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			PREFACE

			As of November 9, 2019, Coach’s Corner was no more, and as of June 22, 2025, the Don Cherry’s Grapevine Podcast also came to an end. For over 40 years Dad gave his take on the world of hockey and much more. Whether it was on TV, radio, or podcast, people tuned in to hear Dad’s take and, of course, his stories.

			But first a little about this book and how it came to be. In 2019 Coach’s Corner came to an end, and in 2020 the pandemic hit, so the world took shelter. It has been mentioned many times that I should write a book, and Covid gave me the perfect chance to write, so that’s what I did. What started out as only a few stories soon turned into over 30 chapters, almost 250 pages, and over 160 thousand words touching on everything from Poppygate to childhood stories, the coaching days in Boston, and so much more. With so many chapters and thousands of words, I decided to divide these stories into two books. As you know, Part I contains hot topics and hard-hitting stories. As you are about to read, Part II is written not as a sports book, but as a life story of a man so many Canadians came to know.

			So please enjoy this book.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			THE EARLY YEARS

			Having grown up with Don Cherry as my dad, where do I start and stop telling the stories that moulded me as a child? The lifestyle you lead can’t help but make you the person you are now. Throughout my life, this has kept evolving. Whether I was a three-year-old learning French with my babysitter in Three Rivers, Quebec, or learning how to cope with the left-wing radicals who crucified my dad in the media, it definitely affected how I view the world. Here are a few stories about how he prepared me for life and what it throws at you.

			I had a bad habit of playing with my loose baby teeth. I would wobble them around and play with them with my tongue. For some reason this bugged Dad. The minute I’d start, he would check to see if it was ready to be pulled. By “pulled,” I mean this. He had a tiny pair of curved needle-nose pliers. He would tell me to go get them, which I dreaded, then yank my tooth. The blood would spill out, but I must admit I liked its taste. Then he’d put some of the blood on the pliers to “give them some character.” This didn’t phase Mom, so I figured everyone lost their baby teeth like that and I was happy to have the tooth, for I’d put it under my pillow and get a quarter.

			Well, Dad told the whole Rochester team this story after a game (if they had babysitters, they would go out together for drinks). He proceeded to explain this ritual and how tough his daughter was. Dick Gamble, who played on the 1953 Stanley Cup–champion Montreal Canadiens, was another player winding down his career in Rochester at the time. He was not one of Dad’s favourite guys because he didn’t like how Gamble ran his hockey school. He felt he took people’s money and didn’t put the time in at the school like he should have. Most wanted to be taught and have contact with this old-time Stanley Cup champ, which mainly didn’t materialize. Dad was one of the instructors and put many hours into that school. One day he went into Gamble’s office to get him out on the ice to give the parents what they were paying for. It was here that he learned how not to run a hockey school. In years to come, he and Mom started a successful one in Rochester and Boston.

			It was Gamble’s wife Ethel who really lit into Dad about his barbarianism, which I am sure amused Dad to some degree. He let her go on and on, then, with his vicious wit, reminded her that her husband had lost his fight that night, and said that perhaps if his dad had toughened him up he wouldn’t have gotten his clock cleaned. Questioning her husband’s masculinity in front of the team was more than she could take. She got up and started hitting him with her purse, and he laughed all the while. Then he started yelling at Gamble, saying his wife was tougher than he was, which only infuriated her more.

			I wonder where my mom was in all this. Here is my theory about my mother: You take the kind of person my dad personified and create the opposite, and that is my mom. She knew what kind of person he was when she married him, and knew he’d never change. Hopefully, you can also see this. His clothes may have changed, but as a person he was consistent. They complemented each other and made a good pair—you can see why their marriage lasted forty-one years.

			Since I mentioned players going out for drinks after the game, I have to address the reputation that a lot of the old-timers of that era have. There are a lot of assumptions that they were alcoholics. I see this addressed in movies and bios. Let me explain why some might think this. It’s hard to believe, but in Dad’s era they were not allowed water on the bench. Yes, that’s right, not during practice or a game. It was thought that they would get bloated if they drank water while exerting themselves. After some of Dad’s Rochester team’s practices, the kids could go skating, especially around Christmas when we’d be out of school. During one of these practices, I saw Dad take the snow off his skate blade and eat it to quench his thirst—I was grossed out. I told Mom what I saw, and she just shook her head and said, “Such animals.” In his book Hockey Stories, Part 2, he told this story about quenching his thirst. Once he tried drinking the water from the icebag on the bench, and the coach saw him do it. He then spiked the ice bags with hot liniment so this wouldn’t become a habit. It’s hard to believe but true. So, is it any wonder these players would drink after practice? Or have beer on the bus? Or go out for drinks with their wives after a game? It’s just so hard to believe this was the norm.

