


Chapter 1 - Pack Your Bags 
 
 

It was a beautiful September morning. The leaves were 

turning bright red, orange and yellow and falling on the 

ground beneath the old maple tree. Maple trees were 

always so lovely in the fall, especially this tree planted well 

over one hundred years ago. The tree trunk and branches 

were huge and the tree seemed to tower over everything 

else the birds could see. 
 

On the tree was an old-fashioned wooden birdfeeder 

hanging from one of the lower branches. Some very 

wonderful people hung this birdfeeder on the maple several 

years ago. Birds from all over northeast Ohio flew to this 

tree. It was very well known and practically a bird national 

monument. 
 

On this particular morning, some of the birds were feeding 

at the maple tree birdfeeder while others were bathing in the 

ceramic birdbath. It was a joyous occasion. The birds could 

not be happier. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Robby was a very handsome Robin. He had a beautiful red 

chest and he appeared confident and full of life as he 

waited his turn at the feeder. The same as every morning, 

the birds lined up on the six-foot-high block wall at the back 

of the yard. The row of birds resembled a busy city airport 

where the planes were waiting to take off. 
 

Today twelve birds were waiting their turn. The lining up 

approach seemed fair to everyone. If there were no rules, the 

larger birds could push the smaller ones around and they 

would never get any seed to eat. There was normally no time 

limit, so each bird could eat his or her share before moving 



on. Occasionally the Blackbirds spent a little too much time 

at the feeder but they were bigger birds and could eat more 

than the smaller birds. Most everyone agreed that this was a 

fair way to please everyone. 
 

Today was a very special day. Today was the day when all 

the birds would begin the journey south for the winter. Once 

arriving at their destination, it would be like spring break for 

birds. This year, after much discussion, the majority of the 

birds voted to head towards Florida to bask in the warm sun. 

In bird society, the birds vote and agree on a destination, so 

that’s where all the birds will go. Not only was Florida warm, 

it also offered plenty of food along the pier and at the many 

birdfeeders all over the city. 
 

Before beginning their journey, the birds needed to eat 

a hearty breakfast consisting of seed or breadcrumbs. 
 

First up at the birdfeeder was a family of six Sparrows. 

Along with the parents, Jon and Jill, there were four children 

named Jiff, Jan, Joy and Jeff. The Sparrows happily began 

eating. Depending on the size of the bird, the feeder could 

usually accommodate six and sometimes eight birds at a 

time. This was a good thing because it took a long time for 

the Sparrows to fill their bellies. Although small, Sparrows 

could really pack away the seed. Robby and the other birds 



patiently waited their turn. The little birds were usually 

messy and often a great deal of the seed would fall to the 

ground where the other birds could get a head start on 

feeding themselves. 
 

After what seemed like several minutes, Robby finally said, 

“Come on guys, let’s move it along, this isn’t a buffet.” 

Reluctantly the six Sparrows left the feeder and three 

Mourning Doves named Sid, Sal, and Sky began to eat. Then 

Robby and his younger brother Ricky took their turn followed 

by Benny, a lone Blackbird, and several other birds of various 

breeds that just happened to be passing by. Any bird that 

was in the area and hungry was always welcome. 
 

Normally the birds would bathe before departing too. The 

young Sparrows took their baths first and then it was time for 

their parents. After the Sparrows, the Mourning Doves took 

their turn. Ricky and Robby had their baths last. Finally, by 

noon all the birds were full, clean and ready for their journey. 
 

Every adult bird making the trip had a role to fill. Robby 

usually took the lead because he was fast, strong and had 

a great sense of direction. Robby was the group leader and 

was responsible for setting the pace and direction for the 

others. Robby liked to follow the major highways along the 

way. He knew that they could stop at rest areas along the 



route to eat or take a breather. Robby knew the younger 

birds were making their first journey and he planned to take 

his time so that nobody fell behind. 
 

Ricky usually flew next to Robby. Secretly Ricky yearned to 

become a leader. Although he was the younger brother, he 

had only hatched from his egg a few minutes after Robby. 
 

Robby had always protected Ricky. Sometimes Ricky 

wished that his older brother would not treat him like a baby. 

