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Major AN Hutton 

Fanciers may recall that a few weeks ago I 

added a photograph of Andrew Deans, 

Willie Wilson and Jimmy Hamilton along 

with Mr and Mrs Major Hutton in my 

column. Well I received a phone call and 

letter from Jimmy Hamilton with an extract 

from an old book that was written by his 

good friend Major A N Hutton, whom many 

of the younger fanciers will not know or 

even have heard of.  

Major Hutton wrote two books ‘Win with 

Olympic’ and ‘Pigeon Lore’ and he also 

wrote a short article on the forming of the 

Lanarkshire Social Circle which was 

established in 1930 and a history of pigeon 

racing in Scotland. I have typed this up as I 

found it very interesting and hope readers 

of the column enjoy this trip back down 

memory lane.  

Major Hutton started off by saying ‘A brief 

and sketchy history of pigeon racing in 

Scotland began to take a cohesive form in 

the 1880’s. The early clubs took in wide 

areas and if you take note that most of 

these early clubs that are still in existence 

are described as Homing Clubs and embrace 

a District. Around the turn of the century 

these clubs then in existence for economic 

reasons grouped together into Federations 

with their individual constitutions and race 

rules. One of the most momentous 

happenings of this period was the founding 

of the Scottish National Flying Club. The first 

decade of the new century saw a general 

tightening up of conditions. In the early 

days liberations were carried out by the 



 

 

Station master at the selected race points, 

but with the formation of Federations, 

conveyers took over the care of the birds 

and attended to the liberations according to 

the weather prevailing, many of the birds 

being raced had no rings. At the start of the 

racing, club officials, as a means of 

identifying each member’s pigeons, wing 

stamped every pigeon. On race days 

members had to run to a pre-arranged 

point with their pigeons as proof of the 

individual pigeon’s arrival. Alternatively, 

outlying members ran to the nearest Post 

Office and dispatched a telegram- on arrival 

at the Post Office the runner called out 

‘Time’ and this was recorded on the space 

marked T.H.I. In both of these methods a 

running time was allowed at six minutes to 

the mile, pro rata. Gradually, timing clocks 

were introduced and only pigeons carrying 

a recognised homing union ring could 

compete. At that time there was only one 

Union, (National Homing Union). Just  prior 

to the outbreak of World War 1 a 

disagreement between a section of the 

Scottish fancy and the N.H.U. came to a 

head and the Scottish Homing Union took 

shape in 1913. At its formation the races 

were organised by 5 federations consisting 

namely of Ayrshire, Scottish Central, East of 

Scotland, Glasgow and Lanarkshire. While 

racing on a restricted scale went on during 

the war, the disastrous casualties depleted 

the membership and many clubs went out 

of existence. The new clubs that were being 

formed differed from those which had 

existed in pre-war conditions in that they 

had in the main, restricted boundaries- 

providing keen local competition. In 

consequence some of the larger clubs split 

into 2 or 3 separate clubs. This tendency 

spread to the federations and in 1921 the 

first of these saw the formation of the 

Scottish Midland which consisted of clubs 

from the Scottish Central, Lanarkshire and 

Glasgow, quickly followed by West Lothian 

federation and several others.  

The fancy was expanding rapidly; one need 

only look at the increased entries in the 

number of birds in the Scottish National 

Rennes race. In the mid 20’s. There was a 

group of fanciers who used to meet daily 

for an after lunch coffee in the top floor 

‘coffee room’ of Cranston’s Tea Rooms in 

Renfield Street Glasgow and around 1927-

28 founded a Mid-Week Club, but it did not 

last very longs as those fanciers in and 

around Armadale kept winning week after 

week: with the result that it was disbanded. 

About the same time another group were 

meeting regularly in the Commercial Hotel 

in Hamilton and it was from this nucleus 

that the Lanarkshire Social Circle was 

founded in 1930. The regulars who met in 

the Commercial which formed this nucleus 

were the late: William Allanson, George 

Chambers; Charlie McCann; Bob 

McKendrick, Eddie McLean and James L 

Muir. Pigeon racing pure and simple was 

the never ending subject of conversations: 

Breeding, Feeding, Exercise and Training. 

Little was said about pigeon politics. 

Everyone had the same single ambition – to 

win in the Scottish National.  

Eventually action took over from talk, and 

steps were taken to form a club. While the 

paramount aim was to subject their pigeons 

to conditions in racing it was thought best 

to prepare them to race as individuals, free 

as far as possible from the influence of large 

numbers and clashing with the birds of 

other organisations. To Accomplish this and 

in consultation with the Railway Company, 

suitable race points on the main south line 

were selected. These were Gretna, Penrith, 

Oxenholme, Warrington, Stafford, Rugby, 



 

 

Oxford and finally South West to Salisbury. 

