




































































PACKAGE CHRONICLES ... Cont. From Pg. 31

it be better to release her now when the bees are in a temporary state of
confusion. I should have read up on this. Well, old girl, you're going in,
which means you're coming out of that little queen cage right now.

1 remove the cork, hold the cage opening (bees generally crawl upward)
between two parted frames. It's almost too dark to see her. The bees have
started that familiar ‘come hither’ homing call. Okay, girl, come on out of
there. Why didn't I bring a flashlight? She must be out by now. There's
something crawling around on my index finger. Probably a worker bee. Surely
it wouldn't be the queen. Best take a closer look. No! It is her, looking half
chilled. Careful. If she drops off into the grass I'll never find her. Down she
goes, clinging to my finger, into the middle of a dark mass of bees. I expect
to get stung. But, hey, anything for the queen. Right? I slowly remove my
finger. She's gone, off amidst that humming mass. Or so I hope. At any
rate she’s no longer on my finger. I close up the hive, feeling to make
certain the lid's on right. Wait a minute. What about this shipping cage,
which still has quite a few bees in it? Off comes the hive lid. In goes the
shipping cage (at this point there are only six frames in the hive, which
leaves room for the cage; the bees left in the cage will make their way out
and over to the frames to join the other bees).

I carefully replace the burlap cover and the hive lid. That's that. The
bees are hived. It wasn't a textbook perfect way to do it, but it's done. The
bees were
gentle as’ ya.
gentle. Prob- &
ably happy, in
their own bee
way, to be out
of that cage
and into a
proper home.
The books
speak of package
bees sometimes
absconding, par-
ticularly when
hived on foun-
dation
But I am
using m\\ ;
drawn
comb, which
gives the bees im-
mediate storage and
bee-rearing room. And, hived
this late, they have no choice but to stay the night. Odds are that by mormn-
ing these bees will consider this hive their home. I just hope I did the right
thing releasing the queen immediately. Well, it's done. One down and 11
more packages to go. I walk home rather happy. None of the bee books
mentions just how satisfying hiving a package of bees can be.

I'd like to say that I got the 11 remaining packages of bees hived the
next afternoon, but I didn't. It took me four more of those late-afternoon
into evening sessions to finish the job. Prior preparation would have helped
things greatly, but other tasks seemed more pressing. After losing most of
my hives to Varroa mites while attempting to develop a resistant strain of
bees, I had become somewhat disenchanted with beekeeping. Until those
package bees showed up, | wasn't very eager to get back into the fray. What
I did want to do was find a way to eliminate every bleeping parasitic mite
from the known universe. But having bees again in those formerly empty
hives changed everything. Hearing the buzz of busy bees brightened the
world. And with new miticides now available, no mite was going to put me
out of the bee business again.

As the hiving progressed I became more efficient at it. One afternoon
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in the time available I hived five
packages. It was wonderful fun. I
soon took to releasing the queens
by removing the screen wire from
their diminutive cages with a pock-
etknife, I soon learned to shake the
bees into the empty space in the
hive, rather that on top of the
frames where they were slow to mi-
grate downward. It even dawned on
me to pop the plastic insert out of
the feeder can arid shake the remain-
ing sugar syrup into a frame to feed
the bees. I was greatly pleased with
that idea, though I'm certain it was
not original with me. As I hived the
last two packages on April 23, it was
almost dark. A large cloud loomed
in the western sky. The forecast was
for rain later in the night and on into
the next day. At last all 12 packages
are hived. Wonderful. I was back in
the bee business.

April 26" - I walk to the
apiary in late afternoon to re-
move shipping cages from
hives. About this time Bill
shows up to check his
sheep, which are in a pasture
across the fence. The pack-
age bees are still flying
though it is almost sun-
down and growing slightly
chilly. Bill and I check sev-
eral hives from the out-
side. The bees are bring-
ing in pollen, a cheering
sight. Without lighting the
smoker, I carefully open a hive
and remove the shipping cage.
Nary a bee objects. I do the
~ same with another hive,
' with the same result. Well,
as far as gentleness is con-
cerned, these bees pass the test.
Bill, kneeling near the entrance of
another hive, sees an incoming bee
pause at the hive entrance to do a
dance before going inside. As Bill and
I stand watching the sheep grazing
across the fence in the pasture, we
discuss the dance-language hypoth-
esis and the controversy it some-
times engenders. Both of us con-
clude' that the scent-only theory is
rather implausible. We put the
empty shipping cages in the honey
house, pending their return to Jones
Bee Company for a $2.00 per cage
refund. Do they want the feeder cans
back as well as the cages? We de-
cide to take the cans back too, just
to be on the safe side.
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