Ray Barrass

Albany racing pigeon club Western Australia

Ray has had a long association with racing pigeons his first introduction was as a youngster of 12 years old, he said that it started on a Sunday afternoon when he and a few of his mates were on the outskirts of boulder chasing birds with their gings when they heard a terrible screaming noise they looked up and saw this brown rocket like bird hurtling across the sky into a mob of pigeons it grabbed one and carried it to the ground right in front of them, they rushed over and the pigeon got away, this happened three times , each time the pigeon became airborne the hawk chased it , the last time the bird eventually died , so Ray took the dead bird home ,  that evening Harry Lague who was a cousin to Rays mother visited them ,  Harry was  a top Perth flier, Ray told him the story and gave Harry the pigeon ,   he asked Ray if he would like some good racing pigeons,  his father agreed to let him have pigeons and built him a small loft against the back fence  Harry came good with the offer and three pair arrived, from then on ray was hooked, but as ray said it was a fatal mistake building the loft on the back fence , he arrived home from school one day to a find  sheet of tin missing from the back fence and all the birds gone, several of the birds kept coming back, but would not come near the loft and eventually disappeared. The lesson had been learned as several lofts have been built since but never on the back fence.  Pigeon flying was very strong on the goldfields before the war all the fliers had Benzine clocks, when the clocks were stamped off in the back room of the court pub several of the young fellows including Ray used to go and watch, it didn’t take them long to get to know all the fliers and where they lived, they all seemed to have lots of birds even in those days, while the rest of the country was in the grip of the depression there was always big money to be made on the mines.one thing that Ray remembered was when a fellow tried to sell him a green pied, he had caught a white mongrel and splashed it with green paint, he would save his dinner money and use it to buy birds as in those days they were available for one and sixpence a pair.  The boys would also climb the churches and buildings looking for Perth birds that had never left for home. They would go to the station and get the eggs from the crates, and also let their birds out the same time as the city birds were released, they would often trap one or two birds from the released birds, he has many memories of his days on the goldfields, the open cuts were full of feral pigeons so at night the boys would go to the mines with their ropes and hang over the edge of the pits and crawl into the caves on the face looking for pigeons, one slip meant certain death, their parents thought they playing up the park, at that time nearly all the kids in Boulder had pigeons so any additions were something to talk about, one fellow who lived close by Wally Axel was having cat problems , the cat belonged to his next door neighbour a Mrs Paulley, on the other side to Ray lived Ted Plant, now for the story , one morning Wally went out the back and saw the cat at his pigeons, out came the shotgun he lined up the cat and let him have it , he not only put a fair size hole in the cats leg but he nearly shot old Ted in the head as he came out of the loo , as that was against the back fence, Ted went to the police saying that somebody was trying to assassinate him and couldn’t understand why as he didn’t have an enemy in the world, later Mrs Paulley found her cat with a large part of its leg missing she also went to the police, it didn’t take long for them to realise what had happened so off they went to question Ted who denied any knowledge of the incident, one of Rays mates had a black pied hen that he called the German hen because it had a swastika on its back, the eggs kept disappearing from this birds nest the boys dad accused Ray of pinching the eggs he kicked him out of the yard and told him not to come back, this upset him no end , it was later found that the reason the eggs were disappearing was a goanna had taken a liking to them, there is one more story that I must tell before we get back to the present and that is the time the boys decided to get a few pigeons from a fellow named Sylvester, this fellow had a piggery with a big empty tank close to the house, this tank was full of pigeons nesting , these birds used to feed in the paddock next door to his house , by this time the boys were in their teens they had all acquired shotguns, they drove up to about two hundred yards from the house in a ute that belonged to the father of one of the boys they left the youngest boy behind the wheel in case they needed to have a fast getaway, Mr Silvester lived alone and no one seemed to be around so up to the house went the boys, it was decided that one would shoot the pigeons in the tank and the other two would have a go at the ones in the paddock, they all opened up together , there were pigeons being knocked down everywhere, the noise had hardly died down when the back door was flung open and out comes Mr Silvester, he spotted the boys and started jumping up and down guestulating and shouting obscenities about the boys parents marital status and such like , the one closest to the house ran like hell and jumped into the