A CHRISTMAS ACTION STORY

In sequence either round a circle or along a team give each Beaver Scout a key word. When they hear their word in the story they must jump up and run round the circle or down the hall and back to their place.

The Christmas Pudding

Key words: sultanas, raisins, currants, sugar, almonds, eggs and all run on “stirred the pudding”.

It was time to make the Christmas pudding so mum had to go shopping for currants, raisins, sultanas, eggs and almonds. When she got home, she realised she had forgotten the sugar so David had to go to the corner shop to get the sugar.

Meanwhile, mum washed the sultanas, she picked the bits out of the currants and the raisins. Mum then broke the eggs into a basin. Paul chopped the almonds. The raisins, sultanas and currants were tipped into a big bowl along with the sugar and the flour. Mum then stirred the pudding. In went the almonds amongst the currants and then some of the eggs which made the raisins sticky. Then she stirred the pudding once again. By now the pudding was smelling good though there didn’t seem to be too many almonds – Paul must have eaten some with the sultanas which mum had seen him putting in his mouth. The currants and raisins and brown sugar made the pudding look very dark indeed. Now there was just a bit more egg to be added. When this was done it was time for everyone to make a wish while they all stirred the pudding.

A CHRISTMAS PRAYER

Thank you God, for the joy of Christmas,

For the fun of opening Christmas stockings

For Christmas trees with twinkling lights

For Christmas cakes and puddings, Thank you God

Thank you for all the happiness at Christmas time,

Thank you for all the lovely presents we receive,

Thank you most of all that Jesus was born

On the first Christmas day.

Thank you God.

A MUSICAL GAME

To play, the Beavers stand in a circle and pass the ball round while they sing and one Beaver stands in the centre with his eyes closed. When the song stops, everyone puts their hands behind their backs and the Beaver in the centre must guess who has the ball.

Tune as Jingle Bells

Little ball pass along,

Gaily on your way, As we sing our Beaver song

You must never stray ‘Til at last, song is past,

We set out to find,

In which pair of Beaver hands

You’ve been left behind.

A STORY FOR BEAVERS

A CHRISTMAS WISH

BY WENDY OWEN 

Jamie had his sixth birthday at the beginning of December and the Beaver Scout Leader rang his mum. “Would Jamie like to start at Beaver Scouts before Christmas or would he like to wait until the New Year?” she asked. Jamie’s mum told her that she would ask him and let her know.

Later that day, after he had got home from school, Jamie’s mum told him all about the Beaver Scouts who met every week in the village hall.

He was very keen to become a Beaver Scout because his friends at school were always talking about the fun they had at Beaver meetings. Later that evening, mum rang the Beaver Scout Leader and arranged that Jamie would go down to his first meeting the next day.

Jamie’s mum left his in the village hall and he soon found that everyone was very friendly. After a couple of games Jamie was really enjoying himself.

“Now we are going to do some handicrafts.,” said one of the Leaders. “Jamie as you are new, you can go with Martin, one of our Venture Scouts, and he will tell you all about the beaver animal.”

Jamie listened to everything that Martin told him – it was very interesting how the beaver built his lodge in the river. Then Martin gave him a picture of a beaver and his lodge, which Jamie carefully coloured in.

Meanwhile, the other Beaver Scouts had been busy finishing off the finger puppets that they had started making the week before.

“Now that everyone had finished, we will all sit quietly in our lodges while I tell you about our last meeting before the Christmas holidays” said the Beaver Scout Leader.

“I have letters here for you all to take home to your parents. It is an invitation for them to come to next week’s meeting and you are going to put on a short pantomime using your finger puppets”.

All of the Beaver Scouts began to chatter excitedly – they had never done anything like it at Beaver Scouts before.

“I have written a short story which I am going to give to Paul so that he can practise reading it before next week. Paul will be leaving us to join Cubs after Christmas and so this will be the last thing he will do as a Beaver Scout. Akela will be coming to watch him read the story and to see all of you with your finger puppets.”

After the meeting and at school the next day, all the Beaver scouts talked about how good their pantomime was going to be.

Jamie told his mum all about this first meeting. “I won’t be in the pantomime because I haven’t been at Beaver scouts long enough,” he told his mum.

Because he sounded so miserable and disappointed, his mum and dad took him into town the following Saturday to visit Father Christmas.

“What would you like most for Christmas, Jamie?” asked Father Christmas in his deep voice. Jamie told him all about the finger puppets and that more than anything else he would like to join the other beavers and perform in the pantomime.

Father Christmas smiled at Jamie’s mum and dad. Then he said “Well Jamie, I hope that your wish comes true but even if you don’t get the chance to join in, I am sure that you will be proud to be there as part of the Beaver Scout colony. You must try not to be too disappointed and just enjoy yourself with all your friends.” Then he gave Jamie a small gift and wished them all a happy Christmas.

The next week went by really quickly, as there was so much to do. On the night of the Beaver Scout meeting, Jamie’s dad came home early from work especially to go down and see the Beaver Scouts. They all walked down to the village hall – wrapped up in coats, hats and scarves to keep out the cold.

All the parents were welcomed by the Leaders and they sat down at one end of the hall.

“Hello Beavers,” said a leader. “We will show your parents one of our games before we do the pantomime.”

One of the Leaders started to explain which game they would play. Then the Leader called to Jamie. “Jamie, I would like a word with you, please.”

“Yes?” answered Jamie as he walked over to where she was.  

