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Part 1: Red Devil Football – The Beginning 

 

As I was researching the background material for a story about Clarkson’s high school 

basketball program, I came across a comment from Dale Gentzler about that other sport 

– football: 

“Football was new for Clarkson in 1956 under Head Coach Francis ‘Kooch’ Dostal. 

Although that 11-man sport was new to many Clarkson folks, it didn’t take long to catch 

on. It took some larnin’ though. I vividly remember some of the first games when the 

pep club was yelling “Let’s go north!” and the team was going south, or didn’t even 

have the ball. At the beginning of the first season, there was a “get acquainted night” 

where people who didn’t know anything about football could come and get an 

explanation of the rules. They even demonstrated the various important parts and the 

safety qualities of the football uniform, right down to the athletic supporters.” 

From such humble beginnings our fortunes could only rise, no? And they did – quickly. 

Happily, I was able to convince my brother Ron, who was there and lived the dream, to 

relate his memories of the early years of CHS football.  He promises to make this an 

inspiring, two-part story about triumph over adversity, the transition from ignorance to 

bliss.  So put on your 45 rpm record of Earth Angel, mix up a cherry Coke, and read on…. 

 

“When Glenn asked me to jot down a few notes about football in Clarkson, I didn’t think 

I wanted to, since my experience was too narrow to be of any interest except to those 

who’d been on the field during those four years (’58-’62).  I was lucky to find some 

information in old school annuals and newspaper clippings from my brother-in-law Marv 

Studnicka (thanks, Marv) which helped a bit.  The first year of modern football was 1956 

season. It was a rough one without a win or tie, and the school annual is vague about 

the team except for a picture of those brave warrior pioneers.  The picture below was 

sent to me by brother Larry Čada (I steal a lot of stuff from my relatives, no?) 

http://clarksonhistory.wordpress.com/2013/07/14/red-devil-football-the-beginning/
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Fortunes improved somewhat in 1957 with tied games against Newman Grove and 

Stanton’s Reserves.  Here is a photo of that team from the 1958 yearbook. 

 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/squad-56-57.jpg
http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/squad-57-8.jpg
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The schedule and scores are shown below. I believe we could have won a couple games 

if a flu epidemic hadn’t shortened the season by two games. 

 

 

 

And who can forget the cheerleaders of 1957-58.  They kept the fans and teams roused 

and ready to play! 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/schedule-57-8.jpg
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http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/cheer-58.jpg


 
5 

And while we’re at it I believe the boys on the team were stimulated to high 

performance by the volume and intensity of the women of the CHS Pep Club of 1957-

1958. 

 

 

 

 

 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/pep-club-58.jpg
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And not to be ignored we owe a debt of gratitude to the Annual Staff and their mentor, 

Madge Larson for documenting and portraying all the pictures and stories of their 

time.  I hope you’re also noticing the local businesses that supported the annual by 

buying pages with a donation to the school. 

 

 

 

 

As a freshman off the farm in the Fall of 1958, I couldn’t believe that the brutish heroes 

we called lettermen could have been beaten, especially with coaches like Francis Dostal 

and Bill  Kropp (Mister to you) leading them on.  These folks were mostly big and some 

mean.  How many can you name? 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/annual-staff-58.jpg
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The Fall of 1958 saw an increase of the roster to 29 team members with seven returning 

lettermen:  The Colfax County Press listed Seniors Duane Novotny, Hank Balzer, and Don 

Stodola; Junior Marvin Studnicka; Sophomores Norbert Barta, John Robbass, Wayne 

Prazak and David Houfek.  “Promising” boys are Ron Tuma, Adolph Vacha, Dennis 

Schroeder, Dave Kabes, Jim Vacha, Leroy Cech and Mike Keedy.”  “New” members: 

Denny Houfek, Ronnie Svik, Ed Mundil, Dave Qualsett, Richard Neuhaus, Bill Sixta, Jim 

Cada, Ronnie [sic] Cada, Jim Klimes, Larry Houdek, Verne Holoubek, Kenny Kluthe, 

Richard Fuhr and Marvin Podany.  I list these because they are my friends and I think of 

them often.  It also shows that nearly half the squad was made up of newcomers.   

 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/lettermen-57-8.jpg
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What I most remember about the picture below is that none of us was wearing pants! 

(see the 1959 Annual). 

 

 

That 1958 season of seven games was not easy, but the team eked out a 13-12 win over 

Stanton Reserves.  The corner had been turned.  The jinx had been lifted.  The future 

was ours.  Sorry, got carried away. 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/squad-58-59.jpg
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Oh, yes.  One other thing.  There was a 2nd game we should have won in the fall of 

1958, against the Schuyler Reserves.  We put it to them in the first half and led the game 

at halftime.  As we came out for the 2nd half I noticed a couple of my Heun friends 

playing that had not played in the first half.  They were wearing jerseys of the reserves 

but they were 1st stringers at Schuyler High.  I learned a couple things about fairness 

that day.  And winning at all costs.  And forgiving but not forgetting.  I don’t believe 

Schuyler was on our football schedule after that. 

