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For decades, hockey crowds have been brought to their feet for one of the most exciting aspects
of NHL games—the fights. The Code: The Unwritten Rules of Fighting and Retaliation in the
NHL by Ross Bernsteintakes you in-depth and behind the scenes to explore the history of
fighting during hockey games and the honor system behind it. More than 50 NHL players,
coaches, and media personalities were interviewed to examine how players go about their
business during a fight on the ice. They explain why fighting is allowed and what tactics are used
before, during, and after the melees. The Code: The Unwritten Rules of Fighting and Retaliation
in the NHL discusses the top reasons why the gloves come off during hockey games.

From the Inside FlapHockey is and always has been a sport steeped in a culture of violence.
Players have learned, however, to navigate the escalating levels of physical contact by adhering
to an honor system known simply as "the Code." As mysterious as it is sacred, the Code is an
unwritten set of rules—the bible of hockey sportsmanship, if you will—that has been handed
down from generation to generation. Although the Code has been around since the game’s
inception in Canada, it remains a taboo subject, so much so that many players are simply
unwilling to talk about it publicly—until now, that is.Author Ross Bernstein spent two years
researching and conducting extensive interviews with a broad spectrum of players, and he was
able to get them to talk freely about their most intimate feelings about fighting and retaliation.
What he learned and shares in this book is truly fascinating. While some players relished
opportunities to drop the gloves and others simply dreaded it, they all had one thing in common:
they did it when they had to in order to protect themselves as well as their teammates. The Code
features extensive quotes that detail everything from the legal and cultural issues between the
North American players and their foreign counterparts to how the players are able to turn it off
when they leave the arena and go home to their kids. Most importantly, this book reveals what
really goes on between the players while the fights are on.Hockey’s rules of engagement can be
summarized in three categories: protection, intimidation, and retaliation. If one player challenges
another player, that second player must answer the call and "show up" or else face the
humiliation of being considered dirty, or even a coward. Worse yet, if that player refuses to right
what was wronged and defend his actions, he risks having that incident escalate to a higher
level, involving additional teammates. That is when the enforcers come off the bench to keep the
peace, and that is also usually when the crowd goes wild. By the time two heavyweights drop the
gloves, there may have been up to a dozen events between several different players that led up
to that fight. That is all a part of the intricate matrix that makes up the Code. And this book will
help to demystify that matrix for you.The Code is completely up to date with the new league-
wide rules changes, which were implemented following the NHL lockout of 2005, when the rules



of engagement completely changed. This first-of-its-kind project provides an incredible window
into an extremely controversial subject matter that always evokes passion. It’s a must-read for all
puckheads!--This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorRoss Bernstein is the
bestselling author of 40 sports books and has appeared on numerous local and national
television and radio programs. His work has been featured on CNN, ESPN, the Wall Street
Journal, and USA Today. As a sought-after motivational speaker, he speaks to corporations and
groups across the country about the inspirational legacy of the late Herb Brooks, Hall of Fame
coach of the fabled 1980 gold-medal-winning U.S. Olympic "Miracle on Ice" hockey team. He
lives in Eagan, Minnesota. Marty McSorley is a former National Hockey League player. He is
famous for swinging his stick and hitting another player in a game, which resulted in his
suspension for the remainder of his hockey career. Tony Twist is a former National Hockey
League player who was known as an enforcer.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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For Sara & Campbell…ContentsForeword by Marty McSorleyForeword by Tony
TwistIntroduction1. A Look Back at the History of Fighting and Violence in Professional Hockey2.
Why Is There Fighting in Pro Hockey?3. What Prompts Dropping the Gloves?4. What Are the
Rules of Engagement after the Gloves Come Off?5. How Does the Code Work?6. The Code and
the Special Games7. Big Hitters Mean Big Business8. On Playing Hurt9. On Respect and
Toughness10. Fear11. Friendly Fire12. Life Off the Ice13. The Instigator Rule14. Divers15. On
Bench-Clearing Brawls16. Facial Protection17. The Official‚Äôs Influence18. Junior Hockey19.
Southern Cookin'20. To Fight or Not to Fight21. The Effects of Fighting on Youth22. On the
Events That Led Up to the 2004 NHL Lockout and Its AftermathAppendixNotes“The first rule of
Fight Club is…you do not talk about Fight Club. The second rule of Fight Club is…YOU DO NOT
TALK ABOUT FIGHT CLUB. Third rule of Fight Club: if someone yells Stop!, goes limp, or taps
out, the fight is over. Fourth rule: only two guys to a fight. Fifth rule: one fight at a time, fellas.
Sixth rule: no shirt, no shoes. Seventh rule: fights will go on as long as they have to. And the
eighth and final rule:if this is your first night at Fight Club, you HAVE to fight.”—from the 1999
movie Fight ClubForeword by Marty McSorleyI remember being a kid and dreaming of playing in
the National Hockey League. To finally see that dream come true was so gratifying for me. I grew
up on a farm in Canada with six brothers, and we had to answer for what we did. That made us
pretty tough, no question. There was no running back to Mommy when things didn’t go our way,
so we had to stand up for ourselves and be accountable. Respect was earned in my family; it
wasn’t just given to any of us. Certainly that attitude and work ethic helped me in my professional
career.I was lucky to play as long as I did and with so many great teammates. I owe everything I
have to hockey, and for that I will be forever grateful. To get the opportunity to play the game at its
highest level was so special. I got my name on Lord Stanley’s Cup twice; I got to play against the
Soviet Red Army team; I got to play with the greatest player of all time in Wayne Gretzky—I just
had a ball doing what I loved best, playing hockey.There is great satisfaction in knowing that you
accomplished so many of the things that you set out to do in life. I am not going to lose any sleep
worrying about what other people remember about me. I know that I did my best and that my
teammates respected me. That is really all that matters to me. My old teammate with the Kings,
Kelly Hrudey, told me something one time after a tough game that I really took to heart as a
great, great compliment. He said, “Marty, we are certainly never going to get cheated on your
effort.” That meant a great deal to me because that is how I felt as a player, that I never wanted to
cheat my teammates out of anything. I gave it my all every time I laced ’em up, and that, more
than anything, is how I hope to be remembered when I am long gone.As for the code, to me it
was what we, as hockey players, lived by. The code was a living, breathing thing among us. It
changed and evolved as the rules changed and evolved, and it took on a life of its own. The
basic premise of the code is that you have to answer for your actions on the ice. You learn it
pretty early on in your hockey career, and it doesn’t take very long to figure out just how



