“Pretend you are a Turkey, now write about your
Thanksgiving Day.”
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Lily the Turkey
Lily Henry
3rd Grade
Mrs. Mason
So, I am a turkey as you may know. I run around and say, “Gobble,
gobble.” But when it comes to hunting, it’s not easy.
Step one: Don’t panic. Hide!
Step two: Don’t say anything.
Step three: Don’t move a muscle. If you do, you might get turned into a
Thanksgiving dinner!
They will put you in the oven and serve you to all the girls and boys!
They will eat you like a lion and only your bones will remain! They
might dip you in BBQ sauce. They might even...
Wait, did I tell you that this is all bad stuff? If I didn’t, then I will. This is
all bad stuff. Ok, where was I? Oh yeah, I remember now. They will dip
you in BBQ sauce and eat your heads off! So, follow my instructions. If I
were you, I would go and read the steps again. Ok now, let me tell you
some good stuff.
First is seeing all the happy children. Another thing is that I am a, I’m a
football fan! Go Raiders! All I need is an outfit and then I’ll be going! I
also like jumping in the crunchy leaves. Wait, did I tell you that this is all
good stuff? If I didn’t, this is all good stuff. Well, this is it for my story of
me as a turkey!

Once upon a time there was a really silly turkey! The
turkey loved Thanksgiving and his favorite part of the meal
was turkey. But the turkey never knew he was eating his
friends. So, one day Horse asked, "Hey turkey, you know
you're favorite thing to eat for Thanksgiving is turkey,
right?" Turkey said, yes. Horse asked, "you know you're
eating your friends, right?" A lightbulb went off in turkeys
head turkey was eating his friends. Turkey was
devastated he had been eating his friends. Turkey was
scared know he thought people wanted to hunt him know.
So, for the rest of turkey’s life he was hiding and never
eating turkey again.

by Raegan Grant 3rd grade in Mrs. Mason

My First thanksgiving

By avonlea hansen
“Mama Av, can you tell us about your first
Thanksgiving?” My six children asked. “If I must.”
I replied. “It all began when I was running
through the field with my best friend, Westin,
playing gobbler socials. We were in our teens
back then.”
“Was your friend Dada Westin?” They
interrupted. I whispered, “Yes. Where was I? Ah,
yes but then the Hunters of Death came. They
killed my dear Aunt Laycee! My mother wept all
night and my cousin kept me up all night to
snuggle. In the morning my friend and I decided to
find out why the Hunters of Death came at this
time every year. We snuck into the public library
or something like that and searched for why they
would do such a silly thing. We found out they eat
turkeys on a holiday called Thanksgiving. We
learned so much more and then someone caught
us reading. It was a little girl. “Daddy, can I have
these turkeys as pets?” the girl asked a tall man. I
assumed he was her father. He turned around and
yelled. He took something out of his pocket and
dialed numbers. Then about 5 minutes later two
men appeared and grabbed us! We were taken to
a vehicle but somehow escaped. I'm not going to
say anything about that because, it was very

dark. We ran home fast as we could. At 12:00 pm
we left for the butcher shop and pecked the
owner until he ran away. Then, we got all the
turkeys to scare humans away from them. No one
ate turkeys on Thanksgiving again.
“Yay!” the six children cried. My husband Westin
ran through the door to the den. “People started
eating turkeys for Thanksgiving again!!” he yelled.
“What?!”
THE END

If I was a turkey on Thanksgiving, I would be smart. I
would cover the path in syrup, but what if I had no
syrup? I would take some leaves and wood and make a
fake turkey. I would use tree sap to hold it together and
it would have berry eyes and a bee's hive on the inside.
But wont the people want multiple turkey, and can a fake
turkey move? No, it cannot, and I cannot make a lot of
them. Should I cover the town in oil and then throw a
match on the oil, so they explode? Or should I steal Kylo
Ren's light saber? So, I make all the people chase me and
I run into a cupcake shop so that they will have cupcakes
instead of turkey! I know! I will get the clone army!
Nope, I'm somebody's dinner.
The End by Caleb Nettleship 4th grade Mrs. Johnson

