Savannah rushes into her bright, sunlit bedroom, yanks off her scarf hurriedly and drops it on the floor by her feet. She takes the lid off her takeaway coffee cup and blows on it gently. whilst looking at the screen of writing open-mouthed. 	Comment by Paul Wright: What age of child reader do you have in mind?

How old is Savannah?
“You see, dear Henry” she mutters	Comment by Paul Wright: She is typing this?

“I cannot forgive thee for such a heinous act”.
“Ugh” Savannah squeaks
“This just won’t do. What is the matter with me?”
Savannah, clearly irritated with herself She opens up a new tab and starts typing again. She stares out of the window, searching for the right word. to find the word in her head she was thinking of and stares out of her window. Rows of green fields all stare back at her on one side. Rows of lavender wave back at her in the gentle breeze on the other. She opens her window to feel that breeze on her face and sits back, elbows on the table, fingers clasped and tapping her forefingers with a serious look on her face.	Comment by Paul Wright: This is apparent from the spoken words above
“OK, Henry, Talk to me honey, taaalk too meee”
As she was staring and willing the words to come to life in her head a massive bumble bee pops its head over the top of her laptop which makes Savannah freeze.
“Oh my god, ohh my gawwwd” she whimpers.
She carefully pulls the blinds back a little further and flicks her hand towards it and says
“shoo”
The Bee, paying absolutely no attention to Savannah just sits there in Stoney silence looking back at her. Savannah, who has lived in the Countryside all of her life has a real disquietude toward buzzy creatures. She never knew what it stemmed from but it made her feel uneasy all the same. She sat there for a few moments, frozen and wondering what to do, when she felt compelled to lean forward slightly and look into its face; as she got closer, she started to see her reflection in his big black bulb-like eyes when it blinked, and Savannah shot back so fast her chair slid from underneath her, her knees hit the underneath of her desk, her coffee and writing materials flew up in the air and she landed flat on her back, still on her chair and knocked out cold.
Savannah was skipping through meadows. All the birds were tweeting; the beautiful blossoms were dancing alongside her when she hears her Grandmothers voice calling her
“Savannah! Savannah, supper is ready”
Savannah turns on her heels and skips towards her grandmother's house, as she does a great big bumble bee comes into her face and she starts screaming and waving her hands about just as the bee stings her right on her nose. She sees her Grandmother running towards her, and her Grandmother starts getting sucked into the ground; as her Grandmother gets pulled under, Savannah’s nose starts getting bigger and bigger until she can’t see anymore; and just as Savannah’s screams get louder her nose pops and she suddenly awakes from her slumber and stares up at the ceiling.
“ow, ow. Just a dream, it’s just a dream,” She mumbles whilst feeling around her nose.
Savannah struggles to get to her feet and looks around her room.
“Blasted bee,” she says.
As Savannah starts clearing up the mess she made, she hears a buzzing sound by the window, and the bee was making a squeaking sound. She very anxiously leaned towards it and the bee was turning its back towards her as if to be showing her his back. As Savannah cautiously leaned in further, she saw one of its wings had been torn. Savannah jumped back with her hand over her mouth and gasped.
“oh no, you poor thing, have you got a broken wing?” she asked.
The bee squeaked and Savannah was utterly shocked. They stayed silent a few seconds and Savannah said, screwing up her face
“Does it hurt?”
To which the be said “squeak squeak” and shook its head back and forth.
Savannah giggled nervously “Can you… can you understand me?” she said
“squeak,” said the Bee
Savannah gasped again. never in her life had she been in a situation like this, and couldn’t believe what was happening to her.
“w… w… would you like some water?”
“squeak,” said the bee.
So, Savannah walked back towards her door, still looking at the bee in amazement and went downstairs to get the Bee a spoon, some sugar, a bottle of water and her mother’s flowers. She re-entered the room half wondering if the bee would have just flown off, but there he was, sitting in the same place, cleaning its front legs.
Savannah was still feeling anxious as she placed the flowers next to the bee, loaded the spoon with water and a little sugar and watched the bee gratefully climb onto the spoon and start drinking. She was watching him intently with her chin in her hand when he lifted his large head and squeaked at her. Savannah pulled back sharply
“what?” she said
“What do you want?”
The bee looked at her and then looked up at the flowers.
“Do you want a hand up?” she said?
“Squeak” went the bee
So Savannah took a deep breath and gently put her finger out to it, and it climbed on board her finger. She raised her hand to the flowers, and he walked off and started investigating the flowers. Savannah’s heart swelled. She had never seen nor experienced anything so adorable in her whole entire life. As the bee contentedly made its way around all the flowers Savannah consulted Dr Google and she found she could use glue to fix the Bee’s wing. She looked at the bee and said
"do you want me to fix your wing with a bit of glue?"
“squeak,” said the bee
“Will you promise not to sting me?”
“squeak squeak,” said the bee and then made a short burst of Squeaks, which Savannah could only describe as laughter.
