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                  Swapna Haddow lives in New Zealand 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.



 

                  Dave Pigeon

                  Dave Pigeon (Nuggets!)

                  Dave Pigeon (Racer!)

                  Dave Pigeon (Royal Coo!)

                  Dave Pigeon (Kittens!)

                  Dave Pigeon (Zombies!)

                  
                      

                  

                  Bad Panda

                  Bad Panda: The Cake Escape

                  Bad Panda: Mites, Camera, Action!

                  Bad Panda: For Sale2
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                  For Jamesie, my favourite Scotsman.

                  Thank you for introducing me to

                  the fried chocolate bar and the

                  three-bird roast – SH
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                  ‘We wish you a Smelly Business, we wish you a Smelly Business …’ Dave sang, as we snuggled in close around the motor of the leaf blower in the shed. The Human Lady had just used it to clear the garden patio of the first fall of snowflakes and the engine was still toasty.
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                  ‘I don’t think those are the words,’ I said, shaking my head at my friend.

                  ‘Smelly Sisters?’ Dave suggested.

                  ‘Nope. I’m pretty sure it’s Merry Something-ness,’ I replied, now pressing my ear up against the wall of the shed nearest the garden.

                  The Human Lady was gathering her friends and family for the annual Big Dinner Day feast of crispy things and roasty things and buttered things and sugared things. Every year when the shed grew cold and icy patterns misted the windows, she would send out invites and wrap her nest in twinkly lights.

                  Sometimes there would be snow. And
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                  the fall of the frozen white dust from the sky would look magical against the warm lights of the Human Lady’s nest.

                  But usually, the snow melted as soon as it hit the ground and it just looked, and tasted, like a muddy slushie. Dave hated the muddy slushie because he would always slip on the icy bits and end up in a freezing puddle or a frozen dog poop.
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                  Nonetheless, the invited Humans gathered in the cosy living room around a fake tree covered in shiny tinsel and ripped-apart paper until they found a useless pair of socks or a couple of oranges inside.

                  One of my favourite things about Big Dinner Day was not just the food scraps that Dave and I got to feast on as soon as the Humans were dozing on the couch in front of the telly box. It was the singing. The Humans cooed together like an out-of-tune dawn chorus of croaky pelicans and it reminded me of my old dad waking me up for flight school when I was just a squab.

                  ‘Merry Misters?’ Dave said.
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                  ‘It could be,’ I replied. ‘I can’t really hear with you squishing me.’

                  Dave was pressed up against my side, trying to listen to the Human sing-song from across the garden through his ears, via mine. He shoved and squirmed until my head was almost fully wedged into a crack in the wood and his was comfortably leaning against mine.

                  ‘Merry Blisters!’ he announced, very loudly and very close to my head. ‘That’s it! We wish you a Merry Blisters.’

                  ‘Why would they sing about “Merry Blisters”?’ I said incredulously.

                  ‘Why do the Humans do anything they
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                  do?’ Dave replied.

                  He had a point. There

wasn’t much that made sense

about the Humans. Least of all 

why they would want pet cats who

did nothing but burps that smelled 

of fish and had murderous intentions

towards pigeons.

                  The scent of scrumptious goodness wafted across the garden and right through the gaps in the old wooden walls of the shed.

                   

                   

                   

               

                

                13

            

            13

         

      

   

OEBPS/images/a011_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a010_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a013_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a012_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a006_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a005_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a008_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a007_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a009_online.jpg





OEBPS/images/a002_online.jpg
ABOUT THEL AOTHOR

ALSO BY THE AUTHOR





OEBPS/images/landing_online.png





OEBPS/images/a001_online.jpg
R V T S QN

M Greenhouse Funny Prize N
North Somerset Teachers’ Book Award
Surrey Libraries’ Children’s Book Award
Fantastic Book Award

‘Readers will love this
action-packed story’
Reading Zone

‘A fun read, this book
is pigeontastic!’
Guardian

i Shortlisted N
% Sainsbury’s Book Award 5L
pa Sheffield Children’s Book Award N

Leicester Libraries Our Best Book Award

‘A really enjoyable read.’
Books for Keeps

‘Children will,
undoubtedly, love this ...
will have them
giggling throughout.’
Bookbag

Federation of Children’s
Book Groups -
Pick of the Year Top Fifty

‘A hilarious new series.’
Angels and Urchins

‘A really good laugh
out loud book!’
Robert, age 7,
Lovereading4kids

‘Readers will love it...
full of daring and bravery,
and much backfiring of
ridiculous schemes.’
School Librarian

‘A funny, quirky and
fast-paced book.’
Inis Children’s Books
Ireland





OEBPS/images/a004_online.jpg
®
\O Paper | Supporting

responsible forestry
E‘w%c(m:g FSC® C013604

Printed and bound in the UK on FSC® certified paper in line with our continuing
commitment to ethical business practices, sustainability and the environment.

For further information see faber.co.uk/environmental-policy

AN
KX





OEBPS/images/a003_online.jpg
Dave Pigeon’s Book on
How to Survive Dinner

By
Dave Pigeon and Skipper

(and a bit from Swapna Haddow),

all of whom are mostly vegetarian
unless there is a barbecue or
a bacon sarnie on offer.

faber





OEBPS/images/9780571379309_cover_epub.jpg





