The Story of Humblebee Bumblebee as told by his close confidant, Oink Buzzler

You've heard of HB.  Well his real name is Humblebee Bumblebee.  He is the smartest bravest bumblebee in the whole wide world and he’s MY best friend.  

It all started a few years ago when we were just two regular bumble bees living in Hive City. We did everything together, me and HB, we played Bee-ball, comb-boarded, traded Buzz cards, we were inseparable, until that day. The day HB got lost.

HB was feeling a little down that day. You see, one of his stripes has a little bend in it and it makes him feel sad, he gets embarrassed about it. He says it makes him feel like everyone is staring at him all the time. Some of the older bees tease him about it too, call him “ziggy” or “stripe” (personally, I think it gives him character). 

Anyway, HB was feeling out of sorts that day so I suggested he try out his new carpenter set – his first real set of tools. We decided to build the biggest, coolest, best club house in the whole hive! It would be so awesome; every bee would want to play there.

We had been working most of the afternoon when all of a sudden…

CRASH! CLAP!

…a huge thunderstorm!

“Uh oh, take cover; we got a big one coming!” I yelled to HB. The rain started coming down and the wind was blowing from every direction. I felt like I was in a big bee blender being twisted and turned, flopped and flopped and eesh, I’m getting dizzy just thinking about it. 

Well, by the time the storm passed I found myself across town in Mr. Honey’s front yard. Humblebee was no where to be found.

As it turns out, the wind had tossed Humblebee into a storm drain which according to Humblebee was kind of like a long, winding water slide. He said it would have been a lot of fun if it hadn’t been so dark and scary. Finally Humblebee was dumped out into the river. 

Desperately grabbing for something to hang onto – he isn’t as good a swimmer as me –

Humblebee found a piece of wood. Tired and drenched, Humblebee floated down the river. When realized he had no idea where he was going and no idea how he’d get home, he started to cry. 

“Hideo ho!” 

“Hey, who’s there?” called out Humblebee, looking around.

Humblebee turned and saw a fish with the biggest eyes he had ever seen staring right at him. 

“Why I’m FlapJack Flounder. But, you can call me Flap. You’re not from here are you? I bet you’re from the big city. Am I right? Am I? Am I?”

“Well yeah, as a matter of fact I...”

“Whoa, what happened to your stripe? Did it get twisted in the storm? Did it? Did it?”

“Um, no, it’s always been that way.” Humblebee said quietly as he looked down at the ground. 

“Well, I like it. I surely do! I do! I do!”

Humblebee looked up at Flap and smiled. “Thanks, it’s so different and sometimes, well, do you think you could help me get back to the city? My mom is going to be looking for me.”

“Golly gee, I don’t know. I’ve never even left the river before. But, I do know some folks that might be able to help. C’mon, let’s go down to the beach. Let’s go! Let’s go!”

When they got to the river’s edge, Humblebee saw the craziest looking chicken he had ever seen. She had a pile of yellow hair on top of her head and was covered in shiny jewelry – ears, neck, feathers – it was everywhere. She was pushing what looked like a Frisbee with a long stick and every time it beeped the chicken would cluck, flap her wings and say “goodie!” 

“Well hello there Sparkles. How goes the hunting today? Find anything shiny? Did you? Did you?” Flap asked as he flopped around.

“Not yet sweetie pie, but just have to keep looking, the best stuff is always hidden. Well, well who do you got there with you sugar?” The chicken extended her wing and said, “My name is Fannie Sparkles. But, everyone calls me Sparkles on account of all my sparkly jewelry.” 

“Hi Ms. Sparkles. My name is Humblebee Bumblebee and I’m lost. I’m trying to get back home to Hive City. Flap thought maybe you could help us.”

“Why I declare, what is wrong with your stripe? Last time I saw a bee he had straight stripes. Is this the newest thing? Bent stripes? You just never know with kids these days.”

“No ma’am. I was just born that way, with the bent stripe. Sorry.”

“Oh sugar plum, don’t be sorry, I like things that are different. I think it’s good to stand out. Why do you think I wear all this jewelry?” she said shaking her feathers.

“Now, what were we talking about? Oh yeah, the big city. Why I declare, I haven’t been there in ages. I bet I could find some glittery goodies there. Sure, count me in! Let me just gather some things.”  

“What’s all this racket? Can’t a crab get a few minutes of shut eye around here?”

Just then an old, dirty crab came scuttling out from behind a rock.

“Howdy Mr. Carbunkle, meet our new friend, Humblebee Bumblebee. We’re going to help him get back to Hive City. Hey, wait a minute, you’ve been every where and seen every thing, do you think you could help us? Do you? Do you?”

Flap flopped over to HB and explained that Carbunkle Jones (everyone called him Mr. Carbunkle or “sir”) had served in the Navy and had traveled all seven seas and had three medals for bravery. HB noticed all the cracks in the crab’s shell and thought he must have been through some rough waters indeed. Carbunkle looked angry and made Humblebee a little nervous.

“D d do you think you could help me find my way back home Mr. Carbunkle? We c c could really use your help. And you’d love Hive City, it’s bee-u-t-ful! P p please?” Humblebee pleaded. 

“Quit your blubbering. I don’t care how beautiful it us. But, I suppose I could help. You’d probably never find it without me.”

“Oh, thank you Mr. Carbunkle sir.”

“By the way kid, what happened to your stripe? Get that in battle?”