important it is. The code says that you play hard and physically in order to get yourself more
space out on the ice, but you don’t take advantage of guys who aren’t in a position to defend
themselves along the way. I enjoyed playing the game very physically. I was always under the
assumption that you stood up for your teammates no matter what, but it wasn’t so much about
intimidation for me as it was about just playing honest.The most important aspects of the code,
bar none, are honesty and respect. Because without those things it’s the Wild West out there,
which is no good for anybody. If players don’t play honestly and with respect, then there is a
price to pay in this game. That is just the way it is. Hockey is a game that polices itself, and there
is a lot of honor behind that. It is something we as players take very, very seriously. As an
enforcer, it was my job to make sure that my teammates had space out on the ice and could play
the game honestly. If opposing players wanted to take liberties with my guys, then they would
have to answer to me. That kept things honest, and that is the basis of the code in its purest
sense.Most fans will be shocked to hear this, but it’s true: almost every time two heavyweights
get into a fight, they didn’t start it. No way. It escalated from something way down the line and
finally wound up in their laps. Maybe a rookie was trying to show he belongs by doing something
stupid, or an agitator was carrying his stick too high. It could be anything really. And everybody
on both benches knows it’s coming, too. That is just the way it is. A series of events led up to that
point, and the enforcers would have to end it so that the game could calm down again. That’s
how the code works. And when the fight was over, it would have a sobering effect on the guys
back on the bench, who could then get back to playing good, clean hockey. So, that is what we
did: we made sure guys played clean because if they didn’t, things were going to get ugly.I think
that the toughest thing about fighting was that your hands and body would get so beat up, and
then you would have to go out there and try to play a hockey game. It is tough enough to do one
or the other, but to combine them night in and night out—that was a constant battle for sure.
Sometimes you were just so exhausted, both mentally and physically, and it could have an effect
on how you played the game. You know, I was lucky: I got a regular shift, and I prided myself on
being a well-rounded hockey player. I could do a lot more than just fight. That is not the case for
a lot of fighters in this league, and being able to contribute meant a lot to me. I took it very
seriously and wanted to be the best player I could for my teammates.So, why do we do what we
do? We are hockey players, and we all have roles to play. Not everybody can be Wayne Gretzky;
that is just a fact of life. Football teams need offensive linemen, and hockey teams need
enforcers. That is how teams win, with role players. Some guys fight out of fear; some guys fight
out of insecurity; some guys fight because it is the right thing to do at that time; and some guys
fight because they just like to fight. Whatever the reason, fighting in hockey is a necessary evil
and something that actually protects the game’s best players from injury and acts of
disrespect.You know, hockey enforcers are typically the nicest guys on their teams. They are the
most approachable and the most fun to hang around with, too. They usually accepted that role
because they care about their teammates so much. In fact, it might just be the most selfless job
in all of professional sports. They are good people. They are like the cop on the beat or a



protective father looking out for those who might not be able to look out for themselves. Some
people like to paint horns on them and call them animals, but when you get to know most of
them you will see that it couldn’t be further from the truth.Old school. That may be the best way
to describe Marty McSorley, one of the most respected heavyweights ever to play in the National
Hockey League. Marty grew up one of seven boys and three girls on a 720-acre farm outside of
Hamilton, Ontario. He grew up tough, and that toughness would lead him to an illustrious 17-
year NHL career from 1983 to 2000, which included stops with the Pittsburgh Penguins,
Edmonton Oilers, Los Angeles Kings, San Jose Sharks, New York Rangers, and Boston Bruins.
During that time Marty tallied 108 goals and 251 assists for a total of 359 points. He also
accumulated a whopping 3,381 penalty minutes, garnering a reputation as one of the top
enforcers of all time. Marty’s unselfish attitude endeared him not only to his teammates but also
to hockey fans everywhere. He played the game the right way, as a true professional, and led by
example, epitomizing the very code of honor by which he lived.Foreword by Tony TwistWhat’s it
like to be a fighter in the NHL? Well, imagine yourself as a kid in school, having to worry about
going to class and getting good grades, but then knowing in the back of your mind that at 3:00,
every day, you were going to have to fight the biggest, baddest bully on campus, and in front of
the entire student body. Now magnify that by 20,000 screaming fans and another half million
watching on TV, and that is what it was like to be an NHL enforcer. And by the way, in addition to
all of that stress and anxiety, you still have to play a hockey game. Did I mention that you might
have a broken hand to boot? Or that your shoulder was separated? It doesn’t matter because
when that bell rings you have to go, no matter what. You have to be an asset in this business, not
a liability, or you are out of work. Welcome to my world.I think the secret to my success on the ice
was that my level of intimidation came from another place. I fought with malice, meaning I didn’t
fight just to fight. I fought to win, and I wanted to hurt my opponent. My objective was to put my
fist through the back of that guy’s skull. Period. Most of the guys who fought me understood that.
And I wasn’t afraid to take a punch, either. In fact, I was more than happy to take two or three
shots in exchange for my one big one. I was willing to do whatever it took to beat that guy and
give my teammates a lift—that was my job. You know, I wasn’t ever nervous to fight. For me it
was more about eager anticipation. I mean, if you didn’t have butterflies of some sort before you
dropped the gloves, there was a good chance you were going to get cleaned up. Take a guy in
this league too lightly and you could get killed—literally.Was I a student of the game? Absolutely.
I probably have 700 fight tapes at my house right now, if that is any indication of how much I did
my homework. Sure, I studied guys and I wanted to prepare myself as best I could. It would be
stupid not to. Any one of those guys could kill you if you weren’t properly prepared out there. It
didn’t matter much, though, because I wasn’t going to change my style for anybody. I watched
them for enjoyment more than anything. They got me really fired up to do my job. As for me, my
tape was easy to study. I was an open book. Guys knew exactly what they were going to get from
me; there were no secrets about my style. I was coming at you, and I was coming hard. I was
going to grab you with my left hand and then bash you with my right one until you went down. It



was pretty basic but very effective.When it came to sticking up for my teammates, no matter who
they were, the greater interest was always served. It didn’t matter if I didn’t like a certain guy on
my team or if I didn’t agree with what I was fighting over. If we were wearing the same color
sweater, then I was going to defend him no matter what. That is what the code says. I had their
backs, and I knew that they had mine. Hey, that was my job. If everybody on the team does his
job then you will have success. I remember screaming at Brett Hull one time when he got in a
fight. I said, “What the hell are you doing putting your hands up? That is my job. You do your job.
You score goals and leave that to me. You’re cheating the rest of us when you do stuff like that.”
What if he got hurt punching a guy? Then he couldn’t score goals and we wouldn’t win games.
The trickle-down effect for every man’s actions forces each player to be accountable for
himself.My teammate Craig MacTavish paid me a great compliment one time when he told me
that I had become so good at my job that after a while they didn’t even need me anymore. He
said that they just needed to put a cardboard cutout of me down on the end of our bench like a
scarecrow. That was enough for the opposition to behave, he said. That was very gratifying to
hear. You know, sometimes I felt like I was a victim of my own success in that I had earned such
a reputation as a fighter that very few guys were even willing to fight me. As a result, our guys got
tons of space out on the ice and we won a lot of games.But because I wasn’t fighting, I also
wasn’t getting much ice time, which was terrible for me. Even though I prided myself on being a
great fighter, I still wanted to play the game and take a regular shift. All fighters want that. We
don’t want to just come off the bench for a fight. We want to score goals and celebrate with our
teammates at center ice. That is what hockey is all about. Don’t get me wrong, I knew what my
role was. I wasn’t going to be sent out there to score the tying goal in a playoff game or anything,
but ice time was a nice perk. If I only got two or three shifts per game, then I was going to make
the most of them. My coach, Mike Keenan, was very up front with me about my role and about
the minutes I got, and he never short-shifted me. He always gave me an opportunity to do my
job, so I have a lot of respect for him for that reason.Al MacInnis used to tell me that he could
really tell the difference between when I was in a game and when I wasn’t. He said he would
never get run when I was out there, and even when I was on the bench he would get another foot
or two to move around. As an enforcer you take that as a great compliment, too.My philosophy
was pretty straightforward. I never turned anybody down and always gave guys a shot who
wanted to fight me; I never jumped anybody; and I was always up front and center with them. It
wasn’t personal with me, it was just business. I tried to be respectful of my opponents and tried
not to do anything to break the code, like going after a guy at the end of his shift. Stuff like that
was bullshit. The true heavyweights, the toughest guys in the league, would never do something
like that. You addressed guys when they were fresh, or you waited. If you knew that you were
going to go with a guy and he was a minute into his shift, then you skated by and said, “No
worries, I’ll catch you next time. You’re a little short of breath.” That is what the code is all about,
civilized insanity.All in all, I enjoyed a good scrap. I enjoyed every aspect of it. It was one of my
favorite things in the world. I could take all my pent-up energy from the week and just release it



