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Wow, another month has passed !!  Times flies when you’re having 
fun they say and we’ve certainly been having that. 
 
Please remember that everyone is invited to join in the activities with 
us which are in the Blue Room every morning and afternoon after 
lunch.  It would be great to see you there.  If you’d like a diary of 
events please come and collect one from the Blue Room or there are 
some on the small table in the main entrance. 
 

Sally and Cora very kindly finished October with 
us showing us how to create a beautiful “spooky” 
flower arrangement, some of which were taken 
back to Residents rooms and a lovely witches 
pumpkin flower arrangement was displayed in 
the foyer.  We had a great afternoon making 
them.  Many thanks to both ladies for doing this 
with us. 

 
We’ve had more games of dominoes this month 
and a certain few have really put us through our 
paces. Thank goodness it’s all been played for fun 
and not pennies as us ladies in the activity room 
would sure to be penniless !!” 
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What do you get if you 

cross Santa with a Duck?  

A Christmas Quacker 



 

Happy Birthday Maurice ! 
 
We passed on our 
congratulations to one of our 
friends in the home this month 
as he turned 100.  A very Happy 
Birthday was shared with 
Maurice and his family as he 
celebrated at his party. 

His family bought in some fantastic 
decorations and photographs of his 
life from him being a small boy, 
holidays abroad with his beautiful 
wife, their sixty fifth wedding 
anniversary, pictures of Maurice with 
his many old card and grandfather 

clocks that he did up in his ‘spare 
time’ along with old prams, 
including those of him in his 
butchers shop that he owned in 
Spalding, M Scotney which was 
situation in Winfrey Avenue.  
Included in the memorabilia was 
Maurice’s butchers apron his 

straw 
bota, carrier bags and small paper bags 
from the shop.  His daughters had a 
wonderful cake made for him which was a 
grandfather clock which fed his party of 
fifty guests including his grandchildren, 
great grandchildren and great, great 
grandchildren. 

 
Maurice received many cards of congratulation’s including a card 
from the Queen and a Telegram. 
 
 



 

Reindeer's Story at Christmas 
 
 

According to the Alaska Department of Fish and Game, while both 
male and female reindeer grow antlers in the summer each year, 
male reindeer drop their antlers at the beginning of winter, usually 
late November to mid-December. 
Female reindeer retain their antlers till after they give birth in the 
spring. Therefore, according to EVERY historical rendition depicting 
Santa's reindeer, EVERY single one of them, from Rudolph to Blitzen, 
had to be a girl. 
We should have known... ONLY women would be able to drag a fat 
man in a red velvet suit all around the world in one night and not get 
lost. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

Christmas Spirit 
 

It was just before Christmas and the magistrate was in a happy mood. 
He asked the prisoner who was in the dock, 'What are you charged 
with?' 
 
The prisoner replied, 'Doing my Christmas shopping too early.' 
 
'That's no crime', said the magistrate. 'Just how early were you doing 
this shopping?' 
 
'Before the shop opened', answered the prisoner. 
 
 
 



 
Residents Joined the Orchestral Group “Sinfonia Viva” 

 

On the 14th November a group of us attended the South Holland 
Centre to join 
the fantastic 
Orchestral 
group “Sinfonia 
Viva”.   
We arrived just 
before lunch 
and enjoyed a 
very tasty 
packed lunch 

made for us all buy the kitchen team.  We then had a rehearsal with 
the full 
orchestra 
before the 
doors 
opened to 
family 
members.  
We sang 
our hearts 
out and was 
in awe of the magnificent sound of the orchestra, something we for 

sure will 
never forget 
such a great 
experience.  
We were 
then treated 
to the most 
fantastic 
cake, tea 
and coffee.   
Thank you 

to all that gave up their free time to come and make it such a  
perfect day. 
 



 



 

 
Through the months we’ve had fun cooking cookies, chatting about 
times gone by including trips that we had 
with the Sunday school and milk that we 
drank from small bottles at school, which 
were warm and awful in the summer 
months to ice cold and made us shiver 
through the winter months.  Card games 
higher or lower, which caused a good few 
giggles.  The hairdresser has been in 
every Friday to make us feel good and 
those that have wished to have their nails 
done have had manicures.  We’ve 
enjoyed an array of word games which have been great fun. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Buy Your Own Gift 
 

Last Christmas, grandpa was feeling his age and found that shopping 
for Christmas gifts had become too difficult. So, he decided to send 
checks to everyone instead. 
In each card he wrote, "Buy your own present!" and mailed them 
early. 
He enjoyed the usual flurry of family festivities, and it was only after 
the holiday that he noticed that he had received very few cards in 
return. Puzzled over this, he went into his study, intending to write a 
couple of his relatives and ask what had happened. It was then, as he 
cleared off his cluttered desk that he got his answer. Under a stack of 
papers, he was horrified to find the gift checks which he had 
forgotten to enclose with the cards. 
 

