
The Pigeon War Ministry 
 
 Tension was rife in the Pigeon War Ministry. Diplomacy had clearly failed though many 

insiders doubted as to the efforts placed on its behalf by the political factions elected to 
resolve these situations. Peace had reigned in the ornithological kingdom for a number of 
years but the international climate had been changed in recent months, due to the pigeons’ 
increased interest in the highly prized Spugal nut.  

 
 The Spugal nut was the basic foodstuff of the sparrows, to be found in the northern 

territories of the lands ruled by the pigeons. A little more than a year ago various members of 
the pigeon government began exploring the possibility of adopting the nut as an aliment for its 
own population and to attempt to export them into other aves’ diets thus taking control of a 
new and potentially profitable market. This was not well looked on by the sparrows or indeed 
many other members of the flying community, but though the practice was largely condemned 
anybody with legislative power would be weak when faced with the economic might of the 
pigeons. This meant that the sparrows were left unprotected with the threat of the pigeons 
constantly causing them to look over their shoulders.  

 
 Pigeons were reluctant to take on board the Spugal nut as its nutritive qualities were 

of little use to pigeons. Secondly, its taste was by no means competition to the already 
established favourite the Gumftal nut. However, developments in human crop technology had 
made the Gumftal all too commonplace in the territories and the Pigeon government were 
fearful of providing their workers and soldiers with free nutritious food. They were much more 
interested in selling expensive and possibly performance reducing Spugal nuts to their loyal 
followers. For this charade to take place, the pigeon’s marketing department was thrown into 
a full propoganda attack on the humble Gumftal, brandishing it as unpatriotic and despite 
esteemed medical opinions to the contrary, unhealthy. They easily-led pigeon masses were 
quick to make the change to Spugals and although the effect was felt on their purse-strings in 
the bars and meeting places of the territories everyone agreed that “Life tastes better with a 
Spugal” 

 
 The situation caused problems in the international  markets as other birds, always 

keen to imitate the trend setting pigeons, aped the current furore for Spugal nuts and caused 
the price to soar. This condition was initially looked on as favourable by the sparrows who 
were enjoying record profits, but the pigeons had not changed its population’s eating habits so 
that the sparrows could retire to the beach. The pigeons began making plans to be themselves 
the controllers of the Spugal, its production, distribution and sales. This meant that the 
sparrows would have to be removed from the market, and this could only be realistically 
achieved in the field of battle. Therefore, the pigeons needed a believable excuse, or at least 
something that if they stood by and repeated often enough then the general public would 
accept or at best cause them to ignore their attack. An unjustified attack on the sparrows 
clearly for economic gain would be frowned upon by the international community and 
although together they would be able to halt the pigeons, it was clear that divisions between 
the ranks would make it impossible for them to reach an agreement. By which time the raid on 
the sparrows would be yesterday’s news.  

 
 Propaganda experts from the Pigeon War Ministry began work on “informing” the 

pigeon population and other potential markets of the Spugal, claiming that the sparrows 
would even plan to destroy stocks of the nut if it became the foodstuff of all the birds, and that 
the sparrows had no desire to share the Spugal and were, worst of all planning to introduce 
contaminated biologically Spugals into the market to the detriment of peace-loving Spugal 
consumers. It was for this reason that the pigeons announced their intention to protect the 



world Spugal supply by removing the antagonistic regime at the heart of it. Spugal supplies 
could not be maintained in the hands of the sparrows and it was the international 
community’s duty to ensure a world safe for consumers.  

 
 Other factions aimed to resolve this conflict peacefully, asking the sparrows for 

assurances that the Spugals would not be tampered with. But the sparrows did not see why 
they had to lose their greatest asset on the whim of the pigeons, and co-operation was 
minimal. In a rousing speech, the sparrow president called his men to arms to defend 
generations of proud sparrows. They could defend themselves against an initial attack by the 
pigeons but if these were joined by other traditional pigeons allies such as the thrushes and 
the easily disloyal robins who could be bought for next to nothing, then the war could last 
merely days. As predicted the robins, not a potential market for Spugals as their digestive 
systems did not allow them, were promised the Luftiner bean territory adjacent to the 
sparrows’ domain in return for the use of their refuelling nests. All this activity had made an 
attack inevitable, and in the Ministry the elite group of fighter pilots were awaiting 
Commander in Chief Johnson to enter with battle plans offering the young braves the 
opportunity to dice with death or even make friends with him.  

 
 In the front row sat Graham and Keith, novice pilots straight out of training school. 

They had signed up eagerly on finishing their secondary education, eschewing the University 
option taken up by so many of their friends in favour of some fast cash and women impressed 
by a sharply-pressed uniform. Those idyllic days in the training camp seemed a long way away 
now as they sat awaiting news of a massacre in the post. Training began in the luxury Boarwell 
camp in the grounds of the Ministry. Hundreds of hopefuls entered that first day to be reduced 
to fifty by the end of the course. Graham and Keith immediately fell in love with the 
atmosphere and camaraderie, delighting in the training programme, their natural physical 
strength and good looks making them popular with the top ranks and envied by their peers. It 
was though an envy that led more to respect than detestation and other, lesser members of 
the platoon delighted in the boys’ exuberant displays of testosterone. They seemed born to 
fight and as they pledged their allegiance Major Burgwert almost had a tear in his eye.  

