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he monster was too close. His breath stank. His teeth were a jagged mess. Sania was 
mesmerized by the back of his bloody mouth and prepared herself to enter that 
hideous corridor as so many of her relatives had before. Her only hope was that she 
could wedge herself in sideways and make him choke. 

 
Suddenly, the monster burped in Sania’s face and sloughed away to lie back on his divan 
where he contemplated the possible causes of his indigestion. The monster’s pack of horrid 
dogs sat back on their haunches all around the courtyard and howled their disappointment into 
the smog above. 
 
Sania understood this. She, too, felt distinctly unsatisfied. She had been ready, she thought. 
Next time, the monster might succeed in teasing a tear out of her eye. And really, that was all 
she wanted to deny him. That tear. She fell back in the cage, into the waiting arms of her 
remaining family. 
 
The family barely spoke anymore. Her mother retied her scarf every few minutes. Her father 
pinched his lips between his fingers. Her brother picked at a wound that would not heal, and 
her cousin made himself smaller and smaller. Their situation had become unbearable. Her last 
gift to them, Sania had decided, was to take off her dirty sweater so her red and white dress 
would draw the monster’s attention. The ploy had almost worked. 
 
Exhausted from her failure, Sania was on the verge of sleep when she heard a bee buzzing 
nearby in the monster’s ruined garden. Sania held very still and when the bee landed on her 
shoulder, she was not afraid.  
 
“Hmmm,” said the bee. “Your dress fooled me, but you are a girl not a flower. I should have 
known there would be no flowers in this filth.” The bee bent his knees to take off again. 
 
“Wait,” Sania whispered. “Please wait, bee. You and your talk of flowers have reminded me 
that once I loved a garden in a courtyard. Given our circumstances, it was very cruel of you to 
give me this memory, wouldn’t you agree? We all know bees are gossips and storytellers, so if 
you’re a decent bee you will tell me, is there anywhere now that is not a pile of rubble for this 
monster to dance on?”  
 
The bee was flattered, for bees consider storytelling to be their true calling although many have 
criticized their short attention spans. “It’s true that the ugliness around this monster is growing 
by the day,” the bee said, “but he does not hold dominion over the whole world. There are still 
beautiful fields and rivers and flowers great and small.” The bee took some time to illustrate for 
Sania the qualities of several flowers he had visited. “Never forget the flowers! You should see 
them.” 
 
“Yes, I should,” Sania agreed. “I’m not scared of death, but why run toward it? Before I choke 
this monster, let me try to get someone out. If I can put even one member of my family beyond 
his grasp, it will be enough, but how will they get out?”  
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“I would suggest flying,” said the bee, “but that seems unlikely, so they must go through the 
gate. The monster’s bad dogs come in and go out that way every day.”  
 
Sania thought about that for a few moments and said, “No one can be expected to find all the 
solutions by themselves. If you will tell my story to a good-hearted person out there who will 
agree to meet my family on the other side of that gate, you will have my gratitude for as long 
as I live--even though that may not be long.” 
 
“I’ll tell your story,” the bee said, “I would be honored.” 
 
Hope brightened Sania’s eyes. “If my mother survives, she will plant flowers for you all the 
rest of her days,” she said. “If my father survives, he will build you a hive snug against the 
winter. If my brother and cousin survive, I will see to it that they never ever swat another bee.”  
 
“All these promises are well and good.” said the bee, “but I must first find a person not only of 
good heart, but also one with courage like yours. Then you can cross your fingers, and I will 
cross my antennae, and we will hope for the best.”  
 
Sania agreed, and the bee flew away. He flew quite a long time just to escape the monster’s 
realm, and he told Sania’s story again and again, but people were too busy or too selfish or too 
afraid to help her.  
 
As morning drew near, the bee sniffed out some hyacinths just beginning to open in a flower 
box on one high windowsill of an apartment building. The bee crashed upon the buds 
exhausted and hungry. A young man came to the window with a cup of water for the flowers. 
He ran a hand through his hair. He had dark circles under his eyes.  
 
“What’s wrong, young sir?” the bee asked. “You look more weary than I, and I am near to 
death.” 
 
“Ah, bee,” the young man said, “please forgive my rudeness. My name is Abbas, and I am 
pleased to meet you, but I’ve received some bad news. Yesterday a starving cat came to my 
door and when I gave her a bowl of milk she told me a frightful tale of escaping some bad dogs 
that have eaten all the cats in her country and nearly ate her before she managed to escape. 
Then, last evening, a dove flew to this same windowsill and fell down dazed. I gave her a little 
grain, and she told me of a monster in her country who eats the hearts of birds and uses their 
bones as toothpicks. Someone should do something about these demons, because how can 
anyone live happily when others suffer so.” 
 
The bee knew he had found the one he was looking for. He told Abbas about Sania and her 
family and how they would soon be monster meat if he couldn’t find someone to help them.  
 
“This is terrible,” Abbas said. “We cannot allow this to go on. I am touched by her story, but 
here is the difficulty. I am only one person. I could help the girl and her family, or I could fight 
the monster. I cannot do both at the same time. Which is more important?” 
 
“This is a false choice because both are important,” said the bee. “However, the girl asked for 
your help. You have already helped the cat, the dove and me. Her situation is dire. If you help 
her now, you can fight the monster later. If you fight the monster now, you will not have a 
chance to help any of them because the monster always goes to battle on a full stomach.” 
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“Very well,” said Abbas. “Take a little rest and enjoy my hyacinths. I will follow you back to 
the monster’s country. If this girl can bring her family through the gate I will help them get 
away, and they can stay under my roof and eat my food if we are successful.”  
 
