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  This book is dedicated to the men

  who herein tell their stories. Meeting

  them was the greatest experience of my

  career. I will never forget them.

  And to my mother Virginia, who took

  me as a boy to the Olympia for the first

  time and gave me the best night I ever

  could have or ever would have; and to

  my wife Jeannie, who gave me love;

  and my daughter Laura, who gave me

  the greatest gift of all.
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  FOREWORD

  The day I interviewed Red Kelly for this book, more than 42 years had passed since that night in February of 1960 when—following a 3-1 loss to the New York Rangers at Detroit’s Olympia Stadium—Jack Adams, the general manager of the Detroit Red Wings, called Kelly to his office to inform his eight-time All-Star defenseman that he had been traded to New York.

  This book will tell you what Red had to say about this surprising development. That is all it can do. It cannot show you the fists he clenched or the anger that overtook over his face. You cannot hear his voice quake. The words are all there, but you can’t see, as I did, that his reaction was deeply visceral—42 years removed from the injustice!

  Nor can this book show you the one thing that made the deepest impression on me during dozens of interviews: The look on Andra Kelly’s face when her husband was discussing how they would, from time to time, tape over fractured bones so Red wouldn’t have to take a night off. Every husband knows “The Look:” The face of amazement staring at us, dumbfounded and angry, knowing we’re doing something that’s really too foolish for words; something the result of which is likely a serious injury (“What did you expect, you big dummy?”).

  And with it, the face of utter contempt reserved for anyone responsible for putting us in such a position to begin with. In Red Kelly’s case, that would be his boss, Jack Adams.

  Fifty years have gone by since she first met him, and Andra Kelly still is shaking her head about Jack Adams. And she is not alone.

  Jack Adams played in the National Hockey League starting in 1917—the first year there was a National Hockey League. He coached the Detroit Red Wings for 20 years, starting in 1927. He was the general manager for 36. He ran the show. He was dead, at 72, only six years after he was fired by Red Wings Owner Bruce Norris after the 1962 season.

  This book is about the Detroit Red Wings of the 1940s, ’50s, and ’60s. It is, therefore, a book about Jack Adams.

  Red Kelly never swears. He played for 20 years in a league where somebody like Ted Lindsay would “put that stick right in your mouth”—and, still, he never, ever, swears. It may have helped that Lindsay and Kelly were on-ice opponents in only four of those seasons, but still. . . .

  Red was talking about the trade by Adams of Detroit goaltender Glenn Hall to Chicago and wanted to give me an exact quote. But to do so would involve using a very bad word, indeed. So he leaned forward, looked around to make sure Andra wasn’t nearby, and whispered the first letter of the word in question to me. His concern was that I, as a reporter, would get from him that which I needed the most—accuracy—and he was darn near ready to violate a personal principle to get it done.

  They were all like that.

  There are two features I think are peculiar to this book and, as such, are of interest to the reader. The first is directed particularly at younger readers.

  And it is this: If you have a mind to, you can go out and write a book like this yourself.

  Fifty-two years went by before it occurred to me that it might be interesting to talk to some of the guys, some of the Detroit Red Wings, who won the Stanley Cup in 1950. They were members of a club that went on to win four Cup championships in six seasons.

  Let 52 years go by from, say, 1996 when the current crop of Red Wings began their run of Stanley Cup glory. The year then would be 2048. Steve Yzerman would be 83 . . . Sergei Fedorov, 79 . . . Darren McCarty, 76. . . .

  What might their memories be then, somewhere down the trail?

  What might they think of the contemporary game—hockey as it is being played not at the beginning of the 21st century, but in the middle of the 21st century?

  Those memories and observations are what I sought from the players who tell you their stories in this book.

  Should you undertake the effort, if your experience in 2048 is anything like mine in 2003, I can tell you one thing with absolute certainty: In writing your book, you will meet amazing gentlemen. You will meet men who will inspire you. And you will learn, as I did, why they were heroes to their generation.

  The other feature of note regarding this book is aimed at the reader who may be pressed for time. If you want to understand this book in its totality, all you have to do is read the first sentence of the first chapter.

