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Chapter 1

LEA AND BERTO

 

 

 

Lea lowered her head and looked at the ground. She was very angry. Once again, Berto was trying to make her look ridiculous in front of the other children. Well, he wasn’t trying; the truth was that he was succeeding. Everyone was looking at her and laughing. And that made her very angry. And very sad. She was about to start crying.

"Hello, Leandra! Hello, Leandra! Hello, Leandra!" Berto repeated like a parrot while laughing with his mouth wide open, showing a mouth full of gaps. That is, a mouth where some teeth were missing. Just like her, as she was in the process of losing her baby teeth.

"My name isn’t Leandra," Lea said without daring to look up.

"Of course, your name is Leandra."

"Hello, Leandra! Hello, Leandra! Hello, Leandra!" the whole class repeated in unison.

"That’s the name your parents gave you," Berto persisted. "So, your name is Leandra."

"Well, I don’t like being called that!" Lea grumbled, trying hard not to cry. "I want to be called Lea."

"She doesn’t like her name! She doesn’t like her name!" Berto exploded.

Once again, the class erupted into a clamour, echoing his words. Words that caused Lea tremendous pain.

What hurt her the most was that even her own friend Sandra, her desk mate, joined in with her classmates to laugh at her. This detail from her friend made her feel alone and abandoned. She looked at Sandra angrily, tears shimmering in her eyes.

Sandra fell silent instantly. Blushes appeared on her cheeks.

The classroom had turned into a living hell for Lea when Mrs. Daisy appeared in the doorway.

"What’s going on here?" she shouted.

The children turned their heads towards her and fell silent.

That silence was enough for Lea to relax, and her crying sounded pure and desolate in the classroom.

Daisy looked at her in surprise and walked over to her. When she reached Lea, she took her face in her hands and forced her to look at her.

Lea’s crying intensified, filling the classroom with immense sadness. A sadness that seemed to fall from the sky like cold rain.

Daisy fixed her eyes on Sandra, who looked down at the floor, unable to meet her gaze.

"Explain to me, Sandra, why Lea is crying," she demanded.

Sandra glanced sideways to Berto, who was glaring at her.

"I, I…" Sandra began, feeling tears welling up in her eyes.

The teacher refocused on Lea, who seemed to have regained some control.

"Calm down, sweetheart," she said to her. "I’m going to fix this in a moment."

Then she walked over to the blackboard. When she reached it, she picked up a chalk and called Berto.

He looked at her surprised, not suspecting why she was calling him.

"Come on, now, come here," Daisy insisted.

A little confused and somewhat uneasy, Berto left his desk and walked over to where the teacher beckoned him. She handed him the chalk.

"Write your name on the blackboard," she said.

Berto hesitated before taking the chalk. He didn’t like what he thought the teacher wanted from him. But under her insistence, he felt compelled to obey.

A few moments later, these words were written on the blackboard: BERTO RUBIO LÓPEZ

After writing his name, he reached out to return the chalk to the teacher. But she shook her head.

"Are you sure that’s your name?" she retorted.

Berto lowered his head and looked at the ground. He knew what she was aiming at, and he wasn’t amused at all.

The teacher took the chalk from his hands and approached the blackboard.

"You can go back to your desk," she said as she picked up the eraser.

She erased Berto’s name and turned to the children, who were watching in confusion.

"I want…" Daisy began, "each of you to reflect on this: Would I like to be treated the way we are treating Lea? Think about it seriously."

She waited for a moment and then looked very seriously at Berto.

"Would you like it, Berto, if someone teased you the way you were teasing Lea?"

Berto looked away, feeling his cheeks flush.

"I can’t hear you, Berto," the teacher insisted.

Berto looked at her and shook his head.

Daisy glanced around the classroom.

"Look, kids…" she began, "relationships between people are based on respect. This means that we always have to consider that others have the same rights as we do. Is that clear?"

The children responded with a collective "yes" that spread throughout the class.

"The best way to know how to react in a certain situation is to think if what we are about to do or say is something we would like done or said to us. In other words: if something hurts me, it will probably hurt others too. So, let’s keep quiet and still."

