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From my bedroom window I can see green
fields far away on the edge of fown.
Dan said there used to be a meadow
rignt here but they plougned it up fo build
our block of flats. There are fifty families
living in Meadow

Tower and e
live at the fop.




Dan used to live in the flat next door.
At first he was J(AST owr next-door
neignbour but then he became our friend.
He didn’t really have a job bul he xnew
a lof. His best subjects \vere nature and

saving p\ar\eT Earth.

‘We're lucky to be living here,

Most planets in The universe are
foo hot, too cold or poisonous bul e
live somewshere wvith all the ingredients

for life. It’s a planet in a billion

and e need fo looX after ifl




Dan doesn’t live in Meadows Tower any
more. I miss him.

Mum calls out from the Xifchen,

T

For breaxfast I have honey on my foast
but for tea I like cheese or scrambled
eggs. e eal quick food because Mum’s
always tired \nen she gefs back from fhe
police sfation.

Detective Inspector Meadly,

fhat’s my mum. Jeeing so
much bad stuff maxes
her \vorry.

I spotted some of your
mates messing around. in the

shopping cenfre af luncintime.

T don’t have any mates and, anyway,

the people she saw would have been older
fhan me. I munch my foast and honey
and Think aboutl bees.

Today is a VERY important day. There
are 50,000 bees in owr beehive and
affer school I'm going fo open it up and
look inside. I need to check that they're
maXing new bees to Xeep the hive alive
and maXing honey foo. I’ve done it lofs
of fimes before bul never on my own.
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It was a feww months ago shen Dan
found the hive af the dump and brougnt
it nome. It needed mending buf Dan
was good al thal sort of thing. He did
o skefch To show me how beenives \sorX.
It’s on my pinboard..

PN
TAAN

¥-RAY VIEW INSIDE BEEHIVE

o S

levels 1 and 2 = honegcomb
cells £ull of honey

comb cells full of baby bees (e335 hatch

level 3 = honey
into larvde — larvae hatch into bees and bees = honey!) A

0= e —> E@—-ﬁ @
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You're going fo be a \oee-\(eeper!’ he said.
‘Tt's imporfant \vorX but it will be fun.’

And it was fun. Brilliant fun. I \vas
hooked immediately and I’ve been bee-crazy

ever since.

We'll give the bees a home and fhey | give
us honey!” Dan said.

‘Lixe rent?’

Yeah, sort of.” He laugned..

\Je bougnt some bees from Dan’s mum,
DaiSy. DOLiSy lives near Meadow Tower and.
Xeeps beenives al Tthe boftom of er garden.

Bees love living in towns,  she told us.
‘Away from farmland fhat is sprayed with

harmful chemicals.’

So guess where \ve pul ours?

/



How cool is that?

we've gof The
hignest beenive in England,

Mell Our bees can see every
part and garden for miles around.




Our bees love their high hive and. are ‘Who did this? I asked.

always busy buzzing around the fown

gardens collecting pollen and nectar and ‘Probably \,/aSPS,, Dan said.

bringing it back fo the roof. Jhen Dan ‘A deadly Xiller. Honeybees

was here he'd wait until T gol back have lots of enemies

from school and. we'd check on the bees including microscopic mites
fogether. He'd chat and and. death’s head

joke with /M Jokhnson, horkmoths.”

who grows flowvers

and vegetables in RS N \ _ W@%‘
pots.  Mr Johnson ,&Q\@@gﬂ@ﬁ% 2 A B =MD

is inferested in bees

b and Yeeps an eye I'm eat ing supermarXet honey on my
on things when I'm foast this morning but that’s going to
not there. change. Dan leff the hive and fhe bee
equipment and today is the day when I
The bee-keeping wenf vell when Dan faxe charge. If my bees are happy and
and. I first started buf fhen, disaster - nealthy Il be eating Meadow Towver
our bees were atfacked. It was like a honey in o fews veexs.
battle scene. Bee wvings, legs and heads
were scattered all around. Dan said fhe /Mum squeezes my shoulder.
aftackers had eaten some of owr baby
bees and honey foo. ‘Fat your toast and go fo school !
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I Xeep my head. down when I walk to
school.

‘Don’t drass aftention fo yourself and
J J
people \von'T bofher you, /Mum says.

The xids at school don’t get it I've
fried to explain that bee-Xeeping is cool
bul nobody’s inferested. Maybe they’ll
listen next \veex hen it’s my turn to
read my project af assembly. It’s called
REES ARE BRILLIANT and I'm
going fo have a pracfice in the library af
lunchtime. Mrs GashXori, the librarian, is
going To listen and offer advice. Mrs
GashXori says The \hole school \will
be bee-crazy after my talk.

