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Congratulations tocoach Drew Sterkel, his as-sistants, and the team forwinning the 1A girls’strack State Championshiplast Saturday with a daz-zling display of speed.A great joy for Tuscolafans is not just winning,but winning with our kids:amateurs who play for thesheer joy of sports; play fortheir classmates, familiesand friends; play for theirtown, team and school.This unity of town-team-school-athlete is a wonder-ful elixir, a magic formulaincreasingly missing fromthe professionalism ofsports, which has nowbeen sadly extended to col-lege athletics.The tradition and excite-ment of the long and sto-ried Arcola-Tuscolafootball rivalry, for exam-ple, is that each townsends its best players ontothe field against the othertown’s best players, eachwearing their town’s col-ors, rushing out onto thesymbolic field of battle likesome Middle Ages clanbattle.The point of the con-test is not the individual

but the community andschool for which they fight.But what if, one year,Tuscola benched the localkids and replaced themwith big, fast bruisers fromout of town—“ringers”who didn’t live here andhave no loyalty to team ortown—just to whomp Ar-cola?Would that mean any-thing to a Tuscola fan? Itwouldn’t to me.I encountered this senseof loyalty-loss brought onby mercenary athletes—roving athletes who caremore about themselvesrather than what team ortown pays them themost—in the late 60swhen I was pitching for theTuscola Merchants, anEastern Illinois Leagueteam.The Tuscola Merchantswas compromised almostentirely of Douglas Countytalent, mostly Tuscolaplayers. One late 60s sum-mer, we got hot in theleague playoffs and made itall the way to the finalgame.When we ganged at thepark in Tuscola for the trip

north to Royal, our coachpulled up in his big stationwagon. Out of it piled notonly coach but three play-ers we’d never seen before.Evidently the coach hadtraveled down to EasternIllinois University and re-cruited some stars withsome monetary induce-ment.He really, really wantedto win that championship.We all did… but…On the drive up the reg-ular players complainedthat it didn’t feel right, asthis was no longer a teamof local guys who kneweach other and had playedtogether for years.We lost a close game toRoyal. But even if we hadwon, the victory wouldhave been less joyous thanif we had won with long-time local regulars.

I experienced this samesort of loss of team identityin major league baseballmany years ago. Growingup a Cardinal fan whenStan “The Man” Musialplayed his entire 22-yearfabled career as a Redbird,I remember that it was anera when most of thegreats were identifiedthroughout their careerswith one team: Ernie“MrCUB” Banks, 18 yearswith the Cubs; Willie “TheSay Hey Kid” Mays, 21years with the Giants;Hank “Hammerin’ Hank”Aaron, 21 years with theBraves. This longevity builtdeep and lasting player-team-fan loyalty bonds.Then, thanks largely tothe legal effort of Cardinalcenterfielder, Curt Flood,baseball lost its iron gripon players when its “re-

serve clause” (that tiedplayers to one team) wastossed out by the courts.Admittedly it was good forthe players, now free to ne-gotiate higher salarieswith competing teams. Butit took a chunk out of theemotional factor of fan-bonding with loyal andlong-time favorite players.Even with modern pro-fessional sports and theirfollow-the-dollar players,at least there are multi-year contacts that bind proplayers to a team. But,today, we no longer haveeven that with college ath-letes.Freed by the courts from,in effect, any and all com-mitments and promisesmade to a college, moderncollege athletes are wan-dering around the nation’suniversity landscape todaylike Bedouin nomads in theArabian desert, constantlysearching for a better wa-tering hole.I don’t know many of thenew Illini players and wasjust getting used to thosewho left early. Color me pes-simistic, but I am skepticalthe newbies will fall in love

with the University of Illi-nois, like, say, the FlyingIllini of the 80s, who allhailed from in-state andwho, to this day, returnhome to celebrate theirteam, their fans, theirschool.College athletes are allpros now, thanks to thecourts and fat cat boostersand collectives paying topdollar for a player’s name,image and likeness.Admittedly, it’s good forthe kids who have a chanceat serious money. As forfans who want to win at allcosts, they probablywouldn’t care if Illinoiswins in basketball with,say, imported Russian tankcommanders—as long asthey can drain the trey. Butit’s sad for those fans whowant “our team” to reallybe “our team.” Becausewhen “our” team wins,there is great joy and pridein the community.Thank you Alyssa, Jil-lian, Lia, Mia, coach Sterkeland all who contributed tothis joyous addition to Tus-cola’s scrapbook of treas-ured memories.
mike carroll

