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​Chapter 1: The Buzz of the Morning
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The sun was just waking up. It peeked over the edge of the Big Green Garden like a giant, glowing orange. The light touched the leaves of the tall oak tree first, then it slid down to warm the petals of the bluebells and the daisies.

Deep inside the hollow of the old oak tree, the Hive was waking up too.

Bzzzzzz. Hummmmmm.

It was a happy sound. It sounded like a warm hug.

Barnaby Bee opened one eye. Then he opened the other. He wiggled his six little legs. He fluttered his shiny, see-through wings. Zip-zip!

Barnaby was a Scout Bee. That meant his job was very important. He had to find the best flowers. He had to find the yummy nectar. He had to find the bright yellow pollen.

"Good morning, Barnaby!" buzzed a voice next to him.

It was Beatrice. Beatrice was Barnaby’s best friend. She was a Builder Bee. She helped fix the honeycomb walls with sticky wax. She was very strong and very smart.

"Good morning, Beatrice!" Barnaby said, rubbing his antennae with his front paws. "Do you hear the Hum?"

Beatrice closed her eyes and listened. "I hear it! It sounds like... smooth honey."

The Hum was the sound of the Hive working together. It was the sound of everyone being safe. It was the sound of Balance. When the Hum was steady, everything was good.

"Time to fly!" Barnaby said. "The Queen Mother says the clover patch is blooming today!"

Barnaby crawled out of his sleeping cell. The Hive was busy! Worker bees were rushing past, carrying drops of water. Nurse bees were feeding the tiny baby grubs. Everyone had a job. Everyone was helping.

Barnaby took a deep breath of the warm, waxy air. He felt happy. He felt ready.

He crawled to the edge of the Hive entrance—the Landing Pad. The fresh air hit his face. It smelled like dew and dirt and sweet, sweet flowers.

"Ready, set... ZOOM!"

Barnaby jumped. His wings buzzed fast. He zoomed out into the Big Green Garden, ready for a new day. But he didn’t know that today, the Hum was going to change.

Zoom! Whoosh!

Barnaby flew fast. He flew faster than a falling leaf. He flew faster than a floating bubble.

The Big Green Garden was huge. To a little bee, the grass looked like a giant green forest. The blades of grass waved hello in the breeze. Swish, swish.

Barnaby looked down. He was looking for colors. Bees love colors!

"Not green," Barnaby buzzed to himself. "Green is for grass."

"Not brown," Barnaby buzzed. "Brown is for dirt."

Suddenly, he saw it!

Pop!

A bright yellow spot was hiding in the tall grass. It was yellow like the sun. It was yellow like a lemon.

"A Dandelion!" Barnaby cheered.

Dandelions were special. They had lots of messy, yellow petals. They were soft like a fuzzy blanket.

Barnaby circled the flower one time. Loop-de-loop! He circled the flower two times. Loop-de-loop!

He had to make sure it was safe. He looked left. He looked right. No spiders. No rain. Just a perfect, sunny flower.

Barnaby lowered his landing gear (those were his back legs). He slowed down his wings. Bzzzz-putt-putt-putt.

Plop!

He landed right in the middle of the yellow fluff. It tickled his tummy. It smelled sweet and dusty.

"Hello, Dandelion," Barnaby whispered. "Do you have nectar for the Hive?"

The Dandelion didn’t speak, but it smelled extra sweet. That meant yes.

Barnaby smiled. He had found the first treasure of the day. Now, he had to tell everyone else.

Barnaby didn’t eat all the nectar himself. Oh no! That would be a greedy bee thing to do.

A Scout Bee shares. A Scout Bee helps the Hive.

Barnaby unrolled his long tongue. It looked like a tiny straw. He dipped it into the middle of the flower.

Slurp. Sip. Slurp.

"Yum!" Barnaby buzzed. It tasted like sugar and sunshine. He drank just a little bit for energy. He stored the rest in his special tummy to carry home.

Now it was time for the messy part.

The Dandelion was full of yellow dust called pollen. The Hive needed pollen to make bee bread for the baby bees.

Barnaby did a little dance in the flower. Wiggle, wiggle, wiggle!

He rubbed his tummy on the yellow dust. Rub, rub, rub!

The yellow dust stuck to his fur. He looked like a fuzzy yellow tennis ball!

Then, Barnaby used his legs to brush the dust. Sweep, sweep. He brushed it all the way down to his back legs. He packed it into little baskets on his knees.

Now his back legs looked huge and yellow.

"Hehe!" Barnaby giggled. "I have Pollen Pants!"

He felt heavy now. He was full of nectar and wearing his big yellow Pollen Pants. It was time to go home. It was time to tell Beatrice.

He crouched down low. He buzzed his wings as hard as he could.

Vrrrooooom!

He lifted off the flower, carrying his treasure back to the oak tree.

Barnaby landed on the wooden porch of the Hive. Thump.

"Welcome back, Barnaby!" said a Guard Bee. The Guard Bee had a very serious face, but he waved a friendly antenna at Barnaby.

"Thanks!" Barnaby said. "I found treasure!"

Barnaby scurried inside. It was darker inside the tree, but it was warm. It smelled like toasted sugar and old leaves.

He ran to the Dance Floor. This was a special spot in the middle of the Hive where the wax was smooth and flat.

Other bees gathered around. Beatrice was there, too!

"Did you find it?" Beatrice asked. "Did you find the flowers?"

Barnaby didn't just say "yes." Bees don't talk like people do when they give directions. Bees dance!

Barnaby stood in the middle of the circle. He shook his bottom. Wiggle-waggle, wiggle-waggle.

He walked in a figure-eight. That looks like a sideways number 8.

Loop left... wiggle-waggle... run straight... loop right.

The other bees watched closely. They watched how fast he wiggled. They watched which way he pointed.

Barnaby’s dance was a map!

Wiggle fast meant: "The flower is close!" Point at the sun meant: "Fly towards the bright light!" Smell my fur meant: "It’s a Dandelion!"

The other bees learned the dance. They started to wiggle too. They were downloading the map into their brains.

"We got it!" buzzed a forager bee. "Let's go!"

Zoom! Zoom! Zoom!

Five of Barnaby’s friends flew out of the Hive. They followed the map Barnaby danced for them. They were going to get the rest of the dandelion yummy-ness.

Barnaby sat down to rest his wings. Phew. Being a Scout was hard work!

Beatrice walked over. She gave Barnaby a high-five with her antenna. Tap.

"Good job, Barnaby," Beatrice said. "Now we have food for the babies."

"We all help," Barnaby smiled. "I find it. You build the jars to put it in. The foragers bring it home."

"That is the Bee Way," Beatrice agreed.

Deep in the center of the tree, the Queen Mother let out a soft sound. Hummmmmmmm.

It wasn't a bossy sound. It was a thank-you sound. It vibrated through the floor. It tickled Barnaby’s feet.

The whole Hive was singing the same song. The worker bees, the cleaner bees, the guard bees. Everyone was safe. Everyone had a friend. The honey pots were filling up with gold.

The Balance was perfect.

Barnaby closed his eyes and listened to the happy Hum. He thought today was going to be just like every other day—smooth and sweet.

But outside, the wind was starting to blow a little harder. And a strange shadow was creeping across the Big Green Garden.
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