How Do Snowmen Get 
Around? 

They ride an Icicle 
Who is Santa's 

Favourite Singer?   
Elf-is Presley 

What does Santa do 
with Fat Elves? 

He sends them to an 
Elf Farm 



 

Did You Know? 
 

The Holly and the Ivy 

One of the early Christmas traditions begun by Christians in Britain was 
the decorating of the home with evergreens.  While the Christmas tree 
would not find its way from Germany to Britain until 1840, holly, ivy, bay, 
and rosemary were all used as symbols of everlasting life.  What’s more, 
rosemary stood as a symbol of remembrance and bay of valour.  Holly, 
with its masculine symbolism and ivy as its feminine counterpart were 
also meant to represent the stability of a home. 

White Christmas Origin 

In 2014, we reported that it’s only snowed in Britain on Christmas 4 times 
in the last 52 years.  The image of a white Christmas is thought to have 
originated with the writings of Charles Dickens.  During his lifetime, he 
grew up in a “Little Ice Age” and it snowed each Christmas for the first 
eight years of his life, supposedly influencing him to include it in his 
imagery for A Christmas Carol and other works. 
 

Father Christmas Lives in Scotland 

Letters to Father Christmas that give his address as “Toyland” or 
“Snowland” will typically go to Edinburgh.  Ones addressed to the North 
Pole will go to the post office of Santa Claus Holiday Village on the 
outskirts of Rovaniemi in the Arctic Circle of Finland. 
 

What’s in the Box? 

Boxing Day’s name originates from the “Christmas box” that servants 
and staff would receive from their employers on the day after Christmas. 

 

First Christmas 

The very first Christmas holiday celebrated in England is believed to 
have taken place in York in 521 A.D., by none other than the mythical 
King Arthur, whose forces married the celebrations with their retaking of 
the city. 

 
 



 

Children In Need Day 
 

The 16th November was “Children in need day”, 
Pudsey bear took around cakes in the morning 
with the tea trolley and also did a raffle.  The 
winners are yet to be announced.  We were 
entertained by 
Karen Clare, wow, 

she was very energetic, poor old Pudsey 
had a hard time keeping up with her!!   
 

 
 
 
 

 
£153.14 was raised.  
Thank you all so much. 
 
 
 

 
Upcoming events for December: 
 
Crafts: making Christmas decorations 
Entertainment by: Jacqueline and singers, DreamBelles, Karl, and 
Gosberton House School Choir. 
Ginger bread decorating, word games, dominoes, bingo, hairdressers 
and manicures, to name but a few activities plus our Christmas Party 
to include a disco with Jamie. We very much look forward to seeing 
you all from 11am onward to enjoy the day full of fun and games. 
 

Pudsey & Karen Clare, Singer 



 

The Missing Five Pound Note 

Chippenham George worked for the Post Office and his job was to process all 

the mail that had illegible addresses.  One day just before Christmas, a letter 

landed on his desk simply addressed in shaky handwriting: 'To God'.  With no 

other clue on the envelope, George opened the letter and read: 

Dear God, 

I am a 93 year old widow living on the State pension.  Yesterday someone stole 

my purse.  It had £100 in it, which was all the money I had in the world and no 

pension due until after Christmas.  Next week is Christmas and I had invited two 

of my friends over for Christmas lunch.  Without that money, I have nothing to 

buy food with.  I have no family to turn to, and you are my only hope.  God; can 

you please help me? 

Chippenham George was really touched, and being kind hearted, he put a copy 

of the letter up on the staff notice board at the main Fareham sorting office 

where he worked.  The letter touched the other postmen and they all dug into 

their pockets and had a whip round.  Between them they raised £95. Using an 

officially franked Post Office envelope, they sent the cash on to the old lady, and 

for the rest of the day, all the workers felt a warm glow thinking of the nice 

thing they had done. 

Christmas came and went.  A few days later, another letter simply addressed to 

'God' landed in the Sorting Office.  Many of the postmen gathered around while 

George opened the letter.  It read, 

Dear God, 

How can I ever thank you enough for what you did for me? Because of your 

generosity, I was able to provide a lovely luncheon for my friends.  We had a 

very nice day, and I told my friends of your wonderful gift - in fact we haven't 

gotten over it and even Father John, our parish priest, is beside himself with 

joy.  By the way, there was £5 missing.  I think it must have been those thieving 

fellows at the Post Office. 