“beeeee,” she said questioningly.
“squeak,” said the bee
So Savannah set about creating a little bee hospital. She laid some of her mother’s sterile bandages on the table, got her selfie light and managed to find a tiny astronaut’s helmet for her sister’s Lego box.
“OK Bee,” she said whilst stretching her finger out to it.
“you sit here, and I will see what I can do.
She gently told the bee that she was going to place the helmet over its face so the glue doesn’t irritate his eyes.
“Before we begin bee, I need to know a few details. Are you a Mr Bee? She said, mimicking a Doctor with her clipboard in her hand.
“squeak,” said the Bee
"do you have a name?”
“Squeak squeak,” said the bee
“OK, no name,” she said
“how about Mr Bee?”
“squeak squeak,” said the bee
“No? Don’t you like that one? OKaaaay, how about Mr Bumble?! she giggled.
“squeak squeak,” said the bee and there was that definite giggle again!
She laughed, thinking that if her mother or sister could see her now, they might even take her to the doctor to get her head checked out.
“Ok, Ok, seriously, What about Shelby? You know, as in Shell-Bee?”
“squeak,” said the bee
And they both giggled, and Savannah did a big tick on her clipboard.
Savannah turned the light on, closed the blinds and laid the little helmet gently over the Bee. She put her glasses on and gently squeezed a bit of the glue onto the sterile pad. She used tweezers to lift the torn bits together and, with a cotton bud tip with the cotton removed, gently lined the bee’s wing with the glue. She then moved the two broken bits together (all the while with her tongue curling around the side of her lip) and held them in place for around 10 seconds.
“here we go Shelby, the moment of truth.”
As she let go she started yipping and yaying.
“Shelby, I think it worked,” she said
“I think Dr Savannah has put you back together”
She took the little helmet off his face and used a piece of paper to gently expel the fumes. Shelby gave his body a little shake and gently started stretching his wings.
“Careful boy,” Savannah said gently.
Shelby made a little buzzing noise, stopped and looked at Savannah. They both eyed each other hopefully and wide-eyed. Savannah nodded slowly as if to give Shelby permission to go again. Shelby did another little buzz, and then another, and then another until he had lift-off!
“Oh my gosh” Savannah yelled
“Oh my gosh, look at you! We did it, we did it!” and she started clapping and jumping around with joy.
After about 5 minutes of sheer elation, Shelby flew down and started drinking a little more water.
“OK, Mr Shelby. What is next for us?” she asked
Shelby squeaked and looked at the screen on her laptop
“Oh” Said Savannah
“Yes, My masterpiece. You know, I just don’t think this is working out for me. Maybe I should give up writing altogether and get what my mother calls a ‘proper job’” she rolls her eyes but then sadly looks at Shelby.
“squeak squeak”
Shelby gently hovers himself upwards like a helicopter in a field and lands on the top of her laptop and does a little dance.
Savannah laughs and says “what?”
Shelby dances and hops along the lid of her laptop, turns around and does a little wiggle.
“Shelby, what are you doing?” she says starting to laugh harder.
Shelby wiggles his bum again and lifts up his broken wing.
Savannah gasps wide-eyed.
“Oh, you? You mean write about you? And me, and us and this?”
“Squeak” said Shelby and hops up and down making giggling noises again.
“Yes,” said Savannah
“yes, why not?” and sets about writing about what just happened.
A few weeks later, Savannah opens her eyes and sees the sun slicing through the gaps in her bedroom curtains.
“another beautiful Summers morning,” she says to herself.
“I wonder what today will bring”
“She walks over to her curtains, opens them and lets the sun burst through her room. She squints and opens her window. She leans outwards and looks at the beautiful bee home she had installed on the side of her window for Shelby to live in. He had been busy finding friends to live in his home with him and he had a good little swarm going on in there. She had warned Shelby to never let his friends in her room though and he had agreed with his usual little squeak. She went downstairs and her mother had said to her that a letter had arrived from Globe Soup and that it looked important. She took it back up to her room and opened it with shaky hands. It read…
“Dear Savannah,
Thank you for entering the Globe Soup writing competition.
We are pleased to inform you that you came 1st place and your cheque is included in this letter along with your certificate.”
Savannah didn’t read anymore, she ran over to the window and started calling for Shelby.
“Shelby, Shelby, we won, we won”
Shelby flew over to the window and started squeaking with joy, he flew to his little house and started squeaking, he flew up and down and round and round and even did a little 360 spin.
“I couldn’t have done this without you Shelby, you will never go without anything, and I promise to keep this home going for all your friends and family as long as I shall live”
As Savannah sat back and thought about what had just happened she couldn’t help but wonder what would have happened if she had let her fears control her when the bee first appeared to her. She trusted her instincts and listened to her intuition and they both had served her well. She pushed past her fears and finally had her dreams come true. There was no stopping her now.

