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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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‘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




‘Is it time for scraps yet?’ Dave squealed.

I took in a deep breath. The warm
scent of crispy things and roasty things
and buttered things and sugared things
meant that the Big Dinner Day meal had
started cooking and we’d have to wait for
the Humans to finish wearing their silly
paper hats before we could sneak into
the Human Lady’s nest for scraps.

‘Not yet,” I said, trying to taste the air.
‘I think whatever is in the oven needs at
least three more hours.’

‘Three hours?’ Dave squawked. ‘T'll die
of starvation by then.’

‘Dave,’ I said. ‘I've seen you not eat for a

full twenty-four hours.’




and trying to stretch out the imprint of
Dave’s head in my back.
‘Cooo-eeee,” came the familiar call of the

tiny yellow canary from next door.

Usually, Tinkles signalled bad news, but

today, not even the arrival of the yellow




‘'m not
wasting time
on the green
things,” Dave
said, patting
his belly. ‘Not
with a main

meal to be eaten.’

‘You're eating the
main meal?’ Tinkles scoffed.

‘Yes!’ Dave said proudly. ‘And this year
I intend to finish it.’

This time Tinkles shot me a look. She
smirked at Dave like she always did when
she had something she was bursting
to share with us. And I started to feel
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¥ sorry for my friend but in a way that felt
like she didn’t feel sorry at all for what
P she was about to say. ‘Oh, Dave,’ she cooed.

‘That main meal is BIRD.’




