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Chapter I – The End?

Lisa Capulet and her son-in-law George bring a huge, golden brown roasted turkey to the table on a gleaming metal platter, and place it in front of Cappy Capulet, who, as head of the household, carves the bird. 

“I was fond of him while he was alive,” says Cappy; “but I like him even better, stuffed and roasted.” 

“I remember him when he was just a fluffy chick last spring. He matured so rapidly; it’s hard to believe he got so big so soon,” says Lisa. 

“Turkey Lurkey was special bird. He was so fond of corn, he ate huge amounts of it. His feeder was empty every time I turned around,” says George.

From a tree on the hillside above the window a pair of large, dark, round eyes watch the feast with growing horror: 

“That’s a turkey’s body, how could they! Can it be true? Are humans cannibals?  I can’t believe it! Lurkey! They’ve always loved him and admired him, and fed him so well; now they betray him and eat him? Am I dreaming? This must be a nightmare.” 

Chapter II – Young Lurkey 

It’s March 17, and Buzz the turkey vulture is circling above a poultry hatchery, savoring the odors, watching the people as they come to work, listening to their conversations and to the chirps and peeps of baby birds coming from inside

“Such sweet little sounds. I wonder if Rosie will want babies this spring.  She’s due back from her migration about now; the equinox is almost here,” Buzz thinks. “It’s been a long winter; I almost wish I’d gone with her; I miss her. But she needed some personal time, and I love the soaring around here; the big mountain makes such interesting updrafts and downdrafts. H-mm...what’s going on in there? Those two people seem excited.”

A girl’s voice: “Look at these adorable little turkeys! So sweet. Look how fluffy they get when they dry off! Here, look at this one... Oh, no, he jumped!” 

“No! You’re not supposed to handle them! See how he landed on that hard concrete floor, right on hiss soft little head. Is he dead?” 

“He’s starting to move a little. I don’t think so.” 

“Here, I’ll put him in my hat; let him stay there a few minutes and recuperate. If he acts normal, we’ll put him back and ship him with the rest of them, and no harm done. But just don’t pick up any more of them, Okay?”

So begins baby Turkey Lurkey’s life. At first the fall and bump on his head makes him very woozy; it seems as if the entire world has turned black. Then, within a minute or two, the blackness recedes, to be replaced by vertigo and a headache. A little later he stands up, unsteady at first; but the pain recedes and he decides he can carry on. He starts chirping and acting more or less normal, and they put him back to be shipped to the feed store along with the other babies.  

Above, Buzz can distinguish Lurkey’s little voice from the others. “He sounds sad, and his chirp is a little slower. I’ll bet he’s lost about ten IQ points. I hope he recovers his senses. A turkey needs all the intelligence he can muster just to survive in this world. Let’s see what becomes of him.”

Curiosity prompts Buzz to follow the delivery truck.  
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THE PEOPLE AT THE FEED store have an extraordinary deal on turkeys this year: Buy a six-month supply of feed and get five poults free-of-charge. George is in the store buying feed for his goats, and when he sees the bargain on feed-plus-turkeys, he knows he has to take advantage of it.

Five birds would be enough turkeys for the Capulets to start a flock; they could raise a couple of young ones each year, and choose one to be the Thanksgiving bird. They would never have to eat a store-bought turkey again. He would raise them organically, to ensure the most nutritious meat ever. 

Yes, he has to take this deal. There is plenty of space in the yard, and he could separate out a portion of the over-large chicken coop, to dedicate to turkeys. His father- and mother-in-law would be proud to have the new livestock on their farm, to help them diversify from goats and sheep and chickens, he is sure.

He brings the five babies home along with the feed, and special feeders and waterers for them, a heat lamp to keep them warm while they are still babies, a tub, and some pine shavings for the bottom of the tub. Everything to give the babies a good start in life.

Above, Buzz hears Lurkey’s little voice chirping loudly as he is carried away in a cardboard container along with four flock-mates.
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CAPPY AND LISA CAPULET give George a questioning look when he brings the babies home: “You’ll be the one who looks after them, won’t you?” Lisa, George’s mother-in-law asks. 

“When it’s time to pick one to fatten up for T-Day, you’ll take care of that?” asks, Cappy. “Then you’ll butcher it and pluck it and clean it, too?”

“Of course!” says George, though he has started to feel uneasy as he thinks of it. He has never killed a turkey before, and he is certain he won’t enjoy the experience. And he has never plucked a bird or cleaned one, either. That can’t be any fun, but he will give it his best effort. Having a fresh, home-grown, healthy bird for Thanksgiving dinner each year will be more than worth the unpleasantness.

So George sets about raising the birds, and all five of them survive. They grow up to be healthy, happy young adults. And in October he looks them over and makes his selection. There are two males and three females; the girls will stay to produce eggs and baby turkeys next year. One of the boys will stay to father the babies. The other boy will be the T-Day turkey. After carefully comparing the two and estimating the amount of meat each can produce, he chooses: The slower, plumper one—Lurkey.

Romeo, livelier, more dashing and flirtatious, will be left with the girls.

Chapter III - Julie

There are a few undomesticated turkeys running through the underbrush out in Siskiyou County. Not nearly as many as in the neighboring Shasta County; but enough to form a flock and run around the countryside having fun as a group.

They call themselves the Montague Gang, and what they like best is to run or fly into people’s yards and dig up all the non-native plants. 

“Tee-hee. This isn’t Europe!” they chuckle as they dig up somebody’s exotic and carefully groomed garden creation. 

They spend most of every day chuckling and foraging; and sleep in the trees at night, usually on the lower branches; though some more adventurous members of the gang will hop up branch by branch and gain significant altitude. When the wind blows, it rocks them to sleep; they claim to enjoy the swaying. 

This happens most frequently with the younger turkeys; most of the older ones tend to be more cautious because their body weight tends to be greater, and slipping off a weak branch would
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