She made a brief pause and looked at each one of them.

"A question…" she said, "does it bother you that Lea wants you to call her by that name?"

Now there was a resounding "no" heard in the classroom.

At that moment the bell rang.

"Pick up your things and remember what I’ve told you, okay?"

"Yes, teacher…" was heard in unison.

As they filed towards the door, the teacher took Berto by the arm.

"Wait a moment," she said, and patiently waited for the last child to leave the classroom.

Berto looked at her confused and somewhat uneasy.

"I know all of this is your doing, and I won’t allow it."

"Teacher, I didn’t…" Berto began to apologize.

"You did, didn’t you, Rigoberto?"

Berto blushed.

"The others don’t know that’s your real name," she continued, "it’s up to you whether I write it on the board."

Of course, the teacher had no intention of doing so. To educate a child, one should never humiliate them; but sometimes, a gentle reprimand is necessary.

"You can go," she told him a few seconds later.

Berto left the classroom without lifting his gaze from the ground.

Lea didn’t quite understand what was happening between the teacher and Berto. But she knew her teacher well and knew that she was on her side this time. Something told her that Berto would stop bothering her.

With that idea in mind, her tension decreased, and she felt much better. When she got into her mother’s car, the difficult minutes she had experienced at school were almost forgotten anecdotes.

"What do you want for snack, Lea?" Leandra asked her daughter that afternoon, while stroking her daughter’s red, curly hair, which she sometimes found difficult to tame with a comb. Everything about her daughter was pure energy, from her actions to her own hair.

"I want bread and honey," the girl replied.

"You need to change your snack. You can’t always eat the same thing."

"But Grandpa’s honey is so delicious," Lea argued, unwilling to give up her favourite snack.

"I know it’s delicious. But you have to alternate. Honey with milk, honey with bread… If you eat too much honey, you’ll get worms," Leandra warned. 

"What are worms, Mom?" Lea asked.

"Worms are little bugs that come out of children’s bottoms when they eat too many sweets."

Leandra knew that there was no specific connection between consuming sweets and having intestinal parasites. At most, the only relationship between those two things was that parasites also fed on sugars. That was why the person who had them had an almost constant desire to eat sweets. However, there was nothing wrong with her daughter wanting a sandwich from time to time.

"Am I going to get worms too?" Lea asked, quite worried.

"Anyone can get them," Leandra replied, "especially if they eat too many sweets."

"Where did you say the worms come out?" Leandra asked, with a sad look that touched her mother’s heart.

"Worms come out in the bottom."

"In the bottom?"

"Yes, in the bottom."

"And what do they do?"

Seeing her daughter’s expression Leandra was very close to bursting into laughter. 

"They itch a lot," she replied.

"Do I have to scratch my bottom if they come out?"

"Of course. Almost all the time."

"Ew!" exclaimed Lea.

Leandra approached her and crouched down beside her. She took her daughter’s face in her hands and gave her a heartfelt kiss on the forehead.

"But I really like Grandpa’s honey," Lea murmured, making a real effort not to cry.

"I know you do…"

Lea didn’t let her mother finish the sentence.

"I’ll do something," she said. "From now on, I won’t eat chocolate or gummy candies, so I can eat honey, okay, Mom?"

Her mother looked at her and felt remorse seeing the effect her warnings had on her daughter. She was about to tell her daughter to eat whatever she wanted when she realized that it wasn’t a bad idea for Lea to cut back on some sweets. If she was willing to make that sacrifice to keep eating honey, it was a good time for her to put aside some pastries. 
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Chapter 2

LEA AND THE BEE

 

The dream was particularly sweet that night. Lea had been in bed for an hour, and drowsiness had ensnared her without mercy. For as long as she could remember, she almost always had beautiful dreams. But that night was especial: she walked through a field adorned with flowers of all sizes and colours. Butterflies soared through the skies with their relaxed and undulating flights. But what stood out the most was the influx of scents that surrounded her nose as if it wanted to tell her something. It was a magical caress, just like the light and those vivid colours that captured her eyes in the spring evening.

