
Memory Lane Isn\'t What It Used to Be
Posted by flyfish - 2009/06/16 04:22
_____________________________________

Memory Lane Isn't What It Used to Be

     About this time every year,I get very nostalgic.Walking through my neighorhooon a fall afternoon reminds me of a time
not too long ago when sounds of children filled the air,children playing games on a hill,and throwing leaves around in the
street below,I was one of those children,carefree and happy.I live on a street that is only one block long.I have lived on
the same street for sixteen years.I love my street.One side has six houses on it,and the other has only two houses,with a
small hill in the middle and a huge cottonwood tree on one end.When I think of home,I think of my street,only I see it as it
was before.Unfortunately,things change.One day,not long ago,I looked around and saw how different everything has
become.Life on my street will never be the same because neighbors are quickly growing old,friends are growing up and
leaving,and the city is planning to destroy my precious hill and sell the property to contractors. (wow power leveling,)



     It is hard for me to accept that many of my wonderful neighbors are growing old and won't be around much longer.I
have fond memories of the couple across the street,who sat together on their porch swing almost every evening,the
widow next door who yelled at my brother and me for being too loud,and the crazy old man in a black suit who drove an
old car.In contrast to those people,the people I see today are very old neighbors who have seen better days.The man in
the black suit says he wants to die,and another neighbor just sold his house and moved into a nursing home.The lady
who used to yell at us is too tired to bother anymore,and the couple across the street rarely go out to their front porch
these days.It is dufficult to watch these precious people as they near the end of their lives because at one time I thought
they would live forever. (wow gold,)



     The "comings and goings" of the younger generation of my street are now mostly "goings" as friends and peers move
on.Once upon a time,my life and the lives of my peers revolved aroung home.The boundary of our world was the gutter
at the end of the street. (world of warcraft power leveling,) We got pleasure from playing night games,or from a
breathtaking ride on a tricycle.Things are different now,as my friends become adults and move on.Children who rode
tricycles now drive cars.The kids who once played with me now have new interests and values as they go their separate
ways.Some have gone away to college,a few got married,two went into the army,and one went to prison.Watching all
these people grow up and go away only makes me long for the good old days.



     Perhaps the biggest change on my street is the fact that the city is going to turn my precious hill into several lots for
new homes.For sixteen years,the view out of my kitchen window has been a view of that hill.The hill was a fundamental
part of my childhood life; it was the hub of social activity for the children of my street.We spent hours there building
forts,sledding,and playing tag.The view out my kitchen window now is very different; it is one of tractors and dump trucks
tearing up the hill.When the hill goes,the neighborhood will not be the same.It is a piece of my childhood.It is a visual
reminder of being a kid. Without the hill,my street will just another pea in the pod. (world of warcraft gold,)



     There was a time when my street was my world,and I thought my world would never change.But something
happened. People grow up,and people grow old.Places change,and with the change comes the heartache of knowing I
can never go back to the times I loved.In a year or so, I will be gone just like many of my neighbors. I will always look
back to my years as a child,but the place I remember will not be the silent street whose peace is interrupted by the
sounds of construction.It will be the happy ,noisy,somewhat strange,but wonderfull street I knew as a child.

============================================================================

Re:Memory Lane Isn\'t What It Used to Be
Posted by wangxin1r - 2009/12/29 06:22
_____________________________________

Father Frost



In a far-away country, somewhere in Russia, there lived a stepmother who had a stepdaughter and 



also a daughter of her own. Her own daughter was dear to her, and always whatever she did the 



mother was the first to praise her, to pet her; but there was but little praise for the 



stepdaughter; although good and kind, she had no other reward than reproach. What on earth could 



have been done? The wind blows, but stops blowing at times; the wicked woman never knows how to 



stop her wickedness. One bright cold day the stepmother said to her husband:

wow power leveling

"Now, old man, I want you to take your daughter away from my eyes, away from my ears. You shall 
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not take her to your people into a warm hut. You shall take her into the wide, wide fields to the 



crackling frost."



The old father grew sad, began even to weep, but nevertheless helped the young girl into the 



sleigh. He wished to cover her with a sheepskin in order to protect her from the cold; however, 



he did not do it. He was afraid; his wife was watching them out of the window. And so he went 



with his lovely daughter into the wide, wide fields; drove her nearly to the woods, left her 



there alone, and speedily drove away--he was a good man and did not care to see his daughter's 



death. Following continue. 



Alone, quite alone, remained the sweet girl. Broken-hearted and terror-stricken she repeated 



fervently all the prayers she knew.



Father Frost, the almighty sovereign at that place, clad in furs, with a long, long, white beard 



and a shining crown on his white head, approached nearer and nearer, looked at this beautiful 



guest of his and asked:



"Dost you know me?--me, the red-nosed Frost?"

wedding dress,

"Be welcome, Father Frost," answered gently the young girl. "I hope our heavenly Lord sent you 



for my sinful soul."



