
One morning everything was white.
“Winter is here, it snowed last night,”

said Little Mole as he woke up from bed,
putting on his cap and grabbing his sled.

But the white was just frost,
all hope of sledding was almost lost.

Little Finch shouted, “A cloud! It might 
snow. If it does we can still go.”

The tiny cloud said, “All I can make
is this single snowflake.

 I could help you, I think,
if I found some water to drink.”

“We‘ll get you some water, don‘t you worry,”
said Little Mole, scampering off in a hurry.
He came upon a fresh running spring, and 

dipped in a nutshell filling up the whole thing.

So Little Cloud drank all morning long, 
growing and growing so big and strong. 

Little Finch asked, “Before you go, 
could you make us some snow?”

The cloud started blowing. 
Within seconds it was snowing. 
The snowflakes came out fast, 
each one prettier than the last.
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