The Pheasants’ Rising…..2006

First, let me say that I’m not going to tell you where this happened – why not will become apparent later – but happen it did. Driving one evening down the leafy lanes of rural Wales I came upon them…and they made me stop short.

It had been an interesting, if unexpected, sort of day; with visitors I hadn’t expected …but who were welcome. Then, in the early evening, I thought of the countryside not too far away…and went there, to see if it was still where I’d left it.

The hills were the same, the roads just as narrow, there was even a little rain (unusual for Wales, of course) and then, driving down to the village nestling in the valley below I ran into them….almost literally. Pheasants… not just pheasant, singular, but pheasants in profusion, covering the roadway, darting out from hedges, flying out of the way at the last possible moment. Now some people might have thought ‘Road kill’ or ‘Lunch’, or several other unpleasant things, but I did my best not to disturb the scene, driving slowly and carefully and waiting for the birds to pass. 

This wasn’t just an isolated moment, the trail of pheasants went on for literally miles, so it wasn’t until I had left that village far behind that the hazard disappeared…and even then there were a few scattered birds at the roadside. At one point I slowed to allow a vehicle coming the other way to pass one of these birds – and received a smile and a wave in return from the driver, someone clearly used to this area at this time of year.
And now you know why the location is a secret….not to protect me but to protect those birds, who clearly hadn’t heard of the Green Cross Code or any other form of road safety drill.

As I drove away I thought how nice it was that in some parts of this country the countryside was just that – unspoilt countryside….and then swerved wildly to avoid another errant pheasant…..
