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		PRAISE FOR
The Matheny Manifesto

		“Mike Matheny has some tremendous lessons for coaches but mostly for parents. You’ve got to know someone who could use this book. You’ve got to know ten people who could use this book. They’ll thank you for getting it.”

		—Peter King

		“Beautifully readable and morally meaty.”

		—Christianity Today

		“Every parent who has a son or daughter that plays sports, dances, plays in the band, is in theater, or does anything as team or group, must read The Matheny Manifesto.”

		—Quad-Cities Online, The Dispatch

		“[The Matheny Manifesto] should be read by every parent of every youth league player in this country.”

		—Providence Journal

		“Lots of coaches write inspirational books, but this one has a lot of interesting stuff in it. It’s an important book.”

		—Mike Francesa

		“This book should be read by anybody who coaches a kids’ team, as well as the parents of those kids.”

		—St. Louis Post-Dispatch

		“The Matheny Manifesto illustrates a perspective we need not only in youth sports, but in our culture as a whole. By teaching the importance of respect, character, and a team-first approach, Mike Matheny gives our kids, and those who set an example for them, a positive outlook on healthy competition—and demonstrates how the most powerful lessons of baseball apply to their futures beyond the diamond.”

		—Joe Torre

		“Readers agree there are ‘must-read’ books. The Matheny Manifesto, inspired by Mike’s letter, is one and much more. After you read it, you ‘must consider’ and then ‘must act’ on its core principles—principles that benefit coaches, parents, success seekers, and especially young players.”

		—Tony La Russa

		“I once told Mike Matheny that if I ever became a big league manager, I’d want to manage just like he does. The Matheny Manifesto will show you why. Mike approaches the game as the ultimate competitor, but totally with class and dignity.”

		—Orel Hershiser, Los Angeles Dodgers broadcaster, eighteen-year big league pitcher, Cy Young Award winner, World Series champion

		“The Matheny Manifesto is mandatory reading for coaches, parents, and athletes of every age. The book is packed with winning insights and practical advice for all to use. A powerful read!”

		—Pat Williams, Orlando Magic cofounder and senior vice president

		“A must-read for parents, coaches, teachers, and all who work with young people.”

		—Jim Harbaugh
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			To the greatest influences on my life, my parents:

			Jerry and Judy Matheny

			Thank you for your humility and wisdom,

			for the right word at the right time,

			and for silence when it was appropriate

			so I could grow on my own.

			And to Kristin and the kids:

			Tate, Katie, Luke, Jake, and Blaise

			You bless me beyond my ability to express.

			Thank you for your love and support—no matter what.
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		“Why Would You Write a Book?”

		That was my favorite question when this book was released in its original form at the beginning of the 2015 Major League Baseball season. At least it replaced all the questions about how in the world I could’ve become the manager of the St. Louis Cardinals—the youngest in the game at that time and without any managing experience.

		Both were reasonable questions. I deferred to the front office the ones about the wisdom of the Cardinals’ choosing me. Regardless of all the speculation and predictions, I’m content to be judged by what happens on the field.

		As for why I thought I had enough to say to justify a book, I wasn’t so sure. A lot of people suggested it after reading a letter I wrote. It was aimed at the parents of one youth baseball team, but somehow the thing went viral and wound up in dugouts, on locker room bulletin boards, and on coaches’ desks—not to mention refrigerators in many homes. I was as surprised as anyone when someone started calling it “The Matheny Manifesto,” and even more so when people from all over the country began asking for more information.

		At first I resisted the idea of basing a book on that letter. The last thing I wanted was anyone thinking I saw myself as some all-wise mentor of other parents or coaches. But as the demand grew, I realized I was being challenged to defend what that letter claimed I believed.

		It became a question of courage.

		Each of us has things we believe in, and we ought to be brave enough to stand up for our principles. My stance on youth sports is not necessarily a popular one, but for some reason it resonated with a lot of people. I saw this book as an opportunity to fully explain why I believe sports—done the right way—can help prepare kids for adulthood. I began to see writing it as a privilege, even a responsibility.

		In a world where it’s become less and less popular to speak out on issues like character and integrity (let alone one’s personal faith), fear of criticism must not override the potential of making a difference.

