventually gathered dust in closets. Florida often stored it in a Florida Field maintenance shed.

Norm Carlson, Florida’s assistant athletic director, recalled that after one game in the 1970s, “it was raining. A Seminole Indian stood there on the sidelines, waiting for the presentation ceremony. But there were some mixed signals, and nobody showed. The stadium was emptying, the field was deserted, and that Indian just stood there, looking for somebody to come get the canoe.”

Former Hurricane lineman Don Marriutto Sr. recalled that the canoe was missing for several years and nobody was sure if it was in Coral Gables or Gainesville. Then one day in the 1970s, Mariutto and Walt Kichefski literally stumbled across history.

“We would work out at the Hecht building on campus Monday through Friday at 7 a.m. and walk three to four miles and reminisce about the old times and solve all the world’s problems,” said Mariutto. “One day we walked past this big pile of junk ready for the normal Coral Gables pick up. There was a new coaching regime—maybe it was in Carl Selmer’s days. It’s hard to remember because coaches were coming and going [Miami had seven head coaches in the 1970s, including Kichefski on an interim basis].

“It simply wasn’t the way things were done around here at the time. There was a continual revolving door and no tradition at all. We decided to try to salvage the tradition.”

Mariutto said there was old film, footballs from the 1930s and 1940s, programs, yearbooks and a stone football statue laying in a trash pile. “We couldn’t salvage all of it,” he noted. “But we did see the canoe. It was bigger than Walter could handle at his house, and it had a big plaque on the canoe. He took the plaque and I took the canoe. I said I’d hold onto it until somebody appreciated it again.

“My sister-in-law decided to paint it. It was a mahogany tree canoe and was a priceless piece of work done by the Indians. It floated in my pool several years and sometimes we’d take it out. We’d have fund-raising parties for the old Athletic Foundation, which was the forerunner of the Hurricane Club, and we’d invite prospective people who could support the foundation. And we’d tell them the story about the canoe.

“There were several articles wondering what happened to the canoe. We’d chuckle and keep quiet. Finally the Kearns Hall of Fame building was built for the University of Miami Sports Hall of Fame and now there was a place for it, and it came out of hiding. My sister’s paint job was removed, to her dismay, and the original mahogany was restored and it’s displayed at the hall. I don’t know whether Florida ever made claims for it. Apparently we were the last to win it before it disappeared.”

FRIDAY NIGHTS

Don Mariutto Sr. recalls that it was Miami’s tradition for many seasons in the 1950s and ‘60s and into the early ‘70s to play on Friday nights.

“The thought was that it was too hot in the afternoon and there was no television coverage and we got prime recognition on the radio. And on Saturday morning we got good press coverage.

“The only thing we had to compete with was high school football, and most of the games in Miami were played on Thursday night. Miami High sometimes played on Saturday nights, and at certain points the Stingarees would outdraw the University of Miami. One year we played Jackson and drew 37,000, and that was more than any UM game that year. High school football was very big and there were very few schools in Miami, including Edison and Coral Gables and Miami Beach. Miami High didn’t lose to another area school in 37 years.”

Dr. Harry Mallios, who played for the Hurricanes in the 1950s and was athletic director from 1979-83, recalled that former ticket director Art Lasky said, “The reason we played on Fridays was because no teams played then, and the newspapers would pick up the game, and it publicized the program up north.”

As the population grew and more high schools played on Fridays, the Friday-night tradition ended in 1972, returned in 1973, except for the Notre Dame and Florida games, and was abandoned for good in 1974.

SNOW JOB IN KENTUCKY

Dr. Mallios remembers a wild trip to play at Kentucky in 1951.

“We used to take Pan American Airways as our team carrier,” he said. “The flight to Lexington, Kentucky, left on a Friday morning for a Saturday afternoon game. As we approached Kentucky, the weather really turned nasty. I was sitting in a window seat and the plane was in its landing approach. As we got lower and lower, it was snowing harder and harder. I was looking for landing lights or rooftops covered with snow. We had an old-time captain, and for some reason or other, the engines revved up very high and resulted in the plane going into a steep climb. I saw a large object just below the wing. A teammate said, ‘Did you see that?’ It was a huge cross at the peak of a church steeple. With the steep climb the captain said, ‘Sorry fellas, we cannot land due to the weather. We have clearance to land in Indianapolis.’

