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Sprinting Past My Life 
as a Boy Toward the End Zone

Ihave kept my father’s film of that game, and have watched that
97 yard dash up the sidelines a hundred times; and will watch

it a hundred times again before I die. I watch the boy I once was
and marvel at his speed as I observe his progress in the grainy,
surreal image of the film and run my hand through thinning hair.

I try to recapture that moment when I ran toward the end zone
entering into my own territory, now pursued vainly by frantic boys
in blue jerseys. The crowd took possession of me at the fifty yard
line. I felt it in my legs, that dreaming hum of human voices urg-
ing me towards speed, toward the highest threshold of those ec-
static running days. I ran as a Collenton boy who had brought
his town to its feet. And there’s nothing happier on earth than a
running boy. Nothing so innocent or untouched.

I was gifted and young, untouchable as I sprinted down the side-
lines followed by a referee I left in the dust. Swift and dazzling
through the light I ran, past the eyes of my screaming father who
followed my progress through a glass aperture. Past my twin sis-
ter, leaping and twisting on the sidelines, cherishing the moment
because she cherished me. Past my mother ... at this moment,
mythic and elegiac, she was the mother of  Tom Wingo and had
given the world those legs and that speed as a gift. And I crossed
the forty and in the next second the thirties, sprinting past my life
as a boy toward the end zone.

~Pat Conroy, The Prince of Tides

How We All Felt
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Dedication
� To my mother, Charlotte Ross Mathews Hopewell (WWHS Class of 1930) who lov-
ingly, with a mother’s eye to the future, clipped and saved the newspaper articles; and to
Carolyn Jean Lawrence who assembled the scrapbook with care.

� To our coaches, the late Steve Chipok, Walter Galliford, Pete Mills and especially the
late Pete Sachon. He always made me feel like I could do anything.

� To sportswriters John Crittenden of the Portsmouth Star, Bill Leffler of the Norfolk
Ledger Dispatch and the late Abe Goldblatt of the Norfolk Virginian Pilot — proud of a
local team, who collectively probably got more ink for stories on the 1954 Wilson foot-
ball team than any Tidewater high school team, before or since.

� To my heroes, Cully Dalton, Bobby Bunting and Carter Wiggins, ends and members
of Wilson’s 1951 football team, for being such fine examples.

� To Renny Underwood, who shared the beginnings of my football journey.

� To Joyce Frances Penland, my most important fan in 1953.

� To Mary Lou Sweat, a special fan.

� To Jessie Mae Bumgardner, my favorite cheerleader.

� To our quarterback, Billy Skeeter, whose passing skill made me look better than I was.

� To David Ames who threw me my first pass reception in the Petersburg game.

� Finally, and mostly, to my teammates who made it all possible.
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Iwas born and raised in Portsmouth, Virginia, grew up in the Waterview neighbor-
hood and attended Churchland, Westhaven and John Tyler elementary schools. In 1950

I began the eight grade at Woodrow Wilson High School and graduated in 1955. I played
football and was a member of our state championship team my senior year.

Thirty-four years later, in the fall of 1989, I obtained a videotape of Wilson’s 1954 foot-
ball games. It was quite an experience at fifty one seeing myself on the screen thirty five
years earlier when I was sixteen. I dug out my old scrapbook and reread the clippings about
those glory days and then put it away.

By 2003, the scrapbook was beginning to show signs of age, and so was I. I decided
that I would try to preserve these memories for my children and grandchildren before I
or the newsprint fell to pieces.

This memoir was not written for the general reader, but as a personal record and story
for my family. It was only late in its preparation that it was suggested a wider audience
might be interested in the clippings. Therefore, I trust non-family readers will understand
the emphasis on myself that naturally occurs.

Although not strictly having to do with football, I have included scrapbook items from
my senior year at Wilson. I think they will be of interest to many of my classmates.

