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            “Where is my royal jelly?” roared Queen Alia, angrily. “I am all out 
of my favorite jelly!” Her voice echoed throughout the hive, frightening all 
the worker bees. When the Queen was angry, it meant trouble for 
someone.

            Within seconds after hearing her screams, all of the bees had fled 
the hive, leaving it empty, except for the Queen, her guards, and two 
other bees. Raad, a drone, was playing a game with his best friend, Wafa. 
She was a worker bee. At first they hadn’t heard the Queen, but just as 
they were putting away their favorite game, Flower Petal Land, her angry 
voice reached them. Raad and Wafa were afraid. They had never heard 
Queen Alia that mad before, and never, ever, had the hive ran out of royal 
jelly. Royal jelly was a special food. Only the Queen was allowed to eat it. 
It was made from only the choicest pollen and nectar from the rare black 
iris.

            Just as they were about to hide, they heard the Queen order, 
“Guards! Bring me every bee that is left in the hive! Now!” Within seconds 
Raad, and Wafa, were surrounded by the royal guards; their pointed 
stingers aimed at them. They were hastily escorted to Queen Alia’s cell at 
the very top of the beehive. They were both very scared.

            After bowing before her, they stood up to see the Queen. She was 
standing in her royal blue robe, wearing a crown of rose thorns on her 
head. She said to them, “You two are the only bees brave enough to stay 
in the hive. Wafa, I want you to bring me nectar from the beautiful black 
iris. Raad, since there are no other worker bees around, and since you 
aren’t doing anything else useful, go with Wafa. You are to guard and 
protect her. If you both succeed in bringing me my sweet nectar, I shall 
reward you.”

            Raad was glad that the Queen didn’t know that they weren’t really 
very brave at all. They had tried to hide. The only reason they had been in 
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the hive was because they hadn’t heard her yelling quickly enough to 
leave.

            Wafa didn’t know where any black iris could be found.. None grew 
in the area, that she knew of. “My Queen, I know of no black iris,” she 
quietly spoke.

            The Queen answered with a scream, “Then find some! Without the 
black iris nectar, I can have no royal jelly. I shall have a very bad day! 
Now, be off with you both, and don’t come back without the nectar!” Raad 
and Wafa obeyed. They flew out of the hive in search of a black iris. Raad, 
being a drone, didn’t have the special pockets to gather and store the 
nectar and pollen. Only worker bees did, so he came along only to protect 
Wafa. If anything happened to her, he’d be the one who’d get into trouble 
from the Queen.

            They flew away from the shade of the fragrant citrus trees that 
surrounded their beehive, into the hot, dry desert. There weren’t many 
blossoms to be seen anywhere. After a while they spotted some color 
amongst the desolation and flew down to get a closer look. “I see pretty 
pink cyclamin, and some bright pink flowers on a few laurel bushes; and 
they are really pretty; but I don’t see any black iris. Do you, Raad?” Wafa 
asked.

            Raad replied, “No, Wafa, I don’t see any black flowers at all.” Next, 
they flew down to the wadi, which is a dry riverbed. “Oh look!” Wafa 
gasped in delight. “There are so many beautiful flowers. I see some wild 
roses, and there are some dark purplish flowers over there, near that 
rock. I wonder if they are black iris.”

            The two honeybees flew towards the colorful flowers, but soon 
discovered that they weren’t black iris. “I am tired. Let’s rest on the soft 
yellow rose petals and think about where we should go next,” Raad 
suggested.

            They sat for a while, thinking about their dilemma. “Look out, 
Wafa!” Raad suddenly yelled, pushing her down into the rose. “It’s a Little 
Green Bee-eater! He wants to eat us. Hide, and don’t move!” Wafa looked 
up to see the huge bird flying above them.”
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            “He doesn’t look that little to me!” she exclaimed.

            “Shhhh,” whispered Raad. The Bee-eater swooped down, looking 
for them. The sunshine made the bird’s green feathers look brilliant.

            “It’s so beautiful,” whispered Wafa, gazing up at it. Not being able 
to find the two bees, the bird soon gave up and flew away.

            “Whew, that was close. Now, let’s get out of here and find some 
black iris,” Raad suggested, grabbing Wafa’s arm and pulling her out of 
the fragrant wild rose. They flew in the direction of the mountains. Wafa 
said, “There has got to be a black iris around here somewhere.”

