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THE MISTRESS OF BEES 

Funerals are supposed to be held on a bleak, rainy day. At least, 

that’s how they’re portrayed in the movies. But today was a hot, 

sweaty day, with flies buzzing around my head. My eyes were blood 

shot and filled with tears, as I starred at the gray gravestone of my 

mommy. The words: Death leaves a heartache no one can 

heal, love leaves a memory no one can steal, were printed in 

the best Arial letters that the monument company could offer, (for 

only a fee of $500). Yellow daffodils covered the top of her grave. 

They were Mommy’s favorite. I remember covering her hospital 

walls with pictures of them that I had drawn with my crayons. My 

family had tried to comfort me, by telling me that she was in a better 

place. But the thought of my mommy living in a perfect paradise did 

not comfort me, the girl who was left to suffer alone. 

 “In Jesus’ name, Amen.” 

 “Amen,” repeated the small group. 

 We lifted our heads after the pastor’s prayer. There 

was  

a quiet murmuring as the crowd began to break up. I just stood 

there, starring at the silent stone. I could not hear my mommy’s 

sweet voice, or see my mommy’s pretty face, but I could see her 

name clearly carved into that stone—Whitney Shanika Moore. 

 “It’s time to go,” said my step-daddy. I said a silent goodbye, 

before I left my best friend in that soft earth.  

 We were almost to my step-daddy’s Suburban, when a soft 

voice said, “Chris?” A white woman, with long, golden-red hair 
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walked up to us. Her right arm was in a cast, and like everyone else 

who was here, she was dressed in black.  

 “Autumn,” my step-daddy answered coldly. 

 “I wanted to tell you in person how sorry I am for your loss,” 

said Autumn, as if she had rehearsed it. She was not crying, but her 

eyes were watering. Step-daddy accepted the apology with a nod. 

 There was an awkward silence before Autumn looked down 

at me. “Hey Emma,” she said with a sad smile. 

 I didn’t answer her. I didn’t want to. That woman did not 

belong here. 

 Step-daddy must have sensed the tension. “We must be go-

ing,” he said. 

 “It was nice seeing you, Chris. You too, Emma. Maybe we 

could have lunch sometime. Get to know each other.” Again I said 

nothing. I just quietly followed my step-daddy to the car. 

 

 The Suburban came to a stop in front of a white house; my 

step-daddy did not take the keys out of the ignition. “Lisa is waiting 

for you,” he said. “I have some business to take care of.” 

 “Okay.” I left the car and heard its soft rumble as he drove 

away. I mumbled a “Hi” to Lisa, before I went into my room and 

collapsed on the bed. I felt like doing nothing except sleep. Tears 

stained my pillow as I struggled to escape my nightmare. 

 

 “Well look who’s finally back at school,” said Dylan, a mean 
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boy, wearing a black T-shirt, with the words: I woke up for this? 

written in white letters. “After two weeks of the baby bawling at 

home, she’s finally back.” Dylan’s hair was spiked in the front and 

was as black as shadow. His eyes were slippery like a snake’s, his 

body was slender like a fox, and he wore a wide, crocodile grin. 

 I tried to ignore him, as I swung back and forth on the 

swing set. I can’t believe how naïve people can be. Many think that 

racism was ended by Martin Luther King Jr., but they apparently 

never took a good look at my fifth grade class. I’ve been shoved, spat 

on, and called a rainbow of names, just for being the only black kid 

in my grade. A boy named Levi said that he thought that ‘my peo-

ple’ were extinct when he first saw me. Apparently, I was the first 

black person he had ever met. Don’t get me wrong, there were tons 

of white people who were nice to me, but the handful of rotten ap-

ples made me wish that I could become invisible. 

 I tried to hold back my tears, but it was hard. A scab had not 

yet formed over my heart, and my mommy’s death was still a fresh, 

festering wound. 

Dylan took out a Zippo from his pocket. I flinched, as he 

opened the cap and ignited a small, orange flame. I tried to look 

away, but the flame held my gaze. “I found this in my brother’s 

room. He’s a pyro-man-iac,” said Dylan, trying to sound smart. He 

kept closing and opening the lighter, and flicking the flame alive. 

