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Baby Mushroom and the Tower of Trouble 

Once upon a time, in a house filled with very tall cabinets and lots of shiny objects, there 

lived a two-year-old baby mushroom named Baby Mushroom. Baby Mushroom was not your 

average toddler. He had a very special, very unusual talent—he could climb anything. And when 

we say anything, we mean 

anything. 

 

As soon as Baby Mushroom could walk, he started climbing. He didn’t need a step stool. 

He didn’t need a chair. No, no—Baby Mushroom’s method of climbing was more… creative. 
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In the kitchen, for instance, Baby Mushroom didn’t push a chair up to reach the 

countertop like a regular kid. Oh, no. Instead, he would grab onto the cabinet handles, use them 

like monkey bars, and swing himself right up onto the countertop. Once there, he would open the 

cabinets and climb up the shelves—yes, up—until he reached the very top, where the pots and 

pans lived. If you asked him what he was looking for, he'd just look at you, squint his big 

mushroom eyes, and give a mischievous grin.

 

But there was one thing Baby Mushroom loved more than anything else: getting into 

things he probably shouldn’t. The moment the dishwasher door creaked open; Baby Mushroom 

was ready. He’d reach in, grab whatever interesting “tool” he could find, and start running around 

the kitchen like it was his personal treasure. Momma, of course, was not thrilled about this little 



 3 

hobby.

 

To keep him safe, she started putting certain things out of reach. High up. Really high. 

She even placed them on top of the fridge, right next to the cookies, thinking, “There’s no way 

he’ll figure this one out.” 

But Baby Mushroom wasn’t your typical toddler. 

One morning, at exactly 4 AM, Momma was awakened by a strange sound. 

Tap-tap-tap-tap. 
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She squinted, confused, and stumbled out of bed to investigate. The noise was coming 

from behind the bedroom door. Slowly, she opened the door and found Baby Mushroom, sitting 

on the floor with a big cookie in one hand and, of all things, a plastic spork in the other. 

Tap-tap-tap-tap.

 

The sound was coming from Baby Mushroom, who was enthusiastically poking the wall 

with the spork like he was digging for buried treasure. 

Momma’s heart nearly stopped. She quickly took the spork from his tiny hand, returned it 

to the kitchen, and tried to calm her racing heart. But when she looked around, something 

caught her eye. 



 5 

There, in the middle of the kitchen, was the most extraordinary sight she’d ever seen. 

A tower. 

A teetering tower of kitchen chairs, potty seats, and bathroom stools. Somehow, Baby 

Mushroom had created this precarious structure and climbed all the way to the top of the fridge 

to retrieve his cookie—and, apparently, his beloved spork. And—get this—he’d somehow 

climbed back down safely without knocking the tower over. How? Nobody knows.

 

It was as if Baby Mushroom had a magical ability to defy physics and reason, all while 

eating cookies and carrying a spork like it was the most important tool in the world. 

Momma stared at the tower in awe. Then she stared at Baby Mushroom. 
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“What am I going to do with you, little mushroom?” she sighed. 

But the fun didn’t stop there. Oh no, Baby Mushroom had many more tricks up his 

sleeve. 

Momma decided to be extra cautious. She moved all the most tempting snacks to a high 

shelf in another room, far out of reach. Containers of crackers, cookies, and treats were stacked 

high, with the very best snacks at the very top. She thought, “This will keep him away from 

trouble.” 

But Baby Mushroom was determined.

 

One day, when Momma wasn’t looking, Baby Mushroom spotted the snack shelf. 
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And oh… the temptation. 

He quietly got to work. First, he dragged a chair across the floor. Then another. Then a 

stool. Then—somehow—a potty seat. One by one, he stacked them into a wobbly, magnificent 

tower of pure toddler engineering. 

Up he climbed. 

Higher… and higher… 

Until he reached the very top, where the best snack container sat waiting like a grand 

prize.

 

Yam, who was passing through the room, saw Baby Mushroom up there and froze. 
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For a moment, their eyes locked. Baby Mushroom’s eyes were wide with excitement, and 

Yam’s eyes were wide with horror. 

Then— 

The chair wobbled. 

The tower wobbled. 

And down it all came—Baby Mushroom, the chairs, the stool, and the entire snack 

mission—crashing to the floor in one big pile of chaos. 

For a second, everything was still. 

 

Then, in a perfect mix of disbelief and panic, Yam shouted, 
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“MOMMA! BABY MUSHROOM’S UP THERE!” 

Momma rushed in and found Baby Mushroom sitting in the middle of the mess, holding 

his snack container, grinning like a mischievous little mushroom. 

“You’re okay?” Momma gasped, holding her hands to her face. “How did you even…?!” 

Baby Mushroom didn’t answer. He just gave her a little wave. 

“Hi, Momma!” 

The chairs? Everywhere. 

The tower? Gone. 

The snacks? Slightly squished.  
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Baby Mushroom? Completely unfazed. 

Momma took a deep breath. 

“Well… at least nobody got hurt,” she said, her voice trembling. 

But did Baby Mushroom learn his lesson? 

Oh, no. Not at all. 

In fact, he tried the same thing again. And again. Every time, Momma would find him 

mid-adventure—climbing, reaching, and grinning as he had just discovered the greatest treasure 

in the world.
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By the end of it all, Momma was convinced that Baby Mushroom was a magical mixture 

of mischief, determination, and sheer toddler genius. How he managed to get into so much 

trouble without getting hurt—nobody knows. 

But one thing was for sure: 

Baby Mushroom was not your average two-year-old. 

He was a climbing, cookie-loving, snack-hunting little mushroom who somehow made 

every day an adventure… 

…and who, for a brief and unforgettable time, believed a spork was the most powerful 

tool in the world. 

 

The End. 

 


