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I was born in 2010, I know this due to the 
ring put on my leg by the human when I 
was four dark and four light times old. 
Many light and dark times passed, being 
covered by my mother at dark and my 
father at light times. My father would speak 
with my brother and me and, tell of the 
time he had flown in a Championship race 
and was the first bird home. My mother and 
father had told us that we had come from a 
line of birds called Van-Geel, which had 
many champions in their line. My father 
was called "Prince of Pau" and my mother 
was called "Princess" due to a line of 
feathers at the top of her head which 
looked like a crown. 
 
The dark and light times past and, being 
loved by my mother and father, my brother 
and I grew strong. One light time my 
brother and I were picked up by the human, 
"these are two grand youngsters. If they 
turn out like their sire and dam they will be 
first class, they have the Blood of 
Champions in them." We were taken to 
what was called the club house. A voice 
said, "LOT FIVE!" We found ourselves in a 
pen being looked at by humans, when a 
voice called "Lot 1", after shouts of "25, 50" 
a bang with a stick, "SOLD!"  
"Right, lot 5, the pick of one from the two, 
these have the best of the Blood of 
Champions in them." 

"50, 75, 100, 150, two hundred pounds, 
SOLD!" 
A human opened the door, "I will take this 
one," and took my brother away. I was 
taken home and put back into another 
place. I cried for my father and mother, 
when after a while I heard my father calling 
to me from other side of the bars. I rushed 
to him. "Why can I not be with you?" 
 
"You're at the time when you can look after 
yourself. Now remember, you have the 
Blood of Champions in you so act like you 
have." 
 
Through the following dark and light times I 
grew stronger, trying my wings and looking 
out of the wire frame. I noticed a white 
place called a church and a red block called 
a factory. Every light time we were let out 
and with time we flew miles away, always 
returning to our home. 
 
Time past. I found myself being sent away 
to what the humans call a race, and then 
released to fly home as fast as I could. On 
one special occasion I heard the human say, 
"this is the big one, a young bird 
championship race, the first time you will 
cross water, you should be alright - you 
have the Blood of Champions in you. Two 
dark times and one light time went past, I 



 

 

was with lots of others of my kind from 
other parts of the land. 
 
"5, 4, 3, 2, 1, GO!" came the voice of the 
human. The front opened and we were out, 
the air was lovely. Round and round we all 
flew. I was suddenly thinking what my 
father had told me, "keep the big red ball in 
the sky on your right hand side you, these 
words mean a lot." I did what he had said 
and headed away from the others. After I 
had been flying for a long time I noticed a 
flock of my kind close to the ground. I flew 
towards them and landed, looking around I 
noticed they were all different colours but 
what I noticed most of all, none had rings 
on sadly. They all flew down and started to 
eat food thrown by humans, pushing each 
other out of the way. I thought this is not 
the place for me and so once again I took to 
the sky to head home. After a time I saw 
the white church and the red block, I was 
home. "A bit late," said my human, "but you 
had a go, and you have the Blood of 
Champions in you, next time you'll do 
better." 
 
Light and dark came and went and I had 
taken part in many races winning so called 
prizes. On one light time my human called, 
picking me up he held my wings out in turn, 
"well it is your time for the big 'un, the 
Barcelona National, but no worry, you have 
the Blood of Champions in you." Another 
human voice, "are you ready Wal?" It was 
from my human's pal, Colin. I was put into a 
basket and placed in a car. After a time we 
stopped and the basket was taken out and 
my human stood in line with other humans. 
A voice called, "Mr Wal Weston?" 
"HERE," my human said. 
"How many birds? 
"Two, only two, they are the best with the 
Blood of Champions in them." 
 
I was picked out of the basket, my leg was 
placed in a machine leaving a rubber ring on 
my leg, I was called for again and another 

rubber ring was placed on my other leg. I 
was then placed into a large crate with 
around 25 of my kind, after a spell the floor 
started to shake and I felt movement. Two 
dark times past, we were feeling a little sick 
as the floor seemed to rock up and down. 
One of our kind said we were on the boat, 
whatever that was? Soon it was light time 
and we were on land, on flat round rocking 
gently from side to side. Then we stopped 
and were given food, the time to get stuck 
in and fill up I thought. A voice of one of my 
kind, "take your time and don't fill up, you'll 
be sick." It was my Uncle "Try Hard", my 
father’s brother, he was in the same crate. 
"Eat some and come with me, we'll move to 
the side, quiet and warm." Uncle "Try Hard" 
kept me safe from all the fighting going on. 
"Take no notice of them, they will be worn 
out when the time comes to race." After 
another couple of dark and light times the 
movement stopped. "We are here," said my 
Uncle. 
 
