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Re:Favoured Hedrons event / memory by Tall Mark
Posted by Ramya - 2010/01/04 01:23

The Remembrance of Lilacs

The family had just moved to Rhode Island, and the young woman was feeling a little melancholy on that Sunday in May.
After all, it was Mother's Day -- and 800 miles separated her from her parents in Ohio.(maple story mesos)

She had called her mother that morning to wish her a happy Mother's Day, and her mother had mentioned how colorful
the yard was now that spring had arrived. As they talked, the younger woman could almost smell the tantalizing aroma of
purple lilacs hanging on the big bush outside her parents'back door.

Later, when she mentioned to her husband how she missed those lilacs, he popped up from his chair. "I know where we
can find you all you want, "he said. "Get the kids and c'mon. "

So off they went, driving the country roads of northern Rhode Island on the kind of day only mid May can

produce sparkling sunshine, unclouded azure skies and vibrant newness of the green growing all around. They went past
small villages and burgeoning housing developments, past abandoned apple orchards, back to where trees and brush
have devoured old homesteads. wow gold

Where they stopped, dense thickets of cedars and ju nipers and birch crowded the roadway on both sides. There wasn't
a lilac bush in sight.

"Come with me , "the man said. "Over that hill is an old cellar hole, from somebody's farm of years ago, and there are
lilacs all round it. The man who owns this land said | could poke around here anytime. I'm sure he won't mind if we pick a
few lilacs. "

Before they got halfway up the hill, the fragrance of the lilacs drifted down to them, and the kids started running. Soon,
the mother began running, too, until she reached the top. world of warcraft power leveling

There, far from view of passing motorists and hidden from encroaching civilization, were the towering lilacs bushes, so
laden with the huge, cone-shaped flower clusters that they almost bent double. With a smile, the young woman rushed
up to the nearest bush and buried her face in the flowers, drinking in the fragrance and the memories it recalled.

While the man examined the cellar hole and tried to explain to the children what the house must have looked like, the
woman drifted among the lilacs. Carefully, she chose a sprig here, another one there, and clipped them with her
husband's pocket knife. She was in no hurry, relishing each blossom as a rare and delicate treasure.

Finally, though, they returned to their car for the trip home. While the kids chattered and the man drove, the woman sat
smiling, surrounded by her flowers, a faraway look in her eyes.

When they were within three miles of home, she suddenly shouted to her husband, "Stop the car. Stop right here!"

The man slammed on the brakes. Before he could ask her why she wanted to stop, the woman was out of the car and
hurrying up a nearby grassy slope with the lilacs still in her arms. At the top of the hill was a nursing home and, because
it was such a beautiful spring day, the patients were outdoors strolling with relatives or sitting on the porch. world of
warcraft gold

The young woman went to the end of the porch, where an elderly patient was sitting in her wheelchair, alone, head
bowed, her back to most of the others. Across the porch railing went the flowers, in to the lap of the old woman. She
lifted her head, and smiled. For a few moments, the two women chatted, both aglow with happiness, and then the young
woman turned and ran back to her family. As the car pulled away, the woman in the wheelchair waved, and clutched the
lilacs.

"Mom, "the kids asked, "who was that Why did you give her our flowers Is she somebody's mother "The mother said she
didn't know the old woman. But it was Mother's Day, and she seemed so alone, and who wouldn't be cheered by

flowers "Besides, "she added, "I have all of you, and I still have my mother, even if she is far away. That woman needed
those flowers more than | did. "
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This satisfied the kids, but not the husband. The next day he purchased half a dozen young lilacs bushes and planted
them around their yard, and several times since then he has added more. world of warcraft power leveling

| was that man. The young mother was, and is, my wife. Now, every May, our own yard is redolent with lilacs. Every
Mother's Day our kids gather purple bouquets. And every year | remember that smile on a lonely old woman's face, and
the kindness that put the smile there.

Re:Favoured Hedrons event / memory by Tall Mark
Posted by eaglelr - 2010/01/11 06:41

The Man on the Moor

drove out of Newtown and went to begin my search for the mysterious man on the moor.There were hundreds of the old
stone huts on the moor.Barrymore did not know in which of them the mysterious man was living.l had seen the man on
the night when Sir Henry and | had chased Selden,so | decided to start my search near that place.

The path | took ran past Mr Frankland's house,and | saw him standing at his gate He called to me,and invited me to go in
and have a drink with him.He had been arguing with the police,and was angry with them. wow power level,He began to
tell me about it.

