Author’s Note To His Mom on Mothers Day:  Today of all days Mom you won’t have to worry about me writing about you in the paper. I won’t tell anything on you or broadcast your age. I’ve come to learn that some ladies who were born during the Great Depression are a bit sensitive about their age. And I won’t tell any stories like the one where you dreamed you were getting a cookie out of a clown head cookie jar only to wake Dad up trying to take his lid off. No, Mom, today is yours, so all I’ll say here is, Happy Mothers Day.

Mother’s Day, Aunt Pearl, Aunt Rhody, and Bees

Last Saturday started like every other Saturday. I began writing the week’s column a little after sunrise as is my custom. 

We weren’t supposed to be too busy except for Kathleen’s piano recital that evening. Kathleen did a magnificent job telling Aunt Rhody that her goose had died I’ve even included it on my website.

But in between the writing and reciting I greased my big self up with SPF 99 sun tan oils to by our above ground in ground pool and read stories by Brother Louis Lamour. I'd  just started into “We Shaped The Land With Our Guns” when the phone rang. It was my old friend Jim Richard calling to tell me his next door neighbor had a tree with a swarm of bees in it and asked me to come and get them. And would I ever. Right after I wrote about how good my two bee hives were doing, that last cold snap of came killed them both dead. 

So I gathered my gear and Jacob and went over to Jim’s place where we found near to7,000 bees hanging in a ball on the limb of a shrubbery bush. The only problem I had was that I’d only hived one swarm of bees in my whole life and I was 16 years old when I did it. And I only did it then only because my great uncle Fred’s was tending his tomato fields went I dropped by to leave my hive and a hive was swarming when I got there. I hived that swarm while my great aunt Pearl stood on the back stomp in her nightgown and giving me instructions.

The good news is hiving a swarm is a fairly easy process all things considered.  The swarming bees are actually half of hive who’ve left with a queen to set up housekeeping elsewhere. Their scouts have already found them a home and they’re in route when the beekeeper comes along. All he has to do is convince them he has a better place for them to live and he does this by putting his hive under the swarm and then shaking the limb so most of the bees fall in the hive. Then he gently taps the side the hive until the bees all line up and march in. It’s the dangdest thing you’ll ever see. But this process can have its little unexpected adventures as every beekeeper knows. 

Like the time my friends Claude and Rowdy went to hive a swarm. Rowdy didn’t believe in wearing bee gear and he showed up this time wearing short pants and a short sleeve shirt. 

“Here’s how you do it, Claude”, he said. “Rub your arms and legs with these cedar branches and the bees will think you’re a cedar tree and won’t sting you.” So they did and he and Claude got under the swarm, which was on a limb about arms high in the tree.

“All right, Claude”, Rowdy said, “take these here pruning shears and pull the limb down with the hooked the end and hold it down while I saw it off. So Claude did and he hooked the limb with the snout of those shears and pulled it down while Rowdy started in to sawing. Every thing was going along fine until that limb slipped a'loose from Claude’s shears and when it went up that ball of bees came down and completely consumed Rowdy in a giant cloud of bees. And poor Rowdy was horrified to learn that not one of those bees in that entire swarm thought he was anything close to a cedar tree when they lit into stinging him.

And as I started in under my ball of bees I looked through my bee veil at my dear friend, as he stood close with his family to watch and said, “You know the only time I ever did this was 24 years ago. I sure hope I remember everything my Aunt Pearl told me.” And knowing me like he does, my dear friend gathered his family and my son Jacob and took them to all the safety the far side of his yard could afford.

I’m happy to report today that a new hive of bees sits in my yard happily waiting for Laurie to float by on her pool chair reading romance books so they can land on her and suck the water off her bathing suit.

All is right with the world.

