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My name is Pickworth.  I know my place.  It was sitting on an open shelf in a local furniture shop.  The customers sometimes looked at me and asked what sort of bird I am.  My wooden features are brightly coloured, orange face, breast and feet, brown and yellow back, grey and white wings and tail.  Surely they should have known I’m a chaffinch.  For some reason the customers seemed to prefer the penguins that took up most of the shelf.  It was a lonely life as the penguins only talked between themselves and never with me.  Every so often a customer would take a liking to one of the penguins and purchase it.  However, a new penguin soon replaced the sold one, so nothing changed.

The only shining light in my life was another chaffinch at the other end of the shelf.  Her name is Penny and she is beautiful.  She is similar to me, but mainly greyish brown with a greenish back and head.  We’d try to talk but even if we shouted loudly the penguins made enough noise that we could not hear each other.  I’m sure that they did it on purpose.  How I wished that the shop staff would move us closer together.

I was sitting there minding my own business when suddenly a hand closed around me and lifted me off the shelf.  I’d seen this stranger and a lady, a few minutes earlier, looking at the furniture in the shop.

“Are you sure this is the one you want?” a voice asked.

“Oh yes,” replied the stranger.  “The penguins are either too big or they’ll drop glitter everywhere.”

The first voice told the couple that their suite would be ready for delivery in six weeks.  He then continued, informing them that as they were spending a significant amount of money, the shop would throw me in for free as part of the deal.  The cheek of it!  I was surely worth more than that.

Without further ado I was placed in a small cardboard box.  The packing was very soft and I felt right at home.  It was almost as if I had returned to the nest.  For the next half hour I was gently jostled by constant movement.  Bright light entered the box as it was opened.  A hand carefully removed me and placed me on an even surface.  Looking around I saw that I was in what appeared to be a living room.  I could see a television, set on an entertainment unit, a display cabinet, a tired looking three piece suite and a nest of tables.  The walls were adorned with paintings and photographs.  As far as I could tell, I had been placed on another nest of tables beside two ceramic pots of orchids.  Looking at the three-seater settee, I could understand why the couple had visited the furniture shop.

“What do you think, Sue?”  I recognised the stranger’s voice.

“He looks fine there,” Sue answered.

I gave them the once over.  They both looked like they had seen better days.  Guessing the age of humans is not my strong point.  Sue was not unattractive with a youngish looking face, but the grey hair made her look older.  The stranger was certainly of a greater age than Sue, with thinning dark hair which may have been red at one time, and a grey beard.  They both wore glasses and neither looked overweight for their height, which I guess would be average for their age.

“How about we take him to London with us for the Coronation?  What do you think, Steve?”

The human I now knew as Steve hesitated for a moment.

“If that’s what you want, I don’t see any problem.”

“That’s settled then!” Sue stated.

It would seem that I was going on a journey.  Hopefully I would see some new sights.

“What shall we call him?” Sue enquired.

“How about Pickworth?” Steve answered.  “That would remind us where he came from.”

“What a good idea!” Sue exclaimed.

I couldn’t believe it.  They had adopted my actual name!

The next few days passed with a similar routine.  Each day, between 8.30am and 9.00am either Sue or Steve would come into the room, open the curtains and walk out again.  I could look through the patio door and see a well-tended garden.  Everything was a new experience to me so there was no feeling of loneliness.  For a short while each day either Sue or Steve would sit on the settee, reading a book or attempting to solve various puzzles.  Occasionally both would be present, drinking a tea or coffee.  In the evenings they would invariably watch television together.

As usual the living room curtains were opened between 8.30am and 9.00am.  However, Sue had my small cardboard box in her hand.  Before I knew it my eyes were clouded in darkness and I was on the move again.  The conversation between Steve and Sue was muffled so I couldn’t hear clearly.  My best guess was that we were setting out for the Coronation.

For the next few hours I was jostled again inside my cardboard box.  Daylight entered as the box was opened and I was placed on a shelf with a mirror above it.

“Why don’t you just leave it in the box?” Steve asked Sue.

“He has a name Steve.  It’s Pickworth, and he should see his surroundings,” Sue replied in a soft voice.  It was at that moment that I could see what a nice person Sue was.

“Okay Sue, I can see how fond of Pickworth you are,” Steve remarked.

I looked around.  It was a reasonably-sized room comprising a sofa, a small writing table, twin beds and a wardrobe.  Steve disappeared through one of the two doors and shortly afterwards I heard running water.

While Steve was in the other room, Sue had started unpacking one of the two small suitcases that were on one of the beds, putting clothes away in the small wardrobe.  A minute or two later Steve came out of the other room, saying to Sue that it had been a good idea to come down to the club in London on Thursday as it was sure to be busier on Friday and Saturday.  Sue agreed, adding that the location of the club was ideal, situated close to The Mall.  

“Come on, it will soon be time for dinner,” Steve told Sue.  “Let’s start getting ready.”

I closed my eyes while they changed their clothes.  Humans are such funny looking creatures.  As they walked to the door Sue asked if they should take me with them.  Steve replied that they would take me out tomorrow.  Left on my own again I fell asleep.  It had been a tiring journey for me in the dark.

The door opening woke me up.  Sue and Steve entered the room arm in arm.  They looked as though they had enjoyed themselves.  Maybe tomorrow would be an enjoyable day for me, with new experiences and new sights to see.

“It will probably be a long day tomorrow so I’m going to bed now,” Steve said.

“Me too,” Sue replied.

Once they were both in bed the lights were turned out and I was in darkness again.  I wondered what tomorrow would bring as I drifted back to sleep.

The following morning Sue and Steve took me on a tour of the famous sights of London.  Photos were taken of me in front of the Houses of Parliament, the London Eye, Nelson’s Column in Trafalgar Square and, especially for Steve, Victoria Railway Station.  In between times I travelled in a small backpack carried by Sue.  I couldn’t stop thinking how lucky I was, seeing these amazing sights.  How could I have imagined all of this when I was sitting on the display shelf in the furniture shop?

When I was brought out of the rucksack again, we were in a small teashop.  I was placed on the table whilst Sue ate a scone and jam.  Steve was obviously waiting for his food to arrive.  Five minutes later he was tucking into a fried egg on toast.

“When we’ve finished here, how about taking a walk to The Mall to see if anything is happening?” Steve suggested.

“Okay,” Sue answered, “although I don’t want to stand around with the weather being so overcast.”

“No problem, we’ll just take a quick look,” Steve assured her.

After they’d finished their food and drinks I was placed back inside Sue’s backpack.  Hopefully, whenever they stopped, Sue would take me out again, just as she seemed to be doing so far.  The problem with being in the backpack was that I had no idea of where I was or indeed, how long I was in there.  Consequently, when Sue next removed me, all I knew was that we were
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