Each time it made me want to scream at him to stop it, but I kept 

my mouth still. I tried to hide my pain but— 



5 

L. E. STARK 

 “What’s the matter, Emma? Don’t you like playing with 

fire?” My name sounded like poison when he said it. “Would you 

like a closer look?” 

He moved nearer to me. I wanted to run, but I couldn’t 

budge. I could see my mommy’s face so clearly in that small tongue 

of flame. She was smiling at me. Her soft, brown eyes were starring 

into mine. I could almost smell the sweet ginger from her black hair; 

the scent she always had after baking something. She was almost a 

mirror image of me. She was older of course and pretti-

er, but we had the same thick jawline, and the same 

deep dimples when we smiled. . . . I haven’t seen my own dim-

ples since— 

Dylan jerked back and said a naughty word. The Zippo 

dropped to the ground. And he started to cry. He was clutching his 

hand, which had a large, red dot. It looked kind of like a teenager’s 

pimple, but a more cherry red. Dylan crammed the lighter into his 

pocket as Mrs. Thomson walked up. “What’s wrong here?” she 

asked in her ‘somebody’s in trouble’ voice. 

“A bee! A bee stung me!” whined Dylan, holding out his 

hand. (I was glad that he didn’t blame me this time.) Mrs. Thomson 

took a good look at his hand, which was puffing up like a balloon, 

before she rushed him away to the nurse. 

Lying on the ground was a tiny honey bee. She wasn’t mov-

ing, not even a twitch. The sting that she had given Dylan had 

ripped out her stinger, giving her a fatal wound. This tiny bug had 
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kept Dylan from getting close to me. This tiny bug had given her life 

to help me. A little bug, but why? Why would a small bee give its life 

to help me? 

 

 My tummy lay on the floor, on top of my pink Hello Kitty 

blanket, with Bucky, my stuffed beaver, tucked under my arm. I was 

in my room, my sanctuary. It wasn’t all that big, but it was my home. 

There were origami swans hanging from the ceiling by strings. Baby 

Bear, my giant, brown teddy bear, slept on my bed, as papers, Billy 

(my stuffed goat) and my other stuffed animals lay undisturbed on 

the floor. And setting in a corner was a small book shelf, filled with 

a collection of Disney, fairytales, and fantasy. 

 I scribbled a picture, trying to forget the tragedy of fire that 

had destroyed my life. My Silly Scent crayons were hard at work, 

trying to keep me happy. It always brought me joy to read the names 

of my crayons. They didn’t have regular names like red or blue, but 

strange and unique names like Alien Armpit, Gargoyle Gas, Ogre 

Odor, and Sunburnt Cyclops. Sadly, the names that would ordinari-

ly bring me joy, were now as cheerful as a cat starring at a bull dog. I 

scribbled harder and harder to try and blur my memories. But no 

matter how hard I scribbled, I could not stop seeing my mommy’s 

smiling face. She was gone; I knew she was gone. The kitchen no 

longer smelled like chocolate chip brownies, none of my pictures 

were proudly hanging on the fridge, and an A brought home from 

school was given a nod from my step-daddy, instead of a comforting 
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smile from my mommy. 

She was gone, but why did she still linger in my head? Was 

she a ghost? But why would she haunt me? Aren’t ghosts supposed 

to haunt people that were bad to them? . . . She couldn’t be a ghost. 

I’ve heard that ghosts love to eat grilled cheese sandwiches, and 

Mommy hated them. She could be an angel maybe, but not a ghost. 

 

“And here’s your iced teas,” said our blonde waitress.  Olive 

Garden was filled with the smells of fresh bread and steaming sauc-

es. Our teas had peaches in them. 

“Thank you,” replied Autumn.  

“Do you know what you would like to order yet? Or would 

you like for me to come back?” asked the waitress.  

“We’re ready. Two never-ending pasta bowls please. We’ll 

start with angel hair noodles and meat sauce. Is that all right with 

you, Emma?” I nodded. 

“Two pasta bowls, coming right up.” The waitress left, leav-

ing me and Autumn alone. “How are you, Emma?” she asked. 

“Okay,” I lied. 

“Did you learn anything interesting in school today?” 

“Not really.”  