Preparing this book was a delightful trip down memory lane. I reestablished connec-
tions with many teammates and friends, some whom I had not seen since high school.

I hope my family and friends get an idea of the extraordinary excitement and sense
of achievement that my teammates and I felt being members of a state championship team.
I hope my teammates will, if only for a moment, recapture those precious days when we
sprinted past our lives as boys toward the end zone.

~ Lynn Hopewell (30)

Preface
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Preparation and Anticipation
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The Early Years
When I was a kid in Portsmouth, I played pick-
up football and baseball every year I could swing
a bat or hold the football. Many of the Water-
view neighborhood boys, including Darrell Rice,
Ronnie Snowden, Buddy McNeil, Rudy Mans-
field, Bob Ainsworth and Renny Underwood,
played in the park at the corner of Grayson and
Russell Streets. I lived at 214 Rockbridge Road,
only a block away. We played until dark when I
was usually called home by my father’s whistle.

It was in the seventh grade in Mrs. Smiths’
class at John Tyler Elementary School, that I first
played on an organized team. In the spring of
1950, when I was twelve, our school baseball team
played in Portsmouth’s “Midget League.” All our
games were on the field behind Sixth Avenue El-
ementary School.

I made the All-City team that year as a left-
fielder. I still have the newspaper clipping. It was
only many years afterwards that I read the clip-
ping and recognized another name on that honor
team—David Ames. Little did we know then
that four years later, we would both be on not one
but, five honor teams.

There was no junior high school in 1950, so
I started my eighth grade school year at Woodrow
Wilson High School on High Street. I felt so
grown up. We changed classes just like the upper
grades, and for all practical purposes, we felt like
we were in high school. Some of my teachers had
also taught my mother twenty years earlier.

Wilson had won the 1947 state football cham-
pionship only three years earlier. In the 1950 sea-
son, Wilson had a fine 8-2-0 record. The school
was on a sports “high.” Cully Dalton, Jessel Curry
and Carter Wiggins, were outstanding sports fig-
ures. Jessel and Cully got jobs that summer at
Camp Kentwood in New Kent County near
West Point, where I had gone when I was six or
seven. At their urging I went to Kentwood that
summer too.

After a summer with my heroes, even though
a lowly freshman, you can bet I was an early show
when football practice started that August of
1951. I had decided I wanted to play “end” like
Cully and Carter. My best friend, Renny Un-

derwood, and I would ride our bicycles from Wa-
terview to Buck Childs Field, next to
Portsmouth Stadium (later Frank D. Lawrence
Stadium, named after my two older sons’ great-
grandfather.)

In the sweltering August heat we exercised
and practiced. Why two freshmen thought they
could play high school football is anyone’s guess.
I was a scrawny thirteen and Renny was fourteen.
We just knew that we wanted to experience that
wonderful feeling of participation and the high
spirits that infused student life at Wilson.

Wilson had about 1,200 students, and was,
with Cradock, and Norcom, one of three high
schools in Portsmouth. Many students’ parents
had also gone to school there. Almost everyone
went to the school’s football games. It was “ex-
pected” just as much as you were expected to at-
tend classes. Not only did students attend the
games, but so did their parents. If fact, it seemed
like the whole town came—the stands were usu-
ally full.

I remember the excitement as we looked at
the “cut” list posted weekly in the gym before the
season started. This list let you know who was
dropped from the team.Tactfully, the list showed
only the remaining players. I made the Junior
Varsity team.

I cannot remember playing a single JV game
that year, but, it didn’t really matter. I was “on the
football team.” I went to all the practices. The JV
did not “dress” for the varsity games, but we were
in the stands with the crowd. I think I went to
every home game for the next two years. 1951,
my freshman year, was an exciting year. Wilson
had another great season with a 8-1-0 record, los-
ing only to Hopewell, 20-13, before a very large
crowd of  18,000.

