




















THE SHERBORNE HIVE 
 
O Sherborne bees can louder buzz 
Than any swarm alive! 
O where is honey to be had 
If not from Sherborne’s hive? 
 
For we hum about our cloistered cells 
As busy as you please, 
The toilers of the waxen world, 
The law-abiding bees. 
 
We suck the never-fading flowers 
Of Athens and of Rome,  
Amass the store of classic lore, 
And fill the golden comb; 
 
As we hum about our cloistered cells 
As busy as you please, 
The toilers of the Sherborne hive, 
The law-abiding bees. 
 
We reck not of Hyblaean sweets 
When Honeycomb we climb; 
Our very drones, the lazy bones, 
Are always after thyme. 
 
For we hum about our cloisters cells 
As busy as you please, 
The toilers of the Sherborne hive, 
The law-abiding bees. 
 
Anon beneath the wintry suns 
In mimic strife we close! 
The warriors meet – no bootless feet – 
Our stings are in our toes: 
 
But soon we seek our cloistered cells 
As busy as you please, 
The toilers of the Sherborne hive, 
The law-abiding bees. 
 
No swarms (examina) have we, 
But when the comb is laid, 
Our chiefs examine us, to see 
What honey we have made: 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Then forth we wander free and far 
As idle as you please, 
The toilers of the Sherborne hive 
The law-abiding bees. 
 
 
Words by James Rhoades (1841-1923). 
Score by Louis Napoleon Parker (1852-1944). 
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