“There must be something,” Autumn pried. 

“Pluto’s a dwarf planet, and there’s a sea slug that’s not a 

plant, but can use photo-syn-thesis. That’s pretty much it.” 

“That’s interesting.” The waitress returned with a basket of 
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bread sticks and a bowl of salad. She placed them on the table, and 

shredded as much cheese as we wanted onto the salad before she 

left. Autumn tore a bread stick and took a bite. “Delicious. You 

should try one.” 

“No thanks,” I protested. 

“Are you sure? They’re really good.” 

My temper had reached its boiling point. “No Autumn! I 

don’t want it! I’m not my mommy! And you’re not my friend!” Au-

tumn’s eyes instantly watered, as she cradled her casted arm. 

“Maybe it’s too early to do this,” she said. “I’ll walk you 

home. We should try having lunch some other time.” 

Never! There won’t be ‘some other time’. Never, never, never!! 

 

A bee’s nest was found on school grounds, and the extermi-

nator was quickly called in before there could be another accident. 

Apparently Dylan had been extremely allergic to the bee sting, and 

had to be rushed to the hospital. I found the poor bee’s nest ripped 

to shreds; some kids had wanted to show how tough they were to 

some of their friends. The evidence of the poison could be seen in 

the lifeless bodies that were scattered across their broken home. 

Some of the bees had died alone like my mommy. Others had been 

clumped together and died in piles, like the Jews in the Holocaust. 

The bees may have been just bugs, but I felt sad inside. I was respon-

sible. They had all died because of me. 

I laid a flower in that broken nest. I wanted to stay, but the 
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recess bell was ringing; it was time to go home.  

“Bee careful,” taunted one of Dylan’s friends, (mocking the 

teachers’ warnings of not playing near the bees’ nest) as he ran past 

me to lineup.  

I was about to leave—when I saw her. In the ruble of the hive 

was one lone bee that was still alive. She was bigger than the others 

that lay silent, and there was something royal about her. Her wings 

were giving small twitches, and her legs were slowly squirming. She 

looked weak, but the queen bee had survived the tragedy. Carefully, 

O’ so carefully, I took her into my hand. She didn’t try to hurt me. 

Was it because she was too weak? Or was it because she trusted me 

with her life?  

I carried her in a hidden cradle back inside the school. I 

grabbed my Justin Bieber backpack and rushed out; school was done 

for the day.  

 

I took a honeybear jar from the cabinet to my room. I 

dipped a teaspoon into it and lay the plastic spoon beside the queen. 

She lay inside a shoebox that I had carpeted with clean socks. Her 

small tongue dipped into the honey. She seemed to like it. I know 

it’s not as fresh as the honey that she’s used to eating, but I did my 

best to try and make her majesty comfortable. 

That night, I lay beside the queen. As I drew a picture, I 

tried to comfort her. I told her I was very sorry about the loss of her 

family, and I told her about my mommy who had died too. I didn’t 
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really want to talk about it, but it 

kinda felt good having someone to 

share my story with. And if it made the 

queen happy, then it was worth sharing. 

“She was beautiful,” I told the queen bee. 

“My mommy had long, black hair that was very soft. She was there 

for me when I needed her. We ate ice cream together on Saturday 

nights. She taught me how to fly a kite and ride my bike. And she 

scared the monster under my bed away forever! Oh, and she talked 

to Santa every year to tell him how good I was. She was a good mom-

my, like you. I bet all your kids loved you very much.” 

A sudden thought occurred to me, “Do you have a name?” I 

asked. The queen bee looked at me funny. “A name. You know, 

something special I could call you.” A name was something foreign 

to the queen bee, but a small twinkle in her eye told me that she was 

interested in having one. “Okay, I’ll think of a good name for you. 

Now what should it be? . . . I know, Lucy. She’s a small girl in a 

book I read who became friends with a fawn called Mr. Thomas, 

and she met talking beavers, and a giant lion called Aslan, and she 

became a queen of Narnia. She was a very good queen like you. I’ll 

read you the book tomorrow. It’s called The Chronicles of Narnia The 

Lion, The Witch, and The Wardrobe by C. S. Lewis.” 

