A Tea Party Meeting
Nancy Tunnell
My garden club was having a tea party in April as a fund raiser, and we had a February meeting to review who was on which committee ant the progress they had made. Ann, the circle president, a grey-haired woman and Ruth, the chapter president who was attractive and  energetic led this meeting on a Wednesday morning. 
When we got there, we were treated to a display of chocolate covered strawberries, tarts topped with whipped cream, scones, both blueberry and cranberry orange, and chocolate chip varieties. To complement the scones, there was clotted cream and jam. Tea was served as well. Linda, a pleasant woman with glasses had made most of the deserts. She was spear-heading this fund raiser and wanted to have an authentic British high tea or as close to it as possible. She had been to one in London, so she knew what they served. Using the microwave for heating was out. We did have an oven and only that would do. There were three courses of nibblies: a sandwich course, scone course, and a desert course all served on the classic tiered stand. Hats and flowery dresses were the dress code.
Linda asked,” Do you want to know how I made the clotted cream?” She was proud of her creation.
Without thinking,  I said, “No.”
“No?” she replied with a puzzled look on her face as her brows crunched together in a squint.
“Yes, we would,” someone else said. Linda’s eyes lit up. So, she explained that it’s made with whipped cream, mascarpone, and just a pinch of sugar. That sounds easy.
As the leader, Ann, was announcing each committee and who was on it, she came to the laundry detail. After the tea party, the tablecloths and napkins needed to be washed.
” Kathy King,” she read out from her paper.
Kathy, a tall, lean woman was surprised. “ Wait, why am I the only one on the laundry committee? I said I’d help, but I don’t want to be the only one. Can some other people be on it too?”
	We all looked around and Mary and Sharon offered to help her. The next question was about what to put in the tea.
“So, are we having milk with the tea like the British do? What about artificial sweeteners?” Kathy asked.
 “No, we aren’t serving milk, but will have Splenda and Stevia,” Ruth said. “ We don’t have milk with our tea.”
It came to Sylvia’s turn to speak, the head of the plant sales committee. She had dark hair and loved to contribute to the meetings.
“Does the plant table need to be decorated?” she asked. ” I was thinking of just one white tablecloth.”
“No, the plant table is separate from the rest of the tea party décor,” Ruth said. “That would be fine.”  
I had my chin resting on my palm thinking of what else I had to do today, while my neighbor at the table, Kay, was doodling on a sheet of paper.
Ann said,” Laura is heading the raffle baskets committee. We have several people who signed up to work with her.”  I heard a snort from a woman sitting near me. She said something to Kay, her friend, and they laughed. 
Then she said,” Well, this is the first I’ve heard of it.” 
“ Not Laura, but Lauren,” Ann said, realizing her mistake. 
“Yes, I’m heading the raffle baskets,” Lauren, a blonde woman from the other side of the table said. This cleared up the confusion.
Then, the group meeting adjourned, and we got into our small committees. I gave Sylvia my email and cell phone number and she was finished with me. How efficient she is. I picked a good group to be in and a good leader. 
I then went to Tinker, a short haired woman to ask her how to get a cutting out of my cowboy toilet paper plant. She had donated the plant, and I was intrigued by its name. It was so  named because the leaves were so soft, they’d been used for toilet paper in the American West by the cowboys. Tinker said the true name for it is mullein. 
“So, this plant is so big now. I planted it in a barrel planter and already it takes up the whole planter,” I said.
“Really? Is it in sun?”
“Yes, I think so,” I replied.
“Well, you gotta take a picture of it. I want to show my friend up North who gave it to me.”
“Okay. It closes its leaves at night, then opens when it’s daylight out,” I said.
“Cool!” Tinker said. 
This short chat turned into a lovely, meaningful exchange among friends. We talked for about twenty minutes, and I forgot about the petty questions and concerns of some of the woman as I enjoyed my personal conversation with a good friend. Now, this is more like it; socializing with good friends or paraphrasing an Elvis song, a lot less meetings and more pleasant conversation, please.  
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