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Years ago, as a general contractor, I built a home on a spacious, suburban lot for a married 

couple who proved difficult. They thought the same of me. A river flowed nearby; the land was 

heavily wooded from its bank all the way to the back property line where the surveyor’s flags still 

fluttered. We often saw deer come from those woods to nibble on the neighbor’s flowers.  

One afternoon, I met my clients regarding several issues. The house had just been drywalled. 

They were pointing out some less than perfect workmanship, as homeowners love to do, while I 

was checking on things, as builders certainly should. In our stroll from room to room, we 

discovered a hummingbird trapped and hovering against the vaulted ceiling of the kitchen. My 

clients showed not the least interest in her sad plight. She just couldn’t figure out how to fly down 

to an open window and her freedom. I feared she might die of exhaustion. 

After my clients left I – always glad to see them go – returned to the struggling hummingbird 

still trapped at the kitchen’s high ceiling. I took a long broom handle then and raised it towards the 

little bird, frightening her. Again I raised it, offering it slowly to her, but again she moved 

nervously away. Time after time, I inched it towards her. Finally, she got used to the closeness of 

the rounded, wooden handle. She hadn’t rested since I first noticed her, for she had nothing to rest 

upon. I was providing a post of repose, and, at last, she accepted it. Slowly, I lowered the broom 

handle towards an open window. Halfway there, she became frightened and flew right back up 

against the high, hard barrier. After several more minutes of futile flight she tired and decided to 

rest a second time on the end of the handle. Again I slowly lowered her towards the window, but 

frightened again, she flew back into the trap of the high drywall. We played this sad, little game at 

least a dozen times, but every time I was getting her a bit closer to freedom. 

At last, she decided to trust me completely. She perched on the handle perfectly still. For a 

moment I didn’t move the broom; when I did, so slowly and smoothly, I was sure she knew she 

needn’t be frightened anymore. I lowered her all the way to the window and then passed her – still 

on the rounded tip of the handle – through the opening to the outside air. She saw the bright, sunlit 

woods from which she must have come and felt the light breeze upon her tiny face. She waited 

just a moment, never turning to acknowledge me, and then, flying joyfully along the half-loops of 

an imaginary catenary, darted towards home.   

When construction of the house was complete, the husband, as ethically suspect as his plump 

wife was a material girl – she bragged about her three hundred pairs of shoes – decided not to pay 

the last construction draw of twenty-seven thousand. I had to sue for it, but then only got two-

thirds because my attorney got his third.  

Several years later, my wife and I remodeled an ordinary house on a lovely, little lake into our 

dream home. We were the best clients I ever had. After that, I quit the building business and retired 

to become a writer. Happily, to this day I am uniquely charmed by the hummingbirds that flit and 

hover about our gardens and flowering trees. Perhaps, years ago, I encountered one of their 

ancestors. 


