
My  
siblings all 
vanished. 
Fowl play,  

I reckon 

Thanks Mary! 
My fave food 
means I’m not 
melon-choly

Me and June: 
we feel so 
very clucky!

W
hen you found 
me, life was hard. 
It was December 
2016 and I was  
a tiny turkey,  
just 5 months old.

Trapped in a cold, dark, 
cramped room with dozens  
of my brothers and sisters, 
things were grim.

Every day, The Man would 
open the door, letting a sliver  
of light pour in.

He’d throw food in, and  
we’d trot as fast as we could  
to have a peck.

Gobble, gobble, gobble.
Truthfully, I didn’t really 

have much appetite.
So, sometimes, I hung  

back watching the 
others eat until 
they nearly burst.

We all knew 
what The Man 
was up to... 

Fattening  
us up for 
Christmas dinner!

I dreamt of 
roaming fields, 
nibbling blades of 
fresh, green grass, 
singing to my heart’s content.

Letting the sunlight warm 
me through to my giblets…

Instead, my siblings 
disappeared, one by one.

Fowl play, I reckoned.
I lost my spark, and my 

singing voice was silenced.
I can’t remember how long 

we’d been in that dungeon, 
before I saw your face.

Then, Mary, you opened  
that door and beckoned to me.

Was it my turn for the 
chopping block? No!

‘Come here, sweetie!’ you cooed.
You had the biggest smile  

on your kind face and you 
sounded really friendly – not 
anything like The Man…

As you picked me up, then  
cradled me in your arms, I felt W
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so safe under your wing. 
Next, you coaxed out my 

sisters Brenda, Sofia and 
Ursula, and  
drove us to yours, 
the Dean Farm 
Animal Sanctuary.

We’d have  
been stuffed if 
we’d stayed in that 
gloomy dungeon 
any longer!

‘You have a 
home for life now,’ 
you smiled.

‘Gobble!’ we said 
excitedly, pecking at each other.

You settled us on comfy 
straw in our own little barn.

Turkey Towers!
I’d never slept so peacefully.
The next morning, you 

introduced us 
to your 
partner 
Jeanette – and 
all the other  
47 residents 
living in  
your 
sanctuary!

Some had 
four legs, others 
horns or hooves. 
The pink one 
with a curly  
tail was a hoot 
– even let me 

and my sisters ride on its back!
Over time, you rescued a 

little feathered friend called 
June and we soon became pals. 
She made odd noises, though.

‘Quack!’ she said.
Now, we celebrate Christmas 

together as one big, happy 
family of 135. No-one looks at 
me greedily like The Man did.

Instead, you treat me to my 
favourite food – melon! I felt 
right at home, desperately 
wanted to tell you how happy 
you’d made me.

But how?
One morning, 

when you came 
to change   
our straw,   

I opened my beak and…
‘Gobble-gobble-gobbledy-

gobble!’ I sang sweetly.
Your kindness helped me 

find my singing voice again! 
Truly, Mary, I owe it all to you. 

Every day, I gobble, cluck, chirp 
and whistle to show you my love.

I follow you around, warning 
if strangers are near. And, this 
Christmas, I’ll try to sing along 
to your favourite carols.

It should be Little Turkey, not 
Little Donkey, though – we’re 
the bird of the season!

So thank you, Mary, for giving 
me another chance at life.You 
hold the tur-key to my heart. 

Love Tina xxx
Tina Turkey, 2, Dean Farm

l Dean Farm Trust is an 
animal sanctuary charity  
in Chepstow, Wales, run  
by Mary Frankland. Visit 
deanfarmtrust.org.uk  
and, to watch Tina’s  
top turkey tunes, visit 
youtube.com and search 
‘Tina the singing turkey’.

My Crimbo 
HERO! 

A letter to...

Croaky  
voice? No, just  

a touch of  
tinsellitis!

Dear Mary,