I’m just sayin’
By Mike Carroll

mike.carroll@tuscolareview.com

Now is that time of yearwhen I make my annual grad-uation speech to all the seniorsout there about to turn theirtassels, toss their mortarboards and make their finalprocession through the gym-nasium as high school stu-dents.I have to do it here becauseno one wants to hear a narcis-sistic buffoon bloviate for 40minutes about life lessons, col-lege and career goals, personaltriumphs and tribulations,challenges and successes, andso forth and so on. Chancesare, they will, anyway. It willjust be some other narcissisticbuffoon. Not here, in whateverburgh you're reading this in.The speaker here is top-notch,I'm sure.But why not me? I'm asqualified as the next person.So, instead of talking about thegraduates, let's discuss me fora minute. Because that's whatnarcissists do. They make itabout themselves.

I realize I'm an unlikely can-didate to give a graduationspeech. I haven't bathed in suc-cess, amassed a fortune, won acongressional election or helda high appointed office. I'm notfamous, rich or revered. Isn'tthat what you want in a gradu-ation speaker?No, I'm an imperfect humanwho has gone through life likea bumper car chasing dreams,crashing occasionally andmostly spinning my wheels. Ihad no master plan and in-stead traveled the slow and te-dious road of trial and errorand dumb luck.Maybe that's what makesme an ideal candidate becauseI think most of us do the samething. Even if we break throughthe tiny bubble of our lives, wereplace it with another tinybubble somewhere else, inter-acting within a limited bound-ary. We reach for the goals wecan see, travel the roads weknow and make choices asthey present themselves.

And there's nothing wrongwith that.It's a rare bird that flies out-side its nesting zone to dis-cover what lies beyond themountains and the sea. Andthere's nothing wrong withthat, either.There was a time when Iwould have encouraged youngadults graduating to be thatrare bird. I wouldn't discour-age it today.But the older I get, my pri-orities in life have changed.The one constant I have foundin the nearly 40 years since Igraduated is that there is nosubstitute for happiness.Wherever you go, whateveryou do, if you aren't happy,you're in the wrong place. Itmight be your physical space.It might be your job or career.It might be your own headspace. Sometimes, I've settledfor contentment in the absenceof happiness. I'm done settling.There is only one person re-sponsible for your happiness

and that's you. It can be daunt-ing to make the changes thatyou need to make to find hap-piness, but the choice is yours.Happiness in life doesn'tcome all at once. Sometimes,you have to make sacrifices fora few years to get where youwant to be. But do what makesyou happy.That's my unsolicited ad-vice. Even during those build-ing years, make time to behappy. Carve out a happyspace.In the end, it's not themoney you made, the posses-

sions you accumulated or yourcareer achievements that mat-ter most to you. It's the rela-tionships you've developed,the hobbies you've mastered,the time you spend with thepeople you love.Today, my recliner meansmore to me than the wall full ofplaques behind me. I'm moreinterested in propping up mylegs than my career. Yet, Icouldn't have gotten here with-out the journey that led mehere.So, if you're as confused a Iam about the message I'm try-

ing to convey, let's recap: Try tofind ways to be happy on yourway to happiness.If seeing the world and tak-ing on incredible challengesmakes you happy, don't letanything hold you back. If stay-ing put, working a steady joband raising a family gives youthe time and means to pursuethe leisures that you like, don'tlet anything push you away.The underlying messagehere is personal responsibility.You're going to be the one tolive with the consequences ofyour decisions, so be the one tomake them.That doesn't mean youshouldn't listen to advice fromothers. But in the end, do whatworks for you.
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Find the happy on your way to happiness

What does Ken Griffin want from politics?

