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Bunker Hill, baked beans, chowder, the Charles River, Fenway Park.

And the Bruins.

If Boston is the Hub of New England, then its famed hockey team is as significant a spoke as its Red Sox or Celtics.

And in National Hockey League history, the Bruins hold a special place because the franchise became the first American city to align itself with what had been an all-Canadian circuit.

More than that, the future of major league hockey south of the 49th parallel would hinge on the degree of success enjoyed by the Hub sextet during The Roarin’ Twenties.

Beantowners’ passion for their franchise was so evident that NHL moguls decided that America is a place where the ice game could grow. Thanks to the Bruins’ instant popularity, two teams soon were placed in New York while Chicago and Detroit also became part of the hockey boom.

Along with their baseball counterparts, Bruins stars became part of the city’s culture. Legendary skaters such as Eddie Shore and Lionel Hitchman helped deliver the first Stanley Cup championship to Boston Garden on Causeway Street following the regular 1928-1929 season.

With the magnificent— also turbulent—Shore pacing the team, another Cup celebration was held a decade later just prior to the outbreak of World War II.

The veteran Shore was abetted by a trio of youngsters from Kitchener, Ontario. Milt Schmidt, Bobby Bauer and Woody Dumart comprised what became known as the “Sauerkraut Line” —later amended to Kraut Line—among the finest offensive units in NHL history. The Krauts guided Boston to its third Cup in 1940-41 with plenty of help from goaltender Frankie (Mister Zero) Brimsek out of Eveleth, Minnesota.

The sage man behind all these title teams—Art Ross—earned his way into the Hall of Fame by not only orchestrating the victories while behind the bench but also because of his contributions to The Game’s improvement. He re-designed both the puck and the goal nets. In fact, the name “Art Ross Puck” and “Art Ross Net” was commonplace from the late 1930’s onward.

Like other franchises, the Bruins suffered downs with their ups, but the most meaningful turnabout occurred when wunderkind Bobby Orr signed on with Boston in 1966. Bobby Orr and the Big, Bad Bruins became synonymous with success in the late 1960s, culminating with Stanley Cup triumphs in 1970 and 1972.

Meanwhile the tradition of colorful characters launched by Shore continued decade after decade. When Don (Grapes) Cherry took over as coach, he emerged as one of the most flamboyant characters in sports and eventually moved into the television world where he became the number one personality in the entire Dominion of Canada.

In addition to Orr, the likes of Derek (Turk) Sanderson, Ted Green, Ken Hodge and Phil Esposito, among many others, kept the Bruins among the more competitive NHL teams.

This tradition carried over into the 21st Century, and the point most recently was underlined when goalie Tim Thomas led Coach Claude Julien’s team to another Stanley Cup in 2011.

From the Roarin’ Twenties to the present, GREATEST MOMENTS AND PLAYERS will tell you all you want to know about the Bruins.

Enjoy!

Stan Fischler

New York City, June 2012
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ROBERT GORDON ORR

Born: Parry Sound, Ontario; March 20, 1948

Position: Defense

NHL Teams: Boston, 1967–76; Chicago, 1976–79

Awards/Honors: Hart Trophy, 1970, 71, 72; Art Ross Trophy, 1970, 75; Norris Trophy, 1968, 69, 70, 71, 72, 73, 74, 75; Calder Trophy, 1967; Conn Smythe Trophy, 1970, 72; Hall of Fame, 1979



Bobby Orr is Boston hockey. Period.

He is the bottom line. The franchise. The logo. The everything.

One could argue until the cows come home that Eddie Shore may have been better in his time and that Ray Bourque certainly has been more durable.

Some critics—this author included—have noted that the Blond Whirlwind conquered the National Hockey League in an era when talent had been diluted through expansion.

Really, when all is said and done, the points are irrelevant.

A century from now, when historians review the evolution of the ice game, they will put Robert Cordon Orr’s name in italics because he was not only special, he was the ultimate performer, combining defense with offense in a manner that never was matched before or since.

[image: image]

Bobby Orr—The One and Only

While it has been fashionable to label Wayne Gretzky “The Greatest Hockey Player of All Time,” it remains a fact of life that not even on his best nights could he match the totality of Orr’s game.

The magic of Gretzky always has been the numbers, which artfully concealed his lifetime deficiencies as a checking forward. The beauty of Orr was that the Bruins defenseman simply had no weaknesses. None. Nada!

He could do anything the best forwards could do—and then some—and the numbers underline the point. On defense, he was nonpareil.

The Hockey News rated him the greatest defenseman of all time. Bypassing Gretzky, the immortal Gordie Howe named Orr, “the number one player of all time.”

In his prime, Orr was evaluated as the “Perfect Hockey Player.” He played defense well enough to have won the Norris Trophy in 1968, 1969, 1970, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1974 and 1975. Offensively, Orr was no less awesome, and although he was technically listed as a backliner, he won the Art Ross Trophy as the league’s scoring champion in 1970 and 1975.

Orr’s legion of admirers would cite chapter and verse to underline his position among hockey’s definitive leaders. Harry Sinden, who coached Orr when the Bruins won the Stanley Cup in 1970, perceived aspects of Orr’s play that were superior to those of Gordie Howe.

“Howe could do everything but not at top speed,” said Sinden. “Hull went at top speed but couldn’t do everything. Orr would do everything, and do it at top speed.”

That was true only during those precious few years when Orr was not under the knife or recuperating from knee surgery. After two NHL seasons, he underwent two operations.

By the time Orr retired in 1979, he had amassed an impressive collection of silverware. Apart from the Norris and Ross trophies, he had won the Calder Trophy as rookie of the year in 1967; the Hart Trophy as the NHL’s most valuable player in 1970, 1971 and 1972; and the Conn Smythe Trophy as the most valuable player in the Stanley Cup playoffs of 1970 and 1972.

“I thought that the Rangers team I played on in 1972 was good enough to win the Stanley Cup,” said Hall of Famer Rod Gilbert. “We played Boston in the Finals that year and the series went six games before the Bruins eliminated us. The difference, in the end, was Bobby Orr.”

In that classic final-rounder between two outstanding teams, Orr orchestrated the winning goal in a manner that only could be described as inimitable. But first, a flashback: trailing the series, three-games-to-one, the Rangers rallied to win Game Five in Boston, setting the stage for Game Six at Madison Square Garden. Suddenly, momentum had shifted to the Broadway Blueshirts, who now had the advantage of home ice. There was a feeling among the press corps that, yes, the Rangers were capable of winning Game Six and then heading back to Beantown for the decisive seventh match.

But Orr blew away such fantasies with one sterling maneuver just past the 11-minute mark of the first period.

Seemingly trapped at the right point by Rangers defensive forward Bruce MacGregor, Orr somehow pirouetted around his checking foe and delivered a blistering drive that eluded goaltender Gilles Villemure. In the third period, Orr set up teammate Wayne Cashman to give the visitors a 2-0 lead which enabled them to cruise through the rest of the game and win their second Stanley Cup in three years.

Ironically, the star on the other side of the handshake line was a mini-Orr named Brad Park, who, like many others who admired Boston’s Number Four, could not quite match the many outstanding elements of Orr’s game.

Apart from the sheer quality that Bobby delivered night in and night out, other elements should be considered. Primary, of course, is the ability he had to fill arenas throughout the NHL during its first critical expansion period from 1967-68 through the early 1970s.

