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Week 1 18.3.19                                  Leaving the place you love


It’s winter time at the old Juelz house,
Not even a sound from the mouse,
The smell of fresh bread lingering in the air,
Ready to be eaten by those who are there.

The place looks old gloomy and cold,
Rover the dog doing as he’s told,
Taking the blanket that belonged to him,
[bookmark: _GoBack]Dear old Frank throws it in the bin.

I carry a memory close to my heart,
When you used to sit there near the hearth,
I dreamt of you every single day,
Didn’t want to lose you in that kind of way.

It was time to leave the old Juelz house,
We even dismantled your greenhouse,
We took it when we left there,
And set your greenhouse else where.
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