“No sir, just born that way.”

“Hmm..well, it looks strange. But what do I know?”

The group stayed up all night planning their adventure and at dawn they set off on their quest to the big city.

They had been traveling all morning when they saw what looked like a circus. As they got closer they saw that it was indeed a mini-circus, complete with rides, and a fortune teller.

“Ooh, let’s get our fortune read. Can we? Can we?” Flap pleaded and flopped around.

Everyone decided that knowing their future might be a good idea. As they approached the fortune telling booth an unusual worm-like creature slithered towards them.

“Welcome friends,” said the strange creature. “You like to know what the future holds for you. Yes?”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” yelled Flap.

“Surely do sugar, that would be just dandy” clucked Sparkles.

“Humph” grumbled Carbunkle.

Humblebee came forward and said, “Well, if it wouldn’t be too much trouble; I would to know if I’m going to make it home ok. You see, I’m from Hive City and I got lost during the storm and…”

The worm started chanting and peered into his crystal ball. “Ah, yes, yes…”

“What does it say? Does it say I’ll make it home? I sure do miss my family.”

More chanting and then, “oh no…no...”

“Arrgg, I knew it, he doesn’t know what he’s doing.” complained Carbunkle.

“Patience dear sir, yes, it’s clear now. You will make it home but it will not be easy.” Then he turned and looked directly at Humblebee. “For those that are different, the road is never easy. You will need to be strong. You must believe in yourself.” Then he turned and slithered away.

“See, I told you he doesn’t know what he’s doing. Let’s go.” Carbunkle turned to leave and the others followed.

Humblebee flew behind the group with his head hung low.

“What’s wrong sugar dumpling?” asked Sparkles.

“It’s my stripe. It’s bad luck, I just know it. I’ll never get home as long as I have this stupid stripe.” 

“Oh sugar, you’ve got it all wrong. That stripe makes you unique, special.” 

“And special is good! Isn’t it? Isn’t it? Isn’t it?” said Flap 

“Hmm, I don’t know, being “special” in the Navy would get you a day of barnacle scrubbing.” 

The whole group traveled in silence for quite some time. 

It started to get dark.

“My mom is going to be so mad. She never lets me stay out past dark!” said Humblebee.

Then from out of the bushes they heard a rustle and then a quiet buzz.

Humblebee knew that buzz. It wasn’t the buzz of a bee, it was the buzz of a…

WASP!

Nervously the group approached the bushes and saw that it wasn’t just one wasp but several.

“Well, well what do we have here? Who dares to enter?” buzzed one of them.

Carbunkle spoke up first. “Who we are is none of your beeswax. We are just traveling to Hive City and need to get past these bushes. Who are you?”

“Why I’m Willow Wasp. And these are MY bushes you are trespassing on.”

“You want us to take care of them boss?” asked on the big wasps behind Willow. The other one chimed in with “yeah boss, we can give them the ole honey treatment.” 

“I don’t think that’ll be necessary boys, I’m sure they’ll cooperate.” 

“Cooperate? Why should we cooperate with you?” demanded Carbunkle.

Humblebee, Sparkles and Flounder kept quiet, they were all too frightened to say anything. 

“Because I’m Willow Wasp and I always get what I want. And I want that!” She hissed as she pointed to Sparkles’ necklace.

Sparkles grabbed her neck, “this necklace?! This is my favorite necklace! Oh sugar, I’d give you any of these rings or my bracelets or…”

“No, I want that necklace! Grab it boys!” demanded Willow.

Sparkles started to cry.

Just then Humblebee flew to the front of the group, “Stop!” He yelled. “Leave her alone.”

Everyone stopped and stared at Humblebee. Willow threw back her head and laughed. You see, bees NEVER stand up to wasps, it’s just not done. But as she opened her eyes and looked at Humblebee, she stopped laughing.

“The stripped one!” All of the wasps gasped.

All at once everyone looked at Humblebee.

Willow stepped back and whispered, “Wasp legend has it that the bee with the zigzagged stripe has magical powers.”

All at once everyone turned back to look at Humblebee.

“Me?” said Humblebee. But even as he said it, he heard the worm’s voice in his head “…believe in yourself…”

Suddenly Humblebee felt very strong and before he knew what he was doing he said, “Yes, me. That’s right. I DO have special powers. So, you better let us pass through or I’ll use my powers on you!”

The wasps stepped aside and let the group pass. 

“That was awesome. It was! It was! It was!” exclaimed Flap as he flopped around excitedly.

“I’m so proud of you sugar.” clucked Sparkles.

Carbunkle walked over to Humblebee, saluted him, and kept on going. 

Humblebee had never been so happy in his whole life!

Word of Humblebee’s bravery spread fast. I was just buzzing around the Honey Bucket when I heard the news. I was so proud of HB and excited that he would be home soon, I quickly put together a welcome home celebration.

Humblebee, Flap, Sparkles and Carbunkle made it back to Hive City around dinnertime. We had a huge party and every bee in town was there. Everyone wanted to see Humblebee and hear about how he stood up to the wasps. The party was so much fun and we got to stay up way past our bedtimes.

Since that time Humblebee hasn’t been sad about his stripe, not even once. And, no other bees make fun of him either. In fact, having something different is now the coolest thing in Hive Town. Every bee is proud to be special in their own way.

---------------

The next day HB and I headed down to the docks to say goodbye to Flap, Sparkles and Carbunkle when…
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