In 1967, the league daringly doubled its size from six to twelve teams and continued adding clubs thereafter. Conservatives among the NHL hierarchy—including president Clarence Campbell—questioned whether expansion would work in such cities as Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, St. Louis and Los Angeles. That expansion succeeded could be directly attributed to The Orr Effect.

Orr not only was the ultimate artist, he also was exceptionally good-looking. During an era when helmets were not mandatory, Bobby’s golden locks, flying in the breeze created by his exceptional speed, proved as attractive as his other stickhandling assets. Wherever he skated, he drew capacity crowds, and those crowds enabled expansion to work.

Equally important was his impact on the playing of the game.

Through the post-World War II years, big-league hockey’s style was basic. The maskless goaltender remained in the crease and was dedicated to only stopping pucks.

Forwards skated up and down their lanes in attempts to arrange scoring situations. Defensemen essentially were dedicated to patrolling their blue line and keeping the enemy from threatening their goal. Rare was the backliner—that’s precisely why they were named BACK-liners—who took off on an offensive foray.

When Orr arrived in the NHL at the start of the 1966-67 season, it was as if he had never heard of the traditional method of playing defense. He attacked as often as he defended and carried through to an extreme the shibboleth that “the best defense is a good offense.”

But it worked. In spades.

“All Bobby did,” said teammate Phil Esposito, “was change the face of hockey all by himself.”

This was possible for two reasons: a. Orr did it so expertly that there was no reason to dissuade him from revolutionizing The Game, and, b. The once-hapless Bruins began getting better and better as Bobby’s point totals soared. And the more Orr scored, the more other young defensemen began reconsidering their own conservatism behind the blue line.

Soon, the Rangers’ Park became a reasonable facsimile—or The Poor Man’s Orr—and after Park there was Denis Potvin of the New York Islanders as well as Paul Coffey of the Edmonton Oilers.

While speed was a major element in his repertoire, Orr could also call upon his immense stickhandling, passing and shooting skills, not to mention his innate playmaking radar. “When someone once asked me about Bobby’s best move,” chuckled Gordie Howe, “I told the fellow that it was putting on his skates!”

It is amusing in retrospect but the one thing the youthful Orr could not do as an aspiring stickhandler in Parry Sound, Ontario, was write his name clearly enough to satisfy his amateur hockey coach. One day, before the entire kids team, the coach showed the youngsters a piece of paper with Orr’s signature. Bobby was eight years old at the time and had not mastered the Palmer method of proper penmanship.

“Look at this scrawl,” the coach barked. “I want you to look at the way Bobby Orr signs his name. Why, he can’t even write properly. So, how can a kid who can’t even sign his name play hockey? He can’t, that’s what, he can’t.”

The coach was in error. At each level of youth hockey, Bobby was so far ahead of his peers that he began to attract attention outside his hometown. In those days of the six-team NHL, it was possible for big-league clubs to permanently latch onto the services of amateurs by the time they reached their early teens. And so it was with Orr.

A Boston Bruins scout noticed him while scouting a game in Gananoque, Ontario, when Orr was 12 years old. The bird-dog recommended that the big club put a lock on Orr and the Bruins did just that by merely putting his name on what then was called a “Protected List.”

That done, the Bruins patiently waited for Orr to mature. His ripening as a hockey star was faster than anyone can imagine. By the time he was 16, he had become the talk of Canada, and the Bruins, then a last-place club, began the usual ritual of touting a teenager who had never played a professional game as the eventual Messiah who would save the franchise.

The NHL establishment then became shaken by the kid from Parry Sound because of what neither Gordie Howe nor Rocket Richard had done when he was invited to the bigs: Bobby brought an agent with him. His representative, Toronto attorney R. Alan Eagleson, stunned the Bruins’ manager Hap Emms with the declaration that Orr would not come to Boston unless he was rewarded with a contract commensurate with his ability. At this time, it was an outrageous demand, particularly in view of the fact that Orr had yet to play a single game as a professional. Emms objected to Eagleson’s presence but Orr replied, in effect, no Eagleson, no Orr.

The result was a two-year, $150,000 contract that caused reverberations throughout the league. Al-though nobody knew it at the time, Orr was helping to organize and perpetuate an NHL Players’ Association with Eagleson at the helm.

As it happened, nobody ever could have imag-ined that Eagleson and Orr not only would ultimately sever their business and personal relationships but also would engage in one of the bitterest battles between agent and athlete in the history of sports.

That, however, would come later. In the late 1960s the Orr-Eagleson tandem became noticed in hockey circles in direct proportion to the rise of the Bruins. Although the club missed the playoffs during Bobby’s rookie season, the Beantowners described a steady ascent toward the NHL pinnacle. What’s more, the growth spurt was accelerated by a monumental trade with the Chicago Blackhawks that brought—among others—Phil Esposito to the Bruins.

The chemistry between the tall, somewhat awkward-skating center and the fluid defenseman was distilled in Hockey Heaven. Orr and Esposito intuitively knew where the other would be and as a result, Bobby was able to integrate himself into any attacking formation that involved the Esposito-Ken Hodge-Wayne Cashman line. They were like perfectly meshed gears as the machine descended on enemy goaltenders. But always, the ice dance was choreographed by Orr.

“In many ways,” said former Philadelphia Flyers general manager Bob Clarke, “Bobby was actually too good for the rest of us in the NHL when I played against him.”

As far as the Boston Garden faithful were concerned, Orr’s primary purpose was to help deliver a Stanley Cup to the city which had not owned the silverware since 1941, when the Bruins defeated the Red Wings in four straight games.

By the 1969-70 season the Orr-Esposito tandem had turned the Hub sextet into a powerhouse. They were known as Bobby Orr and the Big, Bad Bruins for good reason.

Orr not only led the league in scoring (120 points) but also had the most assists (87), while Esposito had a league-leading 43 goals.

To reach the Stanley Cup, the Bruins initially had to conquer a competitive New York Rangers club which managed to tie the series at two games apiece after Boston had soared to a two-games-to-none lead. Orr & Co. disposed of New York in the next two games and followed that with respective four-game sweeps of the Chicago Blackhawks and St. Louis Blues.

The final-round triumph hardly was surprising, but the fourth game, at Boston Garden, was a thriller since the expansion Blues had pushed the game to the limit, forcing overtime after holding the Bruins to a 3-3 tie after regulation time.

But no sooner had the sudden-death period begun than Boston forced the issue.

Center Derek Sanderson outfought his checkers behind the St. Louis net and slid a pass to the onrushing Orr. At precisely the 40-second mark, Bobby tipped the puck past goalie Glenn Hall for the Cup-winner.

A split-second later, Blues defenseman Noel Picard instinctively hoisted Orr with the blade of his stick, sending our hero hurtling through the air with his wand lifted in the traditional goal-scoring signal. The thunderous cheer that almost rocked Boston Garden off its foundations matched any ovation for any Beantown championship dating back to Babe Ruth’s days with the Red Sox.

Photos of the winning goal immediately published thereafter suggested that Orr had actually delivered the winner while in mid-air, which hardly was the case. But the pulsating panorama was enough to capture the hearts of New Englanders from Cape Cod to Gloucester and, to this day, the photo of Orr’s goal remains the most spectacular piece of photography to stamp a Bruins championship.

Actually, the photo was more symbolic than anything else because it epitomized the thousands of other Orr maneuvers that never were actually captured as vividly in photographs. There were so many that, as one Boston Globe reporter, Fran Rosa, once said, “We just stopped counting.”

