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​How the Turkey Got Its Gobble
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Long ago, when the world was quieter and the trees still whispered secrets to the stars, the animals of the wild woods held an Autumn Feast.

It was a splendid affair.

The squirrels polished acorns till they shone like copper buttons.

The deer brought baskets of golden apples on their antlers.

The raccoons stirred sweetcorn stew in hollowed-out pumpkins.

Even the owls, who usually slept through supper, blinked politely and promised to stay awake.

Everyone was invited.

Everyone except the turkey.

Now, the turkey in those days was a shy creature. He was shaped much the same as now—round in the middle, with a fussy tail and little noodle legs—but he made no sound at all.

Not a peep.

Not a cluck.

Not even a polite throat-clear.

The other animals barely noticed him. “He never says anything,” they muttered. “Maybe he doesn’t want to come.”

So they left him off the list.

Poor Turkey sat in his thicket of thorns and watched the forest shimmer with preparations. Ribbons of red leaves fluttered from branches. Cranberry bells rang in the wind. Smoke curled up from fire pits full of roasting roots.

His feathers drooped. His beak trembled.

And then—something deep inside him fluffed up.

He looked at his reflection in the pond. “Why, I’m feast-worthy,” he told himself. “I’ve feathers finer than a fox’s hat and legs longer than a chipmunk’s shadow. I may be quiet, but I am not invisible!”

So he fluffed.

He puffed.

He fanned out his tail like a patchwork umbrella.

And then—he strutted.

He strutted down the hill, through the maple grove, over the mossy stones and right into the heart of the Autumn Feast.

Every animal turned to stare.

“What in the ever-leafy forest is that?” gasped the badger.

The turkey cleared his throat.

And then he opened his beak...


“GOBBLE!”

“GOBBLE-GOBBLE-GOBBLE!”



It wasn’t a whisper. It wasn’t a chirp. It was a great, wobbly, wonderful racket—a joyful bellow that echoed through the treetops and down into the roots.

The animals blinked. Then they grinned. Then they laughed till their fur frizzed and their feathers fluffed.

“Where have you been?” cried the fox.

“I was waiting to be asked,” said the turkey proudly, “but now I know—sometimes you have to gobble for yourself.”

And from that day on, the turkey was never forgotten. Not at any feast. Not at any party. Not even at naptime.

Because once a year, every year, the wind through the New England trees carries a sound:


“Gobble-GOBBLE!”



It’s not rude. It’s not silly. It’s the voice of someone who finally found his own.

And it’s the sound of Thanksgiving.
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​Why Cranberries Bounce
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Once upon a squishy, squashy, squelchy time, when the Earth still yawned in the morning and the fog hung its socks to dry on the cattails, there was a bog. A bog so boggy, your boots made soup sounds when you stepped in it.

And in this bog—half-water, half-land, all-mischief—grew the cranberries.

Now, cranberries in those days were the laziest little fruits you ever did see. Round and red as rubies, smug as turtles in the sun, they refused to let go of their vines.
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