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Nothing brought more pleasure to Ivy Landor than to sit on her patio with a book of nature poetry while her three lovely Arabian horses grazed nearby. The munching and crunching sounds of sugar cube teeth grinding away at clumps of grass sent tingles up and down her spine. She loved the way her horses closed their eyes as if feeling totally relaxed and in pure bliss while grazing. Their soft snorts, an occasional shake of a mane to eject a fly, the sweet scent of their fur, and even the way they placed their heads right beside the hooves of another horse, completely trusting that they won't be kicked, all contributed to an ambiance like no other.
Hers was a peaceful ranch. All the animals and humans got along, treated one another with respect, and understood each others needs. No one could convince her that she and Wade made the wrong choice nearly twenty years before when they left the mean streets of Oakland to become newlyweds in a small rural community in the Eastern Sierra. Those relatives who stayed behind were battling problems like divorce, teenagers on drugs, drive-by shootings, and carjackings, not to mention the daily battles with traffic, overcrowding, and pollution. Ivy and Wade raised their daughter well, keeping her busy with farm chores, 4H Club, and a variety of seasonal sports.
At 16, Crystal Landor was one well adjusted teenager with enough skills to get her far in her upcoming adult life. Ivy and Wade both contributed to her homeschooling, in addition to sending her to public school. The elementary school teachers had suggested that Ivy was putting too much pressure on her daughter by giving her double-duty with her education, but Crystal had a natural thirst for knowledge and was the one who initiated the desire for homeschooling. In all her years, she never received a grade less than an A, and she scored in the top .05% in the nation on an IQ test. At Ivy's estimate, Crystal passed her up in knowledge at the age of 10. Crystal quickly became the family encyclopedia, the person everyone approached when they had a question, but were too lazy to look up the answer on the Internet.
Ivy just wished that Wade and Crystal shared her love of horses. They had three of them, one for each person in the family to ride, but the interest just wasn't there. They would occasionally help clean stalls and toss out the next ration of hay, but climbing into the saddle was the furthest thing from their minds. So, Ivy trained and rode all three horses by herself, knowing that they needed more attention than she alone could give them.
Though the ranch was only on two acres and the neighbors were within shouting distance, the majority of them were retired and led quiet lives. For the first 12 years or so that the Landors resided on their beloved ranch, there weren't many jobs in the area, so the demographic was a bit narrow, mostly including those enjoying retirement, those practicing some form of agriculture or those who telecommuted, like Ivy. Despite having a love of the great outdoors, Ivy spent at least 10 hours a day at her computer doing web design tasks for distant clients. Wade made a decent living for them repairing and replacing water pumps and digging wells deeper.
Most homes in their rural community relied on private wells for water, septic tanks and leach systems for waste dispersal, and propane tanks for heating. Anyone in any three of those lines of business did well, because people were willing to pay anything to get water, flush their toilets, and keep warm. Business was particularly good for Wade lately, because the demand for homes in the area had created a boom in the construction industry, which resulted in the water tables dropping.
However, things were changing. Ivy, being sensitive to subtleties, noticed that younger families were trying to move into the area despite there not being any work for them. They were just trying to go into business for themselves, erecting coffee huts, Internet cafes and yoga studios. This was an area where people were either killing cows and pigs for meat, or laying on their death beds. No one was interested in contorting his overall-covered body into different positions while concentrating on his breath. Ivy predicted that many of these younger families would go out of business and have to leave town within a year of their arrival. It's important to notice differences in cultures when you move, and not just assume that the new place has people with the same interests and values as the old place.
The neighborhood the Landors lived in consisted of what one would call mini-ranches. The idea was to create a place for people who wanted to raise small livestock or just a couple of horses without maintaining crops. It was for people who made ranching and farming their hobby on a small scale. When they moved in nearly twenty years before, some furry or feathered creature could be found at every home: Sheep, goats, llamas, donkeys, chicken, pot-bellied pigs – you name it. This was a neighborhood that enjoyed its animals. However, in recent years as many of the long-time residents either moved on to nursing homes or passed away, people were moving in who used the land for other reasons, and the Noah's Ark atmosphere began dissipating.