'‘But they will be sorry,'he said.'l could tell them where to look for the escaped prisoner,but | am not going to help
them.You see,l have been searching the moors with my telescope,and although | have not actually seen the prisoner,|
have seen the person who is taking him food.'

| thought of Barrymore and Mrs Barrymore's worried faces.But Mr Frankland's next words showed me that | did not need
to worry.

'You will be surprised to hear that a young boy takes food to the prisoner.The boy goes by at about the same time each
day,and he is always carrying a bag.Who else can he be going to see—except the prisoner?Come and look through my
tele scope,and you will see that | am right.It is about this time each day that the boy goes by.'

We went up onto the roof,and we did not have to wait long.There was someone moving on a hill in front of the house.|
looked through the telescope and saw a small boy with a bag over his shoulder.He looked around to make sure that
noboay was following him,and then he disappeared over the hill.wedding dresses,

'Remember that | don't want the police to know my secret,Dr Watson,'Frankland reminded me.'I'm too angry with them at
the moment to help them.'

| agreed not to tell the police,and said goodbye.l walked along the road while Frankland was watching me,but as soon as
| was round the corner,| went towards the hill where we had seen the boy.

The sun was already going down when | reached the top of the hill.I could not see the boy,and there was nothing else in
that lonely place Beneath me on the other side of the hill was a circle of old stone huts.In the middle of the circle was one
hut that had a better roof than the others,so it would keep out the wind and the rain.This must be the place where the
mysteri ous man was hiding!l would soon know his secret.

wedding dresses,

As | walked towards the hut,| saw that someone had certainly been using it.A path had been worn up to the door.l took
my revolver out of my pocket,and checked that it was ready to fire.l walked quickly and quietly up to the hut,and looked
inside.The place was empty.

But this was certainly where the man lived.As | looked round the hut,| knew that the mysterious man must have a very
strong character.No other person could live in conditions as bad as these.There were some blankets on a flat stone
where the man slept.There had been a fire in one corner.There were some cooking pots,and a large bow! half full of wa
ter.In the middle of the hut was another large flat stone which was used as a table,and on it was the bag the boy had
been carrying.Under the bag | saw a piece of paper with writing on it.Quickly,| picked up the paper and read what was
written on it.It said:'Dr Watson has gone to Newtown."'

Final Fantasy Xl GIL,

| realized that the mysterious man had told someone to watch me,and this was a message from his spy.Was the man a
dangerous enemy? Or was he a friend who was watching us to make sure we were safe?l decided | would not leave the
hut until | knew.

Outside,the sun was low in the sky.Everything looked calm and peaceful in the golden evening light.But | did not feel
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peaceful or calm.l felt frightened as | waited for the mysterious man.

Then | heard footsteps coming towards the hut.As they came closer,| moved into the darkest corner of the hut.I did not
want the man to see me until | had looked closely at him.The footsteps stopped,and | could hear nothing at all. Then the
man began to move again,and the footsteps came closer.A shadow fell across the door of the hut.

'It's a lovely evening,my dear Watson,'said a voice | knew well.'l really think you will enjoy it more out here.',aion kinah,

The Man on the Moor

Re:Favoured Hedrons event / memory by Tall Mark
Posted by lins002 - 2010/02/06 08:55

It was the smell of rain that | missed the most and the sound of a lawnmower and the waft of cut grass. It was being out
in the open and standing bare foot! Blue skies part and parcel of it all; the thunder that would blast over and leave—the
coming of a tropical sundown, an evening of barbecues, of warm pools, beer splattering on concrete. The bed awaiting, a
vest, a body glistening from perspiration and a sleep of pillows constantly changing sides, a mosquito in the ear.
Sleepless nights that were all you knew. And then, one day | left it behind. | moved to a city, to grim faced pallid
movements, and there | became with them a ghost on the sidewalks. Dimly, ambling along with my face down, watching
my steps and hurrying towards my quotidian activities.

maple story mesos,

Winters | spent indoor in solace. My flat mates—the friends | had—worked day and night. They were accustomed to leaving
the soul behind, the need for money was so official. | would spend nights in the strange house, with creaks of a wall | did
not know, and sit by the phone that our landlord had locked, and think of conversations of the past, of my mother's voice
ringing, of my best friend whom | would lose contact with, and | would write letters, letters | would never send, letters that
clutched the truth—that only | knew. | would cry, tears staining the ink, a smudged idea of love. | was temping then, doing
mindless data entry, tapping words into a computer, and moving on wondering what worth there was, and how to find it.
My flat mates would come home just before midnight—Mark and Craig, my two best friends. | would smile inwardly and
outwardly and make them tea, a sandwich, sit with them and live their lives, hear their stories, flourish in company. Sleep
would be eschewed, | yearned for comfort, and company eased the etching of loneliness.

