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The turkey that escaped
I’m hiding from the farmer
i managed to escape
i won’t be that turkey,
that ends on your plate.
Oh no! not me! 
I’m enjoying life,
running wild and free.
I’m sick of being bred indoors,
the world I could not see,
i am truly free range
I can do whatever, I please.
But I must not let the farmer,
scare me
i must hide in woods and trees.
Life’s too short especially for us
i know we taste good.
But spare a thought for my brothers,
i would free them too if I could.

