THE R.A.G. HOCKEY NEWS, 1-23-10
YAWN….WHEN DO THE PLAYOFF START?
Parity?  Playoff preparation? Old age? Saving ourselves for later in life?  What ever the reason, I had to shake Stan many times in the plastic gerbil cage to help him stay awake thru the three contests today.  With a total of only 10 goals scored in all three games, it was no wonder the spectators were walking out on us.  The lack of action gave me an opportunity to pick the brain (?) of my scholarly teacher (the Buddha) who decided to join Stan and me in the cube for the first game.  Actually, it wasn’t the first game that drew him in, but the Egg McMuffin that Stan had for him.  Anyway, you guys do not realize the depth to which Buddha keeps track of our foolishness.  He can tell you stats and information back to when McSween was timid and when I had hair.  Besides that he brings a great dry sense of humor to what we do.  As you may or may not know, Buddha prepares the score sheets every week in preparation for our shenanigans. Captains, you should always take time to read the names listed as the referees on our score sheets and the arenas that we play in…they are always relevant to current events.  Example: One of today’s score sheets had the referees listed as Kielle Hunter and Elizabeth Edwards, the scorer listed as John Edwards, and the game being played at “Come Clean Arena”.  Either he has too much time on his hands or he is testing us to see if we are really looking at the score sheets.  Whatever the case, thanks Buddha, I am sure that I speak for everyone when I say that we really appreciate your efforts and humor.
The 8:30 game was the first of three yawners, with potential goals bouncing dangerously around the net but not in.  “Inky” Abbott was “stellar in yeller” at one end of the ice while the “Dobber” was also holding his own at the other end.   Obviously, our resident slick-talking car salesman Hard Hearted Hannan didn’t care much about the outcome as he chose to abandon his team mates for the excitement of drooling over old cars that are almost as old as he is in Vegas. He called upon “Old” (Joe) McDonald to fill in for him and hoped that his other super-sub, “Stilts” Dave Franklin would bring home the bacon.  They both did their part with Dave scoring the only goal for the Bricks and “Old” McDonald assisting, but the rest of the team was MIA.  For the winners (?), goals were provided by “Sub” Bowen and Smiling Mike Whitfield.  The game ended up with the Leafs on top 2-1 and I only had to shake Stan twice to wake him up.  When he did wake up, he chose Smiling Mike as the star of the game for his game winning goal and for how politely he checked with Stan after the game to make sure he got credit for an assist on the first goal by “Sub” Bowen.
At 9:30 I had to leave the plastic cube halfway thru the game to get ready for my 10:30 game, but by then I had already shaken Stan four times to keep him awake. The Wind, obviously deflated because of their inability to catch the Beards in the standings, skated with a seemingly “who cares, when do the playoffs start” attitude.  Even the most vocal encouragement of their normally quiet and shy “Sweetness” McSween could not spur energy into the Wind.  Big Don Fawcett scrambled his lineup for the game, looking for some scoring punch for the upcoming playoffs.  This seemed to work with “Belt-Em” Carl Belz scoring two goals for the Treads from his new position on the front lines.  This would be all that the Treads needed to win the game as the Wind could only counter with one goal by “O’Dear” O’Dea.  The final was four wake-up calls in the booth and eight (rather loud) by Sweeny to his team-mates on the Wind’s bench.  Oh, and by the way, in other non-important news, the final score was 2-1 for the Treads.  Stan chose “Shut-Em-Down” Sammy C as his star of the game for sending stone cold shivers down the spine of the normally high scoring Jet and his cohorts with his goaltending.
The 10:30 game would have my pitiful Pits (as correctly labeled by Buddha last week) going up against the already “locked in” regular Season Champs, the Beards.  With nothing to lose for the Beards, and with some respect to be gained by the Pits, you would expect the game to be in favor of my beloved Pits.  Yea, sure!  The game was controlled by the slick goal tending by the two sub-goaltenders, Denny “The Saint” Andrews for the Beards and “Inky” Abbott for my hopeful Pits.  Notice: even the regular goaltenders didn’t think enough of the importance of this game to drag their asses out of bed.  Bob “The Bouncer” Cheatham scored first for the Beards, I then got lucky and tipped one past “Saint” Andrews, followed by another goal for the Pits by the subbing super-star CTOM Joel Layne.  The final goal of the first period and game was scored in a typical tick-tack-toe fashion by the Leskum brothers – “Smokey” Jim to “The Finisher” Al.  The final stanza was total boredom except for a stupid-ass penalty by yours truly… for this I owe Jim Walsh & our “innocent bystander” goaltender “Inky” Abbott an apology.  My over zealous aggressiveness was uncalled for.  Other than that, and having to tap on the glass of the gerbil cage to again wake up Stan, the game was as boring as the 8:30 and 9:30 for poor Stan.  When I woke Stan up to tell him the game was over (poor Stan was not able to stay awake for the full contest), he just marked down CTOM Joel Layne as the star of the game from pure habit.  
Final tally for all three games, 10 total goals, 16 wake-up calls for Stan, 8 by “Sweetness”, and most importantly, the normal number of celebratory libations in the dressing rooms after the games.  Well, hopefully next week will bring more excitement as it is the last game before the Position Day (Feb 6th), which then leads into another chance for all the teams to excel as the following week, February 13th …

The R & G playoffs begin.
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