  Richard Kincaide
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  BILL GADSBY

  NATIONAL HOCKEY LEAGUE 1946–1966

  CHICAGO BLACKHAWKS 1946–52

  NEW YORK RANGERS 1952–60

  DETROIT RED WINGS 1960–66

  DETROIT RED WINGS HEAD COACH 1968–1969

  HOCKEY HALL OF FAME 1971

  I’LL TELL YOU ONE THING: It was a great life, playing in the NHL. I know. I was a defenseman in the National Hockey League for 20 years. I played for three teams—half the clubs that were in the league then. If you played for half the teams that are in the league today, you’d have to play for 15 teams! I started with the Chicago Blackhawks, got traded to the New York Rangers, and later to the Detroit Red Wings.

  You couldn’t beat the hours.

  Sure, the money wasn’t like it is today, but it was good. It was better than good—way better. I signed my first contract with the Chicago Blackhawks in 1946 when I was 18 years old.

  I got $8,500 for the season, and I got a $3,500 signing bonus. Big money? It was like getting $3 million!

  Just as soon as my rookie year was over, I drove up to the GM factory in Oshawa and picked up my first car—a brand-new 1947 Chevy. One thousand nine hundred and fifty bucks for a brand new Chevrolet; how about that?

  I drove it straight from the factory in Oshawa all the way home to Edmonton. What a time I had! And when I come home to Edmonton with that one, with that brand-new automobile, man, I was a big wheel. I was the only one who had wheels. All my buddies at home, they didn’t have cars. That was really something.

  I bought all the beer all summer. They might have been making two or three thousand dollars, my buddies. I was making $8,500. And I was doing it in seven months. That’s all we played, at the most. What I time I had!

  OPPOSITE: Bill Gadsby.

  (Photo courtesy of Robert L. Wimmer)
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  A loaf of bread was 10 cents in those days. A pound of hamburger was two bits, 25 cents. So everything’s relative, you know? I had plenty of cash.

  We got the shaft in certain ways, though. We weren’t getting the money we should have, probably. I spent eight years in Chicago and seven in New York, and I argued over money the whole time. Fifteen years. But I never had to argue here in Detroit. Jack Adams was the general manager, and then Sid Abel after him, and they were very good to me.

  But those first 15 years!

  In Chicago I make the second All-Star Team in 1952. I’m on my way to Jasper Park Lodge up in the Rocky Mountains in Alberta for a little family vacation before training camp. The day we leave, I check the mail and there’s my contract.

  We’re in the car, so I say to Edna, my wife, “Open it up. I’ve got to be getting a raise, making the All-Star Team last year.”

  Edna opens it up and shows it to me. I can’t believe it. It’s the same contract. The same damn thing as the year before! And I’m thinking, “That’s not right. You make the All-Star Team, first team or second, you’ve got to get a raise. You’re top four in the league!”

  So I get to Jasper and I’m pissed off. I write Chicago Blackhawks a letter on Jasper Lodge Stationery and send the contract back. Told them I wanted a three- or four-thousand-dollar raise.

  We spend a week up there, and when I get back home to Edmonton, I get this letter from Mr. Bill Tobin, general manager and part owner of the Chicago Blackhawks.

  We’ve still got that letter. It starts out:

  Dear Mr. Gadsby:

  You are either staying up late with your new baby or the altitude in the Canadian Rockies has gone to your head for you to be asking for this type of a raise.

  My wife said, “We’ve got to keep that.” And we did. It’s the first thing in our scrapbook, in fact. We’ve had more fun with that letter over the course of the last 40 years or so.

  “The baby must be keeping you up.”

  “The altitude’s gone to your head.”

  Can you imagine them sending a player a letter like that now?

  So I held out. I missed a week of training camp. First time in my life, and the only time in my life, I was late to camp. But I’d been in the league six or seven years, and making the All-Star Team, I said, “What the hell, I’ve got to get something.”

  Those days, though, you knew damn well there were eight or 10 guys down in the farm system who weren’t too shabby, so that’s always in the back of your mind.

  A few years ago in Canada, they made that movie about Teddy Lindsay trying to start an NHL Players’ Association in 1957 that they called Net Worth. It made us players look like we really were getting the shaft, like we were all struggling to get by.

  Let me tell you something: Life in the NHL wasn’t anything like Net Worth made it out to be. That movie had a lot of BS in it, a lot. I told Teddy Lindsay, “I think you wrote it, produced it, and directed it.”