on somebody during a game. And hey, it was legal. I mean, to get a charge from 20,000
screaming fans who are all rooting for you at the same time, it was the greatest rush you could
ever imagine. To hear them chanting your name and pounding on the glass, it was like you were
in slow motion out there. The next day your picture would be in the paper and people would talk
about you like you were some kind of superhero. You tell me, what is not to like about that?I
loved it because I was really good at it. I hated to lose and I rarely did. Just to be able to play at
this level was a thrill of a lifetime. To go up against the top players in the world, stay at fine hotels,
eat great food, hang out with great friends, get treated like a rock star wherever you went—it was
truly the best of times. Then, on top of that, on the first and 15th of every month they paid me
millions of dollars. Are you kidding me? I felt like I should be paying them!Do I miss the game?
Yes, I miss it terribly. I had to leave the game as the result of a bad motorcycle accident in which I
broke my pelvis and my leg and also blew out my knee. I was done. I didn’t get to leave the game
on my own terms, and that really sucked for me. That was one of the saddest days of my life, for
sure. But I have no regrets because I played every game like it was my last. I retired after 10
years in the league and went out at the absolute top of my game. I can honestly say that for the
last five years I played, nobody could beat me. Nobody. I take great pride in that, and that is
something they can never take away from me.As for my legacy, I would hope to be remembered
as a guy who did anything for his club, day in and day out, no matter what it was. And that I did
my job well and with enthusiasm. Hey, I just loved to play the game.To say that Tony Twist was
tough might be the understatement of the century. “Twister,” as he is affectionately known, may
very well have been the most feared fighter ever to lace ’em up in NHL history. The son of a
Royal Canadian Mounted Police Officer and the grandson of a former welterweight boxing
champion, Twist came from a thoroughbred stock of authority and strength to be sure. An
accomplished amateur kickboxer, the Prince George, British Columbia, native would go on to
spend 10 illustrious seasons in the NHL from 1989 to 1999, both with the Quebec Nordiques
and the St. Louis Blues, racking up 1,121 penalty minutes along the way. Despite the fact that
the gritty winger’s career was sadly cut short as the result of a motorcycle accident, he is still
regarded by most as the toughest heavyweight of all time. His love of life and what he did out on
the ice made him not only a huge fan favorite, but also the ultimate teammate.IntroductionI will
never forget watching SportsCenter one evening in early March 2000 and seeing the highlights
of an otherwise meaningless game between the Boston Bruins and Vancouver Canucks. The
highlight reel was playing in slow motion over and over, and it focused on one play, a vicious hit
by Bruins enforcer Marty McSorley on fellow tough guy Donald Brashear. It was in the final
moments of the game, and McSorley had apparently hit Brashear on the side of the face with his
stick in order to goad him into a fight. Like everybody, I was shocked and appalled. To see
Brashear, this chiseled hulking warrior lying on the ice, out cold, was almost surreal. Was this
just another hockey fight, or was this something deeper? I wondered. Immediately, McSorley
was vilified by the media, which claimed that he had done something even more egregious than
the act itself: he had broken “the code.”Code? What code? I had been playing hockey my entire



life and I had never heard of any code. As I listened more closely and dug a little deeper in the
days and weeks that ensued, a clearer picture emerged of just what they had been talking about.
The code, I learned, was in fact a living, breathing entity among those lucky enough to call
themselves members of the National Hockey League. The code was hockey’s sacred covenant,
its unwritten rules of engagement that had been handed down from generation to generation.
There was, as I learned, a mysterious chain of accountability that dealt with the issues of
violence and fighting. It was no wonder I hadn’t ever heard of it, because “it” is usually not
spoken of by those who live by it.As a former college hockey walk-on who didn’t have the goods
to make it, I never got far enough up the ladder to fully grasp the roles of honor, courage,
intimidation, and retaliation in the game. Heck, I had enough trouble just trying to skate from one
end of the rink to the other without tripping over myself. Nevertheless, I was intrigued by the code
and started to watch the pro game a little differently. As the years went by I saw the triumphant
return of professional hockey to Minnesota up close and personal when an expansion team, the
Wild, hit the ice. I started to look at fighting not just as entertainment for the fans, but as a
strategic tactic. I saw how players protected one another, and I saw how there was accountability
on the ice by those who took liberties with others. I saw how every player had a role. It was truly
eye-opening.Then, in 2004, another “incident” occurred, this time between Vancouver Canucks
star forward Todd Bertuzzi and Colorado Avalanche forward Steve Moore. While the news clip of
Bertuzzi sucker-punching Moore from behind, followed by him then driving Moore’s head to the
ice, played over and over on TV, this time the situation was different. This time it was not about
two heavyweights; it was about one player, Bertuzzi, seeking justice for his team captain whom
he felt had been wronged several games earlier by Moore with a questionable hit. Again, I heard
talk of “the code” and about how Bertuzzi had broken it.As a journalist and a hockey nut, I
wanted to dig deeper into the Steve Moore story. What I found was amazing. I found a story line
complete with a thickening plot, suspense, drama, and a tragic ending. No, this was not a Tom
Clancy novel I was reading, it was the play-by-play of the accounts that led up to the event.
Again, all that the common fan saw on TV were the last few seconds of a miniseries of events
that had been playing out for a very long time. Moore, who suffered a potentially career-ending
neck injury in the attack, was clearly the victim, but not without fault with regards to the events
that led up to the incident.With that, I decided that this “code” thing was worth really looking into.
So, I dug much deeper and decided to write a book about it. What started in 2004 got
sidetracked that year when the NHL decided to lock out its players and cancel its season. While
I was devastated at first, upon further review I was thrilled. Not only was hockey going to get its
financial house in order by virtue of having a salary cap, but it was also going to change its rule
book to “open up the game” and cut down on all the dreaded obstruction, which had slowed it
down to a snail’s pace in recent years. Then I wondered how all of these events would affect the
code and how my book would invariably be altered.To my surprise, my book changed a great
deal over that year, but all in a positive way. I now had perspective—a before and an after. It gave
me more time to research, reflect, and interview players who were enjoying some rare down



