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Preface

Thanksgiving is a time for family, friends, and food—but for Trot, a young turkey, it’s also a time of worry and fear. With the holiday approaching, he is convinced that he will end up on the dinner table. 

Determined to stop Thanksgiving from happening, he tries everything he can think of, only to realize that sometimes, things don’t go the way you expect.
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Chapter 1: The Big Worry
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The sun set slowly on the farm, and all around Trot, the excitement of the upcoming holiday was building. Thanksgiving was just one day away, and the air seemed to buzz with activity. 

The barnyard was alive with the hustle and bustle of the humans preparing for the big feast. Trot had been hearing talk about the holiday for weeks. He knew what it meant, and that was exactly what made him uneasy.

For Trot, Thanksgiving meant something very different from what it meant to the humans. It wasn’t a time of celebration and togetherness for him—it was a time of danger.

The humans always talked about how much they looked forward to the big turkey dinner, and Trot had heard whispers about what would happen to the turkey at the center of the table. He could hardly bear to think of it.

Every time he heard the word “Thanksgiving,” his mind filled with horrible images of himself on the dinner table, surrounded by mashed potatoes, cranberry sauce, and pumpkin pie. 

He had seen the cooking process before, and it did not look fun. The idea of ending up in the oven made Trot’s feathers ruffle with dread.

In the quiet of his pen, Trot paced back and forth, trying to shake the horrible thoughts from his head. His friends—other animals on the farm—seemed unaware of the danger. They were happy, getting ready to enjoy the holiday, not realizing that the turkey, the centerpiece of it all, was about to face a terrible fate.

The more Trot thought about it, the more he realized that he had to do something. He couldn’t just sit there and let Thanksgiving happen. He had to find a way to stop it, to keep himself off that dinner table. But how? What could he do to make sure Thanksgiving would be ruined for everyone else?

Trot stopped pacing and sat down in the soft straw. The barn was quiet, except for the sound of distant chatter from the humans in the farmhouse. 

His feathers were still ruffled, and his heart raced as ideas started to form in his mind. He could already see it in his imagination—the perfect plan to stop Thanksgiving.

He wasn’t sure where to begin, but one thing was clear. He had to act fast. Tomorrow was the day. There was no time to waste. He had to make sure no one could enjoy the holiday. 

After all, if there was no holiday, there would be no dinner. And if there was no dinner, there would be no turkey on the table.

The first thing that came to Trot’s mind was the food. He knew that the kitchen was where all the action happened, where the pies were baked and the turkey was prepared. That’s where he needed to start. 

If he could somehow hide the pies or mess up the dinner plans, maybe, just maybe, he could stop Thanksgiving from happening.

But hiding the pies wouldn’t be enough. He needed something bigger. He thought about all the things that made Thanksgiving so special to the humans—family, food, and the big parade outside. What if he could mess up all those things? What if he could make the whole day a disaster?

Trot’s plan was beginning to take shape. He was determined, and there was no way he was going to let the humans have their perfect Thanksgiving. He couldn’t let himself be the star of their feast. He would fight back in every way he could, no matter what it took.

He imagined himself sneaking into the kitchen, hiding the pies one by one, making a mess in the pantry, or even blocking the parade outside. 

Maybe if he caused enough trouble, the humans would get so frustrated that they would cancel Thanksgiving altogether.

But then Trot stopped. He thought about what might happen if he failed. What if his plan didn’t work, and Thanksgiving went ahead as planned? What if he ended up being the turkey after all? Trot shuddered at the thought.

For a moment, he sat still, contemplating. He knew that he couldn’t let this happen. He had to act, and he had to act now. He had to make sure that Thanksgiving would be ruined before the humans even had a chance to enjoy it.

Trot stood up with newfound determination. Tomorrow, he would make sure Thanksgiving didn’t happen—not in the way anyone expected. 

He would do whatever it took to stop it. He wouldn’t let anyone make him the center of their feast. There had to be a way to ruin the holiday, and Trot was going to find it.

As he stood there in the dimming light of the barn, Trot felt a flicker of hope. This could work. All he had to do was think big and act quickly. 

With a determined cluck, he set his mind to the task ahead. Tomorrow would be the day that Thanksgiving didn’t happen—not as planned.

Trot knew that he had a lot of work ahead of him. There was no time to waste. The hours of Thanksgiving were slipping closer, and if he didn’t act fast, it would be too late. He had to be clever. He had to be fast. He had to make sure that Thanksgiving didn’t happen—not on his watch.
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Chapter 2: The D-Day
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The sun was barely up when Trot's feet hit the barn floor. Thanksgiving Day had arrived, and Trot's heart pounded in his chest. 

He could hear the sounds of the family moving around inside the house—doors opening, pots clattering, and excited voices calling out. His worst nightmare was just beginning.

Trot had spent the entire night making plans, but now there was no more time for thinking. Today was the day. He couldn’t afford to waste a single moment. 

The humans were already busy getting everything ready. He knew they were planning a big feast, and he feared it was only a matter of time before they’d be making room for him at the dinner table.

Trot moved quickly, darting from one corner of the barn to the next, looking for a way to escape the growing noise. He could hear the sounds of the family in the kitchen, preparing pies and other treats. 

The scent of cinnamon and sugar wafted through the barn, making Trot’s stomach turn. He tried to keep his focus.

Outside, he could see the early morning sunlight making the farmyard glow. The parade preparations were underway. The humans had set up bright, colorful banners, and the streets were lined with chairs for the big event. 

Trot’s thoughts swirled with dread. The parade would mean the humans would be distracted. He could use that to his advantage, but he needed to move fast.

Trot snuck around the back of the house, making sure to stay out of sight. Through a crack in the kitchen window, he saw the humans happily working together. 

The smell of pies baking filled the air, and the sounds of laughter drifted through the cracks. They didn’t know that all Trot wanted was to ruin their plans, to stop them from making him their dinner.

He tried to calm himself as he watched the family busy at work, but the fear inside him was too strong. He could see the pumpkin pie sitting on the counter, waiting to be served, and he knew that it would be the highlight of the meal. He had to stop it. There was no other choice.

As the minutes ticked by, Trot felt his anxiety growing. He debated running away, hiding in the bushes, or even locking himself in the barn. 

He could try to escape, but then what? The parade would still happen, the food would still be prepared, and eventually, they would find him. No, there was no escaping. He had to act, and he had to act now.

Trot took a deep breath and made a decision. There was no time to waste on hiding. He would do whatever it took to stop Thanksgiving. 

He wasn’t going to let the humans have their feast, not with him as the guest of honor. The parade, the pies, and everything else—he would stop it all.

First, he ran back to the kitchen window and noticed the table
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