Occasionally during the trip, Ricky liked to fly to the back of 

the group to assist Benny, who was the trailing bird, making 

sure everyone was safe and keeping pace with the flock. 
 

The three Mourning Doves followed Robby and Ricky. Jill 

was next. She flew in a tight group with two of the babies 

while her husband flew with the other two children. Benny 

always took up the rear because he was a strong flyer and 

could assist any of the smaller or weaker birds along the 

way. Nobody could ever fall out of formation and get lost. 

This was a very strict rule. Benny had made this trip several 

times over the years and he knew the way very well. 
 

All twelve birds were ready to begin their journey to a 

new winter home. 





Chapter 1 - Restless Feet 
 
 

Ricky stood, stretched his legs, and said to the birds around 

him, “Arizona weather sure is beautiful this time of year.” 
 

Everyone at the meeting agreed because the weather was 

nearly perfect. The temperature was almost 100 degrees, 

but it actually seemed cooler. Lake Pleasant was 

gorgeous. The boats were motoring up and down, folks 

were fishing and swimming and, as usual, the entire flock 

was munching breadcrumbs and seed. 
 

The topic of discussion for the day was the weather. 

Robby mentioned that although the weather was very nice, 

the temperature was rising by the day. Ricky had also 

noticed that over the past few weeks it was warming up 

rather quickly. The Mourning Doves agreed with Ricky’s 

assessment about the warming trend. 
 

Benny stood up, shook his feathers and said, “Maybe we 

need to fly back to the northeast. Maybe we need to be 

snow birds.” 
 

“What’s a snow bird?” asked Joy. 
 

Benny responded, “A snow bird is a bird that flies south for 

the winter and returns to the north for the summer. In our 

case we traveled southwest to follow the food supply, so we 



would need to fly northeast to return home to our 

maple tree.” 
 

Everyone’s eyes lit up. “Did someone say maple 

tree?” yelled Jill. 
 

Jill was especially excited because she really loved bathing 

in the birdbath beneath that particular maple tree. 
 

Robby spoke again, “I’m not sure how hot the temperature 

will be getting in the southwest but we don’t do very well in a 

hot climate. If the weather gets much hotter we’re going to 

regret staying here.” 
 

Benny began pacing back and forth. “We almost didn’t 

survive the trip down here,” he said. “I have concerns about 

finding our way back home. We would probably need to fly 

east until we cross into Florida and then north back to Ohio. 

This trip would take several weeks and we may never 

make it. We could starve or run into that nasty cat again.” 
 

Joy began to tremble, remembering her experience with 

the cat that had tried to make a snack of her. Ricky 

suggested the group take a short nap and then they would 

discuss options. 
 

One hour later the birds awoke and gathered in a circle. By 

now, the flock had grown to fourteen birds. Present at this 



critical meeting were the following; Ricky and Robby the 

Robins, Benny the Blackbird, Jon, Jill, Jiff, Jan, Joy and Jeff 

the Sparrows, and Sal, Sid and Sky the Mourning Doves. 

New to the flock were Ruby, Ricky’s new girlfriend, and 

Joy’s new best friend Josie, a very cute little Sparrow. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Ricky had met Ruby when a flock of Robins flew in one day 

to eat at the birdfeeder and it was love at first sight. Joy 

had met Josie when a group of Sparrows mistakenly left 

her behind. Joy felt very sad for Josie so she brought her 

into her family’s nest and the two became close friends. 

Joy never went anywhere without Josie and vice versa. 



Robby began the meeting by asking for a vote. “How many 

birds are in favor of flying back to our maple tree? Please 

raise your wings.” But before the flock could actually raise 

their wings, Ruby interrupted with “I have an idea.” 
 

Everyone looked at Ruby, surprised that a new bird to the 

group would interrupt like that. Robby handled the matter 

graciously. “Go right ahead Ruby, we are all family here,” 

he said. 
 

So Ruby began. “From what I understand your flock traveled 

a great distance to get here. First you flew south to Florida, 

then west to Arizona to find food.” Everyone was nodding his 

or her head in agreement. Ruby continued, “I’ve become 

very fond of Ricky and all the other birds here and I would 

be very sorry if anything happened to anyone. My idea is to 

migrate further west for the duration of the summer.” 
 

