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I am 
A CHILD OF 

GOD 

I can  
DO ALL 
THINGS 

THROUGH 
CHRIST WHO 

STRENGTHENS 
ME 

I ought  
TO OBEY 
THOSE IN 

AUTHORITY 

I will 
CHOOSE TO 
DO WHAT IS 

RIGHT
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Ephesians 6:10-20 
10 Finally, be strong in the Lord and in the strength 
of his might. 11 Put on the whole armor of God, that 
you may be able to stand against the schemes of the 
devil.  12 For  we do not wrestle against flesh and 
blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, 
against  the cosmic powers over  this present 
darkness, against  the spiritual forces of evil  in the 
heavenly places.  13 Therefore  take up the whole 
armor of God, that you may be able to withstand 
in  the evil day, and having done all, to stand 
firm. 14 Stand therefore, having fastened on the belt 
of truth, and  having put on the breastplate of 
righteousness, 15 and, as shoes for your feet, having 
put on the readiness given by the gospel of 
peace. 16 In all circumstances take up the shield of 
faith, with which you can extinguish all  the flaming 
darts of  the evil one;  17 and take  the helmet of 
salvation, and  the sword of the Spirit, which is the 
word of God,  18 praying  at all times  in the 
Spirit,  with all prayer and supplication. To that 
e n d ,  k e e p a l e r t w i t h a l l p e r s e v e r a n c e , 
making  supplication for all the saints, 19 and  also 
for me, that words may be given to me in opening 
my mouth  boldly to proclaim  the mystery of the 
gospel, 20 for which I am an ambassador  in chains, 
that I may declare it boldly, as I ought to speak.

TERM 1 - BIBLE PASSAGE
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 
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An Autumn Greeting 
by unknown 

"Come," said the Wind to the Leaves one day. 
"Come over the meadow and we will play. 

Put on your dresses of red and gold. 
For summer is gone and the days grow cold." 

TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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An Evening Hymn 
by Thomas Ken 

All praise to thee, my God, this night, 
For all the blessings of the light; 

Keep me, O keep me, King of Kings, 
Beneath thy own almighty wings. 

Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done; 

That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

O may my soul on Thee repose, 
And may sweet sleep my eyelids close: 

Sleep that may me more vigorous make 
To serve my God when I awake. 

TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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Above the Bright Blue Sky  
by Albert Midlane 

There's a Friend for little children 
Above the bright blue sky, 

A Friend who never changes 
Whose love will never die; 

Our earthly friends may fail us, 
And change with changing years, 

This Friend is always worthy 
Of that dear name he bears. 

There's a home for little children 
Above the bright blue sky, 

Where Jesus reigns in glory, 
A home of peace and joy; 

No home on earth is like it, 
Nor can with it compare; 
And everyone is happy, 

Nor could be happier there.

TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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A Fairy Song 
by Shakespeare 

Over hill, over dale, 
Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over park, over pale, 
Thorough flood, thorough fire! 

I do wander everywhere, 
Swifter than the moon's sphere; 

And I serve the Fairy Queen, 
To dew her orbs upon the green; 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be; 
In their gold coats spots you see; 

Those be rubies, fairy favours; 
In those freckles live their savours; 

I must go seek some dewdrops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.  

TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION
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God is Like This 
by Rowena Bennet  

I cannot see the wind at all  
Or hold it in my hand;  
And yet I know there is a wind  
Because it swirls the sand.  
I know there is a wondrous wind,  
Because I glimpse its power  
Whenever it bends low a tree 
Or sways the smallest flower.  
And God is very much like this,  
Invisible as air,  
I cannot touch or see Him,  
yet I know that He is there  
Because I glimpse His wondrous works  
And goodness everywhere.  

TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION
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Children Poem 
by Longfellow 

Come to me, O ye children! 
For I hear you at your play, 

And the questions that perplexed me 
Have vanished quite away. 

Ye open the eastern windows, 
That look towards the sun, 

Where thoughts are singing swallows 
And the brooks of morning run. 

In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine, 
In your thoughts the brooklet's flow, 

But in mine is the wind of Autumn 
And the first fall of the snow. 

Ah! what would the world be to us 
If the children were no more? 