  I was player representative for New York Rangers in the ’50s—and, remember, there were only six teams. So there were only six of us player reps. I was one of them, but when I watched the movie, I didn’t even know which one I was supposed to be.

  There was a lot of stuff in Net Worth that wasn’t true. For example, they showed a veteran Detroit player who’d been cut by Jack Adams. The guy winds up living in his car, and he ends up dying in his car when it catches fire one night while he’s asleep inside.

  I phoned Gordie Howe the day after it was on and asked him, “Who was the guy in the Olympia Stadium parking lot, the player who died in a fire while he was living in his car?”

  He said, “What the hell are you talking about?”

  I said, “Well, I was playing for the Rangers, so I know I wasn’t here in Detroit then, but you were. And in that Net Worth story there’s a guy who was having some financial problems who was playing for the Red Wings, and they found him dead in his car.”

  Gordie said, “That’s bull. I never heard anything about that.”

  So I knew right then that it wasn’t true.

  Gordie Howe. He could do everything. God, he could shoot the puck. Gordie had a slapshot, but it was only eight inches long. His stick would come back just about like that, but he would kind of whip it. He could get that puck away so quick. That’s why he’s got a lot of goals, of course.

  He was big and strong, Gordie was. I played against him 15 years, I know. But I can tell you one thing about Howe: If you played it straight up with him, you had no problem. But if you give him the stick or the butt-end or the elbow in the mouth, or whatever you’re going to do, you better look out, because he was going to get you. Might not be that night, might not be for another month or two, but he was going to get you.

  He didn’t mind the holding. He was so strong. Him and Rocket Richard were probably the two strongest guys I played against. They’d stick that arm out and ward you off, and there wasn’t much you could do. Maybe put the hook on ‘em. You know, you gotta put it on and take it off quick. Just a little bit of a hook, make him get off stride, or whatever. But you couldn’t hook and hook and hook. Today the stickwork is terrible. They’re up too high, and I think those helmets and masks and half-shields have a lot to do with it.

  We had kind of an unwritten rule that the stick never came up over the waist. I see them today backchecking on guys with the stick around their neck, then pulling them back! Some nights it looks like they’re chopping trees out there. The slashing is terrible. There’s more stickwork today, a lot more.

  You don’t see as much center-ice hitting. That’s what we did a lot of in my era. There’s a lot of boarding going on now. The NHL really has to watch this checking from behind, the crosschecking into the boards. Somebody’s going to break their neck, and it’s going to be a tragedy on the NHL. Somebody’s got to, the way they bang those guys into the boards.

  We used to take ’em out, but it wasn’t that vicious. That I remember.

  All I did was try to hit guys in a fair way. More to get their attention, you know? Maybe take a little out of them. I never run at somebody and give ’em the stick and the like. I put the hip check on a lot of guys, a lot. That’s the best way. Or straight up, if the guy’s got his head down.

  I hit Tim Horton that way in Toronto one night. Broke his jaw and broke his leg all in one body check. Right just this side of center ice; he had his head down. You know, I can honestly say I hardly felt the check. I knew I hit him good.

  No penalty. Bill Chadwick was refereeing then; old Bill Chadwick. He was the senior referee in the league.

  When Horton went down, I took a look at him, and the blood was coming out of the corner of his mouth and out his ear. And I got scared. “Gee,” I thought, “he may be dead.”

  I was shook up that night. When I went off the ice, Connie Smythe, the owner of Toronto Maple Leafs, met me going down the hallway.

  He said, “You son of a bitch. I’ll have you suspended for that body check. I’ll get you suspended for trying to injure one of my best players, you rotten bastard!”

  I just turned around and told him to––off. And I kept on walking. I felt bad as it was. Turns out it set Tim Horton back two years.

  Two of his teammates, Billy Harris and Frank Mahovlich, told me Horton was far and away the strongest guy on the Toronto Maple Leafs. But I just caught him right. He had his head down, and my shoulder caught him right in the jaw. And I hardly felt it.