time. It turned out to be a truly fascinating journey. In fact, of the more than 30 books I have
written, this was by far the most interesting and fun. I spoke to more than 50 current and former
players for the project, from enforcers to agitators to lightweights. I wanted to get everyone’s take
on the code because it affects everyone on the ice equally. I did a lot of listening, too, because
these guys love to tell stories.I learned about roles and role players. I remember having lunch
one day with my buddy Tom Chorske, a speedy winger who played in the NHL for 11 seasons
during the late 1980s and 1990s. I asked him about his most memorable fight in the “show,” and
what it was like. I was expecting a crazy answer, like some sort of wild bench-clearing brawl.
Instead, he told me about the time he wound up squaring off against a bigger guy who had tried
to take some liberties with him in a game. Normally, a tough guy would do that for him, but Tom
wanted to stand up for himself and prove to his teammates that he was tough. He didn’t win the
fight, but he held his own; he “showed up,” as they say, and figured his boys would be proud of
him. Most were, except for his team enforcer, who was really upset. Afterward the enforcer took
him aside and told him never to do that again.He explained to Tom that fighting that guy out
there was his job, and that if Tom didn’t allow him to do his job, then he may not have a job. He
explained that while Tom’s contract was measured by goals and assists, his was judged by other
factors, such as penalty minutes. He also explained that if the other teams knew that Tom was
now going to fight them and be undisciplined, then they would do so as a tactic for getting him
off the ice. He explained the repercussions of his actions not just for that game but for future
games as well. He also said that he couldn’t do Tom’s job, to score goals, so Tom shouldn’t try to
do his job either, to fight agitators who are doing their job by goading goal scorers into doing
something they normally wouldn’t do. Hearing how the code worked in that situation, about the
psychology behind how the players perform their roles, and when and why they retaliate was an
eye-opening experience for me.One of the first guys I interviewed was Marty McSorley, because
I wanted to hear his side of what really went down that night in Vancouver. I was shocked. Just
as there had been a complex story line to the Bertuzzi incident, so too was there a chronology
with that one. It made me wonder about not only every fight I saw, but about every hit, every high
stick, every glare that happens on the ice at professional hockey games. I wanted to know how
and why the game polices itself. I wanted to learn all I could about these unspoken rules. I was
on a mission.What I learned changed my life. It had a profound impact not only on the way I view
hockey, but also on how I view all sports. As I dug deeper I wanted to honor these enforcers—all
of them—for what they do for their teammates in their quest for Lord Stanley’s Cup. I didn’t want
to do another “fighting” book; that has been done to death. I wanted to go behind the scenes and
really figure out what it takes to be an NHL player who lives by the code of honor. The code is so
much more than just fighting. It is about players sacrificing their bodies to block shots; about
getting stitched up between shifts, not periods; about standing up for one another no matter what
—even if that means having to square off against a former teammate or best friend.I learned that
the code, for the most part, is learned first by kids playing minor and junior hockey in Canada,
who then carry it forward to the NHL. They learn what is acceptable and what isn’t by trial and



error. It doesn’t take long for them to figure it out, either. If they get a guy with a cheap shot, they
are going to have to pay for it. As soon as they get smacked upside the head a few times, they
realize that they should avoid cheap shots. This basic premise cleans up the game and lets the
players police themselves. Those who think that hockey is simply about scoring goals aren’t
following the game closely enough. Hockey is about the toughness, intimidation, and threshold
of pain that go into scoring goals. There is a big difference.Believe it or not, the fans see a very
different game from the one the players are monitoring from their bench. The fans see goals and
assists and checks and passes. The players see those things, too, but they also see every little
act of disrespect, every little insult, every subtle cheap shot, every excessive celebration after a
goal, and every bit of obstruction out in the slot. They see it all, and when the time is right, they
will react to each act with varying degrees of intensity and passion. That is the code. Violate it,
and you will pay. It is the theory that retribution, and the threat of retribution, prevents further dirty
play down the road.Hockey’s rules of engagement are all about protection, intimidation, and
solidarity among teammates. If a player challenges another player over an issue he deems as
disrespectful, that player must answer the bell or risk the humiliation of being considered a
coward. Or, worse yet, if that player refuses to right what was wronged right then and there, he
risks having that incident escalate to another level, involving other teammates. Before long the
wheels of retaliation are in motion, and someone will have to be held accountable.The code
keeps people at all levels of the game honest and forces them to keep their heads on a swivel. It
makes them think twice about carrying their sticks high, running a player from behind, or cross-
checking the wrong guy. It is intimidation based on the theory that a good offense can be
established by having a good defense. Hockey is a character game. It is all about one team
trying to get its opponent to play out of character, to be undisciplined and take stupid penalties
that put them at a disadvantage. There are many ways of going about this, and the code has
rules for all of them.You know, when a fight breaks out in pro hockey, it doesn’t matter where you
are or what you are doing, you stop and you watch. Period. It is like time stands still. Just two
gladiators going toe-to-toe out there in front of 20,000 screaming fans, and everyone just waits in
nervous anticipation for what will happen. It is like that proverbial car wreck along the side of the
road: you don’t want to look, but you have to slow down and just take a peek. It’s the voyeur in all
of us. It is living vicariously through those two tough SOBs out on the ice, hoping quietly that the
opposing player gets knocked out cold, thus swinging the momentum of the game.Hockey is a
crazy game. Once it gets in your blood, it stays there for a very long time, both as a player and as
a fan. It’s been in me since I was a little kid, and luckily it remains to this day. I have played the
game my entire life, and after writing this book, I can honestly say that I now see it in a
completely different light. As a kid, watching my beloved North Stars, I rooted for tough guys like
Jack Carlson, Willi Plett, and Basil McRae, who kept the peace at the old Met Center. Back then,
when there was a fight, I just stood and cheered. I had no idea what had led up to it or why they
were even doing it. I think many casual hockey fans would concur. Now, after spending the better
part of two years immersing my life in their craft, I have been enlightened. That new knowledge



has opened my eyes, and the game is much, much more exciting to watch now.As for the
purpose of this book, first and foremost the point is to have fun. Beyond that, hopefully it will
make the game much more enjoyable for you to watch. The intent is to celebrate not only the
honor and courage behind players protecting their teammates, but also the overall toughness
that is synonymous with the sport of hockey. The book delves into the history of fighting and
violence in pro hockey and lets you formulate your own opinions. It will also give you a great
perspective into how the new rule changes imposed by the league in 2005 have changed the
game.As for my personal feelings toward fighting? I am torn. Believe it or not, I have never been
in a fight in my entire life. Ever. Either on or off the ice. But this book is not about encouraging
violence in hockey—especially for kids. It is about celebrating the honor and courage behind the
way hockey players go about their business as professionals. It is also about getting into the
heads of those who use violence, aggression, physical intimidation, and tribal retribution as a
means of conflict resolution. Hockey is a tough game played by tough people with an unyielding
determination to win. This book honors those people and hopefully gives you, the reader, a
window into their amazing world. Enjoy!Section 1The Historyof Fightingin the NHL“The code to
me is 100 percent about respect. It is about the respect the players have for the game; the
respect the players have for their peers; the respect the players have for the Stanley Cup; the
respect the players have for the players who played before them and paved the way; and the
respect the players have for the history of the game. It is also about playing hurt and doing
whatever it takes to help your team win. There is so much honor in that, and that makes me
really proud to be a part of this great game.“You know hockey is such a passion for people in
Canada; it is our national pastime. So, you are immersed into the game at a very early age and
you just grow up with it. Every kid dreams of playing in the NHL and hoisting Lord Stanley’s Cup
one day, and that is what drives all of us who play the game at this level. You learn the code early
on and you learn about the right way to play the game, with respect. That is what the code is all
about. You just don’t want to cheat the game; it’s too special to all of us. There is so much history
and passion for it, and I just really appreciate it.”—Willie Mitchellseven-year NHL
defenseman,currently with Vancouver Canucks1. A Look Back at the History of Fighting and
Violence in Professional HockeyThe game of hockey has roots that run deep all the way from its
birthplace in Canada. Hockey, as many historians view it, is an amalgam of several different ice
games that were popular among the native peoples of Canada, as well as the Europeans who
migrated there in the early 1800s. Sticks, skates, and pucks were fashioned out of almost
everything you could imagine, including branches for sticks and buffalo chips for pucks. As the
game evolved, soccer, rugby, and lacrosse were thrown into the mix, and out came what we now
know and love as ice hockey. By the turn of the 20th century the game was pretty well
established from coast to coast, with the rules being defined and refined on a regular basis so as
to grow its popularity among the masses.As one looks back at the early documented accounts,
however, a common denominator comes glaring through like a Brett Hull slap shot: toughness,
retaliation, and, yes, fighting, have been around this game since day one. The theories behind



