MABEL TRUMP
Oh, isn’t this exciting, Alvin?  My first baseball game.  And look at all those people.  Well, I’m certainly prepared -- althought I can’t see why they take blankets to a game in the middle of summer.

Blanket -- football?  Oh, my mistake.  And I did want to understand everything.  There -- there are players, but they don’tmake much sense to me.  Such confusion!

Oh, batting practice?  The game hasn’t started yet?  Well, that’s a relief.  Why, I thought it was going to be like a three-ring circus -- watching everything at one time.  Animals are much easier to follow, anyway.

Look at that old man in a baseball uniform.  Now, how can he possibly play at his age?  The manager?  Well, I still think he should be pensioned.

It’s much too hot here.  Oh, look!  There are two seats in the shade.  Pardon me, please.  Oops!  Well, you should eat at home anyway.  Imagine that, Alvin. Getting angry with me because he dropped his hot dog.  And I gave him only a little nudge.

Now isn’t that much better?  So nice and shady.  Oh, stop complaining.  So what if you’re sitting behind the post   You can stretch your neck a little and -- and it is comfortable.  Why, I can see perfectly.

Alvin, we went into all that last night.  I won’t bother you once today.  I’ve been listening to baseball on the radio.  Oh, yes, I know all about it.  Home runs, infield singles, stolen bases; although I think that name’s a rather bad influence on children.  Couldn’t they call them misplaced bases or something?

Play ball!  They’re ready to start.  Why should I sit down,Alvin?  I saw them do this on -- football, again?  Well, it’s still a sport and I don’t see what difference it makes.

Oh, I can’t bear to watch.  I think  that dreadful man deliberately tried to hit that boy with the ball.  The batter?  Well, he didn’t have to throw it so close.  And how can he hit the ball with that skinny, little stick.  The British are so practical.  They use cricket bats or cudgels or something.

I think someone should order those funny-looking men in the black suits off the field . . . The umpires?  Never mind - they still look like the pallbearers at Aunt Martha’s funeral.

I am not trying to be funny -- and I wish you wouldn’t glare at me like that!

Heavens, that awful man knocked that ball right in my lap! Oh, stop shouting like that, Alvin.  I didn’t ask him to do it!  

Now what’s wrong, Alvin!  Of course, I returned it.  It -- it didn’t belong to me and I want the men to finish their game.  And I wish that everyone would stop looking at me.  I never did keep things that don’t belong to me!

