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With no big screen hockey action at Gretzky’s Winery for 
the Stanley Cup Final game five, serious Edmonton Oilers 
fan Vijay Nirmal and his 11-month-old son joined a few 
locals at Butler’s Sports Bar. ROSS ROBINSON

OPINION

Hockey enthusiasm so parochial in Canada

Ross Robinson
Columnist

Hockey can be such a 
great game, loved by so 
many in so many parts of 
our very large country. 
Happily, women are now 
so very involved, both as 
amateurs and professionals

As a kid, I was a huge 
fan of the Canadiens and 
the Leafs. In Kirkland 
Lake, Winnipeg, Toronto 
and St. Catharines. Later, 
as an adult, before the 
stratospheric salaries and 
legalized gambling began 
to dominate the NHL, I 
eventually lost interest.

Nevertheless, I was caught 
totally off guard last week 
in Butler’s Sports Bar, 
during game five of the 
finals between Edmonton 
and Florida. The stranger 
in a Penn State hat sitting 
next to me at the bar asked, 

“What quarter are they in?”
I hesitated before 

responding, “Actually, 
in hockey we call them 
periods.” Food for thought. 
Maybe we should call them 
thirds. With a stretch of my 
imagination, let me explain 
my roundabout (I know, 
a polarizing word here in 
NOTL) reasoning for this 
choice of word.

In basketball, they 
have four quarters, and 
in football, they play two 
halves. So, perhaps in 
hockey we should play three 
thirds. A bit awkward in 
Quebec, though.

Are we in agreement?
Back to game five of the 

finals last week, and another 
stranger at Butler’s cheering 
loudly for the Oilers. He 
was about 35, with his wife 
and their 11-month-old son. 
My new pal Vijay Nirmal 
from Mississauga was 
actively wearing his Oilers 
sweater, #99 GRETZY. 
In large and proud letters 
and numbers. His wee son 
was wearing a wee sweater 
reading #97 McDAVID. 
Orange and blue.

Mom was more subdued 
sartorially, but still very 
much an Oilers fan. 
Spending a lot of her 
time taking care of the 

young one, as Dad got 
progressively louder and 
louder about helping his 
team score. And hopefully 
win. The game went to 
overtime. Again. What a 
series.

Oilers fan Vijay told me 
how last year he had flown 
out to Edmonton for game 
seven of the finals, to cheer 
with some friends in “the 
Moss Pit.” Like a music 
concert and the mosh pit, 
but for Edmonton hockey, 
the Moss Pit. How clever.

Known formally as the 
Ice District Ford Tailgate 
Park, but lovingly named 
after Joey Moss. Located 
just outside of Rogers Place, 
where the Oilers play, at 103 

Avenue and 102 Street, and 
with a legal standing room 
capacity of 5,500.

This is a wonderful 
Canadian and human story, 
which I really want to share.

For over 30 years, Joey 
Moss was a beloved and 
important member of the 
Edmonton Oilers and 
Edmonton Eskimos teams. 
A locker room attendant 
with a sunny disposition 
and a tireless work 
ethic, totally dedicated 
to both teams. Born 
with Down syndrome, 
Joey Moss worked hard 
and professionally and 
passionately.

He was treated with 
great respect and love 

and was recognized with 
championship rings and 
lots of love. And regular 
paycheques.

He was a cherished 
member of the Edmonton 
sports community, and was 
eventually immortalized 
with the fan venue sobriquet 
the Moss Pit.

Gretzy and his teammates 
all respected and loved Joey, 
and he totally loved them 
back. Sitting next to the 
players bench, belting out 
“O Canada,” cheering every 
victory and saddened by 
every loss.

So my new pal and 
Edmonton Oilers fan Vijay 
Nirmal and his family had 
come to wonderful Niagara-
on-the-Lake for a fun, 
totally Canadian weekend. 
They travel a lot and are 
heading to Ubud in Bali 
next month for a family 
wedding.

