
The Red Mitten
T here was once a little boy called Oliver who was walking 

home from school with his best friend Elliot just as the first 
snowflakes of winter began to fall.

As they tried to catch the flakes on their tongues, the snow started to come down 

thick and fast. It swirled around the two boys until their footprints crunched 

beneath their feet and the frost nipped at their noses. Oliver was so excited, he 

pulled on the new red mittens his grandma had knitted for him, and scooped up  

a crisp white snowball.
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      ‘O’Connor was standing beneath

“Got you!” he laughed, as he threw  

the snowball at Elliot’s back. 

Elliot wheeled round with a snowy 

missile ready and waiting in his hand. 

Grinning, he lobbed it at Oliver, who 

ducked just in time. And so began the 

first snowball fight of the season, and 

what tremendous fun they had! 

When the boys grew tired of snowball 

fights, they made snow angels, and 

then they built a snowman that was 

three snowballs high! It was brilliant, 

except that they didn’t have a carrot  

for his nose, or coals for his eyes, or  

 a warm scarf for him to wear! But they  

     laughed and played, and the snow  

          kept falling steadily down.

   At last, when their tummies were   

               rumbling for dinner and the air  

         had grown sharp and icy, the  

           boys headed for home, with  

    rosy cheeks and with their 

 

hands tucked in their pockets to keep 

them warm. However, Oliver didn’t 

realise that he had dropped one of his 

new gloves, so there on the freshly 

fallen snow lay a single red mitten. 

As bright and red as a cherry, it sat on 

the crisp white snow, looking snug and 

inviting. Soon, a little mouse came 

scuttling by, shivering in the cold.  

It saw the mitten and crept inside.  

Oh, how cosy it was in there! 

“I like it here,” thought the  

mouse, “so here I’ll stay!”  

And it curled up in a little  

ball of contentment  

and fell asleep.

A little while later, a  

rabbit hopped by and  

spotted the bright red  

mitten too.  

 

 

Use your pencils or 

crayons to decorate 

Oliver and Elliot’s 

snowman. Make sure 

you give it a hat and  

a scarf too!

Decorate  
It!



He poked his twitchy nose inside.  

“Is there anybody home?” asked  

the rabbit.

“Yes!” said the mouse. “It’s me, Nibbles 

the Mouse! Who is it?”

“It’s me, Hoppity the Rabbit! Please 

can I come in? It’s so cold outside!”

“Yes,” said the mouse. “Hop in.”

And so the rabbit squeezed and 

snuggled inside the mitten, which 

stretched a little out of shape.

Pretty soon, a fox came stalking by 

and sniffed at the bright red mitten. 

He peered inside and said, “Is there 

anybody home?”

“Yes, we are! It’s Nibbles the Mouse 

and Hoppity the Rabbit. Who is it?”

“It’s me! Sneaky the Fox. Please can  

I come in? It’s so cold outside!”

“Okay,” said the mouse and the rabbit. 

“You can come in, but there’s not much 

room in here.”

So the mouse and the rabbit moved 

to one side, and the fox squeezed 

and snuggled inside the mitten, which 

stretched and stretched out of shape.

Before long, a wild boar came 

snuffling by and poked its nose into 

the bright red mitten. He looked inside 

and said, “Is there anybody home?”



“Yes, we are! It’s Nibbles the Mouse, 

Hoppity the Rabbit and Sneaky the 

Fox. Who is it?”

“It’s me! Grunty the Boar. Please can  

I come in? It’s so cold outside!”

“If you must,” said the mouse and the 

rabbit and the fox. “You can come in, 

but it’s very crowded in here.”

So the mouse and the rabbit and the 

fox wriggled to one side, and the boar 

squeezed and snuggled inside the 

mitten, which stretched and stretched 

and stretched some more. 

Now there were four of them tucked 

inside the red mitten and it was very 

cramped indeed.

A little while later, a big bear came 

lumbering by and sniffed at the bright 

red mitten. He looked inside and said, 

“Is there anybody home?”

“Yes, we are! It’s Nibbles the Mouse, 

Hoppity the Rabbit, Sneaky the Fox 

and Grunty the Boar. Who is it?”

“It’s me! Grizzly the Bear. Please can  

I come in? It’s so cold outside!”

“We’re not sure you’ll fit!” sighed the 

mouse and the rabbit and the fox and 

the boar. “But squeeze in if you can.” 
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So the mouse and the rabbit and the fox and the boar tried to make 

some room, and the bear squeezed and wriggled and snuggled inside 

the mitten – which stretched and stretched and stretched and stretched 

a lot more. In fact, with five animals inside, the wool had stretched so 

much that the mitten suddenly burst open, throwing the animals out into 

the cold, powdery snow. 

When they looked up, they saw that the red mitten was a mitten no 

more; it had come apart and wrapped itself around the snowman’s 

neck, making a bright and cosy scarf – just what it needed! 
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