Gobble, Gobble, AAAAAAHHH!!
By Claire palmer 4th grade Ms. Killpack
HI! My name is Jeff. But my full name is Jeff the big fat turkey the third. My
grandpa was the first my dad was the second and I am the third. But I am the only
one that is still living. But not for long. Thanksgiving is today, and I am hiding in
the forest. Well, at least I’m trying to. These other turkeys I'm with are freaking
out, especially Barb and her twin sister Glenda. They are gobbling like nobody's
business. “Attention, my fellow turkey friends, as you know, it is the day of the
dead turkey us turkeys call it, also known as Thanksgiving to humans.” Big fat
chief said. “No one shall leave the forest.” chief said.
“Hey Bob, want to go into town.” I said “Sure, it’s not like anyone said not
to.” bob said. Bob is my best friend; you’ll hear about him later. As we entered
the town, we smelled the most beautiful aroma. It’s kind of smelled like chicken.
As we entered the kitchen, I saw Harrold on a table. He was on a table; he was
strapped down and the chef had an evil mustache and was about to cut Harrold in
half when I jumped on the chefs’ head and bit him and then he ran out of the
kitchen. And then bob cut Harrold free. And then we ran back to the forest with
potatoes and gravy for a feast with every turkey!

The End and happy Thanksgiving!!!

Thanksgiving Story
By Grace Barlow
Mrs. Johnson, 4th grade
Hi! I’m a turkey! And my name is
Jeremy, I live in a forest. There is nothing
really exciting here, it is hedge hog’s
birthday! Oh, guess what happened
yesterday, I was at my grandpa’s house
and he told me the craziest story ever!
Here I’ll tell you it.
Once upon a time.... just kidding this is
not that kind of story.

Ok, here we go

again.... one day in this very forest, I was
walking along a dusty trail I had found
earlier this morning. Then I saw a magical
rock, it was a purple color and it also had
black dots. So, when I saw the rock, I got
easily distracted that I barely even noticed
the man with a bow and arrow right next to
me. But the man wasn’t normal, the bow

and arrow weren’t out to shoot me, so he
instead he just grabbed me and brought me
to his truck.
The next thing I know he is driving off
with me in the truck. Now I have starting
to think it is Thanksgiving. I thought it was
Christmas because there is white fluffy
snow (with a bit of yellow) on the ground. I
started freaking out, what if he roasts me,
I thought to myself.

When we got to his

house, he took me out of the truck and
brought me inside.
there

was

When we walked in

Christmas

decorations

everywhere, maybe he won’t roast me? We
got to the living room all of his kids were
screaming in excitement. I guess I was a
Christmas present, kind of like a pet. I’ve
never been a present or received any
presents

before,

Christmas Ever!!

this

was

the

best

Turkey’s Thanksgiving
By Jackson Krogue 4th grade Killpack
Alas its Thanksgiving. Hello, I'm turkey number 545567221.
We don’t have names so that’s my name. Now today I will tell
you about my great escape.
It began when I thought the farmer was going to kill me,
turkey number 545567221. Because of this I went to find a wall
and tried to go through the wall, but it didn’t work. I tried to
grab the farmers gun. The next day was in a hole with a stone
above me that had carving that said, “Rip turkey number
545567221.”
Turkey 545567222 tried to escape through electric fence.
Let’s go to the next turkey. Turkey 545567223, Turkey
545567224, Turkey 545567225, and Turkey 545567226 failed.
Let’s hope Turkey 545567227 wont fail.
Turkey 545567227 decided that going through a wall
wouldn't work so he laid eggs until it shot him into the air. After
that, it was remembered as turkey 545567227 egg-a-pult. Then
Turkey 545567227 shot the hunter with eggs, and then the
towns citizens with eggs. Oh, it was a great egg escape!
So that’s how turkey 545567227, and not 545567221 or
the others escaped.

A TURKEYS DIARY
By Maya Jensen

Hello, my name is Bob turkey. My
full name is: BOB THE BIG FAT TURKEY.
I know I know it is a weird name, but
my friends name is weirder, JEFF THE
BIG FAT TURKEY THE THIRD. See! Now
a little bit about me, my favorite
holiday is Halloween because you get to
dress up and nobody knows who you are
unlike Thanksgiving. Thanksgiving is
the worst holiday of them all!!! But that
is today so I must stay hidden, which is
why I am writing in my diary. I have no
idea if my friends are alive or being
cooked for dinner. That may not sound
like a big deal, but it is!!! Have you ever
had that feeling when you might get
cooked up for dinner?!! Well that’s how I

feel right now! AHHHHHHHH!!!! That
was me screaming. There is a bunch of
hunters near my hiding spot!! I might
not live to finish this book... I am still a
live!!!! I can’t believe this day has come!
It is the day after Thanksgiving! Or I
think it is. Hey!! It is dark in here. It feels
like a bag. Oww, someone pulled all my
feathers out!! Wow it is hot in here!
Wait I am in an oven!! I am seeing a
bright light! Or it might just be the
fire...
THE END

THANKSGIVING DAY OF DOOM!
By: Dallin Allred

Hi. I’m a turkey. My name is Napoleon
Blownapart. It was the horrible day every
turkey dreaded. Thanksgiving! The terrible, evil
humans would blast us turkey’s dead with their
shootery bang bangs. Just this morning, my
friends Tom, Jack, and Charlie had been shot
and taken away, dead. Bang! Bang! Bang!
Nooooooo! Those humans! Now, I have my
master plan ready. Finally, a human came. I
sprang the trap, and… BLAM! SQUAWK! I died a
terrible death, blown apart by the bullet. The
End.

