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But if one's whole stock fail him at a stroke, 
Nor hath he whence to breed the race anew, 
'Tis time the wondrous secret to disclose 
Taught by the swain of Arcady, even how 
The blood of slaughtered bullocks oft has borne 
Bees from corruption. I will trace me back 
To its prime source the story's tangled thread, 
And thence unravel. For where thy happy folk, 
Canopus, city of Pellaean fame, 
Dwell by the Nile's lagoon-like overflow, 
And high o'er furrows they have called their own 
Skim in their painted wherries; where, hard by, 
The quivered Persian presses, and that flood 
Which from the swart-skinned Aethiop bears him down, 
Swift-parted into sevenfold branching mouths 
With black mud fattens and makes Aegypt green, 
That whole domain its welfare's hope secure 
Rests on this art alone. And first is chosen 
A strait recess, cramped closer to this end, 
Which next with narrow roof of tiles atop 
'Twixt prisoning walls they pinch, and add hereto 
From the four winds four slanting window-slits. 
Then seek they from the herd a steer, whose horns 
With two years' growth are curling, and stop fast, 
Plunge madly as he may, the panting mouth 
And nostrils twain, and done with blows to death, 
Batter his flesh to pulp i' the hide yet whole, 
And shut the doors, and leave him there to lie. 
But 'neath his ribs they scatter broken boughs, 
With thyme and fresh-pulled cassias: this is done 
When first the west winds bid the waters flow, 
Ere flush the meadows with new tints, and ere 
The twittering swallow buildeth from the beams. 
Meanwhile the juice within his softened bones 
Heats and ferments, and things of wondrous birth, 
Footless at first, anon with feet and wings, 
Swarm there and buzz, a marvel to behold; 
And more and more the fleeting breeze they take, 
Till, like a shower that pours from summer-clouds, 
Forth burst they, or like shafts from quivering string 
When Parthia's flying hosts provoke the fray. 
Say what was he, what God, that fashioned forth 
This art for us, O Muses? of man's skill 
Whence came the new adventure? 
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But for one whom the whole breed shall fail of a sudden, and he have nothing left to renew the race in a fresh family, it is time to unfold further the famed invention of the Arcadian keeper, and in what wise often ere now bees have been born from the putrefying blood of a slain bullock. More fully will I discover all the tale and trace it from its earliest source. For where the favoured race of Macedonian Canopus dwell by the still broad overflow of Nile and ride round their own farms in painted boats, and where the quivered Persian land presses nigh and the rushing river that pours straight down from the swarthy Indians parts into seven separate mouths and enriches green Egypt with its dark sand, all the realm builds on this art a certain remedy. First a small room is chosen, straitened down just to serve for this; they confine it by a narrow tiled roof and cramped walls, and towards the four winds add four windows with slanting lights. Then is sought a calf of two years old with horns already curving from his forehead; his double nostrils and breathing mouth are stopped up, spite of all his struggling, and he is beaten to
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death and the flesh pounded to pulp through the unbroken skin. Thus they leave him shut close, laying under his sides broken boughs and thyme, and fresh sprays of casia. This is done when west winds first ruffle the waters, ere yet the meadows flush with fresh colours, ere yet the chattering swallow hang her nest from the rafters. Meanwhile the humours heat and ferment in the soft bones, and creatures wonderfully fashioned may be seen, at first limbless, but soon they stir with rustling wings, and more and more drink in the delicate air: until like a shower bursting from summer clouds they swarm forth, or like arrows from the quivering bowstring when light Parthian skirmishers advance to battle.

Who, O Muses, who wrought for us this miraculous art? Whence did this strange experience enter the paths of men?

Virgils's Georgics I 351-423

No sooner are the winds at point to rise, 
Than either Ocean's firths begin to toss 
And swell, and a dry crackling sound is heard 
Upon the heights, or one loud ferment booms 
The beach afar, and through the forest goes 
A murmur multitudinous. By this 
Scarce can the billow spare the curved keels, 
When swift the sea-gulls from the middle main 
Come winging, and their shrieks are shoreward borne, 
When ocean-loving cormorants on dry land 
Besport them, and the hern, her marshy haunts 
Forsaking, mounts above the soaring cloud. 
Oft, too, when wind is toward, the stars thou'lt see 
From heaven shoot headlong, and through murky night 
Long trails of fire white-glistening in their wake, 
Or light chaff flit in air with fallen leaves, 
Or feathers on the wave-top float and play. 
But when from regions of the furious North 
It lightens, and when thunder fills the halls 
Of Eurus and of Zephyr, all the fields 
With brimming dikes are flooded, and at sea 
No mariner but furls his dripping sails. 
Never at unawares did shower annoy: 
Or, as it rises, the high-soaring cranes 
Flee to the vales before it, with face 
Upturned to heaven, the heifer snuffs the gale 
Through gaping nostrils, or about the meres 
Shrill-twittering flits the swallow, and the frogs 
Crouch in the mud and chant their dirge of old. 
Oft, too, the ant from out her inmost cells, 
Fretting the narrow path, her eggs conveys; 
Or the huge bow sucks moisture; or a host 
Of rooks from food returning in long line 
Clamour with jostling wings. Now mayst thou see 
The various ocean-fowl and those that pry 
Round Asian meads within thy fresher-pools, 
Cayster, as in eager rivalry, 
About their shoulders dash the plenteous spray, 
Now duck their head beneath the wave, now run 
Into the billows, for sheer idle joy 
Of their mad bathing-revel. Then the crow 
With full voice, good-for-naught, inviting rain, 
Stalks on the dry sand mateless and alone. 
Nor e'en the maids, that card their nightly task, 
Know not the storm-sign, when in blazing crock 
They see the lamp-oil sputtering with a growth 
Of mouldy snuff-clots. 

