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Thank you for joining 
us at our special 
Christmas Celebration
2020 has been an incredibly tough year for 
people with bowel cancer and for us as a charity. 
We’re really grateful for your continued support 
at this difficult time.

Your ticket purchase will help fund our work and 
save lives. 

Welcome 
Sean Fletcher

Gaudete 
Sung by Radnor House Senior Choir

Help Wanted 
By Timothy Tocher

Read by George Alagiah

Santa needs new reindeer.
The first bunch has grown old.

Dasher has arthritis;
Comet hates the cold.

Prancer’s sick of staring
at Dancer’s big behind.
Cupid married Blitzen

and Donner lost his mind.
Dancer’s mad at Vixen

for stepping on his toes.
Vixen’s being thrown out—

she laughed at Rudolph’s nose.
If you are a reindeer

we hope you will apply.
There is just one tricky part:
You must know how to fly.

Merry Christmas 
By Louisa May Alcott

Read by Charlene White

In the rush of early morning,
When the red burns through the gray,

And the wintry world lies waiting
For the glory of the day,

Then we hear a fitful rustling
Just without upon the stair,

Bowel Cancer UK has 
helped me so much, their 
online services have been 
unbelievable. 

Greig, diagnosed with 
bowel cancer aged 30
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See two small white phantoms coming,
Catch the gleam of sunny hair.

Are they Christmas fairies stealing
Rows of little socks to fill?

Are they angels floating hither
With their message of good-will?

What sweet spell are these elves weaving,
As like larks they chirp and sing?

Are these palms of peace from heaven
That these lovely spirits bring?

Rosy feet upon the threshold,
Eager faces peeping through,

With the first red ray of sunshine,
Chanting cherubs come in view:

Mistletoe and gleaming holly,
Symbols of a blessed day,

In their chubby hands they carry,
Streaming all along the way.

Well we know them, never weary
Of this innocent surprise;

Waiting, watching, listening always
With full hearts and tender eyes,
While our little household angels,

White and golden in the sun,
Greet us with the sweet old welcome,—

“Merry Christmas, every one!”

Let it Snow
 By Sammy Cahn and Jule Styne

Sung by Debra Michaels

Oh, the weather outside is frightful
But the fire is so delightful
Since we’ve no place to go

Let it snow! Let it snow! Let it snow!

Oh it doesn’t show signs of stopping
So I’ve bought some corn for popping
The lights are turned way down low
Let it snow! Let it snow! Let it snow!

When we finally kiss goodnight
How I’ll hate going out in the storm

But if you’ll really hold me tight
All the way home I’ll be warm

The fire is slowly dying
But, my dear, we’re still goodbyeing

But as long as you love me so
Let it snow! Let it snow! Let it snow!

When we finally kiss goodnight
How I’ll hate going out in the storm

But if you’ll really hold me tight
All the way home I’ll be warm

The fire is slowly dying
But, my dear, we’re still goodbyeing

But as long as you love me so
Let it snow! Let it snow! Let it snow!

Christmas Limericks 
By Patrick Wymer

Read by Kevin and Alison Wilson

The trouble with Christmas good will 
Is that I am rather ill 
But I’ll be just fine 

With gifts, food and wine 
Plus chemo and neuropathy chill. 
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A mad Christmas spending spree 
And presents around the tree 

The gift I require 
To escape from this mire 

Is to be told that I’m cancer free! 

As we approach a brand new year 
Buoyed by booze and much good cheer 

My biggest plans 
Are for chemo and scans 

And, no doubt more bowel cancer fear! 

Bowel cancer this festive season 
Gives to me a wonderful reason 

To eat a big meal 
With a passion and zeal 

But with my stoma, no sprouts and no peas on...

A time of remembrance 
Led by Sean Fletcher

O Holy Night
By Adolphe Adam, arrangement by Mark White 

Sung by Radnor House Senior Choir with solo by Esme Bates

A personal reflection on bowel cancer 
By Sarah Bates

In the Bleak Mid-Winter
Music by Harold Darke, words by Christina Rossetti
Performed by Elizabeth Atherton, Stephen Moore 

and Oliver Mildred

In the bleak mid-winter
Frosty wind made moan,
Earth stood hard as iron,

Water like a stone;
Snow had fallen, snow on snow,

Snow on snow,
In the bleak mid-winter

Long ago.

Our God, Heaven cannot hold him
Nor earth sustain;

Heaven and earth shall flee away
When He comes to reign:
In the bleak mid-winter
A stable-place sufficed
The Lord God Almighty,

Jesus Christ.

Enough for Him, whom cherubim
Worship night and day,

A breastful of milk
And a mangerful of hay;

Enough for Him, whom angels
Fall down before,

The ox and ass and camel
Which adore.

What can I give Him,
Poor as I am?

If I were a shepherd
I would bring a lamb,
If I were a wise man
I would do my part,

Yet what I can I give Him,
Give my heart.

Closing 
Sean Fletcher 
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Our online shop has a beautiful range of 
Christmas cards, decorations, gifts and much 
more. 100% of profits support our lifesaving 
work. Visit bowelcanceruk.org.uk/shop 

Support our work 
this festive season by 
making a donation today

Registered charity number 1071038 (England 
and Wales) and SC040914 (Scotland)

Your donations will light up 
our tree and you can write 
a message in memory of 
someone special, to say thanks 
to someone for their support, 
or to give hope for those going 
through treatment. 

Visit bowelcanceruk.org.uk/
christmas




