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GROWING UP, I READ VORACIOUSLY. No book, magazine or pamphlet was safe from my insatiable thirst for knowledge and stories.


One of my favorite reads arrived in our mailbox each month. Reader’s Digest fueled my imagination while igniting my passion for narrative nonfiction. After the humor submissions, I always flipped to sections with dramatic rescues or trauma situations and anything with animals.


True stories about animals have been a lifelong favorite I’ve revisited over the years. James Herriot’s country vet books led to more books and movies than I can list where animals’ stories have been recounted—the good, the sad and the sidesplitting; the heroic, the everyday and the always unexpected.


True-to-life stories—told in a storyteller fashion—have been my comfort literature. I didn’t realize that until I submitted to my need to be an author and began pumping out ideas and stories of my own. I first published fiction and leaned toward the narrative tone I grew up with. As I created, I recalled the lilt and mood of stories swapped on front porches to the rhythm of rocking chairs around shelling bowls or shucking buckets.


Saying goodbye too soon to one of my dearest friends revealed my need to embrace my natural style and tell the stories I’ve held in my heart. The time had come to add my animal stories to the great conversation of tales that made me the creature-loving, storytelling woman I am.


The animals I’ve had the privilege of loving inspired these true stories, but Casie motivated me to share them with readers. I only wish she were here to flip the pages as we laugh and cry over a cuppa and her own tales of Bassets and chinchillas.


My desire for Animal Vignettes: True Stories of Friendship is for you to be reminded of personal memories—joyful and heart-wrenching—that led to your present and shaped life and love in some pivotal way. I pray you are encouraged, uplifted and positively altered.


With that purpose in mind, I offer this collection of vignettes—moments in time, held in prose and shared with story-seekers. Slice-of-life stories and tales of animal antics speak to me and, I hope, to you as well. Let’s Share The Read!
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Pets Timeline
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Vignette One
A Workshop, Two Authors & a Kitten in a Stroller
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ON A SUN-HALOED DAY at the fledgling age of two years old, I uncovered a profound truth: my best friends in life would often be fur-covered.


While drafting this book, I attended a writing workshop at one of my local libraries. Two author friends, David Armand and Colleen Hildebrand, challenged attendees to conjure up our earliest memories and write about them.


In true academic fashion, I set my intention to complete the assignment, despite a heavy load of skepticism. I doubted how adept I would be at the exercise or how far back my brain could remember. I also doubted any early memories would aid me with my work-in-progress: a book of stories about the animals in my life.


I set my brain’s gears in motion and urged them backward along the windy rails of my memories until they screeched to a halt on my earliest one. At least, I think I unearthed the vision from the recesses of my brain.


My remembrance of a cat and a pink plastic doll stroller is more a slideshow click-through of hazy images than a full memory. I could be recalling a picture of myself, I suppose. Either way, I count this tale as my first memory.


Though I was born in Mobile, Ala., we moved to Artas, S.D., when I was 10 days old. Since my initial memory occurred outside, it must not have been winter—or I would have frozen to death—and it must not have been summer—or I would have keeled over, like thousands of cattle that die of dehydration during that sweltering season.


Perhaps it was early fall. That sounds safe.


I distinctly remember the sun’s blinding glare against stark white concrete, my eyes squinted in self-defense and the downcast warmth kissing my milky skin. I also remember wearing an off-white terry cloth romper with strawberries on it—a style which accentuated my Buddha belly. Although I wasn’t a chunky child, my belly always seemed to protrude as I toddled about. At least that’s what the pictures that guide my recollections reveal.


Our family had a cat—one of three Smokeys we’ve had through the years. He would have been Smokey I. Since this feline was in South Dakota, he was also the one whose ears froze off—true story.


I had some sort of blanket or towel. I’m guessing it was one of the thin, soft blankets I used for my baby dolls. Whether I had a doll nearby or not, I’m unsure, but my guess would be my homemade one wasn’t far.


At that time, I didn’t have one of the most famous baby dolls of the 1980s. The named toys with lifelike hair and eye color combos, meant to match the children who adopted them, were in high demand with a waiting list. A dear church lady determined I should have one and gifted me a handsewn doll, complete with brown hair and brown eyes . . . just like me.


In my memory, I stood on what I recall as a patio. Carefully, I burritoed Smokey into my blanket. Only his little head poked out—I can neither confirm nor deny the presence of ears. Once Smokey was sufficiently bundled, I laid him in my doll’s bright pink plastic stroller and proceeded to push him around the maybe-patio.