We should dread the desert behind us 
Worse than the dark before. 

What the leaves are to the forest, 
With light and air for food, 

Ere their sweet and tender juices 
Have been hardened into wood, -- 

That to the world are children; 
Through them it feels the glow 

Of a brighter and sunnier climate 
Than reaches the trunks below. 

Come to me, O ye children! 
And whisper in my ear 

What the birds and the winds are singing 
In your sunny atmosphere. 

For what are all our contrivings, 
And the wisdom of our books, 

When compared with your caresses, 
And the gladness of your looks?

TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION
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TERM 1 - FORM III - RECITATION

America For Me 
by Henry Van Dyke 

'Tis fine to see the Old World and travel up and down  
Among the famous palaces and cities of renown,  
To admire the crumbly castles and the statues and kings  
But now I think I've had enough of antiquated things.  

So it's home again, and home again, America for me!  
My heart is turning home again and there I long to be,  
In the land of youth and freedom, beyond the ocean bars,  
Where the air is full of sunlight and the flag is full of stars.  

Oh, London is a man's town, there's power in the air;  
And Paris is a woman's town, with flowers in her hair;  
And it's sweet to dream in Venice, and it's great to study Rome;  
But when it comes to living there is no place like home.  

I like the German fir-woods in green battalions drilled;  
I like the gardens of Versailles with flashing fountains filled;  
But, oh, to take your had, my dear, and ramble for a day  
In the friendly western woodland where Nature has her sway!  

I know that Europe's wonderful, yet something seems to lack!  
The Past is too much with her, and the people looking back.  
But the glory of the Present is to make the Future free--  
We love our land for what she is and what she is to be.  

Oh, it's home again, and home again, America for me!  
I want a ship that's westward bound to plough the rolling sea,  
To the blessed Land of Room Enough, beyond the ocean bars,  
Where the air is full of sunlight and the flag is full of stars.  
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TERM 1 - FORM III - RECITATION

How Do I Love Thee? 
by Elizabeth Barrett Browning 

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways. 
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of being and ideal grace. 
I love thee to the level of every day’s 

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light. 
I love thee freely, as men strive for right. 

I love thee purely, as they turn from praise. 
I love thee with the passion put to use 

In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 

With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath, 
Smiles, tears, of all my life; and, if God choose, 

I shall but love thee better after death.
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On Virtue 
by Phillis Wheatley 

O thou bright jewel in my aim I strive  
To comprehend thee. Thine own words declare  

Wisdom is higher than a fool can reach.  
I cease to wonder, and no more attempt  

Thine height t’explore, or fathom thy profound.  
But, O my soul, sink not into despair,  

Virtue is near thee, and with gentle hand  
Would now embrace thee, hovers o’er thine head.  

Fain would the heaven-born soul with her converse,  
Then seek, then court her for her promised bliss.  

Auspicious queen, thine heavenly pinions spread,  
And lead celestial Chastity along;  

Lo! now her sacred retinue descends,  
Arrayed in glory from the orbs above.  

Attend me, Virtue, thro’ my youthful years!  
O leave me not to the false joys of time!  

But guide my steps to endless life and bliss.  
Greatness, or Goodness, say what I shall call thee,  

To give an higher appellation still,  
Teach me a better strain, a nobler lay,  

O Thou, enthroned with Cherubs in the realms of day! 

TERM 1 - FORM IV - RECITATION
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By Night When Others Soundly Slept 
by Anne Bradstreet 

By night when others soundly slept 
And hath at once both ease and Rest,  

My waking eyes were open kept 
And so to lie I found it best.  

I sought him whom my Soul did Love, 
With tears I sought him earnestly.  

He bow'd his ear down from Above. 
In vain I did not seek or cry.  

My hungry Soul he fill'd with Good; 
He in his Bottle put my tears,  

My smarting wounds washt in his blood,  
And banisht thence my Doubts and fears.  

What to my Saviour shall I give  
Who freely hath done this for me? 

I'll serve him here whilst I shall live 
And Loue him to Eternity.

