The Game is Afoot—by RS Sanscrainte
Real knowledge is to know the extent of one's ignorance. – Confucius
Once again, it is upon us.  As the warmth of Summer fades, Fall and its rancorous minions, wait in eager anticipation of the season’s demise.  The exorbitantly remunerated, plastic armored charlatans of the National Football League have returned to their corporate funded coliseums to prepare for battle.  
That’s correct, friends, it is once again football season.  That magical time when the temperature drops, but our emotions are set ablaze by that wonderful sport wherein men who excel at traversing 100 yards of grass or Astroturf in pursuit of an oval shaped ball are paid a king’s ransom to sacrifice their health and well being for a temporary fix of fortune and fame.  People all over have begun to launder their jerseys, which are embossed with the name of an individual who has more respect for his cleats and Vicodin than loyal fans—that is, as long as those fans continue to buy jerseys and other merchandise with his name adorning it and not another teammate’s.  The most dedicated harlequins are stocking up on a season supply of body paint so even at sub-zero temperatures; their team will know who the biggest jackass in the stadium is.  Flags have begun to rise from car roof tops like bannered phalluses; men are forking over their children’s college fund for elusive season tickets; football fight songs, which bring to mind children’s nursery rhymes in their simplicity, are heard en masse at every sports bar from coast to coast.  The imbeciles are out and their hungry for violence, cheap beer, and chicken wings.  No sense trying to dodge the bullet.  Take it right between the eyes—quick and painless.       

No one could have forecasted at its inception, that the game of football would go so horribly awry.  In the beginning, it was all about grit and perseverance over an opponent that was equally adamant about the outcome of the game.  The original Neanderthals of the sport sacrificed themselves for the thrill of the game, not millions of dollars.  It was a feeling not finances.  Those who gave birth to the game of football were leather capped gladiators who craved a mouthful of muddy grass and the adrenaline that ensued after emerging from a six man pileup.  Those grandiose days, when men played the game, are sadly decades defunct.  In place of men, corporate sponsorship has brought a class of individual to the sporting arena that would be better suited for prison or Hollywood.  Rogues and scoundrels who have the intensity and heart of whatever pharmaceuticals they ingest pre-game bedeck the sidelines at opulent edifices wherein the sideshow spectacle we’ve come to accept as football is perpetrated.  Instead of spectators growing weary of a lackluster product, they willingly disperse their dollars with haste leading to the furthered decadence of the sport.  Here are some fast facts about the 2001-2002 football season that might make you think about attending a football game more somberly.

In an article found on the CNN Financial web site, penned by staff writer, Chris Isidore, the average league price for a family of four to attend a football game was quoted at a little over $300 during the 2001-02 season.  That was two seasons ago, so one must take into account the inescapable institution of inflation.  In that same article, Isidore claims that the rate of inflation from the previous season had been 8.9%.  The league pricing averages for last season seem to be an enigma.  Many hours of research were spent on the matter and all roads led to naught. Permissibly, over the course of two years, one could infer there has been at minimum another 8.9% hike in the averages.  $303.33 multiplied by 8.9% is another $27 which brings the national average to at least $330 for this season.
The average price of a day at the ball game included four tickets, two beers, four soft drinks, four hotdogs, two programs, parking for one car, and two of the least expensive hats the stadiums offered.  These stats are all hooey.  Shouldn’t we talk rationally and not averagely? 

The average ticket was probably somewhere high in the rafters where you’d only catch one of every four downs, having to nurse a constant nosebleed.  If something is worth doing, its worth doing right.  Doubling the average ticket price would definitely enhance your family’s game day experience.  The average is two beers for a family of four?  That may be true if dad guzzled down a six pack prior to entering the stadium, but due to stringent laws on drinking and driving, dad probably had triple the average at the game and mom consumed only the average, as she’ll likely be designated driver on the way home.  Four hotdogs and four sodas—that sounds about right for the kids, but what about mom’s nachos and dad’s bratwurst?  The average is acceptable for parking, but what about souvenirs?  After dad swills down six beers and mom’s a little giddy as well, do you think Johnny and Suzy are going to let ma and pa off with two measly programs and a couple of chintzy caps?  The kids know how dad gets when he’s drinking and watching foot ball.  They’ll go for the jugular.  The whelps will likely walk out with everything from foam hands to signed game balls.  As I’m sure you can see the average seems ludicrous in retrospect.  
Who knows how much you’ll spend when you go out to the ball game.  Who cares?  It’s all about a good time, isn’t it?  Everybody deserves to unwind, be entertained, to let go of life’s problems for a couple of hours; even if the athletes are actors, the beer is overpriced, and the food comparable to woodchips.  Why shouldn’t you pay any price necessary to enjoy yourself?  Nobody expects you to think for yourself, least of all corporate America.  They’re most content when you sheepishly crowd through the turn styles with the rest of the flock.  Don’t protest the exorbitant lifestyles your sports heroes lead—at your expense—by refusing to watch games or purchase their merchandise.  No, corporations hold the power, we consumers have no say.  Bend over, grab your ankles, and get ready for some football!        

R.S. Sanscrainte is an unrepentant alcoholic with a dictionary.  An moron with the same credentials could right just as well—probably better.