I yawned; it was getting late. I gently pushed my crayons and 

picture aside. In my quiet room, I felt sad again. “Lucy,” I whis-

pered, “I’m sorry about your home and family. If it wasn’t for me, 
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none of this would have happened. One of your children gave her 

life to protect me from a bully. She was very brave, and I’m thankful 

for her, but I’m also really, really sorry that it led to the destruction 

of your home. I hope you find it in your heart to forgive me.” 

 

In the morning, my room felt colder and grim. I looked into 

the shoebox. I thought Lucy was sleeping at first, she looked so 

peaceful. But with a second glance I knew that she was dead. She 

was lying close to the edge of the box. Close to me.  

I softly petted her head with my finger. I felt something 

warm leave the queen. It flowed through the tip of my finger to the 

core of my heart. It felt like a strange magic, but it brought me no 

comfort. 

I gave Lucy a proper funeral. The shoebox became her cof-

fin, and my backyard, her cemetery. I wish I could have buried her 

beside my mommy. 

“We didn’t know each other very long,” I said, “but you 

were a good friend. I am sad to see you go, but I am happy that you 

will be able to be with your kids again. They’ll be happy to have 

their mommy back. And don’t worry, we’ll see each other again 

someday. . . . I hope you like it up there.” 

I walked back into my room. I was alone again. Just me and 

my crayons. I went back to the picture that I had started drawing last 

night. It was a picture of me and Lucy holding hands while skipping 

in the woods. I had wanted to surprise her with it today— 
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As I drew, I heard a buzzing sound. I looked up and saw 

nothing. Maybe it was just my imagination running off again. Some 

misplaced hope that Lucy was still alive. I went back to drawing.  

 I heard it again, but when I looked up, again I saw nothing. 

So I went back to coloring my picture. It was when I was drawing 

the trunk of a tree with my Big Foot Feet crayon, when a small hon-

eybee landed on my hand. She must have flown in through my open 

window. She didn’t sting me, just sat there minding her own busi-

ness. Another one landed on my other hand. Then another, and 

another. A swarm of bees was flying into my room. But they weren’t 

trying to harm me. In fact, it looked like they were dancing around 

me. I remember learning that bees dance to tell each other where 

flowers are when they return to the hive, for the colony can go har-

vest the nectar. But this wasn’t like that dance. It seemed more joy-

ful, and it wasn’t a message, it was fun and graceful. 

I felt their little legs tugging at my shirt, trying to get me 

to dance with them. I didn’t want to; I haven’t danced 

since before the funeral. But the bees were persistent, and it became 

hard to resist their little antennas tickling my nose.  

I stood up. The random buzzing stopped, as the bees be-

came an orchestra. Some of them had a high buzz like a flute, while 

others had a low buzz like a viola: 
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buz 
buz 

buz 

buz 
buz buz buz buz buz buz buz buz 

buz buz 
buz 

buz buz 

buz 
buz 

 

My toes became alive as I twirled and swung my arms. I 

leaped into the air like a prancing fawn. I twirled like a ballerina, 

with the grace of a swan. The bees whirled around me like a gentle 

dust devil. They moved with my body with grace and beauty. We 

danced and danced until it was late in the night. We danced until 

we could dance no more. I fell on top of my bed and almost instant-

ly fell asleep, with a wide grin stretched across my face.  

 

“Emma, can you come here please?” asked my step-daddy. 

“Coming,” I called. I grabbed my backpack from out of my  

 

wardrobe before walking into the kitchen; I was just about to leave 

for school. 

“I wanted to let you know that I’ll be home late tonight, 

okay? I have some . . . paperwork that I need to finish.” 

“Okay, I understand,” I lied. I heard my step-daddy say that 

on the nights when he goes drinking. Mommy knew he was lying, 

but she never told him that. She was afraid of his temper and his 

sailor’s mouth. And why should she let herself get hurt when she 
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could just avoid it? . . . I wish she had followed that advice on the 

night she went to her friend’s house . . . 

“Lisa can’t baby-sit tonight, so I’ll need you to stay very qui-

et. Okay? No answering the door for anyone. And you know where 

the leftovers are.” 

“Okay. I’ll be good, Daddy. I promise.” 

