Honey for the Bees
A 1950’s Boy’s Own story…..

“Quickly,” whispered Tom, “shove it all in the bag.  I think someone’s coming.”

Catapult, magnifying glass and screwdriver were hastily pushed into the bulging shopping bag and kicked under the bed just as the door opened.

“What are you boys doing indoors on a day like this?” boomed Aunt Edna heartily.  “Your mother expressly told me since the school has to be closed its an opportunity for the boys to get some fresh air and exercise.”

“Yes, Aunt” chorused Tom and Peter.

“Down you go then.”  And with their godmother watching they had no alternative but to troop downstairs and out of the front door.

“Well, that’s jolly rotten luck,” complained Peter.  “We can’t go back in now and rescue the bag, so we can’t do any sleuthing.”

“Or hunt for spies,” added his cousin.

So, hands in pockets, heads down, the two slouched along the pavement away from the centre of the village and towards the outlying cottages, Tom kicking desultorily at stones and Peter swiping the hedge with a stick.

“I say, Peter,” said Tom after a bit.  “There’s an awful lot of bees around today.”

“Just collecting honey,” advised Peter in a superior tone.  
“Bees don’t collect honey, they make it,” retorted Tom.  “I like honey – I wouldn’t mind a beehive.”

“They’d sting you,” laughed Peter.

“No, no.  You have to dress up in special clothes with a curtain over your head,” explained Tom seriously.  “Like those lace ones, look, on that washing line.”

“So if we covered ourselves with those we’d be all right?”

“Well you do need gloves too and a long coat.”

“Aunt Edna’s gardener’s got some big coats in his potting shed,” announced Peter.

“Hmm so we’re halfway there,” said his cousin thoughtfully.

“Actually if we went back through the hedge we could get into the boot room and get two of those old coats.”

And so the plan emerged and half an hour later, garbed in macintoshes trailing on the ground, and heavily gloved and veiled, the two intrepid adventurers retraced their steps to the location of the cluster of bees.

“Now what?” asked Peter.

“Well what we need now is a box to put them in,” replied Tom quelling his uncertainty and doing his best to sound confident.

“A box ….. look there’s the baker’s van – d’you think…..?”

“Yes, one of those big biscuit tins with a glass lid.”

Had the baker actually seen the two would-be apiarists skulking along pressed into the hedge he might have been a tad suspicious.  But he was leaning on the doorpost of one of the thatched cottages engaged in delightful conversation with the young woman there.

“Right.  How do we get the bees in the box?”

“Something like a stick, or a tennis racquet.”

“They’d go through the holes!” scoffed Peter.

“Well no, not an actual tennis racquet, just something that shape.”
“This newspaper could do,” offered Peter dubiously.

“Alright let’s get going them.”

Back at the potential bee-collecting location, the buzzing and humming had increased considerably.

“Look!” shouted Peter, “they’re all trying to get on that paper carrier bag.  The baker must’ve dropped it.  It’s all sticky.”

“Get a stick,” ordered Tom, assuming control, “and poke it in the bag.”

The task duly accomplished, Tom rolled up the newspaper, and together they hoisted the seething mass into the biscuit tin.

“Gosh,” they breathed together, “there’s loads of them.”

“And more coming,” pointed Tom.  And as they watched, so more bees swarmed out of the hedge and followed their sisters into the box.

**********

Two hours later Tom and Peter, their beekeeping apparel discarded, walked happily into the village towards the sweet shop, each nursing a half crown in a grubby hand.

“Well that turned out all right.  Didn’t it?”  Smiled Peter.  “Who’d have thought Aunt Edna’s gardener would have a hive ready and waiting?”  
“And who’d have thought Aunt Edna considered it worth two and six each?  I think I’ll take up beekeeping,”  laughed Tom.  “It beats sleuthing and spies!”
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