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The bee hive was in a beautiful meadow

shaded from the mid-day sun by a giant tree. 

The bees were busy all day long



bringing food from the meadow to the hive. 

The busy bees would fly out to the flowers

and scoop up drops of nectar waiting there. 



Then straight back to the hive they would fly

with all the food they could possibly hold. 



At the hive they would deliver their load

then dance to show other bees the way to the

flowers.



A bee would dance back and forth, round and 
round

to show the way to the best flowers he had 
found.



All the bees watching would then follow the 

directions going exactly the way the dancing bee

pointed.

All the bees except for Freddy



who would start to follow, but then wander off.

He would see flowers and streams and rocks

and paths and trees and lovely little ponds.



While other bees were carrying to the hive

Freddy would be exploring places nobody had 
been.



Some bees complained that Freddy didn't work 

hard, but Freddy always came home with a load of

food.



Then Freddy would dance and Freddy could dance

better than anyone imagined.

He would dance high and low, up and down

back and forth and round and round.



All the bees stopped to watch Freddy dance

then rushed off to the new flowers he had found.

Freddy would start to follow and collect more 
food



then see something pretty and wander off.



Dance, Freddy, Dance
Two big reasons that children enjoy having their parents read 
to them are closeness with their parents and hearing their 
parent's voice. Thus it is far more important that you make 
time for stories than what those stories actually are. Of 
course the hope that ours may become a favorite keeps 
writers and illustrators creating them for you.

This story is about the way honeybees actually find their 
sources of nectar and communicate directions to those 
flowers so the other foraging bees in the hive can find them. 

It is also about accepting and appreciating others. Though 
they may be different, everyone has something to contribute.

This book is dedicated to my daughters in gratitude for their 
enthusiasm over my made-up
bedtime stories, their
encouragement to write them down 
for publication and, of course for 
my youngest who became my
illustrating partner.

Ted Dunlap
December 2005



Where did Freddie go?

What did Freddie see?

Why didn't he 
follow the other 
bees?

It is now your turn to do some story telling.

With these ideas in their heads, have the children answer these and 
other questions. Talk about it and exercise their imaginations. If they 
are too young or tired, make a bit up yourself. They will love this part 
at least as much as the first. You can turn the light off, have them use 
their imagination and close out the story as they start off to sleep.

It worked for me. My daughters thought I was a wonderful story-
teller. You will be too.



Ted Dunlap


