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Do you like:
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Animals
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Surprising Stories
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Congratulations!

You’ve found

YOUR NEXT READ
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Chapter One Boo!

It began with Boo.

Boo was an owl.

Bea and Bart found her in the rose garden at the back of their house. Her wing was drooping. She could not fly.

‘Poor little thing,’ said Bea.

Bea was six and had a heart of gold and jelly.

‘Owls can turn their heads in a full circle,’ said Bart.

[image: Bart and Bea looking at a wide-eyed owl in a garden, with a large, ornate house in the background.]
Bart was eight and had a mind full of facts.

‘Boo,’ said the owl.

‘Don’t you mean hoo?’ asked Bart.

‘BOO!’ said the owl, loud and clear.

Bart jumped. Bea giggled.

And that’s how Boo got her name.

[image: An owl shouts Boo in a garden, startling Bart and making Bea laugh.]
The children took Boo inside. Their home was called Plum House. Bea and Bart lived there with Mummy, Daddy, a nanny and a butler called James.

They fed Boo and loved her. Her wing never fully mended, so she stayed. She could not fly, but she could flutter and jump. And she could still shout.

‘BOO!’

Boo loved to frighten people. She perched in the shadows. She hid behind curtains. She waited around corners, still and quiet, until someone walked by.

‘BOO!’

‘Good gravy!’ roared Daddy.

‘Aaaah!’ yelped Nanny.

‘Eeeek!’ squealed James, the butler.

Mummy never said a word. She fainted. Every single time.

The boos grew louder. The frights grew bigger.

Papers were scattered. Cakes were dropped. Teacups were smashed. Buttons were popped. Nerves were frazzled.

[image: A humorous sketch of an owl scaring a startled Mummy by saying Boo from behind a curtain.]
‘Owls do not live in mansions,’ said Daddy.

‘Boo does,’ said Bart.

‘See!’ said Bea.

[image: An owl reclines on an ornate armchair while four people Mummy, Daddy, Bart, and Bea look on in surprise.]
She pointed to where Boo was sitting in a chair by the fire.

‘Yes, dear,’ said Mummy. ‘But this is it. One is enough. No more owls.’

‘No more owls,’ agreed Daddy.

‘Okay,’ said Bea and Bart.

What Mummy and Daddy should have said was, ‘No more birds.’



[image: Bart and Bea play on a rope bridge in a park while Nanny sits by a fountain in the background.]




Chapter Two No More Owls

There were no more owls. Just Boo.

But there were more birds.

Bea and Bart found the next one at the park when Nanny took them there to play.

‘Do you want a parrot?’ asked a woman standing by the fountain.

‘No, thank you,’ said Nanny.

Bea and Bart stared at the parrot perched on the woman’s shoulder.

‘Parrots can live for sixty years,’ said Bart.

‘This parrot is only six,’ said the woman.

‘I’m six too!’ cried Bea.

[image: A woman with a parrot on her shoulder speaks animatedly to Bart, Bea, and the nanny near a fountain, while an older woman watches disapprovingly.]
‘Six! Six! Pick up sticks!’ said the parrot.

‘Her name is Polly, and she always talks in rhymes,’ said the woman.

‘We’ll take her,’ said Bea.

[image: A tired nanny walking along a forest path with Bart and Bea, cheerful children, and a singing parrot.]
‘Take me away! I’ll sing all day!’ sang Polly.

And she did. She sang all the way home, then kept on singing.

All day, every day.

Most nights too.

Which is why the woman gave her away!



The peacock was dead when Bea and Bart found him. He was lying on the road.

‘Poor thing,’ said Bea. She started to cry.

‘Let’s bury him in Mummy’s rose garden,’ said Bart.

Together, they carried the peacock home. They laid him on the grass and dug a grave. The peacock stood and peered into the hole.

[image: Bea leaning on a shovel, looking at a curious peacock.]
‘You’re alive!’ shouted Bea.

‘He was playing dead,’ said Bart. ‘It’s a trick!’

‘He looked as dead as a doornail,’ said Bea.

And that’s how Doornail got his name.



Squish was a fairy-wren. He was fond of feet and bottoms. The spots beneath them, that is. The children found him while playing tennis. Three times they almost stepped on him.

‘This bird will not survive,’ said Nanny.

[image: A sketch of a small bird walking near a pair of large boots in motion.]
‘Unless we help him,’ said Bart.

‘We’ll take care of him forever,’ said Bea.



Rosy the crow was a thief. She stole string, seeds, flowers, keys and sandwiches from people in the park. The gardener was furious. Six times he trapped her in a cage. Five times Bea and Bart set her free.

The sixth time, they took her home.

[image: A whimsical illustration of a giant bird carrying a sandwich, with startled picnickers below.]


Crumbs was a sparrow. He flew into the kitchen window and knocked himself out. When he woke up, he frowned at Bea as though she had put the window in his way.

‘A grumpy sparrow!’ said Bart.

‘Shoo!’ said Nanny.

But Crumbs would not shoo. He followed them around, judging everything they did. He frowned at what

[image: An illustration of Daddy reading a newspaper, with a grumpy sparrow standing nearby and a cupcake on the table.]
they ate, read, wore and said.

‘That grumpy sparrow is the last straw,’ roared Daddy. ‘No more birds.’

‘No more birds,’ agreed Mummy.



[image: A lively breakfast scene with a family, a large bird flying indoors, and a playful atmosphere.]




