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Smallholder Sid... 

...gets the bird  

They were making good progress towards the Cowpat and Fly for their regular close 
encounter with Smallholder Sid. Farmer Fred was driving at 27 miles an hour. 
Following him were about a dozen cars whose drivers were showing varying 
degrees of apoplexy. The car immediately behind – a souped up red Cortina with go 
faster stripes down the side and some poorly painted flames on the bonnet had 
positioned itself 2 feet away from Fred’s bumper. 
 

“Tha’s just not safe” he said to Alice (who at that moment was tenderly caressing his 
gear stick), “If he’s not careful he’ll hit the back of us. Better slow down”. And he did. 
To 20, so causing the drivers of several of the cars to max out on their blood 
pressure. 
 

Oblivious to the mayhem he was causing, Fred asked Alice if she knew what Sid 
was up to. She said she had not seen hide nor hair of him recently. 
“Well I have,” said Fred. “He is definitely up to something. He’s been building  a 
huge cage. It’s as tall as a tree. Well it has to be because he has built it round and 
over a tree.”  
 

“Maybe he doesn’t want the tree to escape?” giggled Alice. 
 

“Don’t be daft” said Fred (not strong on sense of humour). “He’s using 3 by 3 timber 
and mesh netting. You don’t need that much to keep a tree in.”  
 

“A giraffe?” ventured Alice with another giggle.  
 

“No.” was Fred’s solemn response, “A giraffe would need a bit of space. There is not 
room for the tree and a giraffe in the cage.” 
 

Eventually they pulled into the pot-holed car park of the Cowpat and Fly and made 
their way past the silent locals to the Snug at the back of the pub, ordered their pints 
of foaming Old Fart and looked around for Smallholder Sid who was nowhere to be 
seen.  
 

“Ah well, we can have a nice evening to ourselves then” murmured Alice, fluttering 
eyelids that were overloaded with mascara. But their plans were short-lived.  
 

From the direction of the car park came the unmistakable sound of a hunting horn 
followed, a few moments later, by the thud of heavy boots and the sight of Sid. And 
what a sight that was. Sid was dressed in a hunting pink jacket and loud check 
trousers. In one hand was a riding crop and the other a carrier bag.  
 

“Sorry I’m late chaps,” he said while Alice and Fred still had their mouths open. 
“Haven’t worn this for years, not since I was Master of the Trunch hounds and those 
damned politicians stopped us having proper sport in our county. Foxes are 
everywhere now and we are not allowed to go after them with hounds. Well I’m 
going to show them.”   
 

And with a flourish he produced from the carrier bag a grimy yellow (or off-yellow) 
rubber duck. The jaws of Fred and Alice had now dropped so low that they risked 
dislocation. After a long pause Alice managed to blurt out –  
“And you are going to use a rubber duck to chase foxes Sid? Even the foxes in 
Trunch should be able to run faster, or are you planning to drown them in your 
bath?” 
 

Sid gave her a withering look.  
 

“Haven’t you read that rubber ducks can cause Legionnaire’s disease and other  
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illnesses? Well I think it is time we sorted out those London types – them MPs that 
voted against fox hunting. I have a dozen rubber ducks in my bath at the moment. 
They are already going a bit grey. I am planning to send them as presents to all the 
anti-hunting MPs – just as a warning. I also thought that the Russians might buy 
some off me to use as a secret weapon on some of their double agents.” 
 

“You can’t do that.” Farmer Fred had woken up and let go of Alice’s hand “That 
would be murder.” 
 

“Well I am just thinking about it at the moment, but there’s quite a lot of people on 
my rubber duck list but look at this,” at which he produced from his pocket a 
crumpled photograph of a golden eagle. 
 

“And your point is?”  asked Alice. 
 

“I am planning to get my own eagle. I have just built an eyrie for it. You see, we can’t 
hunt foxes with hounds anymore, but we are allowed to do so with eagles. I am 
going to bring back the fine tradition of fox hunting. If it catches on we will each have 
our own pack of eagle hounds and we can rid Trunch of the menace of foxes 
forever.” 
 

“And lambs, and kittens, and babies too no doubt,” muttered Alice.  
 

“Well …. er there might be a little collateral damage” replied Sid, who had the grace 

to look somewhat crest-fallen. “Perhaps I will keep a giraffe there instead.” 
 

“And not poison a bunch of MPs with contaminated rubber ducks either?” suggested 
Fred.  
 

“Well it was only an idea,” Sid was suddenly less sure of himself. “But I do like to 
have a rubber duck in my bath. Maybe I’ll just contact the Russians instead.” 
 

“You could send one to Putin” suggested Alice. And to the surprise of all, Sid 
relaxed, actually bought a round of drinks and proposed a toast. 
Everyone, not least the London-type MPs, Mr Putin and all local foxes, survived the 
session at the Cowpat and fly, but on their way home Alice and Fred noticed that a 
red Cortina with flames painted on its bonnet had tried to climb a tree.  
 

“Best to leave it to eagles” he commented. 
 

“Better go more than 27 mph then you won’t upset them” murmured Alice as once 

again she held onto Fred’s gearstick. 

 
Serious Legal point (if there is one)

__________________________________________________ 

By Richard Barr 

In April the Peterborough Magistrates acquitted the owner of an eagle that 

had caught a fox as (even though hounds were in the vicinity) he was found 

not to be hunting with hounds. The real question, as readers will no doubt 

have realised, is whether a giraffe will be any use to Sid as a fox catcher. 

Wait for the next thrilling instalment, then wait some more.  

For more silliness buy a copy of Richard’s book The Savage Poodle 

(available on Amazon and has five star reviews) or listen to him every 

month on the Chrissie Jackson mid morning show on BBC Radio Norfolk 

(when he tries to be a little more sensible).  




