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Clue Sinister

A Short Short Story

HE windows were closed against the Dublin fog.

The air in the pub was stale with tobacco smoke

and the smell of beer. An unshaded bulb cast a
harsh light on scabby green plaster without really
illuminating the room. At a table a group of men were
playing cards. Frequent lorries loaded with Black ‘and
Tans rattled and crashed on the cobblestones outside;
each carried a helplessly bound Irish Republican and the
derisive placard, “Bomb Now!” As the lorries passed,
the men at the table ceased their guarded talk., The
room was tense with a veiled expectancy; implacable
hatred stamped each face.

The Widow Burke sat at the till, knitting, her back
resting against the thin partition between the bar and
the stairs. Her eyes, fastened always on her knitting,
were clouded with a weariness that was more than
physical. She was a tired woman, tired of strife, tired
of uncertainty, and always torn with fear and grief for
those who prolonged this struggle between the Irish
and the British. '

She was a practical woman. Childless, and worn by
years of hardship, she wanted only to keep herself
clothed and fed, and to have a few shillings in her purse.
Liberty and freedom were, to her, vain ideals for which
her husband had thrown away a good pub. His rewards
were a bullet in his heart and his widow's eternal con-
tempt.

When the lorries roared past, rattling the windows
and jingling the glasses on the shelf, her needles slowed
down. She was waiting and listening, hating the Re-
publicans for what they might be planning in her shop,

hating the Tans for running their lorries through her
street. -

IT was then, when her heart was filled with bitterness

and anxiety, that she heard the shotgun’s crash in the
room above. ‘“Mother of God, it’s come,” she thought.
“They’re sniping from my pub!” Over her head a
weight fell to the floor; then someone was racing down
the stairs,

Widow Burke dropped her knitting and climbed from
her stool. Hastily she bent over and busied herself
with washing glasses that were already clean. She
dfs_perately wanted not to know who was coming down-
stairs,

After a minute she straightened up, and she knew
somehow that the pattern of the card players at the
table was different; the essence of the room had
changed.

Or had it? Had Dennis Collins been there before?
She refused to look again, to think about it, lest she dis-
cover some evidence that pointed to him. She forced
the idea from her thoughts. Of course, Dennis had
been there all evening. He had not left the room.

She became conscious of the bedlam in the street.
There had been a scream before the lorry ground to a
stop. Another drew up behind it. She heard the bark
of commands and the clatter of running feet. Tans were
running through the houses on either side, climbing to
the roofs, deploying in front and back to cut off all
possible escape from the pub.

It was an age before they came. Then the door was
thrown open. A lieutenant, a sergeant and three pri-
vates clumped into the room. The lieutenant left a man
at the door and sent the others to search upstairs.

The men at the table, hostile, waited for the action
of the Tans. Dennis Collins wiped a drop of spilled
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beer from his coat. His face was tense and impassive.

The lieutenant returned his automatic to its holster.
“The score is even this time, you bloody murderers:.
Your sniper got your own man as well as one of ours.”
He turned to Widow Burke. “And you,” he rasped.
“I don’t suppose you know anything about it. You
didn’t hear a thing, did you?”

“I heard the shot. It was upstairs.” The widow was
sullen,

“Who lives there?”

“Nobody. It’s been vacant about a month.
only this room and the one in back.”

“Hear anything else?” the lieutenant asked.

“Someone ran down the stairs. I don’t know where
he went. There’s a window behind the stairs. I was
leaning over washing glasses and I couldn’t see.”

“Oh, you were leaning over, and you couldn’t see, eh?
You could hear him on the stairs right enough, but you
couldn’t hear whether he came in here or went out the
window.” :

“There was so much noise in the street by then that
I couldn’t tell.”

The lieutenant studied her. Her eyes were steady
under his gaze; they showed neither resentment nor
defiance.

I rent

HE was young, but his eyes were old and tired. As
sick of it as I am, she thought. His hardness was
shallow and forced, his arrogance unnatural,
out of his depth. Too young. .

At length the sergeant returned, carrying an ancient
shotgun and a half empty box of shells.

“Here’s the gun, all right. Just been fired. The place
is empty, clear to the roof.”

The lieutenant examined the gun. “Hello! I wonde’l;
why they removed this,” he said. “Initials probably.

The Widow Burke watched them examining the end
of the stock. The metal butt plate had been removed,
and the screws put back about half way. The two
screws projected a half inch from the end of the stock.

“Hurt his shoulder plenty, a cannon like that one.”

“It would leave a mark,” the lieutenant said softly.
He didn’t look up.

“I’ll soon find out, sir.” The sergeant moved toward
the table, but the lieutenant stopped him,

“Try it yourself first, sergeant. To make sure.”