Chapter Three A Normal Day with Birds

Three days later, Bea skipped into the dining room.

‘Good morning,’ she said.

Bart waved.

Crumbs scowled at Bea’s messy hair.

Nanny yawned.

‘It’s morning! Stop yawning!’ sang Polly.

[image: A tired Nanny yawning at a table with a coffee pot, a cup, and a Polly.]
‘I’m yawning because you sang all night!’ said Nanny. ‘I didn’t sleep a wink.’

‘Wink! Wink! Roses are pink!’ sang Polly.

Nanny rolled her eyes. Crumbs did too.

Bea giggled. She sat down beside Bart.

‘Wait!’ shouted Bart. He scooped Squish from the chair just before Bea’s bottom landed.

‘I see Doornail has died again,’ said Bea.

The peacock lay on the rug by the fire. It was a lovely warm spot to play dead.

Rosy the crow dropped a flower on Bea’s plate.

‘Thank you,’ said Bea.

Rosy flew under the table and pecked at Bart’s shoelaces. James entered the dining room.

Boo popped out from behind the door. ‘BOO!’

‘Eeek!’ James dropped the silver serving dish. Sausages rolled across the floor.

[image: An owl scares James carrying a tray of sausages, causing him to stumble and drop the food.]
[image: Bart reaching for flying sausages while a bird carries one away.]
Bea and Bart ran to help. Bart tripped, because his shoes were loose and floppy. Rosy flew off, her beak full of shoelaces.

‘Tut-tut,’ said Crumbs.

Daddy arrived for breakfast.

[image: Bea in polka-dot pajamas reaching for wrapped candies on the ground as a bird flies away with a worm in its beak.]
‘Goodness, children!’ he cried. ‘What are you doing on the floor?’

‘Gathering sausages,’ said Bea.

‘Here comes Mummy with an empty tummy!’ sang Polly.

Mummy sighed as she walked into the room. ‘Rosy stole the key to my jewellery box!’

‘She loves keys,’ said Bea.

‘BOO!’ shouted Boo.

Mummy fainted.

Crumbs rolled his eyes.



When Mummy woke up, the family sat down for breakfast. The birds joined in, hopping about on the table. Crumbs pecked at a muffin. Boo gobbled a sausage. Doornail ate toast and jam, then died in the scrambled eggs.

[image: A curious owl, a bird on a muffin, and a paw splashing into a plate of food.]


[image: A sketch of Daddy in formal attire, holding his chest and raising one hand, surrounded by swirling lines.]


‘These birds are nothing but trouble!’ snapped Daddy. ‘What we need is a cage.’

And he stomped outside to build one. He didn’t even say, ‘May I leave the table, please?’

‘Tut-tut,’ said Nanny.

Or maybe it was Crumbs.


[image: A detailed drawing of a whimsical, ornate structure on wheels, resembling a small palace or temple.]




Chapter Four The Walkies Wagon

Daddy made a fancy cage with three storeys, a bell tower, curly bits and jewels. It had wheels and a handle for pulling it along.

He planned for the birds to live in it outside.

He would wheel it further and further from Plum House each day.

‘Ta-da!’ Daddy sang, when the cage was built.

The children gasped.

‘Birds can’t live in cages!’ cried Bart.

‘That would be mean!’ cried Bea.

‘But we could use it for walkies,’ said Bart.

‘Like a pram,’ said Bea. ‘A walkies wagon!’

‘Thank you, ma’am, for the fancy pram!’ sang Polly.

Daddy muttered angrily.

Or maybe it was Crumbs.

[image: A bird perched on a domed rooftop, flapping its wings near a tall building with arched windows.]


‘Time for our walk,’ said Nanny.

The children put the birds in the walkies wagon.

The birds bobbed and chirped. They loved walkies in the park. Their wagon was airy and safe. Cats could stare but not eat them. Dogs could bark but not chase them.

Nanny sat on a bench and read a book while Bea and Bart pulled the wagon around the lake.

[image: A park scene with a Nanny reading on a bench, Bart and Bea running, a decorative structure, and ducks in a pond.]
They stopped to look at fish, pat ducks and make daisy chains.

They were almost back at Nanny’s bench, when Bea stopped.

‘Oh no!’ she cried. ‘I left my daisy chain behind.’ She ran off to find it.

‘Is this yours?’ asked a tall woman. She held out the daisy chain.



[image: Bea giving flowers to a smiling adult in a park setting.]


Bea smiled. ‘Yes, thank you!’

The woman pointed over at Bart and the walkies wagon. ‘That’s a very fancy birdcage you have,’ she said.

‘Daddy made it,’ said Bea.

‘You must be rich,’ said the woman.

‘Perhaps,’ said Bea. ‘We do live in a mansion. It’s called Plum House.’

[image: A sketch of a surprised Bea with short hair, covering her mouth with one hand.]
Bea slapped her hand across her mouth as she remembered Nanny’s three golden rules.



They were:


	Never talk to strangers.

	Never tell people where you live.

	Always wear clean underwear.



She had just broken two golden rules.

[image: A needlepoint of Nanny’s three golden rules.]
‘I have to go,’ said Bea. ‘My brother is waiting.’

She ran back to Bart and the birds.

‘Tut-tut!’ said Crumbs. He glared at her all the way home.

‘I know,’ whispered Bea. ‘Please don’t tell Nanny.’
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