At first, some just tried planting gardens, only to find that the soil was inhospitable with packed clay and river rock and a sprinkling of sand on top. Then people started knocking down barns and corrals to erect RV garages. Eventually, people who rode ATVs as a hobby and not for utilitarian purposes of getting around the ranch started putting together little motocross tracks on their land, only to discover that their neighbors didn't like noise, but much preferred to hear the birds chirping and butterfly wings flapping.
Initially, the old residents won out by force. The motorized vehicle fanatics learned to ride in appointed areas outside of residential neighborhoods. If they chose not to respect their neighbors' requests for quiet, they quickly met the local sheriff and his deputies. However, Ivy knew it was only a matter of time before these newbie noise-makers became the majority. Just as predicted, the coffee huts, Internet cafes and yoga studios were going out of business, but another kind of demographic was flooding in. This included men who had some kind of machine skills, and the county gladly allowed them to operate businesses out of their garages. Slowly, the croaks of the tree frog outside of Ivy's office window was being replaced by the hum of band saws, grinders and polishers.
Parting the blinds just enough to not call attention to the movement in her window, Ivy peered out across her horse paddock at the moving van next door. Young men were carrying boxes and furniture down a ramp into the front door of the tiny one-story ranch house that couldn't have more than a thousand square feet to it. “I haven't seen any ATVs or motorcycles yet,” Ivy called out.
“Mom, you're embarrassing me. Could I please have my room back? I'm trying to study.”
Wade walked in behind them, rubbing his slightly bloated middle-aged male belly. “I just want to know if they have food. Do you see anyone bringing trays of baked goods over here?”
“I think it's the other way around, “ said Crystal. “We're supposed to bring a welcome-to-the-neighborhood gift to them.”
Ivy turned away from the blinds. “Nobody's getting a welcome-to-anything from me until I know they are good neighbors.”
“Define good neighbors,” said Crystal, furrowing her brow with that ever-serious face at her mother.
“Nature loving, animal loving, quiet, peaceful people who respect their neighbors' space.”
“With cookies,” Wade quipped.
“Okay, I've got the idea. I'm heading for the kitchen now. Crystal, do you want to help?”
“Studying.”
“That's right. I forgot. You guys do know the story of the Little Red Hen, don't you?”
“I don't know that one,” said Wade. “I just know the story of the Sneaky Snicker-Doodle Thief.”
“I guess I had better just bake some bread, then. Or better yet, toss a salad.”
Crystal sighed. “I'll get the chocolate chips.”
“Big help, Book Bunny. How about getting all the ingredients and helping me mix while I feed the horses?”
Ivy cut open a fresh bale of hay while the horses nervously called out for their dinner. She could see that they were disturbed by the loud noises coming from the moving van next door. All three worked up a sweat, probably from spooking and galloping each time they heard another crash. They weren't used to such noises. The small house next door had been virtually abandoned for many years, because the woman who lived in it had to take care of her elderly mother in her mother's house. When her mother died, she sold the little house next door and chose to live in her mother's mansion.
Now the horses were gathered in the corner of the paddock furthest from the van. An old Buick came tearing up the dirt road into the drive of the house next door, spewing a cloud of dust behind it. Could this be the new neighbors, Ivy wondered. At the speed they were driving, she thought they had to be young, but an older woman exited the driver's seat. Ivy guesstimated that the woman was in her 60's. She popped the trunk of the car and started unloading what looked like plastic grocery bags. Ivy disliked it when people chose plastic. She herself bought canvas bags and reused them each week at the market. Someone has to care about their children's and grandchildren's environment more than convenience.
