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The Bunny with Mushroom Hats 

 
There once was a bunny named Dot, 
Who loved mushroom hats a lot. 
She’d hop through the woods every day, 
Picking a cap in her special way. 

 
One morning she found a red cap, 
With white spots and a floppy flap. 
She paired it with a berry bead chain, 
And skipped through the meadow in the rain. 

 
Next, she found a tall, thin cap, 
Striped with gold like a fancy map. 
She matched it with a necklace of twine, 
And hopped to the garden, feeling so fine. 

 
A tiny brown cap, round and neat, 
Sat snug on her head—oh, so sweet! 
With an acorn necklace to match the shade, 
She twirled by the pond, feeling so made. 

 
One day she found a cap so blue, 
It sparkled bright like morning dew. 
She wore a necklace of tiny shells, 
And danced by the river where water swells. 



 
A fluffy cap, white like snow, 
Made Dot look like a cotton ball glow. 
She strung some flowers around her neck, 
And danced in circles by the old tree deck. 

 
A yellow cap, wide and flat, 
Reminded Dot of a sunshine hat. 
She picked a necklace of buttercups, 
And bounced to the field with cheerful hops. 

 
A spotted cap, purple and pink, 
Made Dot feel bold—what do you think? 
She tied a necklace of violet blooms, 
And pranced through the grassy, fragrant rooms. 

 
A cap with speckles, green and bright, 
Made Dot look like a forest sprite. 
She paired it with a leaf-twist chain, 
And twirled by the oak in the light spring rain. 

 
A tall cap, orange like the sun, 
Made Dot feel bold and ready to run. 
She braided a necklace of wheat and hay, 
And skipped to the orchard where apples sway. 

 
 



A cap of polka dots, pink and red, 
Made Dot giggle as she bopped her head. 
With a necklace of berries, round and small, 
She greeted the squirrels by the old stone wall. 

 
At last, a shiny cap, silver-gray, 
Glistened like moonlight at the end of day. 
With a necklace of pebbles smooth and cool, 
Dot twinkled under stars, feeling so full. 

 
Dot loved her caps and necklaces so, 
Changing them daily wherever she’d go. 
In every cap, she felt like a queen, 
In her woodland world so lush and green! 

 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 





 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 

 

 

 

 