The next year, the 1952 season, Wilson had

Oct. 16 Wilson 7 Maury 0

Oct. 23 Wilson 19 Newport News 14

October 30 Wilson 6

Gramby 6

Nov 6 Wilson 6 So. Norfolk 18

Nov. 13 Wilson 7 Maury 12

Nov. 20 Wilson 20 Scotts Creek 7

J. V. Record 1952 Season (1953 President)

Gramby 6
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PREPARATION AND ANTICIPATION

a 6-3-1 record. At 14, I was still on the JV squad.
From the photograph, you can see that the JV
team produced many players for next year’s var-
sity team. The JV had a 3-2-1 record.

The 1953 Season           
In August of 1953, for the third year, I reported
for practice, now 15 years old and a rising junior.
I was again, not unexpectedly, assigned to the JV
team for scrimmaging. Early on we had a practice
game with another school’s team. I made five or
six tackles in the first few dozen plays of the game,
and more afterwards. In two years, the scrawny 13
year old had added pounds and height. My body
had finally caught up with my ambitions.

After that game, Walter Galliford, who
coached both the ends and the JV squad, came up
to me, and in his well-known laconic style, said to
me, “Well, Hopewell, when did you finally learn
to play football?” It was the closest he ever came
to giving me a direct compliment, (but he was a
master of the indirect compliment.)

From then on, I scrimmaged with the varsity
squad. Previously our head coach had been Woody
Grey. But, we had a new coach that year, 34-year-
old Pete Sachon. A week before the first game,
Coach Sachon came up to me during a practice

and said, “Hopewell, I’m going to start you at de-
fensive left end next week for the South Norfolk
game.” I was one thrilled fifteen year old.

I played first-string defense in every game that
year. Tommy Joe Haythe played left tackle next to
me. He never said two words to me during a game.
We had an OK season, 6-4-0, but I learned a lot
about playing football.

Lynn Hopewell, 1953 Team
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When the 1954 season started, I expected to start
at defensive end again, and I did. We had only
eleven lettermen returning that season. Four ends
played the most. In addition to myself, Worley
Smith, the only returning letterman end besides
myself, played first-string right end. Fred Turn-
er, was new to the team and started as offensive
left end. Joe Pond, the fastest of us all, was not a
starter, but would make his mark in the most spec-
tacular pass play I had ever seen.

We practiced hard and had good team spirits
and high morale. We looked forward to the sea-

son with great enthusiasm. But none of us sus-
pected the extraordinary events that were to un-
fold.

Here is our formal team photograph. After the
season, a huge copy was framed and hung in the
gym. It stayed there until the school was demol-
ished in the 1990s and was slated to be thrown
away. Rescued by teammate and Portsmouth City
Treasurer, Jimmy Williams, it now hangs in Roger
Brown’s Sports Bar and Restaurant on High Street
in downtown Portsmouth.

The 1954 Team
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THE 1954 TEAM
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THE 1954 TEAM

Lynn Hopewell, End
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As the 1954 season approached, as usual, we start-
ed practicing in August before school opened. I
got my photograph in the newspaper for the first
time that year, when one day at practice, they did
a “trick” photo of Coach Sachon, Worley Smith
and myself. As a letterman and with a season of
first-string varsity experience, I was looking for-
ward to my final year playing football.

I followed a ritual for each home game. Fred
Turner, who had a car, would pick me up at my
home in Waterview and we would drive to The
Circle, the family restaurant owned by my father,
uncle and grandfather. (One of my first summer
jobs was there as a busboy.) Fred and I would rit-

ually eat a steak dinner.Then we would proceed to
the Wilson gymnasium where we dressed for the
game. After putting on our uniforms, we went to
Portsmouth Stadium (right behind the gym) for
forty five minutes or so of warm up exercises. We
would then return to the gym for last minute con-
ferences with the coaches.