  They had a program on a couple of years ago on Hockey Night in Canada, with Ron MacLean and Don Cherry, and they made a survey of all the old ushers and usherettes in Toronto Maple Leaf Gardens. They asked them what was the hardest body check they had ever seen, and that check of mine on Tim Horton was number one, by far. That’s how hard I hit him. There’s been a ton of them in Maple Leaf Gardens, too—body checks. I don’t have to tell you that. And they say that was the hardest of them all.

  Oh, I knew I hurt him. Like I said, I didn’t feel very good about it. You don’t want to maim a guy. I don’t, anyway.

  Now some guys, like John Mariucci, he’d like to hope the son of a bitch may be dead. That’s the type he was. Ever hear of him? John Mariucci. He was on the Blackhawks when I broke into the NHL in November, 1946. Mariucci was from Minnesota, and he stuck out, believe me. He was an All-American at the University of Minnesota. He became the athletic director up there when he retired. They got a rink up there named after him. John Mariucci was the toughest guy I’ve ever seen play the game of hockey—the meanest and the toughest!

  “And I’m saying to myself, ‘Did I pick the right profession? Am I in the right place? Man, oh man. What have I gotten myself into?’ ”

  – BILL GADSBY

  It was either my second or third game in Chicago, and him and Jack Stewart of Detroit got in a fight. They hit each other for two to three minutes on the ice. I knew Stewart was a tough guy, and I knew Mariucci was a mean, tough bastard from playing with him.

  In those days, they only had one penalty box, and in they go together. Both of them are cut up. Their noses, chins, and mouths are all bloody and bleeding. They started up again. And they beat the –– out of each other. They were taking turns hitting each other, just to see who was going to go down first.

  And I’m saying to myself, “Did I pick the right profession? Am I in the right place? Man, oh man. What have I gotten myself into?”

  It was a fight-filled game, and we ended up with a minute, minute and a half to go with three men on each side on the ice. I’m sitting on the bench, and Max and Doug Bentley come over to the bench. Max led the league in scoring that season, and Doug was in the top 10, so you knew they were going to be out there, those two guys.

  Johnny Gottselig is the coach. He played for something like 16 years for Chicago—from 1928 all the way through the war, before they made him the coach. Johnny Gottselig was born in Russia, did you know? I’ve wondered if that might not make Johnny Gottselig the first Russian in the NHL.

  So Gottselig asks the Bentleys, “Who do you want out there with you?”

  And both of them said at the same time, “Give us the kid.” They meant me.

  So I went out, and at 19:59, I scored the winning goal against the Detroit Red Wings off Harry Lumley. That’s still one of my all-time highlights.

  “Apple Cheeks” Harry Lumley broke into the NHL when he was only 17. A few years later, in the early ’50s, Lum and I played together in Chicago. I wasn’t married then, and we had an apartment in Chicago. I roomed with him on the road, too. Lum is gone now. Good guy. Good goalie, too.

  But that John Mariucci! Mariucci took care of the Bentley brothers and Bill Mosienko, our best players in Chicago. Guys would hit the Bentleys with a bad check, a stick check, or into the boards; Mariucci would go after them just like it had been his own son. And he would beat the piss out of them. He’d beat them up!

  Big Doug McCaig, who played here in Detroit—he was about 6’4” probably weighed 220—he hit Max Bentley one night at center ice with a bad check. I mean, really bad. Mariucci was in our corner and he started skating toward McCaig, picking up speed as he went. McCaig was just getting up off the ice. Mariucci had his fist closed for the whole way, about 60 feet. He hit McCaig right here in the jaw and lifted him right up off of the ice.

  Twenty years later, our trainer here in Detroit, Lefty Wilson, told me Doug McCaig didn’t know where he was for three days. They came back by train, and he didn’t know what hit him, where he was, or anything. Knocked him cold turkey, Lefty told me. And McCaig was a big, big man.

  Mariucci used to get charley horses. He’d be all bruised up. He’d get a bottle of that Capsoline they had. It’s a liniment. It’s hotter than a son of a bitch. I’d put it on sometimes, and I had to go get a wet towel and rub it off, it’s so damn hot. He would take a shower in it! He’d slather it on both legs. And he’d play. He’d just hobble out of the dressing room and play. I’ve never seen a guy like that.

  The referees had their hands full. When I first came into the league, it was Bill Chadwick, Red Story or King Clancy refereeing.

