Walt Wright

My mother's family of German descent were great
story tellers. A story that pushed the limits of believ-
ability was called a *yarn.” With the escapades of nine
brothers and sisters, there was no shortage of yarns, but
the favorites were often retold at family gatherings. The
consistency of the telling added some credibility to the
most outrageous.

Mr. Flottum tells me that the “big
boys® of beekeeping don’t have time
in the Summer months to read their
magazines. That gives me the oppor-
tunity to inject a varn that is margin-
ally informative. This yarn, and other
possible selections, will be those that
have some potential for a useful moral
or lesson. The most outrageous on my
list is about a 17-queen swarm, but
no lesson is seen in that one and will
not likely invite your suspicions of my
truthfulness.

Little Momma was a smallish
gqueen hived with a very small swarm.
She was not much larger than the
queen you receive in the cage from the
queen sources. The swarm wouldn't
fill a medium baseball cap. Together,
their chances for survival were very
bleak. They appeared late in the
Spring flow at a strong outyard of 12
colonies on the opposite side of the
logging road access. They were hived
directly below the limb where they settled. To say Little
Momma and her crew had a bleak prospect of survival
iz an understatement. In this area, with a “split season”,
there are at least two months in mid Summer when
field forage is iffy, at best. This tiny swarm didn't have
chance.

The late wife Shirley helped me in my rounds at the
time. She had a soft spot for struggling colonies, and was
not going to let Little Momma and her gang perish. When
we had rippled through the strong colonies for whatever
the mission of the day, she had to check on Little Momma.
She would pilfer a frame of honey, brood, or pollen to
support the swarm survival, Her efforts were success-
ful in helping them through the Summer doldrums, but
they didn’t grow much. In the Fall they hadn't filled their
deep with comb. And Little Momma was still smallish,
The colony had not increased the demand for eggs to
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Most yarns have a moral, and
a lesson. This has both.

a level that would cause her to increase in size. Shirley
gave them a few shallow frames of honey over-head and
wished them well for Winter,

This story has a happy ending, but let me digress fora
minute. Early in my beekeeping there was an article about
misapplication of your time. The writer contended that
you must get tough to avoid spending a large amount of
your time on items that produce the least returns for time
spent. [ don't remember the exact ratio, but it was some-
thing like spending 80% of your time on 20% of your bees.
The 20% are those you pet, pamper, or baby through a
crisis with questionable success. The writer recommended
you get tough enough to write those feeble colonies off,
and apply that time to the colonies that would provide the
most return for time spent. It's easy to see the sense to
that recommendation but difficult to do. If you care about
the little devils, vou naturally want to
help. It took me perhaps eight years
to get tough enough to shake out a
colony of laying workers in front of
colonies that could use some extra
bee power. If | knew where to look, I
would be happy to give credit to the
writer for his opinion.

The mention of laying workers
gives rise to another diversion to this
yarn. We'll get back to Little Momma
in yet another minute. Promise.

A laying worker colony was suc-
cessfully resurrected by the following
procedure. At weekly intervals, a
frame of capped brood and a frame
of eggs and larvae were taken from
another colony in that outyard. They
were exchanged for two frames of
laying worker brood in the queenless
colony. The literature reports that
brood inhibits laying workers, The
donor colony, receiving some drone
brood in worker cells is not going to
be hurt by a few dwarfl drones, The
receiving laying worker colony maintains strength from
the supplemental brood added.

Om the third or fourth installment of eggs and brood,
the laying worker colony started a queen cell and re-
queened themselves. This approach was only tried once
and cannot be recommended as a cure all, If your time is
cheap, you might try it and see if it works for you.

Back to Little Momma: In February, a colony in
another outyard was found to be gueenless. They had a
good cluster size but no brood. With a queen, they had
the potential for being a producer that season. Queens
are not normally available at that point in the season
from stateside sources. Perhaps Little Momma would tide
them over until a replacement queen would be available.
Without much confidence in the results, Little Momma
and crew [down to two frames of bees at that point) were
newspapered on the queenless colony.,
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