Nikki Woznyk
I look down below me at the city lights. Car lights gleaming and Christmas decor glowing. Humans look miniscule from where I fly. I descend from the sky and fly to a tree, landing smoothly onto a branch. Just a few feet away from is a window. I fly up to the sill, and look in to the building. I see a parakeet perched on a humans shoulder. Her colorful feathers seem to almost glow from the reflection of a lamp. Her owner feeds her a grape, reminding me of how hungry I am. I notice the dark clouds start to roll in and rain starts to pour. Through that window, I see the parakeet fly about the room happily after her dinner, reminding me of my starving stomach. I feel envious. My gray feathers, ugly as the dreary sky, and her colorful ones as a rainbow. Everyone stops to look at the rainbow in awe. And everyone runs from the clouds pouring rain. Her life must be so simple. She has everything; beauty, food, shelter, love from another. I am awakened from my daze when the rain comes down harder and I realize that I have to find place to stay the night. This is the part of the day that I dread. I have no family or friends to follow and travel with. No one to gather food with, nor find shelter with. I am an ugly pigeon that is alone and helpless. It is hard to fly through the rain but I make it to a ledge and was shielded from the rain by an overhang. I sleep until I am woken by daylight and the sound of Blue Jays chirping. The air is moist as I fly up towards the tops of skyscrapers and soar down to grass, in search of a worm for breakfast. “The early bird gets the worm” is a common phrase that us birds live by. I awoke late this morning; therefore I will have to go another day without breakfast. I begin to fly again but my body is running out of energy. My wings can no longer fly and my vision becomes blurred. I hit something hard making a loud bang. And then it goes dark.
********************************************************************************************************
My eyes flutter open and I am staring up at the cloudless sky. I hear birds squawking above me, laughing about what a fool I am for smashing into a window. None of them stop to help me. I crane my neck to the left where I find myself looking through a familiar window. I stand slowly to my feet. I am standing at the same window sill I was yesterday. I look to my right. There sits three purple grapes. How did they get there? Are they for me? My mouth was watering and I couldn’t bear to just stand there and stare anymore. I opened my beak wide and ate one whole. The juices quenched my thirst and filled my stomach as I continued eating. 
“Are you feeling better?” I jump across the wooden slab, startled from the sudden voice. There, perched in the window sill, was the beautiful Parakeet. She has a bandage wrap in one of her talons as she inches closer and closer to me. My heart races and I stutter to get out a response. 
“Calm yourself now. I’m just going to help you,” she starts wrapping my aching wing that feels like it is split into two. I look into her eyes which are focused as her talons are busy at work. She bites the edge of the tape roll with her beak and rips off the remainder. 
“There you are. All bandaged up. Are you still hungry? I’ll go get some berries from the kitchen.” She flies through the window and returns with a bag of berries. I timidly poke my beak in the bag and eat. 
“Thank you. You are very kind,” I say quietly. 
“It was really nothing. I couldn’t help but notice that you’ve been on my window sill for the past few weeks. You have been seeing fatigued and under the weather lately but my owners been home and she wouldn’t let me out here. She’s gone out for lunch now and you gave me quite a fright when you hit the window. I was worried when you were out passed out for so long! But you seem better now.” She gives a sympathetic smile. 
“I really appreciate this. I haven’t eaten in days.”
“It’s really no problem. I just wanted to help,” we both exchange genuine smiles. The feeling I have right now is indescribable. To know that someone cares about me means the world to a starving pigeon like me. To her this was nothing. Only a small action of giving me some food and fixing my wing. To me, this was life changing.