That’s the extent of my first memory. Our minds are remarkable, are they not? They have the ability to retain precious moments to be unwrapped by our senses of smell or touch: the earthy smell of outside with grass and dirt and the blanketing warmth of the sun. Our minds can also vault up trauma-filled memories that never should have been lived through. What I recall, I do so with surprising—though potentially inaccurate—clarity.


Whether Smokey enjoyed the stroller experience, my memory doesn’t reveal. As an adult who’s been closely involved with cats most of my life, my educated guess is he would not have been pleased. I envision a mighty and daring leap, a blanket flapping in the breeze behind the bounding feline and a shriek of dismay from the young cat-mama-in-training.


Regardless of the way that scene played out, I can make one statement with certainty. My early memory—nearly tucked away too deeply, if not for a workshop, two authors and a kitten in a stroller—reiterates that I always have been fond of animals . . . perhaps more to their chagrin than my delight at times.


As I set out to compile my animal stories into the book before us, my memories continued to prove the hypothesis that animals have always been instrumental for me. I learned that not only have I been an animal lover my entire life, but also the creatures I’ve encountered have been companions and guides for life’s journey. They’ve nudged me along the path of growth to who I am today, carried me through grief and turmoil and brought great joy to my days.


Many of my memories—good and bad—center around animal companions, and for both the memories and the beasties, I am grateful.




Vignette Two
Animal Surprises Beautiful & Tragic


[image: V2_Heather_snow]






I HAD WANTED A DOG my whole life. When you’re five years old, that’s quite a long time. By then, I had decided I would likely never get my wish.


Skepticism has been a lifelong characteristic of mine, it seems. Another early character . . . quirk, shall we call it? . . . was my imperviousness to surprises. I knew when something good was coming.


For instance, I had an inkling something was about to happen before my first surprise birthday party. Gifts were rarely safe from my intuition . . . or sneakiness. I knew the large, wrapped box under the tree was the electronic art toy I’d begged for, and I couldn’t wait to watch my pictures light up. If a feel and a shake didn’t reveal gift-wrapped contents, I had a secret skill. I could unwrap and rewrap a present in a few moments—often without the need for more tape—without leaving any sign of disturbance.


Regardless of my methods, I predicted most good things before they happened. The time I was given a gift without wrapping paper, though, not even a glimmer that a surprise was brewing had entered my mind.


As I would learn, surprises tend to multiply in the most unlikely ways and come in a multitude of forms . . . not all of which are positive.


One misty morning, I opened the screen door to our Pleasant Hill, S.C., backyard. Shock and joy collided in the expression I cast upon the scene before me. I don’t recall my feet hitting the concrete steps as I bolted toward the fuzzball wriggling in the grass.


We tumbled end over end. She licked me all over, leaving traces of puppy breath tickling my nose. I covered her in my kisses and hugged her plump belly to my chest. I believe we tied for which of us was more thrilled to have a playmate.


I hopped up and hollered for her to chase me. She caught me and jumped against my legs. My poor balance sent us toppling down the hill. My giggles and her puppy yips followed us until we halted on our backs where the soft but prickly grass cooled my flushed neck. I looked over at my very own puppy, her tongue lolling and snout grinning.


Could she really be mine? Our partnership was sealed with her name—Joy’s Heather Lassie—and a giant lick from a tiny pink tongue.


I called her Heather, but she grew into the spitting image of the Lassie I had watched every week—except she was in color and all mine. I believed she would rescue me from any danger. More than my potential hero-in-fur, she was my first friend.


As Heather matured from the rough-and-tumble pup into a sleeker version of the same imp, I accepted my second surprise. My father increased the four-legged population in our household when he bought another Collie.


Colonel Sprit Beetoben—who was named, with the nonsensical spelling intact, before we got him—was older, calmer, steadier. His tri-color coat stood out as more stately compared to Heather’s simpler sable and white.


Though we didn’t perform a ceremony, I imagined one in my mind. They were wed and joined in canine companionship. I would discover surprises multiply following such unions.


When I learned Heather was expecting, I did what any young pet owner would do: I worried and fretted and entertained question after question without reaching satisfactory answers.


Would she be okay? Unassisted deliveries of multiple puppies sounded terrifying.


