I— By Scoit Young
A Conversation
. With the Busher

ITTING in the dressing room where the local heroes sit
on game nights, and across the hall from where the
mlllng heroes sit, Lhere sat Busher Jackson, who was a
hero once himsell. He's not long out of the hospital this lasl
lime and his face Is very thin. When he was pulling on his|
tkales those nights back there, he could do anything. they|’
taid. -No one could skate with him. He would come off|
lefi-wing and lug the puck in on goal like a kid who has
lost reached his own front walk and is anxious to make|
it home. .
“What do you do in the daylimes, Busher?™ he was
asked. This was yesterday noon. -
“Come down here, when I can,” he sald. He [llexed):
his big hands. There are deep hollows between the thumbs|
and the palms of his hands, and he held up his right one.|,
“I can’t hold a pen with this one,” he sald. “Canl wrile.
l've gotta get a job though. I hope I can get working soon.
As. at;'on as I'm in shape, anyway—maybe tnn weeks or al’
month."”

+ + + +
1. . (Stanley Cup? Busher helped win ene, 28 years
"#go. He md Joa Primeau and Charlie Conacher were
the Kid Line, then, and there were no greater sports
-uhtrau in that nprlng :f 1932. +Bu:hlr+wn 21.) |
ass ‘\ |
HE PARTIAL LOS& of use of his right hard came from
a broken neck. Fell down the stales at his sister’s home :
18 months ago.
" "ALl noon, 100" he sald, and smiled. “Wouldn't have :
hun myself if it had been in the middle of the night."|:
“I've had a great year. ll'ltl Al
half," he mused, silling on
¢+ Llhe bench in the ‘dressing|:
© room. The broken neck was|'
» [lollowed by "jaundice. He|,
- thought he'd recovered from
.~ that. Two months ago he was
 laken lo hospital. The jaun.
¢ dice was back, and pneu.
monia, and a few olher
things. “I was in Toronlo
General,” he said, “five and}:
a hall wceeks. Once | was
taking 22 pllls a day [or dif.
fcrent things. They- were
awfully good to me there."
lie draws no uncmployment
¥ insurance and has no other|,
~« assurcd Income. Lives on|
Quebee Avenue, near High|
Park. Dresses neatly—shined
‘brown loafers, well - pressed
slacks, sports jacket, white|!
shirt and neat Ue. belge gab-l
wrdine topcoal, grey hat with a distinctively broad brlm
He'Is 49, and Is separaled from his second wile.
+'_Tim Daly, the old trainer, was shuffling by.
h;‘Therns my old' buddy,” Busher sald, grinning up
it him
“You're looking better, Bush,” Tim sald, And: "You
wero still the greatest left wing who ever played, I say."|
And (mournfully): “But what I say don’t count no more. d |
"You' re all rlghl old buddy." Bushci sald. !
¥
o (Scorlnq chlmplomhlp? Busher won his in _the
-« NHL when .he was only 21 —a big, raw kid, nearly
.. thres weeks younger thun Bobby Hull when Hull won
.. his, last month. No tfelevision lhin. and not! 30 much
‘radio, but Just about everyone in Canada.knew the
»name of Bunhnr Juluon) .
|.- : 0 = -+ .
" MAN CAME IN: Scoily Alexander, a trainer now for|s
A Hershey Bears. Called to Busher and went out..Tommy|*
Nayler, tho skale and stick man, was sweeping out the room.|,
grked his head.aller the departing Alexander, and then at .
asher. “Never used (o sce those wo guys apart,” he sald.|!
E’ Busher laughed. “We never were apart much, for 10 '
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rs or s0,” he sald. “Back then.”

“We used to call Scolty, Busher's batman,” Nayler sald .
‘He used to shine Busher's skate bools, you know? That's|
haw we got started shellacking the locs of boots around|'

re. Scolty came rushing in one night all upset becmse
hadn'l shined Busher’s boots, and I.sald, ‘I'll shine ‘em|’
you.' Put some shellac on-the toes. When Busher picked
tm up he said, ‘Hey. thatl's the best shine Scotly ew:r gol

ﬁthcae things.' :
3 “Loused up a car of. yours once, 0o, didn't he?"|
Nayler asked. -
@ Busher laughed. He' doesn't drive a car, now. “Onel"|
e’ said. “Which one? How many?" And laughed again.
because those had been the days.
+£ + + +
(Allstars? There are quite a few among the Cana-
diens right now. But none was an all-star at 21, Busher
was. The other all-stars then waere pretty good hands,’
too—Charlie Gardiner, Ching Johnson, Eddie Shore, '
Bill Cook, Howle Morenz. Blllhll" was.a_ firstieam all-,
star four ﬂmel, ucond toam all-ster. once.)
+ CERY P T L
AS BUSHER on a diet, now" e |
“Yeah. Salt-free.- Of course, I can'l lake a drink,
either. Right now I feel beiter than [ have for years. Sleep
well." Looked al '‘'me stralght out of that thin and
deceptively ascctlc countenance. "My family's been: m!ully
:ood {o me,” he said. “They helped a lot,”
Although ‘no one will admit it officlally, Conn Smyllte.
Maple Leal Gardens,'the National Hockey League, and his
old Uncmales Primeau and Conacher have helped, too, from

lime lo llmc And Busher .has had jobs, some prcuy good.
ones.

Was tllerc anything he'd do dmorcnlly lf hc had it
lo do agaln?. '
' "Only thing 1 really regret Ls that | didn't get a busi
ness of my own going: when | was going good,”" he sald.
Was it true that when one is young and on top, there
never- secems - (o be any hurry to do those things that
become. vital Ialcr. to gct businesses slarted, - fulures|
.gured" L .. $ - AT [ e
‘He didnt answer, excop} Indlncllv. |
"Il be back on top, tome day)” he said. “And
you can ‘count on thatl” ,
And | hope, and lnyoni who knews him hopes,
thet he ls.right—bacause especlally in the heat ‘of a
Stenley Cup final it Is not » bad (des to remember that
here Is Bu:bor Julmn. who was a hero ence himself,