Not only was this a team with a new attitude, but the cheerleaders were cool! 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/schedule-58-9.jpg
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http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/cheer-59.jpg
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We entered the fall of the 1959-60 school year thinking this was to be our year, just look 

at the interest!  Instead of a shortage of three game jerseys there were now 12 

competitors who posed for the squad picture in practice jerseys.  Shame! 

 

 

 

Even though there were only two regulars back from the previous year, the season 

began with a bang.  The local reporters said “Red Devils Scamper by Pilger High, Marv 

Studnicka blasted over the goal line, Norb Barta bulled over and Bill Sixta intercepted a 

pass running it back for 15 yards.”  Said Coach Dostal, “It was an odd game.  One fumble 

and one punt.  Pilger controlled the ball in the first half and we took over in the second 

half.” 

Sadly, that was our sole win for that year, as the other teams seemed to have our 

number, especially on offense.  We scored points in only half the games played that 

year. 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/squad-59-60.jpg
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http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/schedule-59-60.jpg
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Through it all our Pep Club continued to support the teams of the school in good times 

and bad. 

 

 

For those who continue reading the second installment of this personal memory trip, I 

can promise you a change of luck in the next couple years.” 

- Ron Čada 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/pep-club-59-60.jpg
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Part 2:  Red Devil Football – The Tide is Turned 

Ron’s narrative of the early years of CHS football continues… 

I don’t believe anyone alive knows what happened in the 1960-61 school year.  The 

school administration didn’t change; Mr. Pavel and Mrs. Larsen were there since the 

Dark Ages.  Some might argue that Doc O’Neal joining the Board of Education changed 

things (like steroid usage, ha).  Or maybe the Board’s agreement to all wear dark suits 

had an effect on the student body. 

 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/admin-1961.jpg
http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/bd-of-ed-1961.jpg
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Others among my friends and family suggest that the replacement of our valued 

mentor, Mr. Dostal, with a short, fast kid from “somewhere” who went to school at a 

teacher’s college in Northern Colorado and was “pretty good at something athletic” 

made a difference in the team spirit and morale and attitude and ability.  Probably 

not.  All I remember was that Mr. Dostal left us, and we thought we needed him to 

counter the “unbridled enthusiasm” of Mr. Kropp. 

 

When we gathered for practice that ever-hot August 1960 we were a nervous bunch of 

kids, not quite knowing what to expect or whether anything would change from the 

previous five years of drills, game prep and ending wishing we had done something 

differently.  Most of us had played together for 2-3 years but there didn’t seem to be 

that much difference this Fall. 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/coaches-1960-61.jpg
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Anyone who was at the first game of that season has some memory of what happened, 

however faded it is over the years.  All I can really remember vividly is the nervousness 

that permeated the first half of the game, and the beginning smiles of my friends as 

they realized what was happening which turned into outright laughter in the fourth 

quarter as we tried to figure out what was occurring and what else could we 

try.  Everyone had a crack at the ball on defense and the offense could do nothing 

wrong.  We had control!  The score speaks for itself.  Bernice found my scrapbook which 

had the clipping “Red Devils Frolic at Humphrey’s Expense.”  I have never frolicked in my 

life, I guess Ken Kluthe was the one they meant.  I see by the article that I quit giving the 

ball to Barta after six touchdowns (World Herald Star of Week) and allowing Kluthe to 

block a punt in the end zone and score.   Enough of the detail. 

 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/squad-1960-61.jpg
http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/schedule-1960-61.jpg
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One of the dangers of having such luck at first is believing that it is real and lasting. The 

next game at Clarks showed us that attention to detail was sort of important.  A team 

that had beaten us handily the previous two years wasn’t ready to lie down for us.  We 

came away pretty rattled and Mr. Best acted as good coaches do, pay attention to detail 

and move on.  The rest of the season speaks for itself as the coaches guided us in 

avenging the previous drubbings by neighboring teams.  The near-loss of that 2nd game 

probably made us better the rest of the season.  Credit the coaches with a large part of 

that.  With one exception it was a blistering year that changed all of us forever. 

As a noteworthy addition to that wonderful experience, two of our teammates were 

named by state authorities to have meritorious service deserving recognition.  I’m sure 

they’ll admit that the other 26 boys on the team gave able assistance.  I had forgotten 

this; the team ranked eighth in Class C at the end. 

 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/kabes-barta-1960-61.jpg
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Oh, there was another change in the team makeup that year.  We had a new team of 

cheerleaders, Doris Dvorak, Judi Nadrchal and Elaine Kabes to lead the expanded and 

enthusiastic Pep club, sponsored by Mrs. Hesther Timmons (who I’m told taught the 

girls to use “adoring eyes” for attracting boys.  I have no corroborating evidence to 

support this–sample of one.) 