		I am not so naive as to believe my ideas about youth sports will create wholesale change in our society, but I wanted to at least try. The result has astounded me. Hardly a day passes without someone mentioning what they learned from this book—and I mean opposing managers, coaches, players, fans, even reporters.

		If nothing else, I hope my effort encourages you to stand up for what you believe, stare criticism in the face, and dare to speak up in spite of the odds and the naysayers.

		Who knows? Your courage could change a life, maybe even change the world.

		Mike Matheny

		Spring 2017

	
		The Letter That
Went Viral

		No professional athlete wants to face the end of his career, but it’s twice as hard when you’re in the prime of life from the neck down. By the close of the 2006 season, I had spent thirteen years behind the plate in big-league baseball and was still, remarkably, in one piece. No one in the game takes the abuse a catcher does, yet at thirty-five I believed I still had a few more seasons in me.

		The problem was, I hadn’t had an at bat or caught a ball since the last day of May. I had suffered what many of my counterparts in pro football have—a concussion so severe it affected my vision, my ability to think straight, even my ability to engage in normal conversation.

		Of all things, it appeared to have been caused by a foul tip to the face mask. But that had to have been only the last straw. Such a shot can ring your bell, even several times a game, but no one had ever heard of one causing real damage. I knew better. Over the years I had endured too many violent collisions at home plate, slamming the back of my head to the ground, rattling my brain.

		What followed were the worst eighteen months of my life, as I endured batteries of tests and the fear of never recovering, and before spring training of ’07, I had to face that my playing career was over. As I slowly returned to health, I helped out with one of my son’s school teams, served as a roving instructor for the St. Louis Cardinals, involved myself in some business ventures, and got on with life, trying to figure out what my future held.

		In 2008, some local parents approached me about coaching their youth baseball team the following spring. My own ten-year-old would be on that team, and as a product of youth baseball myself, I found that the more I considered it the stronger I felt about it.

		Letting go of major-league baseball was not easy, and I needed something like this while preparing for normal life. I had been raised old school in a small midwestern town, taught to do the right thing because it was the right thing, to never take shortcuts, to be disciplined and selfless and humble. My wife, Kristin, and I were trying to raise our five kids that way, and frankly, we weren’t seeing too many other young people with those kinds of values.

		Resolve began to grow in me. If I was going to do this, there would be only one way to go about it: all or nothing. This wouldn’t be a hobby, a diversion, just your typical local youth baseball team. We’d do it right.

		But what if that wasn’t what the other parents had in mind? Maybe they just wanted a former big leaguer in the dugout. It was only fair that I spell it out so there’d be no surprises. If they just wanted a coach who knew the game, that was fair. There were plenty to choose from, and I was happy to be just a parent.

		But if they wanted a guy who saw this as an opportunity to build character in young men—admittedly very young men—and teach them life lessons far beyond baseball skills, well, then we could talk.

		Frankly, I worried that all they wanted was an elite traveling team with cool equipment and a reputation for winning. The last thing I needed was to hear from every parent who thought his kid ought to be pitching or hitting third or whatever.

		I knew I had better clarify things up front for my sake and for theirs. They deserved the chance to withdraw their invitation for me to be the coach before they finalized a decision they would regret.

		So on a flight home from New Jersey one night after a guest appearance on the Major League Baseball Network, I pulled out my laptop and wrote them a letter. I didn’t call it a manifesto, let alone my manifesto. That label didn’t come until later, when it somehow found its way to the Internet and went viral, and someone got the idea that Matheny and manifesto had a ring to it. It has since taken on a life of its own, to my great surprise, but really, the genesis of it was just that I wanted to be clear with the other parents. I wasn’t a know-it-all and sure didn’t feel I had all the answers. I just didn’t want to waste anybody’s time.

		The letter came to about five single-spaced pages (I didn’t hold anything back), and the first person I shared it with was my former big-league teammate John Mabry, who would also have a son on the team and be my assistant coach—that is, if anybody still wanted me after this. John immediately told me, in very colorful language, that though he agreed with my views, if I dared read it to the other parents, I was not to associate his name with it in any way.

		Blame it on my concussion, but while I left John out of it, I plunged ahead.

