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Miriam and I spent the weekend in a southwestern Ontario 

campground, close to Grand Bend, popular amongst the younger 

set. It wasn’t the typical campground experience of our youth 

which involved tents; we were lodged in a trailer camp set amidst 

lovely, shade trees. The trailer was a double, fold-out unit with a 

large wooden attached deck, and equipped with a shower, oven, TV 

set and most other conveniences of home, so we were not roughing 

it. 

 

We were helping my brother-in-law and his wife celebrate their 

50
th

 wedding anniversary! Yes 50, as in a half century. They (Don 

and Nadine) are both in their 70s and not slowing down. Nadine’s brother and his wife are 

celebrating their 55
th

 wedding anniversary. Miriam and I lag behind at a mere 45.  

 

In one family however, divorce has ruined any chance of catching their parent’s communal 

longevity, and the parents were troubled that the issue remained unresolved after three years of 

quibbling through respective lawyers.  

 

Don and I both greed that we might do well by starting a new business that offered couples 

“wedding insurance,” given that half now fail. With off-shore destination weddings and the 

possibility of getting cold feet at the last minute after everyone has booked a flight, wedding 

insurance might be a valued rider. And, of course, there is the question of expensive gifts. 

Shouldn’t we get a rebate when a marriage dissolves in a few years? Don and I concurred that we 

would call our company “Marriage Insurance ‘R Us,” a catchy title, don’t you think?  

 

In the case cited above, legal fees have snuck up to $35,000 with no resolution in sight! Money 

has become a major issue in the newspapers regarding unions such as the CAW and teachers. 

Pressure is being exerted on collective bargaining with threats from government, labour and 

employers offering no easy resolution. 

 

In the US and Canada, the lowly taxpayer has been called upon to bail out huge automotive 

interests, not allowing big business to fail in this strange new capitalist/socialist hybrid model. 

And the bankers’ penchant for unabashed greed in the US almost brought down the vast, 

intertwined global economic system including us in Canada and our pensions; we still struggle to 

catch up today, and a U.S. Presidential election rides on whether or not Europe will maintain 

economic stability thanks ironically to Germany more than anyone else. In the U.S., the battle is 

so jingoistic that common sense might suggest the average voter run away and hide until it’s 

over.  

 

Which brings me to hockey.  Once again, as the pre-season camps advance, Gary Bettman, the 

NHL commissioner, indicates that yet another season may witness the owner tactic of a player 

lockout because of money. My brother-in-law summed up the argument by labeling it, 

“millionaires fighting billionaires.” The irony is that it’s impossible for a family with a few kids 

to attend an NHL game today with prohibitive costs for tickets, parking and refreshments that set 

one back many hundreds of dollars. 

 

No hockey player, not even Sid “the Kid” Crosby is worth 10 or more 

million dollars per year. Ditto for basketball, football and any other “sport,” 

where stadium costs are often subsidized by taxpayers under the threat of an 

owner relocating to another more compliant city. And no CEO is worth the 

same amount or vastly more, and why are there routine “performance 

bonuses” associated with doing one’s job? Your barber cuts your hair for 

$15, and finished, he holds up a mirror and asks you to comment. You say, 



“Nice.” He says, “That will cost you an extra $5.” You ask, “Why?” He shrugs and says, 

“Performance bonus.”  

 

Sometimes, as I think back of a loaf of bread costing 21 cents in the 60s, and our house in 

Toronto costing $11,000, and my starting salary at $7,000, two thousand dollars more than my 

dad’s top salary, I think this economic world today is divorced from reality.   

 

 

 