Which is not to suggest that Orr was perfect. Certainly, his physique was vulnerable and had been as early as his junior hockey days. Knee problems hampered him almost from the very moment when he entered the NHL and would curtail a career that certainly would have added another decade had he been healthy.



IN HIS PRIME, ORR WAS EVALUATED AS THE “PERFECT HOCKEY PLAYER.” HE PLAYED DEFENSE WELL ENOUGH TO HAVE WON THE NORRIS TROPHY IN 1968, 1969, 1970, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1974 AND 1975. OFFENSIVELY, ORR WAS NO LESS AWESOME, AND ALTHOUGH HE WAS TECHNICALLY LISTED AS A BACKLINER, HE WON THE ART ROSS TROPHY FOR THE LEAGUE SCORING CHAMPIONSHIP IN 1970 AND 1975.



In another stroke of irony there was the matter of Orr’s excellence in relation to the rest of his team. What better example than the 1970-71 season, during which the Bruins were defending their Stanley Cup.

Over the regular season Boston dominated as few clubs ever have in the NHL. The Bruins finished with a record of 57-14-7 for 121 points. Orr played in 78 games and totaled 37 goals and a league-leading 102 assists. It seemed as if nothing could stop the Hub juggernaut.

But there are times when one player is so good that his teammates become overconfident and tend to depend on him too much. Such was the case with Orr and the Bruins during the infamous first playoff round in April 1971.

Facing a veteran Montreal Canadiens club, the Orr-led Bruins underestimated their foe. After de-feating the Habs, 3-1, in the opener, Boston found itself drawn into a prolonged seven-game series culminating with an unexpected 4-2 Canadiens triumph on April 18, 1971 at Boston Garden.

Orr & Co. were stunned to the very core by the upset, which was due in large part to a cockiness rooted in the thinking that the Big, Bad Bruins were invincible because of Bobby. The lesson was hammered home and by 1971-72 the embarrassed club went about its mission to regain the silverware.

This time there were no mistakes. After a 54-13-11 finish, the Bruins were not going to allow overconfidence to be their downfall, although there was good reason to be cocky. Orr had played 76 games and tallied 37 goals and 80 assists for 117 points while Esposito led the league with 133 points.

The Bruins picked apart the Toronto Maple Leafs in a five-game opening round and routed St. Louis in a four-game semi final sweep. Even the powerful Rangers—paced by Brad Park, Ed Giacomin and Rod Gilbert—could only take two games from Boston in the finals. Orr capped his remarkable playoff by leading all players in assists (19) while tying for the points lead (24) with Esposito.

Orr’s excellence transcended the hockey rink. To a man, his teammates regarded him not only as a superstar, but as a super individual as well. Considering his stature, Orr was remarkably self-effacing and down-to- earth. Nobody summed up Bobby better than his teammate, John Bucyk, who authored the following words in his autobiography, Hockey in My Blood:

“Bobby is very shy away from the hockey rink. You can hardly hear him talk and he’s always been this way except on a few occasions when he’s got mad on the ice or yelled at the referee. He hates interviews because he has to talk and he doesn’t like cameras, either. He’s almost got an inferiority complex. He always seems embarrassed to talk about things he does on the ice, an important goal he may have scored for example, and you can detect this image in most of his interviews.

“Once in a while I’ll hear how Orr wasn’t back in time to cover up for some goal but what these second-guessers don’t realize is that he’s also a forward. Having Bobby Orr on defense is having four forwards on the ice. He skates up ice, takes a shot, and is back down covering our zone before you know it. I’ve seen opposing players time and again get the puck near the blue line when Bobby’s down in their end and by the time the other player reaches our blue line Bobby is on his back.

“When it comes to the youngsters and charities, Bobby Orr is even greater than he is on the ice. He does a lot for charities and handicapped children. I’ve seen him in a rush to go somewhere, even to a game, but he’ll always stop and say hello to a youngster in a wheelchair, or to a little kid who wants an autograph.”

In the end, however, it was the ice exploits that made Bobby so special.

[image: image]

A young Bobby Orr before he donned his now-famous No. 4. Orr won the Calder Trophy as best rookie in 1966-67.

“Orr is able to execute certain maneuvers that another guy wouldn’t dare try,” said Harry Sinden, former Bruin coach. “For instance, there’s an old rule in hockey that if you’re the last man between the opposition and your own goal and you have the puck, you shoot it out or pass it—you never try to stickhandle past an incoming man. Bobby stickhandles.”

And Orr had tricks he hadn’t even used—yet. Sinden revealed that during each practice, Bobby experimented with techniques that had never been seen on hockey rinks before. No doubt they would be unveiled in a game when least expected and most needed.

[image: image]

Bobby Orr checks the curve of his blade while former Bruins trainer John “Frosty”Forristall looks on.

After watching Orr single-handedly wreck the Rangers in the 1970 playoff, columnist Larry Merchant of the New York Post observed, “Orr is one of those rare athletes who revolutionizes his game, as Babe Ruth did, as Bill Russell did. Bobby Jones [golfing great of the 1920’s] once said of Jack Nicklaus, ‘He plays a game with which I am not familiar.’ Orr plays hockey in a way that makes old-timers feel like dinosaurs, too.”

Orr single-handedly revised all concepts of modern hockey defensive play. “It seems obvious,” said Merchant, “that Orr will have a far-reaching impact on the game; that by glamorizing defense he will influence youngsters who can skate well to play it, and coaches who want an extra offensive force to encourage good skaters to play it. Powerful skaters like Bobby Hull and Gordie Howe would get more ice time and be able to help more on defense.”

The standard Orr play appeared so simple that onlookers wondered why it was so difficult to defend against. Bobby would skate out of the Boston zone with the puck, then pass it off to a teammate. At that point he would race toward the enemy goal, taking a return pass in full stride. Then he was ready to shoot the puck, drive toward the goal or set up a play for a teammate with a pass.

What made Orr so impossible to stop was his uncanny combination of speed, strength and savvy. “He has 16 versions of fast,” said teammate Derek Sanderson. Orr’s bowed legs made him more difficult to knock over, and his powerful arms and 5-foot-11, 190-pound physique allowed him to brush past bruising defensemen as if they were nothing but annoying mosquitoes. On top of that, he was an intelligent athlete.

Nobody admired Orr more than Don Cherry when Grapes coached the Bruins. Like others before and after, Cherry understood that there was little he could tell Bobby about playing the game.

“Nobody coached Bobby Orr,” said Cherry. “He was the greatest hockey player I have ever seen, Gordie Howe and Wayne Gretzky included. I felt that there was little I could do to improve on Orr’s perfection. From time to time, though, I would drop little hints here and there.

“Actually, it was not easy to deal with Bobby on any level—player or friend—because he was such an unusual person and I don’t mean that in a negative way. It was simply that with all the pressures on him, socially, physically, and otherwise, he became a significantly detached individual, one who was conspicuously wary of others.

“A case in point: I was brand new at the job in Boston and really hadn’t had a chance to sit down with Bobby. One day I noticed him sitting alone in a hotel coffee shop in Chicago. I walked over, sat next to him and tried to make conversation. At first, he seemed friendly so I began thinking about what subjects might interest him. I knew he was from Parry Sound, Ontario, a town on Georgian Bay, so I figured it would be a good idea to talk fishing. ‘Whaddya catch?’ I asked him and immediately we swung into a chat about hooks, lines, and sinkers.

