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Preface

			As of November 9, 2019, Coach’s Corner was no more after thirty-seven years. It took on the test of time, with Dad giving his take on the world of hockey and much more. Canada has dramatically changed throughout those years. Some may say for the better, others not so much. One thing is true: I, Cindy Cherry, witnessed it all from a particular point of view, one of a family member. It has been mentioned to me many times that I should write a book. I always shrugged it off, thinking an offspring writing a book about a family’s intimate tales may appear biased or, worse, like a money grab by someone with an axe to grind.

			Fortunately—or unfortunately—I have a Google Alert set for my dad. I never want to miss a thing, whether good or bad. One day some no-name columnist gave their article a headline that read no more cherry in red type, followed by, “League gets it right by distancing themselves from Don Cherry.” The writer was referring to the Western Hockey League’s 2017–2020 campaign to promote organ transplants in Canada, titled “The WHL Suits Up with Don Cherry to Promote Organ Donation.” In the first two years of this drive they raised close to half a million dollars by headlining Dad.

			Then came the last year of the promotion, after the Poppygate saga in November 2019, when they chose to remove his name from the title of the campaign. This is what the reporter was agreeing with in his column. This Google Alert was the straw that broke the camel’s back, and I decided I’d had enough. A lot was written around that time and it was analyzed to death, with everyone chirping in. The family kept quiet, taking the slings and arrows. Even Dad, though it would have been easy to lash out, didn’t respond. It is now time to incorporate that saga into this book.

			So much has been written about Dad, but none of it has captured the true Don Cherry. These writers have put spins on his character, but I thought it was time to really explain him, to give the big picture. A lot of people think they know him; trust me, most don’t. It’s amazing how many people think they do, but they don’t have a clue what he is really thinking.

			So here it is, for all of you who enjoyed watching Coach’s Corner. It’s even for the ones who watched to get angry at him—you still watched. You enjoyed that family time. It was a tradition in so many homes. It was like he was talking to you. Many people have told me that. He said things many of you were thinking but were too afraid to say. In the end he paid the price for that. The bigwigs in their ivory towers finally had the ammo they needed to rid themselves of a controversial figure. Canada was changing, has changed. In the years to come, if someone who doesn’t know hockey asks why this guy was fired for something he had done for so long, the basic answer will be, well, he wanted more people to wear poppies for Remembrance Day and a lot of people took offence, so a big corporation relieved him of his post on that very day: November 11, 2019.

			Please enjoy this book. Though there are a lot of hockey references in it, I have tried to write it not as a sports book, but as the life story of a man so many Canadians came to know. They even voted him number 7 in a public poll by CBC in 2004 to decide who was the greatest Canadian of all time.

			But I already knew that.

			



	

Part 1 

Poppygate And Other Controversies

			



	

Chapter 1 

Poppygate

			On November 9, 2019, during the first intermission of Hockey Night in Canada (HNiC)—a Toronto Maple Leafs home game against the Philadelphia Flyers—Coach’s Corner was about to come on. The tradition was to acknowledge that Remembrance Day was coming up, by doing so Dad would end the broadcast by showing a clip of him visiting the Canadian National Vimy Memorial in Pas-de-Calais, France, in 2007.1

			Before the clip was shown Dad proceeded to go off script, addressing “those people”, who chose not to buy a poppy pin in support of the Royal Canadian Legion. At the end of this broadcast, I wondered if he would receive mild backlash about it, never dreaming I had just watched the final Coach’s Corner. He told me long afterwards that, after that speech, he looked at co-host Ron MacLean and said, “We may be hearing about that one.” Ron just looked at him inquisitively, indicating that Ron might not have been listening as intently as Dad thought. However, he was bobbing his head in agreement throughout the dialogue, gave Dad the thumbs-up at the end, and said, “Love you for it.” In fairness to Ron, it is incredible how he can concentrate when the producers are talking in his ear while Coach’s Corner is going on. Plus, I believe HNiC repeated this Coach’s Corner for both their Central Canadian viewers. How bad could they have felt it was if they rebroadcasted it?

			Throughout the years of the producers talking to Ron during Coach’s Corner, none came on as strong as when the subject came up about the Iraq War in 2003. Dad started to give his opinion about the Canadian government not supporting the U.S. military when they were attacking the regime of Saddam Hussein in Iraq during the Gulf War in the nineties. Dad said you could hear them screaming in Ron’s ear to get off this topic, with Ron replying, on air, “No, no, we’re not moving on. Don’t worry about it.” Dad knew this was a touchy topic to be discussing and that nothing good could come from it. Liberal-thinking Ron kept pushing Dad to justify his support of the U.S. Dad kept using the scenario of, “If you are in a bar and your friend gets into a fight, would you not support him?” I believe Ron’s take was, “Not if he was in the wrong,” while Dad’s philosophy is, “No matter what, you support your buddy.”

