DIGBY MANOR NEWS
Welcome to March’s Newsletter 2020

Our residents really enjoyed
Filkin’s Drift when they came to
play for us. Singing folk songs
and playing the fiddle, the guitar
and the accordion .
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We hosted a Dementia Support Group on February 15th and it was a huge success. All that
attended left the session feeling more reassured and hopeful for their future visits. These boards
are some of the areas that we covered. On our next session we will be going into these topics a
little further.

We all came away with ideas to go forward to help our residents and relatives in having positive visits with their loved ones. We thoroughly enjoyed coming together and working with relatives . We as a community at
Digby Manor are not only here to support the residents but the wider families too.

Please help us at Digby Manor to fundraise towards buying a new interactive
table. We had an afternoon trial with it and was really encouraged by the interaction we saw from residents who need more encouragement. We saw them
enjoying using the table and even start changing pages themselves. We have a
crowd funding page on facebook and on the just giving.com. If any of you would
like to donate it would be gratefully received and if any of you could share the
page that would also help. A big thank you!

Albert and his wife did some art
work together.
Ellen was so happy that she
had her own fire. She didn’t
need her blanket.

Ellen was very good at revealing the squares
and guessing the pictures. Then moving
onto the next one.

Two Shetland ponies from Pony Therapy came to see us in February. Their
name’s were Moomin and Rolo. Our residents really enjoyed their visit.
They even went up in the lift to see the resident’s in their rooms.

Move over Louise there's a new boy in town!.
Harley loves to sing and entertain the troops and they
seem to like him Ha Ha.

Who’s my valentine?
How lovely Peter!

Thank you to Sophia and Poppy.

Our residents really did enjoy receiving these lovely cards from Sophia
and Poppy. They wrote a lovely little
message in each of them and they
really lifted our residents and made
them smile.

Eyes down and look in.
Well done Sylvia and David
for winning at Bingo.

Pancake Day Yay!
Who doesn’t like a pancake.

We brought a post box for our
residents to post some letters
or cards they wish to post.
Peter is posting his letter to his
pen pal Gilbert who is from
another care home called The
Meadows.

Team building exercise. All about communication. One person directing another
how to draw while they are blindfolded.
We had great fun. Jane looks confused!!

What do you see, Nurse?
What do you see, nurse… what do you see?
Are you thinking—when you look at me:
A crabbed old woman, not very wise;
Uncertain of habit with far-away eyes,
Who dribbles her food and makes no reply
when you say in a loud voice ‘I do wish you’d try.’
Who seems not to notice the things that you do
And forever is losing a stocking or shoe;
Who, resisting or not, lets you do as you will
With bathing and feeding, the long day to fill.
Is that what you’re thinking is that what you see?
Then open your eyes, nurse. You’re not looking at me!
I’ll tell you who I am as I sit here so still.
As I move at your bidding, eat at your will:
-I’m a small child of ten with a father and mother,
Brothers and sisters who love one another;
-A young girl of sixteen with wings on her feet,
Dreaming that soon a love she’ll meet;
-A bride at twenty, my heart gives a leap,
Remembering the vows that I promised to keep;
-At twenty-five now I have young of my own
Who need me to build a secure happy home.
-A woman of thirty, my young now grow fast.
Bound together with ties that should last.
-At forty, my young sons have grown up and gone,
But my man’s beside me to see I don’t mourn;
-At fifty once more babies play ‘round my knee
Again we know children, my loved ones and me….

Happy Birthday to Mary and Thomas and not forgetting Patrick who all had their birthdays in February.

Dark days are upon me my husband is dead.
I look at the future, I shudder with dread.
For my young are all rearing young of their own,
And I think of the years
and the love that I’ve known.
I’m an old woman now, and nature is cruel.
‘Tis her jest to make old age look like a fool.
The body, it crumbles, grace and vigor depart.
There is a stone where I once had a heart.
But inside this old carcass a young girl still dwells,
And now again my bittered heart swells;
I remember the joys, I remember the pain
and I’m loving and living life over again;
I think of the years, all too few, gone too fast
And accept the stark fact that nothing can last;
So open your eyes, nurse, open and see…………..
Not a crabbed old woman.
Look closer……...See me!

We have to sadly say good bye to two of our dear
friends,
Lizzy and Lily. You will both be sadly missed by all of
us at Digby Manor. You are now sleeping soundly with
the angels. God Bless to you both.