 

Back and forth I swung on the playground. I felt so free. I 

was away from the world, from my troubles, my fears. I was flying—

sort of. A cool breeze lifted me higher into the air, and tangled my 

black hair. Chains still kept me close to the earth, but with my eyes 

closed, I felt like I was soaring to Heaven. Like a Canadian goose, I 

flew high into the sky and disappeared above the fluffy clouds. I flew 

higher, and higher, until the goose lost its feathers and grew skin of 

metal and feet of flames—a rocket, which blasted away from the 

Earth’s atmosphere. The rocket glided past Mars and Jupiter, past 

the solar system, past the Milky Way. I was engulfed in darkness. For 

days I ventured alone in the dead world, until I saw a light brighter 

than any star. A pearly gate stood wide open, beckoning for me to 

come inside. I could hear angels singing, calling my name. No long-

er did I feel pain or fear, but a peace with a strength mightier than a 

volcano’s explosion. 

I . . . I could see my mommy waving at me. She had a kind, 

smiling face. She was dressed in a white bed sheet, and she wore her 

gold, cross necklace. She looked so happy.  
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I was almost there. Just a few more— 

“Emma,” said Dylan’s annoying voice. I clinched my eyes 

tighter, hoping he would just go away. “What’s the matter, Emma? 

Did you miss me?” 

No! I was happy having you gone. 

“Emma, I know you can hear me” 

I don’t understand, Dylan used to be my 

best friend. Back in the first grade, we made mud 

pies together and played soccer with his yellow lab. He 

was my first friend. My best friend. But that all 

changed in the fourth grade, when we both 

transferred to Clever Middle School. Everything was fine 

at first, until they started teasing him. My classmates 

tormented Dylan with names and shoves because he 

was a friend with me, a black kid. They teased him 

every, single day. I tried to comfort him with hugs, and by telling 

him that we could endure this together. But each day he became 

more sour and mean, until the final straw was pulled. The day that 

three boys and girls danced around us, tossing leaves like a flower 

girl tossing petals, and singing Emma and Dylan Sitting in a Tree. That 

was the day that Dylan stopped being my friend. A few bloody lips 

and black eyes quickly erased any connection to me from the other 

kids. And him shouting naughty words at me, made it clear that he 

longer wanted to be my friend.  

“What’s this?” asked Dylan. I sneaked a peek to see what he 
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was talking about. 

In his cruel, dirty hands was my purple crayon. I felt behind 

my ear; it wasn’t there! “Please, give it back,” I begged. 

Dylan looked surprised, “You talked to me!” 

“I’m sorry. Just give me my crayon. It won’t happen again.” 

Dylan twirled the crayon in his fingers. “Should I, or should 

I not? Such a hard decision. Wish I had a coin to flip.” 

“Please. Pretty please,” I pleaded. 

“Hmmm. Okay.” I reached toward Dylan’s outstretched 

hand. Just as my fingers touched the crayon, it fell to the ground 

and was crunched in half under Dylan’s Nike. “Oops, my bad. I 

should have . . .” 

I don’t know what happened. I remember being in the 

swing one moment, and in the next, on top of Dylan, beating him 

with my fists. I was so mad as I punched Dylan again and again. He 

was crying like a baby. 

“Emma Moore!” chided Mrs. Thomson, as she yanked me 

off of Dylan. “Detention! The rest of you, go play.” I hadn’t noticed 

that there had been a crowd watching. I just knew that Dylan had to 

be punished for breaking my crayon. 

Mrs. Thomson still had a tight grip around my wrist as Mrs. 

Middleton came and escorted Dylan to the nurse. He looked at me 

with an angry face. Blood was dripping from his nose and his lips 

were swelling. “I’ll get you for this,” he mouthed with no sound. 

My own escort then took me to the principal’s office. 
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My legs dangled as I sat on an oversized chair. I didn’t want 

to be here. Principal Sanders had given me a long lecture on how he 

was disappointed in me, even though I had suffered quietly from 

Dylan bullying me for years. And he called my step-daddy! I wanted 

to go home, but I didn’t want him to come and take me. I— 

I heard the footsteps of his boots before I saw him walk by; 

he was still wearing his mailman uniform. A light blue, buttoned 

shirt, royal blue pants, and a Santa Claus satchel resting on his right 

hip, bulging with letters. Everyone starred at him as he walked by. 

