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We both stand with one foot on the ground,

and with the other we tread the clouds of imagination.
We chase our dreams, in-between jobs and chores.

We like the world the way it is... but we prefer to see it
the way our children see it.
For your children, and ours.
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Woolly never liked winter. He
was afraid of it.
In the beginning of each 
winter she'll
look out and say, “This will be 
a snowy one. We'l get
heaps of snow. Mounds. 
Mountains!” And she'd smile.
“It will be white all around, it
will look magical. Snowflakes
are so beautiful! Once, I made
a hat from them.”



While grandma 
was telling about, 
from her 
perspective, the 
most beautiful 
season of the year, 
Woolly  started to 
feel that winter is 
rather...

...the scariest!



He imagined himself collapsing into
 

huge
 down

 mountains!
 



So enormous that even if he dug with his 
frozen little paws all week, he wouldn't be 
able to escape.
It would be quiet and cold. 
So cold. 

And he would never be able to come back 
home! 



That thought 
hounted Wolly 

every day of spring, 
summer and 

autumn. And as you 
know, after every 
autumn comes... 

winter.



In the first day od winter Wolly opened his 
eyes and felt piercing chill. 

"This is it", he thought. 
His little paws numbed with fear,

his tail wrapped around his skinny body. 
The fur bristled and it wasn't about 

smoothing again.
 

Woolly was frightened!



"Wake up Woolly, wake up. We have the first day of winter! We ought 
to celebrate it! There is hot cocoa on the table," grandma Eleanor 
cried out happily from the kitchen, humming a soft tune from time to 
time.



"This is some kind of creepy winter song!" 
Woolly wrinkled his cool snout and in that very
moment he decided to dislike winter even 
more.
“How can anybody enjoy this terrible, cruel,
nightmarish season?” He was wondering
grumpily.
He decided not to go out from under his duvet 
until spring arrived. He covered himself all the 
way up to his pink nose and started to huff and 
puff under the covers to make his little nook 
warmer.



Then, grandma Eleanor came into the room.
She was all smiles.
Her whiskers were twitching joyfully to the
rhythm of the song she was singing, her cosy shawl 
waving around her hunched shoulders.
“Are you afraid of the cold, Woolly?” she asked
distressed. It was grandma who had named the 
boy Woolly. When he was just a tiny mouse, his 
fur was denser than everyone else’s. They’d all 
said that he looked warmer, that he would never 
be cold, because he was as fluffy as a lamb. But 
Woolly was afraid of winter more than anybody.



“Grandma…” He started to speak 
weakly, barely peeking from 
under his covers.
“Yes…?” Grandma looked at her 
grandson and then, just as she 
was about to let the boy confess 
his fears, she suddenly changed 
her mind.
“Oh, wait, one second. Where do I 
have it…” she mumbled. 
And she disappeared into the 
kitchen.



After a short while, grandma came back, wearing 
the same smile, only wider.
“Woolly...” she started, sitting next to her
beloved, the youngest mouse in the family. 
“I noticed that you are avoiding the cold lately. 
I am afraid that is because of my excessive 
optimism and my winter stories. I decided to 
give you something that can maybe change that.
Something that can help you keep your sweet tail
warm even if you go out into the cold.” Grandma 
Eleanor giggled.
Woolly’s eyes became as big as walnuts. He was
so curious to find out what the gift was.
“What can it be?” he wondered. Woolly
leaned out slowly, and looked at the thing
grandma was holding on her knees. It was
a beautiful, fluffy blanket. The kind of blanket 
you can always take with you everywhere.
You can cover yourself on a chilly day, wrap
frozen paws on a winter evening, hide right 
under it when it’s snowing.



"It’s perfect, grandma!” Woolly 
climbed out from under his duvet and 
gave grandma a huge hug.
 



“Thank You,” he whispered. “This is 
the most blankety blanket of all 
mousy blankets in all over the world.”
 



On the first day of winter, Woolly came 
out with his grandma – to snow.

 
And winter?

 
Well...

 
Winter turned out to be quite 

beautiful.




