
 

 

BACKYARD MARATHON 

CHALLENGE 

THE CALM BEFORE THE STORM 

By John Ghent 
April 11th and with four chairs that we 

borrowed from my Grandma and a bucket 

barbecue smoking away in the "backyard", I 

settled down at the rear of house with my 

wife and two daughters to enjoy some 

sausages and burgers and play a little bit of 

hangman! 

 

Lacey, at home with the squeakers 

Lacey, my youngest daughter, came up with 

a couple of super little hangman teasers, 

"Gangnam Style" being one of them which 

really stumped the rest of the family! I did 

what all good husbands do, upsetting the 

wife unintentionally, by guessing her 

hangman question before a letter had even 

been mentioned! That did not go down too 

well! 

 

My wife, holding a two-week old squeaker of 

Musgrove Addiction lines 



 

 

Anyway, before the homemade burgers hit 

the grill I spent a few minutes making some 

fence repairs, partly in preparation for 

tomorrow's horrific gales which are forecast, 

and it allowed me to contemplate where I 

am currently with the plans for this coming 

season. I am certainly still very pleased 

about my decision just to race in National 

races this season with maybe the odd Open 

Race being used as training. It's a much 

more relaxing way to keep racing pigeons. I 

haven't even got the training baskets at my 

house at the minute - they currently reside 

in a shed at the Grandparents’, let alone 

thought about using them to put birds in for 

training. 

 

Squeaker showing how suited it is to scaling the 

Pyrenees 

The old bird team are just finishing off their 

parental responsibilities with a couple of 

babies just finishing off their weaning 

process which they undertake themselves 

as I don't separate the old birds and young 

birds - another stress-reducing and time-

saving method. It also means all the birds 

trap through the same drop holes: this is an 

absolute blessing for keeping things simple 

and straightforward for me and the birds. 

There are two pairs in the loft which will 

continue to rear youngsters for me through 

the season but these will not be raced and 

will have pots of food in the boxes just for 

them so as not to interrupt the colony when 

they are being prepared for their racing 

duties. 

The Back to Basics series which I am running 

in parallel with the Backyard Marathon 

Challenge keeps me thinking about what is 

or isn't needed in order to achieve the goal 

of clocking from Barcelona International. I 

read a great little piece on "Riley's Duchess" 

earlier on today who scored 2nd Open BICC 

Barcelona right the way up into Wakefield, 

only being beaten by Dave Delea in 

Rainham for 1st position, and by just 10 

yards a minute, despite the huge extra 

difference that she covered. Couple this 

with other miraculous performances from 

the likes of Marco Wilson, the Padfield 

Family, Frank Kay, Gordon Rigg and of 

course the inspiration behind this whole 

episode, Jim Emerton, and you really are 

encapsulated by the magic of the Barcelona 

International. 

I cannot think there can be a greater 

moment than seeing a bird shut up and land 

on the ridged tiles after a few days in the 

wilderness following its liberation from the 

Catalan city. Miracles can happen and 

probably happen more often than we think 

in sport. I have just watched Leicester City 

grab a 91st minute winner against West 

Brom on Match of The Day this evening and 

suddenly we are in a fight to stay up. I had 

had the Foxes consigned to relegation for 

the last 4 weeks but after two wins in two, 

the blues are within touching distance of 

safety with 5 home games in the last 7, a 



 

 

potential miracle in the making! Historic 

performances like "Riley's Duchess" 

finishing 2nd Open, Greece winning the 

European Championships and Tiger Woods 

record breaking US Masters victory of 1997 

are the stuff dreams are made of. They also 

prove dreams can come true. My journey 

from the Backyard to Barcelona is becoming 

more real with each passing day. It feels 

great, I'm in control, the birds look the part. 

Just need to take each 24 hours on its own 

and see what the next day brings. 

I actually had a very lifelike dream a few 

months back. A dark chequer dropped in 

from the South onto my loft. I can still 

picture it now: it was from Barcelona. I 

actually have a dark chequer yearling cock 

in my loft now. It looks a lot like the one in 

the dream - could it be? Is that the bird that 

will bring the journey to a close? Who 

knows, only one way to find out! 

Christopher Reeve once said, "So many of 

our dreams at first seem impossible, then 

they seem improbable, and then, when we 

summon the will, they soon become 

inevitable." 

I am past the "impossible" stage and just 

coming to the end of the "improbable" stag. 

Looks like I’d better summon up some will 

and courage and make this happen! You can, 

too, if that's what you want - it's a long ride, 

but well worth the journey, I promise you! 
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