Abbas and the bee set off a few hours later. The young man drove all day, following directions 
that the bee issued from where he rode comfortably on Abbas’s shoulder. Near sunset the bee 
warned the young man that they were very near the monster’s compound. Abbas hid his car 
behind a jumble of other burned out vehicles and climbed up into a broken pistachio tree to 
watch the gate and see if the girl and her family would emerge.  
 
The bee flew back into the courtyard, holding his breath from the stench of the offal left all 
about by the monster. For all the fuss about his suits the monster wasn’t very neat in his eating 
habits, and the dogs were no better.  The bee saw the monster sitting at a small table, not far 
from the cage holding Sania and her family. He had nearly finished autographing a pile of 
selfies he had printed to give each of his dogs.  
 
Oh dear, thought the bee, not much time now. He landed on Sania’s shoulder and buzzed in 
her ear, telling her that he had found the one who would help them escape if only she could 
bring her family past the gate.  
 
I’ve puzzled about this all night,” Sania said. “But the only time the monster unlocks the gate 
is to let his horrible dogs in or out. The dogs should be coming soon, but we certainly can’t get 
past them unseen.”  
 
“Leave that to me,” said the bee, and he flew away.  
 
As usual, the monster wanted some light entertainment before dinner. He opened the cage, 
and licked his own snout, anticipating the delicious dinner to come.  
 
“Who will sing for me tonight?” the monster asked. “I don’t know why, but sunsets make me 
wistful. Perhaps some funeral music?” No one volunteered, so the monster picked up the cage 
and shook it until Sania and her family tumbled out onto the ground. 
 
Sania jumped up and began to sing a sad folk song, signaling her family to stay behind her. 
The monster sat at her feet and sighed. As slowly as possible, she sang every verse she could 
remember and made up a few more. When the last note left her, the monster clapped and held 
his claws over the space where his heart should have been. “Such dedication to culture is all 
too rare,” the monster said. “You are the future of the country. Now, it’s time for supper.”  
 
Gracefully scooping her up high into the air, the monster was about to drop Sania into his 
mouth like a bunch of grapes when, suddenly, there was ferocious barking on the other side of 
the gate. His horrid dogs had arrived for their dinner, too.  
 
The monster grumpily dropped Sania onto the ground and slapped his pockets looking for the 
keys. By the time he unlocked the gate, the barks sounded more like whines. Dogs poured into 
the courtyard with their heads lowered and tails between their legs.  
 
“What? What?” the monster asked.  
 
“A bee was stinging us,” one of the dogs said. 
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“A bee?” 
 
“Yes, it hurts.”  
 
The monster clasped his hands and bowed his head, “You have eaten a country full of cats, 
every dove that ever lit, not to mention the squirrels, rabbits, deer, and the leftovers of all the 
captured traitors, spies, infidels and imperialists--and you’re worried about a bee?”  
 
Just then the bee flew through the gate and stung the monster right on his ugly snout. Behind 
the bee came a great swarm of bees from the ruined gardens all around. What’s more, the 
wasps and hornets joined the effort. Mind you, none of them had any particular interest in 
Sania and her family, but they did love to prick monsters and their dogs. 
 
The courtyard was a battlefield. Under a golden cloud of insects, dogs howled and ran in 
circles, nipping themselves and each other. The monster bellowed and stomped and swatted 
his own head with more force than what any of his prisoners could have mustered.  
 
“Run!” Sania yelled, pushing her family to the gate. They were not very fast, but they hobbled 
through and saw a young man waving to them. Abbas managed to stuff all of them into his car 
and turn it around before a black shadow came over them. The monster tried to stick his snout 
in the driver’s window, but Abbas raised the glass. Chuckling at the futility of such puny 
efforts, the monster picked up the car by its back bumper, and held it while the tires spun and 
spun.  
 
Luckily for everyone concerned, Abbas’s car was in terrible shape. The bumper fell off in the 
monster’s claws, and Abbas sped away with Sania and her family. The air shook from the 
monster’s roaring, and they barely escaped a blast of fire he breathed after them. Abbas drove 
as fast as he could to the free lands where the monster would not dare follow.  
 
Everyone in the car was so shocked and afraid that they couldn’t speak at first. Finally, Sania 
reached out and touched the young man’s hand. “Thank you,” she said.  
 
“I didn’t do much,” Abbas said. “I just drove the car.”  
 
“Nonsense,” Sania said. “You risked your life, and you have done everything we could not.” 
 
Abbas briefly looked away from the road and saw Sania smile at him. In the rearview mirror, 
he saw her family looking kindly at him. “In that case, you’re welcome,” he said. “Still, the 
truth is we would have done nothing at all if we had not met the bee.” 
 
“Spreading pollen is our business,” said the bee, from where he rode quite comfortably on 
Sania’s shoulder. “Spreading stories is our passion.”   
 
These days Sania and Abbas continue to fight the monster in their own ways. They rescue 
people when they can and encourage others to do what they cannot. Sania’s mother plants 
flowers that will feed the bees. Her father has built many nice hives to protect them from the 
winter. Her brother and cousin have started a campaign to support bees and teach people that 
the value of their stories outweighs the pain of their stings. And the bees multiply, telling the 
world about the monster’s atrocities. They vow to continue until courageous people with good 
hearts can bring down the monster once and for all.  

The End 