		A few nights later, Kristin and I invited the other parents to our home, and after some refreshments and pleasantries, I asked them to gather in front of the fireplace so I could share a few thoughts. I got a quick read of how things were going over once I got started.

		Suffice it to say, what became known as the Matheny Manifesto began as the proverbial lead balloon. My voice was the only sound in a cozy family room otherwise silent and still as a mausoleum:

		
			Dear Fellow Parents:

			I’ve always said I would coach only a team of orphans. Why? Because the biggest problem in youth sports is the parents.

			But here we are, so it’s best I nip this in the bud. If I’m going to do this, I’m asking you to grab the concept that this is going to be ALL about the boys. If anything in this is about you, we need a change of plans.

			My main goals are to:

			
				1. teach these boys how to play baseball the right way

				2. make a positive impact on them as young men

				3. do all this with class

			

			We may not win every game, but we will be the classiest coaches, players, and parents at every game we play. The boys are going to show respect for their teammates, for the opposition, and for the umpires—no matter what.

			That being said, you need to know where I stand. I have no hidden agenda, no ulterior motives. My priorities in life will permeate how I coach and what I expect from the boys. My Christian faith guides my life, and while I have never been one to force it down someone’s throat, I also think it’s cowardly and hypocritical to shy away from what I believe. You parents need to know that when the opportunity presents itself, I will be honest about what I believe. That may make some uncomfortable, but I did that as a player, and I want it out in the open from the beginning that I plan to continue it now.

			I believe the biggest role a parent can play is to be a silent source of encouragement. If you ask most boys what they want their parents to do during a game, they’ll say, “Nothing.” Again, this is ALL about the boys. I know youth league parents feel they must cheer and shout, “Come on, let’s go, you can do it!” but even that just adds more pressure.

			I will be putting plenty of pressure on these boys to play the game the right way—with class and respect—and they will put too much pressure on themselves and each other as it is. You need to be the silent, constant, source of support.

			Let me go on record right now that we will not have good umpiring. The sooner we all understand and accept that, the better off we will be. Pitches that bounce in the dirt will sometimes be called strikes, as will pitches that sail over our heads. Likewise, pitches our guys throw right down the middle will sometimes be called balls.

			But at no time will our boys be allowed to show any emotion whatsoever toward the umpire. No shaking their heads, no pouting, no saying anything. That is my job, and I will do it well. I once got paid to handle those guys, and I will let them know when they need to hear something.

			Really, I’m doing you a favor you probably don’t realize at this point. I have eliminated a lot of work for you. All you have to do is get your son there on time, and enjoy. And all they need to hear from you is that you enjoyed watching them and that you hope they had fun.

			I know it’s going to be very hard not to coach from the stands and yell encouraging things, but trust me on this: coaching and yelling (even encouraging) works against their development and enjoyment. I’m not saying you can’t clap for them when they do well. I’m saying that if you entrust your child to me to coach him, then let me do that job.

			That doesn’t change the fact that a large part of how much your child improves is your responsibility. What makes a difference for kids at this level is how much repetition they get, and that goes for pitching, hitting, and fielding. You can help out tremendously by playing catch, throwing batting practice, hitting ground balls, or finding an instructor who will do this in your place. The more of this your child can get, the better. The one constant I’ve found with major leaguers is that someone spent a lot of time with them between games.

			I am completely fine with your son getting lessons from whomever you see fit. The only problem I will have is if you or your instructor counters what I’m teaching the team. I won’t teach a lot of mechanics at first, but I will teach a mental approach, and I’ll expect the boys to comply. If I see your son doing something drastically wrong mechanically, I will talk with you or his instructor and clear it up.

			The same will hold true with pitching coaches. We will have a pitching philosophy, and will teach pitchers and catchers how to call a game and why we choose the pitches we choose. There’ll be no guessing; we’ll have reasons for the pitches we throw. A pitching coach will be helpful for the boys to get their arms in shape and be ready to throw when spring arrives. Every boy on this team will be worked as a pitcher. We will not overuse these young arms and will keep a close watch on the number of innings each boy is pitching.

			I will be throwing so much info at these boys that they will suffer from overload for a while, but eventually they’ll get it. I’m a stickler about the thought process of the game. I’ll talk nonstop about situational hitting, situational pitching, and defensive preparation. The question they’ll hear most is “What were you thinking?”

