Roger Joseph Ebert

Here's a  self-made man who
adores his creator.

"Rog’—Echo 1, 2; Sports
Ed. 3; Assoc. Ed. 4, Rosemary
1, 2; Quill and Scroll 3, 4; S.
C. 1, 4; Thespians 3, 4; Delta
Sigma 2, 3, 4; Latin Club 1,
2; Class Pres. 4; Plays 2, 3;
Boys’ State 4; Boys' Nation
4: SAR; Stage Show 3, 4;
PTA Talent Show 1, 2, 3;
Speech Contest 1; State
Champ. 2; Echoes of Urbana
High; Nat’l Merit Finalist 4;
I1l. St. Finalist 4.

its end.

STEVE SHOEMAKER

. « . Tiger center

Steve Shoemaker:

The season is only halfway over
and Steve is playing better ball|points.”
right now than most Urbana ob-
servers had hoped he’d play by

Steve Shoemaker ‘Arrives
Faster Than Expected

By ROGER EBERT
News-Gazette Sports Writer

This is a simple statement of

out for basketball,

Steve has improved more rap-| He’'s a center.
idly than anyone expected—and| Carries UHS Hopes
his improvement is best shown
by two comments of .Blooming-
ton coach Carroll Wood.

After the Tigers
Bloomington last Dec. 12 Wood |

expected, We held him to

As far as Urbana is concerned,
Shoemaker is no longer a tall boy and - Cade,

The shame is ours. Out of the numbed
confusion of the last four days, the sense
of that shame is slowly taking hold. We
walked in silence in the rain Friday
afternoon, each enclosed by the knowl-
edge of death’s finality, but now this
knowledge is no longer enough to shield
us.

Even as the eyes of the nation were
turning, in stunned horror, toward the
drama which unfolded on a sunlit after-
noon in Dallas, all that could happen
there had been done. And as the nation
looked outward, for once, toward the
human grief and the federal tragedy, it
should have looked inward as well. Until
the assassin’s bullet did its swift duty, our
eyes had looked elsewhere; our ears had
heard, but our minds had not listened.
As a nation, we had been busy with other
times, other places. As a people, we had
been rushing headlong into the chasm of
spiritual suicide during years of material
wealth undreamed-of during all the span
of human history.

For {oo long, as a nation, we have re-
nounced the truths that made us free.
For too long we have bred a cynicism
toward a political credo which is all that
sets us apart from history. We have
laughed: But worse, we have forgotten.

It was with the terrible shock of death
that we turned for reassurance to the or-
derly paths of the federal system. We
sought hope in the permanance of institu-
tions, telling each other that we had lost
the President, but we still had the Presi-
dency. Yet we are all still within the grip
of a passion which, if it told us anything
at all, told us:

No institution, no system, no tradition
is safe from the dark sickness of the
human animal itself. Nothing is safe, nor
are any of us safe, from the terror which
no ritual can wash from our lives.

This is a lesson we have never learned.
The unconscious waste of our days has
bred in us a superficiality, a cynicism, an
indifference, an emptyness, that the mur-
der had to penetrate. During the long
hours after the spent body of the Presi-
dent was returned to his home, many of
us revealed in our actions the true depth
of our preoccupation. When the bullet
sent its accusation into our hearts, many
of us did not know how to act. We had
laughed at too many things, in these last
decades. We had gained the carelessness
which grows from looking at all events
in the same way. During the slow pro-
cession of hours into the darkness of Fri-
day night, there.were still some among
us who felt that “life” had to go on. We
did not recognize the presence of an awe-
some event which, in its desolotion, had
made the “life” of our blindness impos-
sible ever again. We were trapped by
the unworthiness of the relationship we
maintained with our society.

When one of the libraries was closed
on Friday afternoon, there were those who
protested that they had books assigned
to read. The librarian told them: What
difference, what insane difference, could
that make -—— now? Go and be with your
family, your friends. Or go and walk alone
in the streets, and think. For the first
time in your lives, confront the reality
of your role as a member of a wnolitical
community. And grieve.
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But there were others. “I voted for
Nixon—why should I care?” one blurted.
And then he turned in shame, aware of

Ars Cratia. ..

. The loud silence

by Roger Ebert

what he had said, shocked that he could
have set it so unthinkingly.

And others. Who felt that a game of
football could possibly have meaning at
this time. Who, in their preoccupation, so
lost sight of the enormity of Friday’s
event that they felt a series of circum-
stances was possible which could make
a football game anything less than an in-
sult to the grief of the nation.

And others. Who, in their hesitation,
in their slowness to confront this crime
against the nation, revealed as mo words
could reveal the extent to which they
had lost sight of the basic truths and un-
said beliefs which shoal every foundation
the nation really has. .
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When the assassin’s bullet struck, we
turned to the now-lifeless body of the
President. It was too late for that. This
was the time, if ever there was a time,
to turn instead to the lifeless body of
the Nation. To hear its death-rattle, as it
atempted to explain away the enormity
of the crime by seeking the pettiness of
routine. “Jack would have wanted the
game to be played . . . the banks to be
open . . . the stores . . . the theaters
. . . the restaurants. . . .”

