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Those long, lost games when Andy Etmanskie almost won it all

By Barry Conway
Local Journalism Initiative Reporter

Barry’s Bay — Andy Etmanskie
was born August 12th, 1937, so he’s
old enough to remember World War
Two with all its triumph and tragedy
that was brought to his hometown of
Barry’s Bay.

For instance, he remembers that
horrible day in Grade 2 in St.
Joseph’s Roman Catholic School
when his entire class heard that
their parish priest, Father Ambrose
Maika, had just lost a brother in
that war.

“I was just akid,” said Mr. Etman-
skie, now in his 88th year, his voice
sounding as if he was still just a kid,
perhaps to match the eternally-boy-
ish twinkle in his eyes. “I remember
when we got word his plane had
gone down,” he continued. “The
two of them were together the night
before ... after the plane went down,
they never found him. They never
found him.”

Eventually, Mr. Etmanskie turns
his memory to his grade-school
teachers, Sister Kevin and Sister
Mildred.

“I found a little snake and hid it in
a match box — I don’t know why I
had that match box, but I did. Any-
way, I took it into the classroom and
was showing it around to the other
students when Sister Mildred got a
little upset and told me to put it on
her desk till class was over. Well, I
did as I was told. Eventually, she got
curious and opened the box.

“I got in really serious trouble!”
said Andy, again with his boyish
grin.

What really interested Andy when
he was in grade school — other than
war news, reptiles and nuns — was
the large playing field adjacent to the
school, and where he learned to play
baseball, as well as the natural ice
rink down below the school along
Kamaniskeg Lake and where he
learned to play hockey.

“That was a pretty big rink,” he
said. “It even had a dancehall at-
tached to it. But we were just kids
and got rambling around and got
into what they called the rink shack,
and came across a pair of goalie
pads, made out of potato bags.”

By the time he was eleven, he was
developing a cannonading slapshot
along the outdoor boards of that rink
as an above-average defenceman.
He was also playing on one of the
school hockey teams that Father
Maika had started in 1946 after he
came back from the war and began
helping Monsignor Biernacki run
St. Hedwig’s parish adjacent to
Andy’s grade school.

“There were four teams, the Buzz-
ers, the Waxers, Oilers, and Blue-
berries, but by 1950, Murray Daly
and others had built the Old Grey
Lady, that big covered rink on main
street,” he said. “It didn’t have artifi-
cial ice but at least we were inside.”

It was a step up from those cold
winter blasts that sometimes blew
across the open-air rink below the
church where his games had been
played at night right next to Ka-
maniskeg Lake.

Years later, Father Maika would
also organize another four-team
league beside St. Hedwig’s parking
lot for any kid in town interested in
playing little league baseball. Andy
was old enough himself by then to
help build a backstop for those little
leaguers.

Indeed, from the end of the Second
World War to when Andy Etmanskie
played his last hockey game at age
54 in 1991, his name remains syn-
onymous with Barry’s Bay amateur
hockey and baseball. It was not just
a passing hobby for him. It almost
became his professional career,
discounting for the moment his win-
ning of countless Renfrew County
amateur championships.

After he finished high school in
1954 and after having worked the
summer for Jack Fitzgerald in his
furniture and appliance store, Andy
happily looked forward to playing
more local baseball and hockey. But
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in the fall of that same year, he was
also asked to try out for a Junior B
hockey team in Barrie, on the far
side of Algonquin Park. It would be
his introduction to the professional,
mercurial, side of sports, if not some
very famous people.

Take Joe Drago, now a Hock-
ey Canada legend who in 1967
coached the MVDHS Wolves hock-
ey team in Barry’s Bay. More than a
decade before Mr. Drago arrived in
Barry’s Bay, Andy had played with
Joe Drago in Barrie.

A few days after he turned 19,
in August, 1956, Andy was sent a
cheque for $10 from Harold Cotton,
the head scout for the Boston Bru-
ins. Rudy Pilous, who would go on
to coach the Chicago Black Hawks
was also after him to join a team he
had started in St. Catharines.