So too, after rain, 
Sunshine and open skies thou mayst forecast, 
And learn by tokens sure, for then nor dimmed 
Appear the stars' keen edges, nor the moon 
As borrowing of her brother's beams to rise, 
Nor fleecy films to float along the sky. 
Not to the sun's warmth then upon the shore 
Do halcyons dear to Thetis ope their wings, 
Nor filthy swine take thought to toss on high 
With scattering snout the straw-wisps. But the clouds 
Seek more the vales, and rest upon the plain, 
And from the roof-top the night-owl for naught 
Watching the sunset plies her 'lated song. 
Distinct in clearest air is Nisus seen 
Towering, and Scylla for the purple lock 
Pays dear; for whereso, as she flies, her wings 
The light air winnow, lo! fierce, implacable, 
Nisus with mighty whirr through heaven pursues; 
Where Nisus heavenward soareth, there her wings 
Clutch as she flies, the light air winnowing still. 
Soft then the voice of rooks from indrawn throat 
Thrice, four times, o'er repeated, and full oft 
On their high cradles, by some hidden joy 
Gladdened beyond their wont, in bustling throngs 
Among the leaves they riot; so sweet it is, 
When showers are spent, their own loved nests again 
And tender brood to visit. 
And these things that we might avail to learn by sure tokens, the heats and the rains and the winds that bring cold weather, our Lord himself hath ordained what the moon in her month should foreshadow, at what sign the south wind should drop, what husbandmen should often mark and keep their cattle nearer the farmyard. Straightway when gales are gathering, either the seaways begin to shudder and heave, and a dry roaring to be heard on the mountain heights, or the far-echoing beaches to stir, and a rustling swell through the woodland. Even in that hour the rude surge spares not the curving bull, when gulls fly swiftly back from mid ocean and press screaming shoreward, or when sea-coot play on dry land, and the heron leaves his home in the marshes and soars high above the mist. Often likewise when a gale is toward wilt thou see shooting stars glide down the sky, and through the darkness of night long trails of flame glimmer in their track: often light chaff and fallen leaves flutter in air, or floating feathers dance on the water's surface. But when it lightens from the fierce northern regions, and when Eurus and Zephyrus thunder through their hall, the whole countryside is afloat with brimming ditches, and every mariner at sea furls his soaking sails. Never is rain on us unwarned: either as it gathers in the valley bottoms the crane soars high in flight before it; or the heifer gazing up into the sky snuffs the breeze with wide-opened nostril, or the shrill swallow darts circling about the pond, and the frogs in the mire intone their old complaint. Often likewise the ant carries forth her eggs from her secret chambers along her narrow trodden path, and a vast rainbow drinks, and leaving their feeding-ground in long column armies of rooks crowd with flapping wings. Then seafowl many in sort, and birds that search the fresh pools round the Asian meadows of Cayster, eagerly splash showers of spray over their shoulders, and thou mayest see them now ducking in the channels, now running up into the waves, and wantoning
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in their bath with vain desire. Then the villain raven calls full-voiced for rain, and stalks along the dry sand in solitary state. Nor even to girls who ply their spinning nightlong is the storm unknown, while they see the oil sputter, and spongy mould gather on the blazing lamp.

And even thus sunlight after rain and cloudless clearness mayest thou foresee and know by sure tokens. For then neither is the keen edge of the starlight dulled to view, nor does the moon rise flushed by her brother's rays, nor are thin woolly fleeces borne across the sky; neither do kingfishers beloved of Thetis spread their plumage to the sun's warmth upon the shore, nor unclean swine remember to shake out their litter and toss it with their snout. But the mists gather lower down and settle on the flats, and, constant to sunset, the night-owl from the roof-top keeps vainly calling through the dark. Aloft in the liquid sky Nisus is in sight and Scylla pays the debt of that purple hair: wheresoever her pinions cleave the thin air in flight, lo, hostile, fierce, loud-swooping down the wind, Nisus is upon her; where Nisus mounts into the wind, her hurrying pinions cleave the thin air in flight. There, withal rooks repeat three or four times a clear thin-throated cry, and often where they sit aloft, happy in some strange unwonted delight, chatter together among the leaves, glad when rains are over to look to their little brood and darling nests once again; not, to my thinking, that their instinct is divine or their dower of fate a larger foresight into nature: but when the weather veers about and the saturated air shifts, and under dripping skies of the south what was rare but now condenses and what was dense expands, their temper changes its fashion, and other motions stir within their breasts than stirred while the clouds drove on before the wind; hence the birds make such chorus in the fields, and the cattle are glad, and the rooks caw in exultation.

