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MENU

Exquisite marzipan figs
Mouth-watering passion fruit meringues

Dreamy strawberry marshmallows
Chocolate éclairs, custard éclairs,  

pistachio éclairs, sticky maple éclairs,  
red-velvet-pulled-pork-salted-caramel éclairs 

(basically all the éclairs)
Honeyed raspberry tartlets

Warmed jammy sable biscuits
Sugary buttermilk doughnuts

Fizzy orange popping-candy popcorn  
(a Royal Family favourite)

The Royal Family 
invites you to celebrate the arrival 

of the Royal Baby

You are all requested to attend a fahncy party 

at the palace to feast on scrumptious patisserie 

and delectable confectionery baked by Chef Chocolat 

Poulet, the official bakers to the Royal Family
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1
Dave Is Up with the Lark 
and Off to the Park

 

‘Have you seen this, Skipper? Have you 

seen this?’

Dave whipped out a sheet of card from 

his sling. The card was decorated in gold 

ink and swirly writing and now jam and 

crumbs from being stuffed in the same 

place my best friend stashed his biscuit 

snacks.

Through the blur of Dave’s flapping 
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feathers as he waved the card under my 

beak, I could just about read it was an 

invitation for a party at the Royal Human 

Palace.

‘It’s an invitation for a party that 

happened yesterday, Dave,’ I said.

‘Exactly,’ Dave said with a wide grin.

It’s funny what you remember when 

you look back to the start of a day that 

turned into a claw-screech of a disaster. I 

remember the sun was shining. The clouds 

were as cottony as a baby squab wrapped 

in candyfloss. And it was wonderfully 

peaceful.

I should’ve known it was the sort of day 

that Dave would ruin with a catbrained 

plan.

Dave had hopped off to the park early 

to have a gossip with the other birds. 

He’d come back to the shed less than ten 

minutes later, all excited and fluffed up, 

with the golden invitation.
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‘Skipper, I have some pigeontastic news!’

‘Did you find the stash of biscuits I’d 

been saving to have as a midnight snack?’ 

I asked, hunting in my usual hiding spot.

‘Yes, Skipper. I ate those ages ago.’

‘But they were mine!’

‘They were very tasty,’ Dave said, a 

grin stretched across his beak as he 

remembered chowing down on my biscuits. 

‘You should really change where you hide 

your snacks.’

He bobbed across the ledge of our well-

loved shed and jumped up on to the lid of 

a paint can. ‘I know where we can find the 

most delicious gooey stale snacks you have 

ever eaten.’

Gooey and stale? That was almost 

unheard of.

‘Where?’ I asked, suspicious but very 

aware of the loud grumbling in my tummy.

That’s when he showed me the fancy 

invitation and explained his plan.

The park pigeons told Dave that there 

had been a party at the Human Palace 

the previous day. Parties meant only one 

thing. Full bins. And royal parties meant 

only one thing. Full royal bins. The royal 

black bags and golden wheelie bins would 
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be full to bursting with popcorn, sweet 

delights and biscuits. Not to mention half-

eaten marshmallows and sticky meringue 

crumbs. There was even a rumour that 

there were the biscuits with the jam in  

the middle. My favourites.

‘Those park pigeons know all the bins to 

visit for the best treats,’ Dave squawked 

excitedly.

OK. So you know how I said on page two 

that Dave’s plan would be catbrained? It 

turns out that once in a while he does have 

a pigeontastic idea, 

and this was it!

We were going to the Human Palace!  

I couldn’t wait. I remembered tales of the 

Human Palace my granny told Dave and 

me when we were just tiny squabs. She 

spoke of gold-plated iron gates, where the 

bars were perfectly placed and perfectly 

sized for a pigeon to squeeze through. She’d 

heard of a huge fountain outside where 

pigeons could bathe and drink water, and 

when she spoke of the glorious Mall, made 

for pigeons to run free and fly, her head 

would tilt to the side and her eyes would 

Hey! Sometimes I 
have a pigeontastic idea 

twice in a while.

He really doesn’t.
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get misty as she imagined herself gliding 

down towards the palace, the wind in 

her wings.

There was no time to waste. Gourmet 

snacks were on offer and my feathers were 

all a-jitter with excitement for my first trip 

to the Human Palace.

‘Quick, Dave,’ I cried. ‘Let’s get your 

prosthetic wing on.’

‘There’s no time,’ Dave said, already 

halfway to the shed door. ‘It’s so fiddly and 

we can’t let a single other pigeon get to the 

palace before us.’

