Birds of a Feather…

When I returned to my house one cold winter’s morning I noticed something odd – there seemed to be something blocking the top of one of the chimney-pots on the chimney stack atop the roof. Odder, too, because there were no likely obstructions which might do this.

What could it be? Maybe Father Christmas was practising chimney-pot skills and had got stuck, only some scraps of clothing left, fluttering in the breeze? Then, as I got closer, I looked from another angle and saw what the obstruction was…sort of….because it wasn’t a real obstruction at all, it was a bird!

The Ringed Dove, for that is what it turned out to be, was sitting there atop the chimney-pot quite calmly; oblivious to everything…and at first I wondered why it wasn’t bothered by the usual emissions from that sort of an area.

Then I finally got the message – my house is centrally heated, with no smoke etc coming from the gas boiler….. and then things made sense.

On a cold morning the bird had found just the right perch – on top of not a chimney but an air vent, now putting out a certain amount of warm air from within my home.

Some people think that birds have no sense and are pretty brainless – I’ve never thought this, and my current observations proved that (at first, anyway) the bird had more sense than I had. Next, it brought to my mind a typical verse by the American Poet Ogden Nash, which I’ve reprinted below: I think he got it right in all particulars!

The hunter crouches ‘neath his blind,

‘Midst camouflage of every kind,
And conjures up a quacking noise, 

To lend allure to his decoys.

This grown-up man, with pluck and luck,

Is hoping to outwit…..a duck!
