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      Preface

      
      
      In the pantheon of all-time Boston sports greats, none is bigger than Theodore Samuel
         Williams. The last man to hit .400 in a Major League Baseball season, the famously
         temperamental Red Sox slugger won six batting titles and hit 521 homers in a brilliant
         19-year career that spanned from the New Deal era of the 1930s to the dawn of the
         Space Age in the 1960s. “I wanted to be the greatest hitter who ever lived,” he wrote
         in his autobiography, My Turn at Bat, with John Underwood. Williams had long since accomplished that goal when he sat
         down for a live 1992 television interview with fellow Beantown legends Larry Bird
         of the Celtics and Bobby Orr of the Bruins.
      

      
      This once-in-a-lifetime gathering of athletic prowess had been put together by local
         sports broadcaster Bob Lobel for a popular weekly show he hosted called Sports Final. A usually breezy performer in front of the camera, Lobel was all nerves on this
         particular day. “That’s because I was the only one who could screw it up,” Lobel said
         years later. “Even if they sat there and no one said a thing, it was going to be an
         amazing shot.” Lobel rose to the occasion, however, and engaged the three superstars
         in a lively and entertaining discussion of their individual careers and achievements.
         But something curious happened when a video played of a leaping Orr scoring the series-winning
         goal in the 1970 Stanley Cup Finals, an iconic moment that has been immortalized in
         a larger-than-life bronze statue at the western entrance to Boston’s TD Garden, the
         current home of the Bruins. Williams, never one for subtlety, could not resist needling
         Orr about this career-defining act. “Jesus, I see that goal all the time!” he exclaimed.
         “Is that the only goal you ever scored?”
      

      
      The Goal is emblematic of the uniquely talented Orr and the uniquely talented hockey
         club he played for—the Big Bad Bruins—which, according to one historian, “launched
         a thousand hockey rinks and sparked the explosion of the game in the United States.”
         Indeed, most of the gold medal–winning 1980 “Miracle on Ice” U.S. men’s Olympic hockey
         team—including Massachusetts-raised members Mike Eruzione, Jack O’Callahan, and Jim
         Craig—had grown up watching CBS network telecasts of their contests in the late 1960s
         and 1970s. At a time when the sport was dominated almost exclusively by Canadians,
         Eruzione, O’Callahan, and Craig were inspired to go out and elevate their games to
         a higher level. They were not the only ones. Such future NHL stars with local roots
         as Bobby Carpenter, Tom Barrasso, and Mike Milbury were similarly roused. “The city
         was in a Bruins fog,” Milbury told author Fluto Shinzawa in The Big 50: The Men and Moments That Made the Boston Bruins.
      

      
      
         It’s hard to describe. People—family and friends—would gather on a Thursday night
            to watch the game. The next day, that was the discussion. There was always something
            to discuss. They were one of the great entertaining teams of all time. . . . Cult-like
            is the best way to describe it. People were consumed with the Bruins.
         

         
      

      The following pages tell their story and the amazing year they became champions.

      
      
   
      Chapter 1

      1970

      
         
         
      

      
      
         The nation appears to be coming apart at the seams and not even the sport of hockey
            can escape the tide of events.
         

         
      

      “Houston, we’ve had a problem.” Apollo 13 commander Jim Lovell uttered these famous words to Houston Mission Control two days
         after he and fellow astronauts Jack Swigert and Fred Haise blasted off in their Saturn
         5 rocket from Cape Kennedy, Florida, on April 11, 1970. The crew’s destination was
         the moon, but two hundred thousand miles into their journey, they heard a “loud bang”
         that set off an array of warning lights inside the cramped confines of their Odyssey
         command module. “It really was not until I looked out the window and saw the oxygen
         venting from the rear of my space craft that I knew we were in serious trouble,” Lovell
         later said. Indeed, an attached oxygen fuel tank had exploded, draining the vessel’s
         air supply and electrical power to critically low levels. Apollo 13’s scheduled landing on the moon, which was to be the third in history, had to be
         scratched. The mission now became one of life-or-death survival. “It seems almost
         more than human nerves [can] take,” the New York Times commented. Only through the unruffled courage displayed by the crew and the brilliant
         technical assistance provided by the flight control team on the ground was disaster
         avoided. On April 17, Odyssey splashed down in the Pacific Ocean with everyone on
         board safe and unharmed. “One of the most beautiful sights we saw was the sight of
         the earth getting bigger as we came back,” Swigert said.
      

