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Adam took a breath, glad to be out of the house and into the sun. Late-
July heat bore down on him, but he didn’t mind. He needed to see Belinda, talk 
to her. He walked cautiously across the road, mindful of his steps. Mica was at 
another auction, Tabitha at the market, so Belinda would be alone today, aside 
from her grandmother, and Adam was fairly certain Mollie Bender had taken a 
liking to him. That last casserole alone was signature Mollie, and the chocolate 
cake made especially for him was like permission to proceed. 

When he didn’t find Belinda in the greenhouses as Mollie suggested, 
Adam knew where to find her. He’d spotted her earlier, dressed in jeans and 
carrying her veil. She had to be at his mammi’s, checking the hives for the last 
harvest coming in just a few more weeks. It amazed him how much one woman 
could accomplish throughout a day. It was a long walk, but he would take his 
time. His ribs were still sensitive, but he was healing well and Mamm agreed it 
would lift his mood to go see her. Funny how he didn’t have to tell his mother 
where he was going, but she knew all the same. 

At the base of the hill, he heard it. It sounded like a madman with a bat. 
Surely those town boys hadn’t returned. Adam picked up his pace just as 
another clash resounded through the air. With some effort, he reached the 
crest of the hill where fence separated pasture and parcel, and came to a 
sudden halt at the scene splayed out before him. Adam knuckled both eyes 
clear of dust. 

Not a madman, but a madwoman, with two large pots, pounding them 
together as if trying to wake the dead. If this was some adventure of sorts 
Belinda had bravely talked herself into, some new experience to add to her 
newfound independence, he wasn’t impressed. In fact, he half wished he hadn’t 
tried coaxing her at all. 

“What in the world are you doing?” he yelled toward her, and began 
slowly making his way over. Belinda shot up an arm. 

“Stop there!” He did, though he hadn’t a clue why. “I found them,” she 
said, and pointed to a section of fencing. Adam looked—and that’s when he 
realized Mammi’s back gate was no longer a faded rust red peeling with age, 
but dark, a thousand honey bees dark. His lost swarms. 

In this slow-moving summer, he had almost forgotten about the bees 
that had swarmed off months ago. What were the chances? He shook his head 
and watched Belinda bang pots together again. She quickly fetched an empty 
super she must have carried up here, along with the two large pots. The 
woman truly was stronger than she looked. She nudged the wooden box closer 
to the gate in deft movements. 



“Bee, you can’t think to…” But his words fell on deaf ears. He all but 
raced to reach her, to stop her from this exercise in blatant stupidity, but by 
the time Adam drew near, he was gasping in pain, soaked in sweat, and scared 
to death that the most important person in his life was about to do something 
terribly stupid while he had no way of stopping her. 

“Don’t come any closer. They aren’t very pleased right now.” Adam was 
none too happy with her either. 

“Neither will I be, if you think you are going to capture them. Bee, you’re 
not even wearing a veil.” He took another slow breath to rein in his nausea. 

“I dropped it,” she replied, and then the woman dared to wink at him. 
Oddly, instead of anger, in that wink, Adam felt the earth move. Spellbound 
and speechless, and hoping not about to pass out from exertion, he watched 
her scoop up bees by the handful and lower them into the super. Defenseless 
to do anything, unable to talk sense into her, he could only watch from twenty 
feet away, a bystander to her recklessness. How could someone afraid of so 
much be so fearless? 

Halfway through her task, Belinda paused. “Hear that?” she called out to 
him. 

He bent an ear her way, wary and alert. An even hum rose, and soon the 
rest of the gate became visible as the remaining bees, like obedient soldiers, 
went straight into the super without any nudging or forcing. It was the most 
amazing thing Adam had ever witnessed in all his days. 

“I got the queen.” Belinda smiled proudly, her eyes glittering in triumph. 
Suddenly Adam wasn’t thinking of his lost queens, just the most important 
one, the brave woman capturing them right along with his heart. 
 
 


