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Present Time - Turkey Day 

My neighbor, Trisha, came over to my house for our morning hot chocolate ritual. 

“Whoo, it’s sure cold outside today,” she said after she stomped most of the November snow off her boots onto the mat outside.

I picked up the kettle of hot water off my stove and poured the steaming liquid into two of the ceramic cups I had made in my pottery class. Trisha took a seat at my kitchen table and I did the same. 

“So, what are you going to do for Thanksgiving? She asked, tearing the top of the chocolate mix package and pouring it into her cup.

“Well, I haven’t thought about it much. I guess I could call Jan and Eileen and her family to see if they want to come over here for dinner this Thursday.”

“You could but I have a better idea. How about you join us for Thanksgiving dinner? Jan and Eileen can come if they can and you can invite a few friends over,” she said, taking a sip of her drink.

“Are you sure? I would be glad to help you out.”

“Okay, how about you bring one of your apple pies. I’ll see if my mom wants to contribute and you can invite Hobs,” she said as she lifted her cup to her lips.

“I’d love to make a pie and I’ll ask him but be aware he has his own view on life and may not want to,” I said, emptying my cup.

“Well, I’d better get to the store for a turkey,” Trisha said, setting down her cup and rising from her chair.

“I have to get some things at the store too. Let me grab my purse and I’ll go with you,” I said.

“Okay,” she said.

We drove over to the local grocery and purchased my supplies but the store was out of turkeys.

“You could get a ham?” I suggested.

“But you can’t stuff a ham and the stovetop just doesn’t taste right.”

“Don’t worry we have two days. I’ll drive into Idaho Falls. There should be a turkey there,” I said as we headed for the checkout.

She drove me home and I took my groceries into the house. I called the one store in Shelley then three others another in Blackfoot with no luck on locating a turkey. I then started calling the stores in Idaho Falls. Each time I was told they were out of turkeys and wouldn’t get any in until tomorrow.

I put my name with all of the stores to hold one for me just in case there would be a turkey thawed by tomorrow night. Each time I had to give my name and address to assure a turkey could be saved for me. I hung up the phone defeated. 

I sat at my kitchen table and looked out my window at the cold but rare sunny day in November. 

My poodle dog pawed at my knee. 

“You’re right. I shouldn’t worry. Would you like to go for a walk?” I asked him.

He danced about when I reached for his leash. I walked over to the stairwell landing in front of the back door and slipped on my winter coat and my snow boots. Hooking the leash to Mickie’s collar, we headed out for a stroll.

We walked down the road and turned onto Main Street down toward The Glazed Pot. Since the doors were open, I peeked in and saw my friend, Rene, painting the office near the door.

“Hi, Rene. How’s the remodeling going?” I asked.

“Oh, hello, Susan. Have a chair and I’ll be with you in a minute,” she said, continuing to paint one wall.

While she was busy, I looked around the room where we had made our first ceramic creations. 

“Well, thanks for waiting. Oh, you brought your cute little dog,” she said.

“Yes, we decided to take a walk. I thought I needed to clear my thoughts on a problem I have.”

“What problem?”

“Trisha asked me over for Thanksgiving and when our local grocery store didn’t have any turkeys left, I called all over and I still can’t locate one,” I explained.

She looked at me. “I’d help you if I could but we always eat ham for Thanksgiving. Have you called your friend Bosloe, maybe he can spare you one? After all the pies you make for him, he should be able to help you out.”

“Thanks, I hadn’t thought to ask him. You haven’t seen Hobs by any chance, have you?” I asked.

“No, but then I’ve been spending most of my time cleaning up this place. I hope to have it reopened this spring.”

I stood up, wished her a good holiday, and headed out the door.

The wind started to pick up a bit as we headed back to my home. Who should I see crossing the street up ahead, wearing his red pointy hat? Hobnobby. He waved and walked over to me.

“Well, Hobs, What are you up to?” I asked.

“I’m on my way to Bosloe’s for Lunch,” he replied.

“That’s where I’m going. I need to find out if he has a spare turkey he can let me have.”

“He’ll want pies from you, you know.”

“That’s all right,” I said.

“Why do you need a turkey?” He asked.

“This Thursday is our holiday of thanks and having a cooked turkey meal is a tradition. Which brings me to the question, would you like to join us at the Paiges’s house for Thanksgiving dinner?”

“I suppose I could. I don’t think I have any plans for that day.”

“Good, now if only I can bring Trisha a turkey to cook.”

“What if Bosloe doesn’t have one to lend you?” He asked.

“Then I’m a cooked turkey.”

We walked over to Bosloe’s Café and I sat on the counter stool while Hobs wandered off. Mickie started pawing my pants leg. I brushed him down to sit.

“Hey, Susan, did you come in for some hot stew?” Colin asked.

“Actually, I came in to ask Bosloe something. Is he here?”

“He’s always here. I’ll get him for you.”

Bosloe, who is a large man, appeared in the kitchen doorway and walked over to me.

“I’m sure I don’t need any more pies, Susan,” he said, resting his hands on the edge of the counter.

“I’m not here about pies. I have looked everywhere and called every store I can think of trying to find a turkey for Trisha’s Thanksgiving. You wouldn’t have one to spare, would you?”

“Sorry, Susan but I only have one left that I’m saving for tomorrow’s meals I’m preparing for the church’s soup-kitchen,” he replied.

“Well, thanks anyway,” I said and slid off the stool.

I looked around and Hobs appeared to be long gone. Defeated, I walked home. After I released my dog into my backyard, I walked over to my neighbor’s back door. I knocked and her son answered the door.

“Hi, is your mother home?” I asked.

“Hey, mom!” He yelled over his shoulder and ran back into the house.

“Jeremy, how many times have I told you not to yell?” Trisha said, showing up at the doorway. “Come on in.”

I stomped off the snow from my boots and walked into the short foyer to remove my boots.

“Trisha, I have to confess, I couldn’t find a turkey anywhere.”

“Come over here and have a seat. Tea or hot chocolate?” She asked.

“Hot chocolate. I can’t understand how all the stores could not have at least a few turkeys.”

“Don’t worry about it. Larry brought home a pizza, a turkey pizza. We’ll have that if the stores don’t get in another shipment tomorrow,” she said.

“You’re being pretty calm about this,” I said as she set my hot cup down in front of me. I picked up a teaspoon and stirred my hot chocolate to cool it down.

“Well, Thanksgiving is about being thankful. It’s more about the people who get together than the food. We’ll be okay,” she reasoned.

“Well, I can’t stay long if I’m going to get my pies made,” I said, drinking my hot brew. “Oh, I ran into Hobs and he said he would try to make it to dinner tomorrow.”

“Great, I called Jack and Thyla and they said they will be here too.”

I finished my drink and stood up to leave.

“Will your daughter and her boyfriend be coming over?” She asked as she followed me to the back door.

I slipped my feet into my boots and wrapped my coat around
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