So we waddled off to the nearest train 

station and caught the first train to the 

city centre.

Your granny never 
glided anywhere. She 

mainly farted, Skipper.

It’s true though.  
When I think of Granny,  
I think of farts. She 
really was a champion 

farter. 

I remember. 
She almost blew a 
branch off a tree.

Dave! I was 
setting a lovely 
scene there.

Do you remember 
when she actually won 

the Pigeon Farting 
Championships?
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The Humans, as always, seemed very 

amused by pigeons on the train and clicked 

on their cameras, taking pictures of Dave 

and me, which Dave happily blew out his 

chest feathers for. A Little Human fed me 

soggy rice cake bits as his mum dozed—

We didn’t literally  
catch a train.

 

That would be impossible. 
Can you imagine a pigeon 

catching a train?
 

You know what, Skipper? 
I can. In a big 

train-catching net. 

At the 
train-catching net 

shop, obviously.

Where would  
you get a net 

that big? 
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As I was saying, a Little Human fed me 

soggy rice cake bits as his mum dozed, and 

it was only after Dave had struck his one 

pillionth pose that we finally reached the 

stop for the Royal Human Palace.

‘I bet I could be a prince,’ Dave said, as 

we jumped off the train on to the platform. 

‘I’ve always thought I had the feathers  

for it.’

‘Why would you want to be a prince?’  

I asked, as we dodged hundreds of Human 

ankles and looked for signs leading to the 

Human Palace.

 

Rice cakes? You had 
rice cakes? And YOU 
DIDN’T TELL ME.

You could’ve had 
some but you were 
too busy posing.

Harrumph. I can’t help it if 
my fans want pictures of me, 

Skipper. I have a very important 
job starring in all these books 

you keep writing.
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‘I could lie around all day eating  

excellent snacks.’

‘I’m not sure that’s all they do,’ I said, as 

we followed a trail of sticky orange popcorn 

along the pavement. ‘Besides, isn’t that 

what you do anyway?’

‘Skipper, I work very hard—’ Dave 

stopped so suddenly, I tripped over his 

claws and fell beak first into a lamppost.

‘Dave!’ I said, scrambling to my feet and 

rubbing my bruised beak.

‘Skipper,’ Dave said, not even offering 

me a wing up. ‘You know that pigeontastic

plan I had to get to the palace before the 

other pigeons?’

‘Yes?’

My friend stared straight ahead of us, 

his eyes wide and his lower beak hanging 

open. I followed his gaze.

We weren’t the only ones who had heard 

about the royal bins.

A mammoth crowd of grey-feathered 

bodies and pink claws blocked our way to 

the golden gates. When I say ‘mammoth’, 

I mean think of a number, times it by 

a gajillion-bazillion, add on an extra 

wajillion-cabillion, minus one, and that 

was how many birds we were looking at.
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‘Where did all these pigeons come 

from?’ Dave shouted, as we pushed our 

way forward, only to be trampled and 

nudged aside by the colossal swarm of  

bird bottoms.

‘Isn’t that your dad over there?’ I yelled 

back over the racket of coos and caws. I 

pointed my wing at a pigeon shoving his 

way through the throng of birds, straight 

towards a scrap of pitta bread.

‘Dad,’ Dave screeched, jumping up on to 

my shoulders. 

Dave’s dad, 

the legendary 

racing pigeon 

Mickey Lightning, 

whirled round and 

grinned at us, a nubbin 

of salivary pitta hanging from his beak. 

‘Boys!’ he cried. ‘Isn’t this great?’

‘Hi, Mickey,’ I called, waving back. ‘Can 

you get us in?’

Dave wobbled, pushing his foot into my 

eye. ‘We can’t get to the gates.’

‘It’s packed over here and the food is 

running out,’ Mickey cawed. ‘I’m sure 

there are more snacks around the back.’

We heaved our way through the throng 

of pigeons and followed the path, lined DAD!
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with bunting, around the side of the palace 

towards the back. Our stomachs ached as 

we watched the mass of birds feasting on 

sweets and biscuits.

‘This is hopeless,’ Dave wailed.

‘What’s hopeless?’ came a voice.

Looking up, I saw a hole in the iron side 

gate, where rust had crumbled the metal. 

A pigeon’s head poked through and stared 

at us.

My lower beak dropped open. I reached 

out with a wing to make sure Dave was 

next to me. He was.

But what didn’t make any sense at all 

was the face looking back at me through 

the gate.

It was Dave!