Ivy tossed a flake of hay into each outdoor trough, but it took a bit of coaxing to get the horses to break out of their huddle and approach the furthest troughs. If she didn't spread out the feed, the horses would start taking pot-shots at each other, nipping and kicking over the right to claim that food trough for themselves. Vet bills could get quite expensive, especially when sedatives, x-rays, stitches, leg wraps, pain killers, and antibiotics were involved. She could separate them into different pens, but unfortunately they just chewed the wood planks to get to each other and both Wade and she tired of always having to repair fences. It was easier to keep the horses together and feed them in a controlled routine that they understood. The chestnut alpha mare always got her serving first, then the gray mare, and finally the bay gelding. In Ivy's herd, the boy was at the bottom of the pecking order.
An older model black Chevy truck with a loud diesel engine roared up the road, scaring the horses toward the troughs on the opposite end of the paddock. Ivy glared at the driver in annoyance. This must be the new neighbors. No one who has lived in this community a while would be that insensitive to how their driving affects livestock. So far everything about them reeked of a large city. Los Angeles, she guessed. An ancient looking man threw open the driver's side door to the truck, swung his legs out and watched the movers struggling with an upright piano.
The woman was still carrying plastic bags of groceries from trunk to house, slamming her trunk shut with each trip as if worried that the movers might be thieves, despite them delivering all of her worldly belongings with a tremendous amount of muscle, care, and attention to detail. The man continued to sit in his truck either unwilling or unable to help.
Ivy entered the kitchen to find Crystal stirring batter and singing, “Oh Susannah” with a southern twang. Though mostly serious and often in the role of the Devil's Advocate, Crystal could be quite silly too. Her thick brunette locks swung at her waist and she bobbed up and down and rocked from side to side. Wade was in his recliner eating sunflower seeds and watching a football game, his hair disheveled like Einstein's, but with less gray, more brown.
“I think we may be safe,” said Ivy. “I don't think a woman in her 60's and a man in his 80's would be interested in ATVs and motorcycles.”
“Another retired couple,” said Wade. “Hallelujah!”
“I think they're a couple, but an odd one at that. Not many people marry someone 20 years outside of their generation.”
“Maybe he's rich,” said Wade between the cracks of sunflower seeds.
“Honey, if he were rich, he wouldn't be moving into that dump.”
“Maybe she's crazy,” he countered.
“That sounds more like it.”
“Could be a daughter who still lives with her father,” called out Crystal.
Wade and Ivy looked at each other with sour expressions and simultaneously said, “Yeah, maybe she's crazy.”
All three of them burst out laughing.
With hay prices rising from a mere $6.00 a bale to nearly double that, Ivy and Wade felt it would be wise to turn the one untouched portion of their lot into pasture. Each evening after work and every weekend they were out there busting through clay, turning soil, and tossing large river rocks to the side of the road. Once that process was complete, they planned to lay down manure and plant feed, mix it all in, and then sprinkle the grass seeds. Lastly, they would erect the fence. Crystal, though a teenager, was really good about helping our her parents. She made sure to put in several hours a week on the pasture herself, always self-initiated. No one ever had to ask. Though they were far from being crop farmers, they enjoyed the meditative quality of making something out of nothing.
On one day when Ivy had just put in a good two hours working on the new pasture and was ready to wrap it up, the new neighbor pulled up beside her in his black truck complete with camper shell and tool caddies. She found it offensive that he just drove right off the road onto her lot, smashing down the soil with his truck tires where she had just spent hours loosening dirt. They had been moved into their new house for several weeks, but still had their out-of-state California license plates. Many newcomers waited until their old state registration ran out before registering in Nevada.
He was big and burly with a weathered, tanned face of someone who spends a lot of time in the sun, but the tone of his voice was very kind. “Hi!” he called out through the driver's side window. “What 'cha doin?”
His voice had a slight accent. German, maybe? With his white shock of hair, he could be originally from Sweden or Norway. Ivy couldn't quite place it. “We're making a pasture for our horses,” she said, yelling over the rumble of his engine, then introduced herself.