"Are you comfortable, sweet child?" again asked the Frost. He was exceedingly pleased with her 



looks and mild manners.



"Indeed I am," answered the girl, almost out of breath from cold.



And the Frost, cheerful and bright, kept crackling in the branches until the air became icy, but 



the good-natured girl kept repeating:



"I am very comfortable, dear Father Frost."

wedding dress,

But the Frost, however, knew all about the weakness of human beings; he knew very well that few 



of them are really good and kind; but he knew no one of them even could struggle too long against 



the power of Frost, the king of winter. The kindness of the gentle girl charmed old Frost so much 



that he made the decision to treat her differently from others, and gave her a large heavy trunk 



filled with many beautiful, beautiful things. He gave her a rich cloak lined with precious furs; 



he gave her silk quilts--light like feathers and warm as a mother's lap. What a rich girl she 



became and how many magnificent garments she received! And besides all, old Frost gave her a blue 



dress ornamented with silver and pearls. This site is on the Crushers�crusher� 



When the young girl put it on she became such a beautiful maiden that even the sun smiled at her.



The stepmother was in the kitchen busy baking pancakes for the meal which it is the custom to 



give to the priests and friends after the usual service for the dead.
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"Now, old man," said the wife to the husband, "go down to the wide fields and bring the body of 



thy daughter; we will bury her."



The old man went off. And the little dog in the corner wagged his tail and said:

wow power leveling

"Bow-wow! bow-wow! the old man's daughter is on her way home, beautiful and happy as never 



before, and the old woman's daughter is wicked as ever before."



"Keep still, stupid beast!" shouted the stepmother, and struck the little dog. Went to eat, while 



repeat. 



"Here, take this pancake, eat it and say, 'The old woman's daughter will be married soon and the 



old man's daughter shall be buried soon.'"



The dog ate the pancake and began anew:

maple story mesos,

"Bow-wow! bow-wow! the old man's daughter is coming home wealthy and happy as never before, and 



the old woman's daughter is somewhere around as homely and wicked as ever before."



The old woman was furious at the dog, but in spite of pancakes and whipping, the dog repeated the 



same words over and over again.



Father Frost

============================================================================

Re:Memory Lane Isn\'t What It Used to Be
Posted by Ramya - 2010/01/06 03:48
_____________________________________

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 I 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
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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 inthe 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 I did. " 

 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

 

I 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 I remember that smile on a lonely old woman's face, and
the kindness that put the smile there.

============================================================================

Re:Memory Lane Isn\'t What It Used to Be
Posted by eagle1r - 2010/01/26 03:25
_____________________________________

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.I had seen the man on
the night when Sir Henry and I had chased Selden,so I decided to start my search near that place.



The path I took ran past Mr Frankland's house,and I 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. He began to tell me about it.

wow power leveling,

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



I thought of Barrymore and Mrs Barrymore's worried faces.But Mr Frankland's next words showed me that I 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 I 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.I
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 I 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.'
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I agreed not to tell the police,and said goodbye.I walked along the road while Frankland was watching me,but as soon as
I was round the corner,I went towards the hill where we had seen the boy.



The sun was already going down when I 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!I would soon know his secret.



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

wedding dresses,

But this was certainly where the man lived.As I looked round the hut,I 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 bowl 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 I saw a piece of paper with writing on it.Quickly,I picked up the paper and read what was
written on it.It said:'Dr Watson has gone to Newtown.'



I 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?I decided I would not leave the
hut until I knew.

Final Fantasy XI GIL,

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



Then I heard footsteps coming towards the hut.As they came closer,I moved into the darkest corner of the hut.I did not
want the man to see me until I had looked closely at him.The footsteps stopped,and I 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 I knew well.'I really think you will enjoy it more out here.'

aion kinah,

The Man on the Moor

============================================================================

Re:Memory Lane Isn\'t What It Used to Be
Posted by ailj168 - 2010/06/24 09:15
_____________________________________

The man is in China on a joint project with the department where Mum works. They work in the same office and as Mum
knows a little English she often interpretes for him too, so they got to know each other very well.



archlord money,

    They came about twelve - Mr. & Mrs. archlord money Robinson and their two young daughters about Xiao Hong's age.
Mrs. Robinson gave Mum a bunch of fresh flowers, bringing colour, freshness and their good will. Mum did the
introduction and it was left to ourselves to get to know each other. As was natural Xiao Hong soon got on very well with
the two girls Judy and Annie. They all had a common love for Xiao Hong's little kitten and they had endless fun with it. 