At the appointed hour we would go to the sta-
dium and make our grand entrance. We would trot
in a long line to the benches, passing through the
goalposts and a gauntlet of our cheering and pom-
pom waving cheerleaders. The crowd stood and
applauded.

The Season Begins

Opening Day Drills for Wilson’s Football Candidates
Left to right: Worley Smith, Joe White, Billy Denmark, Arthur Browning, Billy Skeeter, Carl Opauski, Tommy Perry, Lynn Hopewell
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THE 1954 TEAM

Lynn Hopewell
(From news photo)
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GAME 5 ~ OCTOBER 16

Wilson 13, Newport News 7
Following “Hurricane Hazel,” the Typhoons of Newport News blew into Portsmouth Stadium
and threw a scare into Wilson’s title hopes. Even though Ames was almost completely bottled up,
he managed to break away for one score. With the score tied at 7-7 and only a minute and a half
remaining, Skeeter through a perfect pass to Joe Pond, who made a sensational, finger-tip catch
for the winning score.

Standouts in this game were Jughead Browning, who was a one-man terror on defense, and
Joe Pond, who pulled the game out of the fire in the closing moments. While this was the poorest
played game of the year by the Presidents, it still turned out to be another step toward the state title.
The 1955 President.
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Hurricane Hazel came into town Friday so the game was postponed until Saturday afternoon, giv-
ing us our first daylight game. We put charcoal under our eyes to cut the glare. We did not play
very well and made only one first down in the first three quarters. I really thought we were going to
lose the game. But, then, in the last few minutes of the game, Joe Pond made the most perfect
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catch I have ever seen. He came from right end and was running down field as fast as he could, which
was very fast. Our quarterback, Billy Skeeter threw a long, long pass. Joe, running flat out, caught it
with arms out stretched, just on the tips of his fingers. He bobbled it a little then galloped away from
the defenders and saved our bacon. Teammate Hunter Ray McKinney ever since has called Joe’s catch
“the immaculate reception.”
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GAME 9 ~ NOVEMBER 20

Wilson 20, Jefferson Sr. 20

{ 24 }

A constant downpour and a sea of mud failed to keep the Presidents from capturing the state
title in a game with the Magicians which was postponed 24 hours because of the weather. Need-
ing a victory or a tie to clinch the title, Wilson came from behind on a sensational 82-yeard
touchdown run by Ames in the fourth quarter. He also scored the first six-pointed by sweeping
end early in the game. The other score resulted from a short, quick pass over center from Skeeter
to Hopewell who sped unmolested for 45 yards. This play put the Presidents ahead for the
first time in the game. The Magicians deserve mention for the outstanding game they turned
in. The 20 points scored by them was the most any one team had gathered against the Presi-
dents during the season. This game gave Wilson the state championship. Enough said! The 1955
President.
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We took the train from Norfolk to Roanoke on
a Thursday—Norfolk and Western’s “Powhatan
Arrow.” We were one happy team. We sang, joked
and generally cut up. We knew that, according to
the arcane mathematics of team rankings, to win
the Virginia State Group I (now AAA) champi-
onship we had only to tie Jefferson Senior. Shoot,
we knew we could do that. We arrived at the
Patrick Henry Hotel and ate dinner as the rain
poured down and the field became a sea of mud.
The game was postponed until Saturday. We had
to stay over another night. That evening, the team
walked to a local movie and saw White Christmas
starring Bing Crosby.
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Many people had taken the train with us or had
driven up from Porstmouth. Most loyally stayed
over. My parents drove with my brother and sis-
ters. The delay raised tension even more. Finally,
we went to Victory Stadium.

The Magician’s team was very good and the
scoring jockeyed back and forth. At one point, I
noticed that the defense was using a two split half-
backs in the secondary with no safety. I told
Skeeter that I thought they would be open in the
middle. He called for the “23 Quickie Pass.” On
this play, the quarterback received the hike, and
immediately threw the ball to the left end who was
running straight down the middle.

