I A TRUE STORY A F JACKIE ROBINSON



The t.tear was | 955.

Dad was in his ninth season with
the Brooklyn Dodgers, and for the
third time 1n four years, they faced
the New York Yaﬁkees in the

World Series!

When my father stole home




in the first game, Yogi Berra,
the Yankee catcher, screamed,
“He's out!”

The umpire, however, shouted,

“He’s safe!”

It took seven games, but the

Brooklyn Dodgers finally beat

the New York Yankees!




Oh, how we celebrated!




But to my brothers, Jackie Jr. and David, and me,
the best parts were our new friends Candy, Willie,
and Christy —and the lake that ran from our yard

to our neighbor’s yard, a whole quarter mile away.



How our friends loved playing inside our house!

Our playroom had a pool table, a soda fountain —and

him questions in ways we never thought

a huge gray boulder that was built into the wall! And

Then, one rainy Saturday morning
while we took it all for granted, our friends made a big

over a game of Monopoly, they got Dad
fuss over Dad’s trophy room. They stared adoringly

talking about his historic entry into Major
at his plaques, his silver bat, the signed baseballs, and

League Baseball.
Dad’s bronzed college football cleat. And they asked




“Baseball, like most of America, was segregated,” Dad began. “Major
League Baseball was for whites only. Black- and brown-skinned players had
to play in the Negro Leagues. Some of the greatest baseball players were not

white. They were denied entry into the major leagues —just because of the

color of their skin.
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“Finding food worth eating or a restaurant to serve us was a daily problem.

In many places we played, there was no hotel that allowed blacks. That was

just the way things were in 1945, and no one expected them to change.




“I was playing for the
Monarchs when Branch Ricke
approached me. He told me he could
get me into the Brooklyn Dodgers!
“I know you're a good ballplayer,” Mr. Rickey
barked. ‘But do you have the guts for this?
“The next few minutes were tough as
Rickey warned that I would be called all
kinds of names, threatened, and attacked physically
The next question he asked startled me even more:

Could I take all of this and still control my temper?
“I thought of the doors opening to other black players after me, and how thg

color barrier of baseball would be shattered. There was only one answer.

“I'll do 1t!’ I said.




“Playing that first spring was tough —especially the game between the
Dodgers and the Phillies. Some fans cheered me. Others shouted insults
that were so bad I had to struggle to keep my temper from exploding.

“After seven scoreless inn ngs, we got the Phillies out in the eighth
and it was our turn at bat. I led ofl. The insults were still coming. I lined
into center field for a Singlo, then took my lead. I cut out for second. The

Phillies pitcher threw wide. The ball bounced past

the shortstop. I rounded third and made it home.
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“That was a sweet victory.’




“Sure did,” Jackie Jr. replied proudly. “That’s why he won the first

We all sat there wide-eved, listening to his every word. ookie of the Year award.”

My dad was amazing. “Yeah, and the Most Valuable Player award, too,” Willie added.

Juess you showed Mr. Rickey that you Bet you'll ev t into the Hall of F

had guts!” Candy s




Dad retired after the 1956 season in a surprise move that shocked
his fans. But he didn't stop there. . . .

After baseball, Dad took a job as vice president of a popular
coffee company, wrote books, walked in protest marches
alongside Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., and raised
money for the Civil Rights Movement.

And best of all, he was home more.



With Dad home, we did more as a family. The
lake provided us with the most fun through every

season of the year. In the spring, we watched frog

eggs hatch into tadpoles.

We fished, rowed the boat to sandbanks, and captured turtles
napping in the sun. But Dad stayed dry on the shoreline.
In the summer, we challenged ourselves to swim across the width

of the lake. But Dad cheered from the safety of the sandy shore.







We found Dad sitting b,

A hot fire ¢ led and hissed.

“We want to go ice-skaiting!” we all shouted togethe

He looked up into sixi@ager faces. “What did your mot /

“She said we could,” we told him! “Just asdong as you mm!' g
with us.”

Dad lo

“Then the ice should be good and frozen

ah, strong enough to hold evén you,”

and Willie pleaded together.
and I want to practice making figure eights,” I added.
Dad smiled proudly. “So it’s figure eights today, is it, Shar?”
I beamed. “Yes, Daddy. We've been practicing in our socks.”
“Well, in that case,” he said, hiding sheepishly behind his

newspaper, ‘I guess we should go.”




The mad scramble began. We all ran from room to room looking
for Dad’s gloves, hat, and coat. Then we stood in front of Dad's
chair, pleading, making funny faces and hurry-up hand signs until he

finally put downithe paper. Very slowly, he pulled on one giant black

&
rubberiboot, then the other.

When Dad was dressed, he reluctantly led the way. We marched
behind him, pushing him as we walked out the sliding glass doors,

down the back stdirs, and down the hill.
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When we reached the edge of the lake, Dad turned to us and
said, “Wait!” Jackie, David, Candy, Willie, Christy, and I
came to an abrupt halt. Then he ran to the house and returned
with a shovel and a broomstick.

As we lined up along the lake’s edge, Dad eased onto the

snow-covered ice.













We cheered as loudly as we could, and we skated circles around

Dad as he walked back onto solid ground. All I could think was:

My dad w the bravest man alive.






ON, yedrs have gasseé,







