HUMMER ENCOUNTER
Judy Fink
	Animals are always leery of humans. People can hurt or kill whether intentionally or not. There are those moments, however, when a human and animal reach a level of trust. It is a rare occurrence but it’s unspeakable in its reward.
	Many years ago, while living in Pennsylvania, I enjoyed feeding the many varieties of birds inhabiting the trees surrounding our back yard. All winter they came and filled their little bellies with seed and suet supplying energy to withstand the elements.
	Spring, however, was my favorite feeding time. Hummingbirds are my favorite little feathered species, God’s work of art in miniature. Feeders were filled with sugar water every couple of days to entice these beauties. The red feeder, which I hung outside my kitchen window, always attracted several varieties of hummers. I kept two feeders so I could take one down for cleaning and immediately replace it with a freshly filled one.
	One day I walked outside, took the almost empty feeder off the hook and was about to hang the fresh nectar filled one when a hummingbird flew right up to me. I stood completely still, feeder still in my hand. We looked at each other as he hovered, not sure what to do. Seconds passed as his beating wings hummed in my ears. 
He made a decision, hunger won out over fear. He moved to the portal and drank and drank. He was so close I could see his tiny tongue licking his beak as he got his fill. I was in awe. I took in every detail, his throat was a dark shade of red, hence the name “ruby throated”. His green wings fluttered so intensely; I felt the wind he created on my face. After he got his fill, he backed up a little and looked right at me as if to say, “thank you”, then shot off toward the trees.
Only then could I exhale.