			What were you thinking when you threw that pitch?

			What were you thinking during that at bat?

			What were you thinking before the pitch was thrown; what were you anticipating?

			I am a firm believer that this game is more mental than physical, and though the mental aspect may be more difficult, it can be learned by ten- and eleven-year-olds.

			If it sounds like I’m going to be demanding, you’re exactly right. I’m definitely going to demand their attention, and I’m going to require effort.

			Attitude, concentration, and effort are three things they can control. If they give me those three things every time they show up, they will have a great experience.

			It works best for all of us if you would plan on turning your kid over to me and the assistant coaches when you drop him off and entrust him to us for the two hours or so that we have scheduled for a game or practice. I want him to take responsibility for his own water, not have you running to the concession stand or standing behind the dugout asking if he’s thirsty or hungry or hot—and I’d appreciate if you would share this information with other guests, like grandparents.

			If there is an injury, obviously we’ll call you, but otherwise let’s pretend he’s at work for a short time and that you’ve been granted the privilege of watching. I want them at games early so we can stretch and loosen up, and I will have a meeting with just the boys after the game. After that, they are all yours again.

			As I’m writing this I realize I sound like a kids-baseball dictator, but I really believe this will make things easier for everyone involved.

			[And as I was reading this, believe me, I knew it was coming across even stronger than when I had been writing it. In my peripheral vision, I could tell mouths were hanging open. I began seriously considering what else I could do with my spare time that summer.]

			Now let me be clear about family priorities. I’m a firm believer that the family is the most important institution in the lives of these guys. Family events are much more important than the sports events. I just ask that you show consideration to the rest of the team and let the team manager and me know when your son will miss practice or a game, and let us know as soon as possible. There will be times when I have to miss for family reasons or other commitments.

			So, if your son misses a game or a practice, it’s not the end of the world, but out of respect for the kids that have made it, he may be asked to run, have his playing time altered a bit, or even be moved down in the batting order.

			Along with where he hits in the lineup and his amount of playing time, which position a kid plays is one of the most complained-about issues. I need you to know that I am trying to develop each boy individually, and I will give him a chance to learn and play any position he is interested in. I will have each tell me his favorite position and what other position he would like to learn about.

			I believe this team will eventually be competitive. When we get to where we are focusing on winning, like in a tournament, for example, we are going to put the boys in the positions that will give us the best opportunity. Meanwhile, as the season progresses, there’s a chance your son may be playing a position he doesn’t like. That’s when I most need your support about his role on the team.

			I know times have changed, but one of the greatest lessons my father taught me was that my coach was always right—even when he was wrong. That principle is a great life lesson about how things really work. Our culture has lost respect for authority, because kids hear their parents complain about teachers and coaches. That said, I’m determined to exhibit enough humility to come to your son and apologize if I’ve treated him wrong. Meanwhile, give me the benefit of the doubt that I have his best interests in mind, even if you’re convinced I’m wrong.

			I need you to know that we are most likely going to lose many games this year. The main reason is that we need to find out how we measure up against the local talent pool, and the only way to know that is to play against some of the best teams. I’m convinced that if the boys put their work in at home and give me their best effort, we’ll be able to play with just about any team. Time will tell.

			I also believe there is enough local talent that we will not have to do a large amount of travel, if any. That may be disappointing for you whose sons play only baseball and who look forward to the out-of-town experiences. But I also know this will be a relief for parents who have traveled throughout the United States and Canada for hockey and soccer looking for better competition. In my experience, we have traveled all over the Midwest and have found just as good competition right in our backyard. If this season goes well, we will entertain the idea of travel in the future.

			The boys will be required to show up ready to play every time they come to the field. That means shirts tucked in, hats on straight, and no pants drooping to their knees.

			There is never an excuse for lack of hustle on a baseball field. From the first step outside the dugout they will hustle. They will quickly jog to their positions, to the plate, and back to the bench after an out. We will run out every hit harder than any team we play, and we will learn to always back up our teammates. Every single play, every player will be required to move to a spot. Players who don’t hustle and run out balls will not play. The boys will catch on to this quickly.