TERM 1 - FORM IV - RECITATION
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Romans 8:31-39 
31 What then shall we say to these things? If 
God is for us, who can be against us? 32 He 
who did not spare his own Son but gave him up 
for us all, how will he not also with him 
graciously give us all things? 33 Who shall bring 
any charge against God's elect? It is God who 
justifies. 34 Who is to condemn? Christ Jesus is 
the one who died—more than that, who was 
raised—who is at the right hand of God, who 
indeed is interceding for us. 35 Who shall 
separate us from the love of Christ? Shall 
tribulation, or distress, or persecution, or 
famine, or nakedness, or danger, or sword? 36 
As it is written, “For your sake we are being 
killed all the day long; we are regarded as 
sheep to be slaughtered.”  

37 No, in all these things we are more than 
conquerors through him who loved us. 38 For I 
am sure that neither death nor life, nor angels 
nor rulers, nor things present nor things to 
come, nor powers, 39 nor height nor depth, nor 
anything else in all creation, will be able to 
separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus 
our Lord. 

TERM 2 - BIBLE PASSAGE
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TERM 2 - HYMNS
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TERM 2 - HYMNS
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The Lamb 
by William Blake 

Little lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee? 
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed 
By the stream and o'er the mead; 

Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 

Making all the vales rejoice? 
Little lamb, who made thee? 

Dost thou know who made thee? 

Little lamb, I'll tell thee, 
Little lamb, I'll tell thee: 

He is called by thy name, 
For He calls Himself a lamb. 
He is meek, and He is mild; 

He became a little child. 
I a child, and thou a lamb, 
We are called by His name. 
Little lamb, God bless thee! 
Little lamb, God bless thee!

TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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The Cow 
Robert Louis Stevenson 

The friendly cow all red and white,  
I love with all my heart:  

She gives me cream with all her might,  
To eat with apple-tart.  

She wanders lowing here and there,  
And yet she cannot stray,  
All in the pleasant open 

The pleasant light of day;  

And blown by all the winds that pass  
And wet with all the showers,  

She walks among the meadow grass  
And eats the meadow flowers 

TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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Bed In Summer 
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

In winter I get up at night  
And dress by yellow candle-light.  
In summer, quite the other way,  

I have to go to bed by day.  

I have to go to bed and see  
The birds still hopping on the tree,  
Or hear the grown-up people's feet  

Still going past me in the street.  

And does it not seem hard to you,  
When all the sky is clear and blue,  
And I should like so much to play,  

To have to go to bed by day?

TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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The Children's Hour 
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

Between the dark and the daylight,  
      When the night is beginning to lower,  
Comes a pause in the day's occupations,  
      That is known as the Children's Hour.  

I hear in the chamber above me  
      The patter of little feet,  
The sound of a door that is opened,  
      And voices soft and sweet.  

From my study I see in the lamplight,  
      Descending the broad hall stair,  
Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra,  
      And Edith with golden hair.  

A whisper, and then a silence:  
      Yet I know by their merry eyes  
They are plotting and planning together  
      To take me by surprise.  

A sudden rush from the stairway,  
      A sudden raid from the hall!  
By three doors left unguarded  
      They enter my castle wall!  

They climb up into my turret  
      O'er the arms and back of my chair;  
If I try to escape, they surround me;  
      They seem to be everywhere.  

They almost devour me with kisses,  
      Their arms about me entwine,  
Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen  
      In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine!  

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti,  
      Because you have scaled the wall,  
Such an old mustache as I am  
      Is not a match for you all!  

I have you fast in my fortress,  
      And will not let you depart,  
But put you down into the dungeon  
      In the round-tower of my heart.  

And there will I keep you forever,  
      Yes, forever and a day,  
Till the walls shall crumble to ruin,  
      And moulder in dust away!  
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The Sandpiper 
by Celia Thaxter 

The Sandpiper 
Across the lonely beach we flit,  
One little sandpiper and I,  
And fast I gather, but by bit,  
The scattered drift-wood, bleached and dry.  
The wild waves reach their hands for it,  
The wild wind raves, the tide runs high,  
As up and down the beach we flit,  
One little sandpiper and I.  

