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At the turn of the tide 2021-2

2021 has been such an overstuffed year that by the time it came to when, for
as long as I can remember, I have made Christmas cards, there was none of
what it usually takes to do that left over
Nonetheless, just before the year ends, I hoped to put together this wee
presentation of some of the milestones for me this terribly strange year. But
even that proved to be too huge an undertaking for a small sharing for friends
2021 has, however, also been full of ‘burning-bush’ experiences with regard to
scripture: things which I must have read plenty of times, but whose signi cance
never before leapt out at me with the same wonder and delight. For instance:

And maybe that’s what I can share just now, to bid farewell to 2021, and
nurture the hatching of 202
From start to nish, being able to observe and
get to know wild birds has been sustaining. To
identify a species for the rst time in my life in
my late fties brings sheer delight. Like a longlost family member. Looking for geese at Loch
Leven reserve, I found my rst pintail
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A blackcap turned up outside my study
window in Edinburgh. Again, the rst
time I can remember seeing it, and at
such close quarters. I also saw a gold
crest when I was looking for geese at
Musselburgh lagoons, but they got away
before the camera opened up
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Then, there have been the glorious regulars: the birds I
see again and again
Never mind the “ontological argument” for the
existence of God: the Oystercatcher argument does me
ne, much of the time!
And
who can suppress a ‘wow’
when we see a gannet dive
into the sea, ready to bounce
up again and try once more?

It’s not often that I visit Aberlady, to swim and wander
when time allows, without also coming across a
curlew or two. ....Or on Seacliff beach, being
entertained by the ingenuity of a herring gull
investigating what swimmers have left on the beach,
con dent that no human will disturb..
Pheasants are
not really
native, but
they’re all
over Scotland.
I’ve so far
never run one
over, though
had numerous near misses. They strut and sneak
and sometimes change their mind in the middle
of the road .
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The distinctive head shape of male and female
eiders follow
me from
Edinburgh to
Iona, to Colonsay, to Barra, to Lindisfarne,
throughout 2021... Along with more ducks
and waterfowl than I ever used to notice
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The red-throated diver off Iona in August
was another rst, along with a few Great
Northerns, on
Colonsay, and
at Montrose
Basin. And in
June, my birthday present was my rst glimpse of
“Elvis” a celebrated King Eider, at Balmedie near
Aberdeen...
and goldeneyes,
shelducks,
widgeon, teals
shovelers,
mergansers....
the unbelievably
cuddly baby
terns on the Isle
of May, the
raucous fulmars
at so many locations

And of course, a truly holy moment face to face
with puf ns in a long day on Staffa as part of the
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Wildlife Week on Iona, where I
exercised a very joyful
chaplaincy with others for
whom the connection of the
divine and the multiplicity of
nature required little hard
work, when each day began
examining moths from the
night before, whom we’d never
seen before.
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Again, that humbling, wonderful feeling of what is here and what we miss...

And then there was COP. The gathering of the nations, and so many protestors,
though not much in the way of birds,... except the wonderful giant avocet that
the RSPB brought to the march of 100k committed people through Glasgow,
or in the crown of the Totem Latamat from Mexico, in the Hidden Gardens of
Glasgow. And my old friend, the Wild Goose of Iona... The birds were not
without advocates though, in the indigenous people from across the globe who
raised their voices
loud for “our animal
relatives” and more,
against “the
commodi cation of
nature”

Well, that’ll have to do
Keep well. Stay in love with our family,
the birds, and other creatures.
They repay our attention and kindness
and protection many times over
Do not worry about tomorrow! Love yourself
AND love your neighbour (not just the human ones) as you love yourself!

.
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Thanks for being who you are
love from David.

