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Eyes Right

Annapolis, MD –   I had never been to the Olympics before, and the “Games of the XXII Olympiad” seemed to be a good way to start.  The Olympic Committee, in their wisdom, made this decision considerably easier for me by scheduling 6 of the first round soccer games here within a 60 minute drive of my home.
Ticket prices were reasonable.  For $16.50 each, I obtained seats directly opposite midfield for one of the games at the Navy-Marine Corps Stadium here.  Four nights later I sat in the same seats for $3.50 each – I had learned that the ushers were unconcerned where one sat unless there was a complaint.  We certainly did not complain, nor did the no-shows who helped to subsidize our evening.

Parking was $3.00, but I joined many others who preferred to use empty and absolutely free lots in the vicinity, which also emptied much faster after the game.  My son and his buddies opined that selection of a funeral home parking lot bode ill for the evening.  But, once again, no one complained – certainly not any dead guys inside – and we did not receive a parking ticket, nor were we towed.
Opening ceremonies were short, but impressive.  Secretary of Defense, Caspar Weinberger, remembered his lines, and successfully declared the “games to be open.”  An Olympic torch was run into and then around the stadium – how it was related to the L.A. original was not explained.  Sky divers, the Naval Academy marching band, and 16 local youth soccer teams comprised the remainder of the opening ceremony.  Within 45 minutes we were “playing ball.”

The two games themselves were uneventful ties.  The team from Qatar (where’s the U??) was noteworthy, primarily for their purple and white national flag and bevy of supporters who arrived in a caravan of white Mercedes (I am not making this up!). 

All of the foreign teams exhibited superior ball-handling skills not seen in American soccer.  These games were further evidence that the U.S. will continue to produce solid defensive, team-oriented – and internationally unsuccessful – soccer teams as long as American youth soccer remains the exclusive rage of our affluent suburbs.  Millions of over-privileged and over-coached kids make for nice statistics on the growth and popularity of soccer in the U.S., but lousy candidates for competition on the international level.  Until our young boys are playing pickup games in the streets and on vacant lots, we will never gain the foot skills to compete against our overseas competitors.
The ushers were at least as interesting as the players on the field.  They were dressed in outfits provided by corporate sponsors featuring identical yellow and blue garb covered with the Olympic logo.  Their sneakers were magenta and white, making for a definitely non-color-coordinated clash with the blue and yellow.  After the conclusion of the games, an usher told me that she would be allowed to keep her outfit, but as one male teenage usher asked me, “What do you do with purple gym shoes?”  I suggested that he move to Qatar.

I thought you might like to know.
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