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Revelation at the Superbowl Rally

By Suzette Martinez Standring

I cannot go back in time and reclaim my youth, but if I could, the New England Patriots'  rally was not the  place to do it.   On February 5, I  and 1.25 million others headed downtown.  Patriots Rule! But let me also confess it wasn’t solely team zealotry that made me go. I set out to recapture an earlier memory.

 When I was 26, the San Francisco Forty-Niners won their first Super Bowl Championship in the 1980’s.  Union Street of my old hometown was a mad melee of celebration.  Traffic stopped, and hordes of people thronged the streets dancing to the song, "We are the Champions.” I now sheepishly admit to being one of many who clambered onto the front bumper of the 41 Union Street Bus, fancying myself a wildly animated hood ornament.

That was a million moons ago, but that memory triggered an impulse to throw on my red sweater, blue jeans, and white t-shirt, and join everyone else for an afternoon of reveling. 

The Boston Common at 12:30 p.m. was a swarming sea of people from on all sides, and a long wait in the cold.  Hopping up and down behind people, I think the Patriots went by because some men waved from a truck and everyone started screaming.  Wedged in, blocked from seeing anything beyond armpit level, I realized I was not having fun yet.

Perhaps it was time to seek refuge at Filene’s Basement to enjoy America’s other great sport. Shopping around, I realized how much I had changed. Maybe at 26, it was riotous fun to lose myself within the screaming hordes.  Now at 47, it held all the glamour of a long bread line in Russia.

I gathered up my goods and prepared to skeedaddle home - only to find Downtown Crossing swallowed up in should-to-shoulder humanity.  One hour from the stairs to the train platform, and another hour to board the T. Not a good time to be hauling around a big puffy new bedspread and a bag of books.

I tried to maintain happy, healthy little thoughts, but after an hour of witnessing rogue celebrants pushing their way through the line, high volume yowling, and an 8 year old nearby threatening to throw up, I became The Guerrilla Train Jumper.

When a Braintree train finally opened its doors, I took a flying leap into the car.  I scurried into a corner, blockading myself with books and a bedspread.  People surged forward and a little old lady was knocked down.  As we helped her, a man wearing a shiny red Patriots' jacket yelled out, "Hey, watch out for the lady, you  A**holes!!  You wanna walk to the next station?" as he menaced the unruly with an upraised fist. And you thought chivalry was dead!

Inside the car, I was squashed flat against the wall.  I wondered how much pressure the human body could tolerate before getting pressed to death. I also watched a group of twenty-somethings cheering and laughing, despite all the discomforts.

I sighed, holding my cotton bedspread to my chest, wondering if my sense of adventure and fun had completely disappeared, leaving in its wake, a cranky crone. Where was that young gal who once rode the bumper of a city bus, screaming, "Niners Rule!”?

Perhaps it’s enough to be among the 1.25 million in Boston who cheered our champions on the coldest day of the year.  My days of being an animated hood ornament are over. After all, you can never go home again. 

Well,  you can – but only if you're willing to suffer a 2-1/2 hour journey in what’s normally a 15-minute ride home.  It was nice to have a new bedspread to take a nap on.