The sergeant stepped to the open door. The room
shivered with the explosion of the shotgun. He re-
turned, rubbing his shoulder. “Feels like getting hit
by a .45,” he said.

He opened his shirt. There were two round marks
on his shoulder, rapidly turning red.

The lieutenant turned to the table. “Stand up, all of
you. Up against the bar. Get a move on.”

Wordlessly they lined up, hatred in their eyes.

“Step along, step along. Open your shirts—we want
to look at your shoulders.”

The Widow Burke picked up her knitting to keep
from twisting the corner of her apron. She could pot
keep her eyes off Dennis Collins at the end of the line.
He did not hesitate, and his face was expressionless.

The sergeant moved slowly, examining each man’s
right shoulder carefully, alert for a grimace of pain
when he probed with brutal fingers.

Then, at last, he stood in front of Dennis. The boy
was fumbling with the last button on his shirt. The
widow felt cold terror in her stomach as she watched

He was
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day face each other in the spirit of
friendly rivalry and wholesome
sportsmanship. There is a tacit
agreement that only fair play will
prevail, and, in ninety-nine cases out
of a hundred, it does.

*  Tackling today is as hard and as
effective as it ever was. The modern
game demands perfection and it gets
it. Watch the work of the defend-
ing kgacks as a player comes through
the line, if you don’t believe the boys
on the field still know how to rattle
a fellow’s back teeth by hitting him
around the knees. Blocking is down
to a science, despite the popularity
of bassing, and there are more fine
interfering backs today than ever.

Footpal] is not going soft. Not
even with the growth of the six-man
game. Before the invention of this
pastime boys who didn’t like to take
the bumps_ played touch-football. It
was, and is, good fun, and it never
did a boy any harm.

_If, however, more schools adopt
six-man football as their official pas-
time, the regular game will eventu-
ally suffer. Six-man football should
be confined to youngsters under thir-
teen years of age, for reasons of
safety. If they stick to it after that,
their chance of becoming good foot-
ball players will be severely handi-
capped. They will be adept ball
handlers, and probably fast runners,

but when it comes to the business of

advancing the ball through eleven
stubborn and gallant defenders, it
will be another story.

Some enthusiasts, convinced the
grand old game is going soft, point
to the fact that the old college rival-
ries have mellowed with the years,
and teams now endeavor to outdo
each other with ingratiating hos-
pitalities. It wasn’t so long ago when
a Princeton man was ready to sock
a son of Pennsylvania squarely on
the nose if the latter said so much
as “boo” about Princeton’s football
team. The same was true of Har-
vard, Cornell, Dartmouth and Yale's
loyal sons. It was the spirit of the
times and a natural by-product of
the game.

Whether it was a healthy sign or
a decadent one is hard to say, but
the riots that often accompanied big-
time football games didn’t give the
sport a boost in the public eye, or
enhance its reputation. Today things
are different. Dartmouth and Har-
vard, ancient rivals, have dined to-
gether on the eve of their annual
game. Fellowship and geniality pre-
vailed, and the boys of both squads
felt they got more out of the game
because they knew each other better.

The custom of having rival teams
dine together either before or imme-
diately after their contest is grow-

.ing fast and is accepted with genuine

enthusiasm by players everywhere.
The fact that the opposing teams are
friendly in their attitude toward one
another doesn’t stop the boys from
playing their hearts out on the field.
They believe it’s all part of the game

‘to knock a man down with as much

gusto as possible and while bodily
feelings are not spared, friendships
are not strained.

Watching the big games, yes, and
the small ones, too, this season, ob-
serve how rarely you see a penalty
enforced for a violation of a per-
sonal nature. The old business of
getting-even, ganging up on the star
halfback or purposely making an
opponent play into a trap wherein
he will be incapacitated by injury,
are gone for good. Most penalties
today are caused by over-eagerness.
Oftside, moving before the ball is
passed, backs in motion and inad-
vertent holding are the causes of
most infractions.

No, football isn’t going soft. The

-majority of gridiron men of this

season have been training for the
ordeal, not for a few weeks, as did
their daddies and predecessors, but
all year round. They are tougher
physically than whalebone, and de-
spite the fact -they live in a soft and
luxurious age, they know how to take
it and they know how to dish it out.

Prophets and Profits

up with famous, glamorous All-
Americans. Red Grange, most pub-
licized pl_ayer who ever lived, Bronko
Nagurski and Jack Manders played
for the Bears. The Giants had Ken
Strong, Ed Danowski and Mel Hein.
The customers were as knowing and
conversant with the confusing busi-
ness on the field as any football-wise
college crowd.

