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I’ve been a hockey fan, also known as a hockey nut, since I was around eight years old. I would slip my transistor radio under my pillow and listen to Wynn Elliot call the New York Ranger games.  He gave such great descriptions of the games. There was no TV for the games at that time. But Wynn painted a picture that fascinated me.
Some four years later, my dad took me to my first game at Madison Square Garden. We had seats that that seemed like forever from the ice. But I was hooked. Every chance I had, I would get on the subway and go to the Garden for a game. 
Hockey became a religion to me. There are many memories at the Ranger Games. But one stands out. The Rangers weren’t a very good team in the mid-sixties. So, I often attended losses. The Broadway Blues were playing the Toronto Maple Leafs. We were losing by a goal in the third period. My best friend Pete and I were sitting in the End-Arena, which had a movable aluminum deck. During a time-out, I stood up and started pounding on the deck, screaming,
“Let’s go Rangers.” Stomp, Stomp, Stomp. Stomp, Stomp.
Within thirty seconds, the 18,000 Ranger fans were following my lead.
The Rangers came back to win by a goal by Number 11, Vic Hadfield. I know that I had a place in the outcome. Pete still brings that incident up to me.
In 1974, I moved to Pittsburgh to marry a redhead (they’ll get you every time). I instantly became a Pittsburgh Penguins fan. The Pens became my new love. I suffered through many years, as the Pens didn’t have very good teams. But they were fun to watch.
Through a series of excellent drafts, the team came of age and won the Stanley Cup in 1991, 1992, 2009, 2016, & 2017: more than any other team during the salary-cap era.
What I didn’t realize was that Pens fans travelled well. I’ve seen them play in twelve different arenas and an outdoor game at Heinz Field. There was always a hearty contingent of black & gold. The only exception was in Washington, DC. The owner of the Capitals, Ted Leonsis, banned ticket sales to anyone with a western PA phone number. In 2001, I was at a school in Baltimore during the playoffs. I was able to purchase a ticket because of my location. But there was no black & gold (except for me) when I reached the Cap Center. There were at least 5000 empty seats for a playoff game. That’s unheard of and I took a lot of verbal abuse that night, 
I regularly drove the three hours to the Nationwide Arena in Columbus, Ohio to watch my Pens play the Blue Jackets. The building holds 18,500 fanatics for hockey. But there were just 9000 fans in the seats for the game earlier in the week. As I left the Doubletree and walked up Front Street, there was a sea of black & gold. Horns were honking. I could hear the cheers of “Let’s Go Pens” echoing through the streets. As I approached Nationwide, the concourse was packed with the throng from the ‘Burgh. On this night the building sold out. Those 9500 seats that were empty two nights earlier were filled with black & gold jerseys screaming, Let’s Go Pens.” It was like a home game. No, it was better than a home game. These nuts were in enemy territory, outshouting the enemy.
.
