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I thought I had seen the last of the pigeons 

in the garden, for the time being at least, 

but a few weeks ago a chequer cock turned 

up. This was one of the young bird race 

team from last year that flew well and won 

prizes and went with all the others when 

the lofts were removed. I emailed Gary who 

bought the cock when they all went and he 

requested that I shifted it off which I had 

already done. Anyway I gave it a few days 

more and he would not go, he was going 

somewhere because he was being fed and 

always returning later in the day, but where 

I have no idea. There was no indication that 

he was going so I refunded Gary and started 

to feed the pigeon on the patio area and 

eventually caught him in the shed. So, not 

wanting him to make a mess all over 

Elizabeth’s cleaning items I basketed him 

for the night.  

 

Fred and Freda 

The next day the weather was not good and 

it more or less rained all day so I put a pot 

of food and a drinker on the basket. The 

following morning the basket came out 

again and I lifted the lid to let him go and 

when he left the basket I put it back in the 

shed. By teatime he was still knocking about 

so I put the basket on the patio area with 

the lid open and as we sat there in the 

conservatory he came down and went into 

the basket where his pot of food was. I did 

this for the next few days and it was rather 

amusing to see what a pigeon will actually 

do to look after itself.  

On the Saturday morning we were as usual 

sitting in the conservatory having a brew 

and I said to Elizabeth that we could do with 

one of the hens coming back that we had 

lost racing last year in the young bird 

programme so that he had a mate and 

company. Anyway we went off about our 

jobs and the next time we sat down was 

just after 1pm. As we sat there Elizabeth 

said “Looks like one of Peter’s pigeons is 

flying round with Fred” which we had now 

named our sole chequer cock. A few 

minutes later they dropped down in the 

garden and I could see that it was one of 

the young birds from last year and she still 

had our ETS address ring on so I took a 

closer look and took the number down. I 

looked through last year’s racing book and 

she went missing on the 16th August in a 

race from Cheltenham last year. What did 

amaze me was the good condition she came 

back in, the problem we are always asking 

ourselves in these cases is “Has she been in 

a loft somewhere, that we never know 

unless of course they come back with a 



 

 

note tucked in their ring.” When David 

came round he made the point that she did 

not have bleached flights so it was unlikely 

that she had been out for that length of 

time.  

I had a double set of widowhood boxes that 

Ray Lunt had dropped off a couple of 

months earlier so I brought one of them 

from down the side of the house and 

screwed it to the side of the shed. So when 

they were back in at the end of the day I put 

them in the box for the night and next 

morning opened the door and they are now 

as happy as a couple could be coming and 

going as they please. The only problem I do 

have is there are three cats next door, two 

in the garden behind and three in the 

garden to the right behind plus two tom 

cats across the road who are forever 

chasing these female cats closer to home. I 

think the box is up far enough to keep them 

away but we will have to keep an eye on 

them.  

 

Fred and Freda in their new abode 

They will no doubt soon be down on a pair 

of eggs because he is calling her to nest in a 

very strong way. I was asked a few days ago 

if I missed the pigeons, the answer to that is 

simple, “Yes I do” but Fred & Freda, as they 

have been called are keeping me interested 

having them in the garden but with the way 

things are in the local racing I cannot see 

another racing loft going up at the moment. 

Still got the bottom half of the pair of boxes 

empty if any more turn up - come to think 

of it got plenty of holidays booked this year 

so I don’t need any more pigeons for 

someone else to look after. 

The problem for me is I have been one of 

those fanciers who eats’ sleeps and drinks 

pigeons, in other words they are on my 

mind more or less 24/7. I have spoken to 

many fanciers about their thoughts on 

racing pigeons and how many hours a day 

do they think about their feathered friends. 

The answers have been really varied but 

there are many on the same wave length as 

me, they are on their mind all the time. 

Even when I wake up in the night I am 

thinking about pigeons even though the loft 

has gone out of the back garden.  

The next few weeks are going to test me 

with the racing staring especially going back 

to weekly club racing as we did last year 

after spending the best part of 13yrs 

competing in the National where we had 

some good results. I have to admit I did 

enjoy going back to club racing, it was the 

weekly buzz of preparation, training and 

going down to the club every Friday and 

Saturday evenings.  

Anyway it will be interesting to see how 

Fred & Freda go on rearing a pair of 

youngsters, and no doubt what happens to 

the young birds that they do rear. The one 

good thing about this was it gave me 

something to do because the BT line was 

down so I could not get onto the internet 

and had no phone so even worked slowed 

down. 

 

By Les Parkinson 
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