


The Boy and the Bees
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Leo loved the school garden. Every morning before class, he

knelt by the flowers and watched the bees. They were tiny and

fuzzy, buzzing from bloom to bloom. Some were amber, some

were black, and some had rusty red stripes. Leo pulled out his

blue notebook and drew them carefully. He wanted to know

everything about these busy little creatures.
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Ms. Lee, his teacher, wore a green gardening apron over her

white blouse. She knelt beside Leo and smiled. "What have you

noticed?" she asked. Leo pointed to a bee crawling into a small

hole in a wooden post. "That bee isn't going to a hive," he said.

"Where does it live?" Ms. Lee adjusted her glasses. "That's a

native solitary bee," she said.
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Ms. Lee explained that many native bees do not live in hives at

all. They nest alone in tiny holes in wood or in bare ground.

"They are important pollinators," she said. "Without them,

many flowers and fruits would not grow." Leo wrote this in his

notebook. He drew a little bee next to a hole. "So they need

safe places to nest?" he asked. Ms. Lee nodded.
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At recess, Leo told his friend Maya about the solitary bees.

Maya was tall for her age, with her black hair in two puff buns.

"We should build them a nesting spot!" she said. Her hazel

eyes sparkled. "I can collect hollow sticks." Leo grinned,

showing the gap in his teeth. "And I can dig the soil," he said.

They ran to find Ms. Lee.
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Ms. Lee clapped her hands. "What a wonderful idea!" she said.

"We can make a bee hotel and a bare soil patch." She showed

the class a picture of a bee hotel. It was a wooden frame filled

with hollow sticks and twigs. "Solitary bees lay their eggs

inside," she said. "Then they seal the ends with mud." The

children were excited to help.
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Maya brought her canvas bag and gathered hollow sticks from

the garden shed. Leo dug a patch of bare soil with a small

trowel. Other friends helped too. They stacked the sticks in a

wooden frame and packed them tightly. Ms. Lee tied the frame

to a sunny fence. "Bees love warmth," she said. "And they need

mud to seal their nests."

6



Leo watched the nesting spot every day. He drew pictures of

the tiny bees in his blue notebook. Some bees were no bigger

than a grain of rice. They had fuzzy amber bodies and delicate

wings. "They're so small," Leo whispered. "But they do such

big work." Maya stood beside him. "Do you think they'll

come?" she asked. Leo hoped they would.
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One morning, Leo saw a bee hovering near the sticks. It

landed on a hollow twig and crawled inside. Leo held his

breath. Then another bee came. And another. They were

moving in! Leo ran to tell Ms. Lee. "They found our hotel!" he

shouted. Ms. Lee smiled. "Solitary bees are gentle," she said.

"They won't sting unless they're scared."
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Leo and Maya sat quietly by the nesting spot. They saw bees

carrying yellow pollen on their legs. Some bees dug little holes

in the bare soil. "Look!" Maya pointed. "That one is digging."

Ms. Lee explained that ground-nesting bees need bare soil.

"They make tunnels and lay their eggs there," she said. Leo

drew a bee with pollen pants in his notebook.
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The garden buzzed with happy bees. They flew from flower to

flower, and the flowers bloomed brighter than ever. Leo

noticed that the bees came in many shapes and sizes. Some

were tiny and black, some were striped, and some were rusty

red. "They're all different," he said. "But they all help the

garden grow." Ms. Lee nodded. "Pollinators come in many

forms."

10



One day, a bee landed on Leo's arm. He stayed very still. The

bee rested for a moment, then flew away. "It tickled!" Leo

laughed. Maya giggled. "You're a bee friend now." They

watched the bees buzz around the flowers. Leo felt proud. He

had helped make a safe home for these tiny helpers. And they

were making the garden a better place.

11



Ms. Lee gave each child a small badge shaped like a bee. "You

are all bee helpers," she said. Leo wore his badge on his

mustard yellow t-shirt. He wrote in his notebook: "Solitary

bees nest alone. They need hollow sticks and bare soil. They

are important pollinators." He drew a picture of the bee hotel

with bees flying all around it.
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At the end of the school year, the garden was full of flowers

and bees. Leo counted seven different kinds of bees. Some

were as small as ants. Others were bigger and fuzzier. "Even

small helpers can make a big difference," Ms. Lee said. Leo

thought about his tiny bees. They worked hard every day, and

now they had a safe place to live.
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Leo brought his family to see the bee hotel. His little sister

pointed at a bee. "Is it dangerous?" she asked. "No," Leo said.

"They're gentle. They just want to build their nests and find

flowers." He showed her the hollow sticks and the bare soil.

"We made this for them," he said. "And they help our garden

grow."
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That night, Leo drew a picture in his blue notebook. He drew

the garden with flowers, the bee hotel, and tiny bees buzzing

happily. He wrote: "Important pollinators come in many forms.

Some live in hives, some live alone. But they all help nature."

He closed the notebook with a smile. He couldn't wait to visit

the bees again tomorrow.
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And every morning, Leo still stops by the garden. He watches

the busy little bees and listens to their gentle buzz. He knows

that even the smallest creatures can do great things. With a

little kindness and teamwork, he helped make a difference.

And the garden? It buzzes with life, thanks to the boy and the

bees.
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