Take Me Out to the Ballgame?
Northrop Grumman in Azusa had a special offer: Dodger tickets for only $3 each.  How could I resist?  I had not been to a baseball game since before the players strike in 1994.  That would be over 10 years ago.  It seemed reasonable enough to sit in the far right-field bleachers with my co-workers.  It was on a Saturday night, April 19, 2003, a day that will live in infamy.  I headed down the freeway, and the car overheated.  I added radiator fluid and continued onward into a massive traffic jam.  I cleverly went down the Glendale Freeway to the usual uncrowded entrance to Dodger Stadium on Scott Ave.  It was closed five years ago.  So, I circled around to Elysian Park Ave, and entered the stadium with the hordes.  What?! Parking costs $8, which is more than twice the ticket price.  The stadium parking lots were either full, or empty and reserved.  I found a space in far away parking and braved four four-lane one-way roads to get to the stadium.
Take Me Out with the Crowd

It turned out to be Northrop Grumman day with over 6,000 employees there according to the announcer.  Ron Sugar, the Company President, threw out the first ball.  Sure enough, the people around me had gotten their tickets from someone who worked in Azusa.  The group two rows in front started with booing every San Francisco Giants player, but saved the worst language for Barry Bonds, who has been the best player in baseball the last two years.  Their children joined in the loudness, and soon began hitting each other with the noise sticks.  Intervention was required when they all started hitting the smallest child.  A non-stop smoker had to be removed by the usher.  A fan wearing a San Francisco jacket was roundly booed by the increasingly unruly crowd. I was horrified as I was wearing the orange color of San Francisco.  Some trash was aimed at my head.  Someone commented that I must be a Giants fan!  What?  During the third inning the empty seats in front of us finally got occupied by a group of people.  The woman admitted to working at the Azusa facility.  She gave a passionate kiss to the man next to her.  She then displayed good organizational skills by leading the loud group in front to try to start the “wave”.  Her baseball knowledge was faulty, however.  The Dodgers were losing, people were leaving, and there was something interesting going on in the field.  The “wave” failed completely.  Frustrated, her family group was gone early. 
Buy Me Some Peanuts and Crackerjack

They have got to be kidding: $5 for peanuts, crackerjack, and pizza, $3.50 for lemonade, Dodger dogs, and an ice cream chipwich.  Why just last week, the Azusa cafeteria had a Dodger dog special for 75 cents.  Well, it was the baseball game and I was hungry so I spent $22 for something to eat.  The 99 cents only stores had beachballs, as many identical ones kept appearing to be batted around by the fans.  The kids kept running after them and ran through several fools carrying trays of food and drinks (a big mess, of course).  The Giants scored five runs in the fifth to lead 8-2.  The lone Giants fan got up, cheered, and waved his San Francisco jacket after the inning.  Ice, trash, and verbal abuse came from all sides towards the fan.  His poor neighbors all had to cover their heads, as none of it seemed to hit the fan.  He had ducked down in his seat behind the jacket.  The unruly bunch in front departed, as did many others from the announced 50,000+ crowd.  The attendance figures must have been manipulated as there were about 10,000 empty seats in the 2nd and 3rd decks. (Capacity=56,000)
I Don't Care If I Never Get Back!
During the 7th inning stretch, people sang this song about a game they already were at.  It was written in 1908 by Jack Norworth (inspired by a subway sign) who did not attend a baseball game until 32 years after he wrote the song.   A wild swinging fistfight started between two women nearby.  The crowd rushed over to see.  The women were removed from the game and detained.  Most everyone around had left early; they missed the five consecutive fly ball outs to the right fielder in front of us.  The game was only three hours, but it took an hour to get out of the parking lot, with the large sign: "THINK BLUE" clearly displayed in the grassy field behind the parking lot.  I looked at it and thought “Now they tell me”.  I will be better prepared for the next game, if any.  

Postscript:  My seat in the next few games attended was in the right-field all-you-can-eat pavilion.  For $10, that was a good deal. The handicapped parking lot was right behind the pavilion.  I got there early and consumed lots of hot dogs, peanuts, and lemonade.  My eyes followed the bouncing beach balls around the stadium, but paid little attention to the game.  I wore blue, of course.  I have learned the words to the same song always sung in the 7th inning: “Take Me Out to the Ballgame”.  In 1938, comedians Bud Abbott and Lou Costello started a clever routine called “Who’s On First?”.   I have figured out the fielder positions as the following: 1B: Who, 2B: What, 3B: I don’t know, SS: I don’t care, LF: Why, CF: Because, RF: Where, C: Today, P: Tomorrow.
