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Very early one snowy morning at the New Lodge 
bakery, Mr McMuffin, the Baker, opened the doors 
of his great big oven.  ‘Look’ said Mr McMuffin to his 
wife and daughter, ‘I have made the world’s biggest 
Gingerbread Man!’  And so he had.  Mr McMuffin’s 
Gingerbread Man was nearly six feet tall!  He had 
currants for eyes, a smiley icing sugar mouth and 
smarties for buttons!

‘He’s amazing’ said Mrs McMuffin.  ‘But what are we 
going to do with him? asked the daughter who was 
called Mavis.  ‘Well’, answered Mr McMuffin, ‘We 
will keep him in the shop window until after 
Christmas, and then we will eat him all up!’

‘Not likely!’ said The Gingerbread Man. ‘Oh my 
goodness!’ gasped Mr. McMuffin. ‘Oh my gracious!’ 
screeched Mrs McMuffin. ‘Oh Mummy!’ squealed 
Mavis. Before they could say anything else, the 
Gingerbread Man jumped out of the oven, opened 
the front door of the bakery, and ran as fast as he 
could up the road!





The Gingerbread Man ran through the streets of
Belfast until he could run no more. Huffing and 
puffing, he thought to himself, ‘They said they would 
eat me up after Christmas! If only I could go some-
where where it is always Christmas, then I shall never 
be eaten!’.  Just then, a small boy wearing a mask over 
his nose and mouth appeared. ‘Hello’, said the small 
boy, ‘I’m Sean, why are you running away?’



The Gingerbread Man replied, ‘The Baker said he 
would eat me up after Christmas, so I need to find 
somewhere where it is Christmas all the time. Do 
you know where I could go?’.   ‘That’s easy,’ said 
Sean, ‘Go to the North Pole where Santa Claus 
lives. It’s always Christmas there.’   ‘Thank you 
Sean’, said the Gingerbread Man, ‘That’s just what 
I’ll do!’.
Then Sean looked sad. ‘We might not see Santa 
this year,’ he said, ‘Things are different because of 
this nasty bug. We have to be very careful not to 
make other people sick’. ‘I will tell Santa that you 
are worried’, said the Gingerbread Man. ‘I’m sure 
he’ll think of something! Which way is North?’  
Sean showed the Gingerbread Man the North on 
his phone, and the Gingerbread Man waved 
goodbye and headed off on his journey.



He ran through towns and villages and 
countryside until he ran out of land and 
reached the sea. A great whale 
allowed the Gingerbread Man to ride on 
his back. They passed islands and ships 
and icebergs, until finally they reached 
the magical north pole, with the 
Northern Lights glowing above.



 The Gingerbread Man thanked his friend the whale, and 
walked through the snow and frost to the wonderful castle 
where Santa Claus lives. He knocked on the door, and a very 
surprised looking elf brought him into the warmth, and took 
him straight to see Santa.



‘Hello, what a wonderful, big Gingerbread Man 
you are!’ chortled Santa. ‘Why have you come 
all this way to see me?’ ‘Is it always Christmas 
here?’ asked the Gingerbread Man. ‘You see the 
baker was going to eat me after Christmas, and I 
don’t want to be eaten up!’  ‘Of course it is always 
Christmas here!’ boomed Santa, ‘Why, you can 
stay in the kingdom of sweets, just behind the 
castle! There is a marvellous Gingerbread House 
there, and the Nutcracker Prince and Princess 
Clara will be delighted!



But- you look worried, my friend!’   ‘Yes, Santa,’ said 
the Gingerbread Man. ‘You see, my friend Sean in 
Belfast thought you might not be able to come this 
year. Everyone has to be so careful about not making 
other people sick.’

‘Ah!’ said Santa, ‘I shall send a message to Sean, and 
all the other children who are worried. When things 
are sad in the world, we need Christmas more than 
ever. All the Kings and Queens and Presidents have 
called to tell me so. Nothing will stop me- I shall just 
be extra careful! 

The Gingerbread Man was very pleased, and he lived 
happily ever after in the kingdom of sweets. And if 
you are reading this, Santa asks that this year, as 
well as a mince pie and a carrot for Rudolph, you 
leave a little bottle of hand sanitizer out for him, to 
keep you extra safe! 

Merry Christmas!
     












