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  Welcome to the Hummingbird Cottage



Dear Hummingbird,




Welcome to the Hummingbird Cottage! This cozy space was a haven for me, and I pray it will be the same for you.

I discovered many things about myself and what I was capable of; I healed and met friends who rallied around me during the darkest hours of my life.

I do not know what you have experienced or why you are staying in the cottage, but I would like to share what has become my life verse with you:


And my God shall supply all your need according to His riches in glory by Christ Jesus (Philippians 4:19 NKJV).




Whatever you are seeking, I truly believe God can supply it in abundance. 




Your fellow hummingbird,

L.
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Nadia Barrett stood outside Grandpa Ed’s bedroom. She didn’t need glasses to see that her grandfather was dying. He’d been fading for days, and everyone knew it.

It was why he’d called a family meeting before breakfast. He became their patriarch when Grandma Etta died ten years earlier.

He was the voice of wisdom, sharing truths the family needed to hear. Their encourager, bolstering them to follow their dreams when they envisioned soaring into the sky.

He lay on his sickbed, surrounded by his children and grandchildren. He rallied his strength to give everyone a word of encouragement, one last piece of advice suited to their personalities and struggles. It was his way.

Her older brothers, Michael Junior and Kevin, had gotten their final admonition, but she couldn’t go in. So she waited at the door, hand resting on her throat, willing herself not to cry. 

Maisie Barrett slid an arm around her waist, and Nadia leaned against her mom’s shoulder.

“You’ll have to go in soon.”

She swallowed the lump in her throat. “I know.”

She had spent many hours in this room with him, sharing her dreams and tidbits about her day. He told her old family stories and created new ones.

“Do you regret it?” Her mother’s voice was full of curiosity but held no judgment. 

She’d been in university when her grandfather got ill, and she returned home to be with him. Her family didn’t understand why she walked away from a full scholarship.

They believed she should have completed her master’s degree in music and that it had been a mistake for her to come home. They believed she shouldn’t have wasted the opportunity—not after singing her heart out for years. Not after all the sacrifices and struggles.

They didn’t understand that Nadia wouldn’t have had the courage to pursue her dream without Grandpa Ed. How could she turn her back on him when he needed her? She couldn’t have predicted that he would have lingered for three years.

Long enough for everyone in the industry to forget her. For all the scholarship offers to disappear, and for new talent to take her place.

Nadia cleared the huskiness from her throat. “No.”

She wouldn’t have made a different choice. Edmond Barrett was her best friend. She’d be lost without him. Her father, the senior Michael Barrett, shuffled toward her. His broad shoulders slumped, and he’d aged at least five years since he’d been in that room.

“Come.” He extended a hand toward Nadia. “He’s asking for you.”

She put her hand in her father’s, the warmth of his familiar grip comforting as he guided her toward the bed. Sunlight streamed through the open windows, highlighting Edmond’s features.

Her grandfather’s presence should have diminished with his wizened body. Instead, his essence remained strong. Powerful. Compelling.

Her brothers and parents drew closer as she sank into the chair beside Granddad. She took his hand in hers. It was their daily routine.

“It’s time for me to go, little girl.”

She nodded, ignoring the tears spilling down her cheeks.

“You put your dreams on hold to stay with me. It’s time for you to fly, little songbird. I’m proud of you. Never forget that. I’ve been proud of you since they brought you home and placed you in my arms. Use your gift, child. Fan it into a flame and don’t let it die.”

Nadia swiped her tears with the back of her hand and rested her cheek on his.

“Okay, Granddad.” She made the promise, not knowing if she’d have the heart to keep it after he was gone.

Sunlight, buttery and warm, spilled over them from the open windows, bathing the room in a golden glow.

“Sing for me.”

Her lips curved. It was always this way between them. As the sole girl in a family of boys, her brothers protected and shielded her. She was the fairy princess to their knights. 

But Granddad taught her to fight. She would miss him. Nadia opened her mouth and sang his favorite song.




“When peace like a river attendeth my way,

When sorrows like sea billows roll;

Whatever my lot Thou hast taught me to say,

It is well, it is well with my soul!”




Her family harmonized with her in the chorus—taking the low notes so her voice could rise above theirs.




“It is well with my soul!

It is well, it is well with my soul!”




“He’s gone, Nadia.” Michael rested his hands on her shoulders. 

Nadia sang the remaining verses. It seemed a fitting tribute. Her grandfather had spent his life walking with God and encouraging others to do the same. She believed it was truly well with his soul.

* * *

Six months later




Nadia swept the pile of hair trimmings back and forth, watching her mom work. She was supposed to be helping, but her limbs felt weighted down. Every sweep of the broom was like fighting gravity.

She dropped the broom with a clatter and flopped onto one of the bright pink customer chairs.

Usually, she loved working at Maisie’s Bombshells, with its vintage decor and retro charm, which transported her to the fifties. Framed photographs of iconic females from the fifties, including Dorothy Dandridge, Sarah Vaughan, and Billie Holiday, held prominent positions on the walls.

But the salon’s cheerful colors and scents of hairspray and vanilla weren’t enough to cheer her up. Maisie sat in the chair beside her. The salon was empty, and her mom was taking a much-needed break.

