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At 4:20 pm, carrots were not in the oven. Rice was not cooking. And the chicken wasn’t started. But at least the oven was on. It read 100 degrees. If only carrots could be roasted at 100 and not at 425. 
It was OK except the Zoom meeting was to start at five PM and I had to finish cooking, eat, clean up, and fire up the computer before then. 
Was I worried? No. Was I nervous? No. 
HA. I was a long-tailed cat on pins and needles in a room full of rockers watching a one-armed paperhanger work.  
The medium pot went on the back burner with a dollop of olive oil. Cranked up to High. I’d need to dump the scallions in. The chef’s knife Lisa gave me for Christmas made short work of them. Ratatataratatata went the knife, like my arm was vibrating. Fast but not pretty. Thin slices like miniature onion rings. White and green piles on the cutting board.
With a quick scoop, I dropped the white slices into the hot pan.
I glanced at the display. 265. I heard the scallions sizzle on the burner. Crap. Dumped in the water and rice. Wound up the timer. 15 minutes. 
Back to the carrots. Half-inch diagonals. I chopped like I’d just finished twelve expressos.  Chop, Chop, Chop, Chop, Chop. In a bowl they went with a long drizzle of olive oil.  Shook salt and pepper all over.  Toss, Toss, Toss, and on the baking sheet.  Into the oven, temperature be damned.
The rice. Got it before it boiled over, not like last time. Down went the temp, and on went the lid. And on to the chicken. Out of the pouch and dried off. Threw on paprika, pepper, and salt. 
The pan! Rats. Got it. Drizzled oil and placed on High to speed things up. Dropped in the chicken. They’d heat up together. 
The time! 4:40 pm. Twenty minutes. Ten minutes left on the timer.  I ran into the front room and turned on the computer, grabbed my special hat, and the Solito book. Back out, and a miracle, the chicken hadn’t burned….yet.
4:45. The rice looked ready. Added pistachios and stirred. Done. Stuck a fork in the carrots. Done enough. Made up two plates of carrots and rice. Plated both. The chicken looked done. Dropped a cutlet on each plate.  
The sauce. I had to make the sauce! Sour cream, chicken stock, water, and butter. No problem. Used the same pan as I’d used for the chicken.  And stirred slowly. You can’t hurry the sauce.
The sauce went on the chicken and rice at 4:52. I ate like a hamster after a forty-day fast. At 4:55 I joined the meeting, hat on my head. Piece of cake.
