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Maya pulled on her yellow rain boots and skipped down the

gravel path to the farm sanctuary. Her green overalls swished

and her satchel bumped against her hip. Farmer June waved

from the gate, her straw sun hat glowing in the morning light.

'Ready to meet some animals?' she asked. Maya nodded so fast

her curly puffs bounced.
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Farmer June led Maya past a pen of sleepy goats and a duck

pond full of splashing. 'Every animal here has its own

personality,' June said. 'Some are bold, some are shy. Your job

is to watch and listen.' Maya peeked into the next pen and saw

a plump turkey with bronze and copper feathers. He had a

bright blue-and-red head and one crooked tail feather.
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The turkey stood very still. His amber eyes blinked at Maya.

Then he turned away and picked at the grass. 'That's Pip,' said

Farmer June. 'He's a little shy.' Maya sat down quietly on a log

and waited. She didn't reach out or make big sounds. She just

watched. After a while, Pip took one small step toward her.
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Pip stretched his neck and made a soft, rolling 'brrrp' sound.

Maya tilted her head. 'What does that mean?' she whispered.

'That's his curious call,' said Farmer June. 'He's asking who

you are.' Maya smiled and made a gentle coo back. Pip's pink

wattle wiggled. He took another step, then another, until he

was close enough to see Maya's gap-toothed smile.

4



Maya opened her satchel and pulled out a handful of safe

seeds from the carrot pocket. She scattered them in a little

trail along the ground. 'Here you go, Pip,' she said softly. Pip

watched the seeds fall. Then he pecked one, quick as a wink.

He made a happy 'gobble-gobble' and his crooked tail feather

bobbed. Maya laughed. 'I think he likes it!'
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Farmer June showed Maya how to make a foraging game.

'Hide seeds under leaves and behind stones,' she said.

'Turkeys love to search.' Maya set up a safe trail of seeds

around the pen. Pip watched with bright amber eyes. As soon

as she stepped back, he hurried over. He flipped a leaf with his

beak and found a seed. Then he made a proud 'prrt-prrt'

sound.
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Each day, Maya visited Pip. She learned his different calls. A

sharp 'cluck-cluck' meant he found something tasty. A low

'purr-purr' meant he was happy and relaxed. A loud 'gobble-

gobble' meant he wanted to play. Maya listened carefully and

answered with her own soft sounds. Pip started to follow her

around the pen like a feathery shadow.
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One afternoon, Maya hid seeds in a small cardboard tube with

holes. Pip stared at it. He tipped it with his beak. Seeds rattled

out! He made a clever 'tuk-tuk-tuk' and puffed his chest. Maya

clapped. 'You figured it out!' She made a new game with a

pinecone and some leaves. Pip solved that one too, faster than

before. He was playful and clever, just like Farmer June said.
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Pip had a favorite game: chase the ribbon. Maya tied a soft red

ribbon to a stick and wiggled it in the grass. Pip ran after it,

his plump body wobbling. When he caught it, he didn't pull

hard. He just held it and made a happy 'brrrp'. Maya giggled.

'You're a gentle giant,' she said. Pip blinked his amber eyes

and fluffed his bronze feathers.
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Other animals watched the games. The goats bleated and the

ducks quacked. But Pip only had eyes for Maya. He showed

her his special trick: he could spin in a circle and then bow.

Maya bowed back. 'You're full of surprises,' she said. Pip's red

leg band caught the sunlight. Maya felt proud to be his friend.
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Then one morning, Pip seemed quiet. He didn't come for his

seeds. Maya sat on the log and waited. She didn't rush him.

After a long while, Pip walked over slowly. He made a tiny,

shaky 'peep'. Maya listened. 'You're feeling shy today,' she said

softly. 'That's okay.' She sat with him until his 'peep' turned

into a calm 'purr-purr'.
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Farmer June smiled from the gate. 'You see?' she said. 'You let

Pip set the pace. That's how you make a friend.' Maya nodded.

She realized that Pip's quiet days were part of his personality

too. She didn't need to fix anything. She just needed to be

there. Pip leaned against her boot and made a soft, rumbling

'brrrp'.
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From that day on, Maya and Pip had a routine. First, the

foraging game. Then, the ribbon chase. Then, quiet time on the

log. Pip's calls became a language Maya understood. 'Cluck-

cluck' meant snack time. 'Gobble-gobble' meant play. 'Purr-

purr' meant happy. And 'brrrp' meant 'I'm glad you're here.'

Maya answered every one.
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Maya started drawing pictures of Pip in a little notebook. She

wrote down his calls and what they meant. 'Every turkey is

different,' she told Farmer June. 'Pip is shy and playful and

clever, all at once.' Farmer June nodded. 'Just like people,' she

said. 'Farm animals have their own personalities. You just have

to watch and listen.'
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On her last day at the sanctuary, Maya brought Pip a tiny

carrot from her satchel pocket. He took it gently and made a

long, happy 'gobble-gobble'. Maya hugged Farmer June

goodbye. 'I'll come back,' she promised. Pip followed her to the

gate, his crooked tail feather waving. He called 'brrrp' one last

time, and Maya called back.
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Maya walked home in her yellow rain boots, her heart full. She

thought about Pip's many voices and his funny, clever ways.

She knew now that every farm animal is special in its own way.

You just need to be patient, make safe games, and listen

carefully. And if you do, you might find a friend with a crooked

tail feather and a soft red leg band.
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