
 

A WONDERFUL 
WEEKEND IN BELGIUM 

By Mike Lakin 
 

A few weeks ago a group of my friends 

decided to make the a trip over to 

Belgium to take in the Fugare show on 

Saturday morning and then continue 

up into Antwerp which is my 

‘stamping ground’ to visit both Lier 

Market and the famous Natural 

Breeding Station on the Sunday. 

I could have been forgiven for thinking 

that all was well when ten of us from 

the North Staffordshire area met up 

on time at 1.20am but just as we were 

about to set off to join our driver the 

MNFC convoyer, Ian French and his 

partner Penny down in Evesham, the 

question was asked “Have you all got 

your passports?” To which Nev 

Proctor, the legend of Brown Edge, 

said ‘’No I haven’t but I’ve got my 

toothbrush!’’. I don’t know what his 

toothbrush had to do with it but I was 

sure that a simple wave of his teeth 

cleaner wouldn’t be sufficient to pass 

through custom control. When I 

queried why he hadn’t got his 

passport he added, ‘’We’re going on a 

bus so I didn’t think I needed it’’. The 

mind boggles. So after a 40 minute 

detour to collect the important 

document we were on our way and 

happily with the usual banter apart we 

reached Dover on time for our early 

morning crossing without any further 

hitches. The banter was great with no 

one safe from being the target of 

friendly abuse. The main butt of our 

amusement was Keith Hand who we 

heard was being plagued by a mole 

which has made a home under his rear 

garden lawn. Les Adams told us how 

money had been invested on traps 

and even a vibrating tool in an effort 

to shake the mole out of his new home 

all to no avail. Les laughingly explained 

that Keith had resorted to lying on the 

grass with one ear to the ground 

listening for his tormentor while the 

mole was busily building another of 

his hills right behind him! ‘’I’m 

determined to get him’’ snorted Keith 

defiantly while his pal Les chipped in 

with ‘’ Your best hope is that he splits 

his sides while laughing at you!’’ In 

next to no time we were all on the 

ferry and tucking into a good fry-up 

breakfast. 



 

 

Once over the Belgian border we 

headed for a little culture in the 

beautiful city of Brugge. After a couple 

of hours with some sampling of the 

delights of Belgian brewing while 

others had a look around one of 

Europe’s most scenic and beautiful 

cities. Soon we were back on the bus 

heading towards Aalter, the village 

where we were to spend our first 

night and after a fine meal and a few 

more glasses of potent Belgian beer 

we were all fast asleep.  

Next morning we were in good spirits 

and heading on the short journey to 

Kortrijk where the Fugare show was 

located. I must say that the entry into 

the show was rather chaotic with first 

having to fight one’s way to purchase 

a ticket and then fight twice as hard to 

get back out again before queuing 

once again with our ticket in hand to 

gain entry into the show hall. The 

organisers really need to get a 

solution to the ticket distribution. 

Once inside the problems 

encountered outside were soon 

forgotten as we browsed the many 

stalls selling everything that a fancier 

would ever need. Whilst walking 

around one could spot many of the 

Pigeon sport’s most successful 

fanciers. I was able to hopefully 

arrange a visit to one of the living 

legends of Belgium’s long distance 

history, Emiel Denys of Tielt. Emiel for 

many years now has been at the very 

top of the National competitions and 

he is still as competitive as ever and in 

2013 he won 4th Champion KBDB at 

Long Distance and in 2014 3rd National 

Marathon, 3rd Barcelona-Masters and 

6th Europa Champion W S E M. Looking 

at the results of some of the principle 

Denys performers it is clear to see that 

marathon pigeons are like fine vintage 

wine and mature with age. This is 

something that differs from the 

shorter distance pigeons. Yes, Emiel 

Denys is definitely still at the cutting 

edge of the game in Belgian Long 

distance racing. I did notice that many 

of the items were on sale and cheaper 

than in England. On the Unkion E.T.S. 

Chip rings were considerably cheaper 

than we are expected to pay in the UK 

and several of our party took 

advantage of this opportunity to bag 

good deal. The question asked by 

several of our group was: why should 

we in the UK be expected to pay more 

for the same product? 

The PIPA stand was particularly busy 

with many of their most famous 

clients ‘pressing the flesh’ as they say. 

One of our group had a great time 

chatting whilst enjoying several 

bottles of complimentary Belgian 

larger. Also on the stand there was a 

giant wall of the latest PIPA Collector’s 

Edition III which was available free of 

charge at the show and I must say that 

it is an absolute work of art with 

embossed gold print on the front 



 

 

cover and the photographs within are 

of the highest quality. Goodness 

knows what it cost to produce but it is 

a masterpiece and certainly shows 

their clients’ birds in their very best 

light.  

As I was leaving the expo hall I 

bumped into my good friends Jos and 

Gerda Joosen and as usual they both 

had a broad smile on their faces. Jos 

isn’t as famous in the UK as he really 

should be as his racing record at 

National and International level 

where he has won two 1st 

International races from Perpignan 

and Marseille with his fabulous 

‘ Bonga’ family which Jos has been 

cultivating for nearly 40 years now 

and  bears comparison with any of his 

more famed peers. The birds are 

based on the old Van Den Bosche 

family which Jos crossed with the Van 

Der Wegen family many years ago. For 

those who wonder why he is not 

better known in England I say perhaps 

it is because Jos Joosen doesn’t have a 

website or even have an email 

address! 

