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Chapter 1
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“Take me with you!”

Humm pulled his beak from the orange honeysuckle blossom. Where had that tiny voice come from? He hovered, listening. He had returned to his nectar breakfast when he heard it again. 

“Take me with you!”

The voice came from below. Humm backed up, and scanned the ground. “Who’s there?” He had to be careful. Was this a trick to ambush him? A hummingbird had plenty of enemies.

“Nothing,” the voice said. “I’m Nothing. I need help. Take me with you... please?”

At last Humm saw a small brown face with pointed nose. Bright black eyes peered up at him. Huge oval ears showed pink linings. A mouse! Humm knew they lived in the woods. He’d never seen one as tiny, though. How could something that small harm him? Still, best to play it safe. He had to be smart if he was going to survive his first solo journey south. 
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“What’s wrong?” Humm asked, hovering out of reach.

“I can’t stay here,” said the mouse. “They’re after me.”

Humm looked around. He saw only a black and yellow striped butterfly flit-hopping from bloom to bloom. “Who is after you?”

“The gang. I’m running out of places to hide.” Tremors shook the mouse from its whiskers all the way to its tail. Its eyes never stopped darting from side to side. 

“Where’s your home? Your family?” Humm knew some forest animals lived together all year. Not his family. They had gone their separate ways once he and his sister could feed themselves. 

The mouse took a deep breath. “All gone now. The gang took them all after a rainstorm swamped our tunnels. I was only able to hide ‘cause ....” The mouse gave a loud sniff. “Well...look at me. I’m Nothing. That’s my name.”

“Your name?” Humm backed up in surprise. What a hurtful name to give someone just because he was small! Why, his sister Fleur had been tinier than Humm at birth. It didn’t matter. They all loved her. 

“It’s my nickname, really. Everyone teased me because I was the youngest, and the smallest.” 

“What’s your real name,” Humm asked.

“Can’t remember.” Nothing sat up and peered around. “So, can you help me?” 

“But who is after you?”

“Cats. Gone wild. They have no homes any more either.” Nothing twitched his nose, and shuffled his feet. “I couldn’t stay hidden forever. I was hungry, and cold. I thought I could sneak away but......”

Even though he didn’t know what lonely felt like, Humm sensed the mouse’s misery. “I don’t see how I can...” 

“Sh...they’re coming,” Nothing squeaked. “Go higher. Don’t let them see you. I have to hide. Please, come back soon.” Then he dived under a clump of ferns. 

Humm hung in mid-air, watching. He didn’t have long to wait. He heard them before he saw them. Loud laughter. Harsh voices.

“...get my paws on the little runt...teach ‘im to hang around here.”

Humm slipped farther into the shadows as three cats marched into view. The first, all black, had a mean look in his eye. The next one had a jagged notch missing from his left ear. A third striped cat sniffed the trail and kept stopping to scratch.
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“I can smell him,” Snarfle said. “He’s been here just now. Keep a sharp eye out.”

“Hold it,” ordered Dark One. “Look! Puny tracks. Could only belong to that little wimp. Guess he didn’t get the message after all.”

“Do we get to chase him s’more?” asked Notch Ear. “I like hearing him whine.” He poked his head into some long grass and snuffled around.

Humm knew that Nothing would be no match for these three. What if more cats came hunting? He flew back along the trail just in case. Suddenly he saw a small movement next to a mound of dry leaves. Something wriggled—it was Nothing’s tail, lying out in full view! Humm saw Snarfle turn to check their back-trail. Any moment now he’d spot the quivering tail, or smell Nothing. 

Humm darted forward and back, up and down. What could he do to distract the hunter? He might dive bomb Snarfle. He was good at chasing other hummingbirds from his food. But he remembered Nothing’s warning to stay out of sight. He wasn’t sure why it mattered if they saw him. He had to leave soon anyway. Would he meet dangers like this on his migration journey? He twirled in the air to spin the scary thought out of his head. Right now, he needed to help Nothing. 

A cloud parted letting the sun glisten off last night’s water drops on leaves overhanging the trail. With a quick twist of his wings, Humm zoomed past several branches. The wind from his small body was enough to spill the raindrops—right onto Snarfle’s head. 

“Hey!” Snarfle swiped off the water with his paw.

Humm made another pass through the drippy leaves. More water splattered onto the cat. Humm shot behind a cluster of leaves and waited.

Irritated, Snarfle looked up, then shook himself before scampering after his buddies, away from Nothing’s hiding spot.

Humm dropped quickly. “Nothing! It’s me, Humm. Follow me, in case they come back. There’s a tangle of thorny branches in the middle of that rose bush. Crawl in there. We need to talk.”
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Chapter 2
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Humm snacked from rose blossoms while Nothing rested on a cradle of leaves. 

“They’ve chased me day and night.” Nothing wearily combed his whiskers. “They won’t quit until....  I don’t know where to go, what to do.”

“They sound mean all right,” Humm agreed. “Can’t you find other mice who would take you in?”

“Those bullies have terrorized the whole neighborhood. It’s not safe.” The mouse laid his chin on his tiny paws. “I need to get away from here, Humm.”

Humm wondered if one small mouse could survive on his own. “Why did you ask me for help?” he said, perching to rest his wings.
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I’ve been watching you. You’re the last hummingbird to hang around here.” Nothing sat up. “I’ve tried to get out of here on the ground. They have such good eyesight, especially in the dark. I can’t run fast enough or far enough. If I could fly, like you, no problem. So I thought, what if I could fly with you.”

“With me? How?”

“If you could lift me...”

“Lift you? I’m no bigger than you!” Humm flashed his gauzy wings.” Look at these. Do they look like they’re strong enough to lift anything extra? I can’t pick you up in my beak. I can only carry tiny bugs that way. How could I lift you?”

“I could hang onto your legs, “Nothing said, reaching his paws skyward. “I’m light. Nothing to me.” He giggled.” Maybe I do have the right name.”

Humm revved his wings. He was horrified. “How do you expect me to fly with you dangling below? I’d have no lift. I’d crash. I’m not an eagle!”

“An eagle would eat me,” Nothing said, soberly. The light dulled in his bright eyes. “It was just an idea.”

Humm sagged on his branch. He liked Nothing. The wee mouse had a huge problem. But the thought of flying off with him hanging below was crazy. The upcoming journey south would be his first big test. Was he up to it? He couldn’t risk injuring himself now. 

Humm’s silence must have seemed hopeful to Nothing. His whiskers began to twitch with excitement. “You wouldn’t have to fly high. And I could help you spot flowers,” he said. 

“High or low, I fly solo,” Humm said, floating up a few inches. It would take all of his strength to take care of himself, never mind carting a hitchhiker along. 

“Why are you still here anyway?” Nothing asked. “All the other hummers have left.”

“I...I wanted to get stronger,” Humm said. He settled gently back to his perch. “I have to travel for days and days to reach the winter place. Once I leave, I can’t afford to go slow or take detours. If the cold weather catches up to me, I’ll be no better off than you. I’ll be done for.” He
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