 

 

 

What do Snowmen wear 
on their heads?  Ice Caps 

What Carol is Heard in 
the Dessert? Oh Camel 

Ye Faithful 

https://www.funny-jokes.com/humor/christmas/christmas_snow.htm
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Christmas Traditions and Origins 
 

Christmas is a contraction of “Christ’s Mass,” which is derived from 
the Middle English Cristemasse, which in turn comes from the Old 
English Cristesmæsse, a phrase first recorded waa-aay back in 
1038. 

Hanging stockings out comes from the 
Dutch custom of leaving shoes packed with 
food for St Nicholas’s donkeys. He would 
leave small gifts in return. 

The tradition of putting tangerines in 
stockings comes from 12th-century French 
nuns who left socks full of fruit, nuts and 
tangerines at the houses of the poor. 

Why red, gold and green? Green has long 
been a symbol of life and rebirth; red 
symbolizes the blood of Christ, and gold represents light as well as 
wealth and royalty. 

Mistletoe (Viscum album) is from the Anglo-Saxon word misteltan, 
which means “little dung twig” because the plant spreads though 

bird droppingsSanta hasn’t 
always dressed in red. Pre 1930s 
there were many different 
variations of Santa, sporting a 
variety of different coloured 
garments and ranging in size 
from big to small. Some people 
claim the modern day image of 
Santa Claus was created by 
Coca-Cola, but this isn’t strictly 
true. The original red-suited 
Santa became popular in the US 
and Canada in the 19th century 

due to the influence of caricaturist and cartoonist Thomas Nast. 
Coca-Cola commissioned their depiction of Santa in 1931. 

 

 



 

Christmas is for Love  

Christmas is for love.  It is for joy, for giving and sharing, for laughter, for reuniting with 

family and friends, for tinsel and brightly covered packages.  But, mostly Christmas is for 

love.  I had not believed this until a small elfin like pupil with wide innocent eyes and soft 

rosy cheeks gave me a wondrous gift one Christmas. 

Matthew was a 10 year old orphan who lived with his aunt, a bitter, middle aged woman 

greatly annoyed with the burden of caring for her dead sister's son.  She never failed to remind 

young Matthew, if it hadn't been for her generosity, he would be a vagrant, homeless 

waif.  Still, with all the scolding and chilliness at home, he was a sweet and gentle child. 

I had not noticed Matthew particularly until he began staying after class each day [at the risk 

of arousing his aunt's anger so I learned later] to help me straighten up the room.  We did this 

quietly and comfortably, not speaking much, but enjoying the solitude of that hour of the 

day.  When we did talk, Matthew spoke mostly of his mother.  Though he was quite young 

when she died, he remembered a kind, gentle, loving woman who always spent time with 

him. 

As Christmas drew near however, Matthew failed to stay after school each day.  I looked 

forward to his coming, and when the days passed and he continued to scamper hurriedly from 

the room after class, I stopped him one afternoon and asked him why he no longer helped me 

in the room.  I told him how I had missed him, and his large brown eyes lit up eagerly as he 

replied, 'Did you really miss me?' 

I explained how he had been my best helper, 'I was making you a surprise,' he whispered 

confidentially.  'It's for Christmas.' With that, he became embarrassed and dashed from the 

room.  He didn't stay after school any more after that. 

Finally came the last school day before Christmas.  Matthew crept slowly into the room late 

that afternoon with his hands concealing something behind his back.  'I have your present,' he 

said timidly when I looked up.  'I hope you like it.'  He held out his hands, and there lying in 

his small palms was a tiny wooden box. 

'It's beautiful, Matthew.  Is there something in it?' I asked opening the top to look inside.  'Oh 

you can't see what's in it,' he replied, 'and you can't touch it, or taste it or feel it, but mother 

always said it makes you feel good all the time, warm on cold nights and safe when you're all 

alone.' 

I gazed into the empty box.  'What is it, Matthew' I asked gently, 'that will make me feel so 

good?' 

'It's love,' he whispered softly, 'and mother always said it's best when you give it away.' He 

turned and quietly left the room. 

So now I keep a small box crudely made of scraps of wood on the piano in my living room 

and only smile when inquiring friends raise quizzical eyebrows when I explain to them there 

is love in it 

 

 