“We were met by busses and it took several hours to get to Lexington. We had no workout at the stadium. And that may have been a sign of the nature of how the game would go. We were an 8-3 team and were invited to the Gator Bowl. It was cold in Lexington, and we were trounced, 32-0.”

Going into the game the Hurricanes were ranked 14th and the Wildcats were 19th. Kentucky’s quarterback was the fabled Babe Parelli.

“We were watching him during pregame warmups,” Mallios said. “We noticed he kept putting his hands into his jersey. It was really cold, but we thought we should have it easy if he’s cold. On the contrary, we were the ones to get cold hands. He had hand warmers in his jersey. We were Southern boys and were not familiar with such things as hand warmers.”

“M” CLUB INITIATION

Dr. Mallios has vivid memories of the initiation into the old “M” Club, the lettermen’s club.

“Following the 1950 season, we met in the courtyard of the old Cardboard College,” he said. “The football locker room was on the first floor. We would dress in full gear and walk down to the practice field about a block and a half away at what now is called the French Village, where Coral Gables Youth Center now sits.
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Harry Mallios

“We inductees were told we had to jog from Cardboard College to the main campus where the bookstore is. And we were pretty well bushed when we got there. Then we had to jump in the canal east of the school of business, swim across the 30-foot canal, break off a palm from the small palms, and swim back across while holding the palms.

“The big linemen were really bushed. One lineman, Ted Buoyoucas—we called him Buckets for short—was one of the last to arrive. He had flat feet. He jumped in with everyone else and made a mad dash to find a palm frond and hold it overhead and swim back. Halfway back he was struggling, and he was not an especially good swimmer. He started go down, and someone jumped in to help him. He nearly went down for the count.”

WHO’S THE GRAY-HAIRED GUY?

Dr. Mallios, an academic advisor to athletes for several years, has another vivid memory:

“On away games when I played in the 1950s we were bussed to the airport from the fieldhouse. The official parties were already on board in first class when we got to the plane. One distinguished gray-haired guy was sitting there and I asked coach Andy Gustafson, ‘Who is the gray-haired guy?’ He said, ‘Harry, come with me.’ We went up to first class and he said, ‘Harry, I want you to meet Dr. Bowman Ashe, the president of the university.’ You can imagine my embarrassment. Dr. Ashe asked where I was from and what was my academic interest. I was so happy to meet him. He was a great visionary and really was the father of the university. He was a wonderful man, so calm, so pleasant. My position coach, Eddie Dunn, married his daughter.”


CHAPTER 2

Gotham, Matador
and Mad Stork

NEVER MIND

Andy Gustafson had the longest tenure of any head football coach at Miami, 16 seasons beginning in 1948 and ending after George Mira’s senior season in 1963.

“I just loved Gus,” longtime Miami Herald sports editor Edwin Pope recalled. “He was a wonderful guy. When I first came down here I covered the University of Florida. I got to know Gus after 1956. He was in Alcoholics Anonymous and loved to tell me the story about his brother, who said, ‘When you feel your worst, look your best.’ Gus told me he had this horrible hangover and came in the office at six in morning as he usually did, dressed up in a suit. After a while he couldn’t stand wearing it any more. He got in his car and drove out to an old, well-known hangout out by Tropical Park race track. He figured at 6:30 in the morning there was no way anybody was going to recognize him. He put on his dark sunglasses and pulled his cap down over his eyes and sat down at the bar. He said, ‘Scotch and soda, please.’ The bartender said, ‘Coming right up, Coach!’ Gus didn’t bother to have a drink and went back to office.”
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Andy Gustafson

THE GOTHAM BOWL

Only the most ardent trivia buffs would know the answer to this question: What was the Gotham Bowl and where was it played?

It was a short-lived college football bowl game in the House That Ruth Built, Yankee Stadium in New York City. And Miami played in the second annual game in 1962, though there was concern that the game would even be played.

When the Hurricanes defeated Florida 17-15 in the final game of the 1962 season, they received bids to the Gator Bowl and the Gotham Bowl. They chose New York with its flashing lights, Broadway theaters and Yankee Stadium. What they got was a newspaper strike, a poorly promoted game and sub-freezing temperatures.

