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Finnley Finn Findleson narrows his
eyes,

His tail flicks twice as he quietly spies.
Four guests, four birds, that’s the game
for today—

A feathered surprise in a most cunning
way.

Off into the orchard Finnley does sneak,
Head down, bum up, not making a
squeak.

Slinking along with his tummy so low,
Past gumboots and wheelbarrows,
steady and slow.
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His favourite spot, tucked under the
shed,

Where nettles grew wild and soft straw
was spread.

He curled in a ball, his scar barely seen,
A shadow of mischief in twilight’s sheen.

With one final twitch and a satisfied
sigh,

Finnley Finn Findleson closed his bright
eyes.

The orchard was still, the moon climbed
steep—

And Finnley Finn Findleson, the legend,
drifted to sleep.
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Finnley Finn Findleson
“4 Bird Finnley”

Finnley Finn Findleson was no ordinary
farm cat.
He had piercing yellow eyes, and a scar
for a hat.

With a habit for mischief, both clever
' and sly,
Finnley Finn Findleson was one cool

guy.
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Finnley, with stealth and a flick of his
paw,

Dropped the bird in the backpack, Gary
never saw!.

Then—rustle! flutter! a startled squawk!
The blackbird burst out like a firework
shock!

Gary sat up, his dreadlocks askew,
“Whoa, man,” he chuckled, “was that
bird new?”

Finnley just blinked, then turned with a
sway,

Two birds down—it was still early in the
day.
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Bird No. 2

Gary the backpacker lay flat on the
ground,

His pack was a mountain of socks, books,
and something quite round.

He searched for a trinket, long lost and

small,
A crystal, a whistle, or was it “A ball!”

He hummed a tune with a faraway grin,
While Finnley crept close with a bird
tucked in.

A blackbird, bold, with a curious eye,
Wriggled and flapped but could not yet
fly.
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Bird No.1

Bendy Wendy stretched with grace,
Her toes to the sky, her hands to her
face.

She hummed in peace on a yoga mat,
Unaware of the approaching cat.

Finnley crept with silent paws,
Through orchard grass and apple cores.
He spotted a sparrow, plump and proud,
Pecking crumbs near the compost
mound.
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Finnley crept close with a magpie in tow,
Its feathers all glossy, its eyes all aglow.
He snuck up behind and with a pounce
like a flea,

he dropped the bird gently onto Martin’s
knee.

Off flew the magpie with a squawk and a
spin,
. Past the gumboots, the gate, and the

. orchard bin.
Martin fell backward, his hat in the air,
Laughing so hard he rolled off his chair.

“Four birds!” he shouted, “Finnley, you
star!”

“You’re the best farm cat there ever was,
by far!”
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Bird No. 3

Susan sat still in a fold-out chair,
Binoculars raised, eyes locked in a stare.
She whispered no words, made barely a
sound,

Just watched the birds flit and flutter
around.

But Finnley was creeping, his mission
still strong,

Three guests, three birds—it wouldn’t be
long.

He slinked through the daisies, then
popped up with flair,

Right in her view—

A cat face! right there!
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Susan gasped, gave a startled “Oh!”
Tipped back in her chair with a flailing
throw.

Binoculars flew, feathers took flight,
Birds burst upward in a feathery fright!

A tui, a thrush, and a startled
Piwakawaka

All scattered like popcorn—kerfuffle!
Kerfaka!

Finnley just blinked, then gave a small
yawn,

Three birds down, and still not yet dawn.
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On the morning the Airbnb guests
arrived,

A masterful plan Finnley did derive.
Four guests. Four birds. One very busy
| cat.

Off set Mr Findleson to lay his trap.

One by one he studies the guests—
To see what bird would suit them best.

. Wendy the bendy yoga teacher,

Gary the backpacking, dreadlocked
preacher,

Susan the birdwatcher from Dumbarton,
And Martin, who has just started
Kindergarten...
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Bird No. 4

Martin was mucking about in the sun,
With jam on his cheek and shoes half
undone.

He’d watched all the kerfuffle with
wide-eyed delight,

The birds, the feathers, the flapping in
flight.

He giggled and pointed, he clapped and
he cheered,

“Finnley’s amazing!” he loudly declared.
But while he was watching the calamity
unfold,

He missed the grey shadow, quiet and
bold.
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Finnley’s Hideaway

Four birds delivered, four guests sur-
prised,

Finnley’s mischief had truly been prized.
With feathers now settled and guests
tucked in tight,

The orchard grew quiet in the soft even-
ing light.

Finnley tiptoed past gumboots and gate,
His tail held high, his stride first-rate.
He slipped through the hedge with a
flick and a bound,

To the old apple crate where peace could
be found.
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With a pounce and a puff and a flick of
his tail,

Finnley caught it without fail.

He trotted back with feathered cheeks,
And dropped it gently by Wendy’s feet.

She gasped, she blinked, she gave a
shout—

The sparrow flapped and fluttered out!
Through her fingertips, up into the
breeze,

Gone in a flurry of feathers and leaves.