			Hmm … this philosophy sounds familiar now that I am writing it.

			Needless to say, they really went at it for that Coach’s Corner. Dad told me that, at the end, they looked at each other in silence. It was so controversial that I don’t think CBC even put it on their website afterwards—even if you google it, it’s nowhere to be found. That Monday, Ruth-Ellen Soles, a spokesperson for CBC, addressed it by saying, “CBC does not feel HNiC is the appropriate place for discussion on the war in Iraq.” CBC ombudsman (the person responsible for investigating complaints against the company) David Bazay said he received a “handful of complaints.” I believe the CBC’s Sports’ executive director at the time, did talk to Dad and Ron about it that Monday; however, they continued together for another fifteen years. Knowing that he had weathered the storm after that tirade (plus other controversial subjects, such as, “It’s mostly French guys that wear visors,” “It’s always a woman yapping at the game that gets hit with the puck,” etc.), I figured no worries. Since I was in Ottawa at a trade show for the weekend, my biggest concern was remembering to wear a poppy the next day at my booth.

			Not being a big social media hound, when I walked into the show the next morning everyone came running, asking me if I had heard all the hoopla about Dad. I chuckled, never realizing it was such a big deal, and made sure I had a poppy on. Even at the show, most people mentioning it to me said he was correct in what he was saying. My friend Leanne said that, while she was watching, she turned to her friend and said, “I guess he’s talking about me—I forgot to get a poppy!” This to me proved that if people weren’t wearing one they would either take offence or feel guilty, which motivated them to go out and get one, which was the point.

			After a long day at the show tearing down the booth and driving back to Toronto, I got a call from my brother Tim. Ironically, he and his wife were down in New York City celebrating Veterans’ Day by wearing a poppy and visiting the Ground Zero reflecting pools, with the names of the victims of 9/11 etched around them. They found the name of Garnet Ace Bailey, a one-time Boston Bruin and a scout for the LA Kings who had been killed in the plane that hit the south tower. When they found his name, they placed their poppies on it. Ace never played for Dad but Tim knew him, as he once came over to our house in North Andover, Massachusetts.

			He told me that, upon his arrival in NYC, he was met with a call from Sportsnet. But little did Tim know, Rogers Sports & Media, had already visited Dad at his house that Sunday morning. It was there that they gave him their demands, which were more than just saying sorry. I’m sure Dad’s parting words to them were, “You gotta do what you gotta do.”

			They asked Tim to try to talk Dad into saying he was sorry. Tim, who didn’t know of the other stipulations, said that there was no way Dad was going to read a prewritten PR or lawyer-vetted statement. He knew it and Sportsnet knew it. Tim said something along the lines of, “Well, if Dad’s not going to read your statement and you are getting heat from the sponsors, then it’s not that hard a decision.” There was talk about Dad’s legacy. People didn’t understand that if Dad did what they asked, his legacy would be ruined. Or maybe they did.

			Tim and I never entered the conversation or debate with Dad on what he should do. I figured it like this: not many people watching would be upset with what Dad had to say. However, because of how media and communication work today, most people who became upset learned about it from the aftermath of the media reportage. I get it. I knew Dad had said many things that had upset people, but this time it was different. Not so much with the people, but with the corporations. This was their chance to do what they had been trying to do for years: oust Dad. In the past they knew he had a tremendous following, plus he brought in big bucks in advertising time before Coach’s Corner. How many commercials did you have to sit through before he finally came on? You always had time to refresh your beverage. But now it was different. I believe it was their agenda to start eliminating a lot of the higher-paid talent, and if so, it would only be logical that Dad would be at the top of their hit list.

			I got home from Ottawa that Sunday night and, fortunately or unfortunately, missed Ron on his Hometown Hockey pre-game show giving his original speech addressing what I’ve come to call “Poppygate.” Let’s face it, we were prepared to hear what Ron was going to say on HNiC, but what he said that Sunday would have opened my eyes to how viral this was all going to go.

