
 

The Bee That Wouldn’t Fly 

By Jo Baxter 

 

Bramble the Bee used to fly with glee, 

But now he just sits on the roof. 

His friends ask him why he refuses to fly, 

But he just can’t tell them the truth. 

 

His friends buzz about and often would shout, 

For Bramble to join in their fun. 

But the bee would lie and never said why, 

All their laughter and games he did shun. 

 

Miss. Flick the Fly would let out a cry, 

If she saw something tasty and hearty. 

“Come along,” said Flick. “I’ve found a picnic!” 

And they followed the fly to the party. 

 

Bramble felt blue, he didn’t go with his crew, 

From afar he’d watch all the fun. 

His chums would scram to find the fruit jam, 

Spread on a yummy bread bun. 

 

The crane fly was Doug, he was one cool bug, 

He was laid back without any care. 

His legs were gangly, long, thin and dangly, 

He just loved to be up in the air. 

 

The butterfly’s Shirley, she’s ever so girly, 

With wings of purple and pink. 

She’d search all around – in trees and on ground, 



For something to eat or to drink. 

 

“Why don’t you fly?” Shirley would cry, 

When Bumble refused to go. 

The moment had come for the bee to succumb, 

He would have to confess his woe. 

 

“I’m so scared of flying, I just feel like crying!” 

The bumble bee shook his head. 

“It happened last week, when I went to the creek…” 

“Tell us what happened.” Doug said. 

 

“I was minding my biz when I got in a tiz, 

‘Cos I saw a young kid with a lolly. 

I swooped down for some and got whacked on the bum, 

By his dad who was waving a brolly!” 

 

“As hard as I try, I just cannot fly, 

I guess you could call it stage fright.” 

Flick looked so sad and Doug he felt bad, 

For their pal and his terrible plight. 

 

“We’ll get you moving, flying and grooving!” 

Said Shirley when Bramble fell silent. 

“You must not give up, it’s a storm in a teacup, 

Not all humans are quite so violent!” 

 

Doug, he agreed and planted the seed, 

That Bramble should get up and out there. 

“Get over this crime, I get whacked all the time! 

Look at me, I still fly, I don’t care!” 

 



Bramble he nodded and slowly he plodded, 

Over to his friends by the daisy. 

“Please take my advice; just close your eyes, 

And flap your four wings like crazy!” 

 

Bramble’s wings did flap and his friends gave a clap, 

When the bee floated up to the sky. 

“Thank you, thank you! I feel so brand new!” 

He felt he could fly for miles. 

 

He gave a loud whoop and thanked the small group, 

When into the air he did soar. 

He did a jive and gave a high-five, 

Because that is what best friends are for. 


