Vocabulary List 6

Seventh Inning Snatch
Part 4

     "The new method of travel that I envision will make it possible for us to explore outer space and protect the world's environment at the same time.  As you both have heard me say many times, the most crucial challenge that humans face is that of solving the problems and surpassing the limitations of our present means of transportation.  If we don't try to do this, we are dooming ourselves to living in darkest ignorance."

     Barnaby's speech was beginning to exasperate Babette.  She stamped her foot with annoyance and impatience.  "Barnaby, please, enough melodrama.  You're like one of those overly emotional actors in the American soap operas, " she snapped.  "Just tell use about your invention!"

     Barnaby blushed, and Babette was immediately sorry that she'd spoken so harshly.

     "I'm just eager to hear what you've made, " she said gently.

     "Yes, well as you know, I have always been intrigued by the thought of celestial exploration.  Exploring the heavens - ah, how many nights have I stared at the stars and dreamed of visiting distain worlds!  Oops, there I go again.  Sorry.  Anyway, I started studying modern rockets, and after careful analysis of their design, I cam to the conclusion that those rocket scientists at NASA have been doing it all wrong.  Then, out of the blue, the only solution came to me:  I could use a nautical model for my spaceship!"

     "Nautical?" asked Bridget.  "You mean stuff like boats and sails and anchors and all that?  That's kind of quaint, isn't it?  I mean, it's nice but it seems very old - fashioned."

     "The idea may seem old-fashioned, but it really turned out to be very effective," insisted Barnaby.  "I based my calculations on the latest research into the magnetic qualities of space dust.  I have designed special ionic outer space sails and a vacuum-valent anchor for normal planetary travel.  Then there is the quasi-quantum quickener for time travel, but there are still some kinks in that.  The strong smell you notice is from a very sticky, but highly conductive, plant mash I concocted.  It took months for me to do all of this planning and construction, but finally I'm finished."

     "Wow, Barnaby, that sounds great, but I'm afraid that most of what you said sounded like gibberish to me," sighed Bridget.  " I just didn't understand a word.  Vacuum ionic quantum whatchamajiggy, huh?  You'll have to sit down and explain it to me step by step sometime, but not now.  Now, we have bigger fish t o fry."

     "Fish?" asked Babette, completely confused.  Beauregard, who had been stretched out on top of Barnaby's notes perked up his ears at the word.  

     "Not real fish," explained Bridget.  "It's just an expression.  It means that we have more important things to deal with right now, namely, the Yankees game.  The evil Chicago Red Sox are in town, and the rivalry between the Sox and the Yankees is ancient!  They've been battling each other in the ballpark since before we were even born!  Now that it has stopped raining, we have to go try to get tickets for the game.  The only problem is that tickets are as scarce as hens' teeth."

     "Hens?"  Babette asked, as Beauregard once again cocked and interested ear.

     "She means that tickets are rare, they're hard to come by," explained Barnaby.  "Not only that, but I'm sure that prices are exorbitant.  We'd have to cough up ridiculous amounts of money in order to get decent seats.  But I have the strange feeling that we might be able to lay our hands on some tickets.  Hmmmm.  Howe could we get some?

     Barnaby began pacing around the room and scratching his bushy head.  Babette nudged Bridget and smiled knowingly.  Something exciting invariably happened when Barnaby started scratching.

     "Tickets, tickets, tickets," he murmured, scratching furiously.  "Aha! I know!  We can go to the box office and try to buy some!"

     "Wait, Barnaby," Bridget said," what is that thing that is stuck behind your glasses?"

     "Oh.  I wondered why I couldn't see out of my left eye," Barnaby said.  "Let's see.  Oh.  Now that's interesting.  It seems I have four tickets to tonight's Yankees game.  Right above the home team dugout, too.  They must have fallen out of my hair.  I really should brush from time to time."

     "Don't you dare," said Bridget as she hugged her friend.  "Come on, were have to get back to the subway."

     So Barnaby left his lab for the evening, and the friends scurried down to the subway with Beauregard trotting behind.

....to be continued next week

