
‘Children will, 
undoubtedly, love this . . .  

will have them  
giggling throughout.’

Bookbag

‘Readers will love this 
action packed story.’

Reading Zone

‘A really enjoyable read.’
Books for Keeps

‘Readers will love it . . .  
full of daring and bravery,  

and much backfiring of 
ridiculous schemes.’

School Librarian

‘A hilarious new series.’
Angels and Urchins

‘A fun read, this book  
is pigeontastic!’

Guardian

‘A really good laugh  
out loud book!’
Robert, age 7, 

Lovereading4kids

Winner 
Greenhouse Funny Prize

North Somerset Teachers’ Book Award
Surrey Libraries’ Children’s Book Award

Shortlisted 
Sainsbury’s Book Award

Sheffield Children’s Book Award 
Leicester Libraries Our Best Book Award 

Federation of Children’s 
Book Groups -  

Pick of the Year Top Fifty

‘A funny, quirky and 
fast paced book.’

Inis Children’s Books 
Ireland



DAVE
Pigeon 
(Racer!))

Dave Pigeon’s Book on How 
to Beat a Dastardly Parrot

Typed up by Skipper

because Swapna Haddow  
was busy making a cup of tea

Illustrated by 
Sheena Dempsey

because she’s better at  
drawing maps than a pigeon

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
Swapna Haddow lives in London with 

her son, her husband and Archie the dog. 

She spends her time writing, eating cake 

and making sure her son doesn’t flatten 

her husband as he attempts to master his 

human cannonball trick.

ABOUT THE ILLUSTRATOR
Sheena Dempsey is a children’s author 

and illustrator. She loves to draw animals, 

from dirty rats to mean cats and heroic 

pigeons, too. She lives in London with her 

partner, Mick, and their greyhound, Sandy.



For Felicity, a wonderful  

Human Lady and a pigeontastic agent

SH and SD

First published in 2018
by Faber and Faber Limited

Bloomsbury House
74–77 Great Russell Street

London WC1B 3DA

Designed by Faber and Faber
Printed and bound in the UK by

CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CRO 4YY

All rights reserved

Text © Swapna Haddow, 2018
Illustrations © Sheena Dempsey, 2018

The right of Swapna Haddow and Sheena Dempsey to be 
identified as author and illustrator of this work respectively has 

been asserted in accordance with Section 77 of the  
Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not,
by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or

otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent
in any form of binding or cover other than that in which

it is published and without a similar condition including this
condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser

A CIP record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN/978–0–571–33690–6

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1





Team Pawsville Vets

Skipper

Dave Pigeon

Jet

Opprobrious Vastanavius  
the Parrot

Team Dazzle Vets

Mickey Lightning



x

Hello! I’m Skipper and 
that’s my best friend, 

Dave Pigeon.

Good morning, good afternoon,  

good evening or good midnight snacking 

to you, you brilliant pigeon who chose to 

read my book and not that book over 

there. Or that book behind you. Or 

that book holding the door open.

We managed to get revenge on 
Mean Cat, which involved me being 

the bravest of all pigeons . . .

And a kind Human Lady took us  
in and gave us our very own home in  
her shed with a typewriter so we  

could write up all our stories.

But then we were hijacked by 
an evil parrot called Selentrus 

Vastanavius the Fifth . . .

As this is our third book, 
here’s what you might’ve 

missed so far.

In our first book, Dave Pigeon, 
I lost my left wing in a savage 

attack by Mean Cat . . .

Who wanted our 
biscuits like all evil 

parrots do.
But we managed to  
get rid of him too 

because pigeons always 
defend their biscuits 

to the end. You should read 
that book if you 

love biscuits.

Especially the 
ones with the jam 

in the middle.
Then we took a 
little break . . .

And me doing all 
the work.



We thought about 
learning how to knit 

our own socks.

The first book  
looked a bit lonely on the 
bookshelf, so we had to 

write a new one to  
keep it company.

But we wrote 
another book instead, 
which we called Dave 
Pigeon (Nuggets!).

In our second book  
we met a vicious pigeon  

nugget maker . . .

Who wanted to turn 
all the pigeons of the 
world into nuggets! It was feather-

pluckingly scary.

You should 
read that 

book too . . .

But only if you  
are brave enough.

And now here 
we are, with our 
third book . . .

Because we still 
haven’t got the hang 

of knitting . . .

And I reckon this  
is my favourite book  

of all time . . .
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The Three-Legged Dog  

in the Window
 

Have you ever sat in a shoebox? Of course 

you have.

But have you ever sat in one when your 

best friend Dave has spread himself out so 

wide that his cheesy feet are right up your 

beak and there also happens to be an old 

banana in the corner taking up the rest  

of the space?

I didn’t think so.



This is where our story begins. Our 

Human Lady had taken us away from our 

home in her shed earlier that evening 

and put Dave and me in a shoebox, on the 

front of her bike. There we were, rattling 

around in her bike basket as she cycled, 

wondering where we were 

going. The one good thing 

about Dave’s cheesy 

claws was that they 

were covered in 

crispy crumbs 

from when he 

stepped in a pile of 

cheese puffs. Every 

time our Human 

Lady rode her bike 

over a bump, our shoebox rattled in her 

basket and stale crumbs fell in my mouth. 

Yum.

