arly in the Super Bowl game,

Brett Favre saw something he

really liked: the Patriots’

defense was in position to

unleash an all-out blitz, so Favre

changed the play at the line of

scrimmage. He then lofted a seem-

ingly easy pass to a wide-open Andre Rison,

who strolled into the end zone for a 54-yard

touchdown. The Packers were on the board,

and though the game would actually not be

decided until near the end of the third quar-

ter, they were on their way to a 35-21 victo-

ry, their first Super Bowl title since the
Lombardi era.

For Brett Favre, who later would also
make an 8l-yard touchdown bomb to
Antonio Freeman look almost equally as easy,
the Super Bowl game against the Patriots
made the championship, and perhaps even
Brett Favre’s career itself, look like a piece of
cake. By now the media was filled with stories
of the Brett Favre legend: how Brett Favre
grew up with his family in Kiln, Mississippi—
or Fenton, actually, as the technically correct
locus of the spawning of the Favre legend
would have it. Or, to be more precise, Rotten
Bayou at the end of Irvin Favre Road. It was
as though the often good-natured, country-
loquacious, rawhide-tough, rocket-armed
quarterback from the backwoods—land of
alligators, snakes and just folks—simply
emerged from somewhere out of the
Mississippi swamps one day, landed in the
Super Bowl with that team in green and gold,
and shoot, that was all there was to it.

But as we elevate our heroes, so we
diminish them. Such can be the case with
Brett Favre. From this picture of a hard-
throwing, bayou gambler—the quarterback
whose arm was so strong he neither had to
learn the proper throwing technique, nor
take the time to learn the complicated West-
Coast offense of his grumpy coach, Mike
Holmgren—we get the idea that Favre was
somehow undedicated; that this all came to
him; that he was just plain lucky. After all,
isn’t that how we want our heroes? The
image is, have a few beers, throw a few TD
passes: never mind what the hell the coach is
telling you, go your own way, do your own
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thing. We are a nation of individualists, after
all, and quarterback is the position for indi-
vidualists, even in such a consummate team
game as football.

It isn’t that Brett Favre didn't try to live
up to this image (or at least contributed to it
for the longest time). Oh, sure, there had
been some hardships. Favre, who played
quarterback at Hancock North Central High
for his dad/coach, Irvin, wasn't allowed to
throw the ball much, so didn’t get to show
his stuff, and was barely recruited by
Southern Mississippi. However, he quickly
established himself at Southern Mississippi.
But later he was in a near-fatal car accident

which required surgery for the removal of
roughly 30 inches of intestine, leaving him
underweight and weakened going into his
senior year. Despite stirring upsets through-
out his college career against powers such as
Alabama and Florida State, Favre became
only a second round draft choice of the
Atlanta Falcons, where he sat on the bench
and did nothing to warrant getting off. “I was
third string. I didn’t care, I didn’t study or
work at it,” Favre later admitted.

But these hardships served only to spice
up his colorful story. Favre had to seem lucky
when he was rescued by Green Bay, which
after the ‘91 season traded more than a first
draft choice for him, even though he had yet
to produce anything of value.

Then came the spectacle of watching
smoke pour out of Mike Holmgren's ears, as
one Favre incident after another drove the
Green Bay coach to distraction. Holmgren
described Favre as “wild.” Off the field, on
the field, everywhere. And wild is not
Holmgren's type. But something kept
Holmgren committed to Favre, and that sea-
son, Favre ended up throwing for 3,882
yards, 33 touchdowns and only 14 intercep-
tions.

Then the legend took a slightly more
serious turn, beyond football into life.

On May 14, 1996, Brett Favre and the
Green Bay Packers held a press conference in
which a somber Favre revealed that he was
going to enter the Menninger clinic in
Topeka, Kansas, to be treated for an addiction
to painkillers, in particular the painkiller
Vicodin (which contains a codein derivative).
He disclosed that after surgery on his left
ankle on Februrary 27, he had suffered a
seizure, possibly due to the effects of his con-
tinuing reliance on the painkillers. For
Packers’ fans, and football fans everywhere,
despite the now commonplace revelations of
addictions throughout the sporting world, it
seemed shocking. On the football side, no
one at the time knew how this would affect
Favre's career, whether he would be ready to
play in ‘96 or not. And on the human side,
there was fallout, too.

What stands out in retrospect about the
press conference, more than the words spo-