			Baseball becomes very boring when players are not thinking about the next play and what they could possibly do to help the team. Players on the bench will not be messing around. I will constantly talk with them about situations and what they would do in a specific position or if they were the batter. There is as much to learn on the bench as there is on the field.

			All this will take time for the boys to conform to. They are kids, and I am not trying to take away from that, but I believe they can bear down and concentrate during games and practices.

			I know this works because it was how I was taught the game and how our parents acted in the stands. We started our Little League team when I was ten years old in a little suburb of Columbus, Ohio. We had a very disciplined coach who expected the same from us. We committed eight summers to this man, and we were rewarded for our efforts. I went to Michigan, one teammate went to Miami of Florida, one to Ohio State, two to North Carolina, one to Central Florida, two to Kent State, and most of the others played smaller Division 1 or Division 2 baseball. Five of us went on to play professionally—not a bad showing from a small-town team.

			I’m not guaranteeing this is what’s going to happen to our boys, but I want you to see that this system works. I know that by now you’re asking if this is what you want to get yourself into, and I understand that for some it may not be the right fit. But I also think there’s a great opportunity here for these boys to grow together and learn lessons that will last far beyond their baseball experience.

			Let me know as soon as possible whether or not this is a commitment that you and your son want to make.

			Thanks.

			—Mike

		

		I finally looked up into the eyes of a bunch of parents who had been every bit as successful as I had, and in many cases more so. A lot of them looked away. They loved their children the way Kristin and I loved ours, and I had just told them—right up front—that parents were what was wrong with youth sports. They had to be thinking, He may know how to play baseball, but who made him the guru of how to fix society?

		Who wants to be told they’re doing something wrong, especially when it comes to their kids? For all I knew, they would take me up on my offer to forget this whole idea, and I would be the one in the stands who had dropped his kid off to play ball.

		But after several agonizing seconds, one of the fathers surprised me by saying, “Well, I’m in.”

		They gave me the chance, and I put into practice what I believed was right. It wasn’t always easy, and not everyone was on board from the beginning. Not everyone lasted. But good values are good values for a reason, and in the end, they work.

		In this book I want to talk about the lessons we taught and the many we learned in the process, some painful but all valuable. I’ll tell a lot of stories along the way, from my childhood and upbringing, my days as a young ballplayer, a college player, a minor leaguer, and a big leaguer (as both a player and a manager).

		I want to tell you how I arrived at the philosophy I espouse today, and I also want to assure you that I in no way claim it originated with me. Its values are as old as the Bible, and it’s entirely opposite of the me-first youth culture the media tries to sell our kids twenty-four hours a day on screens as small as their pockets and as big as their bedroom walls.

		But if there’s one thing I’ve learned, it’s that nothing worth doing right is easy.

		In telling the story of how the team came together, grew slowly, learned from failure, and eventually developed into winners athletically and in character, I also want to examine how these values apply to life beyond baseball, beyond sports, and can plant a seed of hope in the next generation. While I have coached only boys and now men, and will refer to them frequently in this book, I want to add that everything here also applies to girls and women. My wife was a college field hockey player, and my daughter is a college ice hockey player. We all have much to learn.

		Only a minuscule fraction of the boys and girls you and I coach will ever make a living or even put themselves through college as athletes. But they can all become better men and women if we can instill in them values they can apply in the workplace, in their homes and families, and in their communities.

		What could be more worthwhile than that?
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			The Problem
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		Whatever Happened
to the Love of
the Game?

		I’m a fierce competitor, and I don’t apologize for that. I want only that kind of player on my teams, too. But while coaching—and parenting—in youth sports, I have to keep that in its proper perspective. To create an atmosphere in which young people can reach their full potential, I must first make sure they develop a love and a passion for their sport, before any other lessons can be taught—including the will to win. Argue with me all you want, but I’m going from what I’m hearing from my current players, former coaches, and former teammates.

		When I was a kid, we loved sports. We played baseball, basketball, and football because they were fun and we enjoyed them. Organized sports were great, but most of the time we played on our own. Hall of Fame pitcher Nolan Ryan has said that the difference between the way kids play today and the way he and his friends played is that now they only play with uniforms on.