 

 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/cheer-1960-61.jpg
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I would be remiss if I ignored one other athletic event for our school in 1960-61.  It 

seems by the chart below that the agile and accurate dribblers (not me) had a fairly 

respectable season.  Great.  Someone else brag it up, ha. 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/pep-club-1960-61.jpg
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Tom Best wrote an article in the Colfax County Press opening the 1961-62 season 

headlined “Football Squad Looks Promising”.  In among the details of practice, physical 

exams, and schedule he wrote “I do not intend to build these boys up so they have to 

scratch their heads with a yardstick, but I believe in them as I hope they do in us 

coaches, Coach Best and Coach Kropp.”  I think that set the tone for the season, as we 

were looking to continue our “luck”. 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/bb-1960-61.jpg
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That season was one of trying to live up to our expectations and working our way 

through the schedule systematically.  We ended the year with no losses, one tie, and 

ranked ninth in Class C.  Noteworthy again was the recognition of two men by the state 

press as meritorious participants.  We were all proud of them. 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/squad-1961-62.jpg
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As a final note, the development of respect in the school and environs provided the 

impetus for the expansion of the football cheerleading squad.   I’m sure it made a 

difference in our performance having that kind of support. 

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/schedule-1961-62.jpg
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What a delight to relive those times, and I’m sad to see them go in many ways.  I tracked 

our teams throughout the years from a distance, in their ups and downs and the 

changes when eleven-man football was left behind.  I get tired just watching the speed 

of play in those games; I liked eleven-man because the defense seemed to have an 

advantage and teamwork appeared more important. 

Thanks, Glenn, for the chance to put this together.  If it is too long, just enjoy the old 

pictures of the guys and dolls. 

- Ron Čada 

 

  

http://clarksonhistory.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/cheer-1961-62.jpg
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Part 3:  Red Devil Football – The Mid-1960s 
 
 
Moving up a few years, Darrell Podany (Class of 1967) recalls the CHS football teams of the mid-
60s.  While they may not have been the most successful Red Devil teams to take the field, they 
were indisputably the smartest and best looking…. 
  
 
Mostly I remember two-a-days.  Practices were long and hard and it was always hot.  
Fortunately we had frequent rest breaks and plenty of chances to replenish our dehydrated 
bodies with water and fluids.  Also the coaches expressed real concern for the well-being of 
players, especially underclassmen.  They were constantly checking to be sure everyone was 
ok.  Oh, wait...you meant Clarkson High football, right?  That would be different. 
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Remember the blizzard game against Howells when we were seniors in '66?   Never been so 
wet and cold.   Six inches of ice, snow, and slush covered the field at the start of the game and it 
kept on coming down.  We were tied at the half.  Could barely see the lights for the driving 
snow.  At the start of the second half we had the whimpering bobkitties backed up to their own 
goal line with 4th and a mile.   Then suddenly the ref stepped in and said “game's over 
boys!”  As I recall everyone on our side said 'phooey'!  Or something like that. 
 
Memories indelibly etched in mind include the team being suited up and lining up wordlessly to 
get on the bus for the trip to the field.   The only sounds, the scraping of cleats on concrete and 
snapping up of chin straps.   
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I recall playing beneath a huge orange October full moon, the crisp cool air, the grassy scent of 
the newly mown field (had plenty of opportunity to examine the field in detail since my face 
was often being pushed deeply into it).   The anguish of missed blocks and tackles and scoring 
opportunities.  Occasionally plays worked as designed, though, and it was cause for 
celebration.   I was privileged to play with some pretty good players.  Foremost in my 
recollection was Roger Arnold...he was just a bulldozer with a giant heart.  Roger loved the 
game and it was an honor just to have suited up with the guy.  As I recall we lost more games 
than we won, but as the adage goes, the outcome was somehow less significant than the 
journey.  In the Deed the Glory. 
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After games on the way back Coach would counsel players to "don't get your daubers down", if 
we lost and "take your gear home and get it 'worshed'".    Red Devil Moms were the ones who 
actually   'worshed' our gear, and I am still trying to figure out exactly what a 'dauber' is.  But he 
was a good coach so I took him at his word. 
  

After the games we headed downtown to Beanies for the obligatory pep rally and soda, 
washing away painful memories or reliving glorious victories in an endless torrent of Coca Cola 
and French fries.  And pursued additional scoring opportunities (albeit unsuccessfully) with the 
attractive, charming and all-too-virtuous members of the CHS pep club.  
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Keep up the good work, remember the Devils*, and don't get your dauber down. 
 