			No matter what city we were in, Mom could always find a babysitter. I enjoyed having babysitters. They always entertained me if I wanted to play games and read bedtime stories, but most importantly I could watch whatever I wanted on TV and sit as close as I wanted. It seemed Dad always played Sunday nights, which meant Mutual of Omaha’s Wild Kingdom and The Wonderful World of Disney were always on. The bonus was that I could eat anything I wanted. Mom would never let me eat chips and dip when she was around, but it was a green light to shut me up with the babysitter.

			The only specific babysitter I can remember was the one I had in Three Rivers. She only spoke French to me, and even brought French bedtime storybooks to read. I could speak and understand French better than Mom and Dad. I look back and think how hard it must have been for my mother to be in a city where no one spoke English. For instance, she went to a hair salon and indicated to the beautician with her fingers how much she wanted taken off, and before she knew it they had cut it to that length. She came home in tears that they had chopped all her hair off. Dad had his teammates, but Mom had no one but the other hockey wives. Plus, there was only one English-speaking TV channel, with only two kids’ shows in the afternoon: Bill and Ben, Flower Pot Men and The Friendly Giant. I can still hum their theme songs.

			Here is a funny story about the Friendly Giant. Dad and his airport experiences could be a chapter in themselves, but one of the most fun had to do with the Friendly Giant. A man with his elderly mother at the airport was excited to see Dad, and asked his mom, “Do you know who this is?” I remember Dad saying this was early in his career at HNiC, and being recognized was still a thrill, so he was all set to be gracious to this woman and shake her hand. He realized the little old lady was struggling to figure out who this guy was. The son gave her a hint by saying, “You see him on TV all the time.” She beamed with pride and blurted out, “I know! The Friendly Giant.” Dad was definitely humbled. The point is, Bob Homme, who played the Friendly Giant, does look a bit like Dad, but I think it was mainly the haircut. Dad met Bob years later and asked him if he had ever been mistaken for Don Cherry. He replied, hopefully tongue in cheek, “No, I never have.”

			Most of the players had kids, so this is who I played with. Because of the transient ways of the minors, most rented apartments were in the same building. This meant the wives would get together for coffee every day, so there was never a lack of kids to play with. This also meant lots of unique birthday parties. These parties were not only for the kids but the whole team, which meant lots of drinking and music. One of the memorable parties for me was when one of my presents was a brown and white guinea pig, which I named Beaver. Oh, I was so thrilled. All I wanted to do was play with him, but there was one girl who was afraid of my new pet and called him a “rat with no tail.” I believe this girl affected my attitude toward frilly whiny and oh-so-feminine women. With all her fuss and crying, she took all the focus off me and my party, and it was all about consoling her. To shut her up, Mom said I had to put Beaver away for the rest of the night, which didn’t go over well. I knew better than to start crying, even though I was angry and wanted to. What happened next only added insult to injury. In those days, The Wizard of Oz only came on TV once a year, and oh, how I looked forward to it. Wouldn’t you know it, it was on the night of my party. I was so excited, as were all the other children but one: the guinea-pig hater. She cried and whimpered throughout it, but Dad said to leave it on. I am sure he didn’t believe in coddling that crybaby, but he wouldn’t dare override Mom’s decision to put Beaver away. When the flying monkey scene came on, she went hysterical, so he had to give in and off went the TV.

			I was going to cause a scene about her ruining my party, but I remembered the look my dad gave me and I sucked it up. Even then, as a young child, I interpreted this as her wanting attention. At a young age I learned to despise crybabies and overly girly girls, and as I got older I learned to recognize passive-aggressive people. It took me fifty-plus years to learn that a person with my personality has no hope of ever coming out on top of someone with this trait. If you argue with them, you only come out looking like a barbarian, unfeeling, frustrated, or the overused term: a bully. I have grown in categorizing these types, and now I know that just as many men have this trait as women, doubling my angst. You would think I’d have learnt some mechanism to cope with these types of people, but alas, whether it’s crying for attention when you are afraid of watching The Wizard of Oz or not having the guts to stand up to a big retailer to market your product, the level of knowing you’re in a no-win situation in arguing with them is still there.

			When we lived in Springfield, one of my morning routines was hunting for my guinea pig Beaver. We kept him in a cardboard box, and he chewed his way out every night. He was usually under the couch, and I used that old toy horse’s head on top of a stick to push him out. One morning when I got up, I had a bigger surprise than where my pet was hiding: one of Snow White’s dwarfs was in my crib. I had just graduated from my crib to a big girl’s twin bed and my crib was in the hallway, for they still had to get rid of it. At this time, Gump Worsley was the goalie for the losing NY Rangers. His claim to fame was that he was one of the last NHL goalies not to wear a mask. He was the Yogi Berra of his day in hockey, known for his unique and witty observations. When asked by a reporter which team in the NHL gave him the most trouble, he replied, “The NY Rangers.” That Yogi-ism cost him being sent to Eddie Shore’s Devil’s Island for the second time as punishment. Dad picked him up at the airport late at night to welcome him to his world. Having nowhere to stay, Dad said he could spend the night at our place. Being short, I guess he thought my crib was more comfortable than the couch. In he climbed, and there he was when I woke up. When I saw this man curled up in my crib, I ran into my parents’ room and started yelling that there was a dwarf in my crib. My mom said, “What is she talking about?” and Dad replied, “It’s just Gump.”