            After flying for what seemed like hours, the two bees spotted a 
patch of deep purplish-black flowers growing amongst a forest of bent 
and twisted Aleppo pine trees. They flew down to them quickly. “Black 
iris!” Squealed Wafa. “A big patch of gorgeous, black iris!”
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            “They are black iris!” said Raad. “Did you know that the only place 
in the whole world they grow is in the Middle East? See how some of them 
have black spots and are kind of hairy looking? They are a rare beauty. 
But, we’d better fill up with pollen. I’ll draw a map so that the next time, 
when Queen Alia runs out of royal jelly, we will know exactly how to get 
here.” He carefully drew while Wafa gathered the sweet nectar.

            Then they flew back to the hive. Wafa dropped off all the special 
nectar at the Queen’s nectar and pollen cell, and Raad delivered the map 
to the Queen’s guards for safe keeping. They were both so tired by then 
that they went to their cells and fell fast asleep. When Raad woke up, 
there, at the entrance to his cell, sat a jar of royal jelly. There was a 
purple ribbon tied to it and a note, which read, “Raad, thank you for your 
help. Enjoy this delicious royal jelly. It’s fit for a Queen.” It was signed by 
Queen Alia herself.

            Wafa received a jar just the same as the one Raad had received. 
That night Wafa and Raad played another game of Flower Petal Land, and 
sat together, happily dipping their hands into the jars for a big scoop of 
royal jelly. They had never tasted anything so delicious before. It really 
was a treat meant for a Queen.
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You're Stuck, Abdullah Ant

By
Margo Wayman

 
There was a red ant that was very very fat.
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He wore a red bowtie, and he wore a red hat.
From the moment he got up until he went to bed,
Abdullah Ant ate cookies, pies, and pumpernickel bread.

He ate falafel, he ate ice cream, he ate fries quite a lot.
He ate with his hands and feet, and never used a pot.
Soon Abdullah Ant found he was as big as a house.
He got that way by eating like a horse, not a mouse.

One day he went outside to have a picnic meal.
He ended it by eating ham and cheese, and orange peel.
The sky began to darken, he needed to leave right then.
But not until he'd eaten a couple of warm gingerbread men.

The hole that was at the top of the ant's dirt hill
Was large enough for most ants, and bigger ones still.
But a problem soon arose as Abdullah began to go
Into the ant hill; he got stuck, and cried out, "Oh no!"

The other ants wanted to get inside when it began to rain.
Puddles were forming on the ground. "I'm in pain!"
Said Abdullah Ant, who was stuck right in the middle.
The ants inside just laughed and called him a diddle.

Outside the hill, the ants all pushed, and pushed, real hard.
"Abdullah, you're so fat. You're quite a pile of lard.
We can't get inside," they cried and pushed 1,2,3,4.
Abdullah moved a little bit, and then a little more.

The inside ants grabbed his hands, the outside ones his legs.
They even tried to pry him out with little wooden pegs.
"Let's all push together. Now heave, heave, ho!"
And Abdullah Ant fell into the anthill down below.

He landed with a thud. "Now that's enough of that.
I will not eat so much, then I won't be so fat."
So instead of eating milkshakes, and marshmallow chicks,
He decided it was better to eat corn or carrot sticks.

Never again would Abdullah Ant get stuck inside the hole.
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They'd never have to push and shove, or pry him with a pole.
Abdullah learned that being a fat ant wasn't very wise.
He'd never eat bad food; no more goat cheese and fig pies.
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The Tears of Ra

By Margo Wayman

                 

         Ra was a fuzzy little bumblebee. He was named after the great 
Egyptian sun god. He had two wiggly antenna, a yellow and black striped 
body, a pointed stinger, shimmering clear wings, and usually wore a big 
smile on his face; but not this morning.

         The sun was rising from behind a sand dune. Its rays were shining 
down on the pinkish white lotus blossom that Ra was sitting on. He 
teetered on the edge of the flower and took a deep breath. "Today I'm 
going to buzz," he decided. As hard as Ra had tried, he'd not been able to 
make a buzzing sound like all the other bees did. He wiggled his little 
antenna and tried with all his might to buzz, but all that came out was a 
'pfhhhhhhh'. He tried again, 'pfhhhhhh'. He just couldn't buzz. Ra felt so 
bad that he started to cry. Big watery tears fell down his cheeks.