Finally, belatedly, there came the
some event which, in its desolation, had
closings. they were without meaning. Such
actions, unless they are taken spontane-
ously and generously and immediately,
have no meaning and are dead.

So, too, was the lack of spiritual dig-
nity in the nation reflected by the grim
prying into the faces and the tears of the
bereaved. The ceaseless flow of words
and images on the television screens of
the nation seemed almost able to wash
away the fact of death. By the time the
black hour arrived, on Sunday morning,
for Oswald to be murdered before the
view of millions on live television, this
blow could have had little meaning.
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Confront, in honesty, the sordid char-
acters of the weekend and ask if they
are familiar to you. Jack Ruby, pudgy,
tinhorn, always wanted to have “class,”
his friends recalled. Ruby found class by
running a strip joint. He found infamy by
fouling justice. Lee Oswald, quiet, tor-
tured by hatred, was the inflamed product
of a society which, in his crime, reaped a
harvest of shame.

Against this backdrop, the strength
and dignity of Jacqueline Kennedy takes
on a profound value. No grief was the
equal of hers. No shock greater. No wound
deeper. Yet, from somewhere deep within
her essential character, she knew there
was a way to act when the President of
the United States was murdered. And that
is the way she has acted.

If there is to be a flower of hope grow-
ing from this disgrace of a nation, per-
haps it is to be found in the nobility of
Mrs. Kennedy during these past four days.
In her person we have seen the same
greatness which, seen in the vision and
the challenges of the President, we re-
fused to respond to. Perhaps this flower
will now take root, and grow once again
in the national community.
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But there is no room, no possibility,
for confidence that this is true. The bitter
hatred of the alienated Lee Oswald has
found its equal in the garish, neon-lit
world of Jack Ruby, with its ugly passion
and its perverted search for “class.” One
saw America as a system of rejection
and exploitation; the other saw it as a
system of ‘“deals” and “working relation-
ships.” Neither saw the America we would
want to believe is really here.

On the middle ground of nobility, on
the middle land of American principle, on
the middle island of greatness, there is a
loud stillness and the sound of weeping.
Below, the Rubys and the Oswalds and
their cousins and their brothers and their
children are building a society on the
ruins of what should be standing here.
And the question is: Will they be fast
enough, or will we learn at last? The an-
swer is not easy. Part of it is contained
in the murdered body of John Fitzgerald
Kennedy.
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most. He got 15 points and was'concerned, may have come a
rough on the boards.”
bA month ]?iter" followin% ) Ur-| Dave Cade, Danville’s 6-5 cen-
, ana’s second win over Bloom-iter, fired a jump shot. Shoemak-
fact about Urbana’s 68 center, ington, Wood said, ‘“‘Shoemaker|er batted itJ doI:vn in his face.
didn’t hurt us as much as we’d|Cade caught the ball and shot
16 |again. Shoemaker slapped it back

|week ago against Danville.

again,

who later called
Shoemaker the best center he’d
played against, passed off.

Shoemaker is beginning to fight.

And, more and more, T iger|He’s become more alert, more
hopes for the rest of the season a8gressive. He doesn’t feel as if
are beginning to center around € has to dribble every time be-
won over the 6-8 junior pivot man,
The turning point in the entire] He doesn’t get worried, and he
said, ‘“‘Shoemaker hurt us the'season, as far as Shoemaker is|plays with more conviction,

fore he shoots.

Followed By Team

And the entire team is follow-
ing in the same direction.

Urbana only has two Big 12
wins, both over Bloomington. But
a quick survey of the conference
as a whole indicates one startling
fact:

The Urbana reserves of last
year are, by and large, playing
the varsity of the other schools.

Urbana only had one returning

letterman, Bill Ostema. None of
the present starters saw any ac-
tion at all last year. And, team
by team, throughout the whole
conference, the Big 12 is a veter-
an league. Everybody has veter-
ans but Urbana.
TIGER SCRATCHES: Urbana
coach Oscar Adams agreed Sat-
urday that enthusiastic support
has been lacking for the improv-
ing Tigers. “We're playing good
ball now,” Adams pointed out.
*The boys are playing as hard
and as well as they can, and
they’ve come a long, long way
since the first of the season.
They certainly deserve better sup-
port from Urbana than they’ve
been getting.”

Adams stated that more local
and student interest in the Ti-
gers would greatly help in the
stiff remaining games on the
schedule. He pointed to the dis-
couraging number of adults at
most Urbana home games and
said even student support has
fallen off since the beginning of
the season.

Urbana’s next home game is
Friday against Paul Judson’s
Mattoon clupb. The game will
start in the Urbana Junior High
gymnasium at 8 p.m., following
the 6:30 p.m. reserve contest.
Tickets are on sale at the door
and there’s plenty of parking.

Roger Ebert’s 1960 senior picture from Urbana High School, a News-Gazette article regard-
ing UHS basketball standout (and WILL Radio personality) Steve Shoemaker, and a Daily
[1lin1 column by Ebert four days following the assassination of President John F. Kennedy.