			It’s a good thing I didn’t see much difference in some of the places we lived in. I remember only bits of them. There was a time I had to take a bath in the kitchen sink. It was a double, so my bum was on one side and my feet on the other. It wasn’t very deep, so Mom had to keep putting warm water into it, which meant the tap was very hot. I can remember the hot water faucet hitting my back, which made me cry, and Mom calling me a big baby. Looking back, I love that about her. No coddling and a warning to suck it up, buttercup.

			One place was full of mice. The snapping of the mousetraps kept me awake at night. Dad would get up after each one and replace the bait. I would wake up, go into the kitchen, and look at all the dead mice in a clear milk bottle. In one bottle, the last mouse didn’t quite fit and its tail overflowed. These types of scenes stay with you.

			Dad usually left all the decision-making on child-rearing to Mom. But to me, child-rearing is different from discipline. However, sometimes the lines get blurred, and when this happens things didn’t go well in the Cherry household. In 1961–62, Dad played for the Sudbury Wolves of the EPHL. He came home unexpectedly from practice during the afternoon one day and saw me playing outside. It snowed so much up there that snowplows built mountains of snow. As kids we would make tunnels and mini-igloos in them, which we called forts. Dad stopped and admired our work, and even showed great interest in them as he climbed into one. I thought this was out of character for him, and sure enough there was a reason for it. He called me indoors and told Mom and me that I was never to tunnel in the snow again. I started crying. All the kids did it and this would cramp my style of playing. Mom saw that if I didn’t go out to play, I’d be indoors driving her up the wall. Of course, I used the old standby that all kids do: “All the other parents let their kids do it.” He yelled about how stupid they were in not seeing that the tunnels and igloos were too big and they could cave in at any time, and I would suffocate under the snow. Then he said, “You guys are playing too near the street where the huge snowplows are going by, and you’re going to be hit by them because they can’t see you.” Looking back, all this made sense, but he had to stand his ground on this one because both Mom and I were upset.

			Dad was no slouch in making me do things I did not want to do to make a point and toughen me up. Some were direct and some indirect.

			Behind our house in Rochester lived a scary old man known as one of the meanest men in the neighbourhood. Isn’t it nice to go through life with this reputation? He proved his meanness to me when it came to my guinea pig. Once in a while, Beaver would get out of his enclosure because I would turn his cage upside down on the grass so he could get some sunshine and graze. Sometimes he got out and would run into this crusty old guy’s backyard. He would yell at me and tell me my rodent was eating his flowers. I tried to explain to him that rabbits eat flowers, but guinea pigs eat weeds. He would have none of that, and said if it came into the yard again he would kill it with a shovel. He made me cry, and I feared him so much.

			One day I was playing with friends in my backyard and one of them kicked the ball over the fence and into his yard. That was it for me—playtime was over. All my friends went home and I went inside like nothing happened. When I saw that my dad was home in the middle of the day, I knew I was heading for trouble. He asked me why I was inside. I told him I was tired and my friends had to go home. He knew I was lying. “What is the problem?” he asked. I burst into tears and told him my ball went over the fence, but that was OK because I had lots of balls and it was old. I knew this wouldn’t fly with him. He told me to walk around the block and ask for the ball back. I was terrified and said, “Please don’t make me do this.” Once he saw the fear that this man caused me, there was no question I had to do it. Talk about the longest mile. He made me walk around the block by myself, go through his front gate, and ring his doorbell. I was petrified and fighting back tears. I am getting sweaty just writing this story. When he came to the door I told him what happened; he grunted as he looked around, and went to get the ball. Dad was watching all this just a bit out of my sight, but the old geezer looked up and saw him—heaven help him if he started yelling at me and making me cry. This life lesson taught me not to be afraid of confrontation, something that has served me well throughout the years. Once I asked a board member of Don Cherry’s Pet Rescue Foundation to ask another member about something. I knew if I asked the question it would be seen as confrontational, and seeing that the other member was so passive and nice, it would be better coming from her. She said she couldn’t because she didn’t like confrontation. My reply was, “It seems that’s my middle name. Forget it. I’ll do it.”