Thanksgiving
By: Gigi Heath
5th grade, Mrs. Martin
It was just a normal November day when I remembered it was
Thanksgiving. I lived behind a dark blue house, and every Thanksgiving
the owner of the dark blue house comes out the big white door and
chooses the biggest best turkey for Thanksgiving feast. I knew it was my
year I had been in the turkey patch for the longest and I could hardly
move I was so fat. Just then I heard the big white door open I tried to
hide but I was too slow the owner of the dark blue house was opening
the gate to the turkey patch. I kept moving but it wasn’t helpful the
owner just got closer and closer. I felt the owner cold sweaty hands as
he picked me up and brought me into the dark blue house.
I heard the owner’s wife mashing the potatoes preparing the
cranberries. “Honey, I got the chicken!” I heard the owner yell when he
stepped in the doorway. I started to squirm, but it didn’t work. The
owner started to work his way to the kitchen, and I could feel the warm
oven. I felt it getting hotter and hotter. I tried to squirm again but,
again, it did nothing. I saw the oven and the pan. The owner lay me
down on the pan to put me in the oven. I heard the oven open and I felt
the heat burning my feathers. That was it the end of my story but then,
the owner’s wife forgot to close oven door. I jumped out of the oven
and jumped out the window.
I ran as fast as I could! (Not very fast but fast enough) I kept
running until the dark blue house is not in perspective. I rest and I have
never almost been eaten after that.

My Thanksgiving
By: Kaja Bergant
I have no idea where I am, but I see a lot of me,
we look so identical everyone does. I see a
party of people and, OH MY GOSH, my gobble is
tiny! Am I a turkey? Oh, now I know, I'm a baby
turkey! Someone’s coming closer, and they’re
picking me up, oh I am so uncomfortable! I
gobbled! They got scared and dropped me! Hey
that hurt, please don’t drop me again! And then
I got eaten for Thanksgiving! I felt bad I'm a
little turkey.

Thanksgiving Turkey
By: Tatum Jones
5th grade
Mrs. Minear
My name is Turkey Anna. I hate Thanksgiving.
It’s the worst season of the year. You see, every
year one member of my family gets killed,
baked, and roasted. In fact, I see a hunter
running at me right now! I’m running away
now. He’s getting closer. We’re all going to die!
He keeps coming closer! Ah!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Why does he keep running! I’m so tired. I keep
running! He’s right behind me! My feathers are
turning red! I’m going into the light and I'm....
The End

Ayla Nielsen
6th Grade
Mrs. Cruz
Hello! It is Kate and Sara. You might be wondering what happened
of Thanksgiving Day for us. Well, we always go to our relatives house
the night before Thanksgiving. We might as well start there.
At the party, we had dinner, pizza (it’s a tradition), and go
downstairs to play. Our family is very loud since there are so many
people there. At one point, Sara notices that it went quiet. We were
curious but we didn’t dare go upstairs in case that there was danger up
there. We just kept playing until we hear the door at the top of the
stairs open. Now we were scared. We ran and hid, but there was not a
very good hiding spot for two people. Meanwhile, the steps are getting
closer. But then everything is quiet, and I am really tired all of the
sudden. Then I am asleep.
When we wake up, we are in the same place, but it is loud again.
And the next day, Happy Thanksgiving! We decide to head upstairs
because we were really scared. But we clean up first, of course.
Upstairs, no-one notices us for a while. We just wander around
for a while before we decide to go outside. Once outside, we decide to
jump on the tramp. (By the way, the tramp is out of view from the
windows.) On the tramp, we jumped for about an hour. We then
decided to go in to get a drink and eat something. When we went
inside, Sara noticed that everyone seemed to grow a lot while we were
outside and downstairs.

Once we were back outside, we found a soccer ball and decided
to play a game of soccer. We were playing with Kate in the lead 2 to 1
when we heard someone say, “It’s a Thanksgiving miracle! There are 2
turkeys playing with a soccer ball in the backyard!” We spent the rest of
the day running from our own family.
THE END

Caleb Allen
6th grade
The Journal of Jared the Turkey (Narrated by
John the Turkey)

Hello everyone, my name is John the Turkey. This story
is about my best friend John the Turkey and his
experience last year on the dreaded Thanksgiving Day.
Sorry if my English is not perfect, I have been working
on it.

