e was one of the most compelling athletic

heroes in American history. Long after he'd

hung up his fabled pin striped uniform, grown

men would stammer and stutter in his
presence and faithful fans would pay outlandish prices
for his memorabilia, His achievements were many, but
they cannot explain his enduring popularity. His legion
of admirers felt a deep emotional attachment to this man
who moved with such fluid grace and raw power. They
loved Mickey Manile,

His statistics are staggering—3536 home runs, 1,508
RBls, .298 carcer batting average, seven world champion-
ships, and three MVP awards—and they are all the mare
impressive when we consider how the Hall of Famer
courageously battled chronie, painful injuries during his
18 years with the New York Yankees. In addition, he won
the Triple Crown in 1956—a 353 batting average, 52 HRs,
and 130 BBIs. In 1961, he hammered 54 homers, just six
shy of Babe Ruth's record.

But these numbers pale when compared to what
happened in the harsh summer of '95 when his heart ook
ower in that desperate final inning. Faced with an
aggressive cancer, he displayed incredible courage,
humility, even humor s he battled for his life. And when
he chose Lo drag his frail body in front of a mass of
microphones and address the public, there was not a
trace of self-pity in his words—only heartfelt pleas w
avoid the mistakes he had made. “Don't be like me,”
he humbly declared, “Tm no role model!” But despite his
flaws, Mantle remained a hero to his multitude of fins,
and due to his honesty gained many new ones,

At age 19 he left the lead mines of Oklahoma for the
bright lights of New York City. Unfortunately, those lights
cast an eerie shadow over his life, After Mickey's first

season, his father, Mutt Mantle, died of Hodgkins disease
at 40. His grandfather and two of his uncles also suc-
cumbed to the same disease before their 4kh birthdays.
As a result, a growing fear of dying voung haunted the
budding superstar. He would talk lung into the night with
his close teammates, confiding to them this nagging fear.

Convinced an early funeral was his inevitable fate,
though often joking about it, he played hard and partied
even harder. For him there was no tomorrow. Tragically,
this attitude led to a4 40-year bout with aleohol that caused
his body to grow old before its time and clouded his
mind. Manv criticized his self-destructive lifestyle, saving
it sabotaged the greatest combination of power and speed
the game had ever seen. In the autumn of his life, Mantle
came to agree with those eritics, admitting that his drug
of choice, alcohol, kept him from reaching his full
potentisb—as a player and as a person. He had learned
the hard lesson thar a man reaps what he sows.

MHickey swings for number 491