Except for high school athletics, the thrill is gone
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By Jim NowlanWhat does Chicago billion-aire Ken Griffin want from pol-itics? To take over theRepublican Party in Illinois? Tobe governor? A reporter calledwith these questions. As a re-tired politico and professor ofpolitics, I get these inquiriesfrom time to time.I don’t know Griffin person-ally. In 2020, I chaired a cam-paign committee that received$4.5 million from Griffin. Withthis indispensable help, weknocked off the IllinoisSupreme Court (first time inour state’s history) a judgewhom we felt sullied his robeswith decisions that blatantlyprotected Mike Madigan, in-dicted ex-speaker of the IllinoisHouse. The contribution al-lowed us to compete on a parwith the money that Madigan,unions and trial lawyers spentto support the judge.Here is what I have learnedabout Griffin and his political

objectives. First, he doesn’tcare for politics or politi-cians. Griffin is not a peopleperson, at least not a hail fel-low, well met political sort. Hehas no interest in mucking itup personally in politics. Hewould be a terrible politicalcandidate, and he knows it.After all, Griffin doesn’t sufferfools lightly, which is exactlywhat you have to do, every day,to be successful in politics.Griffin has a very small staffat his office that work withoutside political operativeswho represent campaigns. Inother words, “our guys talk tohis guys” to achieve mutual ob-jectives.So, what are his objectives?With a net worth of $27 billionand change (which he earnedall by himself, starting as atrader from his college dormroom), Griffin has more moneythan Croesus ever dreamed of.So, he can spend scores of mil-lions in campaigns in Illinois

and beyond, and consider it arounding error to his wealth.What could politics do for himpersonally, anyway?From all I can tell, Griffinfinds his adopted state of Illi-nois poorly led, and this of-fends his buttoned-downbusiness sense of what can andshould be. Isn’t it enough thathe just wants safe streets, goodschools, and an attractive busi-ness climate?Illinois should be a power-house. In each of the six Rs crit-ical to economicdevelopment— roads, rails,runways, rivers, routers, re-search—Illinois is arguablyamong the top three states.And it’s smack dab in the mid-dle of the world’s largest econ-omy. Yet, Illinois has fordecades been steadily slippingrelative to the nation in percapita income. In 1950, ourstate’s per capita income was122 percent of the national av-erage; today it is 105 percent.

My well-to-do Prairie Statefriends are leaving for Florida,generally replaced by workingclass sorts plus some brightyoung professionals coming toChicago.Unfortunately, because ofwidely televised violence andmayhem on Chicago’s mainthoroughfares, many of my fel-low Downstaters are nowafraid to go to the City—whichthey used to love, for the Cubsand Bears games, and for itsbreathtaking museums.Why is Griffin’s moneyneeded to achieve his objec-tives?When I was a young electedlegislator and statewide candi-date in Illinois in the 1960-70s,a Republican Party existed.The party helped guide its cho-sen, generally moderate candi-dates through the primaryelections and to frequent suc-cess in November. Today, theparty has no money, almost noprecinct workers, and avoids

trying to play a role in endors-ing good candidates. So, it is ir-relevant in politics.Big money has, unfortunately,replaced party workers in Amer-ican politics. I don’t like it, but Ihaven’t figured out an alterna-tive. It’s our billionaires againsttheirs.But can money buy good out-comes? Griffin backed Republi-can Bruce Rauner for governor(2015-2018; now of Florida).Rauner turned out to be one ofthe worst chief executives in Illi-nois history; for example, he de-prived Illinois of a state budgetfor more than two years. Thismay sound appealing, yet itsharmful effects are still beingfelt.In 2020, Griffin spent $54million in a successful effort todefeat a state tax increase refer-endum, which Gov. J. B. Pritzkertouted. The governor now saysthat revenue apparently isn’tneeded, as he is offering voterstiny tax cuts during his cam-

paign for re-election.This year Griffin’s guys haveput his money ($45 million thusfar) on Richard Irvin, the blackmayor of suburban Aurora. Theythink he has the best chance ofbeating Pritzker in the fall. ButIrvin, a novice to state politics,has stumbled over heavilyscripted talking (or non-talking)points in his few public appear-ances. The mayor may not beready for prime time, as they say.So, Mabel, money can’t buyhappiness, and maybe not goodgovernment, either. Yet thatdoesn’t change Griffin’s objec-tives: safe streets, good schools,an attractive business climate. Isthat too much to ask?
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