
The Nutcracker
O nce upon a Christmas Eve, a little boy called Fritz and his sister 

Clara were peering anxiously out of the window. They were 
waiting for their godfather to arrive – Godfather Drosselmeyer.
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He was a toymaker and a clockmaker, and he 

always brought the most wonderful gifts to their 

Christmas Eve party. So while the adults and the 

other children made merry, all Fritz and Clara  

could do was stare eagerly out of the window.

When at last he arrived, the children leapt up and 

cried, “He’s here! He’s here!” and they hurried to  

 the door to greet him. Godfather Drosselmeyer  

   stepped into the brightly lit house, brushing a light  

     covering of snow from his coat, and the children  

        threw their arms around his waist.  
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Their godfather’s eyes twinkled with 

delight to see them, and he pulled 

two carefully wrapped packages out 

of his pockets.

To Fritz, he gave a wonderful wooden 

castle, which had a little mechanical 

drawbridge and clockwork people 

moving around inside it and, to Clara, 

he gave a smart nutcracker, dressed 

like a soldier in a shiny red jacket with 

golden buttons. Fritz and Clara were 

thrilled and thanked their godfather 

over and over, then they ran into the 

party to show everyone their gifts.

“How does my nutcracker work?” 

Clara asked, and her mother showed 

her how to crack a nut in it. Clara put 

a walnut into the nutcracker and she 

squeezed it hard. The shell cracked 

with ease! 

Naturally, all the children wanted  

to have a go, so the nutcracker got 

passed around the room. However, 

when Fritz used it, the nut he chose 

was so big and hard, the nutcracker’s 

jaw broke and Clara was terribly 

upset. She clutched the little red 

soldier to her like a favourite doll.  

 

“Don’t worry, Clara,” said Godfather 

Drosselmeyer. “I can fix it.” And he 

took out a little tool and made the 

nutcracker as good as new. 

After that, Clara didn’t let go of her 

precious nutcracker and, when the 

party was over and all the guests had 

left, she begged her parents to let her 

stay up a little longer so she could put 

the nutcracker beneath the Christmas 

tree. She was very fond of her gift.

Clara tucked up the nutcracker in  

a bed of gift wrap. “Godfather fixed  

you. You’ll be fine now,” she said.  

Then she gasped as, for a fleeting 

moment, she was sure she saw the 

nutcracker wink at her. “I must have 

imagined it,” she thought, and she let 

out a huge yawn and decided to rest 

her weary head for a second.

It seemed only moments later that 

Clara heard the grandfather clock 

chime midnight. When she looked up, 

she was surprised to see that the tree  

above her seemed to have grown,  

and she was now the same  

size as the nutcracker! 
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“How can it be?” she wondered, and 

she saw that the whole room had 

grown around her – or had she shrunk?

Suddenly, a scuttling and a squeaking 

sound came from beneath the clock 

and out scurried an army of mice, each 

dressed in fine armour and carrying 

tiny swords. They were led by a fierce 

Mouse King with a jewelled crown. 

As the mice quickly darted towards 

Clara, the nutcracker stirred and woke 

up, and all the toys that were scattered 

around the room – including some of 

Fritz’s toy soldiers – sprang to life too! 

The mice were almost upon them, so 

Clara grabbed a nutshell for a shield 

and a toothpick for a sword. All of a 

sudden she was doing battle with the 

fiendish mice, fighting alongside the 

nutcracker and a battalion of toys! 

As the fight wore on, the Mouse King’s 

forces seemed to grow in numbers. 

There were mice in every direction and 

soon the nutcracker was completely 

surrounded. In a desperate attempt to 

save him, Clara took off one of her 

shoes and threw it at the Mouse King, 

hitting him hard on the back of his 

head. He fell to the floor in an instant 

and his troops gathered around him, 

nudging him to see if he was alive.

While they were busy, the nutcracker 

ran over to Clara. He grabbed her 

hand and pulled her into a painted 



wooden sleigh, which was hanging  

from the Christmas tree. All at once, 

colourful, dazzling lights danced 

around them and, in an instant, the 

nutcracker had transformed into a 

charming prince, and their sleigh  

was gliding through the night air!

Before long, Clara and the Nutcracker 

Prince came to a snowy forest, which 

glittered in the moonlight. As they 

drew nearer, Clara spotted sparkling 

snowflakes twirling around. Closer 

still, they saw that when the flakes 

touched the forest floor, they became

beautiful maidens, dressed in white 

shimmering gowns with intricate icy 

tiaras on their heads. The snowflake 

maidens swirled around the forest, 

weaving in and out of the trees, putting 

on a spectacular performance. 

Clara’s eyes were wide with wonder 

and the Nutcracker Prince grinned at 

her, then he drove the sleigh onwards 

through the forest.

When the Nutcracker Prince pulled  

up the sleigh again, it was in a land so 

incredible, Clara could hardly believe 

the sights that lay before her.
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was made of sweet treats!Everywhere she looked, everything



was made of sweet treats!Everywhere she looked, everything

Spot It!
Can you find these three close-up  

images on this page? Tick each box  
when you find them.



There were jelly mountains topped 

with peaks of whipped cream, pink 

milkshake waterfalls, candyfloss 

clouds, and hills made from stripy 

meringues. There were lollipop trees, 

bushes with gem-like berries of boiled 

sweets, and glossy gummy flowers  

in every colour of the rainbow. They 

had arrived in the Land of Sweets,  

and they were soon greeted by an 

elegant fairy queen.

“Welcome to the Land of Sweets!”  

she said in a melodic voice.  

“I am the Sugar Plum Fairy.”

Clara curtseyed and the Nutcracker 

Prince bowed. The Sugar Plum Fairy 

invited them to her palace and, on 

the way, they told her of their brave 

battle with the Mouse King. The Sugar 

Plum Fairy decided to reward them 

with a grand celebration and a feast! 

They sat on marshmallow cushions,  

and watched many wonderful dances.

 

 

28



There was the Chocolate Dance with 

Spanish flamenco dancers dressed 

like fine chocolates; the Gingerbread 

Dance with an enormous gingerbread 

house and little gingerbread men and 

women inside; the Coffee Dance with 

Arabian dancers who swirled silky 

veils; the Tea Dance performed by 

dainty dancers in traditional Chinese 

costume; and the Candy Cane dance 

from Russia. 

But the most special dance of all was 

the one performed by the Sugar Plum 

Fairy herself, who delighted everyone

with her delicate arabesques, perfect 

pirouettes and leaps through the air. 

She was as light as spun sugar.

At the end of the festivities, everyone 

danced a beautiful waltz across the 

ballroom, including Clara and the 

Nutcracker Prince. It was the perfect 

ending to a magical night. 

Exhausted but happy, Clara and the 

Nutcracker Prince said thanks and 

goodbye to the Sugar Plum Fairy, who 

gave Clara a magnificent ring made 

from sugar crystals as a gift. 
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Clara reluctantly stepped into the sleigh and they  

began the long journey home. Her eyes soon began  

to feel heavy and she drifted off to sleep. When she  

woke up again, she found herself curled up under the 

Christmas tree, back to her normal size, and gripping  

the nutcracker tightly in her hands. 

“It was all just a dream,” she thought with a sigh  

of disappointment, but then she spotted the sugar  

ring on her finger and was sure that she saw the  

nutcracker smile. Perhaps it wasn’t a dream after all!

Act It Out!
 

Print out our Clara, 

Nutcracker Prince and  

Sugar Plum Fairy masks  

to act out this lovely  

Christmas story  

together!


