 Ticket Trauma
by

Eyes Right

Landover, MD   -  I do not receive a lot of mail from Maryland, so when I opened a  recent letter postmarked out of Landover, I suspected that it contained another solicitation from the Washington Redskins.  I was correct.
As a former Redskins season ticket holder, I apparently am now permanently on their list of potential suckers who will suddenly see the light and return to owner Dan Snyder’s fold.  For those of you who either live in a cave, or who prefer just about anything to following professional sports, the Redskins are not remnants of a lost tribe of American Indians, but a long-time member of the National Football League (NFL).  

About 20 years ago, shortly after we moved to the DC area, I placed my name on the Redskin season ticket waiting list, which, at the time, was close to infinity in length.  It was more of a statement of general support for the team, rather than a commitment, because the Redskins were riding high following several Superbowl wins and the stadium in which they played, RFK, in DC was small.  Season tickets were passed through wills from one generation to the next, and were often a hotly contested part of divorce settlements.  There was no way I would ever get a ticket.

Then two events occurred.  The Redskins moved from RFK stadium to a new, much larger, facility, now called FedEx Field, in the Maryland suburbs.  And the team became a consistent loser.  Last year my name reached the top of the waiting list, and I was offered season tickets on the top row of the stadium, near the “needs oxygen” level.  I readily accepted and paid Mr. Snyder $1600 for two tickets for the 8 regular season games and 2 pre-season exhibitions.  It came to about $80 per ticket.    
For my money, I was continually gouged and abused by Mr. Snyder, both in terms of the totally inferior play on the field, and at the refreshment stands, where a couple of hot dogs and two cokes or two beers set you back over 25 bucks.  I had to leave our home at 10 AM for a game at 1 PM, and we returned around 7 that night.  (That amounts to 9 hours for those of you with math issues.)  So, at the end of the season, we opted not to renew our season tickets, but to stay home and watch the game on HD television in considerably more comfort and at far less cost in terms of money and time.

The new offer from the Redskins was offering “Premium” seating, but no costs were mentioned in the brochure.  I was told that I would have oversized seats with waiter service, the best sightlines in the stadium, our own escalators for “Club Members,” and access to two sports bars and a cigar bar complete with “hundreds of flat screen TVs.”

Out of curiosity, I called the Redskins to ask about price.  When the cheery voiced guy on the other end told me the cost of two season tickets, I needed smelling salts.  The prices ranged from $5900 to $9900 per year, but, as Mr. Cheery Voice added, that includes parking.  He also told me that the Redskins do not require those nasty additional seat licenses paid up front to have the privilege to buy a seat like some of the other NFL teams  However, there would be a necessary commitment by me for 6, 8, or 10 years to buy premium tickets.  I asked what happens if I die, and, get ready, he cheerily replied, “The tickets and the commitment passes onto your estate, of course.”  
So for roughly $300-500 a ticket, I can sit in cigar smoke, pay for drinks and food at exorbitant prices, and spend 9 hours to watch 3 ½ hours of football.  But I would have that private escalator!   After considering my options for about 3 nanoseconds, I suggested to Mr. Cheery Voice that he leave the Redskins to work for a more socially responsible outfit, such as MS-13, and that, of course, I did not want the premium seats.
I thought you might like to know.
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