


My daughter - Laura - whose 8 short years on this earth brought
such delight and joy to me as a mom, even though she, like
Little Bee, had a stubborn heart.

She is now perfectly happy in a perfect place because she loved
her Saviour, Jesus Christ, and is doing what she was created to
do; worshipping her God and Creator.
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To my boys - Devon and Reece - who make my world a happy
place.

And to my husband - Andrew - my editor and affirmer who
always cheers and spurs me on.

To my little readers, Kirsten, Rohan, Kaitlyn, Katherine, Lisa and
Jemima. This book is for you. Thank you for ‘pre-reading’
Mulberry Bee and giving me your enthusiastic feedback.
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Once upon a time, not so

long ago, there lived a little bee, whose
name was Little Bee. She lived in a
happy place. It wasn't a perfect place,
but the insects who lived there were
happy. They all went about their days
doing what they were created to do.

@' The bees spent their days buzzing
= from flower to flower collecting
pollen to make honey.

The silkworms spent their days eating
mulberry leaves and spinning silk. @

The tiny ants spent their days worklng |
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and working and working. =« .,;ﬁ,

'/ /| The spiders spent their days
~ /. Spinning beautiful sticky webs to
catch flies. 1




, Colour in the Ladybirds
B L
The pretty red ladybirds with

black dots spent their days flying away
home.

The stinky pinky dung beetles spent
their days rolling and pushing balls

of dung to their dung heaps.

The beautiful butterflies spent

their days flitting and flying and
s creating a sky full of colour.
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The dragonflies spent their day
skiing on the cool waters of the
streams and lakes.

BUT...in this happy place, Little Bee was
not happy. She was sad. She was tired
of being a boring bee who only made
honey. She wanted to be different. She
wanted to be like the other insects.



™ __She would go to Mommy Bee

. . and say, "Mommy, I want to be
’\\\’"‘ like my friend, Dung Beetle, and

roll dung.”

“You weren't created to roll dung Little
Bee,” said Mommy Bee, "You don't have
strong back legs like Dung Beetle. You
were created to make honey. God, our
Creator, has made each of us perfectly
and wonderfully and we can only be
happy if we do what we were made to
do.”

But Little Bee had a stubborn heart and
decided she was going to roll and push
dung like her friend Dung Beetle.

She got some dung from her friend,
Dung Beetle, and she tried and tried to
push the dung ball, but her legs weren't
strong enough. She just got tired and
she didn't like the stinky pinky smell of
the dung!




Colour in the honey pot
Little Bee was sad and miserable *===*
and she went back to buzzing 5
from flower to flower collecting WoNEY,
pollen to make sweet honey. i

~ __Little Bee was still not happy.
. . She wanted to be like the
&’“ other insects. She went to
< Mommy Bee and said, "I want
to be like my friend Ladybird and have
black dots on my back.”
“Oh Little Bee,” said Mommy Bee, "You
weren't created with black dots. You were
created with beautiful black stripes and
God has created you perfectly and
wonderfully.”
“But black dots are much prettier than
black stripes!” said Little Bee with an ugly
frown.

Little Bee had a stubborn hea;“E)and
decided to make her own black dots.



Little Bee took some black dung /ﬁio{

i i i L)
and mixed it with some water o ’\‘7
She rolled it into little black dots and 1«'
got her friend, Ladybird, to stick the black
dung dots on her back with gum from the
gum tree.

Little Bee felt happy for a little while until
she realised that she didnt really look
pretty after all. She actually just looked a
mess! It looked like she had black chicken
pox! She didn’t smell sweet like honey
anymore, she stank! The other problem
with the black dung dots was that the
next morning the dew had washed the
dots off Little Bee's back.

() Little Bee was once again sad
and miserable and she went
back to buzzing from flower to
flower collecting pollen to make
sweet, delicious honey.

Colour in Little Bee and the flower. g




Colour in the gilkworm

A few days later, Little Bee was
playing with her friend, Silkworm.
She saw all the beautiful silk that
Silkworm was spinning. She thought
the silk was so beautiful and that it would
be better to make silk than honey.

“Mommy,” said Little Bee, "I want to spin
silk like Silkworm. Silk is much better than
honey.”

“ONh, Little Bee,” said Mommy Bee, “You
weren't created to spin silk. You don't
have tiny holes in your jaws to spin
threads of silk. God has made you to
make honey and we can only be happy if
we do what we were created to do.”