Suddenly, she began to hear a light noise that gradually grew stronger. It was a kind of monotonous buzzing that was getting closer to her by moments.

Lea looked around, but she couldn’t figure out what was causing that sound that her mind perceived as something good. Something close and endearing.

The sound kept reaching her ears, but whatever was producing it was not within her sight.

"I’m here."

Now, the buzzing had disappeared, and in its place came that voice, delicate as a caress, which immediately pleased her.

Lea had heard it very close by, but she couldn’t see it. In that field full of flowers, full of colours, and full of aromas, she could see butterflies and a variety of insects. But what she couldn’t see was the being that had just spoken to her.

"I’m here," the voice was heard again.

Lea looked all around, but she found it impossible to see who was speaking to her.

"Lea" said the voice, "open your eyes."

Lea did as she was told, and suddenly, the field, the flowers, and the insects disappeared. Before her appeared the ceiling of the bedroom. The room was illuminated by the lamp on the bedside table. Lea didn’t like to sleep in the dark, and her mother always left the light on for her.

Once again, the little voice spoke to her:

"Look down," it said.

Lea turned her gaze downward, and there it was, right on her nose. It was a bee.

Lea was scared to see it on her, fearing it might sting her. Once, her mother got stung by a wasp on her hand, and it swelled a lot. I mean, it got so big that she couldn’t close her fist. And it hurt a lot.

She knew that bees could also sting and cause a lot of harm. That’s why she got scared.

She tried to swat it away with a slap. All she managed to do was make the bee roll down her face onto the bedspread.

Lea jumped up and was about to leave the room when she heard the voice again. Now that she was awake, this struck her as very strange.

"Don’t be afraid, Lea," the voice said. "I want to be your friend."

Lea couldn’t believe what she was hearing because, as incredible as it seemed, the voice was coming from the same spot where the bee was. That was impossible. Bees don’t speak. No insect speaks.

"I want to be your friend," the bee repeated. "I won’t hurt you."

Lea stared at her. It was the bee! It was the bee speaking to her! She couldn’t believe it.

She approached, keeping her distance, and asked:

"Can you really talk?"

"Only to you."

"Why only to me?"

"I’ve already told you: because I want to be your friend."

"And why do you want to be my friend?" Lea asked.

"I know you like honey, don’t you?"

"I love honey," Lea replied. "And is that why you want to be my friend?"

"Of course," the bee replied. "I’m glad you like honey. That’s how I know you can understand me. And that’s why I want to be your friend."

"What do you want me to understand?"

"I want you to understand…" the bee’s voice transformed. Now it sounded sad, almost like it was crying. "My sisters and I have many problems, and we thought that… maybe you could help us."

"Help you? But I’m just a kid!"

"That’s why I’ve come to you, because you’re a child."

"You’re mistaken," said Lea. "It would be better if you found an adult. I’m sure they could help you."

"An adult can’t," the bee murmured, with a tone full of sadness.

"Why can’t they?"

"Because adult humans are the cause of our problems. And those who cause the problems find it difficult to solve them."

"Why are humans the cause of your problems?"

"Because humans almost always act out of self-interest. And if they can make money, they don’t mind destroying everything in order to accumulate wealth. That’s why the planet is being destroyed."

"Really?" Lea asked, astonished.

"Very much so," replied the bee. "Because of man’s greed, the climate is changing. Many plants are drying up, and besides that, they keep pouring poison into the fields and slowly killing us. If they don’t remedy it soon, in a few years, the world will be a desert where no one can live. That’s why I want you to help me change everything, so it can go back to how it was before."

Now it was Lea who felt sad after hearing the bee’s terrible words.

"What can I do?" she asked, deeply moved.

"This planet is our home. If we destroy it, we’ll be left without a home."

"It’s true," Lea said. "And if we’re left without a home, we’ll sleep on the street, get wet, and feel cold. I don’t want to destroy our home."

