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The scene is at Marauder and Linda’s home in Boston.  Linda is away at a law convention in Washington, D.C., so Marauder has the house to himself.  He goes down the stairs and into the living room.  He then selects a Louis Armstrong CD, puts it in the stereo, and begins playing it.  Then, the tune “St. Louis Blues” fills the air.  Marauder lies down on the sofa directly across from the fireplace and just loses himself in the music.  A while later, the doorbell reawakens Marauder from his daydream.  He gets up and answers the door.  Outside is Dylan, his best friend.

MARAUDER: (smiling) Dylan!  What brings you here?

DYLAN:  I heard Lassie was away, so I thought you could use some company.

MARAUDER:  You must have read my mind.  Come on in.

Dylan walks in and Marauder closes the door.  Dylan sets down his suitcases and takes off his jacket.  They go into the living room.  Marauder motions to the recliner next to the sofa.  Dylan sits down in the recliner and Marauder sits down on the sofa close to him.

MARAUDER:  You know, this is the first day I’ve been away from my wife since we’ve been married.

DYLAN:  I know.

MARAUDER:  But somehow, being married has got me worried about something.

DYLAN:  What’s that?

MARAUDER:  I just get the feeling that you and I don’t spend as much time together as we used to.  I love Lassie dearly, but I’m afraid of tearing our friendship apart.

DYLAN:  Don’t worry about it, bud.  We’ll always be friends.  And I don’t ever want you to be sorry you got married.  Your wife loves you a lot, and I was proud to be best man at your wedding.

MARAUDER: (smiles) Thanks, bud.

They continued their conversation for about an hour.  Marauder’s topics were about Oklahoma State’s football season, especially their victory against the Oklahoma Sooners, and the Houston Bowl; his vacations with Linda, and working with the Collie Squadron.  Dylan’s topics were about life at RRHQ, and about his other friends.  Above the sofa, Dylan notices Marauder’s degrees from Oklahoma State University hanging on the wall, a portrait of Edmon Low Library, as well as the commencement portrait of Marauder and Dr. Halligan.

DYLAN:  Isn’t that the picture they took of you on the day you became a Road Rover?

MARAUDER:  That’s right.  I’ll never forget that day.  Dr. Halligan was a good president and a believer in the Road Rover Training Program they have going.  Now, he’s retiring.  But I think they’ve got someone good to take his place.

DYLAN:  I understand.  That was probably one of the best ideas the Master ever had.  He originally recruited you before the original team because he wanted a Road Rover who knew medicine, but now it’s become a big thing.

MARAUDER:  Right.  Now, it’s become mandatory for all Road Rovers to undergo training before they can go on a mission.  They can either do it through the basic training at the Road Rover training center, or through the Academy, or they can go to OSU and train through its Road Rover Training Program, or the programs at several other universities.  But I think the reason some of our recruits choose OSU or the other universities is because of the atmosphere they offer.  It’s a true collegiate experience.  You’re not just being trained to become a Road Rover, you’re also being educated.

Their conversation continues for a while longer.  Then, Marauder feels the need to do something different.

MARAUDER:  How would you like me to cook something special for dinner tonight?

DYLAN:  Sure, that sounds great.  What were you thinking about?

MARAUDER:  Well, I thought about making some smoked sausage jambalaya.  How does that sound?

DYLAN:  That sounds fine.  You like to cook?

MARAUDER:  I love to cook, especially since I had my first bite of Cajun food when I was at OSU.  The guys in the Hotel and Restaurant program kind of got me going.  I’ve even got Lassie into it.  Unlike Abby and Vicki, she’s willing to do things for herself, instead of having someone else do them for her.  In fact, when Otto and Sam came over with their kids not too long ago, I cooked a whole pot of chili for all of us.

DYLAN:  Did they like the chili?

MARAUDER:  Oh, they loved it.  Too bad Confuse-us had to miss out on it.  But I guess that’s what he gets for trying to taste it while it’s still too hot to eat.

Dylan laughs.

Later, Marauder is in the kitchen starting the cooking.  He now has an apron on.

MARAUDER: (imitating Julia Child) First, divide the smoked sausage in half. (He takes a knife and cuts the link in half.) Then, slice it thinly. (He begins slicing.) Place in a saucepan and begin frying. (He places the sliced sausage in a pan, and turns on the flame below it.  Then he grabs a bell pepper.) If you like a little more zest to your jambalaya, you may want to chop a bell pepper or two and fry it with the sausage. (He chops up two bell peppers, one red and one green, and fries them with the sausage.)

He continues cooking for a while until the jambalaya is ready.

Fade.  Marauder and Dylan have just finished dinner.

DYLAN:  That was a great dinner, bud.  Sure beats anything Shag serves up.

MARAUDER:  Anything beats what Shag serves up.

DYLAN:  Want to go for a walk?

MARAUDER:  Sure.  That sounds all right to me.

Fade to the next scene:  The Public Garden.  Snow covers the ground all around, and the pond is frozen.  Dylan and Marauder walk along one of the lighted paths through the park.  Dylan is wearing his heavy coat over his usual outfit and Marauder is wearing his winter uniform and an OSU cap.  In the distance, the lights of downtown Boston can be seen.

MARAUDER:  Beautiful, isn’t it?

DYLAN:  Yeah.  Boston sure is a nice city.

They continue walking.

Fade to later that evening.  Marauder is in his bedroom getting ready to settle down for the night when the phone rings.  He picks it up.

MARAUDER:  Hello?

LINDA: (on the other line) Hi honey.

MARAUDER:  Oh, hello Lassie.  How’s Washington?

LINDA:  It’s all right.  The convention got under way this afternoon.  Dad, Molly, Abby, and Vicki are all here as well, and we’re going to be here about a week unless an emergency comes up.

MARAUDER:  I miss you.

LINDA:  I miss you too.

As they continue talking, Dylan walks up to his door and overhears their conversation.  He smiles and continues on to his room.

THE END

