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Preface

Thanksgiving is a holiday full of traditions, but sometimes new ones make the day even more special. This story grew from the idea that Thanksgiving is not just about what we eat, but about how we celebrate together. 

Luke the Turkey reminds us that kindness, family, and gratitude are at the heart of the holiday. You will see familiar Thanksgiving moments—parades, pies, and family fun—through the eyes of a turkey who feels safe, loved, and included. 
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Chapter 1: The New Thanksgiving Tradition


[image: ]


It was a day to Thanksgiving Day and Luke the Turkey was worried as he relaxed at his usual spot in the farm. The biggest worry in his mind was what Thanksgiving meant for a bird like him. He had seen many seasons come and go, but this day always carried a shadow in his heart.

The barn was calm, and the other animals went about their usual routines. The cows munched on hay. The chickens clucked softly as they scratched the ground. The sheep stayed close together, quietly chewing grass. Everything looked normal, but Luke could not ignore the thought of what Thanksgiving might bring.

Every year, he noticed new smells from the farmhouse. Sweet pies, roasted vegetables, and bread baking in the oven. The scents were pleasant, but they made him nervous because they always reminded him of what was usually missing the next day—one of his kind. He fluffed his feathers, trying to push the thought away.

Luke had heard whispers from older turkeys about what Thanksgiving used to mean. They told him about families gathering at tables, enjoying meals together, and about turkeys being the center dish. These stories left Luke with a heavy feeling. He wished things could be different.

The Griffin family owned the farm. Mr. Griffin was tall, with strong arms from working outside every day. His wife was gentle and kind, always smiling as she prepared food in the kitchen. Their two children, Henry and Ella, loved playing with the animals and often brought scraps to share. Luke trusted them, but his heart still worried.

That afternoon, Mr. Griffin stepped outside, wiping his hands on a cloth. He called the family together near the porch. His voice carried across the yard, and even the animals lifted their heads to listen. Luke froze, his feathers tight against his body. This was the moment he dreaded each year.

Mr. Griffin stood tall and spoke with warmth. He explained that this year would be different. Their family had decided to follow a new tradition. Thanksgiving would not include a turkey at the table. Instead, it would be a turkey-free dinner filled with vegetables, breads, pies, and many dishes that everyone could enjoy.

Luke could hardly believe what he heard. The words felt like sunshine breaking through a storm. His chest puffed out with relief, and for the first time on the day before Thanksgiving, he felt safe. The worry that had weighed on him began to lift.

Mrs. Griffin nodded in agreement with her husband’s decision. She explained that Thanksgiving was about thankfulness, love, and togetherness. It was not about having a turkey on the table. She smiled at Luke, almost as if she knew how much those words meant to him.

Henry and Ella clapped their hands in excitement. They cheered at the idea of celebrating with their animal friends. Ella turned to Luke and told him he was special, and they wanted him to join the family feast. Henry added that Luke would have his very own place at the table.

The cows mooed loudly, the chickens flapped their wings, and even the sheep raised their heads. The farm seemed to share in Luke’s joy. He felt his heart beating fast, but this time it was not from fear—it was from happiness.

Luke stretched his wings and let out a proud gobble. The children laughed and ran over to him, hugging him around his neck. He closed his eyes for a moment, letting himself enjoy the feeling of being loved and safe.

Mr. Griffin bent down and told Luke that tomorrow evening he would sit with them at the Thanksgiving table. He explained that the family wanted to make this new tradition part of every Thanksgiving to come. Luke would always be welcome as a guest.

The news spread through the barnyard quickly. The animals began to chatter among themselves in their own ways. The cows spoke softly to one another. The chickens moved around excitedly. The sheep pressed closer, almost as though they wanted to share in Luke’s relief.

Luke walked proudly back toward the barn, his mind racing with new thoughts. For the first time, he imagined Thanksgiving as a day of joy. No longer a day to fear, but a day to celebrate. He thought about pies, cranberries, and laughter.

The evening sky grew darker as the farm lights came on. The windows of the farmhouse glowed warmly, and inside Luke could see the family preparing food. He could smell sweet spices and roasted vegetables drifting through the air. For once, those smells brought comfort rather than fear.

The other animals gathered around Luke in the barn. They wanted to hear what the new tradition meant. Luke explained in simple gobbles and movements that he would not be in danger, and that tomorrow would be full of food and happiness for everyone. The animals seemed calm and pleased.

Luke lay down in the straw, feeling lighter than he ever had before Thanksgiving. He thought about sitting with the Griffin family, sharing in their laughter and their gratitude. He pictured himself tasting corn, maybe even a bite of pie. He thought of music, games, and stories told by the fireplace.

The idea of a new tradition made him feel proud. He realized that the family cared about him, not just as a turkey, but as part of their lives. That meant more than he could ever explain.

The night grew quiet, and the sounds of the farm settled into calm rhythms. Luke’s eyes grew heavy, and he let himself rest. For the first time on the night before Thanksgiving, he felt peace.
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Chapter 2: Good Morning, Thanksgiving!
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The first light of Thanksgiving morning touched the barn. Luke stretched his wings slowly and stood on the straw where he had slept. His heart beat with excitement because this was the day he had waited for.

He remembered Mr. Griffin’s promise from the night before. No turkey would be on the table, and instead he would sit as a guest. That thought made him feel lighter than ever before.

The air smelled different from other mornings. A sweet scent moved from the farmhouse kitchen to the barn. Pumpkin spice mixed with the faint aroma of bread, reminding Luke that today was no ordinary day.

He lifted his head high and gave a strong gobble. It was not a call of worry or fear, but one of pure happiness. For the first time on Thanksgiving morning, his gobble felt proud.

Luke thought to himself, “Today is my day to celebrate too!” He shook his feathers and stepped toward the barn doors. Sunshine spread across the yard, soft and warm, and the day looked bright with promise.

Outside, the farm was already busy with sounds. The cows mooed deeply from the pasture. The chickens made their quick, cheerful clucks, and the sheep gave soft bleats as they gathered near the fence. The animals seemed to know this morning was special.

Luke trotted across the barnyard, stopping first to greet the cows. Their large brown eyes followed him as he gobbled a cheerful hello. One cow lifted her head from her hay and gave a slow moo in return.

He moved next to the sheep. They huddled together, chewing grass quietly. Luke puffed his chest, walked in a circle around them, and let out a gobble that made them pause for a moment before they went back to their chewing.

The chickens were the liveliest. They flapped their wings, scratching at the dirt, and made quick steps in the yard. When Luke approached, they clucked louder, as if answering his excitement with their own. He enjoyed being surrounded by the farm’s energy.

From the farmhouse, a door creaked open. Ella stepped out with a basket in her hands. She carried scraps of corn and vegetables, tossing them across the ground for the chickens. She waved at Luke and called his name before hurrying back inside.

Luke picked at a piece of corn but stopped after only a few bites. He did not want to spoil his appetite for later. The thought of sitting at the table, sharing in the Griffins’ feast, filled him with so much anticipation that he could barely keep still.

The sun climbed higher, and the barnyard glowed under its brightness. Luke walked proudly through the yard, flapping his wings now and then. Every step felt like a reminder that this Thanksgiving was unlike any he had known.

He thought back to past years when mornings like this were heavy with worry. He remembered hiding behind the barn, unsure of what would happen. But today was not
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