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Heather Hummingbird zipped from flower to flower. She discovered Ethan Eagle perched in the top of a tall tree. 

“Why are you sitting around, Ethan?” she chirped. “Shouldn’t you be soaring through the clouds?”  

Ethan busily pecked at his feathers. He didn’t have time to let Hyperactive Heather bother him. He ignored her as she zipped back and forth.  

Heather abruptly stopped and sat on a nearby branch. “It’s rude not to reply, Ethan. I’m trying to be friendly. Why are you pulling your feathers out?”
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“If you must know,” he said indignantly, “I am pecking parasites out of my feathers. They make me itch all over.”

“Oh,” she said. “What are parasites?”  

Ethan watched her for a moment, amazed that she actually sat still. Heather always moved. That’s why the other birds called her Hyperactive Heather. 

“Well, it’s no use trying to talk to you!” she exclaimed, zipping off. “How rude!”

Her sudden movement startled Ethan from his thoughts. “Wait!” he yelled. “I am sorry. Please come back, Heather.”

Heather flipped around in mid-air and swooped back towards Ethan. “Okay, so what’s a parasite?” she asked, as she zoomed past him. Zwiiiiiiinnng!
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“Stop, and I will tell you,” he yelled. “It is difficult to talk when you are zipping around so fast.” She flipped around and made a bird line straight for him. He ducked just in time. “Hey, watch it!” he cried, as she buzzed past his head so fast that she ruffled his feathers.

Heather zipped straight up into the air, then flipped around and swooped down, slamming to a halt on the branch next to Ethan’s. “Okay, what are they?” 

“Parasites are little bugs that live off of a host’s body, in this case mine, and make the host itch all over,” he explained.

“So, that’s why you’re pecking at yourself like that?” she asked.

“Yes. I itch everywhere,” Ethan said, scratching his neck with his claw. “It is unbearable!”

“Hold on. I can help,” she replied. She zipped off her perch and flashed in at him. Zzzwwwwiiiiippp. 

“Stop that!” he yelled. Heather darted in toward him and then pulled away again and again. Zzzzwwwwiiiiiiinnnggg. Zzzzzwwwwwiiiiiiippp. Each time, she came away with a tiny little bug from his feathers in her long, sharp beak. Then she would drop it and flash in again. 

Once he saw what she was doing, Ethan settled down and watched her work. Zzzzzzzwwwwwiiiiiinnnnnnnggg. She darted in and out, pulling the tiny parasites off the eagle. Zzzwwwiiipp. Zzzzzwwwiiiinnng. Zzzwwwiiiippp.

In a matter of minutes, she lit on the branch next to him again. “They are all gone!” Ethan said, amazed that he didn’t itch anymore. “Thank you, Heather.”

“No problem. Gotta go!” she said. Before Ethan could reply, she zipped away.

“Wait!” Ethan exclaimed. “How can I repay you?”

She zipped back and chirped, “No need. That’s what friends are for.” Then, she was gone.
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The brisk chill in the air and the leaves of red, yellow, and orange told that winter would soon be here. Ethan Eagle perched atop a high mountain crag. He gazed over the wall of the canyon across from him, searching for anything that he could use to insulate his nest for the coming winter. He saw Heather Hummingbird on the branch of a tree. 

“Heather!” he called out. “What are you doing way up here?” She flew across to a nearby tree and perched. Her flight was sluggish and slow. She didn’t seem her usual zippy self. “What is wrong?” he asked.

“It’s time to fly south for the winter, but I spent too much time chasing bees,” she replied. “They annoy me because they take all of the nectar. I was so busy chasing bees that I didn’t gather enough nectar to sustain my normal rhythm. Now all the flowers are gone.”
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“Oh, dear,” Ethan said, concerned. “What will you do?” 

Heather answered rather slowly, “The days have gotten colder. I spend more time each night in torpor, a state of slowed metabolism. Now I am afraid I might not have stored enough energy reserves to let me fly to another food supply.”

“What happens if you don’t have energy enough to reach more food?” Ethan asked.

Heather shook her head. “I’d rather not think about that. Hopefully, I stored enough over the summer.” She let her head droop.

Then, Ethan had an idea. “Or ...” he said.
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