
‭November‬‭twenty-third,‬‭colored‬‭leaves‬‭on‬‭the‬‭ground;‬

‭It‬‭is‬‭Thanksgiving‬‭day,‬‭so‬‭you‬‭can‬‭wake‬‭up‬‭late;‬

‭Cook‬‭the‬‭turkey‬‭until‬‭it‬‭is‬‭browned;‬

‭When‬‭the‬‭time‬‭comes,‬‭to‬‭eat‬‭food‬‭is‬‭your‬‭fate;‬

‭Relish‬‭and‬‭stuffing‬‭lay‬‭next‬‭to‬‭the‬‭peas;‬

‭Thanksgiving‬‭parades‬‭light‬‭up‬‭the‬‭screens;‬

‭Mashed‬‭potatoes,‬‭topped‬‭with‬‭some‬‭cheese;‬

‭Parents‬‭won’t‬‭let‬‭you‬‭forget‬‭your‬‭greens;‬

‭After‬‭eating,‬‭you‬‭want‬‭to‬‭cry;‬

‭You‬‭ate‬‭so‬‭much,‬‭you‬‭can’t‬‭eat‬‭anymore;‬

‭Now‬‭there's‬‭no‬‭space‬‭for‬‭pumpkin‬‭pie;‬

‭Should’ve‬‭thought‬‭of‬‭this‬‭before!‬

‭Now‬‭it’s‬‭time‬‭for‬‭sleep,‬‭so‬‭get‬‭yourself‬‭tucked‬‭in;‬

‭Next‬‭year,‬‭the‬‭same‬‭day‬‭shall‬‭begin.‬


