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Srila Prabhupada often said we should become like bees – always looking for the sweet nectar.  He warned us about becoming like flies who are always searching out something nasty.  ‘Bee-like’ devotees must be very careful who they choose as friends.  Read on to see what happens when a bee and a fly decide to spend time together…
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 “You know we really are so much alike,” said Bee.

“Why yes,” agreed Fly. “We are both small and dark.”

“And don’t forget,” added Bee. “We can both buzz and fly.”
So Bee and Fly made plans for a day out together.

“Where shall we go?” asked Fly. 

Bee became very excited. “I know a field full of sweet buttercups!”

“Field…buttercups…” said Fly. “Not my idea of fun.”

Fly buzzed in a circle, thinking hard.  “I’ve got it!  Not far from here is a great rubbish dump full of old trash and smelly food scraps.”

Bee made a sour face.  “ Rubbish dump… old trash, smelly food scraps… you must be joking!”  Bee spread his wings out wide. “Why, I just want to flit from flower to flower in the sun!”

Bee and Fly looked at each other. They buzzed and they flapped and thought very hard. 

 Bee suggested a lily pond.

 “Boring!” said fly.  

Fly suggested a toilet.

 “Yuk!” said Bee. 

 Bee thought of a rose garden.

 “No way!” said fly.  

“Then how about the beach,” suggested Fly.  “Don’t you just love buzzing in peoples faces?”
“Too hot!” moaned Bee.

Fly and Bee could not make up their minds.  Finally Fly came up with an idea.

“Hey, let’s just buzz along the road and see where it takes us.”  Bee agreed.

After sometime they came to a large orchard.  Bee zoomed over to some pink apple blossoms.  Fly buzzed around in the shade, until finally he found some rotting fruit in the grass.

“Come over here, friend Bee,” called Fly. “This fruit is wonderful!”
Bee looked at the rotten fruit and waved politely.

“Looks great, Fly, but I’m busy up here with my blossoms.  Why don’t you join me?” 

 Fly took one look at the blossoms and smiled. “No thanks Bee, fresh things kind of… er…turn me off.”

So Bee flew happily from flower to flower while Fly buzzed merrily in the rotten fruit. At the end of the day they flew home together.

“You know, Fly,” said Bee.  “We really are quite different.”
“Yes,” agreed Fly.  “Quite different…we really are.”
So Fly and Bee parted.  They buzzed and they flapped and they hugged and said goodbye.  They even waved each other off.  But for some reason they never did go out together again…
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