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  Stars Like Fields of Clover

	The rusted mound of metal lay half-buried in the waist-high grass like a dead elephant. After a careful examination from a safe distance, Beverly Nautilus concluded it was not pachyderm, but of a bee. She was delighted and intrigued.

	Who left it there? Why? Was it part of an off-beat theme park? A hippie sun god, out there in the remote Hill Country? There were no climbing bars for kids, no covered shelter within for a fire and hookah party, no entrance of any kind she could see. And why here? She knew of every registered bee farm in Texas and there wasn’t any for at least a hundred miles. She had come across the sculpture only because she was walking the craggy rock hills of this ranch, owned by the family of one of her employees. A photography hike in a place she’d been to several times. How had she missed the sculpture on previous hikes?

	Its surface wasn’t rusted, actually, more like the glazed patina that sometimes develops on a good aluminum fry pan. It glowed copper in the late afternoon sun, about three hours until sunset this late in May. She’d meandered over the grassy prairie for hours, thinking about rattlesnakes (and by association, the last fellow she dated several weeks earlier). There was time to check this strange thing out, get some shots, try for some weird light effects—ones that were interesting even before she attacked them with Photoshop.

	She flicked the Nikon on and a hum far bigger than that from the camera blossomed around her, deep and harmonic, with a resonance that would have rattled her teeth if it had been above the bare threshold of hearing.

	Was this a real hive? A real giant hive?

	She eased backward, feeling her way. Bees would be drawn to sound. And probably infrared. Africanized, maybe. There had been a killer bee swarm the summer before in the small town of Seminole about two-hundred miles northwest from where she skulked, a town out in the middle of the Permian Basin desert. Luckily, no people had died, although it seemed dogs may have suffered.

	The thing hummed louder, and part of the surface pushed inward and to the side—a door—revealing only darkness within. Suddenly she felt like she’d backed into an alien invasion movie and the large bulb-like head of a green Martian invader was about to come bobbing out of the dark rectangle.

	Nothing came, except a faint tone when the door stopped moving, apparently fully open.

	Then a voice—melodious and in a foreign tongue—spoke from the open door.

	She ran.

	•          •          •

	But curiosity is a powerful thing, and the following Saturday she returned, lying to herself that her intention was to capture the nature photos she’d not gotten the week before for her company’s summer sales catalogue.

	The bee sculpture was there. She circled about it at the safe distance of several dozen meters in her trendy waxed-canvas hiking shorts and shirt which crunched as she moved. The fragrances of the flowers all around were so intense and inviting she could almost see them in multi-colored wisps, as if she enjoyed kinesthesia, as she longed for in her romantic childhood dreams.
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