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Thank goodness golf season is finally
here. Whatever havoc this all-con-
suming game may inflict on the Zam-
biasis weekend schedules, holiday
plans and family outings, it’s a minor
annoyance compared to being trapped
in a house all winter with a bored,
whining, golf-crazed husband. 

A few more weeks and I would have
shown him a brand new use for his
“Medicus 2000” driver.

Every year, it’s the same routine. Af-
ter the last possible hole is played,
watching the Golf Channel, buying

the latest “must-have” golf gadgets,
and getting together with golf buddies
to relive a few (and I do mean a few)
great golf moments, keep my husband
occupied for a couple of months. 

However, by mid-winter, common
sense departs as severe “golf” with-
drawal sets in. Last February, my Tiger
Wanna-be wanted to set up our
daughter’s sandbox in the basement
because he needed to practice his chip
shots out of a sand trap. 

In March, I acquired a black eye
walking into his back swing while he

was “air golfing” a new swing guaran-
teed to lower his score by seven
strokes. (Trust me, the only way that
will ever happen is if he quits playing
after the 17th hole). At the beginning
of April, when he suggested we invest
a few thousand dollars in a state-of-
the-art virtual reality golf game, I
started praying for global warming. 

So while most golf widows (widow-
ers) dread the idea of their spouse
marching off to wrestle their personal
demons on a highly manicured battle-
field, I see golf as a well-deserved six

months of peace and quiet for me.  
And let’s not forget the bonus of the

guilt my husband feels for his frequent
forays onto the countless fairways
around the Golden Horseshoe. 

During golf season, there’s not a
chore around the house that’s not
cheerfully completed in exchange for a
few hours on the links. Oh, yes, for the
next few months, I am indeed the
merry widow! Now, if I could only get
him interested in curling.
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Don’t weep for the golf widow. She’s glad spring is here.

SANA A YEMEN ✦ Confession
time. Don’t tell my wife, but I live in a
hockey book. OK, I live in a few.
They’re not like my living room,
where I lounge my feet on as many
tables as possible. They’re like an
open space, where I romp around and
discover things.

My first relationship, if I can call it
that, with a hockey book involved The
Bobby Orr Story – a gentle read by
John Devaney. Fronted with a colour-
ful photo of the stealthy Bruin in ac-
tion, it was a Christmas gift from my
grandmother in Berlin. I was 8.

I idolized it. Pored over it. Embraced
it. I loved skating. I loved playing
more. But reading this book helped me
appreciate the finer virtues of the
game. Indeed, The Bobby Orr Story
never imprinted my flailing Pee Wee
body into the boards of the local rink,
like the Tow Truckers did. Memories.

Eventually, I moved into The Game,
Ken Dryden’s deftly-penned, behind-
the-scenes look at the Montreal
Canadians and a particular hockey
era. You see, #4 Bobby Orr aside, I was
a terribly enslaved Canadiens fan. And
in the late ’70s, the prime of my won-
der years, they were soaking in Stanley
Cups like drunken sailors.

Day and night with my buddy Paul,
on the street outside our school,
Maple Crest, I excitedly announced
the play-by-play: “Robinson to
Savard to Lafleurrrr!” while Paul
flopped around as Leafs’ rubber-
goalie Mike Palmateer. Later, I’d re-
play the goals in my mind, slow-mo-
tion, like the first time I kissed a girl. It
felt so … Canadian.

Years later, I actually read The
Game. It was like discovering new
rooms in the sprawling, country home
where one had grown up. And Dryden
had such keen insights, like, “He
trudged along, unknowing what he
sought, whistling as he went, for want
of thought.” 

OK, that’s poet John Dryden. But

Ken is better. And these things have all
helped me adjust, somewhat, as a
hockey nomad in a place like Yemen.
It’s not easy getting up at 3 a.m. for
playoff games two days old, called by
strange Yank sportscasters who can’t
follow the puck.

Thankfully, I’m now shacked up in
another book. Dave Bidini’s Tropic of
Hockey is a manic look at Canada’s
game in weird places. If San Jose both-
ers you, you may not want to know of
Ivory Coast, Beijing and Transylvania.
Our game is even being born anew in
the type of global outbacks where you
need to bring your own toilet paper.

The United Arab Emirates, an oil-
rich piece of earth that could cover its
ice-pads with gold, has an annual
Mighty Camels tourney. They were
started by the so-called Father of Ara-
bian Hockey, Chris Reynolds, from
Calgary. Desert Yzermans named
Yasser and Ahmed play for what the
NHL has lost: the pure joy and magic
of the game.

In Yemen, where some folks think
that sitting on a rock is a good time,
my ambitions are more modest. With
a few other Canadians here, I need to
simply teach the basics. I’m starting
with my landlord’s boy, Abrahim. He’s
9. Like most Yemenis, he’s a bit small.

OK, he’s dwarfed by Sleepy and
Sneezy. 

So we’ve started with rug hockey,
played in the place of honour in
Yemeni homes, a top-level, lavishly-
carpeted and cushioned room called a
muffridge. Later, for respect, and
maybe for ball-hockey, Abrahim,
should have a Team Canada jersey.

I wear mine regularly. Jean says that
on my first visit to Sana’a, greeting me
at the airport, with my fire-red shirt
amidst the white robes, she asked
“Lord, what have I done by bringing
this guy here?” 

Another time, at Frankfurt’s airport,
a clerk who let me in the airport’s pri-
vate business lounge must have con-
fused me for a Team Canada player.

Anyway, oddities like Jamaican
bobsledders or Eddie the Eagle aside,
the task is large. If the Calgary Flames
win hockey’s Holy Grail this year,
maybe Reynolds can help bring it to
Yemen for viewing. 

