RAG HOCKEY, 12/05/09

I was excited over the fact that I would not have to watch all three games today.  I had rationalized in my own mind that the reason for my poor play was that I was picking up bad habits by watching the rest of you guys “do your thing” while putting together my fictional representation of our games from Stan’s plastic cage.  Surely I can’t be as slow and make as many mistakes as I have observed “those other old guys” make?  With this in mind, I had taped my trusty stick for success, listened to some “you can do it” eight-track tapes and set my sights on helping my beloved Pits on our rebound out of the cellar.

Our 8:30 contest had my Pitiful Pits facing off against Gabby’s Oakleafs.  We felt that we were ready for whatever the candy-toting silver fox had up his sleeve.  With our fearless quasi-leader “Tony the B” back from his big game hunting farce, the Leafs would have their hands full. Excitement reigned supreme as my beloved Pit jumped out into the lead with our super-sub, the Reverend Jerry Robertson, recently returned from a revival meeting in Brownstown, scoring an unassisted goal to put us up by one.  I got in one of my whirling dervish encounters behind the net with “News to Me” Rick Abbot who left his net to ask me if I would like to join him on Dancing with the Stars.  While doing so, the puck somehow slid out in front of their net where Oakey Root was waiting with a grin on his face to bury it deep in the twine of the Leaf’s net.  A short time later, I approached “News” (with the puck skillfully hidden behind my stick) and asked “News” if he still wanted to dance.  When he raised his arms to welcome me, I snuck the puck past him to put the Pit up by three.  “News” frowned and said he would never trust me again.  At the break between periods, Buddha motioned me over from Stan’s plastic house and with a tear in his eye, told me that his computer had in fact given up the ghost and would I mind writing this week’s Rag.  Being a sucker for tears, I agreed to do so, but immediately wondered how I could write something that I would not be able to witness in person as I had a brick-laying class that I had to attend immediately following my game.  The second period turned out to be much more evenly matched with the Leaf’s Eddie-Z scoring the only goal with one of his end-to-end zigzag goal scoring spectaculars. I was so distraught that I took a break in the sin-bin to try to figure out how I could write about games that I would not personally witness.  I finally rationalized that it didn’t matter, because in our league everything is just fantasy anyhow, and whatever I write can be construed to be whatever you clowns choose it to be.  The game ended with my beloved Pit winning 3-1 and with Oakey Root garnering Stan’s praise as the Star of the Game.

From the looks of score sheet, my fantasy rendition of the 9:30 game looked to be the “Billy-Boy to Jet” show.  Obviously, the Bionic-Wonder, had further perfected his plan that only partially worked the prior week and was feeding “Trigger Thomas” with juicy passes in front of the Dobber.  In my fantasy interpretation of this game, Buddha, who was giggling gleefully after having handed off the quill & parchment to yours truly, was able to support Billy Boy’s plan by awarding Twinkies to the Jet each time he scored a goal. This resulted in the Wind jumping out to a 3-0 lead at the end of the first period with two goals by the Twinkie-hungry Jet and one by O’Dear O’Dea who wanted to get in on the free goodies.  In the second period, Tim Dowjack tried to bring the Bricks to life and put one past Petey V.  By this time, Jet was starving again and pumped a couple more goals in  for a couple more Twinkies.  Spitball Taylor, now wanting to be “outweighed” by the Jet then finished the scoring for the day for the Wind (obviously, Buddha ran out of Twinkies).  The bricks tried to come back with goals by “Robo-Cop”, Wendal Jones, and “Fish Fear-Me” Ahonen, but in the words of my literary hero, it was “too-little-too-late”. The game ended in a 6-4 win for the rapidly ascending Wind and with both goalies treating goal-light burns on the back of their necks.  Stan awarded the Star of the Game to the humble one, Mad-Dog McSween for his four assists… and because he looks so cute in his new helmet. 

As I sat back and fantasized what the 10:30 game was, I was drawn to the fact that the goaltending had to be the focal point of the match.  With the stingy Robber at one end, and Sami C who probably had a female cheering section in the stands to support him, this would be a low scoring game.  I envision Sami, with his ponytail pulled back so tight that his eyes resembled those of an oriental warrior, prepared to match the Robber save for save. Obviously, I am at least partially correct as nobody tweaked the twine until there was only 12 seconds left when the “Commish”, Russ Schram probably told the Robber that the period was over, and when the Robber moved toward the bench, the “Commish” buried one to end the period with the Treads up by one.  The second period had the Beards even up the score on a power play when Tex Cobb took advantage of the ref’s non-acceptance of a “Theater” Berry’s dive to even the match at one.  The match ended this way with Sami C kissing his sister Robber for the tie and Stan awarding the star of the game to Sami for his performance and how good he looks with his hair pulled back tight.

Go figure, Buddha’s computer miraculously recovered after Stan had delivered the score sheets to me on Monday and we have since discussed the sharing of the coverage of the games. Buddha has carried this task alone for quite a while, and I am sure that all of you, as I do, really appreciate and enjoy his commentaries on our laughable contests. But, going along with that and even though much of what is written is pure fantasy (see above), it can still become tiresome.  We invite anyone that would like to take an occasional shot at grilling your fellow players to let us know.  You don’t have to know the game or really know much about anything…in fact, you just need an imagination.  Any task is much easier when shared, (see above how Buddha shared his Twinkies with the Jet, making both the Jet and Billy-Boy look more talented and sweeter than in real life), so if you can help, let one of us know.  After all, you can see that anything that is written is with “tongue-in-cheek”, and with a love for the game that keeps us from getting too old. 

NBD

Please email any complaints to the email address below.

b.ventola@comcast.net
This and all copies of THE RAG are available on our web site, along with some other interesting shit;

http://over60hockey.googlepages.com