I'm walking up the school
sTeps.

‘Melvin Meadly! Here,
please.” — %

It’s Mrs delks, my teacher.
‘Ben Flemming is ill,” she says.

Yes, Miss? I reply.




‘So instead of Ben, you will read your I’\/E GOT TO

project af This momir\g’s assembly.”

READ MY PROJECT

But I’'m not... I haven't pv’adised...’

‘Nonsense! ~dhat’s it about? Bugs or
SOmeThir\g?' Mrs helks asks. Then
without \vaiting for an answer she heads
for the staffroom. You'll ke fine. Come up
on sfage affer regisfer,' she shouts.

But maybe this is my dnance. My
project is \vriffen and I've even got my
bee-keeper’s suit in my backpack (I was

goir\g to show it To Mrs GashXori atb
lunchtime). I think I'm ready.
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The registers have been called. This is
it. The hole school is vou'Tir\g with

excifement To hear my project.

But I'm frembling as I step on to the

school sfage.
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My loee-\(eeper’s suit has a
hood. \vith mesh al the front

fo ¥eep bees out. I can
((

normally see OK but the
hall lignts are very brignt

so I'm walking lixe a
nervous zombie.

Three hundred confused faces
stare up ol me.

‘And. now Melvin Meadly is going fo
give his talX about ...’

/s Ndnelks peers down af her notes.
‘Bees! Quickly, Melvin, sfep forward.’
Nobody claps as I
maxe my way fo fhe

front of the smge_

I cear my fhroat.
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] ...For human beings to stay alive e
need. planfs fo eaf. Bul plants need
bees fo pollinate them so fthey can

reproduce and maxe more
That is iy bees are S0 important.

f Good morning. Some of you may already

| now fthat I am a bee-xeeper and foday

1L am going fo tell you all about my bees... \
plants.

|
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Prews! It’s going OK. They seem interested
— even fhe new girl in our class, Prifi
Kaur. Excellent.

But
honeybees
are in

trouble. . .

En? There’s
SOmeThir\g
buzzir\g in

farmers
spravy their
crops with

chemicals ...

There’s sniggering from the audience as
I struggle to unzip my hood. I tnows I
shouldn’t panic buf I can’t help it

HOw DID
IT GET IN?
IT’S cOING TO
STING ME ON
THE FACE!

THERE'S A BEE IN MY
HOOD, MRS ~WwHELKS!




The chuckles turn to laugnter. Somebody
al The fronf sfarfs buzzing.

It’s troublemaxer, Norman Crudavell.

/Mrs Ndnelks Tuls and fumbles impatiently
for the zip on my hood.

Mrs Ndnelks s refiring
soon. (Hooray!) I (( , 4{
hope our news teacher
isn’t as grumpy s
Mrs ~dhelks. (‘4

Nows the rest of the school has J'oir\ed in.
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The bee suit was a silly idea, Melvin,’
Mrs ~helks hisses under her breath svhen
she finally finds the zip.




The bee \shizzes ouf, does o loop-the-loops
and disappears up /rs Whelks’s dress.

Sne’s dar\cing around. the sfage — singing tool




The three hundred faces are now sfaring
at Mrs ~Jhelks’s panfs.

She has been stung

on The boftom.

V]

O~I~ICH!

Crudasell snorts

with Ljoy.

BEE BOY?
Where did that
come from?

Seconds later,
everybody’s
chanfing. ..
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Beetroot-faced ((<
Mrs ~Jhelks
has had enougn . . .

A

SILENCE! NORMAN AND MELVIN,
SEE ME AFTER MORNING BREAK -
YOU CAN CLEAN OUT STINKY AND
WHIFFER, THE SCHOOL GERBILS.
NOs BACK TO THE CLASSROOM!

Brilliant. Now Mrs sWhelks has gof it in
for me and Crudsvell is being punished

too. They're going to maxe my life hell.

And what aboul ‘Bee Boy’, my new
nickname? I guess it doesn’t sound too
bad buf I don’t fhink they meant it as

@ comp\imer\'r.

30

gy

The school day seems to taxe FOREVER
buf 3:30 finally arrives and I scurry
home. At Meadows Tower the lift is ouf
of order again. I don’t mind using the
sfairs except I have to go past Crudavell’s
door and he is the last person I wanf fo
see. I should be OK because he’s usually
indoors playing computer games (if fhere’s
a game That involves blowing fthings up,
Crudavell’s got M.

I hear a voice.

Oi, BE’G BOy!
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