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Maya sat on the back steps of her house, swinging her red

sneakers. She wore her favorite yellow t-shirt with the big

sunflower on it. Her green canvas satchel hung over her

shoulder. In the garden, flowers nodded in the warm breeze.

Maya watched a fuzzy honeybee zip from bloom to bloom.

'Where are you going, little bee?' she whispered.
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Grandpa Joe came out wearing his straw hat and green flannel

shirt. He carried a trowel in his gardening apron pocket.

'That's a honeybee,' he said, adjusting his round glasses. 'She's

busy collecting nectar and pollen.' Maya's dark brown eyes

grew wide. 'Pollen?' she asked. Grandpa Joe smiled, his laugh

lines crinkling. 'It's the yellow dust on her legs. She carries it

to help flowers make seeds.'
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Maya followed the honeybee to a bright pink flower. The bee's

fuzzy golden-yellow and black stripes shimmered in the sun.

Her translucent wings fluttered so fast they looked like tiny

fans. 'Hello,' Maya said softly. The bee hovered near her

freckled nose. 'I'm Bumble,' said the bee in a cheerful buzz.

'And I'm Maya,' she replied, gap-toothed grin spreading wide.
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Bumble landed on Maya's finger. 'Watch this,' she said. She

dipped her head into the flower, then flew to the next one.

'When I visit flowers, pollen sticks to my fuzzy body,' Bumble

explained. 'Then I carry it to another flower. That's called

pollination.' Maya nodded slowly. 'So you help flowers grow?'

she asked. 'Yes,' Bumble buzzed, 'and flowers help me.'
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Grandpa Joe knelt beside Maya. 'Bees do very important work,'

he said. 'Without them, many fruits and vegetables wouldn't

grow.' Maya thought about that. 'So even tiny creatures make

a big difference?' she asked. 'Exactly,' Grandpa Joe said. 'Small

helpers do big jobs.' Maya looked at Bumble, who was now

covered in golden pollen dust. 'I want to help them too,' she

said.
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That night, Maya had an idea. She told Grandpa Joe, 'I want to

start a school garden with flowers that help bees and other

pollinators.' Grandpa Joe's warm hazel eyes twinkled. 'That's a

wonderful idea,' he said. The next morning, Maya packed her

green satchel with seed packets. She couldn't wait to tell her

best friend, Sam.
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At school, Maya found Sam by the playground. Sam had a blue

watering can in one hand and a cheerful grin on his face.

'Sam,' Maya said, 'I'm starting a pollinator garden. Want to

help?' Sam's bright brown eyes lit up. 'Of course!' he said,

curly black hair bouncing. 'I'll bring my watering can. Let's do

it!' They shook hands, already planning.
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Sam told their classmates about the garden. 'We need flowers

that bees love,' he announced. 'Like sunflowers, lavender, and

daisies!' Maya showed everyone pictures of native bees and

butterflies. 'These little creatures do important work,' she said.

'Let's help them.' Hands shot up. 'I'll bring seeds!' said one.

'I'll help dig!' said another. Teamwork was already growing.
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With Grandpa Joe's help, they chose a sunny spot near the

school fence. Maya drew a plan for the garden. 'We'll put tall

sunflowers in the back,' she said. 'And lavender along the

path.' Sam nodded, his orange t-shirt bright in the sun. 'I'll dig

the holes,' he said. 'And I'll water,' said a girl with braids.

Everyone had a job.
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Planting day was busy and fun. Maya knelt in the soil, her two

puffy buns bobbing as she worked. She placed each seed

carefully. Sam carried his blue watering can back and forth,

filling it again and again. 'These seeds will grow into flowers,'

Maya said. 'And the flowers will feed the bees.' Grandpa Joe

watched from a lawn chair, smiling proudly.
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Weeks passed. Green shoots pushed through the soil. Maya

visited the garden every day. One morning, she saw a familiar

fuzzy bee. 'Bumble!' she cried. The honeybee buzzed happily.

'You made this garden for us?' Bumble asked. Maya nodded.

'For all pollinators,' she said. Bumble did a little happy dance

in the air. 'The flowers are perfect,' she said. 'You're a good

helper.'
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Soon the garden was full of color. Sunflowers reached for the

sky. Lavender swayed in the breeze. Butterflies fluttered and

bees buzzed from bloom to bloom. Maya watched Bumble

carry pollen from a daisy to a sunflower. 'Look, Sam!' she said.

'Bumble is pollinating!' Sam grinned, holding his watering can.

'Our garden is working!' he cheered.
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Grandpa Joe came to see the garden. 'You did it,' he said. 'You

and your friends made a difference for these small creatures.'

Maya looked around at her classmates watering and weeding.

'We couldn't have done it without teamwork,' she said. Bumble

buzzed by her ear. 'And we couldn't have done it without you,'

the bee said. 'Small helpers make a big difference.'
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That afternoon, Maya sat in the garden with Sam and Bumble.

'You know,' Maya said, 'I used to think bees were just bugs. But

now I know they're important workers.' Sam nodded. 'They

pollinate our food,' he said. 'And we help them by planting

flowers.' Maya smiled. 'It's like a team,' she said. 'Bees,

flowers, and people all working together.'
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The school garden grew and grew. Other classes came to visit.

Maya and Sam taught them about pollination. 'Bees carry

pollen from flower to flower,' Maya explained. 'That helps

plants make fruits and seeds.' Sam added, 'And we can help by

planting native flowers.' Soon, other kids wanted to start

gardens too. The idea was spreading like pollen on the wind.
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One warm evening, Maya sat with Grandpa Joe in the garden.

'I'm proud of you,' he said. 'You saw a small creature and

learned something big.' Maya leaned against him. 'Bumble

showed me that even tiny things matter,' she said. 'And

teamwork makes everything better.' Grandpa Joe hugged her.

'That's a lesson worth growing,' he said. And the bees buzzed

happily all around.
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