  I never did like those bastards, anyway—the officials, that is. I had a lot of trouble with them. But in those days—it’s not like it is today—we could talk to them.

  Red Story used to say, “Bill, if you’re going to talk to me, just don’t look at me. If you’re going to say something, you look away and you say, ‘You blind so and so! How come you missed that?’ Or, ‘That was a lousy penalty!’ Don’t come over and get right in my face, because you’re bleeping going to go right away if you do!”

  And that meant a misconduct penalty. And that meant 25 bucks out of your pocket. That’s what a misconduct cost you—a lot of money.

  But Story was funny. You’d hook a guy, or do something that wasn’t right, and you’d hear him yell, “I saw it! Don’t think I didn’t see it! But don’t do it again! One more of those, you’re going!” Oh, yeah.

  We had a pretty good rapport with most referees. Frank Udvari and I never did get along too good. I didn’t like him. Or Art Skov, for that matter.

  I’d yell, “Skov! You’re a homer, you bastard!”

  We’d come in here to play Detroit, and we all knew he lived in Windsor, and his brother Glen had played for Detroit. Sure, we thought Skov was a homer. At the time we did.

  I’ll tell you about a guy who gave the referees fits. Howie Young. Howie Young was a character, a big-time character. I roomed with him. His nickname was “Wild Thing.” He was bad news.

  Did Huey miss many curfews? He never made one. I’ve never seen a guy like him, never. Drinking and then he got into that other funny stuff. He wasn’t much of a hockey player, but he was colorful.

  Our coach in Detroit, Sid Abel, put Young on Bobby Hull in the playoffs. He did a hell of a job. Young’s body was nicked from Hull spearing him. “Look at this!” he’d say. There were welts all over his body. I said, “Well, you’re doing a good job. That won’t hurt you. Don’t worry about that. Just keep doing it.” And he did. It drove Hull nuts. He’d like to kill him.

  Young was nuts on the ice. I’ve seen him jumping on Bobby Hull’s back. Backchecking Hull, and he jumped right on his back. Crazy!

  Young could pester Hull because he could skate. He was a real good skater, in fact, but I think he was half jazzed-up all the time.

  I’m sitting there one day before practice, and they had these pigeon holes where they’d put our checks and mail in the dressing room. Howie’s yelling, coming back from when he got his check, and he sits down in front of me.

  He says, “Gee, Bill. How do they expect me to live on this son of a bitch? Look at this check!”

  “I don’t want to look at your check,” I said. Because in those days, nobody knew what everybody else was making. Today they all do, which is all right. But we never did. I didn’t know what Gordie was making, or Alex Delvecchio, or Marcel Pronovost. I didn’t care, either.

  Howie says, “Damn it. You’ve got to look at this!”

  So I did. The check was for eight dollars and fifty cents! On the other side of the check it said, “NHL Fine: $300; Club Fine: $250.” All the way down. There must have been five items. “Missing Practice” and things like that. Gee, he’d miss practices, I don’t know how many times. Or come late. Oh, it was bad. He got away with it for a long time. Finally, he didn’t get away with it.

  Sid would call me at home and say, “That bar on West Chicago Boulevard where you guys go? I just got a call from the barmaid. They want him out of there. Bill, go get him, will you?”

  It’s midnight. I go over, and only two or three people are in the place. I don’t see him. I ask the barmaid if she called about Howie Young.
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  Ted Lindsay, Sid Abel, and Gordie Howe. (Photo courtesy of Robert L. Wimmer)

  She said, “Yes, but I don’t know where the crazy bastard is. Maybe he’s left.”

  I started walking out, and I see him in the little cubbyhole with the pay phone. He’s sitting on the stool. And you talk about drunk. He rolled his own cigarettes, and he’s got tobacco all over the front of his shirt and a rolling paper sticking out of his mouth. He’s a mess.

  He looks up at me and says, “What the hell are you doing here?”

  He recognized me, at least. I didn’t really know if he did or not, sometimes.

  I told him to give me his keys, and we argued for 20 minutes. He wouldn’t give me his keys until I said, “Okay, you SOB. You get in that car and I’m following you home.”

  He must have gone through 10 red lights. Now, I’m behind him, and I’m really looking to see if anything’s coming. Couple of times, I had to slow down, and the other guy is blowing his horn because he went through. I don’t know how he got home.