“It’s been six months, sweetie, and all you’ve done is loll around. When are you going to do something else?”

Nadia lifted her shoulder in a listless shrug. What was she supposed to be doing? She understood that God’s timing was perfect and everyone had an allotted time on earth. 

That didn’t mean it didn’t hurt when a loved one died, and Granddad had been one of her favorite people on Earth. She sniffed.

“I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do, Mom.”

Maisie cupped Nadia’s face and turned it to hers. “Your grandfather would have wanted you to sing.”

Nadia swallowed hard. It had been their shared dream. She would become a famous gospel singer, touching lives with her songs. He was supposed to buy all her albums and attend her concerts. But if he wasn’t cheering her on from the crowds…what was the point?

“I’m not sure what to do next.”

And she’d pondered it. She could try to get another scholarship to complete her master’s, but she didn’t want to. She imagined audition rooms filled with eager students, their bright eyes brimming with ambition and nerves. The way she had been, once upon a time.

The idea of competing was more exhausting than exhilarating.

Maisie adjusted the polka dot apron over her powder blue poodle skirt, then reached into her pocket and pulled out a flyer. 

“Look.”

The words ‘Singing Competition’ leaped off the page in bold block letters, catching Nadia’s attention. She scanned the details. The first prize was a recording contract. She handed the flyer back to her mother.

“It’s no use. This will set me on the wrong path.” She might not know what to do next, but she needed to use her talent for God, not for personal fame or wealth. It was why He had given her the gift. For her to bring glory to His name.

“No, look.” Her mother pointed to the bottom of the page. “One of their sponsors is The Blessed Mosaic Church. The flyer said I should go to their website for details, so I did. This is a gospel competition. Konsecrated Records is producing a gospel album and looking for new talent.”

“Okay,” Nadia teased, resting the back of her hand on her mom’s forehead. “Who are you, and what have you done with my mom? You visited a website? On purpose?”

Her mom never searched for anything beyond cat videos and hair styling tutorials. She claimed she’d suffered through childbirth three times, so she didn’t have to spend hours searching for stuff on the internet. Maisie squirmed.

“Yes, well, you were in a funk. Something needed to be done.”

Nadia squeezed her mom in a hug. She was blessed. She truly was. Few families supported a dream that many considered impractical. Especially not when her brothers chose careers in law enforcement.

“The competition is in one month.” Maisie cleared her throat. “In Idlewood.”

Nadia stared at her mom. Once again, she would have to travel miles from her family to pursue her dream. One of the hardest things about school had been the distance between Nadia and her loved ones. 

Maybe that was why she’d been so eager to return home when Grandpa Ed got sick. It gave her an excuse to leave the loneliness behind.

“I have a friend in Idlewood—Millie. She’s offered you a job and a place to stay. We discussed it and agreed you should get there this week and familiarize yourself with the community and the people.”

She bit the inside of her cheek. Could she do this? Travel halfway across the island for a chance to win a recording contract? The black and gold flyer seemed to call to her. Nadia unfolded the paper and traced its glossy surface with her fingers.

God, should I do this?

Nadia remained still, quelling her agitation to hear the Holy Spirit. She imagined floating through the clouds toward heaven and God’s throne room. 

Peace settled on her, and something fluttered in her spirit that she hadn’t felt in months. Excitement.

It’s time, My child.

A smile crept over Nadia’s face. The songbird was ready to sing.
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Derek Walker liked to end his daily run on Hummingbird Lane. It allowed him to be one of the first customers at The Hummingbird Diner, where he could eat a top-notch breakfast while Millie fussed over him.

The diner and Millie had always been that safe space where he could be himself. He could escape the pressure of trying to conform to the impressions everyone held of him. And it didn’t hurt that Millicent Harrison and Peter Moore were two of the best cooks in Idlewood.

His initial glimpse of the cottage on the street leading to the diner was his cue to stop running. He slowed to a brisk walk, stretching his muscles. The diner was five minutes away. He checked his watch. Millie would open in half an hour.

She’d draft him to help with the morning setup—wiping surfaces, setting the table, distributing menus. He didn’t mind. It was his way of earning his keep since Millie refused to charge him for breakfast.

He paused before the cottage to stretch his hamstrings. The air was thick with the scent of blooming jasmine. It was a pretty cottage. Now. In high school, the empty house had fallen into disrepair.

The building had been such an eyesore to the community that the mayor planned to demolish it and turn the site into a parking lot.

When Derek returned to town, he’d been glad to learn that Candace Harrison had renovated the cottage. She’d gotten it for pennies and spent a year fixing it.

Candace had more volunteers than she needed. Once the town members learned the cottage was being renovated, they showed up in droves. He switched to stretch his other leg.

Derek wished he’d been there for that. He stood, rotating his neck. No. No regrets. If he dwelt on all the things he wished he’d done differently, he would sink into a mire of depression. No, he could only go forward.

The door to the cottage opened, and Derek straightened. He hadn’t realized someone was living there. It had been empty yesterday morning.

A woman wearing a bright blue polo shirt and jeans paused in the gardens. She tilted her face toward the sky, arms outstretched. Her joy was so vivid it made Derek feel like a voyeur. He was strolling away when she began singing.
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