			Granted, it was probably scripted by the powers-that-be, but still, to hear such words coming from Ron as “his remarks were hurtful, discriminatory … flat-out wrong … it was a really good lesson for Don and me …” was a real shocker. I watched the TV news that night to see the spin they would put on it. I am not a masochist, but we Cherrys have tough skin and can take the slings and arrows. We have had a lot of practice because of people commenting on his history of controversial remarks. The people who were always upset with him, calling him names, weren’t my type of people anyway. I am always glad when those types are upset. However, the left-wing media has the gullible public’s ear. If you want to see him stoke the fire of these types, google his speech in 2010 at the late Rob Ford’s Toronto mayoral inauguration. He ended it by saying, “. . . and put that in your pipe, you left-wing kooks.” It was classic and, needless to say, ruffled a lot of feathers. However, I was taught that if you want to be that way, you had better be prepared to take the backlash. You can’t have your cake and eat it too—one of the many lessons I have learned from him, and will probably have to apply to this book.

			So, on Monday morning, November 11, 2019, Dad called me and said it was over. He was to be on all the news channels that day, but wanted to call me before it was announced. He confirmed he had met with the Rogers/Sportsnet brass that Sunday. He really had no animosity toward them. As he said, they too were only doing their job. They asked him to apologize, which he said he would not do. However, he said he would go back on air and try to explain what he meant better. They didn’t want that, for they knew that was coming awfully close to what they were asking. And then there was officially no more Coach’s Corner.

			The narrative that Rogers/Sportsnet and Ron put out to the rest of the media was that all Don had to do to keep his job was apologize, and he wouldn’t. That is what a lot of the corporate media shills and people on social media jumped on—why didn’t Don just say he was sorry, and then he would have gotten his job back? To me, there is no doubt Rogers wanted Dad gone, so they backed him into a corner knowing he wouldn’t kneel to their demands. I believe many people in the corporate media knew there was more to the story about Dad’s firing, but didn’t bother looking into it and just went with the corporate narrative: “Don wouldn’t say sorry.” In the end I think what endears Dad to so many people is that they are tired of seeing celebrities and politicians get in trouble for saying something they genuinely mean, and when the shit hits the fan they come out with an insincere apology to keep their job.

			When big companies are dependent on corporate marketing dollars they listen to those corporations, who in turn listen to social media, and we all know how reliable that is. “Those people” who were upset were not even the target market of advertisers on Coach’s Corner, yet they caved to the noisy minority. If you said anything in Dad’s defence, you would be labelled racist, xenophobic, etc., so who would want to take on that headache?

			So, one more Canadian tradition is gone. Many people told me how hockey changed for them that day. Hockey fans had their Saturdays in a routine that revolved around 7:50 p.m. I even had my own. It was always nice that, no matter where I was, I could tune in and see my dad on TV Saturday nights. Men have told me jokingly that their wives were happy that Coach’s Corner wasn’t on any more, as they could now go out for dinners and movies on Saturday nights. They knew that no matter what time they got home, they could always tune in and get an update on the games, but there was nothing like watching a live Coach’s Corner.

			On that point, how much can one game be analyzed? Every game is dissected to death by four or more people talking over one another now. It’s painful. Dad always had fun stuff to show and inside pointers to discuss, things that, with all these experts, no one has picked up on. He always showed pictures of winners of minor hockey tournaments and paid homage to the great work the police, firefighters, and first responders do, let alone recognize the pictures of fallen soldiers. All that stopped because some people took offence to him questioning why more people don’t wear poppies.

			



	

Chapter 2 

Remembrance Day, November 11, 2019

			So, it was the end of Coach’s Corner. The official word was given on November 11, 2019: Remembrance Day. The media was parked outside of Dad’s house, and many were invited in to sit down with him. The slant they would all take on the issue was predictable. Strangely enough, I received a message at the Don Cherry’s Pet Rescue Foundation email address that Fox News wanted to get hold of Dad. Yippee, I said to myself. If there is one media outlet that may give him a fair shake and not put a negative spin on it, it would be Tucker Carlson’s. Sure, I got a lot of requests that I ignored, but this one was special.