A feature of their Niagara 
getaway weekend was going 
to be watching the Oilers/
Panthers playoff game 
at Gretzky’s Winery on 
Niagara Stone Road. On a 
big screen with a bunch of 
boisterous Niagara hockey 
fans. Vijay the Dad had his 
Gretzky sweater (not jersey) 
dry-cleaned and ready for 
the game.

Traffic on the Q.E.W. 
wasn’t too bad, and they 
stopped by Reif Estate 
Winery on the Parkway 
for a tour and Chardonnay 
tasting. A Greek snack 
at Gyro’s on the Lake on 
Queen Street, and then they 
arrived at Gretzky’s in time 
for the opening face-off (not 
puck drop).

The Nirmal family were 
having a wonderful and 
unique family getaway in 
Niagara. But, as they parked 
their car in an almost empty 
parking lot at Gretzy’s, only 
a couple of staff members 
were getting into their cars 
and driving away.

Confused. Flummoxed. 
Bewildered. Perplexed. 
They asked one of the staff 
members what was going on.

Nothing was going on at 
the eponymous Gretzky’s 
Winery for the hockey 
game.

The Nirmal family deftly 
shifted to Butler’s Sports 
Bar and did their best to be 
true Canadian hockey fans.

Great pizza and cold beer. 
A fair number of hockey 
fans. But boo, the Oilers 
lost.

Here in Ontario, are we 
really hockey fans? Or just 
Leaf fans?

Just asking.

Dear editor:
While I appreciate Garth 

Turner’s comment in June 
5’s Lake Report (“The 
Turner Report: Open the 
floodgates? Then expect the 
flood”) that the proposed 
hotel at 222 Gate St. is 
“gorgeous,” as the architect, 
I take issue with him using 
the term “fake.”

This building actually 
reflects a period when large, 
elegant homes were being 
built in Niagara-on-the-
Lake in the late 19th cen-
tury, similar to most of the 
buildings in every commu-
nity, which are reinterpreta-
tions of earlier styles.

For example, at the Har-
bour House Hotel, I adapted 
the shingle style that was 
popular on the American 
East Coast from the period 
between 1880 and 1910. At 
Queen’s Landing, I  bor-
rowed design elements from 
the Green Briar Hotel in 
West Virginia.

With the Shaw Club 
Hotel, I added vernacular el-
ements from the mid-1800s, 
such as the verandahs. At 
the Pillar and Post, we used 
the simple shapes of work-
ers’ houses as they were 

more compatible with the 
old canning factory.

All of the hotels our 
firm designed in the Old 
Town connect visually to a 
previous historic period and 
therefore appear to always 
have been part of the com-
munity. This philosophy of 
design is called contextual-
ism, and it shows how most 
towns were built slowly over 
time, reflecting the changes 
in tastes and styles that oc-
cur every generation or so.

As to land use, Mr. Turner 
agrees that, with garbage 
bins, a restaurant, a hotel 
and a grocery store adjacent 
to this property, it is no 
longer suitable for a house. 
Traditionally, when a vacant 
property has commercial 
zoning on two sides, from 
a planning point of view, it 
can be considered an area 
in transition and its use 
changes to the use of the 
adjacent properties.

David Jones, the owner, 
concluded that a hotel would 
be the most appropriate use 
of the land. As architects, 
we designed it so it looked 
like it might have been there 
since the early 1900s.

We also eliminated any 

driveways, so there’s no 
additional vehicular traffic 
on Gate Street. There’s no 
pedestrian entrance on Gate 
Street either, so there are 
fewer people on the side-
walks than there would have 
been even if it was a single-
family residence.

Finally, unlike the many 
hotels that have already 
been approved for the Old 
Town, this design complies 
with the height bylaws, 
the setback bylaws and the 
parking bylaws of the Town 
of Niagara-on-the-Lake.

In conclusion, we can 
lament the fact that the 
properties close to Queen 
Street are no longer suitable 
for single-family houses, 
but the community has to 
decide what the best alter-
native use is.

We’re suggesting that a 
building that is attractive 
and looks like a house, 
doesn’t add traffic to the 
street, has no restaurants 
(with their associated noise 
and odours) and complies 
with the Town’s bylaws is an 
excellent use and probably 
the best alternative.