- Darrell Podany 

  

 

  

*Remember the Titans - best football movie ever. 
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Part 4: Red Devil Football – A View from the Sidelines 
 

 
And finally, in Part 4 of the CHS football trilogy, we return to the words of Dale Gentzler, 
businessman and booster, to get the perspective of the football fan: 
 
Football was new for Clarkson in 1956 under Head Coach Francis 'Kooch' Dostal. 
Although that 11-man sport was new to many Clarkson folks, it didn't take long to catch 
on. It took some larnin' though. I vividly remember some of the first games when the 
pep club was yelling "let's go north," and the team was going south, or didn't even have 
the ball. At the beginning of the first season, there was a "get acquainted night" where 
people who didn't know anything about football could come and get an explanation of 
the rules. They even demonstrated the various important parts and the safety qualities 
of the football uniform, right down to the athletic supporters.  
 
Oh, we were athletic supporters alright. We had some good years and we had some bad 
years. We supported through thick and thin.  
 
I remember one particular 'thin.'  Have you ever heard about a spectator getting a 15-
yard penalty in football?  It was during the final days of Pilger High School, when they 
had a really good team, starring David Goeller, who later went on to star at Nebraska. 
Leroy Ernst was the head coach for the Red Devils and I drove the team bus that year.  
There was a goodly number of Devil fans along the east sideline wire and we were 
getting trounced pretty good. On one particular play Goeller made a long run, was 
tackled out of bounds near our goal line, but not across it. The official signaled a 
touchdown and we went ballistic! I shouted at the ref, "open your  #@$&*!# eyes!" and 
I called him by name, because I knew him and "never did like that guy." The hankie went 
down just like that and I disappeared down the sidelines, meeting Coach Ernst en route, 
who was coming to see what the penalty was about. I said "I dunno" and kept on movin' 
away from the scene of the accident. Ruth O’Neal and Eldora Gentlzer were left 
standing there to face the ref, declaring their innocence---- and I was long gone. They 
called a fifteen yard penalty on the crowd (me, only they didn't know it was me) and 
assessed it on the ensuing kickoff.  We did score in the next few minutes but that didn't 
ease my embarrassment much. I was like Bill Clinton, not sorry that I did it-- just sorry I 
got caught. Fortunately we lost by a lot of points, so it wasn't instrumental in the 
outcome. The sad part was that, being the bus driver, I had to own up to my actions 
when we got back on the bus. 
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I'm also reminded of a football game at St. Edward. We arrived and there was only one 
light pole for the entire field. Encouraged by old man "Schnapps," who rode with us, the 
Clarkson contingent stood at attention and lit matches for the kickoff. Somehow St. Ed 
decided we were getting a little rowdier than necessary during the game, so the city cop 
came to our side of the field, which only made things worse. We never left him alone. 
Irwin Kluthe asked him if he wanted to make something out of it. Alan Dusatko let him 
know that he was an "attorney at law" and Buster Miller got in his face to make a point. 
The cop, who just happened to be the father of Case, the football star for St. Edward, 
endured it for a minute, then he waggled his finger at Frank, and said "Now, look here, 
Buster!" The whole Clarkson crowd just broke up, realizing that the cop didn't know it 
was a real "Buster" he was talking to. Laughing didn't help matters.  We didn't go to jail, 
but we were guilty of doing things our kids would get in trouble for. They sure make 
good memories, though.  
 
Home football games were fun, too, and there was always a crowd. Our two girls got 
their love for the sport very early, partly because of their parents' enthusiasm for 
Clarkson Red Devil football. During a game, if someone would take off downfield on a 
long run, I'd grab an arm and away we'd go. Their feet would barely touch the ground. 
 
In summary, the pep club eventually got the hang of it. And that was the only fifteen 
yard penalty I've ever heard called on the sideline. Oh well, I'm famous for something. 
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My zeal for small town athletics got me in trouble more than once. When we were in 
business at Clarkson Sundries I would often design window displays to boost the Devils 
on to victory that particular week.  One time I was so proud of my innovative mind, 
when I built a grave in the window, with the following epitaph; "Here lies St. Francis 
dead on the level, victim of the Clarkson Red Devil." Clever?  Father Kubesh didn't think 
so. Promoting a devil's victory over a saint was carrying team spirit a bit far, I was told. It 
was a learning experience--- I didn't do anything like that, ever again. 
 

- Dale Gentzler 
 
And so ends the story of the first decade of Clarkson High School football, 1956-1966. 
The spirited players are now old men, and can only dream of the speed and stamina they 
had as 17-year-olds. And the Red Devil teams are gone, part of history.  So put your 
cheeseburger and Coca Cola down, put your hands together, and join in our fight song 
(Sung to the tune of “When the Saints Go Marching In”…) 
 

When the Devils, go marching in, 
When the Devils go marching in, 
Oh, I’d love to be in that number, 
When the Devils go marching in! 
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