The opponent was Nebraska, and both teams threatened not to show up because they hadn’t received contracts and feared the Gotham Bowl wouldn’t cover expenses. Fifteen minutes before the deadline set by Miami president Dr. Henry King Stanford, New York’s Mayor Wagner called to say that $30,000 in expenses had been placed in an escrow account.

Though both teams showed up, only 6,166 spectators attended the game that was played in 17-degree weather at ice-covered and snow-banked Yankee Stadium. There was no national television, which meant the country missed a wild contest in which the lead changed hands six times before Nebraska won 36-34.

Miami quarterback George Mira had perhaps his finest game, completing 24 passes for 321 yards and two touchdowns. The press said he was the greatest passer to appear at Yankee Stadium since Notre Dame’s Johnny Lujack in the 1940s.

THE MATADOR

George Mira Sr., the Hurricanes’ first All-America quarterback, went 2-1 against Florida in his three years as a starter (1961-63).

“That was THE game,” he said. “We always looked forward to it. It made our season. The big reason was that a lot of the guys at Florida [were guys] I played with and against in high school.
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George Mira

“It was a lot stronger rivalry than it was against Florida State, probably because we played Florida longer.”

Mira, known as “The Matador” because of his elusiveness, was the hero of Miami’s 17-15 victory over Florida in 1962 when he threw a left-handed pass (he was right-handed) for the winning touchdown at Gainesville.

“We had marched down to their 10-yard line,” Mira said. “We called a play action to the left. The defensive end came off his block and grabbed my waist. My right arm was locked underneath and I flipped the ball to my left hand—I don’t know what made me do it. I saw Nick Spinelli alone in the end zone and threw it to him.”

HIRED AT A FUNERAL

When Andy Gustafson retired after the 1963 season, Miami officials wanted a big-name coach and interviewed Nebraska’s Bob Devaney; former Miami assistant Hank Stram, who was coach at the Dallas team that became the Kansas City Chiefs in the AFL; and Northwestern’s Ara Parseghian, who cancelled a meeting and took the job at Notre Dame. Miami ended up hiring Charlie Tate, a Georgia Tech assistant who had won four state titles in five years at Miami Senior High School.

Miami’s board of trustees selected Tate in a meeting at a Sunday school room following a funeral.

“One of our trustees, Daniel H. Redfeard, had died, and the funeral was to be in the United First Methodist Church of Coral Gables,” said University of Miami president Dr. Henry King Stanford. “It occurred to me that if all the athletic committee members of the board were going to be at the funeral, we would save everybody another trip by meeting after the funeral. We met in a Sunday school room, and Tate was elected coach.”

MAD STORK STALKS SPURRIER

Longtime assistant coach Walt Kichefski’s prized pupil was Ted “The Mad Stork” Hendricks, a three-time All-America defensive end in the mid-1960s. One of Hendricks’s golden moments as a Hurricane came in the 21-16 upset of Florida at Gainesville in 1966. Hendricks hounded Gator quarterback and eventual Heisman Trophy winner Steve Spurrier throughout the game.

Hendricks recalled that it was “a very bitter rivalry,” one that carried over into the NFL.

“We played them the last game of the season in 1966 and he hadn’t won the Heisman Trophy yet,” said Hendricks, who went onto a legendary NFL career with the Oakland Raiders. “We forced him to throw early—not only me but the other end, Phil Smith. We kept hastening his throw and sacking him all game long.

“He carried animosity toward me throughout his pro career. I remember harassing him in a game when he was with the Tampa Bay Bucs. I jumped up to block a pass and he aimed it at my midsection.”

JUMP BALL OFFENSE

Hendricks was six foot eight and 220 pounds, and Kichefski estimated that a leaping Hendricks presented a 14-foot obstacle for a quarterback to throw over. Hendricks also presented a 14-foot target to throw to. And that got coaches to thinking about putting Hendricks at offensive end as well as defensive end during the 1968 season.

“We’re going to try to help Hendricks get the Heisman Trophy by using him at offensive end in certain situations,” said coach Charlie Tate during spring practice.
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Ted Hendricks chases Steve Spurrier.

So Tate created the Jump Ball Offense on the goal line with Hendricks, six-foot-four Ray Bellamy and six-foot-three Dave Kalima in the lineup. The quarterback would fire the ball high in the end zone, and the receivers would try to win the jump ball.