         As he sat on the lotus blossom, sobbing, Amani, the serpent, 
slithered by. She stopped and looked at Ra. "What are you crying for?" she 
hissed.          Ra replied, "Listen." He tooka deep breath and  tried to 
buzz. Again, all that came out was a little 'pfhhhhhh'.

         Amani started to laugh at him. "What kind of a noise is that? Bees 
don't go 'pfhhhhhh'. They got buzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz." The snake slithered 
closer. "Oh, and look. I can see my reflection in your tears. Hold still. I 
need to see if my fangs are clean," Amani said, opening her mouth to 
look at them. Her little forked tongue flickered back and forth.

         "Go away," Ra cried. "Leave me alone," he whined, and flew off to 
another lotus flower, not far away.

         Amani saw her friend, Ashraf, the bull, and called over to him. 
"Come and look at the tears of Ra, Ashraf. You can see yourself in them."
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         The bull looked down at Ra sitting on the flower. "What's the 
problem little bee? Why are you crying?" he asked. He noticed the tears 
and looked at them. Sure enough, he saw his reflection in them. "Hol still, 
Ra. I want to see if my horns are sharp enough."

         "Go away," Ra said.

         Ashraf began to laugh. "What is he crying for?" he asked Amani, the 
serpent.

         "Listen to him. He can't buzz. Every time he tries, he goes 
'pfhhhhhhh'. Have you ever heard of a bee that couldn't buzz?" Amani 
teased.

         "Come on, Ra. Let's hear a buzz. I  know you can do it," Ashraf the 
bull urged.

         Ra, thinking that Ashraf was sincered, squeezed with all his might. 
His little antenna began to wiggle. His little yellow and black striped body 
shook, and he let out a loud 'pfhhhhhhh'.

         "Ha, ha, ha," Ashraf and Amani laughed.

         Ra was so embarrassed. He fluttered his wings and flew off to a 
jacaranda tree. He sat down on a branch and cried. Huge tears rolled 
down his face.

         Amani and Ashraf left, and went down to the river to get a drink.

         Sameh, the falcon, was circling high above. He saw Ra sitting on the 
branch and flew down, landing next to him. "Are you here to tease me 
too?" he asked.

         "Well, not exactly. What would I tease you about? You're just a little 
bee," Sameh asked.

         "I am a bee, and I can't buzz. As hard as I try, I just can't buzz," Ra 
explained.

         "Give it a try. Let me hear you," Sameh begged.
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         "OK. You asked for it." Ra took a deep breath, squeezed his hands 
tightly together, and let out a loud 'pfhhhhhh'. He tried again, 'pfhhhhhh'. 
"See, I can't do it," Ra cried, and sat back down on the branch, sobbing.

         "Oh, come on now, Ra. Stop those tears. I'll help you. I'll help you to 
do the biggest buzz any bee can do," Sameh promised.

         He admired the little bee for trying so hard. He told him to 
concentrate really hard, so Ra did. He tried to buzz, but all that he did 
was go 'pfhhhhhh'. He tried again. This time he went 'pfhhhhhz'.

         "Wait. What was that? It sounded like the beginning of a buzz," Said 
the falcon. "Try again."

         So Ra tried again. This time he went 'pfhhhhzz'. The next try it was 
a 'pfhhhzzz'.

         "Try again. This time concentrate really hard," said Sameh.

         Ra thought really hard about it, squeezed his hands really tightly, 
and finally made a buzzzzzzzzzzz. He was so happy.

         "Try again," Sameh urged.

         Buzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.

         "I knew you could do it," Sameh congratulated, clapping his wings 
together.

         Ra was so happy that he flew up into the sky, zoomed around the 
obelisk, then buzzed by a sycamore tree. Then he flew to the top of the 
nearby pyramid and landed. He loved how the morning sun felt on his 
gossamer wings. Ra felt proud too.

         The falcon flew up there and landed next to Ra. Together they 
gazed down at the beautiful Nile valley below them. "I knew you could do 
it, my friend." He scooped up the bumblebee and held him on his wing.

         Ra thanked him. "Now that I can buzz, there will be no more tears 
of Ra," he said proudly.
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