Wayne Murray
NOTL

Dear editor:
Like almost all Baha’i 

communities across 
Canada, about half of your 
neighbours here in Niagara-
on-the-Lake who are of the 
Baha’i Faith are Iranian-
Canadian.

They are, of course, 
extremely concerned about 
the current conflict between 
Israel and Iran, where 
many still have relatives, 
friends and loved ones. But 
they, and the entire world-
wide Baha’i community, 
pray for peace — not just 
between Israel and Iran, 
but in Lebanon, in Syria, 

and, of course, for peace 
and justice in Gaza and the 
West Bank.

Baha’is also pray for the 
safety of both the Israeli and 
the Iranian people, and they 
do not forget all the other 
suffering peoples of the 
world — in Ukraine, Sudan 
and elsewhere.

Baha’is believe that the 
lasting international peace 
we all desire can be accom-
plished when humankind 
finally renounces political, 
social, military and so-
called patriotic solutions to 
its problems.

One of the Baha’i prayers 

includes the phrase “Make 
haste to love! Make haste 
to give!”

It seems so simple. But 
to love in this way, we all 
know, requires self-disci-
pline, patience and many 
other qualities we may find 
difficult to sustain.

However, peace — first 
within ourselves, then 
within our families, our 
communities, our countries 
and finally in our increas-
ingly small and fragile 
world — seems well worth 
the effort.

Hugh Church
NOTL

In defense of the Gate Street hotel 
— from its architect

Denounce war, embrace love
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OPINION

From cranky of Niagara to the kindness of Vietnam

Ross Robinson
Columnist

Yer local rambler has 
just returned to relaxed and 
beautiful Niagara-on-the-
Lake after 16 days in Viet-
nam. Both areas are beauti-
ful geographically, but what 
a shocking difference in 
interpersonal attitudes.

It seems to me we often 
have it wrong when it comes 
to our interactions with 
our neighbours and fellow 
NOTLers.

To catch up with the lo-
cal news and happenings, 
when I returned I picked 
up the last three weekly 
copies of The Lake Report. 
Why can’t we just love each 
other, be kind, and get along 
with those folks who have 
different ideas about where 

Niagara-on-the-Lake should 
be heading?

I sincerely wish the locals 
could take a pill, relax and 
be kinder about develop-
ment and the roundabout.

Reading between the lines 
of The Lake Report, I could 
feel big doses of anger, 
crankiness, know-it-allness, 
frustration and shortness.

Intelligent change can 
be good, and I believe our 
elected leaders are doing 
their best, in good faith, as 
they navigate the myriad 
rules and regulations put in 
place by our various levels 
of government.

And why would any 
jurisdiction have an election 
campaign during a doozie 
of a winter storm?

I was wearing shorts and 
light apparel, in a faraway 
part of the world, so didn’t 
have to risk my life to door 
knock for Gates, or drill 
into frozen and snow-
covered ground to install 
orange lawn signs.

Thank goodness the 
Trumpster is so easy to dis-
like. His bullying behaviour 
made the recent hockey win 
even sweeter.

I was in Vietnam, totally 

unaware of the Four Nations 
hype job. Tell me, please, 
who were the other two 
teams?

Let me ramble back to 
interpersonal attitudes.

The main purpose of 
my trip to Vietnam was to 
“close a circle” in my life. 
How self-centred, shallow 
and self-focused my life has 
been.

Vietnam should have been 
a central issue in my life in 
the late ‘60s and early ‘70s. 
I vaguely remember feeling 
a bit guilty.

Not a worry in the world 
about going to war in Viet-
nam, just because I was a 
Canadian citizen.

My American pals had 
lots of worries and one of 
them got picked early in the 
infamous Fishbowl Lot-
tery on Dec. 1, 1969. He 
got killed in this unpopular 
war.

I was somewhat aware of 
the War in Vietnam and the 
many protests. President 
Eisenhower talked about the 
communism domino effect 
in Indochina. Demonstra-
tors chanted “Hey hey LBJ, 
how many kids did you kill 
today?” Kent State. It was 
serious stuff.

