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For Tobin,

whose story this is

—E.B.

For Cheryl

—R.H.

If I were a hummingbird

I would get nectar for you,

and I would help flowers grow

for you.

—Tobin

Diana's kindergarten class
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Rudi and I lived on the same street. So he was my

friend at school and at home, too.
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Rudi didn't mind having play tea parties with me. He liked my dolls.
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We went on nature hikes with my uncles and aunts and my cousins. We knew a pond and we'd go there and put our feet in the water. One time we saw an egret. But Rudi was sick a lot and sometimes he couldn't come with us. Still, we did a lot of things together.
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Our garden gate is green and one day we painted it all over with yellow tulips. We made it so beautiful.
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One Saturday we made a hummingbird feeder from a bottle and a drinking straw. We cut out cardboard petals and stuck them to the straw so it looked like a flower.

"They'll come for sure," Rudi said. "It's such a great-looking feeder. If I was a bird, I'd come. We just have to wait."
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When Rudi was sick, I'd go to his house after school. We'd play computer games. Or color. Rudi was a real good colorer.






 

Then one day his mom called my mom and said Rudi was sinking and they'd taken him to the hospital.

I didn't understand "sinking."

"It means he's very, very ill," Mom told me.

"But what's the matter with him? Why is he always sick?" I asked.

"When Rudi was born, there was something wrong with his heart. It's been getting worse." Mom held me tight against her.
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Rudi was in that hospital for a long time.

We sent cards and our class made a big GET WELL RUDI banner for his hospital room. I asked and asked if I could go visit him. But only his mom and dad were allowed to see him.

"What if we never get to talk again?" I shouted. "He's my best friend. It's not fair!"

Mom stroked my hair. "I know it's not fair, sweetheart. None of this is fair."
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I never did get to talk to Rudi again because he died in that hospital.

When Mom and Dad told me, we hugged and hugged and cried. I thought I'd never stop.

They let me stay in their bed that night and they held my hands, one on each side of me, till I fell asleep.

The next morning it was bad all over again.

"Was it just a horrible dream?" I asked Dad.

"No, sweetie," he said. "I wish it were."
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In school we wrote poems about Rudi and stapled them together to make a book. Mine said:


Rudi was my friend

He'll be my friend

For ever and ever.



I drew a hummingbird at the bottom of the page.
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The principal said we should make something in memory of Rudi, something lasting.

"Poems last," I said, and everyone agreed. But we needed a memorial that would be a part of the school.

"Maybe a tree," our teacher said.

"Maybe a fountain," the principal suggested.

"He liked ponds," I said.

That was it.
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The pond is beside the big knobby oak in the schoolyard that Rudi and I used to climb. It's small and has a cement ring around it. While the cement was wet, we wrote our names in it, so Rudi's pond is in the middle of all of us. We brought rocks and shells to pile around the edges and plants to make it even prettier.
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"Rudi and I made a hummingbird feeder once," I told my teacher. "Could I bring it and hang it on the tree?"

She said I could.

My desk in our classroom is by the window, and I hung the feeder where I could see it.
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The very first day I saw a shining close to the glass. A hummingbird was there, shimmering, glimmering in the sun.

I was looking at it and it was looking at me.

My heart thumped.
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I watched it flash toward Rudi's pond and drink from the flower straw. Seeing it there made me feel so happy.






 

The same hummingbird came the next day and the next. I could tell it was the same one because it had the same face. Always it came to the window first, to me.

I had the strangest thought, but I knew it couldn't possibly be true. Probably the hummingbird came to see itself in the glass. But the thought I had wouldn't go away. I might tell my mom. It's easy to tell her things.
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Soon it will be summer vacation.

I'm taking the feeder home and I'll hang it in our yard. I'll keep it filled with fresh sugar water every day.

I wonder if the hummingbird will be able to find my house. It's the one with the green gate that's painted all over with yellow tulips.
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I think the hummingbird will remember.
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