He stuck his hand through the window to shake hers. “I'm Harold Salt. I'd like you to meet my wife Lydia. She's back at the house.”
Ivy nodded.
“Hey, can I have those rocks if you aren't going to use them?”
“Yes. What are you going to use them for?”
“Ahhhh, I don't know. I could use them to border a garden for Lydia.”
“It's not easy growing gardens around here. Most people try for years, but the only thing that grows are bulb flowers in potting soil, the hardiest grasses, pine trees, and sagebrush. We've been working on this pasture for months, and I'll be surprised it it grows at all, but we're being careful in which seeds we select.”
“Lydia can grow anything. She's a magician.” he laughed. “Follow me up the street and I'll introduce you.”
Before Ivy could protest and ask if they could meet another time, Harold was backing up, smashing down a new track of soil, and driving up the road. She obediently followed on foot. As she was walking up his dirt driveway, he was already out of his truck and opening the front door. “Lydia! Lydia! You have a guest. Come meet our new neighbor.”
Before Ivy could step in any further than the entry hall, a tall, thin, almost athletic looking woman with another thick, shock of white hair appeared in front of her, clearly blocking her path. She did not smile nor seem welcoming like her husband. She mumbled, “Umm, hello,” and stuck out a limp hand for Ivy to shake, dull blue eyes looking past her but not at anything in particular. Is she on prescription drugs, Ivy wondered. The woman seemed to have dulled senses.
“This is Ivy from next door. She's making a pasture for her horses out front. Isn't that nice?”
The seething sweetness of the man's tone took Ivy back a bit. He seemed to be pushing Ivy on his wife. Maybe the woman was lonely and he wanted her to have friends in this new, strange location? Ivy felt uncomfortable in the following awkward silence. Lydia said nothing, but just stared blankly at Ivy now as if waiting for her to do something entertaining. Usually, when a guest enters your house, you offer them a cup of something and a seat on the sofa. Ivy quickly glanced around and saw boxes everywhere, and the piano smashed against a wall half-way blocking the entry to the living room.
“I see you still are quite busy moving in, so I'll leave you to it. It was nice meeting both of you.” Ivy waved as she stepped backwards outside onto the porch. “Oh,” she exclaimed while turning toward Harold. “You can pick up those rocks anytime.”
Harold's smile dissipated. “I was hoping you could put them in your wheelbarrow and bring them to our yard. I've got a bad back.”
“Where do you want them?” she asked.
Harold waved his massive hand around in the general direction of the west side of his lot. “Anywhere along that fence is fine.”
“Okay. I've spent what energy I have today, but maybe I can get some to you tomorrow.”
“That would be great.”
Ivy hiked her way off their weed filled lot and back down the road to her house wondering what she had got herself into. She worked such long hours and had tasks that have been on her To Do List for years. Each time she made a commitment to one more person to do one more thing, it pushed those tasks further down the list. She tossed her concern aside. How long could it take to push a few rocks up the road in a wheelbarrow? She wanted to get rid of them anyway.
It turned out that Ivy could only get about six of these large rocks into her wheelbarrow and still push it, so it took dozens of trips over several days to move the rocks to the Salt's house. It surprised her that each time she came onto their property with another delivery, they never came out of their house to thank her or even to try to get to know her. She delivered the rocks until she got mad at them for wasting her time and strength. She said Harold could have rocks, but she never said he could have all of them, so she just stopped delivering them. If he complained that there were still some piles on the side of the road that he wanted, she'd just tell him he'll have to hire someone to move them, because she “has a bad back now too.”
She had left a decent pile of large rocks on the side of his property that he indicated, placing them by the horse fence she had erected not so long ago to keep her horses in. Previously, there had been a poor quality chain-link fence between the two properties and the horses had leaned on it repeatedly to scratch themselves, bending several poles, making the fence shorter, and the horses could have potentially jumped it. Ivy wasn't happy about all the money and work involved in installing a new fence, but hadn't had any problems with it once the project was complete.