Coincident with the civil 
rights movement and the 
Black Liberation Front at 
Cornell, Woodstock, music 

and drugs, women fight-
ing for more opportunities 
and respect, was I actively 
involved or acutely aware of 
any of these issues?

Not really. I was very intent 
on having the absolute best 
possible times studying in 
Ithaca and working summer 
jobs on Cape Cod and Nan-
tucket. Studying hard enough 
to get my degree, elegantly 
printed on parchment.

Looking back, my ambi-
tion was to get a degree, 
not to get an education. Big 
difference, eh? Shortsighted. 
Dumb.

The Cornell Black Libera-
tion Front chapter took over 
our student union building, 
wearing balaclavas and 
brandishing really long and 
loaded rifles. A chilling 
picture on the cover of Time 
Magazine.

To reiterate, my main goal 
was to get a degree and to 
have a non-stop great time. 
Pangs of guilt over the 
years, and last month, a trip 
to Vietnam.

Day tours of the DMZ, 
and some of the areas that 
were totally destroyed with 
Agent Orange and other 
chemicals. Tens of thou-

sands of bombs dropped on 
huge swaths of land. Entire 
villages decimated.

An afternoon, three 
brutally reflective hours 
spent at the War Remnants 
Museum in Saigon. Re-
flecting. I couldn’t eat that 
evening. Or sleep that night. 
Two days later, I went back, 
alone, for another three 
hours of contemplation.

Spoke with a lady from 
California whose older 
brother had served in com-
bat in Vietnam. “He made 
it home, luckily. But he was 
never the same. He never 
recovered from his horrible 
time in Nam. In those days, 
no PTSD counselling. You 
are home. Figure it out.”

As she left, “Thanks for 
listening to me.”

So there, I now have a 
much greater understanding 
of the Vietnam War.

Today, over 100 mil-
lion people in Vietnam 
have somehow moved on. 
In Vietnam, and here in 
Canada, they are hardwork-
ing, honest, happy, smiley, 
gentle and kind.

There’s that word again. 
Let’s be kinder to each 
other.

Ross’s Ramblings

The War Remnants Museum in Vietnam. WIKIPEDIA

Dr. William Brown
Columnist

Who or what God is and 
whether God exists at all 
are age-old questions. They 
are also questions that 
divided humans and led to 
some horrific persecutions, 
all in the name of one or 
other belief.

Humans and other social 
animals practiced some 
sort of vetting to sort out 
who’s in and who’s out, for 
300,000 years in the case 
of modern humans and 
probably millions of years 
in the case of our mamma-
lian ancestors.

For good reason too, 
because there’s safety with 
kin and close relatives 
and danger, perhaps, with 
strangers. These days, some 
version of vetting goes on 
in schools, workplaces, 
places of worship and cer-
tainly politics.

Vetting is perhaps most 
obvious in religion. For 
some Christian communi-
ties, queries about whether 

you’ve been saved, believe 
in Jesus, the virgin birth 
and the resurrection, can all 
be checkboxes on your way 
to acceptance or rejection 
depending on your answers.

Similar ethnic, tribal and 
sectarian checkboxes exist 
in other religious traditions. 
In the case of Christian-
ity, divisions began soon 
after it split from its Jewish 
origins and spread through-
out the Mediterranean, 
mutating as it spread into 
differing versions of what it 
meant to be a Christian in 
custom and beliefs.

Those divisions within 
and between religions mark 
the landscape of most reli-
gions and stand in contrast 
to an almost universal 
impulse among humans to 
search for meaning to their 
lives and, along the way, 
sometimes create gods.

This impulse is so univer-
sal that some neuroscientists 
and psychologists suggest 
the brain might be hard-
wired for religion.

However, trying to make 
sense of religion, and 
especially the many siloed 
subsets of religious belief 
systems and worldviews, 
can be a minefield for 
those searching for clar-
ity and a more universal 
belief system.

Our blinkered approach 
to those of other cultures 
and beliefs is at odds 
with those first glimpses 
of “Earthrise” taken by 
cameras based on the moon 
taken in 1968, and the “Pale 
Blue Dot,” as Carl Sagan 
famously expressed it, of 
Earth glimpsed by Voyager 
from the edge of the solar 
system, taken Feb. 14, 1990.