      
      The Apollo 13 miracle provided one of the few bright spots in 1970, an otherwise bleak year that
         produced war, massive protests, political scandal, and seething cultural unrest. And
         caught in its unforgiving, inexorable grasp was Richard M. Nixon. Elected by a narrow
         popular margin in 1968, the dour, stooped-shouldered 37th president of the United
         States had campaigned on the promise of ending the Vietnam War—an unpopular conflict
         he had inherited from his Democratic predecessor that was being fought half a world
         away in Southeast Asia. The war, which pitted a corrupt and hopelessly inept U.S.-backed
         regime in South Vietnam against a stronger, Communist-led one in the north, had been
         raging for several long years at the cost of tens of thousands young American lives.
         Publicly, Nixon said he wanted to achieve a “peace with honor,” but privately the
         Republican conceded he wanted to cut U.S. losses and leave Vietnam as soon as possible.
         To square this almost impossible political circle, Nixon announced a policy of Vietnamization—a
         “plan in which we will withdraw all our forces from Vietnam on a schedule in accordance
         with our own program, as the South Vietnamese become strong enough to defend their
         own freedom.”
      

      
      In covering for the phased withdrawal of U.S. troops, Nixon approved of a targeted
         military strike against Cambodia, a weak neighboring neutral country where the North
         Vietnamese had been funneling troops and supplies to the south. Nixon announced the
         bold move during a nationally televised address from the Oval Office on the evening
         of April 30. “This is not an invasion of Cambodia,” he claimed. “The areas in which
         these attacks will be launched are completely occupied and controlled by North Vietnamese
         forces. Our purpose is not to occupy the areas. Once enemy forces are driven out of
         these sanctuaries and once their military supplies are destroyed, we will withdraw.”
         Indeed, the entire point of the exercise was to put the North Vietnamese leadership
         on notice. “We will be patient in working for peace, we will be conciliatory at the
         conference table, but we will not be humiliated. We will not be defeated. We will
         not allow American men by the thousands to be killed by an enemy from privileged sanctuaries.”
         Nixon acknowledged his decision was bound to generate controversy. Yet, he insisted
         there was no viable alternative, for in the final analysis, he claimed, there was
         a higher purpose at stake. “If, when the chips are down, the world’s most powerful
         nation, the United States of America, acts like a pitiful and helpless giant, the
         forces of totalitarianism and anarchy will threaten free nations and free institutions
         throughout the world.”
      

      
      Supreme Court chief justice Warren Burger surprised Nixon afterward by stopping by
         the White House to hand deliver a note praising the “sense of history and destiny”
         expressed in the speech. Nixon received a further unexpected boost the next morning
         when he was leaving the Pentagon after a briefing. A cheering, enthusiastic group
         of employees mobbed him in the lobby and told him how much they had appreciated his
         remarks. All the while, Nixon could not stop thinking about how markedly different
         the young men and women serving in uniform overseas were from the thousands of college
         students protesting the war at home, who, he claimed, “took advantage of their draft
         deferments and their privileged status in our society to bomb campuses, set fire and
         tyrannize their institutions.” Nixon shared these feelings with the crowd of well-wishers.
         “You see, these bums, you know, blowing up the campuses,” he told them. “Listen, the
         boys that are on the college campuses today are the luckiest people in the world,
         going to the greatest universities, and here they are burning up the books, storming
         around about this issue. . . . Then out there, we have kids who are just doing their
         duty. And I have seen them. They stand tall, and they are proud.”
      

      
      A wave of campus demonstrations broke out throughout the country protesting the Cambodian
         incursion. The most infamous occurred on the afternoon of May 4, when members of the
         Ohio National Guard fired approximately 67 rounds of live ammunition into a crowd
         of student antiwar protesters at Kent State University in Kent, Ohio. “The crackle
         of the rifle volley cut the suddenly still air,” the New York Times reported in its next day’s edition. “Some of the students dived to the ground, crawling
         on the grass in terror. Others stood shocked or half crouched, apparently believing
         the troops were firing into the air. Some of the rifle barrels were pointed upward.”
         Four were killed and nine others seriously wounded during the melee, which lasted
         13 seconds and forever came to be known as the “Kent State Massacre.” “You know, I
         felt like I was in Vietnam,” 21-year-old senior marketing major Yvonne Mitchell told
         a reporter. “Because all of a sudden the campus I had been on for over two years had
         become a battleground for a fight that was totally unnecessary.” Two of the slain—William
         K. Schroeder and Sandra L. Scheuer—had not even taken part in the demonstration. They
         were walking between classes when they got caught in the hail of deadly bullets.
      