All the work she put in with a shovel and wheelbarrow was taking a toll on her muscles. Each morning she woke up feeling stiff and in pain. Most days she needed a handful of Ibuprofen just to get moving. She decided to take it easy one Saturday morning with a cup of antioxidant tea and a book of poetry on her patio. While reading Jane Kenyon's final book of poems, she heard a door slam at the Salt's place and glanced up in the direction of the sound. A young man, maybe in his early 30's stepped out onto Harold and Lydia's porch. He turned toward Ivy like a prairie dog inspecting its surroundings after popping up out of its hole, reached into his pockets, lit up a cigarette, pulled up a chair and sat down facing her.
Ivy felt a shock of adrenaline go through her. Normally, when people sit on their porches, they look at the mountains. She would even understand if he chose to look at her horses in their paddock, but to outright face her and stare at her while she was sitting on her own patio in her private yard was unnerving. The only fence between their property and hers was her wire horse fence that consisted of thin wire woven into triangles tight enough not to allow a hoof to kick through. Ivy couldn't erect a solid wood fence, because the horses would destroy it like a herd of beavers, and a solid brick or stone wall would cost a year of college tuition. She continued reading, but couldn't concentrate. After each stanza she glanced up to see that the young man was determined to not let her out of his sight for one second. His behavior was just plain rude.
Ivy picked up her chair and repositioned it where her horse trailer would obstruct the man's view. She settled in and began reading again. While turning the page she looked up and saw that the man had walked all the way to the end of the Salt's property and was standing at the fence watching her. “What the hell?” Ivy grumbled, picking up her chair a second time and relocating it where a block of hay kept his eyes away.
This time she paid more attention to her surroundings than to the book. Sure enough, the young man came down the street and was standing at the end of her driveway smoking his cigarette and smirking at her as if to say, “You can't hide from me. I will always find you.”
Ivy was now angry. She knew this was not just some ignorant man with no manners. He was purposefully toying with her privacy. She heard the front door of the Salt's house slam as Lydia stepped out onto the porch calling out the name “Jacob.” Jacob stayed transfixed on Ivy, only slightly shifting his eyes to the side to glance at Lydia.
Lydia called out again, “Jacob, your father needs you!”
Jacob smirked one last time at Ivy, flicked his cigarette onto her driveway and strolled off up the road back to his house without even trying to squash the burning ashes out with his toe. Ivy stormed back into her house and finished reading her book on her couch. “Friggin' pervert!” she spat to herself.
She wanted to say something to the man, but felt intimidated. Perhaps she could say something to Harold or Lydia next time they are out, but what? “Please tell your son not to stare at me” sounded like such a strange request. Rather than to risk sounding paranoid, she chose to say nothing.
Ivy did attempt another hour of relaxation on the patio a few days later, only to find that the Salts were both repainting and re-roofing their house at the same time. She wondered if they knew that the previous owner had just repainted and put on a new roof right before they moved in. Perhaps the previous crew did a shoddy job on the roof and they didn't like the color. However, that theory didn't pan out when they finished primering and put on the new color, which was almost identical to the old color. It seemed like an awful lot of work just to get the same thing you had to begin with. Ivy couldn't help but consider the possibility that the Salts might be lacking in IQ points.
The fact that Lydia walked her new dog along the shoulders of the roads in the goat heads and fox tails reinforced that theory. Everything that Harold and Lydia did was so typical of city dwellers who move to the country. First they disrupt the entire neighborhood with the sounds of construction as they make their new home just how they want it. Then they try to carry over their city routine in the country and quickly discover that they have to change their habits.
You can't walk dogs along these roads. The goat heads puncture their paws and give them infections, and the fox tails can outright kill them. Fox tails are burrs that can enter any part of an animals body when the animal brushes up against them, and they quickly burrow their way under the skin and work their way around puncturing vital organs. Every year the local veterinarians have their hands full with dogs in distress thanks to this local weed.