After clambering back onto the 

minibus the Fugare show received a 

big thumbs-up from our party. Soon 

we were on our way heading for 

Antwerp and our hotel for the night in 

Zoersel. The ribbing continued as we 

travelled along the E17. Neville who is 

a bit of a ‘dead eyed Dick’ with an air 

rifle told us that with his new gun and 

his telescopic sights that he could 

‘shoot a fly’ at 40 yards. Quick as a 

flash Hammo another of our group 

enquired ‘’Could you shoot a mole 

with it?’’ This was greeted with hoots 

of laughter and Keith groaning ‘You lot 

never let it rest do you?’. Not a chance, 

I thought. 

Once in the hotel our thoughts turned 

to food and after a call to my good 

buddy Ronny Kesselaers he came over 

to us and we were soon all tucking into 

a lovely steak. Over the next couple of 

hours Ron told me the latest news and 

then fielded some questions from our 

party who were rather surprised to 

hear Ronny tell them that the majority 

of Belgians aren’t big road trainers 

especially with old birds. When you 

consider that Zandhoven, where 

Ronny comes from, is considered to 

be the home of many of Belgium’s 

finest Sprint and Middle distance 

champions you wonder if the Belgian 

way is the best… It certainly is the 

cheapest option! The Belgian beer and 

the conversation continued and 

before we returned back to our hotel 

Ronny was invited to get up at 5.30am 

and accompany us to Lier Market for 

the famed young bird sale. The offer 

was declined with Ron declaring ‘’I 

have enough birds already’’. 

Next thing that I remembered was a 

knock on my room door and when I 

looked at my watch it was 4.30am 

English time. As I sat on the edge of my 



 

 

bed gathering my thoughts and 

decided we must be mad as it was 

pitch black outside, but surprisingly 

we were on our way to Lier within a 

few minutes. The short trip wasn’t 

helped by several sets of roadworks 

en route. We were all amazed to see 

on our arrival quite a few fanciers with 

large baskets full of babies for sale. 

Obviously they were veterans of Lier 

Market sales as most had lighting 

either on their heads like fishermen 

wear when night fishing or lanterns so 

would-be buyers could see the birds 

that were on offer. 

The market square simply oozed 

history with the clock tower having a 

date of 1369 on it. Without a doubt 

the market is a memorable experience. 

Whilst most of the vendors aren’t 

household names the forebears of 

their birds were from famed flyers. 

Most of our party purchased a few 

birds which were an array of different 

colours. Only time will tell if there 

were any wise purchases but I must 

say most appeared to be very well 

reared. 

Then it was back to the hotel for 

breakfast before we made the short 

trip to the Natural Breeding Station 

with its large open-fronted lofts each 

containing a famous strain name 

some from the present day but many 

from the history books like Cattrysse, 

Van Der Espt, Stichelbaut and Delbar. 

It was great to see a museum to the 

world famous Janssen Brothers. One 

little room was set up with all of the 

contents of the famous Brothers front 

room even down to one of the 

brother’s flat cap on the back of his 

chair. It really was a treat and a fitting 

memorial to the most famous family 

in pigeon racing. 

There were original photos of so many 

of the Janssens most famous pigeons 

like the’ 019’, ‘Geeloger’ and the 

‘Merckx’. The small loft known as ‘the 

run’ was also on view. With its tiny size 

truly highlights how small in stature 

the Janssen Brothers were. I met the 

last surviving member Louis and was 

delighted when he posed with us for a 

photograph and signed my copy of the 

‘White’ Janssen book so well written 

by Ad Schaelaeckens, the man who I 

call the ‘King’ of pigeon journalists. Ad 

always writes as he sees it and his 

articles are full of good advice and 

common sense. He can be quite 

critical but I admire the fact that he 

doesn’t ‘sugar coat’ or mince his 

words. 

In next to no time it was time to all get 

aboard the bus and set off for home 

and the banter continued. My 

favourite was when one of the lads 

was talking about horse racing and the 

famous Treble National Winner ‘Red 

Rum’ and said “I think that horse could 

talk” when Alan Windsor chimed in 

with ‘’I think you are getting confused 

with Mr Ed’’ This had all of us in 



 

 

stitches. Soon we were on the ferry 

and by just before midnight we were 

back at Ian French’s and I would like to 

thank Ian for driving us all weekend 

and getting us all back in one piece. 

The time simply flew which is apt as 

they do say ‘Time flies when you are 

enjoying yourself’ which we most 

certainly did with some of the lads 

thinking about next year already. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Brugge aerial shot 



 

 

 



 

 

Brugge church 

 

Fugare & Lier 

 

Fugare & Lier 002 



 

 

 

Fugare & Lier 003 

 

Fugare & Lier 004 



 

 

 

Fugare & Lier 006 

 

Fugare & Lier 008 



 

 

 

Fugare & Lier 009 



 

 

 

Fugare & Lier 010 

 

Fugare & Lier 011 



 

 

 

Fugare & Lier 12 

 

Fugare show 

 

 

 



 

 

 