back of the ute , the young bloke driving had the ute in first gear as it was the only one he knew and came flat out to where the other two boys were , the one in the back whose father owned the ute jumped behind the wheel and Ray and his mate hopped in the back, they didn’t have to worry about Mr Silvester catching them as he only had a horse and cart. There are quite a few more stories told by Ray about his life on the goldfields and probably a lot more that he has forgotten but I think that we will have to leave them for a later date. Now is the time to return to the present, Ray is a life member of the Albany Racing Pigeon Club, over the years has been one of the most consistent flying members he has won the points more than any other member past or present, he has not missed a years flying and his name features more than any flier on the shields and boards around the clubrooms he has won many races at all distances including the derby four times in a row, but the one he is most proud of the bird he clocked from Rawlinna a distance of 515miles , the birds were liberated 3;3o PM Saturday afternoon , Ray timed his winning bird 9;30 am Sunday morning she would have to have flown all night to do that distance in the time considering the short hours of light that time of the year, Ray said that he carnt understand eyesign but said that there has to be something in it he said for newcomers in the sport to buy Major Huttons book Pigeon lore as it explains a lot about pigeon management, he said that imported birds look very nice but a lot of them are too heavy to race against our birds over two days in very warm conditions. The flier that Ray has a lot of admiration for is Leo Turley the past president of the p.r.f. For his endeavour in putting the pigeon racing sport on a higher profile with the code of practice and also his intelligence and knowledge about other things beside pigeons, both Leo and Ray have been friends for many years and regularly swapped birds which have performed well for both of them, Ray said that the best flier that he has ever flown against was Ray Nesbitt he said that he was that far in front of any other flier that he was lonely, in the Albany club he had lived in an almost impossible position , where no one could  win one race , he won eight on end and getting a big percentage of his pigeons before anybody else,    when he flew in the Perth metropolitan area he won the flier of the year five times flying against 200 lofts,  Ray said that he was at the Nesbitt loft one when a late comer arrived it was going so fast it hit the front of the cage and bounced back into the yard , Ray said that he would like to give his own ideas and impressions on how the sport could be improved , he said that he does not believe  in sires races as there is too much money involved , and if anybody thinks that they can win a race by .001 of a second they should have a cap scan on their brain the birds are hardly ever released from where the distances are worked out from , they might circle the race point for 15 minutes ,then the prevailing wind forces them one way  straight away the velocity is false, we fly down the south of Western Australia , the wind is nearly always in the west during the winter, so the fliers on the east of the club have a distinct advantage and Ray who is on the east of the club is one of them , he said that he refuses to fly against anybody west of him where money is concerned he said that he is not interested in taking money from his fellow fliers which is as he said is a little better than stealing,  he said that the prize money should be equally shared between the fliers and no greedy bugger in the golden circle should be able to take the lot.,   He said that he would like to quote the immortal squills    

[Not only are they good pigeon fliers they are blessed with a most favourable loft location]  he said that you should spare a thought for your fellow fanciers which he has always done, he said that he likes races like the hunter classic where the birds fly to one loft and the prizemoney is divided equally between the birds that land together he said that is real sharing and that is what the game is all about, he also said that he does not believe in basketing the birds and then tearing off to the release point and then letting them go , the birds should be rested during the trip and given plenty of time to rest after they arrive at the release point, the birds kept by him are in his own words all sorts he said that this breed and that breed are all bullshit , in the old days the big guns were always swapping birds with their mates , and this day they try to tell you that the birds are pure this and that , you hear of pure Hansenne when you consider Hansenne died over a hundred years ago,it takes some believing.   In country towns position plays too great a part in pigeon racing as the leading bunch usually hang together and the bloke in the box seat wins, he said that he once read in an American magazine where the article said, if you want to be a successful flier go to a town rent a house for a year and then buy a house next door to the leading flier and you cant go wrong, in closing he said that he didn’t want to see the sport go down the drain because of sheer greed                               

Remember a man never knows the value of a woman’s love until he has to pay maintenance