Everyone but me. I kept my eyes glued to the blue carpet. 

Step-daddy carried himself with the same authority that he 

had practiced in the desert of Iraq. A stiff stance that showed that 

he had come here to accomplish a job, nothing more, nothing less. 

“Are you Mr. Moore?” the secretary asked my step-daddy. 

“Yes Ma’am, that’s me. I understand that there was a prob-

lem here today?” 

“. . . Yes. Emma got into a fight with another student, and 

she’ll have two days of detention as a result Principal Sanders can 

tell you more details of the incident if you wish.” The secretary had 

been slow to answer. Like most people who saw my step-daddy, she 

was startled, and somewhat frightened from seeing his empty, right 

sleeve. My step-daddy had lost his arm in an explosion, and had 

been forced home after the accident. Physical therapy had helped 

him live without it, and his liquor helped him erase the eyes that 
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watched him everywhere he went, and the horrible nightmares of 

the war in the Middle East.  

“Would you like to talk to Principal Sanders?” the secretary 

asked. 

“No thank you. I’m just here to take Emma home. But I 

assure you that Emma will not be a problem again.” 

 

The car stopped in front of our house. Neither me or my 

step-daddy had said a word the whole trip home. I was too scared to 

open my mouth, and he was too angry to open his. 

“We will talk when I get back from work,” my step-daddy 

finally said.  

“Yes sir,” I answered. I unbuckled my seatbelt and got out of 

the car. 

 

My room had become a beehive. Honeycombs covered every 

inch of my walls, except for the places where my pictures were taped 

on. I felt like a happy queen bee. I was humming again as I drew my 

pictures. The tune of a joyful buzz was always humming in my room. 

Tasty, sweet honey was on my lips. I had an all-I-could-eat-buffet.  

I was kinda thankful that my step-daddy was gone often, so 

that he wouldn’t come into my room. He wouldn’t understand the 

joy that the bees brought me. They had given me a reason to be hap-

py again.  

I know this will sound weird, but I could hear their thoughts 
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in my mind, and they could hear mine. I developed some sort of bee

-telepathy that allowed me to have extra ears and eyes. I could see 

what they see, hear what they hear, and feel what they feel. 

I’d given all of them names. Little Alice had a sweet, tiny 

voice. She made sure that I was happy, and when I wasn’t, she told 

me jokes like: “How does a queen bee get around her hive? She’s 

throne!” Annabeth was in charge of finding flowers, and Diana was 

in charge of my bee security, (I didn’t think its necessary, but Diana 

disagreed because of the fight with Dylan). My bees were busy, busy, 

busy. I’d tried to pitch in by planting some daffodils in plastic cray-

on boxes in my room and in clay pots outside. 

The strange thing is; I smelled kinda of funny. I had a sweet 

stink to me like some natural perfume. And also, every time I drew a 

picture of a bee, there would be a new member of my family the 

next morning, and the paper that I had drawn on would be blank! 

Life felt good again. It wasn’t perfect, I still had a lot of heal-

ing to do, but I was happy. 

“Your majezty,” said little Alice. 

“I’ve told you not to call me that,” I answered. “Please, just 

call me Emma.” 

“Yez, of courze, zorry. I’vvvve got a new joke for you. Would 

you like to hear it?” 

“I would be delighted.” 

“Okay, what doez the bee Zanta Clauz zay!” 

“I don’t know.” 
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“Ho hum hum!” 

I laughed, “That’s a good one.” 

“Want to hear another?” Something felt wrong. I thought I 

heard a twig snap outside my window. “What doez a queen bee do 

when she burpz?” 

“Shhhh, I think I hear something.” 

“Issuez a royal pardon!” I didn’t laugh. I was sure I heard 

something. “Your highnezz?” 

“Not now Alice.” I waited and listened. But I heard nothing 

out of the ordinary, just the humming of my bees. 

“Iz zomething wrong?” asked Diana. 

“No, it’s nothing. Everything’s fine. Do you still have anoth-

er joke, Alice?” 

“Of courze your majezty.” 

“Emma, Alice.” 

