
Birds of 
Fashion



The Squashbucler’s Birthday was to be the event of the decade. Well, he had 
birthdays every year, but each celebration was bigger and better than the 
last.

The cake model stood in the town square for all to ogle. It had been crafted 
from clay and the baker, Bertiebedoo, walked around it every morning, making 
her plans. One big one? Many, many tiny ones? Ones that coudn’t be eaten, that 
would exist as a trophy of her work for all to see for years to come?

It was so important to get it right, down to every last detail. And Bertibedoo 
wasn’t the only one planning.



All the women longed for an outrageous chapeau. Mrs. Grum-
mondy tried on last year’s, with the giant pink plume but it just 
wouldn’t do. 

Everyone had seen it. And copied it. And copied it. 

On marketday the square looked like a giant feather mattress from 
the air. 

It made many of the birds who perched high around town very, very 
nervous. For what could women want this year to be bigger and better 
than a plume on her hat, but many plumes, hundreds of plumes?



Neither the Knight nor the Page presented a 
problem for the birds. They still believed 
that the Plume was mightier than the Sword 

and to prove it, their jousts had changed to become 
less violent. They knocked each other with feath-
ers.

But the women! That was different. They each 
met with Ms. Dorada, the local milliner, in 
long secret meetings, planning the next year’s 

trendsetting style, hoping that they would be the one 
to claim the Trendsetting Prize at the Squashbuckler’s 
party.

Mrs. Betty dressed in her last year’s hat with the red 
plume and borrowed a chicken from her neighbor’s 
house for her meeting, thinking it might be inspiring.



The birds called a special meeting at their regular place, the clothesline in the back 
of Mr Nowalky’s yard, which happened to be right on the main street of town. Mr. 
Nowalky didn’t hold with convention and had turned his entire house around, just 

to prove it, so the back faced Main Street and the front faced the alley. If you weren’t care-
ful, you could see him walking around in his underwear, on pretty much any day of the 
week.

That might be part of the reason that large numbers of birds could gather there on the 
clothesline to discuss important bird business in secret. Everyone looked selectively, even 
cautiously, afraid of what they might see. The birds were almost invisible.



The birds met and talked and talked all through the day, bringing up and turning 
down thousands of ideas to change women’s minds about the value of plumes. 

Then Burcher, who never seemed to follow convention either and lived in a 
mailbox on the edge of town said, “What if we volunteer to decorate their hat our-
selves?”

“That’s the dumbest idea I ever heard,” screeched one.

“We have no thumbs,” said another. “We can’t even decorate our own houses, much 
less the hats of the McGoochy women.”

“No,” Burcher said, “We ARE the decoration and we SIT on their hats.”

He demonstrated, carefully hopping off of the clothesline to sit quitely on the hat 
of a woman who had strolled near. He even picked up the ends of the ribbons in his 
beak, dropping them artfully into a swirl around him, sort of like the nest that he had 
disdained for so many years. Ah, but a nest of satin ribbons was an entirely different 
thing.



“Now, I want to try,” trilled Tweeter. And 
he hopped from the line, to a baguette in a 
purple bag and up onto a pink plumed hat, 

hanging on just at the base of the feather, as if he 
were perched on a twig.

The birds all agreed that maybe Burcher had 
something there.



But they KNEW that the idea was a good one, when a young lady 
walking nearby exclaimed, “I LOVE your hat. I must have one just 
like it but better for the Squashbuckler’s party! Where did you get 

it?”

“Oh, this old thing? It’s so last year,” Gloria Glorina said, for it was her 
under the hat. Then. Sshe caught a glimpse of herself in a store window at 
that very moment and found that it was not at all the old hat that she re-
membered. Why it was very smart!

“Okay, Burcher,” said Thomaski who ran the bird meetings, “It seems 
to be a good idea. The women all like the new look, but you know that the 
first thing that the milliners will do will be to go around trying to kill birds 
to put on hats. What do we do about that?”



“Let’s ask someone who knows their way around a problem,” said 
Burcher. “Molly Muckles, the little girl who lives around the corner 
from me, is always imagining her way around problems. Maybe we 

can bring her here. And she thinks that I can talk. In fact, we talk all the time. 
I’ll ask her.”

Molly met with the birds, heard the dilemma and thought about it for a 
moment. They she asked, “What if you just pretended to be dead, some-
where close by where the local milliners could just gather you up.?”

She suggested that The Knights know how to pretend to be dead. “I hear 
they do it all the time now that they have no one left to fight. They take 
turns.”



Molly found The First Knight hanging 
around the Squashbuckler’s castle.

She said, “I have a friend who has a prob-
lem. He has to pretend to be dead so that he 
doesn’t get hurt.”

The knight looked at her knowingly. “Is this 
friend Bill? Or Jamie? They need to learn how 
to pretend better. Why don’t they just ask me 
directly?”

The Knight had given Molly a great oppor-
tunity.

“My friend is too embarrassed to ask you, 
but he knows that you’re the best there is,” 
she said.

“Okay,” said the Knight. “I’ll tell you, but 
you tell him that he will have to pretend to die 
the next time we fight. I will win. That will be 
his payment for the information for nothing is 
ever free, you know.

“He must stay absolutely still. Oh, and he 
should close his eyes.”

Molly thought Big Duh! “But how will peo-
ple KNOW he is dead?”

The Knight replied quickly, “He must pre-
tend to die right where someone will find 
him.”

Just like that she had the answer. The birds 
must pretend to die right where the right 
people would find them.



The next day birds began to “die” at once, right in front of the 
milliner’s doorways. 

Burcher would monitor the townspeople conversations about 
who was getting a hat made the next day and would place an order 
with the flock.

“Tomorrow, Mrs. Beechum wants a purple hat with two bluebirds on 
it. Who do we have for bluebirds?”

Each morning they were there for gathering. Doloria couldn’t imag-
ine what was killing them, they lay so peacefully without a mark on 
them. And there were plenty.

Some hats would have one bird, some two nestled together, some an 
entire flock. It was shaping up to be a wonderful celebration.



There were so many birds available and so many hats 
to be made that Miss Dorada hired the local children 
to pick them up and deliver them to her shop. 

She didn’t seem to need to tell them what colors to look 
out for; the right birds always seemed to be dead at exactly 
the right time.



The Squashbuckler’s party was a roaring success. 

Ms. Dorado, who found that she had birds to use up after the 
rest of the hatting was done had a hat so completely covered 

with birds that she could hardly hold her head up.



This development left 
the local scoundrels, 
who had long provided 

the plumage to the milliner 
out of the picture. 

If only they could get a lead 
on next year’s fashion. Some-
thing new and entirely differ-
ent. Something shocking and 
maybe a little outrageous.



But what could it be?




