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The Little Bee Errand List

I am a little bee, and today I run errands for spring. / The task list is pinned
to the door of the hive: first go see the winter jasmine, then call the peach
blossoms out of bed, and last carry a message to the apple tree by the school gate. /
Mama stuffed two pollen cakes into my little backpack, / and reminded me: be polite

when you meet flowers, no rough manners.

The winter jasmine wakes the earliest, a row of little yellow flowers along the
school wall. / She pokes out her little head and asks me: has winter gone away? / I
flap my wings and say: it has gone, it has gone, spring has already walked to the
town gate! / She is so glad her petals shake, and presses a mouthful of sweet dew
into my hands, counting it as the pay for the errand. / I gulp it down, and my wings

hum with joy.

The peach blossoms are still shy, their pink faces hiding behind the branches. /
I buzz twice and shout: come out and change your clothes, spring is calling the roll!

/ Blushing, they open one by one, opening into a pink cloud that covers half the
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hillside. / Each one presses a small card into my wing, asking me to pass it to the

bee sisters on the next hill.

The last errand matters most, and it is for the apple tree by the school gate. /
It was planted just last winter, with not a single flower on its branches, so worried
it kept dropping leaves. / I land on the tip of a branch and whisper: the winter
jasmine has opened, the peach blossoms have opened too, and soon it will be your
turn. / The buds of the apple tree seem to swell a little when they hear this,

nodding at me in the wind, as if making a promise with the whole of spring.

On the way home I fly over the playground, where the children are having PE
class. / They lift their faces and shout at me: little bee, little bee, where are you
going? / I circle around them once and answer loudly: to carry messages for spring! /
A little girl rises on her toes and waves at me, / her palm shining bright, as if

holding a small piece of sunshine.

When I get home, my task list is covered with the scent of flowers. / Mama asks:
did you deliver everything? / I puff out my little chest and say: every one
delivered, not a single one missed! / That night I had a dream, / dreaming the apple
tree by the school gate hung full of red apples, / the children looked up and
laughed, and I hid inside the biggest apple, laughing quietly too.
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