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To James and Phoenix
The most brilliant Humans  

I know. S.H.
For Roisin. S.D.
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If you can read this, you obviously 

understand Pigeonese. You may carry 

on reading my book.

   Signed: Dave Pigeon

If you’re a cat and you’ve learnt 

Pigeonese (HA HA HA! As if a cat would 

be smart enough to learn Pigeonese . . . )

Wait.

If you are a cat and you are able to 

read this book, this must mean you have 

taken a pigeon hostage so that you can 

trick them into translating the Pigeonese 

words into ‘Meow’. I demand you release 

the hostage pigeon immediately. This 

book contains TOP SECRET ideas 

that are NONE of a cat’s business. 
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This is the true story of how 
I, Dave Pigeon, defeated Mean 

Cat, With the assistance of my 
trusty typer-upper, Skipper.

Dave Pigeon’s  
Pledge to All Pigeons

That’s me, 
by the way.

I hope my success at getting  
revenge on one of the most deadliest 

cats of all time will help future 
generations of pigeons. Including you. 
Yes, You. No, not the pigeon behind you. 

YOU, reading this book right now.

Are you going to mention the—

Don’t interrupt me, Skipper.  
I defeated Mean Cat. That’s  

all anyone needs to know.

Dave is annoyed. He  
always fluffs his feathers  

when he’s annoyed.

Now, where 
was I?

You were saying that you hoped 
your story would help all pigeons.

That’s right. It will.  

That’s why you must write down 

everything, Skipper. Starting 

right at the beginning.
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The Beginning

Billions of years ago, before pigeons ever 

existed, the Universe was nothing . . .

I meant the beginning of 
this story, Skipper! Not the 

beginning of time.
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1
The Beginning of This  

Story Instead
Dave and me were on a routine croissant  

heist. It was something we’d done at least 

a hundred times before.

In fact, the first time I met Dave was 

on a croissant heist. 

Back then, Dave told 

me he had just won 

a Medal of the Brave 

which he wore all the time. (Though I 
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heard a rumour later it was just a bottle 

top that had got stuck to him with a piece 

of chewing gum when he got caught in a 

bin bag once).

Dave was swooping in from the  

opposite side of the pond when we 

both spotted a half-eaten croissant 

abandoned under a bench. We 

dived down, crashing towards the 

same gap between two planks of  

bench wood, and landed at the exact 

same time.

There we were, dangling upside down, 

stuck in the bench, when a huge goose 

grabbed our croissant and waddled off 

with it. A goose, for Bird’s sake.

We never did get that 
croissant back, did we?

Dave! 
What? 

Do you want me to 
tell this story?

Sorry, Skipper.  
On you go.

98
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What I was about to say was – we never got 

our croissant back. We caught up to the 

goose just fine, but let me tell you some-

thing about geese. They are far bigger 

up close than when you see them in the 

distance. And they are very pecky. We 

were grateful to leave that fight with all 

our feathers.

Dave and I have been friends ever since.

Where was I? Ah, yes. The day we met 

Mean Cat. Our one hundredth croissant 

heist.

It was a bright, sunny morning, and 

me and Dave were starving. Peck-your-

own-feathers-off starving. All we’d had 

for breakfast were the wet breadcrumbs 

a Little Human had already chewed and 

spat out, and a teeny-tiny piece of an iced 

bun we’d managed to steal from a duck.

That’s when I spotted a Human Lady. We 

couldn’t believe our luck. Everyone knows 

that Human Ladies like to carry around 

crusts with them. Dave said that’s what 

their handbags were for.

Dave and I pattered over trying to look 

friendly and hungry.

Have you got to  
the bit where I 

almost lost my life?

Can you stop 

interrupting me?!  

I was just about to 

start that bit, but
 

you keep ruining the
 

story by giving  

things away!
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As predicted, 

the Human Lady 

popped the clasp 

on her picnic basket. 

There was more than just bread! Inside we 

spied a feast of croissants, sandwiches and 

biscuits. And they were the biscuits with 

the jam in the middle. My favourites.

‘Follow me,’ I said, shuffling closer.

The Human Lady spotted us. ‘Good 

morning.’

We didn’t say anything back because we 

couldn’t speak Human.

‘Would you like some croissant?’ she 

said.

Of course we would.

She read our minds and tore off a piece 

of golden-brown flaky pastry, throwing it 

towards us.

The sweet crumbs tumbled to our feet 

and we gobbled up as much as we could, 

filling our aching bellies. We inched closer 

to the basket, hoping to pinch a pastry or 

two for supper later.

‘You two must be hungry,’ the Human 

Lady said, throwing us broken bits of 

bread.

12
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Dave cooed and hopped even closer to 

the basket. ‘Come on,’ he said, nodding at 

me.

I caught a whiff of something awful. 

‘What’s that?’

‘What?’

‘That smell . . .’

‘Sorry,’ said Dave, fanning his bottom.  

‘I think it’s that biryani from the bin I had 

last night.’

‘Not that smell—’

The stink got stronger and stronger, 

burning my nostrils and stinging my eyes.

‘Stop!’ the Human Lady shouted. 
‘Stop!’

A flash of ginger and white shot out 

from behind the basket. Sharp needles 

scratched my feathers.

The fiery stench of grass and wee meant 

only one thing. Cat.

Claws stung my back. I ran fast, took off 

and flapped for my life. Down below, I could 

see shiny strands of spit stretched across 

sharp fangs, as the orange ball of fur leapt 

after me, hungry for a bite.
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‘STOP!’ The Human Lady grabbed her 

pet. ‘Don’t be such a mean cat.’ She shoved 

the yowling beast down inside her basket.

Her eyes wide with shock, the Human 

Lady crawled across the grass and bent 

over the crumbs she’d thrown to us. I flew 

closer. There was Dave. My best friend was 

hurt. He was hurt bad. Full of croissant, 

he’d been too heavy to escape.

His left wing drooped, all twisted and 

ripped. The Human Lady gently lifted the 

limp feathers with her finger.

‘Don’t worry, pigeon, I’ll fix you up,’ she 

said.

The cat hissed from inside her wicker 

cage.

‘You mean cat!’ the Human Lady called 

back. ‘That wasn’t very nice at all.’

She stroked my friend’s broken feathers. 

‘I’ll look after you.’

The Human Lady rummaged through 

her bag, and pulled out a pile of napkins. 

She carefully wrapped my friend in sheets 

of tissue. When she had finished, he looked 

like a roll of toilet paper with a beak poking 

out at one end and two feet at the other.  
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I didn’t tell him, but I heard Mean Cat 

laugh.

‘We need to get out of here,’ I whispered 

to Dave.

‘No,’ he said back.

‘We can’t stay here! Mean Cat will have 

us for lunch.’

My friend turned towards me, wincing 

in pain. His beady eyes narrowed and his 

nostrils flared.

‘That cat will regret the day she broke 

my wing.’

‘What are you going to do? Take her cat 

food?’

‘Yuck,’ Dave said, screwing up his beak. 

‘What would I do with disgusting cat 

food?’

1918

I think I might be 

the bravest pige
on I’ve 

ever known. In fact, I 

know I am the bravest 

pigeon I’ve ever known.

He shook off the repulsive thought.  

‘No. We’re going to teach that cat she  

can’t mess with pigeons.’

Yes, Dave.

He’s probably right. 
He doesn’t know 

that many pigeons.
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