			Even when I was eighteen years old, Dad was still making me do things indirectly that I didn’t want to do but knew had to be done. I had a summer job working at a veterinarian facility in Dedham, Massachusetts, just south of Boston. It was a huge facility with about six vets on staff, plus a boarding kennel of nearly 200 dogs and cats. I assisted a vet who was very mean and incompetent. He would never have the pet owners around when examining their pets and would do horrible things to the animals. Being summer help and low on the pecking order, I got to be his assistant. Finally, the straw that broke the camel’s back was when he left a thermometer up a cat’s butt when he sent it home with its owner. I told Dad I wanted to quit this job earlier than I had anticipated, as I was heading back to college in Kingston in a few weeks and wanted to enjoy a bit of the summer. We had a beautiful home with a tennis court and pool, so I thought it was a believable request. I also justified it by telling him I was weary of the four hours driving to and from the clinic. At the time we lived in North Andover, Massachusetts, just south of the New Hampshire border, and I had to go straight through Boston to get to Dedham. If I had taken the highways around the town it would have taken me longer, but it would have been an easier drive. So, I decided to plow my way straight through the city, taking their infamous one-way tunnels, the Sumner and Callahan. Boston drivers are truly the toughest in the world, and that’s why I have no problem driving anywhere.

			I guess I was trying a bit too hard to justify my early exit from this summer job, and he figured there had to be more to the story. He finally got it out of me and proceeded to tell me I had to go into the owner’s office and tell him about his employee. I had never really talked to this vet because he was a burly, gruff, cigar-smoking character. This was a conversation I dreaded but I had to have it, according to my dad. I was very nervous going in and felt like a squealer. I told the boss I thought this vet was unusually cruel to the animals, and about the thermometer going home with the cat. He pondered this and didn’t seem all that phased. I should have known my dad would call him first to say his daughter was coming in to see him. I knew he was a big hockey fan—how else would I have gotten such a job? He said, “You’re my assistant tomorrow, and I’ll take care of it.” He put an experienced vet tech with this guy for one day, and the following day he was gone. I later mentioned to Dad that this vet didn’t seem very upset when I told him what was happening. He just smiled and said, “Really?”

			There was one more story from my vet-assistant days wherein Dad gave me something to think about. This poor old Westie came in that was wider than she was long. She was a mess, full of maggots and puppies. I poured ether all over the back end of her and the maggots dropped like flies (excuse the pun). Then all hands were on deck, including me, as they performed a cesarian on her and pulled out seven huge black and white puppies. We each got one to swirl around to get them breathing and clear their lungs. I also worked in the infirmary, so I took care of this Westie and her pups for about a month, and I grew fond of her. She was a dedicated mother nursing those pups, even though she was cut from stem to stern.

			She had racked up a vet bill of about $5,000, and it was time for her to go home. I figured the idiots that owned her would never pay the bill, and I told Dad I wanted her. I’d pay the bill somehow and get good homes for her pups. Dad was not happy, so he made a deal with me. He made me admit that if the owners paid the bill, whether they were stupid or not, it meant they loved the dog and deserved her back. I never dreamed they’d come in and pay cash (I’m sure that would have been the only way the vet would release her), but they did, and took her and the pups home. I didn’t know if I was happy or sad.

			To face confrontation and the fear it instills breeds character. It is also a barometer of what the right thing to do is. My twenty-year-old son was caught in a dilemma at one time and asked me what he should do. I didn’t know the answer, so I told him, “It has been my experience that if I have two choices in a situation, the one I don’t want to do is usually the correct answer.” It’s instinctual to want to avoid confrontation, yet it takes guts to stand up to it. This is one of the many things I learned from Dad.

			Dad realized that there were certain situations when telling someone what they should do is not the best approach. Just four weeks after I donated my kidney to my brother, I got a new job as a kennel manager at a huge pet store named Pedigree Pet in Boston. It was an upscale department pet store that sold puppy-mill pets for exorbitant prices, with their salespeople working on commission. It was big time and yet, much to my chagrin, I was a part of it. I worked endless hours, and my parents were not happy with me because of my recent surgery. It was heartbreaking seeing these animals. When I started there were eight dogs in isolation that had been pups when they went in and were now grown. What do you do with them? I gave them all away and never got caught.

			Then there was a six-week-old, beautiful harlequin (black and white) Great Dane pup that I knew had rickets when it arrived from the Midwest. This disease occurs when their bones are soft and their legs are bowed. For the store to get credit for any damaged goods I had to send them right back to the puppy mill, where they would surely meet their death. Since I did all the paperwork, I designated these non-healthy pups as dead on arrival. This way everyone was happy, the shipper and the store, for everyone could write it off. Not only that, but I got to give away the pup. Can you imagine someone getting a harlequin Great Dane free when all they probably needed was some extra calcium and vitamin D in their diet?