But all of these offers would come
too late. Andy had already spent the
previous winter playing in Barrie,
after playing for years in Barry’s
Bay on a wide variety of school
and local teams that would today
pass for rustic versions of peewee,
bantam, midget, juvenile and senior
divisions.

And because of his natural talent,
Andy was often recruited to play
on teams that he technically should
not have been allowed to play for,
given age requirements. But, unbe-
knownst to him, by the time he got
picked by the Barrie Flyers in the
1954-55 season, somebody had al-
ready notified Harold Cotton about
Etmanskie, alongside another player
who would eventually be called up
by Boston, but not as a player.

“Don Cherry played for Barrie
during my first year there,” said
Andy with a broad grin.

“But it was not to be,” he added,
without showing any sign of regret.

Prior to returning to Barrie for a
second season, he had broken his
foot the preceding summer. So, by
the time he got to Barrie, he was al-
ready late for training camp. And he
simply couldn’t afford to wait it out,
while the powers that be couldn’t
seem to decide what to do with
him — whether to send him south of
the border to the American Hockey
League for further seasoning or keep
him for one more year on some other
team in Canada.

Finally, he was sent to the Owen
Sound Greys, a Junior B team which
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The cheque from the Boston Bruins scout Andy Etmanskie never cashed.

would be the same launching pad for
NHL players such as Chico Maki.
The Greys provided Andy with
room seven days a week, board six
days a week and $11 a week pocket
change to cover the cost of feeding
himself on Sundays, as well as to
cover the cost of doing his own
laundry —all in exchange for playing
hockey day in, day out, and arriving
at every rink in a suit and tie.

“Not like today,” he said.

“You see how they dress today?
They go to the rink like they were
going to the circus!” he added with
his customary chuckle.

Eleven dollars might sound like
a princely sum back in 1956, but it
was too pitiful to keep a growing
boy, well, growing. So, not long into
that 1956-57 season, Andy returned
to Barry’s Bay, got married to Cath-
erine Blank from Wilno and joined
the regular labour force, working
with his father in the forest industry
on the Bonnechere River.

Still, hockey was in his blood, as
well as baseball, and so he soon
improved upon his already enviable
amateur career locally.

For instance, he began playing
with Elmer Mask, who couldn’t
afford hockey gloves and so wore
ordinary farmer’s gloves. It was
Elmer who taught Andy how to
fight while wearing skates, given
that Elmer on occasion had been a
sparring partner of George Chuvalo.
In fact, Andy thought Elmer’s teach-
ing ability was right up there with
Sister Mildred.

Still, Andy loves to talk about
some of those great old games that
once filled the Old Grey Lady, that
legendary now-long-gone rink that
once graced main street Barry’s Bay
and that could hold 1,800 screaming
fans, especially on Sunday after-
noons, all through winter.

Those were the days when Andy
Etmanskie’s Barry’s Bay team
might include his brother, Robert,
as well as Jackie Billings, Kenny
Recoskie, Bobby Crawford, Weldon
Coulas, Ray Zilney, Bernie Stubbs,
Jerome “Tubby” Cybulskie, and Ray
Hoffman. And because Tubby and
Ray were sometimes attending St.
Michael’s College at the University
of Toronto where they played var-
sity hockey, it was the best of times,
the worst of times.

On occasion, Ray would come
home and bring along other varsity
hockey players such as Dickie Duff
who went on to play for the Toronto
Maple Leafs. But when the Renfrew
County league found out about the
varsity connection, well, they gave
the Barry’s Bay team the boot and
kicked them out of their league.

“I don’t know why,” said Andy, as
if still scratching his head. “I guess,
you’re not supposed to bring ringers
into a league game!”

And if that wasn’t enough, imag-
ine all the fun when Whitney came

to town.

“Anytime Whitney came to town,
it was just a brawl,” he said with
a broad smile. “It was always just
fights. Was it just they liked to fight
or for some other reason? I really
don’t know.”

Whatever the case, it was not un-
common to have the police attend
local senior hockey games, and on
more than one occasion, fans were
carted off into the awaiting paddy
wagon.