It worked perfectly. I thought the ball was
going over my head, but I caught it, about ten
yards from the line of scrimmage. I had to jump
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up to catch it. I was about 35 yards from the goal
and made it over with no trouble as I was going full
steam when I caught the ball, and I had gotten be-
tween the defenders. This score tied the game and
with the extra point, we were ahead 14-13. But,
then Roanoke scored, raising their total to 20
points. Then David Ames pulled us out of the fire

with an 85-yard touchdown. Arthur Browning was
a key contributor who recovered a fumble and in-
tercepted a pass during the closing minutes of the
game. We wanted to win but were happy with the
tie. I have often wondered what the scoring would
have been like if the weather had been better.
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Our train ride home was jubilant. A large crowd met us at the train station in Norfolk and at the
gym back at school in Portsmouth. All, in all, it was an exhilarating experience for this sixteen-year-
old and his teammates. From the 1955 President.





Playing football on a championship team was a
once-in-a-lifetime experience. Our team had one
super-star, a remarkable athlete, David Ames. We
couldn’t have won without him, but as David said
many times—he didn’t do it alone. In fact, when
you take a look at the scores and the game sta-
tistics, one thing becomes obvious—our cham-
pionship was a classic example of a team effort.

David lead the team (and the state) in scoring,
making 117 of our 230 points. But, 12 other play-
ers contributed to the scoring. Could we have won
the championship without Joe Pond who famously
saved us in the Newport News game; or Arthur
Browning and Frank Wickers who gave us the
three extra points we needed to tie Jefferson Se-
nior? Frank only scored one point during the sea-
son, but—what a point!

Our toughest opponents were Hopewell, New-
port News and Jefferson Senior. We tied Jefferson
and beat the other two by only one touchdown. In
the other games we more or less swamped the op-
position.

How did we do that? One reason was certain-
ly our bulldozing offense, but looking at the game
scores, another factor becomes obvious. We also
had a terrific defensive team. When we went on
the defensive, there were quite a few substitutions.
For example, our defensive five-man line normal-
ly included ends Worley Smith, myself or Fred
Turner, and three seemingly immovable objects:
Earl Sweet, Shelby West and Hunter Ray McKen-
ney.These last three did not generally play offense.
I particularly remember Bootsie Hartung, a fe-
rocious tackler, playing linebacker behind me. On
many plays, I would knock the interference down,
and Bootsie would nail the runner.

Our aggressive offense scored 210 points, while
the stonewall defensive team held the opposition
to a measly 48 points, 20 points of which were
by Jefferson. For the season, we recovered 13 of
their fumbles. We made 2,970 yards rushing while
our defense held them to only 1,227.

I have always thought our defensive star was
linebacker Arthur “Jughead” Browning (and of-

fensive center) although Ernie Houghton was
sometimes called “Mr. Defense.” Jug made too
many outstanding plays to count, but most notably
a blocked extra point kick and a pass interception
in the Jefferson game.

Our quarterback Billy Skeeter deserved more
credit than he got. While he wasn’t a scorer, with
his steady hand on the tiller, he was the backbone
of the team. (He came into his own the next sea-
son, when he won the Harry Brownley award.)

I particularly enjoyed playing next to Bobby
Stevens as tackle and Carl Opauski as guard, the
three of us holding down the left side of the of-
fensive line. Bobby liked to call cross-blocking for
the two of us when the defensive end and tackle
were in a vulnerable position.

When we began the season, after a 6-4-0 sea-
son the year before, I don’t think any of us thought
of ourselves as state champions. The feeling grew
slowly as we won game after game. About half way
though the season, we allowed ourselves to talk
about going all the way undefeated. With each
game the tension and excitement grew, and so did
our determination and effort. We had some close
calls, but that made our wins more satisfying. We
earned the championship because we had out-
standing coaching, a supportive school and com-
munity and because we knew the meaning of
teamwork.