John Naismith of Coalburn was appointed 

convoyer. While the baskets were 

accommodated in the luggage van, the 

convoyer travelled in the first ordinary 

passenger compartment. His instructions 

were to liberate as early as possible before 

the federations were due to be liberated. 

Bob McKendrick who for 20 years or more 

was race controller to Lanarkshire 

Federation carried out this responsibility for 

the L.S.C. Over the years he had built up a 

list of fanciers who supplied him with 

weather information on the line of flight 

arranged by time calls on the phone. The 

origin of the Social Circle stemmed from a 

group of fanciers who met regularly in the 

Commercial Hotel in Hamilton, chiefly on a 

Saturday night and it would be a peculiar 

evening if you visited the Commercial and 

did not find someone of the pigeon 

fraternity there. It was surprising how many 

fanciers from all parts of the country paid a 

visit to the Commercial seeking contact with 

local fanciers. Mrs Campbell the proprietary 

would either give the visitor the address of 

someone local or phone them arranging a 

meeting. Many happy gatherings arose 

from this source and friendships formed.  It 

is not surprising that the Social side played 

a prominent part in the club that originated 

from the group of fanciers who gathered in 

the hotel and discussed the numerous 

aspects of pigeon racing and what they 

thought on how the conditions could be 

improved. In particular, a disturbing aspect 

was the petty squabbles in their local clubs, 

the continual changes in race programme of 

the federations and at the A.G.M.s – first 

one body of opinion and then another 

packed these meetings and carried the day, 

only to have those of the opposite opinion 

retaliate and have it changed the following 

year. The last inland race point was changed 

over and over again. One year it would be a 

one day race and the following year a hard 

race with few birds timed. The pendulum 

would swing the other way making them a 2 

day race. The result of the petty squabbling 

of pigeon politics from which policies were 

adopted were those which suited each 

individual best and certainly not that purely 

for the good of the sport as a whole plus 

the lack of continuity. [When reading the 

above you realise that nothing has changed 

since this book was written away back in 

1930 as at present in Scotland we have 

different federations racing weekly into the 

same locality and have 2 nationals in 

Scotland which is just crazy Joe M]) 

The Scottish National Flying Club provides 

at this time practically the only open 

500/600 miles races, although the odd 

federation did organise a 500 mile race, but 

again these were subject to the uncertain 

vagaries of their A.G.M.s.  

The founding of a special Racing and Social 

Club was discussed from the many angles 

involved. The best means to succeed in the 

Scottish National races was by training and 

racing to produce the best individual un-

influenced by the mob and therefore, the 

drag of the wind and numbers. This was to 

be obtained by keeping clear of the normal 

routes used by federations, plus getting 

liberated before any other organisation.  

Incidentally, the conveyer’s wages and 

incidentals were guaranteed by the 

members on a pro rata basis in additions to 

the Annual Subscription. James L Muir was 

the first president and H Sime was the first 

secretary. The membership was recruited 

among likely fanciers introduced by 

members among their friends. The 

president was tireless in this respect visiting 



 

 

likely fanciers and selling the ideals of the 

Club to them. The credit for obtaining the 

Gold Cup must go to him. Having bought it, 

the majority of the members at the time 

voluntarily donated money to help in its 

purchase. Many fanciers have joined since 

its inception but unless they were 

impressed with the high ideals of the Club 

soon dropped out. The membership in pre-

war days varied between 35 and 45 some 

raced all their birds in the L.S.C. while 

others raced in their local clubs with 

separate teams. There was NO Duplication.  

The social side was not forgotten and the 

Commercial Hotel became the rendezvous 

for visitors from across the border, 

particularly from Lancashire, 

Northumberland and Yorkshire. Lasting 

friendships were formed from these visits. 

Fred Potts, the secretary of the Up North 

Combine who by his outstanding ability as 

an organiser made the combine what it is 

today. He came annually with a dozen or so 

Combine members to attend the L.S.C. 

dinner and visit Larkhall show, now so ably 

maintained by Mr Brison president of the 

U.N.C and many other members. Casual 

visitors were always made welcome by Mrs 

Campbell who would phone local members 

of the Circle who would rally round and 

entertain these visiting fanciers, by showing 

them their lofts. Visiting and visitors was 

not all one sided and when the racing was 

over, little groups from one side of the 

border paid weekend visits to their friends 

on the other side. ‘The Crow’s Nest’ was the 

rendezvous in Newcastle for a number of 

years 4 or 5 members from the Lanarkshire 

Circle attended the Lancashire Circle as 

invited guests of their friends in that select 

club. The war and advancing years put an 

end to these visits as petrol rationing and 

other restrictions gradually reduced the 

membership’. 