Above our heads the sullen clouds  
Scud, black and swift, across the sky:  
Like silent ghosts in misty shrouds  
Stand out the white light-houses high.  
Almost as far as eye can reach  
I see the close-reefed vessels fly,  
As fast we flit along the beach,  
One little sandpiper and I.  

I watch him as he skims along,  
Uttering his sweet and mournful cry;  
He starts not at my fitful song,  
Nor flash of fluttering drapery.  
He has no thought of any wrong,  
He scans me with a fearless eye;  
Stanch friends are we, well tried and strong,  
The little sandpiper and I.  

Comrade, where wilt thou be to-night,  
When the loosed storm breaks furiously?  
My drift-wood fire will burn so bright!  
To what warm shelter canst thou fly?  
I do not fear for thee, though wroth  
The tempest rushes through the sky;  
For are we not God's children both,  
Thou, little sandpiper, and I? 

TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION
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Hiding 
by unknown 

I'm hiding, I'm hiding 
And no one knows where; 
For all they can see is my  
Toes and my hair 

And I just heard my father 
Say to my mother - 
"But, darling, he must be 
Somewhere or other; 

Have you looked in the inkwell?" 
And Mother said, "Where?" 
"In the INKWELL?"said Father. But 
I was not there. 

Then "Wait!" cried my mother — 
"I think that I see 
Him under the carpet." But 
It was not me. 
"Inside the mirror's  
A pretty good place."  
Said Father and looked, but saw 
Only his face. 

“We've hunted," sighed Mother, 
"As hard as we could 
And I am so afraid that we've 
Lost him for good." 

Then I laughed out aloud 
And I wiggled my toes 
And Father said —"Look, dear, 
I wonder if those 

Toes could be Benny's? 
There are ten of them, see?" 
And they WERE so surprised to find 
Out it was me.

TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION



�26

TERM 2 - FORM III - RECITATION

Shall I compare thee to a 
summer’s day? 
by Shakespeare 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate. 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date. 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimmed; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st, 
Nor shall death brag thou wand’rest in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to Time thou grow’st. 
     So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
     So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
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“The Village 
Blacksmith”  
by Longfellow 

Under a spreading chestnut tree 
The village smithy stands; 
The smith, a might man is he, 
With large and sinewy hands; 
And the muscles of his brawney arms 
Are strong as iron bands.  

His hair is crisp, and black, and long, 
His face is like the tan; 
His brow is wet with honest sweat, 
He earns what'er he can, 
And looks the whole word in the face, 
For he owes not any man.  

Week in, week out, from morn till night, 
You can hear the bellows blow; 
You can hear him swing his might sledge, 
With measure beat and slow, 
Like a sexton ringing the village bell, 
When the evening sun is low.  

And children coming home from school 
Look in the open door; 
They love to see the flaming forge, 
And hear the bellows roar. 
And catch the flaming sparks that fly 
Like chaff from a threshing floor.  

He goes on Sunday to the church, 
And sits among his boys; 
He hears the parson pray and preach, 
He hears his daughter's voice, 
Singing in the choir,  
And it makes his heart rejoice.  

It sounds to him like his mother's voice, 
Singing in Paradise! 
He needs must think of her once more, 
How in the grave she lies; 
And with his hard, rough hands he wipes 
A tear out of his eyes.  

Toiing, -- rejoicing, -- sorrowing, 
Onward in life he goes; 
Each morning sees some task begin, 
Each evening sees it close; 
Something attempted, something done, 
Has earned his night's repose.  

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend, 
For the lesson thou has taught! 
Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought; 
Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thought.  

TERM 2 - FORM III - RECITATION
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TERM 2 - FORM IV - RECITATION

Twelfth Night 
Act One, Scene One 
Orsino 

If music be the food of love, play on;  
Give me excess of it, that surfeiting,  
The appetite may sicken and so die.  
That strain again, it had a dying fall;  
O it came o'er my ear like the sweet sound  
That breathes upon a bank of violets,  
Stealing and giving odour.  
Enough; no more.  
'Tis not so sweet now as it was before.  
O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou,  
That, notwithstanding thy capacity,  
Receiveth as the sea.  
Nought enters there,  
Of what validity and pitch soe'er,  
But falls into abatement and low price  
Even in a minute.  
So full of shapes is fancy,  
That it alone is high fantastical.
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TERM 2 - FORM IV - RECITATION