“Matthew, one of the Beavers in Salmon lodge, has been lucky enough to be taken to Australia by his parents. They flew over there last weekend to visit his relatives, in Australia, because it is the opposite side of the world, it is really hot now and they will be able to eat their Christmas dinner outdoors in the sunshine.”

Jamie was very interested to hear this and imagined Matthew on the beach on Christmas day with his stocking full of presents. He wasn’t quite sure why the Leader was telling him this but, because he was a polite boy, he just listened.

“Lots of older Scouts from all over the world will also be spending Christmas in Australia this year. That is because a World Jamboree is being held there and a Jamboree is a big camp which older scouts from all over the world can go to.”

Jamie listened with interest but he was keeping one eye on the game that the others were playing.

“As Matthew isn’t here tonight I wondered if you could possibly take his place in the pantomime. He has left his finger puppet here so thank you will be able to us it – would you like to take part?”

Jamie couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Oh, yes please,” he said eagerly.

Then all the boys assembled with their finger puppets – Jamie proudly holding Matthew’s. Paul read out the story and all the Beavers did the actions with their puppets. When it was over the parents clapped a lot and Jamie could see his mum and dad who looked really proud of him.

Everyone then had a drink of orange and a hot mince pie.

“Thank you all for coming tonight,” said one of the leaders. “We have some small presents for all the Beavers.” The leader handed out a small package and a Christmas card to each Beaver until only Jamie was left.

“Jamie is our youngest Beaver Scout and he hasn’t even been invested yet.” The Beaver Scout Leader said to everyone in the hall.

“He was very brave and stepped in tonight to take Matthew’s place at the last minute and we thought he deserved a special present.”

Jamie stepped forward and the Leader handed him a big brightly coloured book. He looked at the front and saw that it was called The Beaver Scout Annual, Inside were pages full of puzzles, stories and lots of things all about  Beaver Scouts. Everyone started clapping and they all wished each other a happy Christmas before they set off for home.

Jamie was very happy – his wish had come true and he had a lovely book all about Beaver Scouts which he could read until it was time to start back at Beaver Scouts which he could read until it was time to start back at Beaver Scouts after Christmas when he would be invested.     

A STORY FOR BEAVER SCOUTS

A CHRISTMAS FIRE

BY P.V. RISSEN

“Brr, it’s cold in here,” complained Andrew as he and his sister, Anna, returned home from the shops. It was Christmas Eve and they had been doing last-minute shopping for their father.

“The central heatings gone wrong again.” Said their father worriedly, leafing through the pages of the telephone directory. “I’m trying to get hold of the engineers. We don’t want to be without heating over Christmas, do we?” But he was too late. The engineers had all finished work early for the holidays.

“What are we going to do now?” cried Andrew, shivering. “We’ll freeze before the holiday’s over.”.

“Oh no we won’t,” said their father, “we’ll open up the old fireplace in the sitting room and have a real fire to toast our toes by.”

“But we haven’t got any coal,” protested Anna.

“Who said anything about coal?” retorted father. “We’re going out to gather some wood, my girl. We’ll have a real log fire in no time.”

Taking the large wheelbarrow from the garden shed, Andrew, Anna and their father headed for the spinney behind the cottage.

“This is an easy way of gathering wood,” remarked Anna, who was a Girl Guide and had been on her first camp that summer. “At camp we all had to gather huge armfuls of wood every day.”

“I think we’ve got enough to last us the holiday,” said father as Andrew put a large log on the top of the barrow.

“Oh, don’t bother with that piece, Andrew,” said Anna. “It won’t burn – its green. Our Guider told us that green wood doesn’t burn.”

“This piece will,” declared father, “It’s ash. Haven’t you heard the legend of the ash fire”

Anna and Andrew shock their heads.

“Well,” said their father, lifting Andrew up on to the top of the logs for the homeward ride. “The story as I heard it goes that on the very first Christmas morning, among the shepherds who hurried to the stable to visit the baby Jesus was a young boy called David. David was fascinated by the sight  of the baby Jesus laying in the manger, just as the angles had said, and he longed to be able to do something for him – but he was too poor to be able to buy the baby a present. “Then, just as the shepherd were about to return to their flocks, David noticed how cold it was in the stable. Immediately, he decided to gather some wood and build a fire for Mary and her baby. Quickly, he collected all the wood he could find. Unfortunately, it was green ash and he couldn’t get the fire to light. The older shepherds began laughing at him. But David, although near to tears, wouldn’t give up. Then, suddenly, the baby Jesus stretched out his tiny had towards the pile of wood and the fire began to burn brightly. “Father paused to help Andrew down from the top of the barrow as they negotiated the gateway. “And from that day to this,” he continued, “the ash is still the only green wood that burns brightly. Now let’s get some of this wood sawn up for our fire.

“There children,” said their father as they happily toasted crumpets by the fireside at teatime. “That’s what I call a real log fire.”

“Oh no,” said Andrew, beaming at his father and sister. “That’s what I call a real Christmas fire.”

SANTA STRETCH

An action poem. The Beaver Scouts follow the Leader with suitable actions…

Santa Claus stood and stretched his arms out wide,

Firstly he looked to his left, then to his right,

Then down he bent and wiped his boots so shiny,

Then turned around to see his behiny,

But he couldn’t see past his great big sack,

So he had to give up and turn right back

Feeling much better, he stomped his feet,

And plopped right down again in his seat.