 
 Graham and Keith would give anything to return to those days now as they tried to 

hold their composure in the briefing room. When they started, all the fighting was in bars and 
generally with the odds stacked in their favour. Now although the might of the pigeon army 
would be vastly superior to anything the sparrows could muster, the initial wave was to be the 
most dangerous and where the pigeons would expect to suffer the greatest number of 
casualties. Commander Johnson took to the stage and there was silence. He cleared his throat 
and prepared to speak. He was brief and to the point, claiming that diplomatic efforts had 
been a fiasco due to the sparrows’ unwillingness to co-operate and the pigeons were left with 
a choice. Either they acted straightaway for the good of the international community or they 
waited to see if the sparrows had a change of heart and would re-enter the community. The 
president had made his decision and although it would be hard in the short term it would be 
for the benefit of the peace-loving Spugal consumers of the world. As a military tactician 
Johnson was mildly superior to his efforts as an impressionist painter and although he deemed 
to recount the battle plans it was obvious how the initial incursion would be made into enemy 
territory. If it were not so, why were all the young graduates of the fighter pilot school 
present?   

 
 The pigeons were to launch their attack from the neighbouring robin lands which 

bordered with the sparrow’s. From there, the flying distance would be shorter and potential 
losses would be reduced, the robins would also be able to engage a division of sparrows using 
the help of retired military pigeons as a decoy. This would mean that once the pigeons had 



destroyed the sparrows’ ground installations from the air, the infantry would be able to enter, 
meeting little resistance. They were to move to robin territory forthwith with the first wave of 
attacks planned for first light the next day. Graham and Keith and the rest of the boys tried 
naïvely to rekindle the spirit of those training days on the flight into robin country but fear was 
predominant in all of their minds as they took their positions and waited for dawn.  

 
 
 Graham and Keith had expected not to be able to sleep on the night before the off, but 

as their minds began to play on the fear inside they found themselves drifting off into a state 
somewhere between reality and dreams. Graham saw himself as the best man at Keith’s 
wedding and he was marrying, no, it couldn’t be, a sparrow princess! The place was filled to 
the brim with all colours and creeds, Commander Johnson said it was a great moment for 
pigeonanity. The sparrow king spoke of a bright future for all and everyone savoured a feast of 
the finest Spugal nuts. It was then with something like disappointment that the Squadron 
Leader’s shouts brought him back to reality as once again dreams and reality had shown him 
that at best their relationship was tenuous. There would be no remittance, the attack was 
going ahead as planned and Graham and Keith would form part of the front line. As they took 
to the air, escorted by members of the robin air force, they took a last look over the green 
lands where they had grown up. After about twelve minutes’ flying they were informed that 
they were leaving robin airspace and their flying companions veered off to the left and waved 
them on their way. Soon they were in sparrow territory and looking down to the ground they 
saw petrified inhabitants scurry off to the insubstantial air raid nests. Graham took out his list 
of targets, all military installations though he did think that from some angles it could be a 
school or even a hospital. The squadron leader informed them of the ETA and they prepared to 
adopt the attack mode. Graham saw the first of his targets and opened fire, anti-aircraft fire 
flying past him but failing to make contact. He hit his target and destroyed it. Now the 
adrenaline was pumping and his over-zealousness caused him to also hit a group of houses and 
a medical centre but he flew on, knowing that there was no time for sentiment in war. The 
attack was, in the pigeon’s eyes, a complete success, the sparrows were less pleased.  

 
 The war continued as the pigeons encountered stubborn resistance from the more 

fanatical factions of the sparrow parliament. The Eastern stronghold was the last to withstand 
the attacks, though the embargo had its effect and a lack of drinking water made the rest of 
the sparrow population clamour for a peace treaty along with its soon to be defunct 
government. When peace came it was harsh for the sparrows who were driven out of their 
lands and banned by international law from Spugal production or sales. Their interests in the 
Luftiner bean also took a tumble as the robins were given their promised reward (although 
within six months the Lutiner levy was raised 250% to pay for the costs of The Extended Pigeon 
Ally Defence Programme). In no time, the sparrows’ economy was in disarray, there was 
revolution in the streets and a severe shortage of piano wire.  

 
 As for Graham and Keith, both survived the war. Keith recieved some fire in his left 

wing and was given an honourable discharge soon after. He returned to the training camp and 
became world famous for leading the acrobatic division of the pigeon air force. Graham did 
not have the same good fortune and was left with several emotional issues to deal with 
following the war. His drinking increased and he found it more and more difficult to integrate 
into the society without war. He was given a court martial after a bar-room brawl in which he 
stabbed a superior officer in the eye. He had tried to start up a motorbike repair shop, but his 
problems with the sauce meant that he couldn’t maintain customers and the enterprise 
folded. The pigeon society went from strength to strength economically, exports of the Spugal 
nut reached new records every year. Promises of these profits returning back into society 
through more hospitals, schools, motorways and public transport never quite materialised due 



to spiralling administration costs, but the promises will be kept, with work beginning just after 
the next election. The Spugal nut’s popularity is also at an all-time high though recently there 
have been more cases of cancer and other illness than at any other point in history, and a 
rumour is going around that the sparrows did manage to contaminate vast quantities before 
they left. The control of these nuts was rumoured also to be under the control of rebel 
sympathisers of the sparrows in the north. However, in the Pigeon War Ministry that was a 
bridge that they would blow up when the war came.   
 