Much Ado About Nothing: Benedict 
This can be no trick: the conference was sadly borne.  
They have the truth of this from Hero.  
They seem to pity the lady: it seems her affections have their full bent.  
Love me! why, it must be requited.  
I hear how I am censured: they say I will bear myself proudly,  
if I perceive the love come from her;  
they say too that she will rather die than give any sign of affection. 
 I did never think to marry:  
I must not seem proud:  
happy are they that hear their detractions and can put them to mending.  
They say the lady is fair; 'tis a truth,  
I can bear them witness; and virtuous; 'tis so,  
I cannot reprove it; and wise, but for loving me; by my troth,  
it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument of her folly,  
for I will be horribly in love with her.  
I may chance have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me,  
because I have railed so long against marriage:  
but doth not the appetite alter?  
a man loves the meat in his youth that he cannot endure in his age.  
Shall quips and sentences and these paper bullets of the brain awe a man from the 
career of his humour?  
No, the world must be peopled.  
When I said I would die a bachelor, I did not think I should live till I were married.  
Here comes Beatrice.  
By this day! she's a fair lady:  
I do spy some marks of love in her. 
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Psalm 34: 1-18 
1 I will bless the Lord at all times; his praise shall   
continually be in my mouth.  
2 My soul makes its boast in the Lord; let the    
humble hear and be glad.  
3 Oh, magnify the Lord with me, and let us exalt his   
name together!  
4 I sought the Lord, and he answered me and    
delivered me from all my fears. 
5 Those who look to him are radiant, and their faces  
shall never be ashamed. 
6 This poor man cried, and the Lord heard him and   
saved him out of all his troubles.  
7 The angel of the Lord encamps around those who   
fear him, and delivers them.  
8 Oh, taste and see that the Lord is good! Blessed is   
the man who takes refuge in him!  
9 Oh, fear the Lord, you his saints, for those who   
fear him have no lack! 
10 The young lions suffer want and hunger; but    
those who seek the Lord lack no good thing.  
11 Come, O children, listen to me; I will teach you   
the fear of the Lord.  
12 What man is there who desires life and loves    
many days, that he may see good?  
13 Keep your tongue from evil and your lips from   
speaking deceit.  
14 Turn away from evil and do good; seek peace   
and pursue it. 
15 The eyes of the Lord are toward the righteous   
and his ears toward their cry. 
16 The face of the Lord is against those who do evil,   
to cut off the memory of them from the    
earth. 
17 When the righteous cry for help, the Lord hears   
and delivers them out of all their troubles.  
18 The Lord is near to the brokenhearted and saves   
the crushed in spirit. 

TERM 3 - BIBLE PASSAGE



TERM 3 - HYMNS
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TERM 3 - HYMNS
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Once I Saw a Little Bird 
Mother Goose 

Once I saw a little bird 
Come hop, hop, hop; 
So I cried: "Little bird, 

Will you stop, stop, stop?" 
And was going to the window 

To say: "How do you do?" 
But he shook his little tail 

And far away he flew. 

TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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The Picnic 
by Dorothy Aldis 

We brought a rug for sitting on, 
Our lunch was in a box. 

The sand was warm. We didn’t wear 
Hats or shoes or socks. 

Waves came curling up the beach. 
We waded. It was fun. 

Our sandwiches were different kinds. 
I dropped my jelly one. 

TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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A Knight and a Lady 
 by Anonymous 

A knight and a lady 
Went riding one day 
Far into the forest, 

Away, away. 

‘Fair knight’, said the lady 
‘I pray, have a care. 
This forest is evil –  
Beware, beware!’ 

A fiery red dragon 
They spied on the grass; 

The lady wept sorely, 
Alas! Alas! 

The knight slew the dragon, 
The lady was gay. 

They rode on together, 
Away, away. 

TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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Someone 
by Walter de le Mare 

Some one came knocking 
At my wee, small door; 

Someone came knocking; 
I'm sure-sure-sure; 
I listened, I opened, 

I looked to left and right, 
But nought there was a stirring 

In the still dark night; 
Only the busy beetle 

Tap-tapping in the wall, 
Only from the forest 

The screech-owl's call, 
Only the cricket whistling 
While the dewdrops fall, 

So I know not who came knocking, 
At all, at all, at all. 