What kind of mom would she be? After all, Heather remained a naughty, wild pup herself.


How would she be able to lay still long enough to nurse and bathe babies? Heather was never still—she even twitched in her sleep.


Most importantly, would we get to keep at least one? The thought of a new puppy to snuggle and call my own softened some of my fears.


As often happens while waiting and anticipating, time became taffy. It slowed and stretched and lengthened until it disappeared.


I woke, bleary-eyed to the news: puppies . . . six of them!


Never have I shed sleep as quickly as I did that morning. I bounded down two flights of stairs and out the door that opened near the two dogs’ yards. Sprit had his domain; Heather had hers. A gate allowed them passage to each other’s turf from time to time.


I flew past Sprit behind his chain-link fence and searched for Heather’s perfectly triangular ears and slick coat. Around the second yard I flew until I glimpsed an oddly bumpy pile inside Heather’s wooden doghouse.


She raised her snout and, I swear, grinned at me.


Heather proved to be an amazing mama. She kept all six pups in line, tightly tucked them in, patiently suckled them and protected them from anyone she thought meant them harm.


Six full-blooded Collie puppies: three boys, three girls.
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For a girl who’d gone from a lifetime of wishing on stars for one puppy of her own to a furry family of eight, I decided I must have some pretty lucky stars. When I looked at the wriggling litter, I saw new playmates.


My mom—as all moms do in regard to pets—saw more work and mess in her future. My dad saw dollar signs. The price such well-bred puppies could bring would supply needed supplemental income for a preacher at a small village church.


We kept their value and our excitement a surprise. Only a few people in our church knew about the puppies—the elderly widows across the street, perhaps an elder or deacon. My father wasn’t overly trusting of others—a trait I may not have inherited but have developed, thanks to surprises of a less pleasant sort than furry friends typically provide.


The day came for our meter to be read. That was back when a man pulled in the driveway and ambled from his little truck to the side of the house. He’d squat and squint at the meter, jot numbers on his clipboard and meander to the next house—after a chat with the preacher.


“Those sure are pretty dogs. And, she’s had pups! Six, you say? Full-blood, I see. ’Bout how much can you get for those, you think? Wow! Well, you have a good day now!”


The interest that extended beyond typical nosy Southern conversation and the specificity in his questioning left an uneasy feeling. Whether I felt it then or later seems irrelevant as the heartburn-like feel of distrust, remorse and disgust rises in my chest alongside the end of the story.


“I have a surprise.”


My mother’s voice sounded . . . different. She was trying to sound excited—maybe trying to set me up to focus on the positive. Tragedy’s storm cloud never can be kept at bay, though.


Mama led me to a room off the kitchen, likely our schoolroom. Some parts of my memories remain hazy around the edges. Others appear as if they’re unfolding before my eyes today—like the bundle of squirming, silky pups with the squeaky, searching sounds they made.


The story came out. I don’t remember how it was presented that morning, but as I’ve heard and told it for nearly four decades, I’ll relay it here.
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Under the cloak of darkness, a shadow entered our canine kingdom. Sprit, ever the stalwart colonel, took to barking. He barked and barked and refused to stop, but by the time my father descended both levels of stairs and emerged from the house, evil had been unleashed.


My father recruited my mother, and they set to work. Puppy by puppy, my parents gathered the babies into the warmth of our home before they felt the cold of their mother.


Piecing together facts uncovered later, we suspect Sprit refused the poisoned meat that killed my dog and left her six puppies motherless in mere minutes. Sweet Heather—a puppy at heart with her simple, trusting nature—didn’t heed Sprit’s warnings.


Before my seventh birthday, I learned that an autopsy of an animal is called a necropsy. I added the macabre fact to my already extensive and random data repertoire. I had been developing the collection most of my brief life because I was an avid reader and careful listener who spent most of my time around adults. 


The vet that performed the necropsy told us exactly what poison stole my first canine companion. For years, I remembered—clung to—the long word that represented the evil and deadly substance. With time, though, my brain replaced that information with a blank that I believe started with an “O.”


It’s funny how our minds cover things and yet allow us to sift through memories, like files, and retrieve specifics . . . like the image of a black wrapped bundle in the back of our . . . was it the station wagon?


I remember the words, “Don’t look.” Did my mother say them? Did I say them to myself? I mostly didn’t look. I remember not wanting to, but I also remember a sideways glance because I needed to.