The Journal of Jared the Turkey

November 23, 2017
Thanksgiving Day
Today is the day I have been dreading my entire life. I
must survive the haunted day of Thanksgiving. This
entire day will be filled with running for my life while
giant humans run after me with knives and guns. Though
through the terror there will the peace the next day
when everyone is done with dinner; that is if I survive.
All I know about what is going to happen today is that it
won’t be fun.

Run, run, run! I had to run from a knife throwing maniac
trying to kill me and sell me to a butcher. At least that’s
what I could tell through all the inhuman mumbling. That
guy has incredible aim. At least I got away because it

would be terrible to have to embrace the pain of death. I
must hide out in this barn to escape the humans. Now I
must try to get to the hen hideout. The hen hideout is
the place where turkeys will be safe for the day. It is
pretty much just a giant game of capture the flag but
with death.
I am only about ten yards away from the safe hideout.
But wait no! The knife throwing man is after me again, I
don’t think I'll make it. I just need time to bury this.
Goodbye cruel world.

The End.

Delaney Jenkins
Mrs. Miles
6th grade

The Adventure Log of Marty McFly
Translated from gobbles by Bessie the Cow
Transcribed by Fido the Dog

Thursday, November 28 9:00 am
Oh, no. I barely have enough time to record this. I must be quick. So, I’ll give you the basics. My name is
Marty McFly. I would like to change my name, but my owners liked it so, oh well. I am a turkey and it is
Thanksgiving Day. I was able to go into hiding for a while, but they found me. I am in a shed gobbling my
story to you. I found this recorder on the ground. I see them coming. Got to go!

Thursday, November 28 11:00 am
Ok, I’m back. All is good. Let me tell you what happened. So, I made a mad dash for the nearby woods.
They chased after me, but I took shelter in a tree. I should be safe for a while. So, life story time! It’s kind
of boring, but you guys should know. I was a peaceful turkey born in late May. I lived a nice quiet life until
a couple weeks ago. My owners thought my family and I were plump enough to kill and sell. They got the
rest of my family, but I survived. I crashed through the fence and lived in these woods for a week or two,
but my owners wanted more profit. Now they are trying to catch me and murder me. Whelp. I’m doomed.

Thursday, November 28 12:30 pm
I had to leave the tree and now I am in a cave. I think there is a bear in the back hibernating. There is
nothing new. I just want to say, I hate humans. They think they are SOOOOO high and powerful. Sure,
they are on top of the food chain, but that doesn’t really mean anything. They think they can walk all over
turkeys. Turkeys have feeling too.

Thursday, November 28 4:15 pm
I was able to chill in the cave for a while, but the bear wasn’t hibernating, it was taking a nap. He tried to eat
me, but like usual, I got away. I am hiding in a sad hole I made. I hope the humans don’t hear my gobbles.
Oh, I take upon myself the title of turkey rights activist. I think I should stop gobbling; the humans are near.

Thursday, November 28 11:45 pm
Wow. That hole held up for a long time. I think I’m safe.

Friday, November 29 12:00 am
Yes! I’m safe! Wait I hear something behind me. {rustling} {Loud turkey scream} {a human voice says} We
can’t eat you for Thanksgiving, but we can eat you for Christmas!

Thanksgiving
Holly Shaw
Mrs. Cruz
6th grade

They caught me and I have one chance to live. The man named Jason and the
woman was named Amelia. I got stuffed into a bag can you believe it I got stuffed
into a bag. By the way my name is grace and I am a turkey. As we neared the
house, I saw the oven.
I had been dreading this day my whole life but then I heard the word. That
amazing word and it was Vegan. They would not eat me.
As soon as we got in the house, they let me out of the bag. I was just for shows.
I thought there was nothing to worry about but then the people arrived. First it
was the cook and he carried me into the kitchen, and he trimmed my feathers.
Next was the designer. She put me on a piece of wood and put knives around me.
And a piece of wood on top.
Then people started coming with every person there came a dish. And with
every dish more knives. Finally, everyone was there, and they sat down to eat.
There was parting and talking and having a good time until I was not. Soon the
people removed the knives but then the children plucked my feathers my
beautiful feathers to be Indians.
After that the evening was almost done and I thought I was free to go but now
they were setting up for the one trading every turkey dread that tradition is being
shot out of a cannon. They stuffed me into the cannon and lit the fuse, the next
thing I knew I was flying through the air with my tail on fire. After that I never
went out of my house.
The end

By: Noah McWilliams 6th Grade
November 26 11:00 pm
I can see nothing.
I can hear nothing.
I fall asleep after a long day.
It all comes back to what day it is. It’s the 27th tomorrow.