“Emma, of courze. What haz—” 

I don’t know what happened. In one minute, everything was 

peaceful, and in the next . . . chaos! I remember hearing the shatter-

ing of glass, and a laugh, before the calm buzzing became a frantic 

howl. The bees were swarming in my room like an angry hurricane. 

Dylan. Dylan was outside with two friends. He was laughing. He had 

thrown a flaming stick through my window. There was fire. It was 

devouring the carpet and climbing up the walls. It was destroying my 

hive! My family! My pictures!  

Bees were trying to escape through the window. I heard a 
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few of them shout, “For the Queen!” in their tiny voices. 

Diana was leading them to war. 

I shouted, “NO! SAVE YOURSELVES!” But 

they ignored my command. Dylan and his friends 

screamed like little girls as Diana and her soldiers chased them away. 

“It was only supposed to scare her!” Dylan shouted. 

I curled into a ball, as the piercing eyes of my charred 

stuffed lion were starring at me. 

Warm tears were streaming from my eyes. The air was thick 

with smoke, making it hard for me to breathe. My head was growing 

silent. Through my bee-telepathy, I could see little Alice engulfed in 

flames. Diana had stung Dylan, which had ripped out her stinger, 

leaving her dying on the ground, and I don’t know where Annabeth 

went. I heard the tiny, phantom screams of my family, before their 

voice grew silent in my head forever.  

All this chaos. I was not expecting death to feel like this. I 

thought it was supposed to be peaceful. Was this how my mommy 

felt? 

My mommy had gone to Autumn’s house, her best friend, 

on the night that it had happened. I don’t know exactly what hap-

pened, just that the stove somehow caught the house on fire. Mom-

my could have escaped, but she saved Autumn instead, by 

pushing her out the window of her apartment. A wall of 

fire had kept my mommy from escaping too. Autumn 

went to the hospital with only a broken arm, and Mom-
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my went to the hospital covered in burns. My mom-

my died a hero . . . but I wished that she hadn’t sac-

rificed herself. 

I know I’m selfish, but I want my mommy. I don’t know 

Autumn, Autumn means nothing to me. I want my mommy! The 

one person who holds me when I’m scared and tells me that every-

thing is going to be all right. My best friend, who takes me shopping, 

and to see movies. My best FRIEND, who tells me that she loves me 

every night after she reads me a fairytale. MY BEST FRIEND, who 

called me her little angel when I crawled into bed with her when she 

was feeling bad. She was my best friend! My mommy! 

. . . My mommy was important to me. Autumn must have 

been as equally important to her.  Mommy died for her. 

Autumn must be one special lady. I wish I knew her better. I 

wished that I had never yelled at her. 

My mommy was a hero. I am proud to be her daughter. 

I could see her smiling face in the flames. She was waving to 

me. I was no longer afraid to die. A strange peace covered me like an 

extra pair of clothes. Death was no longer an enemy, but a friend 

who was coming to take me home. And I was ready for it. 

Towers of flame surrounded me. The black smoke was suffo-

cating my lungs, and the heat stung my eyes. I was hot and sweaty . . 

. but I was at peace. 

My world became black. I smelled nothing but smoke. And I 

could hear nothing but the roar of flames. 
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Death leaves a heartache no one can heal, love leaves a memory no 

one can steal. 

 

 There are several rumors of what happened to Emma that 

night. Some say she died in the fire, in the shambles of her broken 

hive, that she left this life to be with her mommy in the next. But 

her charcoal body was never found, which left several questions 

unanswered. Others say that she lived, that she ran away 

from the town to escape the memories of her mother’s 

death. But there have been no signs of unusual hitchhikers in that 

part of the country. Another rumor was that she escaped the fire 

and ran to Autumn, who adopted her and took her away from the 

atmosphere of her alcoholic step-farther. However, there is one oth-

er rumor. A bee legend that is told to young larva as a bedtime story. 

Somehow, some magic, or love, transformed Emma into the queen 

bee that she was. She escaped that terrible inferno with the rem-

nants of her broken family. She looked back only once, and saw 

thousands of portraits of her burning house through her compound 

eyes. Emma looked back only once, before she flew away into the 

moonlight, in search of a new home for her colony.  