			There were a lot of drawbacks to working at that store. I remember they were forever having long staff meetings. This would kill my side, where I was still healing from the thirteen-inch incision from taking my kidney out. One time I kept scooting around in my chair to the point of irritating everyone, and the boss said, “You’ll have to excuse Cindy for fidgeting. She is still recovering from donating her kidney to her brother.” I was so embarrassed.

			I even talked my parents into letting me bring home a Chow Chow pup. Store policy stated that people could return a pup after three months if they had a vet’s declaration that it was not sound. So all people did was pay off the vet and they’d get a refund of $3,000. Which means, once again, I had to send the dog back to the puppy mill to meet a certain death. The store took this dog back, though nothing was wrong with it. I kept it there for sale, but as it got older the puppy cuteness that people require to buy a dog at a pet store was quickly diminishing. I got the word from the store manager: “Send it back.” I had grown fond of the dog and talked Dad and Mom into letting me bring it home, as I paid full price. I promised I’d find it a home, and like Blue, Mom and Dad were not happy with this situation. Desperate, I failed at finding it a home, and Dad now saw that it was up to him to find it a home. He went to his main source of friends and offered it free to any of the Bruins, but they all said no thanks. Then Frosty the trainer said he knew of a recently retired boxer who had just bought a bar on Cape Cod and was looking for a dog he could jog with on the beach, and he would love to have it. Dad brought the dog into practice to give it to Frosty, and once all the players saw that it looked like a big teddy bear they wanted it. Dad got angry with them and said, “You wouldn’t help me out till you saw how cute it was—no way.” So Rocky led the rest of his life jogging on the beaches of Cape Cod, and was the house dog of the bar.

			Throughout my tenure at this pet store—a whole seven weeks—my parents were not happy for many reasons, and yet kept quiet about it. On Christmas morning 1979, Dad, my brother Tim, and I had to go into the store to feed and water the puppies. I would have gone in alone, but there was a raging ice storm and my mom didn’t want me driving forty minutes into Boston. Management could not get anyone to work that day, so all the managers were there cleaning. The staff got a real kick out of seeing the coach of the Boston Bruins cleaning kennels, which meant that he ended up taking pictures and signing autographs with them all. It was only when we got home that we opened presents.

			The breaking point for this job finally came when twenty pups were scheduled to arrive at Logan Airport around eleven a.m. the week between Christmas and New Year’s. I went in early to prepare all the kennels and was to drive the store’s van to Logan Airport to pick up the dogs by myself. I got a call in the afternoon that there was a delay in Chicago due to a snowstorm, but they were to arrive that day. It got to be five p.m., then nine. If the dogs came and I couldn’t pick them up, they would stay in the cargo bays freezing overnight with no food or fresh water. I finally got word they had arrived at ten o’clock. I had no idea where I was going to find cargo shipments at Logan Airport, and I was really out of my element. Finally, I found the kennels stacked high on top of one another. I loaded them into the van and returned to the store. It was now midnight, and I looked at these poor six- to eight-week-old puppies stuffed three to four per kennel, covered in feces and vomit. I washed, fed, and watered them all and got home at about two thirty.

			The next morning there was silence at the breakfast table—my parents were peeved. All my dad said to me as he left for practice was, “How much are they paying you per week?” I answered, “A hundred dollars.” He shook his head and said, “There’s a sucker born every minute.” I was devastated by the fact that he thought of me as being so dumb. I put in my notice and gave away even more dogs. Sure, he could have yelled at me about being so stupid in working for peanuts, but he knew with my personality I might dig in my heels and stay to spite him. This type of thinking and knowing how to finesse people via their personality is what made him such a good coach, and parent.

			These scenarios I’ve shared could be put in terms of indirect motivation from my parents, but trust me, they used direct ways also. Some things were not up for debate. When I was about ten years old I had a beautiful Schwinn bike, but I had outgrown it. Mom had promised a friend that her daughter (whom I wasn’t fond of) could have my bike. To make matters worse, Dad told me I had to clean it up. I had a problem with this, and Mom agreed with me. It’s not like we had to make it look good to sell it; we were giving it away. Mom and Dad went at it, with Dad saying he was trying to teach me something and she was making it harder. I cleaned it begrudgingly and didn’t know if I was angrier at having to clean it or giving it to someone I didn’t like.

			Dad was big on cleaning things. When we donated our 1997 Yukon truck to the Kidney Foundation of Canada for their Kidney Car program, Dad spent hours cleaning the inside and the rims and tires—there was never a truck with more Armor All on it. But that was my dad, and I have never given away anything I didn’t clean first. He always made an impression when he was making a point.

			I thought I’d share a handwritten letter that was given to me in an envelope from “Attila Cherry,” with a skull and crossbones beside his name. He was referring to my 1974 Monte Carlo that he brought into the mechanic to find out why it kept blowing fuses.