			I called Dad and said that, if there was one interview he did, this should be it. I knew my brother Tim would not be pleased, for he could see the potential of it being a disaster. Like most news outlets, they can put a spin on just about anything to make their point. I knew Dad was a pro at handling himself with interviewers, but one slip-up would have added fuel to the fire. This would have given the left-wing media even more fodder to bury Dad with. One thing I know about Dad is that he recognizes when he’s being baited and led down a garden path into answering questions in a truthful way, which could lead to even more controversy. He had been interviewed hundreds of times throughout the years, so he was a pro at dodging questions when he knew the interviewer had an ulterior motive and/or agenda. He once explained to me that most interviewers’ strategy is pretending to be nice and friendly while nodding their heads in agreement, then, when they think they have lulled you into a false sense of security, they pounce with a question from left field, one that was the real reason and motive behind the interview in the first place. This catches you off guard and you’re taken aback, which may lead you to stumble over answers and look foolish. This ambush journalism happens all the time.

			Fox News is like no other media outlet in Canada. We knew they would emphasize the point that this issue had the Canadian media in an uproar. However, with my encouragement, Dad agreed to go on Fox, his favourite news channel.

			It surprised me how much Tucker knew of the situation, and he kept repeating that he didn’t see what the big deal was. He kept trying to figure out the dynamics and logic of firing a paid TV commentator expressing his opinion of wanting more people to wear a symbol that shows their support of soldiers who died in Canadian wars (they don’t do the poppy thing in the States). It was hard for him to fathom. (Welcome to my world, Tucker.) Dad got through it with flying colours, despite the ample opportunity Tucker gave him to throw a lot of people under the bus. He used restraint and resisted the temptation, which I was proud of him for doing. I don’t think I could have.2

			It should be noted that to some degree Tim was correct in his apprehension about Dad going on Fox News. Three years later, he still gets messages on his social media outlet bashing him for going on with Tucker Carlson. For instance, in September of 2022, a woman wrote on his Rock’em Sock’em Hockey Facebook page that she used to love Dad, but since he went on Tucker’s show she figured Tucker was now interfering in Canadian politics. (I don’t understand how she’d come to that conclusion and now thinks Dad is a “scumbag.”) I try not to go on Dad’s Facebook page because of posts like this; however, when I do I usually regret it.

			Take the time I went on because I wanted a picture of Dad wearing a crown that the people at the Stratford Festival gave him when he did his King Lear imitation for HNiC. Rather than bother Tim, who had posted this picture, I thought I’d take it off the Rock’em Sock’em site—big mistake. When I go on social media, I can’t seem to resist reading the comments. It’s like trying not to look at a traffic accident as you drive by—you know you shouldn’t but you can’t help yourself. There, under the shot of Dad wearing the crown, a woman had commented, “Aren’t you dead yet?” When Tim and I read such nonsense our immediate reaction is to write something back, but it’s best left alone. Nothing hurts more than being ignored, but it’s tough to do. So I thought I’d bring in my own keyboard warrior friends from Don Cherry’s Pet Rescue Foundation. I mentioned to them how some people can be so hurtful. I knew that no one knows how to manipulate social media better than the pet-rescue world. They came through for me in spades, and I bet that commenter didn’t even know where it came from.

			That Remembrance Day, I got many calls from friends showing their support and expressing their disbelief that it was all to end like this. The most memorable was a call from Eugene Melnyk, at the time the owner of the Ottawa Senators. He was a guy who knew what it is like to take lots of slings and arrows from the press and public. He was once accused of paying in a roundabout way for an organ transplant he needed. This was not true at all, for I (once an employee of the Kidney Foundation of Canada and an organ donor myself) know how the system works. But since he was rich and in desperate need of the operation, which was successful, that was the rumour going around.

			He always liked Dad for feeling his pain in owning the team in Ottawa and keeping it there. Despite Melnyk losing tons of money he kept the team in Ottawa, and yet he received little community appreciation for it. I could never figure this out, nor could Dad, and he said so many times on Coach’s Corner. He always said that if he were Melnyk, he’d cut bait and move the team to Quebec.

			When Melnyk called me initially, he asked for Dad’s phone number to show his support. However, once he and I started talking we had a nice chat about the media and what it is like to deal with them. He was a smart guy (he passed away in 2022). He knew his audience and could tell I felt his pain, and he felt comfortable enough to vent to me. It was a spicy conversation, and he knew his rant would stay with me. I remember him liking my comment about Dad’s philosophy regarding the press: “They’re either at your feet or your throat.” He was thrilled to hear that Dad was going on Fox News that night, and told me he’d be watching. Sure enough, I got a text with two thumbs up after the broadcast.

			That day I taped all of Dad’s TV interviews that were done in his house. They had the same theme and motive, which was to see who was going to be the first reporter to get Don Cherry to say the word that Canadians throughout the world are known for: “sorry.” Sorry, not going to happen. It was amusing to see how many different ways they could ask the same question over and over. There was one interviewer who asked it three different ways, and the family had to finally step in and say, “He has answered your question three times now—enough.”