Heather was my dog. She was my responsibility, and she was dead. Was she really dead? Were they certain? I thought I should take one last glance. No movement and a gut-wrenching dog-shaped lump confirmed the truth.


We speculate the murdering thief hid in the nearby woods, watching his prizes disappear in my parents’ hands and cursing the sentry who’d alerted the house and foiled his ultimate goal.


The police came. An officer sat at our dark wooden dining table with its heavy, fancy chairs that I always imagined belonged in a castle. He jotted notes in a spiral notebook engulfed by his large hand. Even at my young age, I understood they couldn’t do anything and doubted how many resources would go toward the case. Catching a dog-killer wasn’t simple, and a girl’s tearful plea of “Find the bad man who killed my dog” was easier asked than accomplished.


We’d never know for sure who killed her. Distrust settled in my soul that day. I still eye anyone in my yard with great suspicion, even if they are in an officially marked vehicle with a clipboard.


What I came to accept as I grew into this hard world was that, even if whoever was responsible were never caught, even if no one else ever knew, God knew, and the killer knew. I prayed he’d one day feel guilt and remorse over what he had done.


The story doesn’t end there, though.


I grieved and cried and raged until I thought it wasn’t possible to feel any more. But then, I accepted a six-week commitment of caring for Heather’s pups. They weren’t even a month old yet and needed food around the clock . . . special formula we mixed up. They had to be bathed every day.


The vet had told us, “You know, the mama licks them clean every day.” We used tiny soft washcloths and water with my baby shampoo . . . no tears in their eyes under my watch.


They also needed brushing and snuggling and playing and loving. I gave them all that in abundance.


Ram, Tam, Sam, Pam, Justina and Skosh.


Six puppies and one stately papa, still standing guard, ready to bark us all to attention should the need arise again.


We kept them safe from further nefarious acts within a makeshift pen inside our closed garage until, one by one, they met their people. I watched kids embrace their first puppies, and I prayed they’d get to hold theirs longer than I had mine.


I begged and pleaded to keep at least one. My father gave me a deadline. “If they’re not all gone by such-and-such day ….”


And so, I hoped and prayed and wished on the first star I saw each night. The day approached rapidly. Justina and Skosh remained.


Skosh—the runt—oh so tiny and oh so precious to me. When we bathed them, she was so small, she looked like a drowned rat. Her name came from a Japanese word meaning “a small amount.” She had been my baby from day one, and I wanted her most of all. A family came and chose her. They seemed nice, but the green monster rose inside and kept me from sending them off with a genuine smile.


Such emotions are powerful. Even today, I recall that fuzzy scene with a verdant tint and feel jealousy’s bitter bubbling in my chest.


Only Justina remained. She was named for one of my brothers. I remember her as the softest with the roundest belly. I can still smell her delightful puppy scent. On the day before she would be mine, I reminded my father of his promise. He informed me we had visitors scheduled to come the next day. One more wish; one more sleep.


Justina went to her new home on that deadline—no amount of crying or logically explaining how, technically, she should have been mine on that day, not after that day, could change the course of fate. In the wake of her departure were me and Sprit and a deeper relationship with disappointment.


The regal Collie became my constant companion for the next several years. Through two moves, more losses and the uncertainty that comes with the pains of growing up, Sprit lay beside me and gave me strength and friendship, unfaltering and unquestioning.


I told him stories, secrets, dreams and fears. He kept them all. What he gave me in return were my first dose of courage and my first chance to develop my voice.


On the cool concrete of our basement entrance in Mooresville, N.C., he caught my tears in his fur. In the damp serenity of our earthy, moss-covered tree ring between the manse and church, he and the nearby gravestones first heard my faerie tales.


Perhaps the greatest surprise for me in life has been the truth that animals show us who we are or who we can be. They do so through their empathy, love and companionship. Such epiphanies can also come through lessons hidden in the memories we cherish of the creatures we’ve called our own.


Animals are a great deal more than pets. Their stories mingle with ours until they become chapter titles in our lives’ books. Animals are companions and friends. Animals are therapists whose hour is never up and whose door is always open. Animals are sounding boards, inspiration and encouragement.


Animals shape us into who we are.


My first experiences with pet ownership instilled in me a great responsibility to our furry friends. I recognized risk and reward to having animals. I committed to not promising anything I couldn’t or wouldn’t uphold. That incident made me the frank realist I am. I hope those traits have helped me prepare my children as they begin their individual journeys into the world.