But Little Bee had a stubborn hea‘;% and
decided to eat mulberry leaves for a few
days. So for a few days, Little
Bee sat under the Mulberry
Tree eating and eating
Mulberry leaves. 6




Little Bee decided to also eat the ~ \ 2,
fallen mulberries as she thought = 2
that would make even prettier 5|Ik 0N
She ate and ate mulberry leaves and f“_.. g
mulberries until she was so round and fat
she could hardly move!

She slowly buzzed home. When she got
home, she tried and tried to spin silk, but
nothing happened. She just got dizzy
from turning round and round in circles.
She was sad and miserable and had a
terrible tummy ache from all the many
mulberries she had eaten.

When Mommy Bee saw
Little Bee, she gasped in
fright! “Little Bee, what has
happened to you? Are you
sick? What happened to your yellow

.....

you done?"



“Oh Mommy, I was so silly. I thought if I
ate lots and lots of mulberries and
mulberry leaves, I would be able to spin
beautiful silk like Silkworm. I tried, but all
I got was a sore tummy and dizziness.”

“Oh Little Bee, when will you
learn?” said Mommy Bee a
she hugged Little Bee.
“You will never be happy
trying to be like everyone else. You were
created as a very special little bee to
make wonderful honey and help pollinate
flowers. No other insect in the whole wide
world can do that. That is what you were
created to do. We all have different and
special things we can do, and that is what
makes this world such a wonderful and
creative place. We need to do our special
things well so that we can praise and
bring glory to our Creator. Only then will
you be happy.”




"I think I understand,” said Little Bee,
“But what about my purple stripes?”

“Well, I think we will have to Q)
change your name and call you §
Mulberry Bee,” said Mommy 3%
Bee. “Your purple stripes “ .
certainly make you different '

and they will always be a reminder-to you
of the lesson that you learnt today. ‘When
other bees ask about your purple stripes,
you can tell them your story to show that
you can only be happy if you do what you
were created to do.”
Colour in the honey pot
®@& =« From that day on, Mulberry Bee
- buzzed happily from flower to
2 flower collecting pollen to make
S~ sweet, delicious, yummy honey.
When you eat honey, you will always
know if it is Mulberry Bee’s as the honey
she makes has a slight mulberry flavour.
It is very special honey. 9




I am not sure if you will
ever see Mulberry Bee
buzzing from flower to
lower in your garden,
but if you do...remember
the lesson she learnt:

~Jou will never e happy unless
you are doing what you were
created tO do and Being what you
were created to re.
You and | were wonderfully created by God,
to serve and worship Him. But we can only
be truly happy if we do what He created us
to do. When we want to go our own way and
seek happiness our way, we end up sad,
just like Mulberry Bee.
It is only when she discovered the joy of
being what God created her

Colour Mulberry Bee with her purple stripes. 1C



Bible verses for discussion that relate to the
Mulberry Bee story

Genesis 1:1
In the beginning, God created the Heavens and the earth.

Genesis 1:21b,25b

So God created every winged bird and creature and God saw that it was
good...God made all the creatures that move along the ground and
according to their kinds and God saw that it was good.

Psalm 50:11
| know every bird in the mountains and the creatures of the field are mine.

Proverbs 6:6
Go to the ant, you sluggard, consider its ways and be wise.

Proverbs 24:13
Eat honey, my son, for it is good; honey form the comb is sweet to your
taste.

Psalm 119:103
How sweet are Your words to my taste, sweeter than honey to my mouth.

Psalm 95:6

Come, let us bow down in worship, let us kneel before the LORD our
Maker.

Psalm 139:14
| praise you because | am fearfully and wonderfully made, Your works are
wonderful, | know that full well.

Deuteronomy 6:5
Love the LORD your God with all your heart and soul and strength.

1 Corinthians10:31
Whatever you do, whether you eat or drink, do it all to the glory of God.




Mulgerry

A story for 4-8 year olds

Poor Little Bee. She is sad. She is sO tired of
her life Of Beina a Bee and making honey. She
wants to ge different, like her $riends, the
other insects. She wants to re like Dung
Beetle and Ladygird and Silkkworm. She i1s not
haPpy Reing a8 Bee . After trying to Be like her
friends, she discovers what will make her
haPPYy...

Who would have thought that a striped dress would
result in a children’s story!

On putting on this dress for the first time, my
immediate thought was that if it was yellow and black,
| would look like a bee.

Then | thought, ‘It looks like a bee that ate mulberries!”
That thought sent all the wheels of my mind spinning
and Mulberry Bee was born.

| love stories. | love to read them and write them. Stories
can take us places and introduce us to characters who
become our friends and often teach us lessons about
life.

| live in Montagu, a pretty Klein Karoo town in the
Western Cape. Mulberry Bee is my first children’s story.