dog clothes,

    Mrs. Robinson was much younger than her husband, dog clothes but she was friendly and kindly and knows a little
Chinese. There was a moment of embarrassment when Granny asked her age. Mum was about to apologize when Mrs.
Robinson laughed and said it was quite all right, that she had been here long enough to know it was the Chinese custom.

maple story mesos,

    And of course they thoroughly enjoyed the dinner. maple story mesos Iike a perfect Chinese hostess Mum and
especially Granny kept stuffing them with food and urging them to eat and to drink, apologizing all the time that "it's-all
very meager and coarse fare. " The Robinsons, on the other hand, were loud in their praises and protestations. "We used
to hear about Chinese hospitality and now we know what it's really like. How can you describe such a lavish meal as
meager and coarse? Any hostess in the West would be proud of such a feast instead of apologizing for it," Mrs.
Robinson said to Mum. 



flyff penya,

    "And another thing we don't do in the West is to urge the guests to eat and drink," flyff penya Mr. Robinson added.
"With so much good things before me I certainly don't need any urging. The problem is rather how to prevent myself from
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over-eating! But back at home I often had to ask for a second helping and my hostess would feel flattered that I should
want more of her stuff. Here you don't even give me a chance to ask for,more!" We all burst out laughing at that. 



last chaos gold,

    When they rose to leave they thanked us profusely not only for'the excellent dinner, last chaos gold but for giving them
such a nice time. "Living in Friendship.Hotel isn't really living in China. Today we feel we are really in China. We' ve
learnt much more about the Chinese people and Chinese way of life today than half a year in the Friendship Hotel. You
must all come to visit us one day. Or better still, come and see us in the States on day. " 



World of Warcraft power leveling,    

    Judy and Annie were reluctant to go. World of Warcraft power leveling They made Xiao Hong promise to visit them at
Friendship Hotel, telling her not to forget bringing the kitten with her! They insisted on giving everyone of us a hug and a
kiss, which quite embarrassed me. I think Granny was really touched when they kissed her. All her misgivings had been
dispelled.



Is It Necessary to Develop Tourism?

============================================================================

Re:Memory Lane Isn\'t What It Used to Be
Posted by yan9085 - 2010/07/30 08:58
_____________________________________

Nothing in today's world is as big a problem as that of population. People begin to worry about the support capacity of
the earth. And there might be only standing room for each person in the future.

wow power leveling,

     Lima's population was 5.wow power leveling  7 million in 1985 but it grew to 9. 1 million in 2000. Tianjin's was 7.9
million in 1985. In 2000, it boosted to 9. 7 million. Such cities as London, Osaka, Moscow, Beijing, Karachi, Delhi,
Jakarta, Seoul, and Teheran are having a similar population growth. Calcutta, Shanghai, New York, and Sto Paulo see a
faster population explosion. Tokyo had 18.8 million in 1985. In 2000 it turned into 20.2 million. Mexico city had 17.3
million people in 1985, but in 2000, its population reached 25.8 million!

aion kinah,

   What does the population growth mean? aion kinah It means greater and greater consumption and greater pressure for
the earth. If more people are added to the world population without our being alert or taking any action, we would have
only standing room by the end of the 21st century.

Designer Glasses,

     Each government and the UN should see that population of each country and each city stops growing for the next fifty
years.Designer Glasses

     Everything grows in modern times, and it seems that nothing grows as quickly as population. Population keeps
growing, and grows rapidly, firstly because people's living standards keep going up, with better houses, better clothing,
better food, secondly because people know how to preserve themselves so as to live longer, and thirdly

cheap aion kinah,

because they have modern medicine and medical care to ensure that usual diseases can be easily cured.cheap aion
kinah  There is another cause for the growth of population. Few countries or governments have realised the importance
of family planning. On the contrary, some encourage child-birth.

     Here are some examples of population growth from 1985 to 2000 (as anticipated).

maple story mesos,

     Lima had 5.7 million people in 1985 but there were 9.1 million by 2000. Tianjin used to have 7. 9 million in 1985.maple
story mesos  By 2000 its population reached 9. 7 million.  Such cities as London, Osaka, Moscow, Beijing, Karachi,
Delhi, Jakarta, Seoul, and Teheran are having a similar population growth. We would not be shocked if all other cities
have this rate. But some cities, like Calcutta, Shanghai, New York, and Sto Paulo boost their population even more
quickly than the above-mentioned cities. Tokyo had 18.8 million in 1985. The year 2000 found 20.2 million Tokyo
citizens. Mexico city had 17.3 million people in 1985, but as population specialists had predicted, that reached 25.8
million in 2000 !

cabal alz,

     The population problem is a universal concern nowadays. cabal alz Any government is a failure if it does nothing
about its population growth.

============================================================================
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