November 27 10:00 am
I wake up slowly and walk out the red gates.
I see others being taken away.
Grabbed by the neck and dragged out.
Out to the building.
The building.

November 27 12:00 pm
More people are coming.
In big white trucks.
I try to hide.
They take me anyway.
I try and fight.
My beak doesn’t do much.

November 27 12:10 pm
The people try and drag me down the dirt path.
I resist.
They lose their grasp.

I run.
They catch me.
I run once more.
They start to worry.
I run faster.
Out into the leaves.
They cannot catch me now.
There is no way now.
I find others.
Refuge with them.
We still live together.
To this day.

Thanksgiving Day:
By: Owen Green
6th Grade, Mrs. Smith
I am a turkey. My name is Tarry, and I am 1 foot long, and 1 foot tall. I
was getting ready for my Thanksgiving dinner, Chicken, and most
importantly fresh oats. I got my stuff from my owner, of course I wasn’t
eating with him. He gave me my dinner to eat in my house. My owner
doesn’t eat turkey, so that’s a relief. My owner enjoys going to a
Thanksgiving trade off. When you do that you swap meals with
someone. My owner only goes to non-turkey ones for the sake of me!
At the tradeoff there was oats for me and guess what! They had raisins
in them! I always love extra treats. People started Trading, and my
owner got was tricked. Some mean person gave him turkey that looks
like chicken!? Can you believe it!? I was ready to leave; I mean I saw a
dead turkey! My owner finally took me outside and I threw up just
thinking about what I just saw. At least I can eat chicken for my
thanksgiving, but I feel bad for my owner.
Thanksgiving Day has arrived! And my meal is waiting for me! I notice
my oats are replaced my raisins but who cares, food is food! My
chicken does taste weird but who cares! I go up to my owner's door,
and realize my owner is eating a plate with oats, and chicken... and
that’s when I realized I ate turkey. I felt so sick. How could my owner
betray me! Now I am living on the streets, eating scraps humans leave
behind. I wish I could go back in time to the good old days.

Phil and Thanksgiving
Hunters
By Bethany Kohler
For Paw Prints
Hello! My name is Phil, or you can call me Bill or really
anything you want to call me is okay. One month from
today is Thanksgiving, which is happy for almost
everyone—except me, because I’m a turkey! Not good.
Very very not good. One month before Thanksgiving is
when the hunters usually come and that’s today or
around today. My parents and I are ready to hide
except for one thing there are no bushes or trees or
really anything except dirt for miles and miles so we
are going to run, run as fast as we can. The hunters are
close. There are a lot of hunters. Like ten. My parents
and I ran, we ran different directions and the hunters
chased after my parents and some came after me. I am
so so tired! Hey, I see something in the distance!
A Little Bit Later...

I found this haunted house or at least what I think is a
haunted house. My parents aren’t here to tell me what
this old rickety shack place is, so I am calling it a
Haunted House. I decide to go in, not sure if the
hunters will come in or if they do if there will be a way
for me to escape, so I risk it and go in. The hunters
come in, they come in rocket fast and I’m not sure why,
so I look out the window and I see my friend running
off and he’s already really far because he’s a cheetah.
Now I understand why they came in so fast. Then the
hunters see me!! There’s a ghost coming out of the
cabinet thing, so now I really have to get out of here. I
am running around trying to find somewhere to go when
I see my way to freedom: a little hole on the roof that
can close and open, and it just happens to be open so I
climb up and out but now I’m on the roof. I am really
scared to get down, but I jump and I’m okay. Then I
start running home as fast as I can go. When I get
there, my parents aren’t here. I hadn’t thought about
them. I am so selfish. I was so worried I would be
Thanksgiving dinner and now my parents might be
Thanksgiving dinner. Stupid Me STUPID ME! I have got
to go get them!

Part 2 Coming Soon
Part 2
I must plan because I can’t get caught either! I make a
plan. I am just going to run around and try to find a
road because I think the hunters have already put my
parents in the car, so I start running. I have run for a
while now but haven’t seen anything except dirt, of
course. I think I see something but it’s really small, so
I am not sure what it is. I run towards it. It’s a tree!
The first tree I have seen in miles and miles. I climb up
it. I climb so high. I really didn’t even know turkeys
could climb but that’s cool. I was climbing the tree to
see if I could see my parents or a road or something.
When I climb to the top of the tree, I find my parents!
I am so relieved. We all celebrate. You don’t know how
happy I am! We go home and celebrate more because
why not?!

The End

