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“This whole idea is idiotic,” Jennifer said to Betty and Deb as
they waited with several other adults in a small
clearing.






They
were on a farm. Well, they were near a farm. At the moment they
were standing with a bunch of other adults who thought it was a
good idea to take a class to learn about how to care for a proper
garden, and how farming worked. It was one of those community
programs that was better built for kids who literally had no idea
how a real farm functioned, and would probably quote old MacDonald
if they used their imagination.






“It’ll
be fun,” Betty said, “You wanted to get out more, now we’re out.
You can complain about it more on the way home.”






Betty
was the experimental friend. When it came to trying something out,
Betty was willing to go along for the ride. It was Betty’s fault
that they took a helicopter ride, and took that rock wall climbing
class. Both left Jennifer poorer for the attempt. She didn’t mind
trying out new things, but she enjoyed a fine wine and an
experimental new book to read rather than getting covered in dirt
and sweat.






“We
already paid,” Deb said, “You may as well enjoy it. Maybe you’ll
have fun for once.”






Deb was
the enabler. She was willing to go along with whatever, as long as
it kept her friends together. Considering how fast Betty and
Jennifer usually got on each other’s case, it was no surprise that
Deb had to play peacemaker so often. Jennifer didn’t blame Deb, she
was a nice girl who she could always count on.






All of
that said, Jennifer was still standing in full view of fields of
vegetables, the strong smell of dirt and animals wafting past her
senses. It wasn’t exactly her dream for a Saturday evening. The
other adults there were either young and excited to touch plants,
with dingy clothing that made her think they might be training for
Greenpeace, or old couples who were likely just trying to get out
of the house and experience something besides their television and
grandkids droning on.






“Hey
there everybody,” said an old woman. Everyone turned to see a grey
haired lady with spring in her step approaching their little
clearing. She had on a large hat that beat back the sun, and
overalls that looked like they had a layer of dirt caked on for
color. “My name is Martha, and I own the Orfield farms here. You’ve
all come out for a chance to learn a little bit about raising crops
of your own, no matter the size of your garden. With the help of my
son and I, I’ll get you set straight.”






Jennifer
looked at Betty, but Betty had a smile from ear to ear. She seemed
more prepared than any person Jennifer had ever met to take
instructions from an aging farmer. Jennifer let out an exasperated
sigh, and then followed the party as Martha lead them away from the
table and deeper into the farm itself. It seemed they were heading
over to a little patch of soil to learn how to properly plant
tomatoes.
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