By Scott Young —
Terry Salutes
His Conquerors

ETROIT, April 3 — When a hard hockey series ends
surddenly the fierce animpsity of the gladialors is gone.
Terry Sanchuk, the goalkecper who had plagyed so brilliantly
for Defroit, was into the Toronto dressing room even be(ore
wme of the Leafs arrived. He picked his way through the
gs of equipment, his face set in the strained expression
wllh which he ends almost every hockey game, including,
somelimes, the one he wins. Shook hands with the ones {ear-
ing off their swealy uniforms, and with the one sitlinlg and
staring or pulling on a bottle of pop. One or lwo who were,
hunched over working at their skales didn'l see him coming
and when he touched their shoulders they looked up and
then stood up quickly to shake hands, looking véry much
as If they knew how he felt, and were glad that they didn't
have o [cel Il themselves right now. .
When he got (o the end of the line a photographer
velled o him. Sawchuk turped once, in the act of shaking
hands, but he wouldnt hold it for more piclures, as the
pholographers Implored. Then he was gone back to his
own dressing room. through (he crowd (hat had been
yelling cheers al Red Kelly, the old Detroit hero, throughout!
the.game, and near the end had been calling sardonically
to Gordic Howe that he would be traded to Toronto next
year. Leading Mrs. Jack Adams, slulng behind the Toronto,
bench, to rall back to some of them, \rouldnt they love
lo have him."

+ + + + /!

He was one of the fiercest compotitors in this
geme, lurning & tide time and egain when It seemed
swinging enlirely loward Toronto, and finally did.

+ + + +
’?IBRCB—and yel (he way he operales in this game had
+. some reflection in an Incident with five minules to go
in the third period and the Leals leading by a single goal.
ile crashed into Jolinny Bower near the Leal net, hit him
hard, and as the puck and play swirled away bul not oul
of the Leaf zone, Bower was on his knces in the crease,
shaking his head. obvlously dazed, foggily trying o follow
‘he puck; then up on his (eet stlll walching -while the
Vings, perhaps sensing that a shol now would have a good
chance, whacked and battered and checked to get that shot,

But Leals got it out and at the next whistle a linesman
poke to Bower and he went to the Leal bench ~briefly
Jor a swallow of water and then came back, ali righl~ali
right enough to fling his stick high in the air when Dick
Duf{ got the clinching goal two minutes later.

"llurt"“ sald Bower in the dressing room a few minutes
aMter the game. "I sure was.”

He was alone at thatl instant. The lLeafs had swarmed
cround lo pat “his back on the ice. Punch Imlach, the
coach, had gone 1o him in here and pul his arm around
luls shoulders and thanked him, and directors had come
hy to shake his hand.

“But when Gordie was coming in he was yelling. 'Look
out. Johnny:'" he sald. “Good thing he did becausc even
though I ducked lie hit me prelly hard.” It was Howe's
snee across the right side of Bowers head, a stunning blow.
'Jgt without the }'ell of warning it might have becn a knee
rr lhl (ace, and good nlghl lor*Mr Bower.

.
l'» Om of lht most dlﬂlcull goals of the nmt 1o see
i'i:ro erly was the winner~the. third goal’ for Frank
hovllch in the serles, sach ona to win a game. |}
‘went {n- with Mahovlich fiat on the ice at one pesi.,
blwchuk was oul of his net and Halling at the ‘ather,
v + + *
' t-ﬂ"l‘LB Len Haley was diving so that il scemed he had
A4 " carried the puck into (he net, where he ended. up, with
H t puck. !
ve.In the Detroll dressing room Haley, naked, a hard and
dark’ small man, went by.his coach, Sid Abel, and uld
gqmr. Sid."=but [t-was for the club not winning, and

t- managing to stop that .winning goal, that he mu
apologizing. Nol for putting it in. Abel clarified that. and
lliley expanded on L.

He had left the slde of the goal and headed for the
olnl looking for a pass, when he glanced back and saw
lhe vrild Ieup in the goalmouth and dashed back'in. Saw
the puck batted across the goalmouth and then hit someone
and bouncc back, with Sawchuk out of the nel. Took off
in.a flying dive lo try to knock it out of there—"But just
as I took off, the guy lying down swung at It and just the
"nd of his stick hl. it an it uas In."

+

. Mahwllch uld |lut whon he was knocked down
a} the side of the goal, he Iwisted to have a look. “Terry
was oul and as | looked the puck was right on my
stick and | whipped: it in.” Halay, a good man In this
iaries, was that frullun of a second late—or they could
bo playlng yel.
+

* * +
U‘I‘ not likely. In this game alone of all the six, ‘Leafs
» seemed to me delinilely the superior team. They had
'zu in: the third peried when Detroit," winning, suddenly
could not Keep up, Howe said it later: “The difference
was Bower and Relly. Bower was (errific and I've never
seen Kelly play as aggressively as he did in this serles.”
* So now, once again, it Is on to Montreal.



