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I sit back in my garden and listeh to a gentle sound,
A symphohy of hatute — beautifu] ahd profound.

The humkEle, heavy, buzz of kees — all focused oh ohe Mmissioh,
'To save our s’truggling ecosystems with military precision.

“I AM TIRED,” said the bee. “Thel'e ar'e ho flowet's to ke found,
I ¢an ho lohget use my wihgs — I'l] rrest her'e upon the ground.”

“LOOK, MUM!" cried the boy, “this bee 1s lying still
Can we help it dly again®? If we don't then who will?”

His mother smiled at her son with pride ahd sheer delight,
“Of course,” she said, “we'll help it — you are absolutely right.”




“I know a special kind of syrup to give that bee a perk,
Come, Il show you how to make it — ahd she’ll soon ke back to worh.”

“Mix two-paris sugar to ohe-part water, then serve it oh a spoon,
Now watch het drink — ahd theh you'l] see her flying Vel'y soon.”

Sut'e enough, with a tiny slurp, that bee was oh her way,
Each ohe of them a tiny hero — but with a ¢rucial role to play.

You too ¢ah help each bee ahd, in turh, each busy hive,
Yes ... iU's ‘EASY AS CAN BE’ o help these pretty insects thrive...

Just plant bee-friendly flower's ahd help them germinate,
Let’s save our furry pollihators ... BEFORE IT GETS TOO LATE.