this are plentiful. Among them is the timeless realization that checking is an integral aspect of the
game and “boys will be boys.” Others include the idea that hockey, as well as lacrosse, made for
great training methods in preparing young men for the battlefield. Whatever the reason, blood
has been spilling onto the ice for more than a century—with no signs of slowing.The National
Hockey League came into being in 1917, and with it came a whole new brand of toughness. The
early days of the Wild West were just that—wild. In fact, the game during the 1910s and ’20s was
probably more like rugby on skates than it was modern hockey. The rules were much different
then, which led to much more rough play and dangerous stick work. For instance, the two blue
lines were first introduced in 1918, and with them came the advent of forward passing. Passing
was only permitted in the neutral zone, however, which meant that the players had to stickhandle
through a gauntlet of flailing fists and elbows, high sticks, and outstretched legs, ready to kick or
trip them as they skated by. If they made it through that, and the body checks that ensued, they
would then try to make a lateral pass like in rugby. This “phone booth” style of hockey, where the
players are in tight quarters, contributed to extremely brutal play, complete with lots of injuries
and illegal stick work.Jack Adams, a former winger who would go on to coach in the NHL,
described how players dealt with injuries during those days: “Did these targets go to the
dressing room for repairs during the game? No, they stayed on the ice. When you got cut in
those days, you skated to the boards and the trainer sloshed off the blood with a sponge he kept
in a bucket. Then he patched you up with a slice of adhesive tape.”Once, after a game, Adams
went to the hospital to get stitched up. When he got there, however, he was so bloody that his
sister, who worked there as a nurse, didn’t even recognize him. This sort of brutality was typical
of those days, and the toughest SOB of this era was Sprague Cleghorn, who played pro hockey
from 1910 to 1928. Red Dutton, who fought Cleghorn on many occasions and would go on to
become the president of the NHL, later commented on his old nemesis: “If some of the longhairs
I see on the ice these days [the 1970s] met Sprague Cleghorn, he’d shave them to the skull.
Jesus, he was mean. If you fell in front of Cleg, he’d kick your balls off.”The NHL could have
banned this type of violence altogether, but it chose to keep it as a part of the game. In fact, in
1922 Rule 56 was introduced, which regulated but did not ban “fisticuffs,” instead giving the
guilty party a five-minute penalty rather than a suspension or expulsion. The owners saw how
much the fans loved the violence and saw dollar signs. Fighting and hockey were now officially
joined at the hip.A few years later professional hockey came to the Big Apple. Promoter Tex
Rickard ran Madison Square Garden in those days and figured hockey fans to be much like the
blood-thirsty folks who came to his boxing and wrestling matches. He was right. So, old Tex hired
fleets of ambulances to speed through the streets of Manhattan on game day with their lights
and sirens blaring, inciting curious onlookers to come see what it was all about. Then, while the
fans were lined up outside the Garden waiting to get in, the ambulances would pull up and park
out front—seemingly waiting to pick up their would-be battered and bruised patients who would
undoubtedly be needing a lift to the hospital shortly after the game got started.Perhaps Rickard’s
most clever promotion came about when legendary brawler Eddie Shore and his Boston Bruins



came to town to do battle against the hometown Rangers. Rickard had “WANTED: DEAD OR
ALIVE” posters made up with Shore’s picture on them and plastered them across the streets of
New York. It was brilliant. Shore didn’t disappoint either. “Old Blood and Guts,” as he was known,
was one of the toughest, meanest hombres ever to lace ’em up. Included on his list of career
injuries are nearly 1,000 stitches, 14 broken noses, 12 broken collarbones, and five broken jaws,
not to mention a broken back and hip.In 1939, John Lardner wrote of Shore: “For 20 years, man
and boy, this evil fellow has been punching people, hitting them over the head with his stick,
chewing their ears, butting, gouging, shoving and generally bedeviling his fellow men and
always for handsome fees. No one has ever made malevolence pay better money. … [He has]
developed the role of Villain to such an extent that professional wrestlers gnash their teeth with
envy.”Of all the bone-crushing hits that Shore dished out over the years, however, there is one
that stands out far above the others. Not only would it be a hit that would make Shore infamous,
but it would also serve as a defining moment for the sport of hockey and its tolerance for
violence and retaliation. It happened on December 12, 1933, in Toronto, when Shore’s Boston
Bruins were in town to face the Maple Leafs. Shore was rushing the puck up the ice and was
thumped at the blue line by Toronto’s King Clancy. When no penalty was called, an irate Shore
exacted revenge by plowing into Leaf winger Ace Bailey with a vicious hit from behind. Bailey, a
future Hall of Famer known for his speed and stickhandling, was sent crashing headfirst onto the
ice, where he suffered a severely fractured skull at both temples.Bailey fell into a coma and for
more than two weeks his life hung in the balance. Two brain surgeries later, he recovered—only
to learn that he would never play hockey again. A short while later an All-Star benefit game was
held for him to help raise money for his family. Showing that there were no hard feelings over his
unjustified career-ending assault, Bailey forgave Shore by shaking his hand at center ice before
the emotionally charged opening faceoff. “It’s all right,” he would say, “it’s all part of the game.”
The game would become an annual affair, morphing into what we now know as the NHL All-Star
Game, featuring the league’s top players who exemplify good play and good sportsmanship.The
Evolution of ViolenceAs the years went by, professional hockey’s popularity grew. With that,
however, came the pressure to keep the fans interested as well as entertained. Hockey, after all,
was a business and as such had to account for its bottom line. While the vast majority of fans
loved the speed, finesse, and excitement of the game, many others loved the hard-hitting
checks along with the brawls that often ensued. Revenge, intimidation, and retaliation soon
became the norm, and hockey’s elite knew that without tough guys patrolling the ice, they would
have no room to operate. With just six teams (the NHL’s original six: Boston, Chicago, Detroit,
Montreal, New York, and Toronto) in the league, rivalries were intense, and none was more
intense than Chicago versus Detroit.One of the most notorious tough guys of the 1940s was
Chicago Blackhawks defenseman John Mariucci, who knew his role well: protect the Bentley
brothers at all costs. If someone decided to take liberties with Doug or Max Bentley, then the
Windy City’s most famous hatchet man would be there to settle the score. The resident enforcer
for the Detroit Red Wings, meanwhile, was Black Jack Stewart. Together, they would spend quite