Everyone was astonished because most of the birds actually 

thought they were as far west as they could go. 
 

Ricky said to Ruby, “You’re scaring me! We’re already as 

far west as we can get, right?” 
 

“No,” said Ruby. “This land stretches on for a few hundred 

miles further west until you arrive at a great ocean. Once you 

get there, you can look out over the water as far as you can 



and not see any land. Nobody knows what lies beyond the 

ocean. No bird alive has ever attempted to fly out over the 

water towards the setting sun and come back to land.” 
 

“How do you know all this?” asked Benny. 
 

Ruby replied, “I’ve been to the coast with my last flock. 

There, I have to say, the sun is always shining and the 

breeze off the ocean keeps the temperature cool, 

especially in the evening. The view is beautiful, a virtual 

paradise. There are hundreds of boats in the water and 

thousands of people on the beach, basking in the sun.” 
 

The birds seemed very interested in Ruby’s idea. Joy’s 

eyes were wide and alert as she dreamed of new 

adventures. Robby suggested everyone take a break and 

have a snack while thinking of questions they would like to 

ask Ruby. The birds would meet back at the same location 

in one hour for further discussion. 
 

When Ricky and Ruby were alone, Ricky asked for more 

details. Ruby told him all about her adventures out west. 

Ricky was fascinated. Ricky wanted to have some new 

adventures and this sure sounded like a great opportunity. 

But before Ricky could agree with this idea, he asked 

Ruby about the safety of the group and the likelihood of 

finding 



food along the trip. Ruby told Ricky about several stops she 

would recommend where food was plentiful and she 

assured Ricky that she knew the way. 
 

That was good enough for Ricky. He really liked Ruby 

and wanted to make her happy. 
 

One hour later the group sat around in a circle for this 

second very important meeting. 
 

Ricky began, “Does anyone have any questions for Ruby?” 
 

Only Benny raised his wing. “How long would it take to get 

to the ocean?” 
 

Ruby responded, “About a week, maybe less, depending 

on how many stops we make and how fast we fly.” 
 

Everyone knew that the trip to Arizona from Ohio 

took several weeks so a flight of one week or less 

seemed appealing. 
 

“Are you sure that we can find seed and water?” asked 

Benny. 
 

Ruby replied, “Yes, I know where the food and water 

are along the route.” 
 

Benny seemed satisfied. 



Ricky spoke briefly, “I trust Ruby. If she says she has been 

to the ocean, I believe her. This trip makes sense to me and 

I’m all for it.” 
 

The vote was nearly unanimous. Only the Mourning Doves 

voted against the trip west. Sal, Sid and Sky were given the 

option of staying behind in Arizona but decided to come 

along after all. The Doves really did not want to stay in 

Arizona, preferring Ohio for the summer, but a trip out west 

sounded good as well. The birds voted to leave for the 

west coast the following morning. 

 
 

 





Chapter 1 - Moving Day 
 

 

Startled, Hershey awoke from a dream. It was one he often 

had and it was more like a nightmare. In these dreams, 

Hershey discovered a young Sparrow in his backyard. 

Each time Hershey would sneak up on it but suddenly 

several other birds swooped down from the sky to rescue 

their friend. Hershey would lunge at the intruders but miss 

them completely and fall into the pool with a very loud 

splash! At this point in the dream, Hershey would wake and 

remember that this had really happened to him once. 
 

Hershey never forgave himself for missing his prey. In his 

younger days, he would stalk everyone, including Nomi, a 

much older but smaller cat who lived in the same house. 

Since Hershey was so big, he used to intimidate all the 

other cats in the area. But now, ever since he let the 

Sparrow escape and fell in the pool, the other cats were not 

afraid of him anymore. They even teased him, especially 

Nomi. This made Hershey feel depressed. He was not 

eating or sleeping very well. His owners took him to see the 

Vet because they thought he might be sick. 



Hershey knew that if he could have just one more chance 

at the Sparrow, he wouldn’t mess up this time and he would 

earn everyone’s respect once again. 
 

