

    
        
          The Turkey Who Hid on Thanksgiving Day

        

        
        
          Leroy Smith

        

        
          Published by Bright Minds Reads, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE TURKEY WHO HID ON THANKSGIVING DAY

    

    
      First edition. September 6, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Leroy Smith.

    

    
    
      Written by Leroy Smith.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Preface

Thanksgiving is a time for family, food, and love, but for Tok the turkey, it’s a day full of fear. On the farm, turkeys are always on the dinner table. So, when the holiday approaches, Tok begins to worry. What if it’s his turn this year? 

He decides to hide, hoping to escape his fate. As Tok sneaks around the farm, he finds new friends and unexpected surprises that change the way he sees Thanksgiving forever.
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Chapter 1: The Worried Turkey
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The sun was setting on the farm as Tok the turkey ran around nervously. Tomorrow was Thanksgiving Day, and he couldn’t ignore the feeling that something bad was about to happen. 

He had overheard the humans talking about their plans for the big feast. Everyone knew that Thanksgiving meant one thing on the farm: a turkey dinner. Tok was certain that he would be the one chosen this year.

It wasn’t the first time he had worried about Thanksgiving. Every year, one of the turkeys ended up on the dinner table. It had happened to his friends before. The thought of ending up on a dinner plate made his feathers ruffle in fear. 

Tok wasn’t ready for that. He loved his life on the farm. He loved running through the fields, pecking at the ground, and enjoying the company of the other animals. But this year, he couldn’t stop thinking about what would happen if he didn’t escape.

He looked around his cozy pen, the familiar surroundings no longer offering him comfort. The tall fences around the farm, which had always seemed so secure, now felt like they were trapping him. 

There was no way out, and that made him feel even more trapped. He looked over at the barn and the patch of pumpkins growing by the garden. Everything seemed so peaceful, but deep down, Tok knew that tomorrow would change everything.

Tok thought back to the previous Thanksgiving celebrations. He had seen turkeys being taken inside the farmhouse, never to return. 

They had all looked so calm, as if they didn’t even know what was about to happen. It made Tok shudder just thinking about it. He didn’t want to end up like them. 

The farm was supposed to be his home, and he wasn’t ready to leave it just yet.

“Tomorrow, it could be me,” Tok said to himself. “I need to do something.”

He turned in circles, trying to think of a plan. Running away was impossible. The farm was too big, and there were fences everywhere. 

The gates were locked tight, and even if he somehow managed to squeeze through one, there were the farm dogs to worry about. Tok had seen them chase off any animal that tried to escape. He didn’t stand a chance against them.

His mind raced. If he couldn’t run, he would have to hide. There had to be a place on the farm where he could go unnoticed. Tok thought about all the animals who lived around the farm—cows, sheep, chickens, and horses. 

They all seemed so calm, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that they might know something he didn’t. Were they secretly worried about Thanksgiving too?

Tok’s thoughts returned to the house. The humans would be busy preparing the feast tomorrow. He had seen them gather in the kitchen with all the ingredients for pies and stuffing. But where did the turkeys go? Why was it always them who ended up on the dinner table? 

He was sure that there was a way to escape this fate, but the more he thought about it, the more impossible it seemed.

Still, Tok wasn’t ready to give up. He had to find a way to hide. Maybe if he stayed out of sight long enough, they would forget about him. After all, the humans had a lot of work to do on Thanksgiving. They would probably be distracted and wouldn’t have time to search for him.

Tok spent the next hour pacing back and forth in his pen, trying to figure out the best place to hide. Should he go to the barn? Maybe the hay bales could provide some cover. Or should he hide in the pumpkin patch? He had to be careful, though. 

The pumpkins were low to the ground, and someone could easily spot him. Tok thought about climbing into a tree. The farm had several large trees, and the branches might offer some shelter. But what if he was seen climbing?

He couldn’t stay in his pen all night. That would be the first place the humans would look. The evening sun had started to sink lower, casting long shadows over the farm. Tok knew he had to act quickly.

“Tomorrow, I’ll hide. I’ll find the perfect spot and stay hidden all day,” Tok decided. “I’ll make sure they don’t see me.”

He looked out at the fence one last time, his heart pounding in his chest. The farm felt so big, and yet it suddenly felt so small, as if every corner was a place where someone could find him. What if his hiding spot wasn’t good enough? What if he was discovered before he could escape?

Tok tried to calm himself. There was no use in worrying. Tomorrow, he would find a way to hide and stay out of sight. He had to believe that it would work. His life on the farm depended on it.

He took one last look at the farm, and for the first time in a long while, he felt a small sense of hope. It wasn’t over yet. Tomorrow might be the day he figured out how to avoid the dreaded Thanksgiving dinner.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Tok Goes into Hiding
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Today was the day—Thanksgiving Day—and Tok had to find a good place to hide. If he didn’t, he feared he might end up on the dinner table like the turkeys from past years.

He stepped out of his pen, feeling the cool morning air against his feathers. There wasn’t much time to waste. Tok started by heading towards the barn. 

It seemed like a good place to start. The barn was large, and there were plenty of places to hide among the piles of hay.

As he approached the barn door, Tok stopped. He peered around the corner, scanning the area. Inside, a few cows were munching on hay, their large bodies blocking most of the view. 

Tok took a deep breath and tiptoed into the barn. He quickly moved behind a stack of hay bales, hoping to blend in with the surroundings.

But just as he settled down, a large cow turned its head and stared at him. Tok froze, holding his breath. The cow mooed loudly, catching the attention of the farmer’s dog. Tok’s heart skipped a beat. He quickly moved out from behind the hay bales and darted back toward the barn door.

“That was too close,” Tok thought as he darted past the cows. The barn wasn’t going to work. He needed a better hiding spot.

Tok moved towards the pumpkin patch next. The pumpkins were large and round, their orange skins glowing in the morning light. It seemed like a good hiding spot. He thought he could crouch behind them and be invisible. But as Tok moved closer to the patch, he heard the sound of footsteps coming from behind.

A farm horse was trotting toward him, its hooves clicking on the ground. Tok panicked and quickly darted behind the nearest pumpkin. But the horse’s eyes were sharp, and it stopped right next to the patch. Tok’s heart raced as the horse sniffed the air, seeming to search for him.

The horse snorted and stomped its hooves. Tok crouched lower, praying it wouldn’t notice him. But it did. The horse neighed loudly, and Tok bolted out from behind the pumpkin patch, running as fast as he could. He couldn’t hide there anymore. It was too risky.

His frustration grew. Where could he go? Everywhere he tried, someone seemed to notice him. He paused and looked around. That’s when he saw it. A small bush at the edge of the farm caught his attention. It wasn’t much, but it was something. He could squeeze between the branches and blend in with the rest of the undergrowth.

Tok hurried over to the bush, his feet kicking up dirt as he ran. He crouched low, curling his body between the branches. The leaves were thick, and Tok hoped they would hide him from view. He poked his head out just a little to see if anyone was nearby. The farm looked calm, and no one
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