Four more years have brought
greater crowds and financial security
to the pro footballers, but the post-
graduate phase of the game really
came of age just several weeks ago.
Byron White, a young gent from
Colorado University, affectionately
known tq half the adult population
of America as “Whizzer”, suddenly
decided he would accept the Pitts-
burgh Pirates’ handsome offer of
$15,900 for one season of play in the
National Football League, a propo-
sition he had rejected previously.
Acceptance meant that White, a bril-
liant student who had won a Rhodes
Scho[al'ship, would have to delay
matriculation at Oxford for six
months. Commentators everywhere
hailed White’s decision and his good

(Continued from page 23)

fortune, but literally. Fifteen G’s for
three months of work ain’t hay.
This radical shift in public opinion
was conclusive evidence of pro foot-
ball’s maturity. It was impossible to
forget the barrage of violent criti-
cism which descended upon Grange’s
red head in 1925 when, immediately
after playing his last varsity game
for the University of Illinois, the
Galloping Ghost associated himself
with C. C. Pyle for the purpose of
cashing in on his reputation and
talents. The inducement then also
was $15,000, but Grange did not fore-
go, even temporarily, distinguished
scholastic honors. Yet Grange was
denounced on every college campus
for having betrayed the grand old
game for a mere mess of pottage.
Illinois expressed pious horror that
one of its sons should sell his pure,
white body in the market place for
forty pieces of silver. The college
authorities studiously refrained, of
course, from mentioning that they
had put Grange on public exhibition
in several centers of culture and
higher education for considerably
more than fifteen thousand dollars,

chicken feed to a school which has
the extremely rare fortune to enroll
a three-time All-American in its
temples of learning.

What has happened in thirteen
years to make the public regard one
youngster, who turned professional
for $15,000, as a Benedict Arnold,
or something, and hail another for
his acumen in providing himself
with a nice little nest egg? Well.
sir, that’s a long story but it doesn’t
take too long in the telling. Briefly,
professional football today is re-
garded as a career—not as honor-
able, perhaps, as the law, medicine
or teaching, but still several notches
higher in the social scale than it was
in Grange’s time, when a fellow who
played for pay was looked upon as
a case of arrested development, a
loafer, or both.

Profits were not enough to fortify
professional football’s standing in
the sports curriculum. They were
awfully comforting to have, but the
game did not arrive until the public
granted it a measure of prestige by
taking its players and its purpose
seriously. And now that it is firmly
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that evening at six-thirty in the
Crystal Room of the Hotel Stoddard.
- The Exalted Ruler, Mr. Yerly, made
the welcoming address. The other
speakers were the Grand Exalted
Ruler, Mr. Geniesse, Mr. Broughton,
and U. 8. Senator F. Ryan Duffy,
Fond du Lac. Lawrence J. Brody,
prominent La Crosse attorney, was
Toastmaster.

More than 400 Elks and their
ladies attended the banquet. The
program opened with the announce-
ment by Claire Bird, Wausau, of
the winners of the Elks State
Scholarship awards. Three high
school - graduates — Dick Calkins,
Racine, Margery Shale, Baraboo,
and Ted Oppegard, of Wausau—
were the recipients. P.D.D. Jacob
Federer, Sheboygan, announced the
results of the Ritualistic Contest
held the previous evening. Wiscon-
sin Rapids Lodge was the winner,
with Baraboo second and Two Rivers
third. The announcement followed
that La Crosse had won the Golf
Tournament, with Waukesha second,
and that C. H. Horning, Fond du
Lac, had won the low gross score.
While the dinner was in progress,
musical selections were presented by
the Madison Elks Quartette, a male
chorus from Wausau, and the Hud-
son Elks German Band. The delight-
ful talk made by the guest of honor
and principal speaker of the evening,
Dr. McCormick, concluded the pro-
gram. At nine o’clock adjournment
was made to the lodge home for a
cabaret dance with entertainment.

During his sojourn in La Crosse,
the Grand Exalted Ruler and Dr.

Frank Pilliod, who accompanied him
from Toledo, enjoyed a reunion with
Dr. E. E. Gallagher and Dr. V. Leo
Simone, of La Crosse. As young men
they were roommates for four years
in a fraternity house at their medical
college.