When the Human Lady eventually 

stopped cycling and Dave pulled back his 

feet, I managed to shuffle around and perch 

on the mouldy banana. Looking through 

a hole in the shoebox I could see we had 

stopped outside a shop. The walls were 

painted white with the words ‘Pawsville 

Vets’ printed on a dog-

bone sign.

That’s when I 

noticed a brown and 

white three-legged 

dog jumping about 

in the window.
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Our Human Lady lifted us off her 

bike and took us into the shop. The door 

jingled as a bell above our head announced  

our arrival.

‘What is this place?’ Dave cooed.

5

I had no idea. The room was filled 

with squeaky toys and smelt of freshly 

washed dog fur. There were cosy pet beds 

and colourful dog leads piled on shelves 

and the painted murals of birds playing 

together made me smile.

‘This is Dave and this is his friend, 

Skipper,’ the Human Lady said, placing 

us on a countertop. I sat up in the box 

and looked around. A Human Man in 

a white coat was talking to our Human 

Lady. The three-legged dog from the 

window was now standing beside our 

Human Lady, sniffing her shoe, the  

same way I did when I wanted a sardine 

and salty crisp sandwich. Or I had an 

itchy bottom.
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And that’s when I  
knew we were heading 

straight for trouble with 
an evil, lying parrot.

We’d not even met the  
parrot yet, Dave. Besides, it’s 
a little early in the story to 
talk about that catbrained 

featherball . . .
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That’s when a hamster in a ball rolled 

across the shelf above us, because that’s 

what hamsters do, when they aren’t busy 

getting stuck in sock drawers or toilets. 

There was a door where the shelf ended, 

and through the clear glass panels I could 

see a doctor’s table surrounded by pet 

hutches and food bowls.

‘Where are we?’ Dave asked as we hopped 

out of the box on to the white worktop.

‘You’re at the vet’s,’ a voice said.

I turned to look down and the three-

legged dog stared up at me with warm 

brown eyes. ‘Welcome to Pawsville Vets,’ 

she said. Her tail wagged and her eyes 

were bright and kind as she grinned at us.

‘You speak Pigeonese?’ I said.



‘And Dog, Hamster and Goldfish,’ she 

said, nodding proudly. ‘I’m Jet, by the way.’

‘I’m Skipper,’ I said, waving my wing  

at her. ‘And this is Dave.’

I reached over to introduce my friend 

but he was no longer next to me.

‘Looks like Dave is getting his wing 

fixed,’ Jet said, hobbling closer.

Dave lay still in our Human Lady’s 

hands as she gently stroked his head while 

the Human Man in a white coat looked at 

the wing that Mean Cat had destroyed. 

The man then pulled over a small box and 

flipped up the lid. He gently peeled away 

the tissue paper inside and reached in.

The Human Man had built Dave a brand-

new wing.

I pattered closer. The wing now lay on 

the countertop. Close up I could see dark 

grey feathers had been sewn together to 

form a wing shape. At the top was a brown 

leather harness, made of two loops that 

were strapped to the feathers.

‘This is a prosthetic wing made from 

feathers I found in the park,’ the Human 

Man told our Human Lady, pointing at the 

wing. ‘It’s the first one I’ve ever made.’

She gasped. ‘Will Dave be able to fly 

again?’

‘He will,’ the man said with a smile.

I turned to Dave, whose beak hung open 

in awe. ‘A new wing, Skipper,’ he cooed. 

‘I’m getting a brand-new wing.’

The Human Lady set Dave down as the 
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Human Man unravelled Dave’s sling. He 

threaded Dave’s broken wing through the 

harness and pulled on the leather loops so 

that the new wing sat on top of his damaged 

left one.

Dave arched his back and pushed out 

both his wings. The prosthetic wing clicked 

and fanned out as though it was Dave’s 

original wing all along.

‘It’s the most pigeontastic wing I’ve ever 

seen,’ Dave squawked with glee. ‘Let’s see 

if I can fly.’

As he flapped his wings to take off, his 

feet lifted into the air. My friend was flying! 

I watched as he rose higher and higher 

while the new wing clicked and whooshed 

like a pair of bellows.

Before Dave could swoop any higher, the 

Human Man caught him in his hands and 

placed him back down by our Human Lady.

‘You’ll have to take it easy, little chap,’ 

the man said to Dave.

‘But he was flying,’ the Human Lady 

said, grinning down at Dave and me. She 

dabbed at the happy tears in her eyes and 

her cheeks glowed a rosy red.
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‘Dave will have to rest here for a few days 

as he gets used to his new feathers,’ the 

Human Man said whilst removing the new 

wing and slipping Dave’s sling back on. ‘If 

he flies too soon, he could tire himself out.’

‘Did you hear that, Dave? No flying for 

you just yet,’ the Human Lady said, kissing 

the top of Dave’s head. ‘Could Skipper stay 

with him?’

‘Of course,’ the man said, holding out 

a palm full of birdseed for me. He patted 

the feathers on my head as I pecked at the 

feed. ‘I’ll set up a little home for them out 

the back.’

‘We have guests!’ Jet barked, running 

around in circles. ‘This is how all brilliant 

stories start.’

Dave hopped over to us as the Humans 

talked to each other. ‘How do you know 

Pigeonese?’ he asked Jet, his eyes 

narrowing.

‘Well,’ said Jet, leaning up close and 

brushing her wet nose against Dave’s sling. 

‘It’s because I ate the last pigeon who came 

to stay and now he speaks from inside me.’

vignette of 
Jet - laughing if 

possible


