Pigeon Love

Why do birds suddenly appear every time I try to go sleep? Cupid is a pigeon living in my roof. He rents out the space to other horny pigeons and makes a pretty good living from what I can make out. Unlike the vaguely attractive cooing associated with these feathered grey muffs, the act of love making is accompanied by a loud mooing like that of a bovine. Hours of business at the loft of ill repute are between 4 and 8am with a matinee around my afternoon nap. Apparently all are welcome. 

If I were tell you that my flat is above a school uniform shop, on a street named Hoe and that my landlady makes adult films, the irony might just be too much. The truth can appear embellished on a stage such as this. Besides, the theme here is romance and so I shall stick to pigeons. 

Hip Hop, drum & bass and Neil Young seem to dampen the pace a little while, like their human counter parts, a quick blast of Prince’s Cream and the little blighters are away. You see I know their habits, their rhythms and even when she’s faking it. I also know that a popular post coital ritual is to slide down the slanted roof before launching out into the dawn. This may of course vary from brothel to brothel depending on the architecture. 

And so I lived like this, in the house on Hoe St, above the school uniform shop, paying rent to a porn director, for many weeks until the noise got too much. Or rather, a friend stayed over and thought I was weird. So we called a man and he did his worst. I was out for the eviction which was probably for the best. One never wants to come face to face with the couple you have previously heard shagging. 

Since that afternoon my window sill has become a purgatory for the winged and sexually depraved. Like a recently boarded up crack den I open my curtains everyday to a line of degenerates eyeing up my tits, and then cooing their disappointment as they flap away.  For a while the odd adventurous one, noticing my window slightly a jar, would leap with the spirit of Don Juan toward the gap only to smack whole heartedly into the glass and flop back down on the perch. It was a crushing, satisfying sound.

And so it went that one by one these anti Doves would lose interest and move on. All but one. I had come to recognise him from the speckles on his back, the slight stumpiness of his wings, and the dragon tattoo on his shoulder blade. His name was Fred. I know this not because of my understanding of Pigeon tongue but from the letter I found one morning. It seemed Fred had fallen in love with a working bird. 

Dear Juliet,

(it read) I come back everyday and wait on this balcony in the hope that I might see you again. When it rains I remember the warmth of your arms. When the sun beats down I can smell your sweet sweat. You touched my heart in a way I never thought another could. From the moment I first heard your laughter my rib cage tightened and has not let go since. I will not let go of you. Come back to me Juliet.

Your Fred. 

The handwriting was surprisingly legible if the prose itself not a little borrowed. But love letters are clichés and his was not the worst I had heard. I folded the paper neatly and thought nothing more of it. Until the next day. 

Dear Juliet,

I went to Trafalgar today for a kick around with the lads. I felt empty without you. Not even dumping on the lunchtime diners gave me joy. The others had had a few and things quickly turned nasty with a seagull over a doughnut. No one knows where you’ve gone. I’ve asked about in Soho, none are as pretty as you. I thought maybe we could go to Paris. Get away from all this? 

Come back to me Juliet.

Your Fred.

I folded the letter like I had the last and placed it on my desk. It’s funny though how it stuck with me. All the way to work. For I knew… know something of unrequited love. I wanted to believe somehow it wasn’t just Fred, and that Juliet felt the same way too. That she’d wake up one day and realise. As though she had buried that love, denied it and would soon recognise that she was sick of all the inbetweeners and take a brave step toward him. And so I followed his pining’s like they were my own. I laughed out loud when he got stuck on a tube and frightened an old woman. I softened at his talk of mini breaks. I grew angry at the lack of reply, the seeming disregard for a loving heart, the selfish, bitter, cowardly…

Weeks went by and nothing. Then one day came the letter I was dreading. 

Dear Juliet,

I am a fool. It is clear to me now that your promises on that last night were but words you uttered to every lover. And I, the idiot who believed them. But I’m too far gone now. I can see no black or white, just a world of grey. A grey in which you were a passing smudge. I am a beast without you. A rodent with wings. I shall take my ugly feet to the edge of my pain and jump. For there is nothing without you Juliet…

I scoured the sill, the gutter, the roof and found nothing. Fred had gone.

I went to work as normal, watched the seasons change around me and paid the rent on time. The house on Hoe St. stood still, uniforms continued to sell and dirty movies rolled out elsewhere. Inside I mourned. 

It was early February when I opened my curtains to find her. Juliet, on my very sill. Perched with the proud but guilty pose of a Texan executor. Around her neck a tacky emblem; ‘juicy’. Her tanned wings reeked of sugar daddy. We regarded each other for a long courting moment. I would have let it be had she not made it so easy. Her pretty temptress head titled up toward my window, coaxing me. I unfastened the latch and let it hang ever so slightly a jar. Up she flew… then somehow my hand slipped… and SLAM. 

It was a crushing, satisfying sound. 