Recently, Hershey and Nomi had noticed increased activity 

around their house. Their owners were packing boxes and 

loading them into a large truck. Hershey was very 

confused. Hershey only allowed these people to live in his 

house as long as they fed him and took care of him. 

Nobody had discussed anything with him about packing 

and, after all, he was the main cat of the house. Hershey 

did not like change. But although he was curious, he 

decided to just kick back and play finicky. 
 

Then suddenly, Hershey felt someone picking him up. 

Hershey did not like being picked up at all. He was not a 

touchy-feely kind of cat. Sometimes people would pet him or 

clip his nails. Occasionally Hershey tolerated this, but 

usually people regretted ever touching him at all. And 

something about today was different. 
 

Too late Hershey saw the cat carrier out of the corner of his 

eye and he was not quick enough to stop the inevitable. 

Before he could react, he was stuffed inside and the bag 

was zipped shut. 



Hershey went ballistic. He cried out, clawed at the zipper 

with all his might and ran around in circles inside the bag. 

Finally, exhausted from expending all this energy, Hershey 

began to calm down. One of his owners picked up the bag 

and placed in the back seat of their car, backed out of the 

driveway and headed down the road. Hershey was very 

upset because he did not know if he was going back to the 

Vet or taking a trip. He was extremely unhappy. 
 

After several hours of sitting in the cat carrier in the back seat 

of the car, Hershey realized that this was not the normal 

journey to the Vet. Hershey could hear the people in the front 

seats talking. He could make out pieces of the conversation 

such as “new job”, “sell the house” and “moving to Nevada”. 

Hershey did not know where Nevada was, nor what sell the 

house meant, but he was sure he would not like it. 
 

Nomi was sitting on the back seat next to Hershey’s cat 

carrier. Hershey was not pleased that Nomi was free to 

roam the car while he was stuck in a cat carrier. 
 

Teasing, Nomi said to Hershey, “Maybe if you could 

behave yourself in the car you could be free like me.” 
 

Hershey hissed and responded, “Wait till I get out of here.” 



Nomi laughed. “Oh, I’m so afraid, just like those birds 

you couldn’t catch were.” 
 

Hershey closed his eyes and tried to relax but all he 

could hear was Nomi chuckling. One thing for sure, 

Hershey wanted out of the cat carrier in the worst way. 

 
 

 





Chapter 1 – Coastal Highway 
 
 

The birds were having a marvelous time while living in San 

Diego. The food was plentiful, the weather was delightful, 

and during their stay they made several new friends. There 

were those in the group that wanted to stay in San Diego 

and live a quiet, peaceful life, such as the Mourning Doves. 

They absolutely loved it there. Nothing could make them 

leave their new home. They adored Sadie and her Seagull 

friends and they found the park to be very peaceful and 

relaxing. No doubt about it, the Doves were staying. 
 

Other birds, like Joy and Josie, craved new adventures and 

were ready to leave at a moment’s notice. Ever since Joy 

was a little Sparrow, she knew she was destined for 

something great. Joy lived for excitement. As it turned out, 

Josie was just as daring as Joy. Because of their reckless 

nature, Joy’s mother Jill complained to everyone that she 

was aging fast. For sure, the girls kept Jill and her husband 

Jon on their toes. Deep down inside, they both loved that 

the girls were spirited and wanted to live life to its fullest. Jill 

and Jon’s only concern was that they could keep up with the 

two girls. 



During the Las Vegas trip, Joy’s brothers Jan, Jiff and Jeff 

stayed behind in San Diego. The three boys always 

regretted not coming along. They would not make that 

mistake again. Jiff in particular was upset with himself for 

missing out. Sometimes late at night, the birds shared 

stories of Las Vegas and the trip sounded wonderful. He 

enjoyed hearing about Penny the Pink Flamingo and 

Benny’s clumsy attempt at making a silhouette on top of 

the Luxor Pyramid. The boys could only imagine the sight 

of Benny posing under the powerful light! They rolled 

around laughing every time they heard that story. 
 

Oh, the memories they’d missed. 
 

