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The Unfortunate Case of Peter and the Bees

By: Bushra and Peter
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Peter was folding his laundry when a loud buzz invaded his ears. He looked around rapidly. He had left the window open to get some air flowing through his small stuffy room. That was a horrible mistake considering his flower scented laundry detergent. It was summer time and there was a beehive on the tree next to his apartment building. He tried to close the window but there was a huge yellow and black devil hovering around the window sill. 
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Peter went into a craze. He ran around throwing things at the window trying to repel the bee. He tripped over his Wii causing the system to turn on. The buzzing instantly grew louder and the bee started to retreat a little bit. He picked up his controllers and turned on all of the wireless settings. The buzzing was now louder than ever. Peter adjusted his connection speed and the bee angrily zoomed away. 

…
ONE HOUR LATER
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Peter’s electric blue eyes were fixated on his small outdated television set. His avatar was moving roughly with the motions of the white and blue controllers in Peter’s long fingered hands. The glare radiating off the screen turned his eyes an ugly shade of red. 
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His hands were shaking madly from the adrenaline coursing through his veins. The chipped white door of his room slowly creaked open and a pair of eyes identical to his peered inside. The girl’s eyes widened and she ran down the hallway to announce that Peter was playing his Wii before he cleaned his room. Peter heard muffled voices and heavy footsteps coming down the hall. 
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He knew that he should shut down the Wii but he was on the last level, one more lap to go, twenty feet from the finish line… Fifteen… Ten… Five… The screen went black. He slumped back into his worn out beanbag chair in a confused trance. His vision was blurred and black spots danced around his head. A tall slim figure loomed above him and was scolding him in Polish.
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"How dare you even think about playing your Wii before cleaning this BARN!" roared Peter’s angry mother as she slammed her jar of honey on Peter’s disorganized desk.

"S-S-Sorry," he stammered as his mother frowned at him.

"Sorry doesn’t cut it young man, as of now there will be no video games for you unti 
Without another word she unplugged the Wii, confiscated the games and picked up his controllers. Peter was in a state of shock, he had had his Wii since he could remember. BOOM! The door slammed in anger. This was not right. 
l I see fit," she said firmly.
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Peter’s body started wracking with sobs. He looked at the place where his Wii used to sit and provide endless entertainment for him. That spot also reminded him about how the Wii had saved his life a few minutes ago. The thought filled him with sorrow and he continued to cry into his pillow. Over the blood pounding in his ears, Peter heard a faint drone. He looked up and saw at least two dozen bees hovering against his white curtains. Peter did not understand how this could have happened. He scanned his room in a panic. Then he saw what was attracting the bees. A huge jar of honey lay wide open on his desk. His mother must have come into his room to scold him while she was making some of her famous honey shortbread bars. 


Peter frantically ran around his house searching for where his mother put the Wii. Peter saw the Wii at the top of his dad’s bookshelf. He climbed up carefully scaling the shelves to the top of the wooden structure. He snatched up the Wii almost falling on the ground. He ran past his tattle-tale sister ignoring her shouts and tattle-threats. Peter bounded into his room and leaped at the power socket. He jammed the cable into the outlet and it booted up. As the bees began the advance, the Wii was initializing. This could be Peter’s last stand. He heard the relieving noise of the bee’s irritation. From what Peter could see, the Wii was on its home screen. The swarm faltered and then retreated angrily. 

Peter breathed a sigh of relief. While wiping the sweat form his forehead there was a loud rapping on the door. 

"Peter, open this door NOW!" shouted Peter’s Mom.

"Yes Mom" Peter said coolly.

He opened the door and his mom pushed past him. 

"What are you doing with that Wii, I thought I took that away," said his mother sternly.

"OH MAN NOT AGAIN!" cried Peter.   

THE END
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