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n the morning they said the final
solemn words over this fine
voung golden football player, this
fallen athlete with a quiet courage and a
special grace, the San Francisco news-
papers were jammed with stories about
professional players who were demand-
ing millions of dollars from their employ-
ers because nature had capriciously given
them exceptional physiques. There was
Joe Roth, perhaps the finest college quar-
terback in the nation, lying in his colfin,
and Fitzgerald's eulogy for Hobey Bakerof
Princeton kept pouring through the
mind. In death he seemed no larger or
more appealingthan he hadin life. He was
just the same.
The mourners kept pouring across the
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University of California campus, some
dressed in denim, others in three-piece
suits and ties, a few in sandals and cutoffs.

They came from the whole spectrum of

society, Old men who had bought season
tickets before Pappy Waldorf's Rose Bowl
teams were born sobbed right next to
small children who had only seen Joe
Rothin television films, while post-hippie
types wept at the side of middle-aged,
football-worshipping ex-fraternity men.

The young man who evoked this range
of emotion was an All-America, All-Pac-
Eight quarterback and a brilliant, record-
selting passer. Pro scouts had come to
Berkeley and watched him studiously.
They called him the best pure passer to
come out of college football since Joe
Namathadecadeearlier. They said he was
even better than Steve Bartkowski, which
is high praise indeed. The latter had pre-
ceded him at Cal and was selected first in
the annual pro football draft,

Joe Roth was an exceptional athlete, but
the thing that made him stand out in the
hearts of those close to him was that he
was an extraordinary human being. He
died of cancer late last winter, just a few
months after the football season, but the

way he dealt with the cancer while he was
still alive will be remembered a long time.

He had had a malignant tumorremoved
when he was stillinjuniorcollege, and felt
sure he had been cured. By his second
seasonal Cal, his senioryearthere, he was
being touted forthe Heisman Trophy, col-
lege football’s highest honor. But midway
through the season he discovered arecur-
rence of the melanoma, a particularly le-
thal form of the disease. Undergoing
treatment with no public announcement
ofthe problem, Joe completed the football
season, passing for 1,789 yards (fifth best
nationally), and continued to lead a nor-
mal campus life. Instead of dropping out
or moving back home, he remained active
in his classes, played on an intramural
basketball team, and helped his coaches
with recruiting.

Even late, when it became obvious that
the situation was deteriorating, his posi-
tive outlook and acceptance of the situa-
tion made it so much easier for his friends
and family. His approach to life in those
final weeks and months served as an in-
spiration, eliciting such comments as “a
phenomenal guy,” “great courage and a
desire to live,” "so positive and hopeful,”
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