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Rouster, the rooster sang cock-a-doddle-do
at the usual time to wake Tucker and his turkey friends who lived
on the small farm. It was to be an exciting day for Tucker because
it was his enrollment day into the army. He could not contain his
excitement as he washed his face and put on his sneakers. This was
the day he had been waiting for all his life, since he was two. But
he was full grown now and matured enough to join the troop.
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In a month, it would be that time of year
again when a truck came to the farm to pick out the strongest and
healthiest turkeys. His parents were taken last year as was most of
his family. No one knew where they were taken but it was rumored
that it was a better place than on the farm. Some even suspected
that it was an island where one could enjoy the rest of their
lives.
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Tucker joined the rest of the men and women.
They all stood at attention as Sergeant Turk arrived. He wore his
army hat and called, “Attention!” Tucker saluted along with the
others.

“Now men and women, we are going to do
twenty push-ups first. And then we’re going to run the course of
this farm from fence to fence. Only the best will make the
grade.”

Tucker was ready. By the end of the drill he
was not only exhausted but he completed the course last and dragged
his tired feathered tail back to the barn.

And so it went for the next few weeks. He so
wanted to be good enough to join the others when that special day
came. But alas, it was not to be and when the truck came to take
the biggest and healthiest turkeys they were marched into a long
truck.
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Now, Tucker was not about to give up and he
ran as fast as his scrawny legs carried him and he jumped onto the
end of the truck. He hung on for dear life as the truck sped away.
It went up and down hills and around bends nearly making Tucker
lose his grip.
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He was doing fine until the truck hit a bump
and then Tucker went flying head over tail into the air. He hit a
grassy hill with a thump and tumbled down and down, landing with a
big splash, in water.
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“Blaakk!” he spit out a mouthful of
mud.

“Hey, dude, find your own pad,”
snapped a voice.

“Huh? Who said that?” asked
Tucker.

Suddenly two big eyes were staring down at
him from overhead. “I did, pal. I don’t mind a guest dropping in
but I’d like a little warning first. Now can you please put me and
my lily pad back in the water,” he snapped.
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Tucker nodded in compliance and the pad and
its owner splashed into the water. He blinked at the green creature
and asked, “What are you?”

“Dude, you’re kiddin, right? I’m a
frog and my name is Tad. Where have you lived all your life that
you do not know a green frog when you see one?” he
croaked.

Tucker waded out of the water and retrieved
his hat from a hanging tree limb. “Sorry Tad, but I have never
lived anywhere but on a small farm my entire life,” he explained
wiping the water out of his eyes.
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