“At first he seemed very enthused about the chat but then, like a smart defensemen divining an attacking play, he quite obviously sensed that the only reason I was talking about fishing was to make conversation with him—and he clammed up. I didn’t lose him forever with that incident, but it did take me a while to get to know him.

“Unfortunately, Orr didn’t have a press agent who could trumpet the good works he did very quietly. Bobby would visit a Boston-area hospital three times a week just to cheer up the sick kids. He didn’t tell anybody, not even his close friends on the team and certainly not me. But one day I had to take my son, Timothy, to the children’s division of Massachusetts General Hospital and I began chatting with some of the nurses. They told me that my All-Star defenseman was a regular visitor.

“Orr wouldn’t tell anyone because, despite his widespread appeal, he loathed the limelight. Game after game, win or lose, whether he was the hero or insignificant, the reporters would chase after him. If we won a game, 3-0, the newspaper guys wouldn’t seek out the goalie who got the shutout or the guy who scored the hat trick, they’d want to see Bobby. This bothered him to the extent that he began to hide in the trainers’ room just so that some of his teammates could get some of the limelight.”



“ORR IS ONE OF THOSE RARE ATHLETES WHO REVOLUTIONIZES HIS GAME, AS BABE RUTH DID, AS BILL RUSSELL DID. BOBBY JONES [GOLFING GREAT OF THE 1920’S] ONCE SAID OF JACK NICKLAUS, ‘HE PLAYS A GAME WITH WHICH I AM NOT FAMILIAR.’ ORR PLAYS HOCKEY IN A WAY THAT MAKES OLD-TIMERS FEEL LIKE DINOSAURS, TOO.”

—New York Post Columnist Larry Merchant



Orr’s rainbow evaporated almost as quickly as it appeared on the hockey horizon. After Boston’s 1972 Stanley Cup win, Bobby was never the same, literally, figuratively and physically. He betrayed his weaknesses during the 1973 playoffs when, without his teammate Esposito, who had been injured, he could not lift the Bruins past the opening round, and they were upset by the Rangers. Again, in 1974, he was stymied by Fred Shero and the Flyers. He never again played on a Cup-winner and soon became embroiled in an intense and prolonged contract dispute with the Bruins’ owners.

If the NHL became too dependent upon Orr, so, too, did Bobby become too dependent upon Eagleson. Had Orr been left to his own devices, it is likely that he would have remained a Bruin until he was compelled to hang up his skates. But Eagleson was calling the shots, and Bobby did what nobody familiar with the NHL scene had ever believed possible: he left the Bruins and wound up signing with the Chicago Blackhawks in 1976.

In some ways, the declining days of Orr were reminiscent of those of Babe Ruth, who will always be associated with the New York Yankees. Ruth’s final season was spent playing for the Boston Braves. Orr did his thing in the Windy City. For both, it was terribly anticlimactic.

On the few occasions when his left knee was not causing him excruciating pain, Orr displayed signs of the glorious past. But the flashes of finesse were insufficient for the Blackhawks, the fans and, most of all, Bobby himself.

He announced his retirement in 1979 and, like Ruth, seemed out of place on the sidelines. His long-term friendship with Eagleson ended abruptly and bitterly for both sides.

In 1979, amid much pomp and circumstance, Orr was named a special assistant to NHL president John Ziegler but, again, the marriage was not binding. Less than two years later Orr, complaining that he was not more than a figurehead, said he would no longer work with the league.

Returning to his beloved Boston, Orr maintained his income by doing endorsements, and, in 1981, he became the unofficial advisor (agent) to Bobby Carpenter, the teen-aged wonder from Massachusetts who was selected first in the NHL draft by the Washington Capitals.

More recently, Orr became a partner in the Boston-based sports agency Woolf Associates.

As a player agent, Orr frequently was seen in various parts of the country. While his status as a player grew majestically with time, his status as an observer of hockey showed a similar growth. Bobby was always ready to offer suggestions on developing young talent.

In the spring of 1999 he made this observation about taking steps to make players better in junior hockey:

“They’re trying to restrain the kids too much,” Orr said after he was named to the career Canadian Hockey League all-star team at the Memorial Cup. “Let the kids go. Let them be creative.

“Those four years I spent playing in Oshawa (for the Generals) were four of the best years of my life. And one thing I am thankful for is I was never asked to change the way I played. I liked to skate and take the puck and go, and that wasn’t the way a defenseman was supposed to play. The Bruins (the Generals’ parent club when Orr played there) never tried to change me.”

And a good thing too, because after the arrival of Orr on the hockey scene, they threw away the mold.
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RAYMOND JEAN BOURQUE

Born: Montreal, Quebec; December 28, 1960

Position: Defense

NHL Teams: Boston, 1979-2000; Colorado, 2000-01

Awards/Honors: Calder Trophy, 1980; King Clancy Trophy, 1992; Norris Trophy, 1987, 88, 90, 91, 94; Lester Patrick Trophy, 2003; Hall of Fame, 2004



There is something extraordinarily deceptive about Raymond Bourque that tends to ever-so-slightly cloud the glitter that is his due.

Part of it has to do with his subdued personality; another is rooted in the historic fact that two decades of stardom had failed to produce a Stanley Cup for Boston. Finally, there is a style that is well honed in all aspects, but conspicuously less than sensational.

Nevertheless, the Montrealer’s name will be inscribed in the books as a nonpareil who could best be called a defense version of Gordie Howe—artistic, indestructible and menacing when challenged.

“He’s Ray Bourque and he’s unbelievable,” said Pat Burns, who had the good fortune to coach the Bruins captain in the last years of the 1990s in Boston. “There isn’t anyone else out there like him.”
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Raymond Bourque, the Ultimate Bruin

What has made Bourque unique—among many factors—is his durability. The French-Canadian has played one of the most trying positions in sports at the highest level for two decades. During the 1998-99 season he was nominated for the Norris Trophy as the NHL’s best defenseman for the fourteenth time.

“Being nominated for the Norris is like being nominated for an Oscar,” said Buffalo News columnist Jim Kelley, president of the Professional Hockey Writers’ Association. “You win even when you lose.”

Bourque has won the Norris five times, was runner-up five times and was third three times. Those credentials are testimony to the man’s ability to take the ice night after night and deliver a vigorous, inspiring performance with little fuss or fanfare.

“I don’t know when it will end,” Bourque declared during the 1998-99 playoffs.

“I’m still looking at it like a little kid. I still feel like I’ve got something to prove. Every day I have to prove myself and that’s how I’ve played this game my whole career.”

Because he has been a Bruin for his entire career, Bourque inevitably is compared to Boston’s all-time favorite hockey player, Bobby Orr. The comparison is legitimate in one sense—both were defensemen. But while Orr’s style featured flamboyant end-to-end rushes for a team sprinkled with superstars, Bourque’s game has been more subtle but no less productive over the long haul.

“Ray was often the focal point for my days when I was playing,” said Sabres coach Lindy Ruff, a forward-defenseman who more recently became Buffalo coach. “I broke in in 1979—the same year as Bourque. When I played against him our coaches wanted us getting on him and finishing checks.

“I was one of those guys who, as a forward, had to go in there and try and seek him out (and hit him) when I was forechecking even to the extent that it was three or four seconds after he passed the puck.