  He does, though. Once he’s there, he’s trying to go up the steps on all fours. He passed out right there on the steps. He didn’t even make it to the porch. Howie didn’t play much that night. Two or three shifts maybe. Sid knew. You could really tell.

  It happened all the time, too; all the time.

  We’re in Chicago. In the playoffs, mind you. Six or seven of us go out for dinner. Nice restaurant. Howie is there with us. I get back to the room; we had an 11:30 curfew. I’m rooming with Young. Sid calls the room, “Bill, is he in yet?”

  I told him no.

  Wait a half an hour, and Sid calls back. Howie is still not back. Sid says, “Wherever you guys had dinner, I want you to go there and see if the son of a bitch is still there!”

  This is a quarter to one in the morning, now. So I get dressed and go down. It’s only a couple of blocks down LaSalle Street.

  I walk in and there’s a guy—it’s Howie, naturally—standing on the top of the bar with a pillow inside his shirt. I don’t know where he got this pillow from, the washroom or something. He’s got his shirt turned around, a white shirt, and he’s got no teeth; he took his teeth out.

  He’s giving an impression of The Hunchback of Notre Dame. You should have seen him. He looked like The Hunchback of Notre Dame, he really did.

  And he’s stoned. And the crowd’s clapping. They’re sitting at the bar cheering, and he’s walking, knocking bottles down. So I went down to the end of the bar and waited for him to come. It took him five or six minutes before he walked down to the end of the bar.

  I said, “Huey, get that son of a bitching shirt the right way and get your ass and come on, let’s go.” And he came.

  He didn’t play very much that night, either. Sid was very disciplined in that way. He had to be, because the guys all knew.

  Howie Young was the craziest son of gun I ever met. Crazy! But he straightened his life around. He got off the juice. He was clean for 20-some years. He lived in Gallup, New Mexico. He was teaching the Indians about alcoholism.

  I talked to him 10 days before he died. He started crying, and his wife grabbed the phone. She said, “Billy, he just can’t talk anymore.” It was the alcohol that killed him way too young, I’m pretty sure, yes.

  I was born and raised in Calgary. They didn’t have any junior hockey in Calgary then. When I was 16, Edmonton approached me. The Edmonton Canadiens were one of the sponsored teams, and in those days if you played for them, you automatically became property of the Chicago Blackhawks. My dad was all for it. He said, as long as you get up there and finish your schooling and play hockey, we’ll see what happens. So that’s what I did. I went up there and played Junior. That was 1944. I was 16.

  Two years later, in 1946, I turned pro.

  I turned pro with guys like Bert Olmstead, who went on to play for years with Montreal, and Metro Prystai, who played for Detroit. They both played in the Saskatchewan League with the Moose Jaw Canucks.

  We were all sent to the Kansas City Pla-Mors. It was in the USHL, the United States Hockey League. They had the Dallas Texans, Fort Worth Rangers, Houston Huskies, Tulsa Oilers, Minneapolis Millers and Omaha Knights in the league.

  In my first pro game, my first game for the Pla-Mors, I got 26 stitches. A guy hit me over the head with his stick, a guy from Tulsa named Nick Knott. Me—a rookie and all—I took Mr. Knott into the corner and kind of rubbed him up a little bit. He got mad and turned around and hit me right over the head with his stick. Twenty-six stitches! My first pro game and the worst I ever got in 20 years pro.

  That was the start of my stitch count. My wife’s kept track of my stitches over the years, and it’s over 650 stitches now. She kept track of ’em when I played in Chicago, New York and Detroit.

  I never saw Nick Knott again. I only played 12 games in Kansas City, so I never got back to play him again—because I was going to get that bastard, some way.

  I played 12 games for the Pla-Mors, and in the fall of ’46, got called up by the parent club, by the Chicago Blackhawks. I got an assist my first game, which is good. I was surprised to get called up so soon. They had a couple of injuries.

  I remember a lot of the players there in Chicago. We had the Bentleys—Doug and Max—Bill Mosienko, Johnny Mariucci. We didn’t have very good clubs the years I was there. We finished last five of my first six years in the league, and we finished next to last the one year we didn’t finish last. In 1953–54 we only won 12 games! That was the fewest in a season for over 20 years, until Washington won only eight in 1975. But I was just happy I was in the NHL.