To look back at those now 
iconic pictures, it’s hard to 
escape the feeling that we 
are all in this together — 
and wouldn’t it be better to 
foster common ground?

With those perspectives 
in mind, the cultural and 
religious check boxes with 
which humans define their 
tribes seem wrong-headed 
and hearted.

We need to see the wider 
picture if we’re going to 
solve huge challenges such 
as climate change.

Climate change tran-
scends borders, cultures 

and beliefs and is insoluble 
without the willingness and 
determination of all peoples 
and countries to work 
together. N

o one country or group of 
countries can solve human-
created climate change. 
It’s a case of “all hands on 
deck” if we’re going to solve 
climate change in time.

Closely related is the 
question of whether humans 
have the moral sense to 
help those most affected by 
climate change.

Moral behavior is not 
limited to modern humans. 
Our ancestors living many 
thousands of generations 
ago left evidence that they, 
like us and some living 
primates, provided long-
term care for the disabled 
in their midst.

That doesn’t mean they 
were saints. Far from it, 
there is plenty of evidence 
for violence in ancient 
times and among chimpan-
zees today.

But the violation of hu-
man rights record for mod-
ern humans has been far 
worse — look no further 
than Israel, Gaza, Leba-
non, Syria and Ukraine in 
recent times.

Which raises the question: 
Where was God in all that 
misery?

The evidence suggests 
that the God many of us 
worship may be much too 
small and sectarian.

For a God that created 
the universe, many tril-
lions of stars and planetary 
bodies, the natural laws, 
the beginning and evolution 
of life on this planet and 
probably countless other 
life-sustaining planets, 
would surely be beyond our 
imagination and the beliefs 
and creation stories of 
countless human cultures.

Such a God would have 
created the very principles 
that underpin physics, 
chemistry, biology, genet-
ics and evolution, which 
humans continue to discover 
and employ to better under-
stand the cosmos and our 
place in it.

Looking back at the road-
map to modern humans, 
the evidence suggests that 
we are but a way station to 
other species in the future 
and as susceptible to extinc-
tion as any other hominin 
before us.

In short, if there is a God, 
that God lets life play out 
with little interference, as 
Albert Einstein repeatedly 
suggested.

Einstein’s views on God 
were captured by Corey 
S. Powell’s contribution 

to John Brockman’s 2005 
book, “My Einstein,” from 
which the following quote 
from Powell comes.

“Just as Einstein’s belief 
in beautiful, orderly, sci-
entific theories mirrored a 
child’s view of the world, so 
his belief in God as the ul-
timate manifestation of that 
order expressed an idealistic 
notion that God is so much 
greater than humankind 
that he cannot be found in 
any one faith. He repeat-
edly described the ‘cosmic 
religious feeling’ that ac-
companies great scientific 
discoveries and declared in 
New York Times Magazine 
that ‘in this materialistic age 
of ours, the serious scientific 
workers are the only pro-
foundly religious people.’”

For a different take on 
God, readers might want to 
listen to New York Times 
columnist David Brooks’ 
audio piece from December, 
in which he chronicled his 
journey to belief in God, 
called “I Found Faith in a 
Crowded Subway Car.” It’s 
worth listening to.

Dr. William Brown is 
a professor of neurol-
ogy at McMaster Univer-
sity and co-founder of the 
InfoHealth series at the 
Niagara-on-the-Lake Pub-
lic Library. 

Religion, humanity, climate change and a god too small

richardharley
Highlight
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Hockey query after puzzling game seven in Toronto

Ross Robinson
Columnist

I still think hockey is one 
of the world’s best games, 
when played properly. It 
can be so exciting. To my 
friends and family, my 
thoughts about “Canada’s 
game” are well known, 
against the norm, and 
can apparently get quite 
tiresome. That’s what they 
tell me whenever I suggest 
a rule change or verbalize 
anything but agreement 
with the NHL status quo.

