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Rain
pounded the already soiled ground along the slender pebbled
pathway. Despite the warm summer day it had decided to rain only a
few minutes after I had left the house, much to my dismay. It
wouldn’t be too bad if it wasn’t that horrible kind of rain on a
hot day that stuck to you.






I
hurried along, hoping to reach the farm as quickly as I could.
Either side of me were large green trees; their thick branches and
nests of leaves making you believe that they would provide shelter.
Instead the rain merely fell from the bright leaves soaking my once
curly auburn hair. I shook my locks, letting the water cascade over
my loose white summer dress.






With my
now almost see through dress and the short brown sandals that
cladded my feet, I definitely wasn’t dressed for such weather. On
the plus side the small droplets of rain brought out the delicious
scent of the countryside. The smell of freshly mowed grass and
blooming flowers filled my nose as I jogged quickly down the path.
The only noise was that of the stones under my feet and the soft
sound of the farm half a mile away.






It had
been a few days since I had been down to the farm, due to budget
cuts they hadn’t needed as many supplies from the shop I ran in the
village. The small farmyard had been a favourite childhood haunt of
mine; since I had started my business a few years back I had always
taken any opportunity to deliver their goods personally.






I pulled
myself out of the thoughts of my childhood and hitched the large
wicker basket further up my chest. I rounded the gate into the
farm; a small gathering of chickens alerted my arrival.






I looked
around eagerly for any signs of Mr and Mrs Tiber; I had warned them
in advance that I would be coming. They had run the farm longer
than I could remember and always had an enormous supply of cake and
tea for me, another reason for my frequent visits.






When I
couldn’t find them I wondered up to the large farm house. There
wasn’t much left of the eloquent house that I remembered. It was
falling apart in too many places to name; however the bright red
colour was always maintained. It was what set it apart from the
other farms in the area and was its most charming point. I knocked
on the wooden door quickly before letting myself in.






“Mr
Tiber, I have your shopping,” I called out loudly into the empty
room. When there was no answer I started to get concerned, they
were always here and waiting for me. After giving the room one last
quick scan I left through the front door. The rain was starting to
ease up now and the sun shone brightly at me.
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