September 24, 2026 Hmmmmm
“Neither the hummingbird nor the flower wonders how beautiful it is.” - unknown

Many native cultures believed the hummingbird was a messenger of the divine, or the returning of
fallen warriors or of women who died in childbirth. It may be so, who am | to say otherwise? But
let me tell you what they are to me. They are preaddressed stamped postcards.

| love to sit on my front porch swing, watching the activity at the birdfeeder in the yard and
especially waiting and hoping for a visitor to one of the three hummingbird feeders spaced
between the hanging ferns along the eave. Usually, | don’t have to wait long before there’s a still
surprising appearance at the nectar bar. Every time my breath catches. Every time my heart
quickens and | instinctively whisper: “Oh hello Sweetheart, thanks for stopping by.” And that
moment of gratitude prompts me to put a short message on that postcard before it leaves as
suddenly as it arrived. The message is one of hope, or love, sometimes of worry, sometimes of
sweet memories, wishes for joy or comfort, for healing, sometimes of pride or affirmation, and
always of awe...and then off it goes to | know not where. | don’t compose or write the messages
on those postcards, they just instantly appear on the card, but somehow in my messy
handwriting. | hope they reach you.

Happy Thinksday





