Here comes dear old Peter Cottontail
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Here comes dear old Peter Cottontail.
Munching on M&M’s leaving a trail.
The marshmallow eggs will do him in.
Hopping along slowly, wearing a grin.

His basket filled with eggs of every color.
Wishing he had listened, to his mother.

If he would have just watched what he ate.
Now he is turning sideways thru every gate.

If he’d eaten his vegetables, and garden greens.
Buttons on his jacket, are tied shut with strings.

Looking in the mirror now, is not so funny.
Staring at the body of an over weight bunny.

His short little bunny walks seem like miles,

Hard to bend down, wanting to hide eggs in piles.

He still wants to bring joy, to little girls and boys,

Asking if he could use, one of their motorized toys.

Hopes to make Easter a favorite time each year.

Called up the North Pole. Can I rent a reindeer?
Watching Richard Simmons didn’t help one bit.
His wardrobe of bunny clothes, just does not fit.

Now he’s wearing a bright colored sign on his back.

Don’t feed the bunny! I’m getting ready for track.
Trading in all my candy, for deviled eggs and ham.

It’s time to look like, I’m not eating canned spam.
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