Or there was that time, Andy went
on to say, when he was on a team
from Barry’s Bay and they were
playing baseball in Douglas. The
home team hit a home run with
the bases loaded but that home-run
hitter missed tagging second base.
Andy, the catcher for the visiting
Barry’s Bay team, noted the error
and so managed to get the fellow
out, but after the home run hitter
was credited with scoring all his
grand-slam runs.

The umpire, Bill Higginson, who
would go on to become the editor
of the Pembroke Observer, agreed
with Andy’s essential manoeuver,
but Father Hunt, the Douglas gen-
eral manager, got so incensed he
cancelled the rest of the game and
sent the Barry’s Bay boys home to
sin no more.

Baseball was a very serious, if
not sinful, business back in those
days. Especially when priests were
coaching the home team, as was the
case with Father McNamara who
managed a team from Eganville.

“But it was Father Mac,” says
Andy, “who once came to the de-
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fence of the Barry’s Bay team,”
apparently after some foul-mouthed
Eganville rapscallions began ques-
tioning the unsullied paternity of the
boys from Barry’s Bay.

“Father Mac told them to be
quiet,” said Andy. “But they kept
it up and finally he turns around to
them and says, ‘If I had my two legs
under me, he says, you wouldn’t be
shouting no more.”

Years before Father Mac had lost
both legs to amputation but it never
slowed down his appetite for com-
petitive sport.

“He was quite the character,”
added Andy before saying that
eventually Father Mac moved to St.
Lawrence O’Toole parish in Barry’s
Bay, where he died happy.

When it came to baseball, Andy
Etmanskie remembers that it was
M.J. Murray who not only first
convinced him to take up catching
in the first place, but it was M.J.
who bought Andy his first catcher’s
mitt. Andy also played with Michael
Murray, a first-rate pitcher in the
1950s and ‘60s during those St.
Hedwig summer picnics that would
attract hundreds, if not thousands,
of fans for local exhibition baseball
games, again on Sunday afternoons.

It was at a time where people had
to make their own fun. There was no
TV and even after Frank Cybulski
built the Bay Theatre early in the
1950s, that theatre only had two
showings a week, so sporting events
were still all the rage.

And that led to a lot of very good
hockey and baseball players who
provided excellent entertainment
value.

“Because,” said Andy, “everybody
was pretty physical around here,
whether they were working in the
lumber mills or just carrying water
in for the household. People got a lot
of exercise just in their natural lives.

And they liked the idea of sport. It
was fun to play something. And so,
people got good at it, because there
were always pick-up games.”

Andy Etmanski grew up the son
of Angus and Tessie (nee Prince)
Etmanskie. His siblings included
Anna, who ran the local Shell
station, and Teresa, who was in-
strumental in developing the local
Legion branch, as well as being
an outspoken fan of local sporting
teams. There were also Florian,
Marion, Phyllis, Robert and Judy.

And, of course, there was Andy’s
famous uncle, Pete, who managed
the Old Grey Lady that housed local
hockey teams from 1950 to 1980,
prior to the Paul J. Yakabuski Com-
munity Centre opening.

Given his uncle Pete, Andy Etman-
skie pretty well had the run of the
Old Grey Lady during the 1950s,
‘60s, and ‘70s when he played
on senior hockey teams with the
equally legendary Jerome ‘Tubby’
Cybulskie.

Of course, there were others as
well — Mark Yantha, Ziggy Min-
tha, Mike Murray, Shorty Prince,
— and still other competitors from
Whitney, Killaloe, Combermere,
or Palmer Rapids — but the ama-
teur sporting world of the 1950s
and 1960s in Barry’s Bay honestly
couldn’t be written without Andy
Etmanskie.

It was a time when amateur sports
was a serious endeavour. Take
the case of Bernie Stubbs, one
of Andy’s many teammates. One
morning Andy heard his friend
was getting married on the Quebec
side, so he didn’t expect him for
the game that afternoon. Still, Mr.
Stubbs showed up right on cue for
that afternoon game.

“I guess his wife wouldn’t be
too happy about that, but he loved
hockey,” said Andy.
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skie, captain of a Brry’s y Hockey team and winners of the George Cup in the Bon-