Beautiful or tragic, animal surprises make us better in some great or small way . . . if we let them.




Vignette Three
Chickens in my Bathtub & Mealworms in my Pantry
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LIFE IS STRESSFUL—A FACT I decided to simply accept, after a revelation brought on by chickens and mealworms.


Stress-caused tension ebbs and flows to some extent. Certain seasons recede and allow respite in the shallows, while others batter unmercifully. One of the latter times hit me while I was polishing my first novel for publication.


I had no idea what I was doing. I’d revealed my plans to the world and divided my time among family, homeschooling, work and—of all things—chasing a dream that seemed ridiculous.


The ludicrousness of my pursuits felt especially pronounced in the middle of the day. I juggled teaching, grading, keeping kids fed, staying on top of my husband’s ever-changing work schedule and making sure all our social obligations were met . . . while approaching deadlines and imagining the mocking jeers of the thousands of people online who would know if I failed to produce a book when I said I would.


That’s about the time my husband, Tony, decided we needed chickens.


We were new to the business of chicken rearing and accepted the task with careful attention and a basketful of anxiety.


While we live in the mostly sweat-inducing climate of southeast Louisiana, March and April can still get downright frigid in Slidell. After a night or so of fretting at the window, Tony borrowed a heat lamp, and we emptied a plastic bin. In went the chickens, on went the lamp; there went the bathtub.


Anyone who’s never had the pleasure of being around chickens may not know an important detail we weren’t familiar with either: they stink.


As the days passed and the chicks grew, our tiny bathroom took on the feel of a sauna with an added warm aroma that soon snaked into the hallway and neighboring rooms of our adequate—in other words, far from palatial—home.


Chickens poop—a lot. It’s pretty much all they do; well, that and eat and drink and peck. That’s a chicken’s day in a nutshell. It didn’t take long for their bin to fill up with excrement.


It also didn’t take long for the biddies to outgrow their makeshift coop. Turns out, chickens can fly, and wherever they land, they do what chickens do. They poop.


As I juggled all the tasks and questioned my sanity for pursuing crazy dreams, I did so from a chicken poop sauna, attempting to keep chicks confined to a bathtub while disinfecting the rest of the space. As I type this account, I realize how those brain cells I’ve been missing leached out.


heat + feces + chemicals + sleep-deprivation = loss of brain cells


That equation makes sense and answers many questions.


Tony and his dad built a spacious coop and roost on the other side of our backyard, and the chicks kept growing in the tiny biddy coop on our patio. The bathroom slowly released its noxious fumes, while my patio collected a Jackson Pollock chicken crap exhibition.


Meanwhile, I set a date to launch my first book baby into the world. I ventured into my role as book publicist and planned to utilize any method possible to let the world know I was releasing a book.






When my chickens start to lay eggs,


my books will hatch at your favorite bookstore!






I haven’t seen that exact marketing technique taught in any of the fancy promo courses, and I can’t say with certainty it sold any books. Perhaps I should have included cute chick pics.


The day arrived when the weather leaned toward our typical balmy temperatures and the chicks were ready to fly the coop—actually, fly to their large permanent space. They seemed chickenly grateful for their new home. I continued typing, revising, editing, learning.


Book launch day came. It was everything I thought it would be and more. At least, I think it was. It’s all a bit of a blur—as most long-awaited and highly anticipated events tend to be.


In between live videos on social media, I passed a hallway full of dirty laundry. The depths of the darkness of my loathing for those fabric mounds rise in my chest, even now. I’d never considered the plight of our dirty clothes post-publication, but the reality of the situation struck me as especially cruel and unusual punishment. I was a published author; surely I shouldn’t have to do laundry anymore.


Alas! Authorship doesn’t make laundry disappear.


In addition to adding publisher and marketer roles to my juggling act, I became an event coordinator with book signings to plan. I prepared presentations and gifts for the hordes of adoring fans I envisioned meeting and designed graphics to let them know where they could find me and my books.


Around this dream-come-true time, I made three discoveries:




  	I only thought I was juggling a ton before I published.


  	It was going to be a long, long time before I became famous.


  	Someone put a bag of mealworms in my pantry.









As it turns out, chickens enjoy treats as much as the next pet. The treats that set their tailfeathers to waggling happen to be mealworms. I’m still not sure why they had to be in my pantry. It was a startling discovery to make as I reached for that night’s supper ingredients.