It would be about mid-day in human times 
before the front of the crate dropped. "Stay 
with me," said my Uncle, and we were soon 
out into the fresh air and the sky was full of 
our kind, the sky was dark and I kept to the 
side of my Uncle. Soon we were in a flock of 
50 and flying over mountains and rivers. 
Then....a bang from below, four of our flock 
drop towards the ground. "GUNS!" my 
Uncle said, "used by humans to bring our 
kind out of the sky." Zip, zip....The air 
seemed full of pellets, luckily we passed 
over the guns. I looked round and there was 
now 15 of us left. Some of the others 
started to race ahead. "Steady, we have a 
long way to go," my Uncle said. The dark 
light began to close in. "Here we are," he 
said, "follow me." We flew down, landing 
on one of the human’s blocks. "I have 
rested here before, there is a small water 
flow nearby so we can drink and wait for 
the light to come." The others became 
upset, why had we stopped? We can carry 
on flying. "Let them go, they will be trying 



 

 

to cross the big distance of water, unable to 
see their way, ad. Due to the water blowing 
into the air their feathers will get wet and 
down into the water they will go." I tried 
telling the others but they would not listen 
and ten if them took to the sky, they had 
not been gone long when the darkness 
came. I wonder what happened to them? 
Did they get to land again or did the sea 
claim them? We will never know. I closed 
my eyes and fell asleep. 
 
I was awoken by my Uncle flapping his 
wings. "Right, down for a drink." I noticed 
the light was just starting to come. Soon we 
were up into the sky, four of us. I heard a 
crashing sound from below, "it is the sea," 
said my Uncle, "keep flying a good height 
and the water will not bother you." On and 
on we went, then we saw land, we had 
made it. Crossing over the cliffs which the 
humans called the White Cliffs of Dover. My 
Uncle turned slightly to the right and then a 
thin black wire came up quickly. "Duck 
under," which I did. Sadly the other two of 
is failed to notice the wire and they fell to 
the ground. This left my Uncle and I on our 
own now. My wings felt like they would 
drop off but my Uncle told me to keep 
going, it is not far to home now. Then I 
heard a scream...."HAWK!!" Shouted Uncle, 
"Head for the tees, fast as you can!" With 
all I had I flapped my wings up and down. I 
was in the trees, I turned to say "we have 
made it" to my Uncle but he was not there. 
 
I felt really alone. Then from in myself I 
heard my Father's voice saying "you have 
the Blood of Champions in you, get to your 
wings and fly." I took to the air, after time I 
noticed a church,.....there is the red block.... 
I was home! Just as darkness had started to 
come. "Well, well, I wonder how on Earth 
any pigeon could have made it," said my 
human. The rubber rings were taken off and 
the clock rang out. I was so flown out I soon 
fell asleep, glad to be home. At next light 
the door opened and two humans stood 

there with my human. "Damn, what 
weather! It has rained all night," said one of 
the humans, "and it looks set in for the day. 
Right, let's check the pigeon. At the 
moment it's the only bird home." 
"Everything in order," replied one of the 
humans after handling me and looking at 
the ring on my leg. "It's some bird to have 
made it Walter!" My human smiled. "I'm 
not surprised, he has the Blood of 
Champions in him." 
"Well he has the right to be called 
Champion himself now Walter." 
 
For many light and dark times I thought of 
my Uncle "Try Hard" and all he had done for 
me. Then one light time a rather dismal bird 
entered our home, feathers missing from its 
side and only half a tail. I flew done to get a 
better look. "NO, IT CAN'T BE! Uncle "Try 
Hard"!" He told me how had been attacked 
by the hawk, forcing him to the ground, 
pulling his feathers out from his side. Then a 
small human hit it and away it went. Picking 
me up the small human took time to take 
me home. I slowly built myself up to fitness 
and I was released to make my way home. 
"How pleased I am to see you again Uncle, 
safe and sound." I told him what had 
happened regarding the race that we had 
taken part in. He was full of pride for me. It 
is now my turn to pass on through my sons 
and daughters the "Blood of Champions" 
and to tell them, as my Father had told me, 
of the family line of champions whose 
Blood they would carry in them. Also I told 
them with pride how I had become a 
Champion myself, being the only bird in two 
light times to get home due to the terrible 
rain. The first bird home after me was none 
other than my brother who I was parted 
from at the sale. My human always says 
they have the "Blood of Champions" in 
them and now he has been proven right. 
 
"The Farmer" 
Alan Farmer 
Aged 76 



 

 

 

 



 

 

 


