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1
It all started when…

Chirp!’
Bo flew off his perch in my bedroom and landed on my

shoulder.
‘Morning,’ I said, stroking his warm little head with my

finger. His black feathers tickled my neck.
‘Chirp!’ he called impatiently.
‘Hang on, let me put the Slugs in.’ I called my hearing

aids ‘the Slugs’ because when I first wore them it felt like
something fat and horrible had crawled into my ears. The
name had stuck, even though I’d since discovered they
were amazing.

Carefully, I fitted them into my ears and switched them
on.

‘Breakfast time!’ said Bo.
See, that’s why the Slugs are amazing. I could

understand Bo when I wore them, which was ultra-cool
seeing as he was a mynah bird. It was a huge secret and
only my BFF Grace knew about it.

‘I’m hungry,’ said Bo.



‘You’re always hungry. Help me pack my school bag
and then I’ll get your breakfast,’ I promised.

He held my list up in his beak while I checked I’d got
everything for today’s class trip to the Tower of London.

The spare batteries are SO important. If the Slugs stop
working I can’t hear anything properly, and that includes
our teacher Mrs Manning and Bo, of course. The first
time it happened was at the worst possible moment − I
couldn’t hear Bo when we were tailing a mystery thief!

‘Don’t forget me!’ said Bo.
‘I’d never forget you, Bo, and I’m really sorry but you

can’t come.’
‘Why not?’
‘Because the trip’s only for my class,’ I said.
He cocked his head on one side and opened his

beautiful eyes so wide they looked like precious black
jewels.



‘Please,’ he begged. ‘I’ll be good, promise. I won’t steal
anyone’s black-currants. Or crisps. Or sandwiches.’

‘I wish you could, but Mum doesn’t let animals travel
on her coach unless they’re special ones like guide dogs
or hearing dogs,’ I said.

‘Ah, I’m not an animal! I’m a bird!’ Bo protested.
‘She doesn’t allow birds on the coach either. Even

when they’re as special as you.’ I stroked his chin.
‘But I want to have an adventure,’ said Bo.
Dad poked his head around the bedroom door. ‘Hurry

up and clean your teeth or we’re going to be late for
school.’

Luke was already in the bathroom when I got there,
squeezing toothpaste everywhere except on his
toothbrush. He stamped his foot because he’s five and he
gets cross when things go wrong. Dad came in and huffed
at the mess. Then he did the toothpaste for him, which
made Luke even crosser. It took forever before I got to
clean my teeth and I still needed to feed Bo.

I rushed to the cupboard under the stairs where Bo’s
food was kept but Luke had built a huge castle out of
recycled cardboard boxes in front of it. I tried to move it
carefully but the top of the tower broke off.