Of course, the story about Hershey the Cat came up every 

now and then. None of the birds could understand how the 

cat found them after all that time but they occasionally 

looked over their shoulders, just in case. Sometimes Jiff 

would sneak up behind Joy and make a cat’s hissing sound 

for the sake of seeing Joy jump a foot off the ground! Jill 

and Jon would scold the boys for picking on their sister but 

even they were slightly amused. 
 

Everyone was well rested and ready for a new journey. 

The birds hoped that with better planning, things would go 

smoother this time. 



Robby called the meeting to order. The flock was now 

sixteen strong and everyone was present. There was 

Robby, the three Mourning Doves, Benny the Blackbird, all 

seven members of the Sparrow family, and Ricky and Ruby 

along with their two cute little Robin children, Rory and 

Riley. The two baby Robins were already very good flyers 

but still too young to vote. 
 

Robby enjoyed holding the meetings with everyone sitting 

around a picnic table. Democracy was a way of life for the 

birds and they all recognized Robby as the leader. Ricky 

was second in command. Although Benny did not have an 

official title, the other birds listened to him out of respect. 
 

Robby began, “Thanks to everyone for being at this very 

important meeting. Today is the first day of spring and we 

need to decide if we are staying or moving on to a 

different location. Who would like to begin?” 
 

Sal from the Mourning Dove group stood to speak. “As much 

as we will miss all of you, we are planning to stay here in San 

Diego.” Sid and Sky nodded their heads in agreement. 
 

Robby nodded. “We all understand that you prefer to 

stay here, however, we will miss you just the same.” 



Sal put his head down to hide the tears. The Doves were 

very torn between remaining with the flock they had 

belonged to most of their lives and making a new home 

in San Diego with their new friends. 
 

Robby asked again if anyone would like to speak. 
 

Jill stood up to express her feelings. “I would like to begin 

traveling back towards Ohio to see our friends, our 

birdfeeder and our maple tree. I miss them all very much. 

This city is wonderful but we were born in Ohio and I 

think we belong there.” 
 

Jon, a very private Sparrow, stood up. “I’m with Jill. I 

want her to be happy and I know she wants to go home.” 
 

Adding to the conversation, Ruby took her turn. “I have a 

wonderful idea,” she said. “Because this is such a long 

journey, maybe we should break it up into two or three 

smaller pieces. Let’s fly the coastal route north along the 

ocean. We will pass through many wonderful places along 

the way including the cities of Los Angeles, Carmel, Big Sur 

and San Francisco. When we locate the gigantic Redwood 

trees in northern California, the tallest trees in the entire 

world, we can fly east towards Ohio. I’ve never been that 

far north but I’ve heard the trip is beautiful.” 



Benny spoke up and asked, “If you and the rest of us 

have never been that far north, won’t we get lost?” 
 

Ruby replied, “When we fly, as long as we keep the ocean 

to our left, we will be flying north and cannot get lost.” 
 

Ricky, who was especially familiar with stars and 

directions, agreed with Ruby. 
 

The coastal route seemed to make sense to everyone. 
 

Robby asked Ruby how long the trip would take. 
 

Ruby said, “I don’t think we can make it all the way to Ohio 

this year. I believe such a trip would take several months. If 

we can make it to the Redwood forest, we could stay there 

until next spring, then forge our way east to Ohio. I predict 

we will arrive at the giant Redwoods by mid-summer, 

giving us time to locate suitable lodging and food to keep 

us through the winter.” 
 

Joy and Josie nodded their heads in favor. Ricky was all 

for the idea. Benny agreed with his friends. 
 

Although Jill wanted to be back in Ohio this very day, the 

idea of breaking the trip into a couple parts made sense. 

Jill was in. 
 

Robby stood to make the official announcement. “Tomorrow 

morning we fly north along the coast line and continue until 



we locate the giant Redwood trees of California.” Robby 

continued, “The Mourning Doves will remain in San 

Diego. Since they are staying here, I hereby grant them 

title and ownership of our birdhouse in Balboa Park.” 
 

Everyone smiled and wished the Doves well, although 

secretly knowing this would probably be the last time 

they would ever see the Mourning Doves again. 
 

The thought of this brought a great sadness to the flock. 
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