a bit of time in the penalty box. In fact, they still hold the record for the NHL’s longest fight, lasting
nearly 20 minutes. While Mariucci and Stewart were archrivals to the core, not many people
knew it but they also enjoyed having a beer with each other after a game. That’s what is so
interesting about hockey brawlers: for many of them, it wasn’t personal; it was just a job.Former
Minnesota North Stars coach Glen Sonmor, one of Mariucci’s best friends, recalled:You know,
when I was playing with New York I got to know the Bentley brothers, who played for years with
Mariucci in Chicago. John was the ultimate warrior out on the ice. He knew his role and he loved
it. He knew that he wasn’t there to score 50 goals, he was there to play solid hockey and to
protect his teammates. So, one time I asked those Bentley brothers about what it was like to play
hockey with John Mariucci. They said that playing with John made hockey fun for them again.
Before John got there [Chicago] other players used to intimidate them and make runs at them
because they were the stars of the team.Well, when John got there it took just one trip around
the league for every team to learn not to even look funny at the Bentley brothers. They left them
alone after that because anybody from that point on knew that if they tried anything with those
guys, John was coming to get them. And back then you didn’t have any of the penalties or rules
about coming off the bench to mix it up. I remember Max [Bentley] saying, “Anybody who tried to
intimidate us had to have some pretty big balls because as soon as they went after us they
would have to turn around and get ready for big John, who would come flying off the bench in a
hurry. And there wasn’t any doubt as to why he was coming either, because he left his stick and
gloves back on the bench!”John used to love beating the crap out of guys, and he was pretty
darn good at it. Those Bentleys told me that after that no one would mess with them with the
exception of one guy, Black Jack Stewart. They said that Black Jack would get bored out there
sometimes, so to make it interesting he would take a shot at one of the Bentleys just so John
would come after him. Those two used to love brawling with each other, and then they would go
out and have beers together after the game. It was crazy, but that was the kind of guy John was:
he would knock you down and then pick you back up.By the 1950s hockey was flourishing and
the fans were coming out in droves to see it. Not only did they love the action and playmaking
from the game’s top stars, but they also loved the toughness the players displayed. Sometimes
the players’ passions got too heated, however, and that is when all hell would break loose. Case
in point, on March 13, 1955, when Montreal’s Maurice “Rocket” Richard tomahawked Boston’s
Hal Laycoe over the head after being high-sticked, and then proceeded to punch the linesman
for good measure. Richard, a future Hall of Famer, was suspended for the rest of the season by
then league president Clarence Campbell. The Habs fans were so upset that the next season
during a game between the Canadiens and Detroit at the Montreal Forum, the fans started
pelting Campbell, who was in attendance, with eggs. A riot ensued, causing more than a half
million dollars in damage, and the game was forfeited.In the mid-1960s the league finally got
smart and unveiled separate penalty boxes at its arenas. Incredibly, up until that time opposing
players shared the same cozy bench, with just a brave official sitting between them. Brawls in
the box were commonplace, but it finally came to a halt following a particularly ugly scuffle



between Toronto’s Bob Pulford and Montreal’s Terry Harper back in October of 1963.In 1967 the
league expanded from six teams to 12, doubling the number of jobs for hungry players. While it
was essential for the growth of the game, it also diluted the talent pool considerably. All of a
sudden, there was work for less-skilled players who excelled at being thugs. As a result, the
incidences of dirty play, including stick fighting, soared.Stick fighters, or surgeons, as they were
known, were the most feared and dangerous players on the ice. One of the most legendary stick-
fighting duels took place in 1968 between Philadelphia’s Larry Zeidel and Boston’s Eddie Shack.
The two got into it when Shack took a butt-end in the ribs from Zeidel and retaliated with his
stick. Before long the two were apparently chasing each other around the ice like a pair of insane
lumberjacks, swinging their sticks likes axes at each other’s heads. At first the crowd cheered,
but then they got eerily silent as they watched in horror. As the two battled for nearly five
minutes, all the fans could hear was the sound of stick on bone as they exchanged blows. The
officials had to stand back, so the two kept at it until they ran out of steam. It was a bloody
mess.Another notorious stick-swinging incident happened the next year between St. Louis’
Wayne Maki and Boston’s “Terrible” Ted Green during a preseason game. The play started with
a couple of hard hits and quickly escalated into a slash and a spear, followed by Maki clubbing
Green over the head and severely fracturing his skull. Green nearly died in the incident and
needed three major surgeries, including a steel plate in his head, to save his life. Both players
were suspended and later acquitted of assault charges—earning the distinction of becoming the
first players ever charged for such a crime during a game.Violent assaults aren’t reserved for
fighting or stick swinging, though. They also include slashing. Arguably the most infamous slash
of all time came two years later in the pivotal Game 6 of the 1972 Summit Series, when Team
Canada’s Bobby Clarke, of Philadelphia, deliberately took out Soviet superstar Valeri
Kharlamov’s ankle. Knowing that his ankle was sore, Clarke, at the urging of assistant coach
John Ferguson, dished out a vicious blow that many contend swung the momentum of the
game. As cheap and dirty as it was, the attack proved to be just the wake-up call Team Canada
needed to rally back and win the emotional series. When asked about the incident years later
Clarke replied: “If I hadn’t learned to lay on a two-hander once in a while, I’d never have left Flin
Flon.”Another stick-swinging incident made national news a few years later when Detroit’s Dan
Maloney tomahawked Toronto’s Brian Glennie on the head on November 5, 1975. Maloney was
charged for assault in an Ontario court and pleaded no-contest. He wound up doing some
community service work and was also banned from playing in Toronto for two seasons.Hockey
Violence and the U.S. CourtsWhile Maki and Maloney were the first players brought to court in
Canada for an act that occurred in competition, Boston Bruins forward Dave Forbes was the first
to be charged in the United States, over an incident that happened that same year, 1975. Forbes
was charged with aggravated assault with a deadly weapon when he maliciously butt-ended
Minnesota North Stars winger Henry Boucha in the eye. The two had been in a scrum moments
earlier with Boucha apparently getting the better of Forbes. After serving seven minutes apiece
for roughing and fighting, they left the penalty box to head back to their respective benches.