  In my second season, 1947, just a month in, we traded Max Bentley to Toronto. That was one of the biggest trades in hockey in the last 50-60 years! Max Bentley was the key in Chicago, our superstar. But those things happen. It was a five-for-two deal. We got Bud Poile and Bob Goldham, Gaye Stewart, Gus Bodnar and Ernie Dickens. Max went to Toronto. He led the Maple Leafs in scoring, and Toronto won the Stanley Cup. And, like I said, we didn’t make the playoffs.

  When I got called up, I got number four, which I wore for 20 years. I got a lower berth on the train because the low numbers got the lower berths. Sure, I was a rookie, but I had number four, and that’s just how it worked. The defensemen all got low numbers, between number two and number six. That meant we all got the lower berths.

  Maybe they thought we needed our sleep. See, we only carried five defensemen. And the fifth guy, he didn’t see much action. I get a kick out of it today. They show defensemen playing 24-26 minutes a game. Hell, we used to play 30-35. If we didn’t, we were mad.

  What I tried to do in my career was get the play going. I don’t think the game’s changed that much. That’s what Nicklas Lidstrom does, and that’s what Chris Chelios does.

  You make that first pass out of your own zone, and then you’ve done most of your job. Get it up! I learned that early in Chicago with a couple of the old-timers. Clint Smith—he played with the Rangers and he’s in the Hall of Fame—and he’d say, “Bill, you’ve got to get the puck up. As soon as you get it, look. And if the guy’s in position—the forward—you give it to him.” And that stuck in my craw for years. Well, my whole career.

  Look at Doug Harvey of Montreal. He was a great passer. I admired him in a way, but he beat me out of the Norris Trophy three times, three straight years! I’m just joking, I mean, it was always nice to be number two. And we made the All-Star Team together a few years. But he was good. He was good in his own end. He got the rush going.

  Get it up, and you’ve done your job. And that’s what they do today—they headman that puck. Oh, boy. They are so good.

  The majority of the guys today shoot the puck a lot better than in my era. We had three or four on each club who could really shoot. Today, they’ve got 15. They can all shoot the son of a bitch.

  They’re big. They’re so damn big. Theo Fleury looks like a midget out there. But they can skate, for big guys. I admire them. They can really skate. Guys like Chris Pronger and Mike Modano and Eric Lindros. Those are big guys. They’re very mobile. I’m very impressed with them.

  I’m impressed with Steve Yzerman. I call him a combination of great reaction and very good coordination. He’s something else, that Yzerman. I’ve met him four or five times. Nice fellow. Boy, he’s got not one heart, but he’s got two of them in his body, because the guy is unbelievable. He really is.

  Yzerman comes and asks me if he could play in my era. I said, “Yeah, you’d probably be in the top seven or eight guys in the league.”

  Yzerman reminds me most probably of Henri Richard. Stevie’s a little taller, but they both come to play every night.

  Every night! And when Richard was on the ice, he was always in your hair. He was always there.

  Another guy who really came to play every night was Ted Lindsay. He was a stick man. He would start a lot of stuff out on that ice that somebody else would finish. An agitator? Very much so; that’s a good word. He’d start a lot of things on that ice. Guys would try to get at him, and they had to go through Gordie first, because Gordie would be on the ice at the same time.

  But he was a good playmaker. Lindsay was talented. He could score goals. Detroit got Teddy back in 1964–65. He’d been retired for four years, and he played really well. He came back and really helped us. He got 14 goals that year and Detroit finished first for the first time since 1957.

  He was a mean sucker. He was one of the meanest guys who ever played in the NHL, Ted Lindsay. He’d put that stick right in your mouth. I saw him do some funny things when he came back in ’64. Guys would take a run at him; they’d have to come through that lumber before they got to him, I’ll tell you that.

  Oh, he was in a lot of incidents in his career. Stick-swinging deals. He and Bill Ezinicki, a big guy from Toronto, had a few of them. He got in one with a couple of guys in Boston, too. But he took care of himself. He wasn’t that big a guy; that’s why he had to do it. A lot of guys would run at him, trying to nail him for something he did to them, but you had to come through the lumber first with Ted.
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