Vocabulary List 7

Seventh Inning Snatch
Part 5

     "Right above the dugout!" gasped Bridget excitedly as they walked down into the station.  "What a perfect vantage for catching a foul ball.  We couldn't be in a better position!"

     A short while later, they were walking toward Yankee Stadium.  The streets and parking lot were filled with excited, cheering fans and peddlers selling souvenirs, candy, and T-shirts from their carts.  The sun was just beginning to set, and the late-summer evening was warm and pleasant.

     "This crowd is so excited, Bridget," remarked Babette.  "In France, we only see such a hoopla at soccer games.  What a commotion!"

     "I have to admit that even though I am a whiz at physics and chemistry, for some reason baseball confounds me," said Barnaby.  "I love watching it, but I never understand what is going on.  Bridget, Babette, and I are counting on you to explain everything."

     "Have no fear," declared Bridget, laughing.  "With me as your guide, baseball will never mystify or bewilder you again.  Let's get a move on, though my throat is parched; I could drink a bathtub full of soda.  And I want you guys to see the filed keepers roll up the giant plastic tarpaulin that keeps the rain off the field.  It's really cool!"

     Once she made sure that Babette and Barnaby were in their seats, Bridget took off for the snack stand to get some food.  Beauregard followed her, which was lucky, since Bridget bought far too many treats to carry by herself.  She and Beauregard returned laden with drinks, popcorn, candy and dozen foot-long hot dogs that were fully loaded with dressings.

     "You look like a couple of pack mules, all loaded down like that," joked Barnaby.

     "Are you going to grab some of this, or what?" asked Bridget, who was struggling to keep it all balanced.

     Babette and Barnaby eagerly took the giant drinks off of the cardboard tray on Beauregard's back and unloaded the food from Bridget's arms.

     " You can't enjoy a baseball game without the proper provisions," said Bridget.  "And now we have all the supplies we could possibly want: Dig in everyone!  I bought every edible product that was available.  You might argue the red licorice isn't fit to eat, but hey, I say if you can swallow it, it's edible."

     They ate as if they hadn't had a meal in weeks; they only stopped slurping and chewing long enough to cheer and holler for the Yankees.  Bridget amazed everyone with her whistling abilities; she could stick two fingers in her mouth and produce a sound so loud and shrill that people at a distance of a hundred yards had to cover their ears.

     "My, that is a piercing sound," said Babette, admiringly.  "I just can't seem to do it."

    " Don't feel bad, Babette," replied Bridget.  "You have plenty of skills of your own.  For example, you're multilingual.  Exactly how many languages do you know?"

     "Five," Babette said hurriedly, and then stood in her chair and yelled "J'aime le Yankees!  Victoire pour les Yankees!" 

     Bridget looked at her friend enviously.

conclusion, next week

