They call it the Morning Honk!

WHATT Your family doesn't start every day by
honking loudly at the fop of a palm tree?

Mine do. That's because I'm an ibis. Some people call
me a bin chicken, but I'm not technically a chicken,

becquse I'm AN ‘|B|S!
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I'd better join the Morning Honk. And that means
getting out of bed, which sounds easy.
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Sometimes, | fall out of bed. It happens quite
a lot, especially when I'm dreaming about chasing

hot chips . . .




That's the sound
of me landing at the
bin for our five-star
dining experience.