Ivy couldn't sit back and watch Lydia make that mistake, so she stopped her one day on the road in front of her house, explained the situation, only to be taken aback by Lydia's response. “I'm sure there's nothing to worry about.”
As usual, Lydia's pale blue eyes stared off into space the entire time Ivy spoke with her.
“I'm trying to do you a favor here by saving you a lot of heartache,” Ivy pressed on.
“I've been walking dogs for years and never had any issues,” she responded in a spacy tone.
“We don't have the same kind of plant life around here as where you came from,” Ivy protested.
Lydia's eyes suddenly grew sharper and directed themselves at Ivy. “And just where do you think I came from?”
Ivy decided to have confidence in her own instinct. “The L.A. Basin. Correct?”
Lydia kept quiet for a minute as if looking around for an escape route. She cleared her throat, “Torrance. I'm sure we'll be fine.”
She briskly continued on her walk down the road, her new Sheltie choking at the end of its taut leash dragging that stork of a woman along as if she were light as a bird. What can you do when people aren't open to your help? Perhaps the long, thick, white and sable coat on the Shetland Sheepdog would spare it from too many punctures. Maybe Lydia would take the time to brush it each day, which would get the fox tails out before they reach the skin. Ivy just hoped that the woman had the sense to pay attention to when the dog is limping.
Within a second of her having that thought, the dog began hobbling on three legs with one front paw drooped in the air. Lydia passed it up and began dragging the dog. It took a few seconds of oblivion, but eventually Lydia did stop, look at the dog, and crouch down to inspect its paw. She looked up and met eyes with Ivy, plucked the goat head from the dog's paw, and continued on her journey as if believing that lightning can't strike twice in the same spot.
Lydia's dog walking became incessant. She walked that dog in front of Ivy's house so many times a day that Ivy lost count. It was as if she were rubbing it in Ivy's face, saying, “See? I can walk my dog all I want and not run into problems.”
However, Ivy did notice that the woman steered clear of the weeds and only stayed either on the dirt or paved road, causing drivers to have to swerve into the oncoming lane to avoid her. It annoyed Ivy that while she sat at her desk all day designing websites, her new neighbors seemed to be walking or driving in front of her house each time she turned her head to look out the window. The mere frequency of their outings was disturbing. Most retired couples are homebodies. This retired couple was coming and going for what seemed like every five minutes. Town was fifteen minutes away, so she couldn't figure out where they could be going so often. In the case of the persistent dog walking, no dog is that incontinent. Ivy decided that this couple must be hyperactive, having an unusual amount of energy for someone their ages.
Being a conservationist, Ivy believed in only using gas and oil when absolutely necessary. She consolidated all of her errands into one trip per week. It bothered her that the Salts wasted so much gasoline and oil with their excessive and seemingly aimless driving. However, what bothered her even more was that each time they passed, they turned their heads and stared at her house as if hoping to get a glimpse of someone or something through her windows. Bad manners. The Salts just didn't seem to understand the concept of respecting one's privacy.
One day while Lydia was walking her dog, Ivy was standing at her fence cleaning up manure. Harold's construction projects had been ebbing and waning for weeks and Ivy wondered what his goal seemed to be. There were a lot of people scurrying around making plenty of noise with power tools, but Ivy just wasn't seeing any progress. They appeared to be building an add-on, but each time the skeleton was erected, they'd tear it back down and start from scratch. She was anxious for Harold to end his efforts, because all the noise and activity were making for a dangerous environment to ride horses in. She also no longer enjoyed sitting out on her patio, and completely avoided that side of her house during the day, because the noise came right through the walls.
“Nice day,” said Lydia, surprising Ivy by speaking first.
“Yes, it is. You two sure are busy fixing up your new house. Are you planning on flipping it?” asked Ivy.