That’s when Forbes assaulted Boucha. Boucha went straight down in a pool of blood, writhing in
agony. Forbes then dove on Boucha and began punching him until Minnesota’s goalie, Cesare
Maniago, as well as Murray Oliver, Tommy Reid, and Bill Goldsworthy, sped over and drug him
off. A huge mêlée ensued with both benches emptying shortly thereafter.Boucha remembers the
incident:We had an altercation in the corner and wound up fighting. He had been shadowing me
all game and cheap-shotting me, so I finally decided that I had had enough. I got the better of
him and we wound up having words together in the box afterward. While we were in there,
Bobby Orr got a penalty too, so they were in there talking. We were in there for a total of 15
minutes by the time it was all said and done. Finally, there was a stoppage of play and we each
left the penalty box to skate back to our benches. I looked over to him to see if he was going to
do anything, and apparently he had calmed down after 15 minutes and had had enough. So, I
looked over to our bench, and just as I looked back he came over and threw a punch with the
butt-end of his stick and smashed the orbital bone above my right eye, as well as my cheekbone.
Blood squirted out as far as eight feet onto the ice after that, and I went straight down. He knew I
was in bad shape and tried to cover up, but he still had the audacity to jump on my back, grab
my long hair, and keep punching me in the back of the head. It was really scary. I was out of it at
that point.Boucha, a Native American from Warroad, Minnesota, who was a rising star in the
NHL, was then carried off on a stretcher and taken to the hospital where he received 30 stitches
to sew up his eye. He later had multiple surgeries to repair his fractured eye socket and
cheekbone. He would return to the ice some 19 games later, but he was never the same player
due to recurring vision problems from the injury. His promising career was ultimately cut short
after a few more seasons and he was forced to retire at the age of just 25. As for the legal fallout,
a criminal suit was filed by Hennepin County.Boucha continued:Their reasoning was if
somebody hit you on the street with a stick to your eye, it would be attempted murder or
aggravated assault. So, they came and took pictures of me as evidence and everything. Their
big thing was the fact that there were thousands of kids who saw the incident at the game and
they didn’t want them to think that behavior like that was acceptable. Ironically, there was a
promotion at the arena that night called Minnesota Judges Night, so all of these lawyers and
judges saw the entire thing from just behind the penalty box. Anyway, the county waited to see
what the league was going to do and when they suspended Forbes for only 10 games, they
decided to press charges and take it to trial. They wanted to set an example, so they made it a
criminal case. That summer the jury heard the case, and it resulted in a hung jury, which meant
that Forbes had been acquitted. His lawyer argued that it [the attack] was the fault of hockey’s
culture of violence, not Forbes’.It was an unprovoked attack, a completely gutless cheap shot.
He clearly broke the code; it was way over the line. Not only did he sucker me when I wasn’t
looking, he used his stick as a weapon. He sat there for 15 minutes thinking about what he was
going to do to me. I don’t know how that could even be conceivable as a player.I was so stunned
because I was not expecting it at all. You know it was not a gut reaction where you knew you
were going to get hit and were bracing yourself for it. Amazingly, there is no video footage of the



event either because the network was on a commercial time-out. So I have never seen it, believe
it or not. I can kind of remember the incident, but it is more of a foggy dream. Forbes did call me
afterward in the hospital to apologize and wish me the best. I was pretty drugged up at that point
and just said thanks. I have never spoken to him since. I have tried to put it behind me and have
tried to just look forward. It is incredible to think that it has been more than 30 years now, but I
still think about it a lot. In my mind justice was never really served.I was able to return to the
game, but my eyesight was never the same. I had extreme double vision because the muscles
around my eye had been so damaged. My eye wouldn’t move properly and I had no depth
perception. The North Stars pretty much guilted me into playing the last few games of the year
because they didn’t want to end up in the league cellar, and that was a terrible decision to do so
on my part. I was basically blind in one eye out there.The other bad part about it was the fact that
I had just been offered a very lucrative five-year deal with the North Stars and was about to sign
a new contract. I had a lot of bargaining power at that point because I was only 23 years old and
I was scoring a lot of goals. Then, after the incident, they came back with only a one-year offer
worth a lot less money. So, I wound up signing with the WHA’s franchise in Minnesota, the
Fighting Saints, instead. From there, I bounced around with Kansas City and finally Colorado
that next year. I worked hard to rehab it at the Mayo Clinic and everything, but there was simply
too much damage that had been done. After only a few games with the Rockies, I just couldn’t
see the puck out of that eye and had to call it a career. It was one of the saddest days of my
life.Boucha later sued Forbes, the Bruins, and the NHL, ultimately settling the case in 1980 for
monetary damages.“As for the legacy of it all,” said Boucha, “I guess I am happy that it brought
more attention to what can happen as the result of a dirty, malicious act in sports. And I am also
glad to see that more kids wear protection over their eyes now with the visors. You just never
know in this game. Every time you lace ’em up it could be your last.”In 1976 four Philadelphia
Flyers players were charged criminally after a brawl with several Toronto Maple Leaf players
spilled into the crowd during a playoff game. Mel Bridgman was charged with assault causing
bodily harm, and Don Saleski was charged with possession of a dangerous weapon, a stick.
While both got off with stays, Bob Kelly and Joe Watson each pleaded guilty to assault and were
fined $750 apiece.Two years later Detroit center Dennis Polonich got into a scuffle with Colorado
Rockies winger Wilf Paiement and wound up with a busted nose, a concussion, and some pretty
nasty lacerations. The league suspended Paiement for 15 games, but Polonich wound up suing
Paiement in the league’s first civil case. Polonich cited nasal problems, which resulted in a loss
of taste and smell, and claimed the injuries negatively affected his quality of life. A U.S. federal
court agreed and awarded Polonich a whopping $850,000.Over the next three decades there
were many more ugly incidents that warranted severe penalties and suspensions by the league.
Among the numerous suspensions was a 10-game suspension for Winnipeg’s Jimmy Mann for
sucker punching Pittsburgh’s Paul Gardner in January 1982; a 20-game suspension to
Chicago’s Tom Lysiak for intentionally tripping a linesman in October 1983; a 15-game
suspension to Philadelphia’s Dave Brown for cross-checking New York’s Tomas Sandstrom



across the face in November 1987; a 12-game suspension to New York’s David Shaw for high-
sticking Pittsburgh’s Mario Lemieux in October 1988; a 12-game suspension to Philadelphia
goalie Ron Hextall for attacking Montreal’s Chris Chelios during a playoff game in May 1989; a
21-game suspension to Washington’s Dale Hunter for a blindside hit on New York Islander’s
winger Pierre Turgeon during the 1993 playoffs; a 15-game suspension to Los Angeles’s Tony
Granato for slashing Pittsburgh’s Neil Wilkinson in February 1994; a 12-game suspension to Los
Angeles’s Matt Johnson for attacking New York’s Jeff Beukeboom in November 1998; a 12-
game suspension to San Jose’s Brantt Myhres for leaving the bench to go after Los Angeles’s
Mattias Norstrom in February 1999; and a 10-game suspension to Anaheim’s Ruslan Salei for
hitting Dallas’s Mike Modano from behind in October 1999. The two most notorious incidents,
however, were yet to come as the new millennium was about to be ushered in.The McSorley
IncidentAn ugly incident occurred on the night of February 21, 2000, that had a profound impact
on how hockey violence was going to be dealt with by the legal system. Notorious tough guy
Marty McSorley, the former bodyguard of Wayne Gretzky, was in the twilight of his career and
playing with the Boston Bruins. With more than 3,000 minutes logged in the penalty box,
McSorley’s body had taken a pounding over the years, but he was still one of the best at what he
did—protecting his teammates. Long considered an outstanding defenseman and a highly
respected player, McSorley made a costly error in judgment that night, which ultimately cost him
his career. Here’s what went down.The Bruins were playing the Vancouver Canucks on the road
that evening and two legendary enforcers, McSorley and Donald Brashear, squared off to settle
some bad blood on their very first shift. Brashear got the better of McSorley in that one and then
played up to the crowd by dusting off his hands to embarrass McSorley. McSorley took it as a
sign of disrespect and cross-checked Brashear to provoke him into a rematch. Brashear wasn’t
interested, though, and McSorley was issued a 10-minute game misconduct penalty as a result.
While McSorley was in the penalty box, Brashear parked himself in front of the net and wound
up falling into Bruins goalie Byron Dafoe, hurting Dafoe’s knee and ending his season. McSorley
was irate. He knew that Brashear would never have been in that position had McSorley been out
there doing his job. He knew that Brashear was taking liberties with his players while he sat
defenseless in the box.Later in the third period, Brashear skated by the Bruins bench and flexed
his muscles, taunting the team in yet another act of disrespect. According to McSorley, at that
point Boston coach Pat Burns yelled to his players, “Are we going to take that, or are we going to
stand up for ourselves?” With the game winding down, McSorley knew that he needed to right
what he felt had been wronged, so he was going to challenge Brashear once again to a rematch.
Not only did he want to redeem himself personally, but he also wanted to punish Brashear for the
blatant acts of disrespect toward his teammates. That was McSorley’s job, but he couldn’t
perform his job unless Brashear agreed to drop his gloves.Finally, with under a minute to go in
the game and the Bruins trailing 5–2, Brashear hit the ice to make sure nobody roughed up any
of his teammates in the one-sided victory. At that very moment, according to McSorley, Bruins
assistant coach Jacques Laperriere said to him, “Mac, Mac, you’re up. You’re going. You’re



