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Treat

The turkey follows Billy everywhere. Billy 
saved its life, when other farmers had written 
the ill and weak bird off. At night Billy gave it 
some liquor to soothe the pain. During daytime, 
he fed it a concoction from his organic garden. 
Screeching and whimpering noises turned into 
joyful gobble.

Billy communicated with animals perfectly. He 
avoided people, because he could not read them. 
That’s the way he was born.

The turkey became a picture of  health. 
As a special treat Billy promised the turkey a 
Thanksgiving trip. He decided to show to his 
kindred spirit a little bit of  the South. 

On the road, through the wide open 
windows of  the car, they enjoyed the warm 
breeze; it caressed their foreheads. Country music 
played. Excited by the views, the turkey ruffled 
up its feathers and pinched Billy’s elbow tenderly. 
From time to time the car did not exactly follow a 
straight line.

Suddenly a police car appeared out of  
nowhere. A policeman stopped their car, looked at 
them with a cold stare and gave them a ticket.

“Why?” Billy asked repeatedly. Reasoning was 
not his strength. Confused, Billy and the turkey 
wrinkled their foreheads, looked at each other 
baffled. Perhaps the policeman had seen a turkey 
only on a plate.
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The Fly Bit the Cow

A cow stood on the grass. Grandma was 
milking the cow. The milk was flowing into 
the bucket. A fly was cruising around the cow. 
Granddaughter was chasing the fly with a birch 
branch. “Grandma, where is God?” “God lives 
in your heart and he will always whisper to you 
whenever you move away from him.” The cow 
was stretching its ear. “God is also in this grass, 
on which the bucket stands, and in this milk that 
fills the bucket to the brim, and in this cow that 
gives the milk, and everything wants to live its own 
life.” The cow nodded. The girl held the branch 
still. The fly bit the cow. The irritated cow swung 
its tail. Grandma knocked over the bucket. The 
milk spilled on the grass. “Nobody will drink milk 
today. Everything has its boundaries,” Grandma 
said. The cow nodded.
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A Piece of Your Orange

Hurriedly I moved away from a huge crane 
that was lifting iron beams in its teeth. I like to 
avoid construction scaffoldings, hammer drills, 
columns of  steam belching from under the streets, 
buckets of  concrete hanging in the air. 

I was peeling an orange as I walked. 
“Could you share a piece of  your orange?” 

asked a man with bravura. His pants were densely 
mottled with paint. His foot in a heavy boot, with 
untied shoelace, rested on a hydrant. In this club 
pose, he smoked a cigarette nonchalantly.

“Sure,” I said.
“Oh, no, thank you,” he demurred with an 

easy smile.
“Here you are,” I said, stretching out my hand 

with the offering.
“Thank you, really. I just wanted to check the 

state of  your heart.”
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