“Twenty years later he was still the focal point, playing 30 minutes a game and still the guy the opposition had to wear down.”

That was true not only during the regular season but also into the playoffs, and even as Bourque climbed in years. At the age of 38, during the 1999 playoffs, the defenseman was unsparing of his body. Facing the rugged Sabres in the second round, Bourque played more minutes than stars who were 15 years younger. In one match he logged 35 minutes and 19 seconds.

The captain, as always, was an inspiration. Before the start of the fifth game of the series he rose in front of his teammates and delivered a short yet poignant message.

“Don’t take this moment for granted,” Bourque said, his voice tinged with emotion.

Bourque’s speech not only inspired his teammates and the Boston press but Buffalo writers as well. One of them was Jerry Sullivan of the Buffalo News.

“He told them he’d been in the NHL for 20 years. He’d been in a lot of Stanley Cup playoffs. One thing he learned was that you never know when you’re going to get this far again. Don’t cheat yourself by failing to give your best.

“Then the Bruins went out and made their captain proud. Facing elimination, they played their best game of the series, driving Dominik Hasek from the net in a three- goal second period and holding on for a 5-3 victory that sent the series back to Buffalo for the sixth game.”

The Bruins, whether it’s Mike Milbury or defenseman Kyle McLaren, inevitably are impressed by Bourque.

“When a guy of Ray’s stature speaks, you listen,” said McLaren. “He didn’t want to lose. His emotions were running very high. Everyone was feeling it after he said a few words. It really got us going.

“He’s the best teacher for everyone in this dressing room, and I think everyone in this room took what he said to heart.”

In one sequence, Bourque was blasted on a questionable check by Alexei Zhitnik, shook off the aftereffects, climbed back onto his skates and quarterbacked the ensuing power play. “What’s more,” noted Jim Kelley, “he did it brilliantly.”

Consistency has been the hallmark of Bourque’s game no matter who the coach might have been in any particular season. In 1989-90, when Mike Milbury ran the Bruins, he unequivocally called Bourque “the best player in hockey. Better than Wayne Gretzky and better than Mario Lemieux.”

At the time of Milbury’s words, both Gretzky and Lemieux were at the very tops of their games. As forwards, they inevitably would score more goals and total more points, but those who favored a more comprehensive game understood Milbury’s point. So did Bourque.

“My first priority has always been defense,” said Bourque. “Goals and assists, they’re important. But I’ve always taken a lot of pride in keeping the other team from scoring. That’s why I’m out there.”

Coaches from Milbury to Burns also had Bourque out there because he has been a steadying influence on those around him: He rarely loses his temper and always has been an understated personality in the dressing room, even as captain.

This trait also has been evident in “down” times for Bourque, particularly when he was edged out of the Hart Trophy race in 1989-90 by Mark Messier who then was with the Edmonton Oilers. The difference was two points, a small matter that caused a big deal among some Bostonians but, significantly, not Bourque.

“You lose, you lose,” said Ray. “Two votes? You might think about that a little. When it’s that close, it can go one way or the other. Obviously, I was a litde disappointed because that chance doesn’t come by too often for me. But the guy who won it, deserved it.”
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Bourque eyes the action from his bench.

Perhaps, perhaps not. What matters is that Bourque did not require the Hart nor any other Trophy to underline his magnificence as an iceman. Those who have played with him, both past and present, confirm that Raymond exudes an aura that automatically lifts the game of those around him. One such player was Dave Ellett, a defenseman whose NHL career appeared to be over when he arrived in Boston at the start of the 1997-98 season. Playing under Pat Burns and alongside Bourque proved a tonic for Ellett, whose game was revived for at least two seasons.

“What I learned watching Ray is that he loves The Game,” said Ellett. “Every day—even at practice—he can’t wait to get on the ice. He couldn’t possibly have lasted so long in this game if he didn’t have that passion.

“Another key element is that he never puts himself before the team. Ray has always been a team player and I’ve told younger players that if they re smart, they’ll sit and watch this man and listen to what he has to say.”

Even the best players sooner or later have to lose steps to Father Time. That Bourque has been able to keep pace over two decades has been an unending source of amazement to teammates and foes alike.

“He never seems to allow his age to affect him in a negative way,” said retired Bruins forward Rob DiMaio. “I don’t believe that he thinks he’s that old because he doesn’t play old.”

Bruins broadcaster Andy Brickley, who was a Bruins teammate of Bourque for four seasons, called the defenseman “a freak of nature.”

Brickley theorized that Bourque’s durability is partly a function of learning the game inside out to a point where he minimized his mistakes. “He also became very disciplined in his lifestyle and off-season conditioning. For years, Ray trained very, very hard in the summer but it was something that rarely was discussed when others evaluated his stamina. This was particularly true when it came to his lower-body strength.”

Among those tutored by Bourque were Glen Wesley, Gord Kluzak, Don Sweeney, Garry Galley and, most recently, Hal Gill. “Ray has had a positive effect on every one of them,” said Brickley. “He can take a guy who had bounced around for six or seven years and turn him into an asset.”

Reporters have often found Bourque to be reticent about discussing his game. “He remained anything but a self-promoter,” said Kevin Paul Dupont of The Boston Globe.
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A counterattack is launched by Bourque.

“On most nights he would rather take a Brett Hull slapper to the nose than talk about his own play.”

Bourque: “People still think of me as being shy. I prefer to think of it as down-to-earth. Besides, if people want shy they should have seen me when I first showed up in Boston at eighteen. If they think I’m shy and withdrawn now, I was the definition of these words back then.”

In much the same manner that Denis Potvin was overshadowed for years by another gifted defenseman, Bobby Orr, so too was Bourque burned by Paul Coffey’s press clippings. It wasn’t until the 1986-87 season that the French-Canadian blueliner became the top banana of the NHL backline bunch.

“Bourque was the stalwart of the NHL team’s rear guard in the two-game ‘Rendez-vous 87’ series against the national team of the then-Soviet Union and the kingpin for Team Canada in the six-nation Canada Cup international tournament,” recalled Frank Orr of the Toronto Star.

Ray not only annexed the 1987 and 1988 Norris Trophies but also demonstrated that many of Bobby Orr’s qualities—which captured the imagination of Boston Garden fans in the early 1970s—are evident in him.

“He reminds me so much of Bobby Orr,” said Bruins former general manager Harry Sinden. “Ray is so shy and innocent like Orr was when he came up. He has so much poise its incredible; so much hockey sense. I get goose bumps from watching him.”

On “Phil Esposito Night” at Boston Garden on December 3, 1987, Bourque stole the show with a display of class and dignity. He surprised the Garden crowd by giving up his number seven jersey in favor of 77. It was the same move that Esposito himself made when he moved from the Bruins to the New York Rangers in 1975. “I gave Phil back his number. He worked so hard here and he deserved it,” said Bourque. “This is something that I was involved in and that feels great. It’s his night, but it was a great thrill for me.”

Bourque has enjoyed dozens of special nights since becoming a Bruin in 1979. And the comparisons to Orr do have a certain validity. Certainly, Bourque’s biggest asset on the ice is his skating ability. He has speed and agility that are almost unmatched in the NHL. “I use my speed when the club is on a two-on-two or three-on-three rush,” Bourque explained. “If I can get up into the play, then it’s an odd-rush in our favor.” His puckhandling ability is on par with his skating skill. Ray is just as liable to skate the puck out of the zone as he is to pass it.

