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The Inheritance of Silence

––––––––
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The wind had the faintest buzz to it, like the echo of something long forgotten, or a secret trying to escape.

Mirelle Brandt stood beneath the towering bluegum at the edge of her grandmother’s smallholding, the Willowmore sun hot on her back. In her hand, she held a tarnished brass smoker and a cracked wooden hive tool — relics of a life she’d once run from. The bees moved like golden mist around her, their dance not threatening but curious. She didn’t flinch. She never had.

She was five years old the first time she saw her grandmother whisper to the bees.

No one believed her, of course — not the teachers at the town's school, not her church-tired mother, and certainly not the stepfather whose fists taught her that silence was safer than the truth. But the bees had listened. Even then.

After Gran died — just three weeks ago — the will had been clear: the smallholding, the hives, the ancient stone cottage, and everything within it belonged to Mirelle. “For she carries the Gift,” it read, in Gran's curving script, as if the ability to commune with winged creatures was as ordinary as inheriting green eyes or a temper.

Mirelle hadn't planned to stay. She had a life in Graaff-Reinet — a job at a nursery, a rented flat filled with small comforts and empty space. But the bees had called to her before her foot even touched the porch. It wasn't a sound so much as a summoning — low, visceral, and deep in the belly. Like grief. Or justice.



The apiary stretched behind the cottage in neat rows — twelve Langstroth hives painted in pale pastel hues, chipped and sun-faded. Each had a hand-carved symbol etched into its roof: spirals, thorns, a crooked sun. Symbols Mirelle now understood were not decoration but invocation.

She opened the first hive, heart pounding. Not from fear — but from recognition. The low hum inside wasn’t noise. It was speech.
Not in words, exactly, but in pulses of intent, in the rise and fall of a vibration that stirred something old in her blood.
A single bee landed on her wrist. She didn’t brush it away.

Child of Her Line, it said without speaking. We have waited.

Mirelle sank to her knees, overwhelmed by the clarity. Her grandmother had never been mad. The stories, the murmurs, the late-night chanting over honey jars — they weren’t superstition. They were command. Ceremony. Bond.

For the next several nights, she dreamed of hives glowing like lanterns under the Karoo stars. Of Gran’s voice calling her name through the folds of smoke. Of bees flying in formation, surrounding a crying child, and stinging a shadowed man until he screamed for mercy.

She woke gasping.

And then, on the fourth morning, the bruised woman came.



The woman’s name was Elsabé, and her arms were covered in fading purples and yellows. She held her son — no more than six — close to her like a shield, the way only mothers with reasons to fear do. She stood at the edge of Mirelle’s gate, too afraid to enter but desperate enough to hope.

“I heard you help people,” she whispered.

Mirelle said nothing. Just opened the gate and let her in.

That night, she lit the smoker and walked to Hive Seven — the one with the spiral-thorn etched in its lid. The air was thick with jasmine and dust, and the sky wore its stars like sharp little warnings. She stood before the hive and said nothing aloud. Just felt.

The bees understood.



The next day, Elsabé’s husband was found unconscious in his bakkie. The inside of the cab was filled with bees — not a single one harmed the boy in the back seat. But the man’s throat was swollen shut, his eyes fused closed from stings.

He lived.

But he would not harm again.



News, in small towns like Willowmore, travels faster than truth.

Within a week, two more women knocked on Mirelle’s door. One had fresh bruises, the other had a silent daughter who wouldn’t meet anyone’s eyes. Mirelle didn’t ask questions. Neither did the bees.

What started as protection soon became pattern. The hives responded without hesitation. The bruised healed. The guilty fell silent.

But with each new request, the hives grew louder. Their hum shifted — not angry, but vigilant. Awake.

The land knew.

The air held something sharper than summer heat.

And Mirelle, for all her gift and strength, began to wonder what happens when justice doesn’t wait for permission.



In a battered journal buried beneath her grandmother’s bed, she found a final warning, scrawled in shaky hand:

"The bees will follow the pain — even when it is not yours to judge. If the Gift is misused, the Hive becomes the Judge."

Mirelle closed the book. The buzzing outside had deepened, like a storm forming in the distance.

The bees were listening.

And they were no longer asking her permission.
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The Bees Remember

––––––––
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Mirelle stood barefoot in the soft red dust of early morning, the ground still cool beneath her feet. A gust of wind swept through the thorn trees, stirring the chime of rusted wind bells on the veranda. The bees were already active — not frantic, not wild — but purposeful. Their patterns in the air, their formations, had changed since the night of Elsabé’s arrival.

She could feel it in her skin.

The Hive remembered.

The smallholding had always held echoes. Gran used to say some places were made of memory more than stone, and this one — with its cracked water tank, tilting outhouse, and hedges of feral spekboom — had long since soaked up every whispered prayer, every sting, every tear.

Mirelle had never wanted this life.

But the life had wanted her.



Inside the stone cottage, the kettle whistled. Mirelle poured the water over dried honeybush and waited, her fingers tapping against the ceramic mug. She hadn’t slept. Not properly. Ever since the second woman — Adele, the one with a scar hidden behind her ear — had come to her, Mirelle had started hearing the hives even from indoors.

Not just the hum. Words. Intent. Impressions.

He hurts children.

She weeps in silence.

We see through walls.

Send us.

And Mirelle had sent them.

The hive had responded with terrible grace.



By the time she stepped outside with her tea, a dusty white Corolla was parked at the gate.

A man stood beside it, tall, hard-eyed, wearing a khaki police shirt with a pen clipped neatly in his front pocket. Mirelle didn’t move. Just stared.

He raised a hand in a cautious wave. “Miss Brandt?”

She nodded slowly. “That’s me.”

“I’m Sergeant Pieter van Rooyen. Willowmore SAPS.” He stepped forward, brushing dust from his sleeves. “Mind if I have a word?”

Her eyes narrowed. “What about?”

“Some strange complaints. That incident last week on the R329? A farmer was stung near to death. No bees nearby, according to the locals. And now... a teacher in Steytlerville. Same thing. They’re saying...” He paused, clearly uncomfortable. “They’re saying the bees are... targeting people.”

Mirelle gave a wry smile. “Bees don’t pick targets, Sergeant. They defend.”

“And yet, there’s a pattern.” He stepped closer, his voice lower now. “Elsabé Visser. Adele Meyer. They’re all connected to you. People talk, Miss Brandt.”

She sipped her tea, unbothered. “People always talk in Willowmore.”

Van Rooyen leaned in slightly. “You wouldn’t be encouraging them, would you? Sending them into the veld with smoke and honey to stir up swarms?”

“You think I’m training attack bees, Sergeant?” She tilted her head. “You want to search the place?”

He didn’t answer. Just looked past her toward the rows of hives glinting in the sunlight. His Adam’s apple bobbed once.

“They’re just bees, Sergeant,” she said quietly. “Until someone gives them a reason not to be.”



That night, the air was too still
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