			What also motivated the closing of that interview was Dad sitting close to the lit fireplace (isn’t that a metaphor for the predicament?). Normally that gas fireplace doesn’t throw a lot of heat, but he was sitting close to it because it made a nice backdrop for the shot. There were so many interviews in the house that it was only fair to the reporters not to have the same background, so they had to move around his house. One setting was the solarium, and he has two fireplaces on the main floor, so they’d change the angles and the backdrops for different interviewers.

			When he asked me how he thought it went the next day, I mentioned that his house looked great, very cozy and classy, and they showed off his collection of Royal Doulton’s Toby mugs well.

			It was also interesting how the news anchors led into the story. You’d think they’d have a little mercy, seeing that Dad was kind to them in opening up his home. He knew they had a job to do, and to me this was a kind gesture. His wife, Luba, offered them coffee, and when they were waiting for an interview outside she invited them in to warm up. Perhaps they had mistaken this kindness for weakness. Or maybe they thought that the Cherry family was being human to them so they would be kind. Trust me, we knew better than that. They would do their best to trip him up and try to get him to insinuate that his comments were directed at immigrants. He had his eyes wide open going into those interviews, knowing one slip-up would make even more headlines. He didn’t falter or cave to any of them, no matter how hard they pushed. He kept saying the same thing over and over again.

			It was entertaining listening to each interviewer’s intro to the same story. They all tried to put a spin on it so it sounded like Dad was defending himself in their exclusive interview, which was far from the truth. All the interviews were endless; not one interviewer had an original question, and all were non-enlightening. Still, I must admit the intros were painful to hear (other than Tucker’s). Words such as disgraced, racist, xenophobic, and, of course, the most used one, divisive, were all used as headliners going into the interviews. I guess that’s what it takes to sucker the viewers in, which is the name of the game.

			However, I’ll give credit where credit is due. On CTV, reporter Andria Case did a short story on Dad starting up the Grapevine Podcast shortly after Coach’s Corner was cancelled. In it, she never used the buzzwords disgraced, racist, or xenophobic to describe Dad. She just talked about the podcast. It was refreshing.

			Again, the agenda for most people wanting him to respond to his dismissal was to get him to say he was sorry. Sorry for what? I guess the public could then fill in the blanks for their own amusement. It doesn’t matter, for it wasn’t going to happen. The focus of this book is on Don Cherry, including his life philosophies. Fortunately or unfortunately, they are also mine.

			The whole exercise of saying you’re sorry is overrated. We are a culture who apologizes and all is forgiven. This translates as, “You can do any bad thing you want and all you have to do is say you’re sorry to make it right.” Look what “granola parents” teach their children. How often have you heard parents say to their child, “Say you’re sorry”? Their obedient kid then says sorry, but insincerely. To me (and maybe I am wrong—it wouldn’t be the first time), this reinforces to the child that you can do anything wrong as long as you say sorry after. Clobber your friend over the head with a toy truck, and when he cries just say you’re sorry and move on to the next time. A child has an impressionable brain at the early stages of life. When my son Del was young and said he was sorry to me about something, I’d tell him he was only sorry he got caught. If he’d argue with me about his sincerity, I’d ask him what he was sorry for, and how he was going to change that behaviour in the future. One day he came to me and said he was sorry he didn’t cut the grass like I had asked him to. I told him, “Rather than being sorry about it, tell me why you didn’t do it, and how you are going to ensure it won’t happen again.” I would then tell him the consequences of what would happen if the grass didn’t get cut the next Saturday.

			Parents are brainwashed into this “sorry” mentality. Personally, I feel they say it to sound like an accountable parent to other parents. We all know how parental peer pressure is. It’s a strong force that is hard to resist (or not cave in to), but parents have to extrapolate their teachings to their children into adulthood. As Dr. Phil says, your job as a parent is preparing your child for the real world, not protecting them from it, as many parents do. They think solving their kids’ problems is a sign of love, and therefore we have all these brats with no coping skills. These are the same parents who are always harping at their kids to say they are sorry. So what is the outcome if you are accused of political incorrectness, racism, or sexism—pick your poison—just say you’re sorry and all is forgiven?

