
 

Mr. Sinclair's Dovecote 
By Diane Rush 

   

The house at the end of the street was unusual, but not as unusual as its resident, Mr. 
Sinclair. He always retrieved his newspaper when it arrived at 3:21 a.m. and could be 
seen in his garden or the library during the day, but mostly he kept to himself feeling 
obsolete and lonely. 
  
His abode was an original Berkshire with a Plymouth floor plan — its fireplace situated 
beside the front door which still sported colorful diamond-paned door lights. Lemon 
yellow paint shouted from the front of Mr. Sinclair's ranch and the back was mint green. 
Rich coral illuminated the northern face and the south wall was pale violet. A quaint 
birdhouse called a dovecote crowned the gable above the master bedroom and was 
painted a vivid shade of turquoise. 
  
The Rossmoor Homeowners Association didn't know what to do about it; the neighbors 
walked past with a sigh and sometimes shook their heads. 
  
Whirligigs of all kinds graced the front yard — skillfully crafted wood figures or elaborate 
kaleidocycles[1] with painted scenery that changed each time the geometric forms 
rotated in the wind. 
  
A stained-glass windmill that turned the drum of a giant kaleidoscope was built into the 
back of his converted garage. Children liked to look over the fence to watch the wild 
play of color dancing across his patio. 
  
Janice, the shy girl from Hopkinson, often walked by his house and sometimes stopped 
when no one was looking. She studied the wonders carefully and smiled but didn't say a 
word. 
  
Cliff, the 3rd-grade bully, warned Janice, “Don't you know that guy's a weirdo? He could 
go ballistic if he caught you spying on his house!" 
  
Janice shrugged and continued to admire the array of science and art on the property. 
  
Some of the neighbors though, made alarming observations of the residence: 
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Kyle: "I tell you, dude, the guy's got something going on with that thing on his roof. I've 
seen it raise up and swivel like a close-in weapon system. Seriously, man, those bird 
holes are gun ports! It opened one night and I saw the barrel of a huge gun, like a 
Phalanx[2]!" 
  
Jim: "He must have something to do with that guy with a helipad on his roof. What's the 
gun pointed at?" 
  
Kyle: "Probably the LA Fitness Center ." 
  
Another theory was overheard before an RCSD meeting: 
  
Irene "Remember the night of the party? I saw him on his roof – he put something inside 
the top of the birdhouse. That doesn't seem normal does it?" 
  
Betty "It must be hashish! He likes psychedelic colors. I'll bet that garage of his is a 
grow house." 
  
Irene gasped, "Oh, I never thought of that!" 
  
What's more, the neighbors brooded over his politics. The democrats were sure he was 
a republican and the republicans certain of his liberal proclivities. 
  
The ministry at Good Shepherd sent the issue to session and the RCSD proposed a 
study. 
  
The following day, Janice walked home from Hopkinson slower than usual, considering 
the words of her teacher Miss Tewinkle: 
  
“The rarest of treasures are sometimes right under our noses but we don’t always 
recognize them at first.” 
  
The associated project was daunting — each student was to produce a video about a 
treasure hiding in plain sight and present it to the class. 
  
Janice was deep in thought when a friendly voice hailed her. She looked up to see the 
owner of the magic house standing in his garden. 
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“Oh, hello!” she responded. Miss Tewinkle’s words had turned her shy quest into a 
purpose. Her curiosity blazed to boldness, “I’m Janice, I often walk this way just to 
admire your house.” 
  
“Well, Janice, I’m delighted to meet you. I’m Mr. Sinclair.” 
  
“Your home is very authentic, Mr. Sinclair.” 
  
“Well, bless my soul! How right you are. This house is original, just as it was 60 years 
ago.” 
  
“It hasn’t changed at all in 60 years?” 
  
“I’ve been a little creative with the interiors, but everything structural is authentic. When 
something's right to begin with, why change it?” 
  
“Mr. Sinclair, would you mind very much showing me some of the inside of your house?" 
  
“I was just about to ask you.” 
  
Interiors of his original Plymouth looked like a museum. Mahogany built-in book cases 
were adorned with stained-glass gothic windows instead of ordinary cabinet doors. Art-
Deco sconces added mystery and majesty to his living room. 
  
“Where did you find all these beautiful things?” 
  
“Architectural salvage, mostly. That’s where parts of demolished buildings are stored 
until someone decides to give them life again.” 
  
She turned around absorbing all the wonders holding her fingertips over her mouth. 
  
“Now for the magnum opus[3] — behold the observatory!” 
  
Colored, glass block stairs led to a broad mezzanine with a telescope housing 
extending through the ceiling into the dovecote. “I could have built a dome on my roof, 
but I was afraid the neighbors would complain. The dovecote has a hydraulic lift 
allowing the telescope to raise and revolve”. 
  
Mr. Sinclair chuckled, “Once a mourning dove tried to nest in it and I had to climb on my 
roof to rescue the bird.” 
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She giggled and then grew contemplative, “I just now understood something my teacher 
said today. ‘If something’s authentic long enough, it becomes a treasure.’” 
  
“That’s quite a thought…” 
  
“Only thing is, I need someone authentic to be my subject. Would you like to be 
interviewed for my class project?” 
  
“I would be proud to accept that honor! Just one concern worries me, I’ve never used 
this new technology, these smartphones, and feel quite left out.” 
  
Janice beamed, “Why don’t I teach you? If you can make all these things — these 
wonderful things, you’ll love learning!” 
  
Mr. Sinclair suddenly felt 10 years old again as he looked at the smartphone. “You 
know, Janice, I think you’re right. This is going to be the best project I’ve done in a very 
long time.” 
 
The following week, the News-Enterprise featured an article about Janice's winning 
school project; a tour of Rossmoor's only observatory entitled, Mr. Sinclair's Dovecote. 
 

 
[1] Kaleidocycle is derived from kaleido meaning beautiful image and cycle meaning 
wheel or ring.  A kaleidocycle is an Origami ring you can rotate. 
[2] A close-in weapon system is mounted on naval vessels to intercept incoming 
missiles and enemy aircraft. Phalanx is a close-in weapon system against anti-ship 
missiles. 
[3] Magnum Opus is Latin for a great work or masterpiece. 
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