wow gold,

| drank a lot, | had a job and | met people, and | continued my ambling in a city that was not mine. Every Friday my work
offered free drinks and | catapulted towards the bar, | sipped 8)ferociously at the wine, the beer, | got horrifically drunk
and so the person that | was not, but so yearned to be would come out. She, loud, vivacious, articulate would spend the
evening conversing with strangers, laughing and sometimes, flirting! | seemed to step out of myself and watch in
amazement. After drinks, | would stumble to the Palladium to meet Mark and Craig—they both worked there as ushers. |
would arrive as they were finishing work and we would sit in the bar and | would continue, | would drink.

world of warcraft power leveling,

One night we fell drunk into the house. | lit a cigarette; | sat down and my mind triggered off dull thuds of depression. |
went to the bathroom and in a mode of translucent mania | took out a razor blade and in numb motions slowly cut at my
wrist, tears streaming down my face, | stopped as soon as | started, my aim was wrong-it was in the name of attention,
except | would tell nobody, the attention was all to myself. Quietly, | wrapped my stinging arm with toilet paper, walked to
my room and put on a jersey so as to cover the threat, the childish self abuse. | lay and quickly wiped my tears as | heard
the friendly footsteps of Mark and Craig. They stood and bantered and eventually | followed them downstairs, and
listened to Bob Marley, and Redemption song, my favorite song—"Sold | to the merchant ships..."

world of warcraft gold,

And so, | stood on the tube, Dollis Hill to Marylebone and | stared at the scars on my wrist. The scars of stupidity that
only | knew of, | was entranced, as though it were not me—it's never me. | swayed to the motion of the train, the city was
corrupting me, my soul was slowly bitten, | wanted to yell out my mind, but it all seeped inwards, | was boring myself with
my own pleas.

It got better, as it does get better, as you know no better and | sunk into my life, | slowly enjoyed its offerings, | adjusted
to the climate, to the people and one day as | walked outside my new flat—not mine of course, but my temporary abode
that | rented, as | took out the garbage on a autumn Saturday—in my pyjamas, with the TV and the glow of comfort, |
looked at the grey, | sucked it in and | quite enjoyed it—it's romantic quality, it's gloom appealed to me, as it would
eventually with my nature. | liked it. | went inside, and shivered—a content chill, | enjoyed the cold and the idea of being
able to get warm and | lay on the couch with my toes under a cushion, an inane program keeping me entertained. It all
grows on you.

world of warcraft power leveling,

| went home, eventually. | spent five months appreciating the beauty, the climate, the content natures surrounding me. |
ate healthy food, | listened to a language | had forgotten about, | roamed on farms that were not mine, went to wine
harvests, put on high factors to shield out the sun, spend days lamenting the heat. But, it was not time, | was unable to
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indulge as the city, London, was still with me, my love and loathing relationship was still continuing, | was still meant to be
there, whether unhappy or not. | could not explain it, it's not the city | suppose, it's me-I need to be content. | left, | left
what | love so much, no great epiphany, just not at that moment. One day home will come to me, or | will go to home and
| await the knowledge in peace.

Re:Favoured Hedrons event / memory by Tall Mark
Posted by gaogao - 2010/07/10 07:40

these should also be breitling care for in the same way. All of these methods should help to tag heuer get the best of
your women's designer watch and we would like to cartier thank Hot Watches for their assistance. The world of women's
fashion hublot watches is only continuing to grow and change. Take a look at these new patek philippe styles and trends
and see what catches your eye. Of cartier watches course you can still find the traditional style watches if omega
watches thisis what you really like, you

Re:Favoured Hedrons event / memory by Tall Mark
Posted by gaogao - 2010/07/10 07:41

don't have to change your fashion fake watches watch style to fit with the times. Swiss watch and jewelry audemars
piguet house Chopard has opened a grand new boutique in omega Abu Dhabi UAE, in partnership with regional
distributor Al Manara fake rolex Jewellery. Comprising 630 square meters, the luxurious breitling watches facility has the
distinction of being the largest Chopard replica watches boutique in the world. Exquisitely appointed in the manner of all
rolex Chopard boutiques, the new Abu Dhabi location unites
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