			Dear Cindy,

			This is not a lecture, take it as some fatherly advice. Today I took our faithful friend to the hospital and the doctor told me that the air filter was so clogged that you could not see through it; the oil was so dirty and thick that it could hardly pour out and so black it looked like ink; the oil filter was, as you can imagine, black, and the brake fluid was half full.

			I really do not mind paying the bills for our friend who has served you faithfully through the years, because he is like a pal to me and I don’t mind spending the morning while he’s worked on, but I do mind having to spend the afternoon making the inside presentable.

			I realize that you are very busy with your dogs and you are a social butterfly, so working on a car is difficult, but somewhere in your busy routine, you could spare one-half hour for our friend.

			Like I have said, take this as not a lecture or warning, but as some loving fatherly advice. Believe me, you will profit in the future if you take heed.

			Your loving (right now pissed off), affectionate father,

			Attila Cherry [image: ]

			Even scarier than receiving this letter was the pièce de résistance from him when he found out why the car kept blowing fuses. It seems I had overstuffed the ashtray with gum wrappers, which kept pushing down on the cigarette lighter—go figure!

			Don Cherry really knows how to make an impression. Whether it’s his kids or hockey players, you listen and take heed.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			RAISING KIDS VS COACHING

			The transition between raising kids and coaching was blurred and had many commonalities. But first, you have to understand Dad’s mindset and coaching philosophies. He was definitely a players’ coach. I guessed this came from remembering and learning from how badly coaches and management treated him. You only had to see how Eddie Shore dealt with him and all his players. To survive, he had to live by his wits. Perhaps this is why journeymen make better coaches than superstars. When you have a lot of talent, success comes easily. You ride the wave on your skills, not your savvy. When you are a fifth defenseman, always on the bubble and expendable, you have to learn to play the game off and on the ice to survive.

			As a coach, he was never quick to call up replacements when his players had injuries. Therefore, he was constantly playing with a short bench, and there were many explanations for this. First and foremost, it was for team spirit. He wanted the injured player and the other guys to know he would try to hold their job for them as long as possible. He wanted his players to feel valuable to the club and not so easily replaced, as most are made to feel. Plus, how often does an injured player have a hard time getting back in the lineup because the call-up guy plays well? This happened once to a player named Andy Savard, who asked Dad if he could go to his hometown for a few days. Being a good guy, Dad said fine (without telling his GM), and to meet the team in Buffalo. Sure enough, there was a snowstorm and he missed the rendezvous. So now Dad has to tell Harry that he let the player go home, and worse yet, he would miss a few games before he could get out of Quebec. Harry, knowing that Dad couldn’t argue with him at this point, called up one of their draft picks, Doug Gibson. Didn’t he set the house on fire, and how does Dad get Andy back in the lineup? It was the only time a coach and GM were hoping the call-up didn’t do too well. Harry was upset with Dad, but all he said was, “Look what you’ve done now.” It was a tough position for a GM to be in, all because Dad was trying to be a good guy.

			The players knew that when management wanted Dad to replace an injured guy, he would mostly refuse, constantly putting his job security on the line. There’s another reason for not wanting call-ups to replace injured players: if he brought up a top draft pick from the minors (such as Gibson), they would feel they should play on the line of who they were replacing. However, if they were replacing someone on the first line, there was no way that would happen. If this top draft didn’t feel he’d been given a fair shake, Dad had a disgruntled hockey player on his team. This is something he would not tolerate.

			Dad made a point when talking to the press to never distinguish the lines by first, second, or third. He always named the lines by their centre, though most knew how they rated. He also had specialty lines, like one specifically trained for killing penalties. I still can’t figure out why coaches use their superstars to kill penalties and potentially get them hurt, especially when the game is out of reach either way. He mostly had a set power play, but if the game was in the bag he’d put his penalty killers on the power play to have some fun, plus he was not the type to run up a score. That is why in the 1977–78 season he had eleven twenty-plus goal scorers. It’s a record that will never be broken in the NHL, one that Dad is proud of, and one he was working at towards the end of the season.

			Hometown boy and rookie Bobby Miller was the last of the eleven guys to score his twentieth goal. It was the second-to-last game of the season in Toronto and the Bruins were leading 2–1 in the game’s final minutes. Toronto’s coach, Roger Neilson, pulled goalie Mike Palmateer for the sixth attacker. When the Leafs iced the puck, Neilson inexplicably kept the extra skater out for the face-off in Toronto’s end, leaving the net empty. It was Bobby Schmautz who reminded Dad to put Miller out there for his twentieth. I watched that game on TV with all the players rushing out on the ice to congratulate Bobby when he scored and knowing what was accomplished. It was amusing, for the HNiC announcer couldn’t understand the fuss about scoring on an open net.

