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IN HOUSE HIVE

L. Dupum

I know that glass-enclosed ob-

servation hives are no novelty, but

I know that my son's adaptation is

one of a kind. After giving the sub-
ject much thought, he designed his
own observation hive to become part

of the décor in his sunny dining
room. This hive was not only for the

pleasure and interest that it would

engender, but it also provided a

method for him to closely watch the
activities of his apiary without mak-
ing constant trips to his outside
hives.

Even though he moved away

from New England, he still pos-
sessed his entire supply of Yankee

ingenuity — a quality known the
world over, and so he proceeded to

construct his own idea of an obser-

vation hive. Instead of a slim frame
encased in two sheets of glass, he
used a shallow super. In this, he
placed frames in a vertical fashion.
They were not inserted hanging
from top to bottom, but laid one on

top of the other, This created a

lower chamber to contain a colony

of bees, and the second frame fit-

ted on top became the honey cham-
ber. A hole drilled in one side of
the super corresponded with a hole
through the wall of the house. A
piece of PVC pipe was slid into po-

sition from the hive to the outside

world, providing a passageway for
the bee colony, and the unit was
placed on a shelf fastened to the

wall of the dining room. A queen

and bees were introduced into the
structure and busily and happily
went to work. The bees had access
fo the outside world and to an
ample supply of pollen and water.
They hurried about, serving their
queen and raising their brood in
true apiary employment. The sec-

ond frame soon filled with honey
and was capped over. Bees and their

activities were easily observe_d and
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enjoyed. When the hive needed at-
tention, a cap was used to cover
the end of the PVC passageway and

the entire unit moved to any loca-
tion, inside or out. Because these

bees were so happy and content,
the second section of the observa-
tion hive was quickly filled with
golden honey.

Proceeding to Step Two: The

 unit was removed to a worklngarea.

the honey frames removed, spun
out and replaced, pr'mrldmg a yield

- of 10 pounds of honey. All this ac-

tivity, as related to me, provided
much interest and entertainment.
I have been mother to this second-

generation beekeeper for many

years, and I should know him well
enough to guard my tongue. Not so!

‘When he informed me of the 10-

pound harvest, I mused, “If you

- could only devise some way of leav-

ing the unit in place and fitting it
with a spigot you could have a con-
stant supply of ready honey for use
in the household.”

Bite your tongue, mother!
When he decides to act on this
flight of fantasy, I'll inform you of

the design. It is sure to be one of

the great inventions of our new cen-
tury. The day will come when this
displaced Yankee son of mine will
work out a plan, and the Kitchen

Honey Unit will be an integral part
of every well-ordered kitchen, tak-

ing its place beside the blender,

mixer, bread machine and all the

necessary implements in an effi-
cient, functional cooking area.
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As most of you know, if you
put a group of beekeepers in a
room, pretty soon you won't be
able to conduct any business un-
less you keep a tight reign on
things. At a recent business
meeting at my house, the follow-
ing, decidedly non-business, sto-
ries were told.

On one occasion, a couple
came fo buy a hive from one of
the fellows. They were excited
about “getting back to nature.”
Well, our Friend got the distinct
impression that these folks had
not considered the possibility that
they might get stung. So he forth-
rightly asked, "Do you realize
you're going to get stung doing
this?" The husband responded,
“Can you arrange it so that only
she gets stung?”

Then there's the story about
a fellow who claimed bees just did
not bother him. He assisted in
cutting down a bee tree. "No
thanks, I don't need a veil” he
said. "They won't bother me.”
Well, they cut down the tree and
split it open with a chain saw. The
bees never bothered him. Toward
the end, he asked to borrow a hive
tool. He began to gently tap the
fallen tree. “I'm calling the bees,”
he explained. Sure enough, the
bees began to march right up to
where he was tapping. “Now I
don’t know if he was really doing
something special, or if he just
happened to see where the queen
landed and was going to have
some fun bamboozling us, but it
was quite a show.”

My favorite is Bill Miller's in-
auguration of his eight-year-old
daughter as a REAL beekeeper.
She had been helping him in his
beekeeping, but finally she re-
ceived her very own hive of bees.
After they installed a package of
bees into HER hive and closed the
cover, she turned to Dad and said
in her serious eight-year-old
voice, “Daddy, now that I'm a bee-
keeper like you, when I get stung,
can I talk like you, too?"

Stories like these make you
just love being a beekeeper.
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