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Once upon a time there was a little old man and a little old woman.  

One day the little old man said, “Old woman, please bake me a small Kolobok.”  

“But how shall I bake it?' asked the little old woman. “I have no flour.” 

“Old woman, old woman, scrape the bin and sweep the shelf and you’ll find 
enough flour to make it. Mix it with sour cream and bake it in the tin. Then pick it 
up and shape it and fry it in the pan.” 





So the old woman did what he asked. She scraped the bin and swept the shelf and 
she found some flour to make it. She mixed it with sour cream and baked it in the 
tin. She picked it up and shaped it and fried it in the pan. When the 
small Kolobok was quite ready, she put it on the windowsill to cool.  

Now for those of you who have never seen a small Kolobok, it is a delicious round 
biscuit in the shape of a face. It has two little hands to flap, two little feet to hop, 
and a tongue to sing. 

So Kolobok lay there for a while, and then decided to roll. Kolobok rolled down 
from the sill to the table, from the table to the stool, from the stool to the 
floor, and from the floor to the door. 

He hopped over the threshold, down the steps, from the steps to the garden, 
from the garden to the gate, from the gate to the road, and from the road to 
the path through the woods.  

Away rolled Kolobok, as fast as he could. 





Kolobok rolled and rolled along the path. Soon he met Hoppy Rabbit. 

“Kolobok, Kolobok, you smell nice, I will eat you in a trice,” said Hoppy Rabbit. 

“Hoppy Rabbit, take your time; first I’ll sing a little rhyme.” 

“Well, I’ll listen and then, maybe, I will have you for my tea.” 

So Kolobok said, “Close your eyes then!” And he sang a merry song:

“I’m Kolobok, Kolobok, cooked today, 
They left me to cool and I rolled away. 
I’m made from the flour scraped from the bin, 
Mixed with sour cream and baked in a tin, 
Picked up and shaped and fried in the pan  
By the little old woman for the little old man. 
Hoppy Rabbit I’m telling you, I’ll roll away from here too!” 

Before Hoppy Rabbit could blink his eye, Kolobok had rolled away and disappeared 
further along the path. 





He rolled and rolled along the path. Soon he met Greedy Wolf. 

“Kolobok, Kolobok, you smell nice, I will eat you in a trice,” said Greedy Wolf.

“Greedy Wolf, please take your time; first I’ll sing a little rhyme.” 

“Well, I’ll listen and then, maybe, I will have you for my tea.” 

So Kolobok said, “Close your eyes then!” And he sang a merry song:

“I’m Kolobok, Kolobok, cooked today, 
They left me to cool and I rolled away. 
I’m made from the flour scraped from the bin, 
Mixed with sour cream and baked in a tin, 
Picked up and shaped and fried in the pan  
By the little old woman for the little old man. 
From man and his wife, I’ve rolled away; 
From Rabbit too, I’ve rolled today. 
Greedy Wolf I’m telling you, I’ll roll away from here too!” 

Before Greedy Wolf could blink his eye, Kolobok had rolled away and disappeared 
further along the path.





He rolled and rolled along the path. Soon he met Grumpy Bear. 

“Kolobok, Kolobok, you smell nice, I will eat you in a trice,” said Grumpy Bear.

“Grumpy Bear please take your time, first I’ll sing a little rhyme.” 

“Well I’ll listen and then maybe, I will have you for my tea.” 

So Kolobok said, “Close your eyes then!” And he sang a merry song:

“I’m Kolobok, Kolobok, cooked today, 
They left me to cool and I rolled away. 
I’m made from the flour scraped from the bin, 
Mixed with sour cream and baked in a tin, 
Picked up and shaped and fried in the pan  
By the little old woman for the little old man. 
From man and his wife, I’ve rolled away; 
From Rabbit and Wolf, I’ve rolled today. 
Grumpy Bear I’m telling you, I’ll roll away from here too!” 

Before Grumpy Bear could blink his eye, Kolobok had rolled away and disappeared 
further along the path. 





He rolled and rolled along the path. Soon he met Cunning Fox. 

“Kolobok, Kolobok, you look so good. It’s nice to meet you in the wood,” said Cunning Fox. 

Now Kolobok felt very pleased with himself. He had rolled away from the old man and the 
old woman. He had rolled away from Hoppy Rabbit. He had rolled away from Greedy Wolf. 
He had rolled away from Grumpy Bear. And now when he heard Cunning Fox call him and 
praise his appearance, Kolobok felt proud. He felt so proud that he just had to sing aloud:

“I’m Kolobok, Kolobok, cooked today, 
They left me to cool and I rolled away. 
I’m made from the flour scraped from the bin, 
Mixed with sour cream and baked in a tin, 
Picked up and shaped and fried in the pan
By the little old woman for the little old man. 
From man and his wife, I’ve rolled away; 
From Rabbit, Wolf and Bear, I’ve rolled today. 
Cunning Fox, I’m telling you, I’ll roll away from here too!” 

Now all the time that Kolobok was singing Cunning Fox crept closer and closer to him. 
“Kolobok what a lovely voice you have,” said Cunning Fox. “It’s such a pity I’m a bit deaf 
and I cannot quite hear all the words. Won’t you just hop onto my nose so I can hear you 
better?”





So Kolobok skipped onto Cunning Fox’s nose and sang his song again; but this time 
he sang a bit louder:

“I’m Kolobok, Kolobok, cooked today, 
They left me to cool and I rolled away.  
I’m made from the flour scraped from the bin, 
Mixed with sour cream and baked in a tin, 
Picked up and shaped and fried in the pan  
By the little old woman for the little old man. 
From man and his wife I’ve rolled away, 
From Rabbit, Wolf and Bear, I’ve rolled today.” 





“Thank you, Kolobok,” said Cunning Fox. “What a delightful song. But it still isn’t 
quite loud enough.  Won’t you just hop on to my tongue and sing it to me one more 
time? Then I will be able to hear it really well.” 

Cunning Fox poked out her tongue. Kolobok jumped on to it. 

Cunning Fox snapped her mouth shut, munch - munch, crunch - crunch.  

Foolish Kolobok was never seen again. 

Snip, snap, snout! This tale is out.
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