"That’s why I thought of you," said the bee. "Education is the best weapon humans have to face their destiny. If children are taught to love animals, plants, and everything around us on this wonderful planet we have, they’ll never harm any animal or start fires in the forest. Instead, they’ll take care of it and cherish it because no one harms what they love. And the countryside will be more beautiful and more productive. And it will feed us all better. And we’ll be happier in it."

"But I can’t do anything," Lea lamented. "I’m still little."

"You can’t do anything now," said the bee. "But when you grow up, you can do a lot."

Lea’s eyes lit up.

"How?" she asked.

"When you fully understand us and see that we’re essential for life…"

"Are you essential for life?" Lea asked.

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because the foundation of nutrition lies in plants. Although there are animals that eat meat, including humans, the animals that provide that meat are herbivores. And plants need insects for pollination."

"What is pollin…?" Lea couldn’t finish the word. It was too complicated to pronounce.

"Pollination is when pollen is carried from the stamens, which are the male parts of the flowers, to the pistil, which is the female part, so that the ovules can be fertilized and produce fruits and seeds. This way, plants reproduce, and with their fruits, they can feed many beings."

"Is it like when parents have children?" Lea asked, not quite understanding what the bee meant.

"You could say it’s something similar. But most plants need insects to do this pollination. There are even other animals that also pollinate, like monkeys, bats, squirrels, or hummingbirds. But, among all pollinators, the bee is the most abundant, and it takes care of most of that work. If bees disappear, many plants will die. And so will the animals that depend on them, including humans."

Lea couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

"So," she said, "if you disappear, we will too?"

"Yes. That’s why it’s so important for you to help us. Adults don’t want to realize it, but the future of the planet is at stake."

Lea was pensive for a moment. What she was hearing sounded so insane that…

"Then…” she began, “do you expect me to be the one who saves the planet?"

"Only children can do it. But for that, it’s necessary for you to change your thoughts, not always seeing the opportunity to make money. The world is only improved through love, never through self-interest. If you let me guide you so you can get to know us and see the work we do, I’m sure you’ll start to love us a little. And then you’ll be able to help us."

"But how can I help you?"

"Talk to your friends about us," the bee replied. "Explain to them that if we disappear, humans will also die. Tell your parents and your teachers at school that they have to take care of us. Because, you know something?"

"What?"

"Besides honey, we provide a series of products that are extraordinary for humans."

"What products?"

The bee pondered for a moment.

"Let’s do something," she said after a few seconds.

"What?" Lea asked.

"Instead of explaining it to you, come with me, and I’ll show you. I’m sure you’ll love it."

"How can I go with you?"

"If you really want to come, you’ll be able to. I’ll help you make it happen, you’ll see," said the bee.

"And will I be able to see your home and your sisters?"

"Of course. And you’ll see how we make the combs and the honey."

Lea seemed to hesitate.

"How many sisters do you have?" she asked.

"Oh! Thousands of sisters," the bee replied.

"So many? I only have one brother," Lea said.

"Well, I have thousands of sisters!"

Lea hesitated again.

"Then, I’m not going," she said.

"Why?" the bee replied.

"Because you are going to sting me, and it’s going to hurt a lot. And besides, my cheeks will swell up."

The bee started laughing.

"Why are you laughing?" Lea asked.

"If we’re asking for your help, how could we hurt you?"

"Are you sure you won’t sting me?"

"Sure."

"Really?"

"Of course, silly," said the bee. "Besides, you’re going to discover a wonderful world. More beautiful than you’ve ever seen."

The bee flew and landed on Lea’s shoulder.

Now Lea wasn’t afraid.

"Are you ready for a fascinating adventure?" the bee asked her, smiling.

Lea, who had turned her head to see the bee, smiled too.

"Yes, I’m ready," Lea replied. "But how am I going to do it?"

"Trust me," said the bee. "Now close your eyes."

And Lea closed her eyes.
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Chapter 3

LEA’S WALK

 

When Lea opened her eyes, her room had vanished. Now she was in the countryside, in the same field where she was before the bee appeared and caught her attention from the tip of her nose.
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