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A Fur Baby Holiday Poem
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The moon on the crest of the new-fallen snow
gave the luster of mid-day to objects below.

When, what to my wondering eyes should
appear, but all of the bunnies raiding the
refrigera-tor.







They thought they'd continue the raid just
the same, but then I protested and called
each by name. Now, Toops! Now, Bunny!
Now, Cassey and Lillie Belle! Come on ye little
bunnies, and put back the kale!

Get back on the porch! Don’t hop down the

hall! Now dash away! Dash away! Dash away
all!




As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane
fly, when they meet with an obstacle, mount
to the sky.

So out of the kitchen the bunnies all flew,
with their mouths full of greens and carrots
too.







He was dressed all in PJs, from his head to his
foot, and his clothes were not tarnished, for
where would he get ashes and soot?

He peaked in the kitchen and saw greens
from the front to the back, then opened a
garbage bag and began filling the sack.

A wink of his eye and a twist of his head,
soon gave me to know I had nothing to

dread.
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He knew it was bunnies who had made all
the mess; so [ wagged my tail, for there was
nothing to confess.
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[ went back to bed and to my Riley gave a
whistle, then he laid down too, snuggling in
like a thistle.

Then I softly proclaimed with a whisper of
delight, “Merry Christmas to all, and to all a
good-night!"



The End

For more bunny and lab adventures visit:

BunnyNature.org
and

MadisonThelLab.org