			A perfect instance of this “sorry mentality,” or recanting one’s opinion to keep a job, was on CTV’s show The Social, featuring Jess Allen commenting on Dad’s dismissal. I loved the late Canadian author and journalist Rex Murphy’s thoughts on her rant, saying it was like “chickadees sneering at an eagle.”3 Does it get any better than that? In her tirade, Ms. Allen claimed she doesn’t “worship at the altar of hockey,” and that she found, in her experience, that those who did “all tend to be white boys who weren’t, let’s say, very nice.” She also added, “They were not generally thoughtful. They were often bullies. Their parents were able to afford to spend five thousand dollars a year on minor hockey. Five thousand dollars is a lot of money. You can do other things besides spending time in an arena. They could go on a trip and learn about the world, see other things, eh? The world is a big place. Get outside the bubble.”

			She then brought it full circle to Dad, saying, “For me, Don Cherry is the walking and talking representative of that type.” She continued by acknowledging that, though he has done some good things, he is “still a bigot and a misogynist.” I guess she knew better than to call him a racist, as many at that time were doing, for it was she who chose to single out a race with her “white boys” comment. To allow her to keep her job, CTV made her apologize by saying, “I do have regrets. I regret saying that my experiences were personal instead of underlining that they were specific episodes from determined moments with particular individuals.”4 Read between the lines with that one.

			I wonder what Ms. Allen’s answer would be if you had a glass of wine with her (after she mopped the floor with herself to keep her job) and asked, “Are you really sorry?” The question the Cherry family was asked was: “Should Jesse Allen have gotten fired?” Of course not. If that’s how she feels, why should she hide those feelings? Let the free market dictate her future. If people had gotten angry enough at her and stopped watching the show, CTV should have let her go, for she would have been affecting their bottom line. Though she is getting paid to give her opinions, it is evident that her employer makes her toe the line if she wants to keep her job. In contrast, what happened to HNiC’s ratings after Dad left? According to the figures from Numeris, Canada’s broadcast measurement firm, HNiC’s ratings took an immediate hit in the wake of Dad’s firing. In the two weeks following, the eastern broadcast of HNiC failed to make the top 30 TV shows ranked by Numeris.5

			The story of Tara Slone, who used to co-host the pre-game show Hometown Hockey with Ron before it was cancelled, is also really sad. Here was a person who spewed her venom on social media three years after the fact. I guess she had to be relevant, and to trend on social media you just need to mention Don Cherry (so they tell me). It’s too bad she didn’t give us quotes about what he said to her to back up her claims that “he is a bigot and has no place on national television with a national platform.”6 She even insinuated that Dad was jealous of Ron. She has no worries from the Cherry family about being misquoted or getting sued—we don’t care. What I will say about her is this: I believe nothing is more demeaning than being hired as a token. One would have to wonder how being an actress, morning TV host, singer in a rock band, or a reality TV contestant would qualify you for being a sportscaster, or whatever you want to call it that she did with Ron. One would wonder where she got all her hockey knowledge from. She even said that “hosting Hometown Hockey was the longest I have ever held one job.” Which is something I wouldn’t brag about.

			After watching all of Dad’s interviews that Monday I was mentally and physically exhausted. I can only imagine how he felt. I called him up the next morning and told him how proud I was of him. He kept his cool and treated each interrogator like it was the first time he had heard their stupid questions. He treated them all with respect, with not one iota of contempt in his voice. That must have taken great restraint.

			



	

Chapter 3 

Poppygate Fallout

			I was always taught never to bite the hand that feeds you, and Rogers/Sportsnet/CBC paid Dad well. However, sometimes when that dog bites it is hard to control. Dad told me at one point that they had advised him that they would prefer him to stop showing images of soldiers who had been killed. They probably thought that if they forced this issue, all Dad had to do was let it be known to the press that he was being forced to discontinue this tradition, which would not go over well. It was a no-win situation for them, so you can’t blame them for being resentful.

			Though they viewed him as an irritant, they realized he was a cash cow. Those commercials leading up to Coach’s Corner were costly. They knew his presence at special events, such as outdoor games and exhibitions like Kraft Hockeyville, gave them legitimacy. People would watch if he and Ron showed up, which meant revenue to them. His syndicated radio show, a Roger’s production, was on over 100 stations across Canada. It was one of the country’s longest-running radio shows, and it ended in 2019 after 35 years. Dad and his co-host Brian Williams agreed to end the show while it was on top. Thank goodness they made that call at the beginning of the 2019–20 hockey season or it too would have been another casualty of Poppygate. In saying all this, we the Cherry family
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