			Dad is very in tune with the players’ bonuses. If someone were going for a specific bonus, say, needing twenty-five goals for a big payout, Dad would play them to death. Upper management would know exactly what he was doing, which could have been a career-limiting move for him. Some coaches have even been known to bench or not even dress a player to avoid handing out a bonus. Of course, Dad had more on his mind than the idea of getting the player his money: it was to show the team he was on their side, not management’s. He always tried to enhance an “us against the world” mentality. There was no doubt his players would go to hell and back for him because of this.

			His strategies for the game were basic. When journeyman Dennis O’Brien came to the team, he wanted to know Dad’s game plan. He had come to the Bruins in 1977, and we were his fourth team that year. This broke an NHL record at the time for most teams played in one season. I guess he saw a lot of coaches and heard their philosophies, so he wondered what Dad’s was. They met in a bar and Dad explained by drawing it on a napkin, as only Dad could. Dad’s priority was what players did in their own end. Perhaps this was because he was a defenseman. The challenge was to get the puck out. The most efficient way to do this is to wrap the puck around the boards, or hit it off the glass to clear it out. This was so ingrained into the Bruins that Gerry Cheevers had two of his racehorses named “Around the Boards” and “Off the Glass.” Watch how many times a player will try to get it out of their end by skating through the team, dipsy-doodling, and then losing the puck. It’s even more painful if they try the old head-bobbing “Junior A deke.”

			The Bruins had this timed perfectly, with their huge tough wingers knowing exactly where that puck was going. With guys like John Wensink, Terry O’Reilly, Stan Jonathan, Al Secord, and Wayne Cashman going after the puck in the corners with no hesitation, and going in first to get it, you would pity the opposing team’s defensemen. The game’s connoisseurs would question this type of play by asking, “Why would you give up possession of the puck?” Answer: You need wingers who aren’t afraid to go into the corners. And when I say “into the corners,” I should preface that with “first into the corners.” Keep track of the number of guys who go full tilt to get the puck in the corners but never seem to be the first in. It looks like they’re trying, but are they really? Have you ever noticed towards the end of a game when the team really has to score that they revert to dumping it in and chasing the puck? You have to wonder why they didn’t do that all along—if they did, they might not be losing. For two and a half periods they try all their fancy passing that works less than 50 percent of the time, but when it counts and desperate times come, they start dumping it in. Funny, eh?

			Dad ran his practices differently than most coaches. He said Harry Sinden wouldn’t watch them, as they drove him nuts. He remembered what all his own coaches did wrong and made adjustments. The practices weren’t very long, but it was amazing how many guys stayed on the ice afterwards. However, they weren’t all harmonious, as there was the odd fight between the players. One time, two guys were whaling away at one another, and Dad was at the opposite end of the ice. Some team members went over to tell Dad, as if he didn’t already know, hoping he would break it up. He let them wear themselves out. He said the worst fight was between Mike Milbury and Terry O’Reilly. Dad knew his players so well that he could never have one-on-ones for fear of injuries and fights. What they really enjoyed, and what Dad was big on, were scrimmages. But no one knew better than him if they were only going through the motions. If he got the idea they were, he’d stop and tell them to do stop-and-starts till they wore down the ice.

			There was this one problem they were having during scrimmages, however. It was a known fact that Gerry Cheevers did not like to practice, so the team that had him would always lose. Dad made a rule that if you hit him in the right pad that counted as a goal. This went on for a while, and finally Gerry mentioned to Dad how good he was playing during practice. Dad laughed, and the jig was up. Dad said Gerry did not think it was funny.

			Here’s a story about a goalie whose name I won’t mention, but I’m sure you can figure it out, since he wasn’t one of Dad’s favourites. If you can believe it, Dad had to tell him to knock it off, for when he stopped a shot he’d steer the puck to hit the people who were cleaning in the stands. I’d like to think he was just practicing his puck control after a save rather than aiming at the cleaning staff.

			I believe a lot of Dad’s way of thinking crossed over to how he raised his kids. Being a WASP, he was never a warm, fuzzy, or huggy person, which is fine with me. I am like this too, and have passed this trait on to my son. I once said amongst friends that I couldn’t remember the last time I hugged my kid. Everyone was so aghast that I never mentioned it again. Yet here I am writing it for all the world to see. My philosophy, and my Dad’s, was that I didn’t have to show public displays of affection to prove my love. It’s as simple as that. Again, through examples and life lessons, Dad showed his love not by fixing my problems, but by teaching me how to solve them. This started at a very young age.