		Somehow, the more organized sports became, the more they became about the parents and not about the kids. All of a sudden, kids didn’t seem to love sports as much as I did when I was their age—and that’s something I thought needed to change.

		—

		MY VERY FIRST baseball memory was Wiffle ball in the backyard, baseball in its purest form. I was the third of four boys growing up in Reynoldsburg, Ohio, a suburb of Columbus. We played all sports, competed at everything, and like everyone else—probably including you—made up our own rules.

		Mom tried to change those rules. She wanted to make every ball we hit over the fence a three-out infraction, since the neighbors always complained about us being in their yard. But what kid could ever follow that rule? Baseball is all about home runs and mimicking your favorite player, and in those days I was Tom Seaver when I pitched and Johnny Bench when I was at the plate.

		Sometimes I would work on my left-handed swing so I could watch the ball bounce off the neighbors’ roof. My brothers and I would make sure Mom wasn’t watching before we hopped the fence to retrieve the only ball we had that wasn’t cracked.

		Even though we aimed away from the house with the dog, that animal had a sporting goods store’s worth of our Wiffle balls. The Sandlot movie, which would come along a couple of years after I signed a pro contract, could have been our story. But none of us dared go to the door or jump that fence.

		We talked our dad into putting up lights so that we could play at night, and often we played so late the neighbors yelled out their window that it was time for the game to be over.

		It seemed my older brother Rusty could throw a Wiffle ball ninety miles an hour. He loved putting welts on my bare back, since pegging—throwing the runner out between bases by nailing him with the ball—was permitted. Mom tried to change that rule, too, to no avail.

		I don’t know what your game looked like, but here are some more of our details:

		
			• Rock, paper, scissors served as our review process.

			• The tie always went to the runner.

			• Appropriating Dad’s black electrical tape to give the skinny yellow bat a little more weight was deemed completely legal.

			• The greatest accessory was a plastic helmet from your favorite team.

			• A drive into the far corner of the yard was an easy double if you hustled out of the box.

			• Second base was a Frisbee we hadn’t tossed for years.

			• A worn patch of dirt served as home plate.

		

		I fell in love with the game of baseball in that backyard before I ever wore a jersey or played on an official team. I learned base running, cutoffs and relays, rundowns, even bench-clearing brawls with my brothers and neighborhood kids.

		My dad worked construction and my mom for a church missionary association, so there was never enough money for an Atari, Nintendo, or Xbox. I’m grateful, because if we’d had those, I might never have known what baseball was really all about.

		We kept score but never remembered, dinner was an annoyance, and the end of summer was a tragedy.

		One of the first things I did for my own

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		—

		
		
		
	






OEBPS/9780553446715_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Dedication


						Acknowledgments


						Contents


						“Why Would You Write a Book?”


						The Letter That Went Viral


						Part 1: The Problem
					
								1: Whatever Happened to the Love of the Game?


								2: The Problem with New-School Parents


								3: Coaches with Complexes, or You’re Not Billy Martin


					


			


						Part 2: A Better Way
					
								4: Our Grand Experiment


								5: Parents Just Trying to Get It Right


								6: What a Great Coach Looks Like


					


			


						Part 3: The Keys to Success
					
								7: The Coach Is Always Right–Even When He’s Wrong


								8: Let Your Catcher Call the Game


								9: Don’t Think Less of Yourself, Think of Yourself Less


								10: Stand Your Ground


								11: Respect the Ump–Even If He’s Blind


								12: Stay in Your Lane


								13: Nothing Worth Doing Right Is Easy


								14: Seek Help When You Need It, Express Thanks When You Get It


					


			


						The Manifesto Impact


						Afterword by Bob Costas


						About the Authors


						Excerpt from The Dad Coach


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Table of Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/Math_9780553446715_epub3_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Math_9780553446715_epub3_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780553446715_title_page.jpg
The

Matheny
Manifesto

MIKE MATHENY
with Jerry B. Jenkins

o








OEBPS/images/9780553446715_cover.jpg
Matihleeny
Manifesto

A YOUNG MANAGER' S OLD-SCHOOL VIEWS

ON SUCCESS IN SPORTS AND LIFE

MIKE MATHENY

with Jerry B. Jenkins

AFTERWORD BY BOB COSTAS