      
      Other surviving protesters were awash in anger and disbelief. “Many of them clustered
         in small groups staring at the bodies,” the Times said. “A young man cradled one of the bleeding forms in his arms. Several girls began
         to cry. But many of the students who rushed to the scene seemed almost too shocked
         to react.” Indeed, most refused to stand down when the Guardsmen issued a crowd dispersal
         order. “If they want to kill us all, let them do it now,” a defiant student exclaimed.
         The latter seemed like a distinct possibility until a respected, mild-mannered geology
         professor named Glenn Frank stepped in to intervene. “I am begging you right now,”
         Frank implored the gathering. “If you don’t disperse right now, they’re going to move
         in, and it can only be a slaughter. Would you please listen to me? Jesus Christ. I
         don’t want to be a part of this.” That did the trick. The students slowly retreated,
         and some semblance of calm was restored.
      

      
      Mary Ann Veechio felt anything but serene, however. A 14-year-old runaway from Opa-locka,
         Florida, Veechio had been visiting the campus when she got coaxed into attending the
         demonstration. “I was kind of on the fringe of the crowd,” she told author James A.
         Michener afterward. “I was walking slowly up with a guy, and I turned to ask him what
         was happening. I can’t remember just what I said, I did ask him his name though, and
         he said, ‘Jeff.’” That would be Jeffrey Miller, a 20-year-old transfer student from
         Michigan State University who was fatally gunned down once the shooting started. “There
         was blood coming out of his nose and mouth, and it looked like he had two apples in
         one cheek,” Veechio said. It took her a few harrowing moments to process what she
         had just witnessed. Her first reaction was to flee, but then she had second thoughts.
      

      
      
         I saw a girl on the ground, and someone was trying to hold her head off the grass.
            So I went back to Jeff, and there was a big crowd around him and there was a whole
            lot of blood now. Some guy jumped up and down in it, yelling and screaming, and the
            blood was splattering all over us. I got some on my shirt and on my pants. I never
            saw this guy before. He just came out of nowhere, I guess.
         

         
      

      Her anguish over Miller’s shooting was vividly captured by campus student photographer
         John Filo, thereafter awarded the Pulitzer Prize for the image. The now-iconic photograph
         depicts a horrified Veechio kneeling beside Miller’s bleeding body with her bent right
         arm extended outward in a pleading gesture.
      

      
      The shootings shocked the nation and left many groping for answers. As Life magazine editorialized,
      

      
      
         The upheaval in Kent seemed at its outset to be merely another of the scores of student
            demonstrations that have rocked U.S. campuses. But before it ended, in senseless and
            brutal murder at point-blank range, Kent State had become a symbol of the fearful
            hazards latent in dissent, and in the policies that cause it.
         

         
      

      The White House appeared disinclined to embrace this interpretation. In an official
         statement, Nixon lay full blame for the killings on the student antiwar protesters.
         “This should remind us all once again that when dissent turns to violence, it invites
         tragedy,” he said.
      

      
      
         It is my hope this tragic and unfortunate incident will strengthen the determination
            of all the nation’s campuses—administrators, faculty, and students alike—to stand
            firmly for the right which exists in this country of peaceful dissent and just as
            strongly against the resort to violence as a means of such expression.
         

         
      

      Privately, Nixon confessed to taking a more nuanced view of the Ohio events, which
         he characterized as “among the darkest of my presidency.” He wrote in his memoirs,
         “I could not help thinking about the families, suddenly receiving the news that their
         children were dead because they had been shot at a campus demonstration.” Nixon felt
         even more “utterly dejected” a few days later when he read a newspaper quote from
         the father of one of the deceased victims. “My child is not a bum,” the man said.
      

      
      The incident at Kent State did not end the cycle of campus violence. Eleven days later
         at the predominantly black Jackson State University in Jackson, Mississippi, two students
         were killed when local and state police fired into a girls’ dormitory on campus. A
         large group of concerned peers had earlier assembled near the front of the building
         in response to a false rumor that a popular local civil rights activist and his wife
         had been murdered. When law enforcement officers arrived in riot gear to break up
         the gathering, a bottle was angrily thrown in their direction. “So, the bottle is
         in the air, it’s as if it’s suspended like forever,” remembered undergraduate Steve
         Vernon Weakly. “It floated down and came in from behind (the police), and it hit right
         in the middle of them and it burst. It was as if they just went crazy from there .
         . . they started shooting the guns immediately—immediately—and it was like all hell
         broke loose.”
      

      
      More than four hundred rounds of ammunition were used in the 28-second fusillade,
         which an investigative presidential commission later called an “unreasonable, unjustified
         overreaction.” “The carnage . . . was just incredible,” said Weakly, who suffered
         a gunshot wound to the leg. “Everybody was screaming, and all of a sudden everything
         got eerily quiet. Then it started back up again. It was like 10 times louder than
         it was before. People were screaming, girls were fainting, blood was everywhere.”
         In Weakly’s mind, there was no doubt about who bore responsibility for the violence.
         “Visualize, if you will, heavily armed policemen, primarily highway patrolmen and
         Jackson police, coming through our campus. Any campus in America that would have been
         a taboo. Of course kids are going to do what we did, which was scream and holler at
         them to get off campus.”
      

