Angela Lampert

S-4

11/21/11


R- Turkey

A- The Farmer

F- Letter

T- Please Don’t Eat Me

                      Dear Farmer,

  As the Alpha turkey of my flock, I would like to ask why is that you and your family always eat my friends and family, for Thanksgiving; every year. Would you like it if I ate your wife or children? I didn’t think so. I don’t like it when you eat my friends because then I have no one to turkey gossip with, turkey gossiping is my absolute favorite thing to do? Did you know that a while ago Miss Queen turkey stepped on her poop, by accident while chasing her children across the turkey pen? She smelled disgusting! If you think about it being a turkey is kind of fun. We get to eat, turkey talk, fluff up our feathers, run around like crazy, and poop where ever we want! 
  Plus why would you want to eat us? You raised us from when we were just little baby turkeys. Every morning you get up at the crack of dawn to feed us and feed the other ugly creatures you have on this farm. When your bored you come watch us do whatever it is we are doing that moment. Your children love to come help you take care of my flock and I. Sometimes you and your wife hop on one of those big hideous for legged creatures, I think you call them corses, wait no horses.  If I were you I would never take care of something and then ring its neck for dinner, that’s sick! Why would you eat some one you have such a tight bond to? Plus, in the Bible one of the te commandments is “Though shall not kill” God probably isn’t very pleased with you right now. If your plans are to go to heaven after you die, I don’t think God will be very accepting of you to come into his kingdom of heaven. If you wanted to eat something Yummy why don’t you eat those chickens you have in that pen over there? They sure look yummy(.  

   Every time you come into our pen the children get scared of you. They fear you because they think that you’ll take their daddy or mommy and ring their neck and eat them for dinner. Or even worst, shoot them in front of their very eyes. Would like if some hobo came in and shot your mommy with a bow and arrow, right in front of your face! That would very tragic. 

  All I am asking is that you don’t eat me this year or the year after that. I have my eye on a cute lady turkey. It would be horrible if I died before I got to turkey talk with her or go on a date with her(. 

                          Gobble, gobble, gobble!

                                                        Mr. Alpha Turkey

          P.S.

                If you and your family really want to eat a turkey this year, I would be fine with you eating Milo. Milo is the super fat turkey that always eats way to much turkey food and never saves any food for the rest of us. He’s a useless blob of fat.          