Otherwise, little Abrahim may be
my only hope. 

I guess, in the end, though, if all else
fails, I can always resort to getting him
you know what: A good hockey book
to live in.

E-mail: 140765@sympatico.ca

SShould children from racially
diverse backgrounds be

adopted only by families who
share their heritage? Or is love
enough to sustain them in
families who don’t?

That question is at the heart
of a case involving two native
children who were removed
from their crack-addict moth-
er’s home in British Columbia
and moved to foster homes in
this area. The foster parents
want to adopt the girls but the
Children’s Aid Society of
Hamilton-Wentworth said the
siblings should be raised by a
white foster mother who lives
near the Squamish Native Re-
serve in B.C. so they could
grow up in their own culture.
The case is still before the
courts.

That same question was
raised by the speaker at an
adoption workshop I recently
attended for parents who
adopted from China. Speaker
Jane Brown, a social worker
from Arizona, didn’t pull any
punches when she talked
about how we parents need to
teach our children about their
heritage, their culture and,
most important, their birth
parents. 

Brown concluded by stating
that while she’s not against
transracial adoptions (she and
her husband have adopted four
children from Asia), she does
think the children would be
better off being adopted by
families in China. That way
they’d be surrounded by peo-
ple from their own culture and
by a family who looks like
them. 

Children can be cruel, said
Brown, and being from a tran-
sracial family can set a child up
as a target for bullies, not to
mention the self-questioning
it can set into motion. 

The system for domestic
adoptions in China is cumber-
some and, compared to the av-
erage income of a Chinese
family, costly. Children adopt-
ed from China into families
from other countries mostly go
to loving homes. They also go
into communities where
they’ll be judged by the colour
of their skin and the shape of
their eyes. 

Does that mean they’d be
better off staying in their own
country? The best-case sce-
nario would be for the child to
remain in their homeland. But
Canada is a healthier, safer
place to live than China. I still
has a ways to go, but it offers
more opportunities for girls. 

Perhaps the most important
factor is the popularity of Chi-
nese adoptions. The high
number of children adopted
from China into this country
ensures these girls won’t grow
up alone. Instead they’ll be
surrounded by others who
share the same stories and the
same issues. There’ll be power
in numbers so they’ll have a
built-in support group all their
lives. 

So while in some cases it may
be better for a child to stay in
her own country, it’s not a
black and white issue.
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CHILDREN FROM AFAR

Teaching hockey to a Yemeni boy is what Canada s game should represent 

BY RUTH BEST

How often have you stood in a
room unable to remember what
you came for? Or tried to intro-
duce an old friend whose name
you couldn’t recall?

Although these are some-
times jokingly called “senior
moments,” they can also be
quite worrying. Is this the early
onset of Alzheimer’s or senile
dementia? We try to rationalize
by comparing our brain to a
computer overloaded with too
much memory.

Most often we need not be too
alarmed as there is a name for
the inability to recall words. It’s
called “anomia,” the inability to
name objects. 

It’s a loss of access to parts of
our vocabulary and accompa-
nied by difficulty in remember-
ing things, people or places.
We’re all prone to this and it
usually increases with age.

My most humiliating experi-
ence of this was one summer
evening chatting with our son-
in-law on his back deck in
Burlington. We’d had a hail
storm that afternoon and I
wanted to ask if they had, too.

But I couldn’t think of the
word “hail.” After standing
speechless for what seemed ag-
onizing minutes, I finally blurt-
ed out, “You know, that hard
cold stuff that falls from the sky.”

Often I cover by moving to
another topic while my memo-
ry does its computing and fi-
nally comes up with the word.

At such times I visualize a
tiny secretary scurrying about
in my brain, checking shelves of
words, often having to go down
a level to check in the stacks be-
fore she finally finds what I
need. Sometimes she’ll even
give me a clue or two while I
wait. 

Once, when trying to re-
member the name of TV host
Merv Griffin, the word “uni-
corn” (another mythical animal
as is the griffin) popped into my
mind. Then “gargoyle.” Closer,
since it begins with “g” — and
finally I remembered his name.

There are mornings when I
wake up with songs and poetry
that I learned in public school
playing through my mind, and
to my amazement I can repeat
them word for word. 

And though I can’t recall
where I put my birth certificate,
I now seem able to sing the ra-
dio jingles for Rinso White, Yel-
low Cab or Harold Bates Jew-
ellers in Dundas. At times like
this I again liken my brain to my
computer and wonder if I’m
meant to check the “Deleted”
file of old memories before I
erase them to make room for
more information.

Memory. What an amazing
piece of equipment tucked in-
side my brain. I exercise it with
crossword puzzles and Scrab-
ble. It can entertain, frustrate,
enlighten and amuse me. The
latter happened a year ago at a
Waterdown plaza. 

Since my husband has re-
tired, he usually drives when we
do our errands, but this time I
was on my own and stopped to
pick up some prints from a
camera shop. I returned to the
car and sat waiting … and wait-
ing. In the passenger’s seat!

I laughed all the way home.
So the next time an old friend

tries to introduce you but can’t
remember your name, just pat
him on the shoulder and reas-
sure him that it’s just anomia.
That is, if you can remember
that word.

Ruth Best of Dundas is a free-
lance writer and a former mem-
ber of The Spectator Commu-
nity Editorial Board.

Memory’s
an iffy
thing
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THOMAS FROESE, SPECIAL TO THE HAMILTON SPECTATOR

Covering the angles while playing in goal is Abrahim Al-Dowah, a Yemeni boy who
to whom Thomas Froese is trying to teach the basics of hockey in Sana’a, one of
the more unlikely places to find a love for Canada’s game. 
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