
My Last Day

By Little Fey---11/19/2006
If you ever wonder, my name is Turkeey. I lived in a cabin with my master and his family. Master isolated me from my own family and brought me home to his. I feel strange but I truly trusted him in everything.

It was Thanksgiving, the master’s out to hunting and his wife called me for breakfast; I ate a lot, too much for a turkey. She looked at me and said, “Turkeey, today you can eat all you want.” I didn’t know what she’s planning until she grabbed my neck and threw me on the board that she used to cut meat and veggies. I looked at her, having several question marks over my head. She then held me tighter and she started to pull my feathers!

“Yeeoch!” I yelled, in Turkish of course, but it wouldn’t matter anyway. She kept pulling my feathers until I was all—you know, naked. I groaned at her in full embarrassment, she then grabbed a knife next to her with her other hand…

I then understood of what is happening, so I shook my head very hard at her, yelling “No!” in my head. Then I started flying (Flapping my wings as hard as I could), through the low table, passed vases of water, all the way to the far corner of the kitchen. Then I started running towards the back door, which saved my own life in that very second.

That day is my last day in their small cozy cabin… Well…not that cozy anymore…

My senses brought me to the plain, the stars and the moon shone over my head… it’s been hours since I started running. I looked around, thinking of my kind-hearted master, wondering why he has such a cold-hearted woman for wife. I soon began my life in the wild plain. Quickly, I found a pile of fallen leaves on the ground. Without thinking, I ran to the pile of red, yellow, and orange happiness. After a while I went on dreaming.
Birds opened their beaks, singing on top of their lungs. I opened my eyes and shut it immediately; the ray of the sun is shiny, too shiny that I thought my eyes wouldn’t be usable for the rest of my life. I soon realized that it’s morning. Looking around in the peaceful morning, I drank water in a small pond with plenty of mini fish; maybe I can eat them too. Think about how much I can eat, as much as I wanted, then I found myself crying; there’s nothing to eat and I’m going to starve, because there’s no way that a domesticated turkey can survive in the wild. And I missed my master badly. I sighed deeply and rest myself against a bald tree.
Suddenly the tree talked. That’s a mean joke, I thought. It was just only sounds of the branches when the wind ran through them. To be honest, I, that time, think this is a peace and quiet time where I can be by myself, as comfortable as it can be. But the danger was upon me.
Whoosh! A strong wind blew over me, and I was totally flipped. My unacceptably small wings are over my head, and my foot’s on the ground, while the other one bounced up disgracefully. My head’s on the ground along with one of my wings, and my whole body’s lying down sideways. This is where my life got saved, again.
A ghastly dog appeared in front of me.

I jumped back on my disgraceful foot (The one up in the air), and I started to run. The dog chased after me until it caught up with my steps and jumped on Turkeey, that’s right, Turkeey is me. I suddenly passed out because of all the shocks that I experienced.

“Wake up, turkey,” I heard someone talking to me, but not so sure if he is talking about Turkeey or turkey. I opened my eyes, climbed up and balanced my body with my legs, but fell back on the ground in no time. I saw a man; next to me is… that dog that knocked me down! I couldn’t believe it, why am I here? Maybe I’m into the heaven, being killed by the dog. That dog is down in hell, for killing me and ate me for breakfast. And the man is down there as well because he didn’t do anything to… yeah, help me. The man gently touched my leg that made me fell down, and it burns!
The dog kind of apologized for what he had done to me—biting my poor turkey leg. The man is a kind one, he smiled at me and bandaged my foot, now what, it’s not really moveable but at least it’s better than before. The man said that he is willing to take good care of me and so does the dog. I now think that they don’t belong to hell anymore, instead they are a pair of… angels!

That is my last day in the wild, and although there’re still dangers out there and in, I still enjoy my life. Until the next year’s Thanksgiving… no, he did not kill me, nor did his dog.