			As a kid, I loved going to practice with Dad. Usually this was around Christmas, when the kids could go skating afterwards. One player there teased me unmercifully, to the point I’d get angry and frustrated. Remember, this was the sixties, not today, when a kid being teased is one step away from abuse. One day, when we were getting ready to go to the rink, I told Dad I didn’t want to go. He finally got it out of me that it was because I was tired of being teased. Dad couldn’t believe it had gotten to this stage of torment. He said I had to learn how to tease the guy back, and he gave me the ammo to do it. I didn’t understand how significantly my words would affect this man. He was so self-conscious of his bald spot that he was one of the few players to wear a helmet to hide it. That was his weakness, and it was time to exploit it. When he started to tease me, I said, “Yeah, well, at least I don’t have a hole in the back of my head like you.” Sure enough, it worked. Dad told Mom I’d said it with just the right inflection of meanness in my voice. He never teased me again. I learned the power of sarcasm at a very young age. Some may say Dad was teaching me the power of words and playing it smart. Crying meant nothing, only the sadness that I could no longer go to the rink with my dad. Finding a person’s weakness gives you a lot of leverage in life.

			This brings me to Tim. I outgrew going to the practices, so a few years later it was Tim’s turn to go into the dressing room. The first thing Dad did was tell this player that in no way was he to tease Tim as he did all the other kids. Tim was a lot more sensitive than me, so he didn’t. Tim was shy, quiet, and always did what he was told. I rebelled and was a spiteful brat, there was no doubt about it. He treated his kids in the same way he handled his players’ different personalities. Years later, I asked him why he let that player tease me, but not Tim. True to form, he said, “I knew you could take it.”

			Most kids loved the Ice Capades. I never did. They represented my dad going away for two weeks around Christmas when we lived in Rochester. At that time, Al Arbour had played with Dad from 1962–1967, with three Calder Cups. To most, this Hockey Hall of Famer was noted for winning the Jack Adams Trophy, the Lester Patrick Trophy, and the four straight Stanley Cups he won while coaching the NY Islanders. To me, he was known as the hockey player who wore glasses while playing, and dad to my friend JoAnn. Can you imagine being a defenseman, blocking shots with no helmet or visor while wearing glasses with a headband so they wouldn’t fall off when roughing it up? On the bench he would constantly wipe his glasses with a white towel when they fogged up.

			JoAnn and I were skating buddies when our dads brought us down after their practices. One day we went down just before Christmas, and the Ice Capades people were also at the rink ready to practice after our dads. Some of them were watching the end of the Rochester Americans’ practice (Dad was the Amerks’ player-coach from 1971 to 1974). Dad and Mr. Arbour were the last two on the ice, and they started to do their figure skating routine. At first JoAnn and I were a bit embarrassed to see our dads acting so silly. Sure, it started as making fun of the “fancy skaters,” as Dad called them then, but you could see them start to get into it and, I might add, they did it quite well. Obviously I had never seen my dad skate on one leg, arms extended, holding hands with his defence partner gliding down the ice. They even started to jump up and twirl. At that the Ice Capade people had seen enough—they knew they were being mocked and left. Who would have guessed they were watching two future NHL Coaches of the Year showing off their skating abilities? It goes to prove, as did Battle of the Blades, a Canadian figure skating reality show, the level of athlete hockey players actually are. In its inaugural season of the show, Dick Button was a two-time Olympic champion, five-time world champion, and one of the first judges. His opinion of the athletic ability of these NHL participants was, “This does not look good for figure skating.” He could not get over how quickly the hockey players could adapt to figure skating, despite that dreaded toe pick. He knew figure skaters could never skate or adapt as well as the hockey players did. Dad was a guest judge that first season. He hates to judge people when they are trying to do their best, and yet there he was. CBC asked him to do it, plus he wanted to support Ron, who was hosting. He did his best and gave everyone top scores, but he was uncomfortable doing it. For the first year they filmed it at the old Maple Leaf Gardens, which had been empty for ten years at that time. Rumour had it that when they scheduled to film it there, they didn’t realize that all the pipes that had frozen the ice for so many years had been filled with cement. Getting the ice going was an expensive proposition, and that’s why they only filmed one season there.

			Poor Dad—when my brat side rose its ugly head, he always had to handle it. One day, when I was only about three years old, my mom said to me, “You haven’t touched your eggs.” I put my finger in the yolk and said, “There, I touched it.” My dad grabbed me and made me stand in the corner until I returned to the table to eat. I waited for a while, crying the whole time. It was a standoff. My mother would never have made such a big deal about the egg-eating drama, but Dad had to stand his ground. He had to leave for practice, and I thought if I could hold on for a while he would have to go and Mom would cave. But alas, he did not, and I returned to a congealed egg and took two bites, which was the end of the drama.



OEBPS/image/1.jpg
THE
DON CHERRY
STORY
PART 11





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg





OEBPS/image/010_a_tatski.jpg





OEBPS/image/106_a_tatski.jpg
teII_we_II%