I hope fanciers have enjoyed this trip into 

the past especially the Scottish fanciers and 

my thanks to Jimmy Hamilton for sending 

this extract.  

Good SNFC Birds 

This week’s 3 pigeons come from section B 

& C with our first bird a chequer pied cock 

SU10E 1318 raced by G Veitch of 

Pencaitland in East Lothian. As a yearling in 

2011 he won 11th section B 12th open from 

Eastbourne flying a distance of 379 miles. 

Then in 2013 he won 25th section B 91st 

open from the Gold Cup race from Alencon 

a distance of 530 miles he was then sent to 

Alencon in 2014 and he won 9th section B 

30th open.  

The next 2 pigeons are raced into section C 

with the first to J Anderson of Wellbank 

near Dundee with his chequer cock SU10AF 

1715. As a yearling he won 105th section C 

no open position from Eastbourne flying 

419 miles then in 2013 he won 15th section 

C 42nd open Clermont a distance of 541 

miles then in 2014 he was sent to the 

Alencon Gold Cup race and won 14th section 

C 102nd open flying 572 miles.  

The last pigeon in this week’s feature 

belongs to the household name of Jock King 

of Kirkcaldy in Fife with his red cock SU11F 

1849. As a 2 year old he won 28th section C 

65th open Clermont a distance of 523 miles 

then in 2014 he won twice in the national 

with a 50th section C 203rd open from the 

Buckingham race point a distance of 299 

miles he was then set up for Alencon and 

won 10th section C 85th open flying 549 

miles so a ‘treble’ section win from the 

channel this year can achieve these 3 birds 

a Silver Award with the club in 2015 so 

Good Luck so them all. I only have a few 



 

 

birds to cover in this feature which should 

finish prior to the racing season begins.  

Joe’s Jokes 

Men do remember anniversaries 

A woman awakes during the night to find 

that her husband is not in bed. She puts on 

her dressing gown and goes downstairs to 

look for him. She finds him sitting at the 

kitchen table with a cup of tea in front of 

him. He appears to be in deep thought, just 

staring at the wall. She watches as he wipes 

a tear from his eye and takes a sip of his tea. 

"What's the matter, dear?" she whispers as 

she comes into the room. "Why are you 

down here at this time of night?" The 

husband looks up from his tea, "It's the 

20th Anniversary of the day we met." She 

can't believe he has remembered and feels 

tears welling up in her eyes. The husband 

continues, "Do you remember 20 years ago 

when we started dating? I was 18 and you 

said you were 16," he says solemnly. Once 

again, the wife is touched to tears. "Yes, I 

do," she replies. The husband pauses. The 

words were not coming easily. "Do you 

remember when your father caught us 

having sex in the back of my car?" “Yes, I 

remember," said the wife, lowering herself 

into the chair beside him. The husband 

continued. "Do you remember he shoved 

his shotgun in my face and yelled, 'She is 

under-age, either you marry my daughter or 

you'll go to prison for 20 years?". "I 

remember that too," she replied softly. He 

wiped another tear from his cheek and said, 

"I would have got out today." 

As a butcher is shooing a dog from his shop, 

he sees £10 and a note in his mouth, 

reading: "10 lamb chops, please." Amazed, 

he takes the money, puts a bag of chops in 

the dog's mouth, and quickly closes the 

shop. He follows the dog and watches him 

wait for a green light, look both ways, then 

trot across the road to a bus-stop. The dog 

checks the timetable and sits on the bench. 

When a bus arrives, he walks around to the 

front and looks at the number, then boards 

the bus. The butcher follows, dumbstruck. 

As the bus travels out into the suburbs, the 

dog takes in the scenery. After a while he 

stands on his back paws to push the "stop" 

bell, and then the butcher follows him off. 

The dog runs up to a house and drops his 

bag on the step. He barks repeatedly. No 

answer. He goes back down the path, takes 

a big run, and throws himself (Whap!) 

against the door. He does this again and 

again. No answer. So he jumps on a wall, 

walks around the garden, barks repeatedly 

at a window, jumps off, and waits at the 

front door. Eventually, a small guy opens it 

and starts cursing and shouting at the dog. 

The butcher runs up screams at the guy: 

"What the hell are you doing? This dog's a 

genius!" The owner responds, "Genius, my 

arse. It's the second time this week he's 

forgotten his key!" 

Please continue to keep the news flowing; 

to Joe Murphy, Mystical Rose Cottage, 2 

Flutorum, Avenue Thornton by Kirkcaldy 

KY1 4BD or phone 01592 770331 or Email to 

joejmurphy1@gmail.com REMEMBER THE J 

IN THE MIDDLE © Compiled by Joe Murphy 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 