going.” Translation: Go fight Brashear. McSorley knew, and he was ready. So he hopped over the
boards in hopes of engaging his nemesis before the game ended. He skated up to Brashear and
asked him “to go” several times, but to no avail. Brashear, in McSorley’s eyes, was being a
coward for not standing up to him and accepting responsibility for his acts of disrespect. Then,
with just two seconds remaining, McSorley’s rage got the better of him, and as a last resort, he
tried to whack Brashear on the shoulder, only McSorley’s stick came up and hit Brashear
squarely on the side of the face. At that moment time stood still. Brashear, a 6'2", 225-pound
goliath, went down like a ton of bricks. His helmet flew off, and the back of his head crashed into
the ice. He lay there motionless for a few seconds and then suffered a grand mal seizure.
Mayhem ensued, and when it was all said and done, Brashear was carried off on a stretcher. He
suffered a severe concussion and would ultimately miss the next 20 games due to the injury.As
for McSorley, it was the beginning of the end. The NHL banned him from playing for one year,
the longest suspension for an on-ice infraction in league history. (Prior to that the longest
suspension had come in 1993 when Washington’s Dale Hunter was forced to sit out 21 games
after cheap-shotting Islanders’ winger Pierre Turgeon during a playoff game.) In addition,
McSorley was prosecuted in a provincial court in British Columbia, where a judge found him
guilty of assault with a weapon—a hockey stick. He faced an 18-month jail sentence but
ultimately received an 18-month conditional discharge and served no jail time. The only
stipulation was that he couldn’t play any sport where Brashear was on the opposing team. It was
historic in that it was the first on-ice incident to be tried in court since 1988, when Minnesota
North Stars winger Dino Ciccarelli spent a day in jail after smacking Toronto’s Luke Richardson
upside the head with his stick.As for McSorley, he maintains that he never meant to hit Brashear
in the head. He was swinging for his shoulder, to hack him and force him to turn around and face
him, so that they could fight like men. Instant replay of the incident reveals his stick grazing over
Brashear’s shoulder before continuing on to the side of his head. His stick came up as he was
swinging it, however, and that is when the situation went from bad to horrible.The 17-year NHL
veteran and two-time Stanley Cup champion sat out that next year and eventually could see the
writing on the wall: his career was sadly over. It was a tragic ending to an otherwise tremendous
career. The genesis of the incident was like countless others during his many years in the
league, but this one just got away from him.Marty had his own take on the events that happened
that night:First of all, I take full responsibility for what happened. I felt bad that Donald got hurt.
But when somebody says that I intentionally struck him in the head with my stick, I have an issue
with that, because that goes to the core of who I am and the player I’ve been over the
years.Everything just went wrong in that one final moment. Like in the Bertuzzi incident, there
were a lot of things that led up to that moment and people need to understand that. A lot of
people don’t remember Donald standing in front of our bench, challenging and taunting us by
flexing his muscles. You don’t do that kind of Mickey Mouse garbage without backing it up in this
league. Not to mention the fact that he took out our goaltender, Byron Dafoe, for the rest of the
year on a cheap play in front of the net as well. Those are very serious things, very serious. He



had to be held accountable.As for blame, according to McSorley there is plenty to go
around:Hey, my coaches put me on the ice with 28 seconds left in the game to go after him.
They even scrambled to pull one of our guys off the ice from a position I didn’t even play just to
get me out there. I mean, you don’t have to be a rocket scientist to figure out what they wanted
me to do. If you don’t do what your coaches want you to do, then you are not going to have a job
for very long in this league. That is how this game works.Look, Donald didn’t feel that he had to
fight for his actions, and our team obviously disagreed. We felt that he had severely disrespected
us, on several occasions, and needed to be held accountable. That is how the code works. So,
for him not to turn and fight me was cowardly. Where was his honor in that situation?When I
actually hit him there were only a couple of seconds left on the clock. I had been trying to get him
to fight me for nearly the entire game, but he wouldn’t go. In that last half minute I practically
begged him, but he wouldn’t acknowledge me. I mean, if you fight after the buzzer it is an
automatic 10-game suspension, so I needed him to turn and face me. That’s how the rules of
engagement work.I finally tried to hit his shoulder to get him to drop his gloves and face me, but
my stick flew up and hit him in the head. That was my fault and I take full responsibility for that. I
didn’t mean to hit him in the head with my stick, no way. I am sorry for that, but I am not sorry for
trying to get him to fight me. He needed to answer for his actions and he didn’t. The situation
obviously went from bad to worse from there, and that was unfortunate.I certainly paid a high
price for my actions and I accept that. That is something I will have to live with. As for now, I have
put the entire situation behind me and have long moved on with my life. Donald obviously has
too, and that was good to see. Nobody wants to see anybody seriously hurt or unable to play the
game; that is not what hockey is about. I am just sad that it happened the way it did and that it
caused such a black eye for our sport. That was never my intention.
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Peter F Raleigh, “The interview quotes are the best. I have read a few of Ross' books, so I am a
big fan of his. Great public speaker, too. With The Code, I think it will resonate more with folks
who haven't played hockey. I played hockey through high school and into college. A lot of what
is conveyed is very much common sense for most hockey players (not all). Some of the
nuances of the code as the skill level increases was very interesting, but the best part was the
interview quotes.  Ross should write a book on Paul Stewart.  What a character!”

D. Solomon, “Great Anecdotes But Redundant. This book was a solid collection of insider stories
by the enforcers of the NHL. But it sort of repeats the same point over and over and relies too
heavily on Marty McSorley (who is insightful and certainly qualified for the role). I'd say 3.5 stars
would be a good rating. An interesting read for sure, just not that we'll written and could be
shorter.”

Birgit Scholz, “If you're a hockey nut ..... ... this is maybe not the right thing for you.Aber um einen
grundlegenden Einblick "hinter die Kulissen zu bekommen" und "das Basis-Wissen, von dem
was auf dem Eis passiert" als "NHL-Neuling" zu erhalten, ist es okay, wenn man der englischen
Sprache mächtig ist.Ich fand es informativ, amüsant, flüssig zu lesen und gut zu verstehen. Eher
"leichte Lektüre" halt.Erwatet nichts zu Großes.”

Logan shepherd, “Five Stars. Great book quick shipping”

Jake, “Four Stars. Good book..”

The book by Ross Bernstein has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 120 people have provided feedback.
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