THIS year’'s convention was one
of the Association’s greatest. The
Past Presidents’ Dinner was_held
on the first evening in the Birch
Room of the Hotel Linker. Pres.
Geniesse responded to the welcom-
ing speech made by Mayor C. A.
Boerner. The speakers includgd
Judge W. J. Conway, Wisconsin
Rapids, former Chief Justice of the
Grand Forum; Mr. Dwyer, Mr.
Geniesse and Mr. Broughton; $tate
Chaplain the Rev. Henry Halinde,
Green Bay, and Past Pres.’s R. W.
Mills, Fond du Laec, Myron C.
Schwartz, Two Rivers, Otto R.
Roenius, Wisconsin Rapids, William
F. Schad, Milwaukee, Edward C.
Mackey, Manitowoc, and J. W. S(;l-
bach, Eau Claire. Other special
events were the Elks Trap and Skeet
Shooting Tournament at the La
Crosse Gun Club, Myrick Park, the
Golf Tournament at the .La.Cr(.)sse
Country Club, a Mississippi River
excursion and the convention parade,
a magnificent spectacle of great
length. Besides the fine bands and
drum corps from Wisconsin lodges,
the famous Junior XKilties Drum
Corps from Decorah, Ia., Lpdge, was
in the procession. Entertainment at
the lodge home began at four-thirty
in the afternoon.

Annual Memorial Services were

held in the lodge room. The memorial
address was delivered by Albert C.
Wolfe, Chaplain of La Crosse Lodge.

Pres. Geniesse stated that the large
gain in membership shown by the
Wisconsin lodges placed the State
third in that line of activity. The
Association’s work for crippled chil-
dren will be carried on as earnestly
and even more extensively than be-
fore. A resolution to appropriate
$300 for scholarships was adopted.

State Trustee Thomas F. McDon-
ald, of Marshfield Lodge, was elected
President. All of the other officers
were unanimously re-elected as fol-
lows: Vice-Pres.-at-Large, D.D. Frank
T. Lynde, Antigo; District Vice-
Pres’s: N.E.,, Dr. C. O. Fillinger,
Marinette; N.W., Earl R. Ross,
Hudson; South, Bert A. Thompson,
Kenosha; Trustees: Edward W,
Mackey, Manitowoc, Myron E.
Schwartz, Two Rivers, William F.
Schad, Milwaukee, and Raymond C.
Dwyer, La Crosse; Secy., Lou
Uecker, Two Rivers; Treas.,, Fred
A. Schroeder, Wausau. Mr. Uecker
is serving his 21st term as Secretary.
Otto R. Roenius, Wisconsin Rapids,
was unanimously elected to fill the
vacancy on the Board of Trustees
caused by the election of Mr. Me-
Donald to the Presidency. The officers
were installed by Mr. Selbach, Past
President. The new President re-
appointed Dr. W. J. Ganzer, of Madi-
son, and Mr. Mackey members of the
Crippled Children’s Commission.
Wausau Lodge, No. 248, was awarded
the 1939 State Convention, and Ap-
pleton Lodge, No. 337, was awarded
the 1939 Bowling Tournament.

Under the Antlers

Cambridge, Mass., Lodge Sends 150
Boys to Summer Camp

The members of the Social and
Community Welfare Committee of
Cambridge, Mass., Lodge, No. 839,
headed by their chairman, John J.
Henderson, Board of Health Com-

missioner, have completed their sec- .

ond summer objective of providing
camp vacations for under-privileged
children. The list of names from
which the selections were made, after
careful investigation, was submitted
by the Cambridge grammar school
‘masters, school nurses, the Cam-
bridge Tuberculosis and Health As-
sociation, the Family Welfare Asso-
ciation of Cambridge, the Police De-
partment Juvenile Aid Squad, and
other welfare agencies. The 150 boys
chosen were sent for a two weeks
vacation at the Burroughs Founda-
tion Camp at West Poland, Maine.
Each boy was completely equipped
with necessary camp clothing, and
provided with spending money suffi-
cient for his needs at camp.

The burden of raising approxi-
mately $2,500, as well as investigat-
ing the circumstances of each appli-

(Continued from page 34)

cant, was shared by the members of
the committee. It was felt that not

“We can tell the boss we got lost.”

only would the children be behefited
from the standpoint of health, but
they would become imbued with a
sense of social eooperation and re-
sponsibility which would in the long
run make them better citizens and
neighbors. The individual efforts of
the committee members also tended
to instill into the mind of each boy
the fact that some one considered
him of value to the world.

Campaign of Winslow, Ariz.,
Lodge Results in Class Initiations
Under the leadership of Dr. A. F,
Switzer, elected Exalted Ruler for
a second term, and inspired by the
appointment of P.E.R. A. S. Bray-.
man as District Deputy for Arizona,
North, Winslow Lodge No. 536 has
embarked upon a membership cam-
paign more intensive than any it has
held in years. The first class, ini-
tiated on September 21, in honor of
senior P.E.R. W. G. Kelly, was made
up of 16 candidates, most of whom
were under the age of 26. On No-
vember 2° another class will be ad-
mitted, as large if not larger, and
composed of the same high type as





















