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Photographs are smiles that last forever; 
Snow men that never melt away, 
Birthday celebrations caught in amber, 
Rescued from the vaults of yesterday. 

Faces that were once more dear than diamonds, 
Boys that kept you up until the dawn, 
Houses filled with bicycles and babies, 
Ghosts who left their shadows on the lawn. 

Photographs are holes in timeôs grey curtain, 
Through them we can peek into the past, 
Call upon our parents and children, 
Pop a cork with members of the cast. 

There they are, the days of jazz and joy-rides; 

Snaps of magic moments lit by laughs; 

If you ever find my house on fire 

Leave the silver, save the photographs. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is one of my fondest poems! Do you have a poem 

which is dear to you and which you would like to share? 

/!{¢[9 Ih¦{9 b9²{ 
WǳƴŜ нлмф   



 

 

Hello, 

 

Itôs another beautiful Sunny Bank Holiday! The sun is pouring through 

the windows casting itôs golden light upon us all. 

 

Our gardens are slowly but steadily colouring up as Tom works hard 

filling the boxes, tubs and hanging baskets. The gardens are full of all 

sorts of different shrubs and flowers. If this is your first summer with 

us at Castle House youôre in for a treat!   

 

We thoroughly enjoy making the most of our outdoor space with tea 

and biscuits or coffee and cake on the patios.  The Book Club have 

met together under the shade of the parasol and many of us have 

strolled around the garden and  played games in the courtyard. Some 

of us have even enjoyed lunch or supper alfresco (my favourite way 

to dine).  

 

I look forward to greeting you all again soon,  

 

Best wishes, 

 

     Lou 

You are never too old to set another goal or to dream a new 

dreamñC.S Lewis 