Lydia seemed uncomfortable with the question. She twitched and then stared off toward the mountains. After a while she said, “Ohhhhhh, I don't know. We kind of like it here. I think we'll stick around a while.”
It was such a vague response, but Ivy was under the impression that they may have moved in with the intention to fix it up and sell it, but were now changing their minds. “When do you expect to be done?”
“With what?” asked Lydia.
Ivy thought Lydia was being purposefully elusive and clearly did not like the line of questioning. “The construction.”
“Why?”
Ivy looked at the sky blue eyeshadow smeared above Lydia's eyes and the perfectly round rouge on her cheeks, thinking they made her look like a child's doll. This woman can't be this stupid, can she? Ivy tried to keep her composure and not let on that she was getting angry. In this neighborhood, people let one another know when they are starting construction projects and when they will end, because it is the polite thing to do. The noise from construction affects everyone in the vicinity. The airwaves don't stop at property lines, but can carry noise for miles.
“Well, I'd like to know when I can start riding my horses again.” said Ivy.
“You can ride them whenever you want, “ said Lydia in a slightly snide tone.
“Look, I have some inexperienced, spooky horses that I am trying to train. Sudden movements and loud noises scare them and put me at risk of being thrown and getting hurt. I don't ride my horses around construction unless I have a death wish. Some horses have owners who can work with them on a daily basis to make them bombproof, but because I have a full-time job, I can only work with mine on the weekends, so they are a bit on the wild side. I have to be cautious. I just want to know when your project will be done, so I can plan my training goals for the year.” Ivy tried to explain.
“Well, I just don't know. It's a lot of work and it takes time.”
Ivy looked at Lydia's expression and could tell that Lydia had no interest nor concern over Ivy's predicament. Ivy wasn't saying that Harold and Lydia couldn't do their construction projects, she was simply requesting more information about their plans, so that she could work around it. However, it was obvious that Lydia had no intention of cooperating.
Almost as if their conversation had never taken place, Lydia blurted out, “I hear you are a teacher. I need a teaching job. Can you get one for me?”
Ivy felt confused. “I'm not sure where you got your information, but I work out of my home doing web design. I substituted for the school district maybe 10 years ago because they were in need of help, but I'm not a teacher. What do you teach?”
Lydia had to think about it as reflected by her long pause. “I can teach anything. I'm going to teach piano out of my home. I hear your daughter playing her instruments. You might want to send her over to my place for piano lessons.”
Ivy felt as if that was an outright insult. Crystal has had some formal and some informal training in music, and she could play twelve different instruments, including the piano. She did not need lessons. She was quite gifted and could run circles around most music teachers. Ivy decided to change the subject slightly.
“What have you taught in the past?” Ivy asked.
“Translation,” Lydia said.
“Oh, what languages do you speak?” said Ivy, now interested.
“Just English.”
Ivy's confusion was getting worse. Doesn't translation mean translating something between two languages? Lydia wasn't helping her understand with such elusive answers.
“What do you translate?” Ivy asked as innocently as possible, trying not to let on that she knew this conversation was beginning to sound like something straight out of an insane asylum.
“The Bible,” Lydia said matter-of-factually.
“So, you interpret the Bible?” Ivy asked for clarification.
“No, I translate it.”
“From English to English? Two different dialects of English, perhaps?”
Lydia nervously looked off up the street, ready to continue her dog walk. “I teach what the Bible says.”
“Then you would need a teaching position in a church-affiliated school,” Ivy pointed out.
“No, I can teach in a public school.”
“You can't teach the Bible in a public school. I know because I used to volunteer in an after school program for kids, and one of the volunteers got into trouble for bringing in religious material to use in our activities. Some parents complained. We have separation between church and state, because there are people from many religious backgrounds in public schools.”
Lydia refused to respond, but she was pursing her lips as if trying to prevent words from coming forth. Finally, she stepped forward to continue her dog walk and said sternly, “Just inform me if any teaching positions open up.”
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/48374 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!