Don’t Play with your Food by Bob Shea

This Monster says “Flowers, gross! P-U!”

“Out of my way, trees! Dry up, lake! You’re not so hot, sun! You better run,
birds!”

“Hi I'm Buddy,” said Buddy. “I'm a monster! I'm going to eat all you bunnies!”

“Oh no!” said the bunnies. “No, please no! We were about to make

cupcakes!”

“Cupcakes? What kind of monster do you think | am?” said Buddy.

“Cupcakes, first. Bunnies for dessert.”
They played hide-and-seek while the cupcakes baked in the oven.
Ding! “Be careful Buddy. The pan is very hot.”

Each bunny had one cupcake. Buddy had five. There were four cupcakes
left. Buddy ate them.

“Oh I'm so full! Would you mind if | ate you tomorrow?”

“Nice meeting you, Buddy,” said the bunnies.

Buddy came back the next day. “Hi guys! Hop in my mouth so | can eat you!”
“It's too hot to be eaten,” said the bunnies. “Can we go swimming instead?”
‘Hmmm...l don’t know...”said Buddy.

“Please! Please! Please!”

‘How about | eat you, then | go swimming?”

“Oh no! You mustn’t go swimming right after you eat, you'll get a cramp.”



“This is way more fun than a cramp,” said Buddy. “If you bunnies are half so
delicious as you are nice, | am in for a treat.” Buddy and the bunnies

laughed and splashed all afternoon.

Swimming under the hot sun tuckered everyone out. Buddy and the bunnies
took a nap in the tall, cool grass. When Buddy woke up, he thought, | really
should eat them, but | hate to wake them. They look so cute when they’re
napping. Buddy patted the bunnies’ heads and whispered, “| promise to eat

you tomorrow.” Then he tiptoed away.

“‘Rahhh! Oh! What the ...” The next day, Buddy couldn’t believe his eyes. All

the bunnies wore stripes just like his.

“Surprise!” yelled the bunnies. “We started a Stripey-Stripe Club in your

honor.”

“That’s so nice!” said Buddy wiping away a tear. “Now climb in my mouth so |

can eat you.”

“Oh no! First the club will have to vote on that!” There was one vote for

eating the bunnies and seven votes for going to the carnival.

They played all the games and rode all the rides. The bunnies liked the

spinny, whippy rides the best. Not Buddy.

“‘Bad news, bunnies. | don’t feel so good. | don’t think I'll be able to eat you

today...”
“We know, Buddy. See you tomorrow!”

The next day, Buddy said, “Okay, no more fooling around. Today I'm going

to eat you bunnies first thing.”
“Oh no!” said the bunnies. “Didn’t you like baking cupcakes with us?”

“Yeah, sure, that was fun,” said Buddy.



“And didn’t you like going swimming with us?”
“Yeah, that was a blast.”

“‘Didn’t you like going to the carnival with us?”
“Sure, until | got dizzy.”

“Well, then you can’t eat us.”

“Why not?”

“Didn’t your mom ever tell you?”

“Tell me what?”

“‘Don’t play with your food!”

“You bunnies tricked me!” said Buddy.

“Oh no!” said the bunnies. “We wouldn’t do that. We like you, Buddy.”

“‘Now | feel terrible,” said Buddy. “After | eat you bunnies, I'll be all alone. No
Stripey-Stripe Club. No swimming. No hide-and-seek ... Hey, weren’t there
seven of you yesterday? Wait a second ... my food never makes me sad.
Maybe you are not my food at all! Maybe you are my ... friends! And I'm

pretty sure you're not supposed to eat your friends!”