      
      The talk of revolution now filled the air as 364 colleges and universities nationwide
         shut down to avoid further bloodshed. Struggling to come to grips with the situation,
         Nixon made an unorthodox effort to engage with antiwar activists in the predawn hours
         of May 9. Accompanied by his personal valet, Manola Sanchez, and a contingent of Secret
         Service agents, he ventured to the steps of the Lincoln Memorial, where an estimated
         group of 50 protesting students had bedded down the previous evening. The latter were
         at the Capitol to attend a massive antiwar rally scheduled for the next day.
      

      
      “I was trying to relate to them in a way that they could feel I understood their problems,”
         Nixon wrote afterward. He told the students the Cambodian incursion was designed to
         get the country out of Vietnam rather than deeper into the war.
      

      
      
         I realize that most of them would not agree with my position, but I hoped they would
            not allow their disagreement on this issue to lead them to fail to give [the administration]
            a hearing on some issues where we might agree. And also particularly I hoped that
            their hatred of the war, which I could well understand, would not turn into a bitter
            hatred of our whole system, our country, and everything that it stood for.
         

         
      

      Nixon’s audience remained largely unimpressed, particularly when he bizarrely brought
         up the subjects of the Syracuse University football team and surfing. “He didn’t look
         anyone in the eyes,” remembered one student. “He was mumbling. When people asked him
         to speak up, he would boom one word and no more. As far as sentence structure, there
         was none.” While Nixon described to a reporter afterward how the episode was “one
         of the most interesting experiences in my life,” his White House chief of staff took
         a dimmer view. “The weirdest day so far,” Bob Haldeman confided in his diary. “I am
         concerned about [the president’s] condition . . . he has had very little sleep for
         a long time, and his judgment, temper, and mood suffer badly as a result.”
      

      
      The judgment and character of Nixon’s greatest political rival was also coming under
         intense scrutiny. In the tragic aftermath of his brother Robert’s 1968 assassination,
         U.S. senator Edward M. Kennedy of Massachusetts had become heir apparent to the most
         famous political dynasty in the United States. Indeed, expectations were high that
         the 37-year-old Democratic lawmaker would make a run for the presidency in 1972, and
         thwart Nixon’s reelection chances. But a fatal late-night automobile accident on Chappaquiddick
         Island on July 18, 1969, threw these hopes in disarray. Kennedy was behind the wheel
         of a black Oldsmobile Delmont 88 that resulted in the death of his lone passenger—28-year-old
         Mary Jo Kopechne of New Jersey.
      

      
      Kopechne, a veteran Washington political staffer who had risen to become a speechwriter
         for Robert F. Kennedy during his ill-fated 1968 presidential run, had earlier in the
         day attended a small cookout and reunion party at a rented cottage on the remote island
         off the southeastern coast of Massachusetts with a group of former campaign coworkers
         known as the “Boiler Room Girls.” As the evening wore on, Kennedy, a married man,
         struck up a conversation with the single and strikingly attractive Kopechne. “I did
         not know her socially before that evening. Perhaps I had met her before but I did
         not recall it,” Kennedy later wrote in his 2009 autobiography True Compass. Unsurprisingly, most of the Kopechne–Kennedy exchange focused on memories of Kennedy’s
         slain older brother, which caused both to become emotional. Ted, in fact, felt a panic
         attack coming on. “I needed to get out of that party,” he remembered. “I needed to
         get outside, to breathe some fresh air.” Kopechne also experienced the need to depart
         the premises, giving Kennedy the opening he had been looking for. He offered to drive
         Kopechne to a local boat ferry that would take her to her hotel on nearby Martha’s
         Vineyard. “I was grateful for the excuse to leave,” he said.
      

      
      Kopechne never reached the hotel. Kennedy made a wrong turn at a T-intersection and
         ended up on an unpaved road running in the opposite direction of the ferry. “It was
         very dark,” Kennedy recounted. “I had not been to this part of the island before that
         day, when I had been a passenger in the car and not the driver.” Kennedy became disoriented
         and was taken by surprise when a narrow wooden bridge suddenly came into view. “It
         had no guard rails and headed in a leftward angle from the road,” he pointed out.
         The crucial seconds that followed would forever change his life. Kennedy plunged the
         black sedan off the side of the bridge and into a pond that flowed underneath. The
         car settled into the murky depths upside down. Kennedy was certain he was going to
         drown but somehow managed to break free and float to the surface. As for Kopechne,
         who he had felt struggling beside him in the submerged vehicle, Kennedy asserted he
         made several attempts to dive back into the water to save her. “I could not see her
         in the car,” he claimed 40 years later. “I hoped she’d been
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