Nor does his shot suffer any lack of potency because of his other talents. “Bourque is dangerous anywhere he has the puck and he can put the puck anywhere he wants,” said an NHL scouting report. “He can shoot pucks from his goal line, through the air, and hit the opposition net dead center. His shot is hard, even from that distance, and lands in the net as if it were fired from a gun.”

He demonstrated that during Game One of the 1988 Wales Conference championship against the New Jersey Devils. With the score tied 3-3 in the third period, Bourque snared a loose puck inside the Jersey blue line and blasted a shot past goalie Bob Sauve for the game-winner.

Bourque can also play the physical game with the best of the NHL backliners. He is not afraid to use the body, and his play in the corners is often fearsome. Bourque’s upper-body strength is what allows him to fire a rocket from the point, as well as pin a man along the boards.

Raymond Jean Bourque was born on December 28, 1960, in Montreal, Quebec. His sparkling career began with Verdun of the Quebec Major Junior Hockey League. “Ray is the best defenseman to come out of the QMJHL,” said Rodrique Lemoine, owner of Bourque’s junior team, the Verdun Blackhawks. “He is…a second Bobby Orr. He is even bigger and stronger than Orr.”

Drafted first overall in the 1979 Entry Draft by Boston, Bourque was touted as the turn around player of the Bruins’ defense corps. “The future of the Boston Bruins on defense has been turned around pretty good in the last couple of hours,” chorded Sinden at the time of the draft. “Bourque has all the talents. He’s a good skater, an exceptional shot, a fine playmaker, a team leader.” The praise was well deserved. He won the Calder Trophy as the NHL’s top rookie in 1980, as well as making the NHL First All-Star Team. He’s been a member of the team eleven times since then and has also earned six spots on the Second All-Star Team.

Until the mid-1980s, Bourque betrayed a woeful lack of leadership and often seemed quite willing to sacrifice offense for defense. But maturity changed his attitude and his style.

In 1987, he won the James Norris Trophy for best defenseman in the league. He captured 52 of 54 possible first-place votes and was one of the most impressive winners of the trophy since Bobby Orr won unanimously in 1970. He led all defensemen in scoring that season, post-ing a career-high 72 assists and 95 points in 78 games.

“I would have been very disappointed if I had not won it [the Norris Trophy] that season because I felt I had a really good year,” said Bourque. “Over the years I haven’t said anything when I didn’t get it. But I said to myself that once and for all I had to get my hands on the trophy.”

He has also logged his share of international ice time. Bourque has played on three Canada Cup teams (1981, 1984 and 1987) and in Rendez-vous ’87, which stepped up the level of his play.



“I’M STILL LOOKING AT IT LIKE A LITTLE KID. I STILL FEEL LIKE I’VE GOT SOMETHING TO PROVE. EVERY DAY I HAVE TO PROVE MYSELF AND THAT’S HOW I’VE PLAYED THIS GAME MY WHOLE CAREER.”

—Ray Bourque



“For me, the most important part of it is, when you reach a certain level in your play, you need some place to check it out,” expressed Bourque. “Playing with so many great players on an NHL All-Star Team or Team Canada and against a team as good as the [then] Soviets is the best place to do it. I’m certain every player in the NHL feels that way, no matter what you hear.”

Bourque’s value to the Bruins was underlined during that 1987-88 season. He paced Boston to a strong second-place finish in the Adams Division and playoff triumphs over the Buffalo Sabres, Montreal Canadiens and New Jersey Devils. Because of his skill and durability, Bourque was frequently asked by then-coach Terry O’Reilly to log extra ice time. Thus it was hardly surprising for Ray to play 25-30 minutes per game. Eventually, fatigue set in, and Bourque seemed tired and less than effective in the Bruins’ Stanley Cup final loss to Edmonton.

But the fatigue factor always was temporary. Bourque’s reboundability astonished just about everyone who studied his style. Opponents such as Joe Juneau, who saw Ray in his prime, still remained awed by the supposedly over-the-hill defenseman in 1998-99.

“I really admire what he’s done,” said Juneau. “When I broke into the league, I can remember wanting to be a player just like Ray.”

Ray received the Lester Patrick Trophy in 2003 and was then inducted into the Hockey Hall of Fame in 2004, the first season he was eligible. His uniform number (77) has been retired by both the Bruins and the Avalanche, and he is one of only six players whose jersey has been retired by more than one club. He was named a Bruins team consultant on November 3, 2005.
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EDWARD WILLIAM SHORE

Born: Fort Qu’Appelle, Saskatchewan; November 25, 1902; died March 16, 1985

Position: Defense

NHL Teams: Boston, 1926-40; New York Americans, 1940

Awards/Honors: Hart Trophy 1933, 35, 36, 38; Lester Patrick Trophy, 1970; Hall Of Fame, 1947



It would be impossible for even Hollywood to script the life of Eddie Shore, simply because too many of the episodes would be considered preposterous to the average viewer.

But those who played with—and unfortunately against—the “Edmonton Express” knew that even the most far-fetched tales about Shore were likely true.

Absurdly fearless, totally talented and dedicated to his profession like nobody before or since, Shore was a defenseman who was so extraordinary a skater that he instinctively became an intrepid puck-carrier and thus added a new dimension to his game—defender-on-the-attack—decades before another Boston skater, Bobby Orr, would subconsciously copy his style.
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The 1929 Bruins finished the season 26-13-5 and captured their first Stanley Cup with the help of Eddie Shore, pictured at the far left, back row.

During an era when hockey featured more woodchopping than the Canadian northwoods, Shore was virtually indestructible. Opponents understood that if they could neutralize the Boston Bruins’ defenseman, the game would be theirs. A game involving the Montreal Maroons exemplified the brand of assaults inflicted upon Shore.

One of the Maroons tore open Eddie’s cheek with his stick blade, and another sliced his chin. One after another, the Maroons belabored Shore. Late in the game, he was clobbered in the mouth. He fell to the ice minus several teeth and remained inert for fourteen minutes while doctors worked him over. When Shore was finally removed to the dressing room, medics discovered he had suffered a broken nose, three broken teeth, two black eyes, a gashed cheekbone, and a two-inch cut over the left eye. The assortment of wounds would have been sufficient to sideline lesser athletes for more than a month. Shore donned a Bruins uniform for the very next game.

During the early 1920s, Shore’s reputation carried across western Canada. He starred in the Pacific Coast League, alternately playing for Regina, Edmonton and Victoria. Soon his reputation for consummate defensive play carried to the East, where the NHL was undertaking its most ambitious period of expansion.

Boston, already a center of amateur hockey, was selected as the first American NHL franchise. The Bruins’ owner, millionaire grocery magnate Charles F. Adams, spent liberally to develop a winner. The Bruins, however, were militantly inadequate until the Pacific Coast League folded in 1926 and a number of superior players became available on the open market.

Adams opened his wallet and obtained a seven-man package including Shore, Frank Boucher and Duke Keats—all future Hall of Famers. The tab was $50,000 for all seven, which made it one of the best bargains in sports. (By today’s fiscal standards, the seven would have been worth $5,000,000.)

Shore arrived in Boston with suitable fuss and fanfare, and on November 16, 1926, made his debut in a Bruins uniform. The Boston Transcript commented: “Eddie Shore caught the fancy of the fans. The new defenseman is tall, yet sturdily built. His speed is exceptional and he handles his body and stick well.”

