
 
 
 
 
A Current Avian Visitation 
 
 
 

I’ve heard it said by people who have retreated to lives in the forest or 
next to bogs that city dwellers cannot have authentic experiences with nature. 
Yet, as Emerson said “God reappears with all his parts in every moss and 
cobweb.”  Thus I am compelled to relate this urban story with many facets of 
nature and miracle.    

It began when I returned to Manhattan in late August..  My 7tth floor 
apartment faces the Hudson River and the George Washington Bridge.  The 
dwelling is adjacent to neighbors who love turtles so much that they have built 
them an outdoor yard.  This recreation area consists of a wire cage in the window 
that the turtles can access from a small ladder in their aquarium.  I have often 
marveled at the unique view of a turtle coming out for some fresh air.   
 

But this year was quite different in that a pair of birds had laid some eggs 
on top of the turtle cage.  At first I thought that the lone bird atop the cage was 
injured.  Eventually, with the aid of binoculars, I could see two chicks with a 
parent on top of a flimsy nest.  I am a licensed falconer so here is where the story 
becomes fascinating. My neighbors were on vacation and thus the turtles were 
confined to their water home.  
 

Eventually I discovered not one but a pair of parents were caring for the 
chicks. They looked a little like pigeons but were more graceful and research 
revealed they were doves.  To my imaginative mind this certainly was a 
visitation of some sort.  The ancients believed doves arrived as messengers to 
humans and that they often visited after very difficult and painful times.  I 
certainly qualified for such an arrival having been very ill during the winter with 
shingles followed by post shingles neuralgia. The ancient dove message was to 
mourn the past but to know there is a bright future ahead.  I loved the idea and 
my life certainly could use some affirmation.   Thus I watched the birds daily 



from my kitchen window perch.  Soon the chicks were growing beautiful 
primary feathers and I marveled at the parents system of sharing the feeding and 
protection o the young. I loved the daily feedings of regurgitated pigeon milk. 
 

Specifically identifying these wondrous creatures became quite a 
challenge.  They had all the markings of the Eurasian Collared Doves, except for 
the collar itself.   Instead there was a very clear mark on the sides of their head.  
Their feathers were various browns that sometimes took on pinkish hues. Quite 
stunning. 
 

I explored and asked around.  Finally, a musician friend suggested they 
might just be Turtle Doves.  Many songs have been written about the Turtle 
Dove, including the Twelve Days of Christmas.  It was almost too preposterous 
to believe that Turtle Doves would choose to nest on the recreation home of two 
turtles, across the street from a falconer who could keep an eye out for avian 
predators.   Sure enough though, once I looked it up there they were.  Turtle 
Doves, complete with the distinctive side of the head markings.   
 

 I determined to catch their fledge on camera and opened the kitchen 
window screen. With cameras on the ledge and binoculars, I sat like a marble 
statue for many hours.  I missed the first but caught the second bird’s fledge.  

 
Then, as I was putting away cameras and binoculars, another amazing 

thing happened. The male Turtle Dove came over to my windowsill.  He didn’t 
stay long but he did come. Previously the family had never perched anywhere 
but on the turtle cage. It was as though they had known that I was there all 
along. Maybe he was saying thank you.  I will never know but the ultimate 
message to me was….there are still stories for you to tell…. 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
  


