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A Pigeon Named Olive

Jouncing' down a twisty trail on our Arizona
cattle ranch one morning, we suddenly came across
thousands of mourning doves. They were lined up
like clothespins along miles of telephone wires,
their bead-bright eyes riveted on ore pickup loaded
with grain.

“Dumbest birds on earth,” Bill grumbled as he
pulled up beside a cattle-feed trough.

“Daddy, why do you always call them dumb?”
asked Jaymee, our eight-year-old daughter.

“Because they’re always out to Kkill
themselves,” Bill said. “They fly into windowpanes
and break their necks. They lean over too far and
drown in stock tanks. And they build nests with
holes so big they wouldn’t hold a Ping-Pong ball, let
alone an egg.”

“Then how come there are so many?” Jaymee
asked as Bill ripped open a sack and began to pour.
He never had time to answer.

Alerted by the clatter of grain, scores of doves
swooped” down in a frenzied quest. Some lit on the
cows’ horns, others blanketed their backs. But most
settled around our cattle.
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“Daddy!” Jaymee screamed. “That cow’s
standing on a dove’s wing!”

Bill hurried toward the cow and twisted her tail
until she shifted her weight. “Dumb bird,” he
muttered. The dove was free, but one wing lay on
the ground, severed at the shoulder.

The pathetlc creature flapped its remaining
wing and spun in circles until it mercifully lay still.
Thank God, I thought with relief. It’s dead. Afier all,
there was nothing we could do for a bird with one
wing.

Then Bill nudged the dove with the toe of his
boot, and it flipped onto its back, wild-eyed with
pain. “It’s alive, Daddy!” Jaymee cried. “Do
something!”

Bill leaned down, wrapped the tiny, broken
creature in his red handkerchief and handed it to
Jaymee.

“What are we gomg to do, Mama?” she asked,
her brow creased’ with worry. She was forever
rescuing kittens, rabbits and squmels But this was
different: this was a grotesquely wounded bird.

“We’ll put it in a box and give it water and
grain,” | said. The rest would be up to God.
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When we got home, Jaymee put the bird into a
shoebox filled with dried grass, and set the box near
the wood stove for warmth.

“What are you going to name it?” asked her
ten-year-old sister, Becky.

“Olive,” Jaymee answered.

“Why Olive?”

“Because Noah’s dove flew all the way back to
the ark with an olive branch—and that wasn’t so
dumb.”

While the girls were in school that day, I
lathered' the hideous? wound with antibiotic salve’.
Poor thing, 1 thought, looking at the small,
ghost-like creature. Certain it would die, I closed the
lid. We’d done everything we could.

The next morning we heard a stirring in the
box. “Olive’s eating!” Jaymee shouted.

We put the bird in a wire-mesh cage filled with
leaves and twigs. In the sudden shock of light and
space, Olive sensed freedom and flapped her wing,
repeatedly hurling! herself against the mesh screen.
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