Within two years, Shore had guided the Bruins to their first Stanley Cup championship and had firmly established professional hockey as a major sport in Beantown. Fans who had never before seen a game were captivated by the iron-muscled defenseman who, at once, seemed to be blunting an enemy attack, wheeling with the puck, and then launching a counterattack against the opponent’s goal.

“Shore’s abnormally long stride built up a momentum that carried him down the ice with frightening speed,” said writer-editor Ed Fitzgerald. “His chilling disregard for personal safety enabled him to maintain peak speed to a point well beyond the limit dared by lesser men. The result was that he came up consistently with plays that other stars were lucky to duplicate once in a lifetime.”

There was a dark side to Shore that struck fear in the hearts of opponents from the day he broke into the NHL until his retirement. It was more than his penchant for rough play that made him an intimidating force.

One episode explained why Eddie was such a scary figure. The incident in question developed during a Leafs-Bruins game in the 1933-34 season. It was December 12, 1933, at the Boston Garden.

Exactly what inflamed Shore to detonate one of the most widely discussed episodes in hockey history remains debatable to this day. However, most observers agree that the incident started when the Leafs were killing a pair of overlapping penalties and simultaneously nursing a lead. Toronto coach Dick Irvin dispatched defensemen Red Horner and King Clancy on defense, and inserted Ace Bailey up front as his lone penalty-killing forward. George Hainsworth was in the nets.

Bailey was a splendid stickhandler and tantalized the Bruins on this occasion with some uncanny bobs and weaves until the referee whistled a stoppage in play. At that point Ross summoned Shore to the bench and whispered some advice to him. When Shore returned to the face-off circle, Bailey won the draw and continued to dazzle the Bruins with his footwork. Exhausted at last, Bailey skimmed the puck down the ice into the Bruin end of the rink. Shore retrieved it and began picking up speed in his inimitable locomotive fashion.

Confusion regarding subsequent events arises at this point in the play. Frank Selke, Sr., who was—at the time of the incident—assistant general manager of the Leafs, contended that Shore tried to round Clancy, was tripped by the minuscule Toronto defenseman and lost the puck to the Leafs. Selke assumed Shore was intent on retribution and charged at a player who he thought was Clancy. Actually it was Bailey, who had dropped back to Clancy’s vacated defensive position and whose back was turned to Shore.

Sport magazine editor Al Silverman, in an extensive article about Shore, asserted that Eddie was bodychecked by Horner and went after the Toronto ruffian after he recovered from the fall.

“Raging,” said Silverman, “Shore went after Horner, mistaking Ace Bailey for Horner.”

“Whether he mistook Bailey for Clancy,” wrote Selke in his book Behind the Cheering, “or whether he was annoyed by his own futility and everything in general, nobody will ever know.”

But this much is known. Shore gained momentum as he moved back toward the play in Boston territory and soon was skating at full speed as he approached Bailey from behind. According to Selke, he struck Bailey across the kidneys with his right shoulder. The impact of the blow was so severe that Bailey did a backward somersault resembling a gymnast’s trick; but he landed on his head with such force that onlookers could hear the crack all over the vast arena.

Selke, who was sitting in the front row of the press box, had one of the best vantage points in the building. He described the incident this way: “Shore kept right on going to his place at the Boston blue line … Bailey was lying on the blue line, with his head turned sideways, as though his neck were broken. His knees were raised, legs twitching ominously. Suddenly an awesome hush fell over the arena. Everyone realized Bailey was badly hurt. Horner tried to straighten Bailey’s head, but his neck appeared to be locked. Red skated over to Shore, saying, ‘Why the hell did you do that, Eddie?’

“Shore, little realizing how badly Bailey had been hurt, merely smiled. His seeming callousness infuriated Horner, who then hit Shore with a punch on the jaw. It was a right uppercut which stiffened the big defensive star like an axed steer. As he fell, with his body rigid and straight as a board, Shore’s head struck the ice, splitting open. In an instant, he was circled by a pool of blood about three feet in diameter.”

At that moment the Bruins, as one, vaulted the boards and charged Horner, but teammate Charlie Conacher rushed to Horner’s side and the two held their sticks in bayonet position.

“Which one of you guys is going to be the first to get it?” Conacher demanded. The Bruins suddenly conducted an orderly retreat to assist Shore and see if Bailey was still alive.

For nineteen minutes Bailey lay unconscious while doctors worked frantically over him. An ambulance was summoned to rush him to the hospital, where he teetered precariously on the brink of death. He had suffered a cerebral concussion with convulsions, and appeared incapable of recovery. Before he was removed to the hospital, Bailey looked up at Selke from the dressing-room table and pleaded, “Put me back in the game; they need me.”

As Selke and others suspected, Bailey was in danger of dying at the time, and only immediate surgery would save him. A day after the injury, two brain surgeons familiar with the type of damage were found in Boston. They operated on Bailey, thinking he had suffered only one concussion. After the initial surgery, however, they discovered he had suffered two, and a week later, a second operation was performed.

Few held out hope for the player, and the Toronto management made plans to have Bailey’s body shipped back to Canada. Two weeks after the injury, Ace appeared to be slipping into an irretrievable condition, but he was attended by two unflaggingly spirited nurses who kept urging him to “keep fighting.”

Suddenly, Ace took a turn for the better, and he was released from the hospital two weeks later. Shore, meanwhile, had taken a turn for the worse in the eyes of hockey fans and officials. He was suspended by the NHL, and cries for his permanent suspension were heard from New York to Chicago.

When he was sufficiently recovered, Bailey graciously minimized Shore’s dilemma by saying, “We didn’t see each other coming.”

When Eddie heard that, he replied, “I wish we had, I’d have slugged him—and nobody ever got hurt that way but Shore.”

The Bruins sent Shore on a recuperative vacation, and a month later the NHL concluded that since Eddie had never before suffered a match penalty for injuring an opponent, he would be reinstated. He returned to the Bruins lineup in January 1934, neither penitent nor restricted in his play because of the furor.

From time to time, other enterprising NHL owners cast covetous eyes at Shore and hoped to lure him away from the Bruins, but, of course, neither Adams nor manager Art Ross would part with their meal ticket. By far, the most absurd offer for Shore was generated by the New York Rangers.

Colonel John Hammond, president of Madison Square Garden, suggested to Lester Patrick, the Rangers’ manager, that it would be to the Rangers’ advantage if they obtained Shore. Patrick realized that Hammond was naive about hockey but had no choice except to listen to his boss. Colonel Hammond demanded Patrick offer Myles Lane, a young, modestly talented defenseman to the Bruins for Shore.

Patrick obliged and, reluctantly, telegraphed the bid to Ross: Myles Lane for Eddie Shore. A day later Ross cabled back what has become a legendary squelch. The Bruins’ cable read: LESTER: YOU ARE SO MANY MYLES FROM SHORE YOU NEED A LIFE PRESERVER.

Teamed with such stalwarts as Lionel Hitchman, Dit Clapper and Cooney Weiland, Shore was named the NHL’s most valuable player in 1933, 1935, 1936 and 1938. Not surprisingly, Eddie was voted to the First All-Star Team in 1931, 1932, 1933, 1935, 1936, 1938 and 1939.
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Eddie Shore in his prime

Shore was no less galvanic nor capable at age thirty- seven, when the 1938-39 edition of the Bruins finished first with thirty-six wins, ten losses—sixteen points ahead of the runner-up Rangers, The Broadway Blueshirts tested the Bruins to the limit in a best-of-seven series that ranks among the classics. During one interlude, Shore rammed the Rangers’ pesky center Phil Watson into the boards with such vigor that Watsons teammate Muzz Patrick felt obliged to come to the rescue. The robust Patrick, who once had been the amateur heavyweight champion of Canada, walloped Shore so hard that Eddie absorbed a broken nose and a black eye.