But Hendricks suffered a chest injury and missed the spring game. And the Jump Ball Offense was used only once— late in the fourth quarter of a 28-7 victory over Northwestern in the opening game.

“If we had to beat teams by 28 points to get in our Jump Ball Offense, I saw no future in that,” said Hendricks.

Tate, who wasn’t pleased with his quarterbacks, added: “Having a pro offense like ours with great receivers but no firstrate quarterback is like having a new limousine with a chimpanzee at the wheel.”

COACH VANISHES DURING SEASON

For convenience in the 1970s, UM officials could have installed a revolving door at the head football coach’s office. The Hurricanes answered to seven different head coaches that decade.

As Jonathan Rand of the Miami News wrote, when Howard Schnellenberger moved into his office in January, 1979, “He probably found curtains put up by Fran Curci, rugs laid by Pete Elliott, pictures hung by Carl Selmer and furniture put in by Lou Saban. It seemed there was always a moving van in front of the Hecht Athletic Center.”

The merry-go-round began in 1970 when Charlie Tate quit after just the second game of the season. In the opener, the Hurricanes whipped William and Mary 36-14 before just 27,286 at the Orange Bowl, the smallest opening crowd since 1953. Meanwhile the Dolphins, in their first season under Don Shula, drew 57,140. The next week at Georgia Tech, Miami was upset 31-21. On the following Tuesday, Tate resigned as coach and athletic director effective immediately.

He did not attend the press conference and wasn’t available for comment but left a statement saying he resigned “in the best interest of the university and its athletic program.” He had a 34-27-3 record and was in the last year of his contract.

Tate vanished from the public for five days, then was interviewed in Jacksonville at his brother Buddy’s home.

“I haven’t been hiding from anyone,” he said. “I’m just trying to collect my thoughts. I just got tired of the job. I thought I might be better off somewhere else.”

Several weeks later he revealed that his wife and three sons had been harassed by obscene phone calls, defilement of his yard with a load of manure and vandalism of his car. He also cited a lack of communication between the administration and the athletic department and reiterated his frustration with pro football. He went on to be an assistant coach of the New Orleans Saints and small-town high schools in Florida and was head coach of the Jacksonville Sharks in the short-lived World Football League.

FINDING CHARLIE TATE

Edwin Pope, the Miami Herald’s longtime sports editor, remembered Tate’s disappearance as well.

“He just vanished,” Pope recalled. “And two days later Eddie Storin, the Herald’s executive sports editor, came in the office and said, ‘OK, Edwin, we’re going to find Charlie Tate.’ So we got in a car and started driving up through the state. We both knew he had a lot of connections throughout the state. George Trogdon, the famous Miami High coach who’d worked for Charlie, had some orange groves up by Leesburg. We found his little house out in the orange groves and started talking to George and he was talking about how horrible it was about Charlie. We kept badgering him, and he said, ‘I haven’t heard from Charlie, but he’s good friends with a guy who owns a sporting goods store in Leesburg.’ At nine or 10 at night we found him there. He looked very crestfallen, and he said, ‘I guess you found me.’ We went to a Holiday Inn and he poured his soul out.

[image: images]

Charlie Tate

“He said people had knocked in the trunk of his car with a tire iron and dumped manure on his lawn. As pigheaded as he was, he couldn’t stand any criticism. We asked him if he had any money. ‘No, I don’t have any money.’ He said he had a little Farm Store that he made a little money in. He was in the depths.

“That’s the only time in my life that I’ve known of a college football coach leaving during the season. I’ve done the research and I’ve never heard of a guy doing that. So you knew he was desperate.

“One thing that got him down was the Miami Dolphins. It quickly became apparent when the Dolphins started their franchise in the late 1960s that people were going to go crazy over them. Charlie said, ‘They’re in the paper 365 days a year and nobody mentions us ’til the middle of August, and they never talk about us after the season.’ That’s what did him in. He went on to a strange career with the Jacksonville Sharks in the old USFL. I remember one night before a Sharks game, his son was a quarterback somewhere and was about five foot nine. I said, ‘That’s not very tall,’ and he got very angry. He was always ready to fight. He said, ‘How tall do you have to be?’”
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