I will admit, my initial reaction was a blend of shock, disgust and anger. In times of stress, I tend to react with rage at anything or anyone who makes the situation more difficult. I confess my anger at my husband for adding chickens to the insanity of my life and for tossing mealworms in my pantry for no logical reason I could deduce.


As I stepped back from the shock, I breathed deeply of the non-chicken-tainted air and discovered a revelation. Stress will always be here, there and everywhere.


Odd discoveries—like mealworms in a pantry—give us something to laugh about in the midst of anxiety. Those disclosures can only accomplish such a purpose, though, when we release our death grips on frustration and rage.


Years have passed since my early days of dreaming and chicks in my bathtub. I’m still dreaming and juggling. I’m still not famous. Stress continues with no sign of stopping. We still have chickens, though none of our original flock remain. They’re not a long-living bird, it seems.


We gathered second and third flocks. Those chicks didn’t get to live in a sauna-poop bathroom. Like kids, second and third flocks don’t have as many pictures taken of them as first flocks either.


I often forget we have chickens . . . until my husband brings me breakfast. As the poached eggs’ yolks cascade bright yellow richness over my biscuits, I forgive Tony again for adding chickens to our life.


The birds and their edible contributions gift me clarity for stress and for living. Tony and I find ways amidst our far-too-busy schedules to share small moments—a quick but filling breakfast in bed or a half-hour watching our flock peck around the yard. We embrace such gifts with gratitude and strive to never take them for granted or overlook the opportunity to experience one.


Before chowing down, I raise my biscuit-and-egg-covered fork in salute toward the backyard and our feathered friends. I thank God for the gift of humor to file the sharp edges of life’s stress.


I also thank Him I no longer have chickens in my bathtub and mealworms in my pantry.




Vignette Four
Gratitude Takes Wing
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I BELIEVE ANIMALS SHOW GRATITUDE. They teach us to be grateful, even in life’s most torrential times. I also believe I can dispel anyone’s doubts on the matter through two stories.


In the late 1980s, in the aftermath of one of the worst hurricanes to hit near Pleasant Hill, S.C., one of God’s tiniest creatures discovered a shelter from the storm in our garage.


For the sake of being factual, I might be mixing two separate events together. We did, indeed, live through Hurricane Hugo and its aftermath in September 1989. A hummingbird did, indeed, seek refuge in our garage during a storm.


Whether the two occurred simultaneously seems beside the point. Both instances affected me in my formative years and remain vivid recollections, dodging the typical haze surrounding childhood memories. Gratitude anchors both stories and links them in my recollections.


For anyone who doesn’t live in hurricane-prone areas, the combination of gratitude and a destructive hurricane probably makes little sense. For anyone who does live in hurricane-prone areas, that pairing probably makes even less sense.


The hummingbird’s example should convince anyone of the ability of all God’s creatures—even the tiniest of winged beings—to express gratitude, so I’ll share his tale before my experience with the hurricane. 


At some point during the storm’s fury, a hummingbird zipped into the refuge of our garage. While he remained safe from the storm, unbattered and dry, the time came for him to return to his proper place in nature.


Try as he might, that wee winged creature couldn’t navigate the necessary dip to swoop beneath the garage’s overhang and into freedom. Instead, his terror grew, which resulted in frantic and repeated flights into walls, ceiling and rows of hanging tools.


When my father discovered the bird and his plight, the creature had exhausted himself to the point of death. The hummingbird collapsed, enervated, onto the bristles of a broom. Slowly, carefully, my father lifted the broom from its hanger on the wall. He crept toward the door. One step at a time, the tiny bird gasped and clung to his makeshift perch, too spent to display fear at the nearness of the human or the vibrations of the broom.


My father carried the hummingbird to the cheerful red feeder on our front porch. He held the broom head steady, level with the yellow plastic flowers, until the rested creature shifted one foot at a time to the feeder’s perch.


Time stilled. My father sat and observed. The hummingbird rested.


Finally, the bird took one small sip, then rested. He took a longer sip and another. A few sips in, his wings vibrated once, twice. One more sip . . . they revved to life.


He rose up and back, hovered, then zipped forward and down for more sustenance. Up and back, hovered, then zipped forward. After a few more rounds, the little warrior buzzed inches before my father’s face, hovered for a moment—beak to nose—then zipped away.
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