
I loathe Alf’s pigeons - vermin - and I’m not keen on Alf, either. 

 They’re flown twice daily. Training, he calls it. Circling like banks of enemy fighter-planes, 

startling me with their wing-clapping, they splatter their doings like bombs over the grass. Good 

fertiliser, Ted said, though it can’t be hygienic for the children to play out between air raids. Alf’s 

loft is at the far end of his garden - an eyesore amongst our neat gardens. 

 Alf’s always out there, muttering to them, interspersed with his coughing his racking cough, 

which he won’t get checked, even though I’ve told him to. Health hazard if you ask me, him and his 

birds. But I promised Ted, that night before he left, that I’d keep an eye out. Alf does give us pota-

toes and onions from his garden, a real help with two growing boys. I don’t have the time to chat, 

what with the boys and hospital work, and Alf won’t stop chattering once he’s started.  

 But last evening I took a turn round the garden before bed. I haven’t heard from Ted in so 

long and can’t help worrying, even though no news is good news.  

 I heard sobbing, so I took my kitchen stool outside and peered over the fence. There was 

Alf, head bent, crying like his heart was broken. Poor Alf, I expect it was. First, his wife Queenie 

passed on just as the war started, and now this. 

 His only son. Telegram.  

 Everyone’s worst fear.  

 Got it four days ago, he said. He talked on, and I wished I’d paid him more attention. Said 

he felt calmer near his birds. I must admit, all that cooing sounded like the sea. 

 Alf asked about my boys, said he’d got squabs - baby pigeons - to show them, and explained 

that several of his pigeons had gone off to help with the war effort. I’d no idea they were such intel-

ligent birds, finding their way and flying miles across land and sea.  

 And then something white swooped down from the sky, and landed softly on the loft. 

 ‘Augusta’s come home,’ whispered Alf. His best bird, apparently, and he needed to phone 

London instantly, as she had a message attached to her leg. 

 The upshot was, I high-tailed it to the Feathers to use their phone, Alf having a gammy leg 

and wanting to settle Augusta. I’d never been there before, it being no place for a lady, but I must 

say they were very kind. 



 When, late that night, the special London motorcyclist collected the tiny capsule with the 

message, he even saluted Alf. 

 Today, the boys lead me to Alf’s loft to admire Augusta, pigeon extraordinaire. Thinner than 

the others, I wonder where she’s been.  

 ‘She could’ve been a spy, venturing behind enemy lines,’ say the boys. 

When all this is over, soon, please God, let’s hope Ted’s homing instinct is as good as Augusta’s. 