As I think back over almost fifty years to those
wonderful days of young glory, I am thankful to
have been part of such a fantastic experience—a
state championship team. For all of us, players,
managers, cheerleaders and coaches, it was ex-
traordinary experience.

Sometimes, when I occasionally watch the
movies of the 1954 season, I find myself trans-
ported as if in time machine. My head fills with
visions of not only the championship season, but
of five wonderful years at Wilson, my friends,
many of whom were my schoolmates for 12 years,
and of growing up in Portsmouth. Though far
away, I am, for a moment, home once again.

Team Playing Yields a
Championchip
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Scoring by Game
Score TDs By Runs TDs By Passes Extra Points Opponent Score

& Safety
Wilson 20 1-Ames, 1-Houghton 1-Pond 2-Browning Oscar Smith 0
Wilson 12 1-Ames 1-Ames 0 Hopewell 6
Wilson 21 1-Ames, 1-Skeeter, 0 1-Pond, Norview 0

1-Antonucci 1-Hartung
(safety)

Wilson 14 2-Ames 0 2-Ames Washington-Lee 0
Wilson 13 1-Ames 1-Pond 1-Ames Newport News 7
Wilson 38 2-Ames, 1-Williams 2-Hopewell 2- Browning  Petersburg 2

1-Pond
Wilson 33 3-Ames 1-Hopewell 3-Browning Maury 13

1-Smith
Wilson 32 1-Ames, 1-Hopewel 2-Browning Granby 0

1-McMurran 1-Pond
1-Bullock

Wilson 20 2-Ames 1-Hopewell 1-Browning Jefferson Senior 20
1-Wickers

Wilson 27 4-Ames 0 3-Browning Suffolk 0
Totals 230 23=138 pts. 12=72 pts. 18 extra points, 48

1 safety=20 pts.

Scoring Summary by Type

Touchdowns: 35 Extra Points: 18 Safety: 1
Ames-19 Browning-13 Hartung-1
Hopewell-5 Ames-3
Pond-4 Pond-1
Antonucci-1 Wickers-1
Bullock-1
Houghton-1
Skeeter-1
McMurran-1
Smith-1
Williams-1

Individual Scoring Points

Ames 117
Hopewell 30
Pond 25
Browning 13
Houghton 6
Antonucci 6
Bullock 6
McMurran 6
Skeeter 6
Smith 6
Williams 6
Hartung 2
Wickers 1
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Season Statistics
From The 1955 President

Wilson Opponents
Yards Rushing 2,070 866
Yards Passing 897 361
Average Per Carry 5.2 2.1
Times Carried 548 581
Total Yards 2,957 1,227
Fumbles Lost 4 13
Passes Attempted 98 123
Passes Completed 32 40
Percent Completed 33% 33%



Honor Teams
All City All Eastern All Tidewater All State All Southern

First Team Ames Ames Ames Ames Ames
Browning Browning
Hopewell Hopewell Hopewell Hopewell Hopewell
Opauski Opauski Opauski
Skeeter Smith

Second Team Smith Smith Opauski
White Browning
Wickers

The Honor Teams
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In rapid succession, the All Portsmouth City, All Tidewater and All Eastern District honor teams were
named. I was on the first squad of all three, a pretty heady experience. But, then I had a hint of some-
thing special happening in Mr. Lisle W. Padden's mechanical drawing class. I was finishing up one day
in mid-December when Coach Galliford walked by. He just looked at me and shook his head. He said,
“Hopewell, four years ago, I would have never believed it,” and then walked away. I had no idea what
he was talking about. The next day, the All-State team was announced in the papers. David Ames and
I made the first team.

A few days later, on December 19, David and I were named to the All Southern team. It was my
seventeenth birthday.
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In 1954, the Woodrow Wilson Presidents braved their way through ten grueling
games without losing one of them. This is the story of the players, the coaches,
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�

History / United States / State & Local




