Basketball Bonanza
by

Eyes Right

Washington, DC -   I have taken up attending the occasional National Basketball Association (NBA) game here in the Verizon Center.  Our home team is the Washington Wizards, formerly known as the Washington Bullets.  The latter name was deemed to be too politically incorrect in a city which specializes in homicides and drive-by shootings, so a contest was held to come up with a new name.  Apparently, those who dislike devil worshippers did not have a sufficiently large political base to keep “Wizards” from winning.  The building in which these Wizards play their games has also gone through several recent name changes, as telecom companies have come and gone.  Just a few years ago, it was “the MCI Center.”  It would appear that sports teams and their names are rather transitory.

Within the past few months, I have seen games both here and in Charlotte, the home of the Charlotte Bobcats.  Their building is still in search of a corporate sponsor to pony up several million for naming rights, so it is, for the moment, simply called Bobcats Arena, but you can bet that this name will not last long.  The Bobcats were recently the Hornets, before the owner moved that entire franchise to New Orleans. When the NBA placed a new team in Charlotte, there was the usual naming contest, and Bobcats seemed to offend the least number of special interests.  As you can see, nothing is very permanent in the NBA.  
The NBA does put on a good show for their customers.  Each game has been entertaining, and well worth the ticket price.  Not only can you watch basketball being played at its highest level of skill, but there is essentially continuous activity during each time out and at half time.

One of the main non-basketball forms of entertainment are dancers, who are basically scantily clad women gyrating to loud music.  These ladies are all  hard bodies with long hair (usually blonde) who are best observed at distance.  They bounce out onto the floor during time-outs and do a 90 second routine. They all wear forced smiles, and seem to vie to be the best jiggler.   The dancers also go through several costume changes during each game, but the one common theme is skin, skin, skin.  I have not yet found any males who object to this predilection, but at least one of my female friends claims to be offended.  My only comment is that the team owners must find that the dancers add to the bottom line, or they would be gone in a heartbeat – this is, after all, big business.
The half time shows are usually very interesting.  So far this season, I have seen (1) a rather remarkable female Chinese juggler who performed amazing feats while sitting high up on a unicycle, (2) a large group of young African American girls doing all sort of jump rope tricks, and (3) a percussion band from New Jersey composed of grade school boys and girls banging on drums in a surprisingly pleasant, and very energetic, 15 minute routine.

There is also usually a mascot guy dressed in some form of ridiculous outfit.  This person assists the dancers throwing tee shirts and burritos and whatever to those in the crowd who scream loudest.  Sometimes they use an air gun to propel the promotional tee shirts far towards the upper deck.  I have seen grown men climb over three rows of fellow spectators to try to catch one of the flying objects.   

Basically, there is zero “down-time” during an NBA game.  From the moment of the introduction of the home team when the lights are dimmed, fireworks go off, and music blares, until the end of the game, the theme is non-stop action and noise.  Apparently this is a winning combination, if not in games won, but in the real goal, making money, and lots of it.  I, for one, am hooked.
I thought you might like to know.
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