Significantly, though Patrick had won the battle, Shore helped win the war. Eddie had his wounds patched and then replied by steering his mates to a four-games-to- three win over the Rangers.



“HIS CHILLING DISREGARD FOR PERSONAL SAFETY ENABLED HIM TO MAINTAIN PEAK SPEED TO A POINT WELL BEYOND THE LIMIT DARED BY LESSER MEN. THE RESULT WAS THAT HE CAME UP CONSISTENTLY WITH PLAYS THAT OTHER STARS WERE LUCKY TO DUPLICATE ONCE IN A LIFETIME.”

—Writer-Editor Ed Fitzgerald



The Bruins next were challenged by the Toronto Maple Leafs, who were powered by Harvey “Busher” Jackson, a future Hall of Famer. In the pivotal third game of the series, Shore defused Jackson with a crunching bodycheck that dislocated the Toronto player’s shoulder. The Bruins won the series four games to one and annexed the Stanley Cup.

Edward William Shore was born November 25, 1902, in Fort QuAppelle, Saskatchewan, and spent his early years working on the family farm. His youthful passion was breaking wild horses, and his interest in farming inspired him to enter the Manitoba Agricultural College in Winnipeg.

Shore’s interest in hockey was tangential, at best, and might never have been cultivated had it not been for his brother, Aubrey, who challenged Eddie to try out for the school team. Eddie accepted the challenge, and he mastered every aspect of the sport. When the Shore family suffered from financial hardship, he quit college and began his professional hockey career. He had been steeled by the harsh Saskatchewan winter and imbued with the work ethic by his parents.

Armed with these assets, Eddie was to continually startle the world with his extraordinary exploits. Nothing said it better about Shore than an incident which took place on the night of January 2, 1929.

En route to meet his teammates, who were boarding a train that would take them to Montreal for a game with the Maroons, Shore got stuck in a traffic jam and missed the express train by a few moments. In those days, there was no airline service to Montreal and no further trains that night.

But Shore knew the Bruins already had a defenseman on the injured list and his presence was needed. He was determined to reach Montreal. Unfortunately, a mid-winter blizzard was reaching its peak, and only the most hardy would even venture out into the streets of Boston.

Eddie contacted a wealthy friend, explained his predicament and persuaded his pal to supply him with an automobile and a chauffeur. But after five miles of plowing through the storm, the driver told Eddie he would not continue at the wheel. Shore took over and headed for the Green Mountains and the perilous route to Canada, When snow gathered on the windshield, Eddie opened the top half of the glass and bore the brunt of the icy wind and storm. By the time they had reached the halfway point to Montreal, the car had slid off the road four times.

The auto reached the Quebec border at three in the afternoon, but soon fell into a deep ditch. Shore hiked a mile to a farmhouse and persuaded the farmer to hitch a team of horses to his car and put it back on the road. That done, Eddie resumed driving, arriving at the teams quarters, the Windsor Hotel, at 6:00 p.m. Manager Art Ross was there when Shore arrived and recalled the sight of him:

“His eyes were bloodshot, his face was frostbitten, his fingers bent and set like claws after relentlessly gripping the steering wheel so long, and his unsteady gait showed that his leg was almost paralyzed from tramping on the foot brake.”

Ross was reluctant to allow Shore to play that night, but Eddie would not be stopped. Except for a two-minute penalty he was assessed early in the game, Shore played the entire sixty minutes. He played one of the greatest games of anyone’s career.

“On defense,” Ross recalled, “he smacked the hard- driving Maroons left and center and the Bruins finally won the grueling game by a score of 1-0. I might add that Shore also found the energy to score that one goal!”

It is quite possible that had Shore entered the NHL at an earlier age—he was twenty-four when he joined the Bruins—he would have won even greater acclaim.

As it was, Shore played fourteen seasons in the NHL, thirteen and a half with the Bruins. He finished his NHL career with the New York Americans. Four times he won the Hart Trophy as the league’s most valuable player and was named to the All-Star Team seven times. The best estimates place Shore’s total number of stitches in excess of 970. His nose was broken fourteen times, his jaw shattered five times, and all his teeth had been knocked out before his career had ended. He barely missed being blinded in both eyes and nearly lost an ear.

Prior to the post-World War II era and the eventual arrival of Bobby Orr, Shore remained the most dominant Boston hockey personality. And even in comparison with the inimitable Orr, Shore was—because of his violent side—in a class by himself.

Eddie lived hockey to the very end. After concluding his playing career with the Americans, he bought the Springfield Indians of the AHL and operated that franchise through the late 1960s, when it was taken over by the L.A. Kings.

He passed away on March 16, 1985.
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MILTON CONRAD SCHMIDT

Born: Kitchener, Ontario; March 5, 1918; died January 4, 2017

Position: Center

NHL Teams: Boston 1936-42, 1945-55

Awards/Honors: Hart Trophy, 1951; NHL scoring leader, 1940; Lester Patrick Trophy, 1996; Hall of Fame, 1961



The saddest part of Milt Schmidt’s career—if one can call it sad—was that the majestic center excelled in the National Hockey League in the pre-television era.

It is unfortunate only in the sense that so many of his multiple talents escaped the realm of videotape, leaving us with very little tangible evidence of what was a most remarkable career.

If one were to compare the Schmidt style to another Hall of Famer, it would have to be a forward such as Gordie Howe. In addition to his skill, Milt possessed a fearlessness that often was translated into hand-to-hand combat with his foe. As leaders go, he was a captain’s captain.

[image: image]

Milt Schmidt is best known as the center for the Bruins’ famed “Kraut Line” with wingers Woody Dumart and Bobby Bauer.

Not that Schmidt was a slouch when it came to production. He led the NHL in scoring in 1940, was picked to the First All-Star Team three times and was voted the Hart Trophy as the league’s most valuable player in 1951, all as a member of the Bruins.

Schmidt’s career, unfortunately, was shortened by World War II. Milt, along with his “Kraut Line” buddies, Bobby Bauer and Woody Dumart, enlisted in the Royal Canadian Air Force at the very height of his career and thus “lost” the best three years of playing time. Nevertheless, he played for four first-place teams and two Stanley Cup winners.

Apart from his own personal achievements, Schmidt was the pivot on a remarkable forward line whose roots could be traced to the city of Kitchener, Ontario. Milt and his boyhood pals, Bauer and Dumart, originally gained recognition on a local team known as The Greenshirts.

Bauer and Dumart, the oldest of the trio, were signed by the Bruins and assigned to their farm team, the Boston Cubs. When the two arrived at Boston Garden, they immediately made an appointment with Bruins’ general manager Art Ross. They insisted that their center, Schmidt, was as good if not better than they were as professional prospects.

OEBPS/Images/23-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/28-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/12-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/14-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/2-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/15-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/20-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/7-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
BOSTON BRUINS

GREATEST MOMENTS AND PLAYERS

STAN FISCHLER





OEBPS/Images/8-1.jpg





