
A Story By Iggy – Year 4  

The Adventures of Summer and Jake the Pet 

Detective 

I was shocked when I saw my dad holding a golden 

retriever pup just for me. He was so cute and small, 

with a shiny coat and I thought to myself, “I am going 

to name him Gold... no... um... um...  Summer! Yeah! 

That’s the right name!” My job as a pet detective kept 

me busy but I still found time to run around outside of 

my beach house with Summer. After all that running, I 

felt the need for some food. I went up to the local dog-

friendly cafe and ordered a dog biscuit and a pain au 

chocolat.  

Summer wolfed down the dog biscuit, as I did with the 

pain au chocolat, and we went on our next mission to 

find the white pigeon of native Americans. I had done 

my research and knew that the pigeon had flown to 

Britain and it was up to me to track it down. How 

would I find it though?  

I needed a plan.  

The white pigeon was named after one of the most 

famous native Americans – Hurumbia – King of them 

All, people said.  



All of a sudden Summer barked. He was sniffing around 

something on the sand. Low and behold, it was a white 

feather.  Could this be the feather of Hurumbia? I 

quickly picked up the feather and ran home to run it 

through my database. It was from America!  

The feather was facing north, I told my pet eagle, 

Scout, ‘You go get him Boy!’  

He suddenly started circling around a shady man. He 

muttered that he saw the pigeon fly north, but had no 

clue where it was going. He seemed to be hiding 

something behind his jacket, so I asked him: ‘What’s 

that?’  

He took it out and told me it was a rare species of 

lizard egg and offered it to me.  

“OK!” I said, reaching out for it.  

 ‘Hold on! That will cost you 10 thousand pounds.’ 

I laughed as I didn’t have that much money on me!  

Next thing – he ran off up the beach, because I was 

watching Summer sniff around some seaweed I 

couldn’t follow him. What was going on? At least I 

knew the feather was from the pigeon, I decided to 

investigate somewhere else.  I turned around to tell 



Summer and Scout that we were going somewhere 

else but they were chasing that shady man!  I followed 

them. Huffing and puffing, I finally caught up to them 

and they had stolen the egg off of him. They were 

trying to tell me something but I couldn’t understand, 

so I asked the shady man what they were talking 

about.  

“Forget about the 10 thousand pounds,” he said. “Just 

take the egg!” Then a car drove past. The windows 

were black and I couldn’t see inside. The shady man 

ran up to the car, got in and the car sped off. 

Suddenly the egg seemed to stir, it cracked open in my 

hand and a cute red lizard popped out of it! I couldn’t 

think of a name, I asked Summer but all he did was 

bark. I guess it was up to me.  I’ll name her Scarlet. 

Now there were four of us on the case. Scout suddenly 

flew up to a mysterious looking lighthouse at the top of 

a cliff at the end of the beach.  

The day was turning into night and darkness was 

descending, but I thought I still had time to check this 

out.  



We ran to catch up with Scout and rang the doorbell. 

When they opened the door, guess who it was? It was 

the shady man! 

“Here you are again!” I said.  

He looked at me and grumbled “Listen boy, what do 

you want?”  

“Well, you’ve already given me an egg that hatched a 

lizard, asked for 10 thousand pounds, then gave it to 

me for free. I’m hunting down a missing pigeon, do you 

know anything about this?” 

The shady man sighed. “I think you better come inside 

and I’ll explain a few things.” 

I walked inside. I’d never been inside a lighthouse 

before. It was dark and spooky. 

“I am a scientist.” said the shady man, “and I sell exotic 

animals on the black market. I have to make money 

somehow. That is why I had a lizard’s egg and I’m also 

looking for the missing pigeon. I guess we should join 

forces or keep out of each other’s way.” 

“I’ll think about it… but for now I guess we should keep 

out of each other’s way.” 

Now, for real, I was going to look somewhere else.  



Scout, the eagle, had taken us in the right direction, 

but then became muddled. We had a new team 

member, but not exactly what we looking for. I decided 

to give Summer a turn.  

We saw a man dressed all in white walking along the 

beach, Summer suddenly started barking furiously. It 

was odd to see someone dressed head-to-toe in white 

around these parts. The man seemed to be holding 

something close to his chest. Whatever it was, it was 

moving. It all looked very suspicious.  

He seemed to be fighting with something or someone. 

It looked strange so I decided to check it out. I asked 

him what he was doing, when a small beak appeared at 

the collar of his jacket. It must be Hurumbia! 

I thought I would send Scarlet to get the pigeon while I 

distracted the man.  

The man went and sat on a nearby bench. I had a 

brainstorm. I went and bought an ice cream from a 

nearby van. It was the most delicious ice cream around 

here – I always chose mango. I sat next to the man and 

said, “Excuse me I just bought this ice cream but I now 

don’t feel well and I don’t want it to go to waste, would 

you care for it?” 



Meanwhile Scarlet scurried up the other side of the 

man, he quickly jumped under the man’s jacket and 

retrieved the pigeon.  

Scarlet, Summer, Scout and I hurried to the police 

station and reported what happened.  

It was Hurumbia! 

The police gave me a certificate. As far as I know, the 

man in white is still eating a mango ice cream on the 

bench.  

 

 

  