As I ramble this week, 
I will remember it is not 
fair to kick a man while he 
is down. To pile on, as it 
were. So I promise not to 
pontificate or sound like a 
know-it-all after the second 
round mystery that was the 

Toronto Maple Leafs versus 
Florida series.

A good many NOTLers 
had strong opinions and 
high hopes for the Leafs 
after a strong regular 
season provided them with 
home ice advantage for the 
playoffs. Playing the seventh 
game at home against the 
Ottawa Senators in round 
one had been a good thing, 
and worked to Toronto’s 
advantage.

Please understand that I 
am admittedly one of the 
world’s worst spectators. 
Always have been. Even 
as a kid at the River 
Heights Community 
Centre in Winnipeg in the 
1950s, my mother would 
get exasperated when I 
just couldn’t seem to be 
interested in watching 
my pals play their house 
league games on the 
frozen rinks. Freezing cold 
weather, natural ice, and 
somehow our toes and ears 
were warm enough. If my 
team wasn’t playing, I just 
couldn’t watch the game.

A good woollen 
Canadian toque, probably 
hand-knit, and hopefully 
in the red, white and blue 

colours of the Montreal 
Canadiens, my favourite 
team. With Maurice the 
Rocket Richard and his 
younger brother the Pocket 
Rocket, Boom Boom 
Geoffrion and the team’s 
eccentric goalie Jacques 
Plante. What the heck, he 
was the first NHL goalie to 

wear a mask. Well, sort of 
a mask.

An ice-cold Prairie 
Saturday at the three rinks, 
then home for dinner, hot 
chocolate, Gregory Clarke’s 
folksy column in the 
Saturday paper, and Hockey 
Night in Canada on the one 
available television channel.

Who said life was so much 
simpler back then? If we had 
to be punished for some real 
or perceived transgression, 
we might have to stay in 
the house for an hour or 
two or three. Nowadays, 
sometimes the punishment 
is staying outside, away 
from computers and other 
screens.

My, aren’t I rambling this 
week? Where is this all 
going?

I am being mindful — it 
would serve no purpose to 
call the Leafs a “group” of 
underachieving, overpaid, 
overhyped professional 
hockey players. A half 
dozen or so of them are 
supremely talented NHLers 
who just can’t seem to get it 
together in the playoffs. My 
memory tells me it has been 
58 years since their last 
Stanley Cup Parade in 1967.

Apparently, that’s the 
longest winless streak 
going. But, it would serve 
no purpose to bring this 
up again, so I won’t write 
anything more about it.

What really bothered me 
during the latest game seven 
happened just 13 seconds 
into the second period. 

Veteran referee Chris 
Rooney was inadvertently 
clipped by the high stick of 
Florida defenceman Niko 
Mikkola. The stick went up 
under Rooney’s half visor, 
and suddenly, silence. A 
man down, and blood all 
over the ice by the boards.

The game was delayed 
while standby official, 
Garrett Rank, got ready to 
fill in. Rooney was badly 
cut, ending up with a brutal 
black eye, but thankfully, 
there was no permanent 
damage to his eye.

In the past, there have 
been incidents where on-ice 
officials have been seriously 
injured. One even had his 
career ended when hit in 
the temple by a deflected 
slapshot from the point.

Still, not one of the 
between-period talking 
heads, and not one of the 
print journalists following 
the game, mentioned that 
perhaps the NHL should 
make it mandatory for 
officials to wear full masks 
or full cages.

I will wrap up this 
Rambling by asking, “What 
am I missing?” Wouldn’t 
that make sense?

Ross’s Ramblings

Use the QR code or visit  
niagararegion.ca/future-of-waste 
to register for the online open houses.

Online Open Houses:
Monday, May 26  |  11 a.m. - 12 p.m. 
Thursday, May 29   |  7 - 8 p.m.

The future of waste is in our hands!

Your input today, our actions tomorrow.

Join one of our Phase Three online 
open houses. 
Get a sneak peek of the draft plan and 
provide feedback one more time before 
the plan is launched. 

The Waste Management Strategic Plan will provide a framework and 
direction for waste management over the next 25 years.
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