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Dandelions now routinely pop up on my lawns with their happy 

yellow heads screaming for attention, and major league baseball 

has officially opened with soccer flourishing and people 

frequenting the attractive Niagara Parks for picnics. 

Accordingly, I judge d it appropriate that I take Miriam to a St. 

Catharines hockey game. 

 I’m a contrarian. At UWO (now called Western), I 

relished a course in Existential Philosophy where I encountered a 

chap named Søren Kierkegaard, a Danish philosopher, 

theologian and religious author, considered the first existentialist 

philosopher. My hazy recollection is that his credo and that of 

existentialism in general was reduced to the statement, “I am; 

therefore I think” as opposed to Descartes and friends who 

preferred, “I think; therefore I am.” 

 Obviously, there are many mammals out there such as brainy porpoises that have not been 

consulted in this process. And don’t forget elephants who might posit, “I remember; therefore I 

am.”  

 Anyway, Kierkegaard said such wonderful things as, “In the crowd is untruth,” which aptly 

explains our political process. It’s getting impossible to believe politician anymore, and seniors 

have seen their fair share of both politicians and untruth. 

 Speaking of seniors, a large portion of the 900 fans gathered at the St. Catharines Falcons 

Junior B game appeared to be seniors. Tickets are a deal for us at $7 versus the $10 that youngsters 

pay.  

The Falcons with weird, red-striped uniforms played the London Nationals in Game 1 of 

the Sutherland Cup round-robin playoffs at Jack Gatecliff Arena. I liked the Nationals team bus 

which was decorated with Western Mustang pictures, bringing back football memories, but I knew 

they were doomed as soon as I saw their blue Maple Leaf sweaters. Not exactly good karma. They 

were dispatched 9-4 in a sloppily played playoff with few good goals except one masterful 

backhander by a Falcon that reminded me of Sid the Kid. Most goals were rebounds that should 

have been smothered. The Nationals died in the third period, and I noticed a similar effect with the 

officiating. They missed even simple off-sides, awarded boarding penalties for no good reason and 

were oblivious to other penalties such as spearing which should be reserved for fishing.  

 I have a fondness for the late Jack Gatecliff, the Standard’s former Sports Editor, because 

he once took the time and trouble to email me about a column that I wrote about hockey and 

parents. He said that the column was better than anything he had ever written on the topic, and Jack 

did a lot of writing in his day. It was truly a gracious moment, and I will never forget Jack because 

of it. People tend not to be so gracious anymore. When was the last time you went out of your way 

to thank or compliment someone for something? 

 Junior hockey is certainly fun to watch because with players that age, anything can and 

usually does happen. When I was a kid, my father took my brother and me to every Sunday 

doubleheader with the Marlies and St. Mike’s at fabled Maple Leaf Gardens where I inhaled the 

heady atmosphere with huge Turofsky pictures adorning every wall.  

Nat and Lou Turofsky were the official photographers for the Toronto 

Maple Leafs from the 30's to the 60's. They took photos of every Leaf player 

during that time as well as many of the visiting players. Many of their pics were 

used for the “Beehive” photos as well as hockey cards. The most famous 

Turofsky picture was of the last goal Bill Barilko ever scored in overtime 

against the Montreal Canadiens' Gerry McNeil in Game 5 of the Stanley Cup 

final, on April 21, 1951 which won the Leafs the Cup. Barilko is horizontal to 

the ice in the air like the Bobby Orr picture. He died soon after in a plane crash. 

One warning: it gets quite noisy in the Jack Gatecliff Arena. Do not sit next to the elderly lady 

armed with the tambourine and those long plastic things that she banged away at for three entire 

periods! 