TERM 3 - FORM II - RECITATION
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Little by Little 
by Anonymous 

“Little by little,” an acorn said, 
As it slowly sank in its mossy bed, 
“I am improving every day, 
Hidden deep in the earth away.” 

Little by little, each day it grew; 
Little by little, it sipped the dew; 
Downward it sent out a thread-like root; 
Up in the air sprung a tiny shoot. 

Day after day, and year after year, 
Little by little the leaves appear; 
And the slender branches spread far and wide, 
Till the mighty oak is the forest’s pride. 

Far down in the depths of the dark blue sea, 
An insect train work ceaselessly. 
Grain by grain, they are building well, 
Each one alone in its little cell. 

Moment by moment, and day by day, 
Never stopping to rest or to play, 
Rocks upon rocks, they are rearing high, 
Till the top looks out on the sunny sky. 

The gentle wind and the balmy air, 
Little by little, bring verdure there; 
Till the summer sunbeams gayly smile 
On the buds and the flowers of the coral isle. 

“Little by little,” said a thoughtful boy, 
“Moment by moment, I’ll well employ, 
Learning a little every day, 
And not spending all my time in play. 
And still this rule in my mind shall dwell, 
Whatever I do, I will do it well. 

“Little by little, I’ll learn to know 
The treasured wisdom of long ago; 
And one of these days, perhaps, we’ll see 
That the world will be the better for me”; 
And do you not think that this simple plan 
Made him a wise and useful man? 
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A Child’s Thought of God 
by Elizabeth Barrett Browning  

They say that God lives very high;  
But if you look above the pine  

You cannot see our God; and why?  
And if you dig down in the mines,  

You never see Him in the gold,  
Though from him all that’s glory shines.  

God is so good, he wears a fold 
Of heaven and earth across His face,  

Like secrets kept, for love, untold.  
But still I feel that His embrace  

Slides down by thrills, through all things made, 
Through sight and sound of every place.  

As if my tender mother laid 
On my shut lids here kisses’ pressure,  

Half waking me at night, and said,  
“Who kissed you through the dark, dear guesser?”  
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The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers  
by Felicia Dorothea Hemans 

He breaking waves dashed high 
On a stern and rock-bound coast,  
And the woods against a stormy sky  
Their giant branches tossed;  
And the heavy night hung dark, 
The hills and waters o’er, 
When a band of exiles moored their bark  
On the wild New England shore.  
Not as the conqueror comes, 
They, the true-hearted came; 
Not with the roll of the stirring drums,  
And the trumpet that sings of fame;  
Not as the flying come, 
In silence and in fear; 
They shook the depths of the desert gloom 
With their hymns of lofty cheer.  
Amidst the storm they sang, 
And the stars heard, and the sea;  
And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 
To the anthem of the free.  
The ocean eagle soared 
From his nest by the white wave's foam;  
And the rocking pines of the forest roared— 
This was their welcome home.  
There were men with hoary hair  
Amidst the pilgrim band: 
Why had they come to wither there,  
Away from their childhood's land?  
There was woman's fearless eye, 
Lit by her deep love's truth; 
There was manhood's brow, serenely high,  
And the fiery heart of youth.  
What sought they thus afar? 
Bright jewels of the mine? 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war?  
They sought a faith's pure shrine!  
Ay, call it holy ground, 
The soil where first they trod; 
They have left unstained what there they found — 
Freedom to worship God.  
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This Life Which Seems So 
Fair 
by William Henry Drummond  

This Life, which seems so fair, 
Is like a bubble blown up in the air 
By sporting children's breath,  
Who chase it everywhere  
And strive who can most motion it bequeath.                                                 
And though it sometimes seem of its own might.                                                
Like to an eye of gold to be fixed there,  
And firm to hover in that empty height, 
That only is because it is so light.  
But in that pomp it doth not long appear; 
For when 'tis most admired, in a thought,                                                        
Because it erst was nought, it turns to nought. 
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Hamlet  
by Shakespeare 

HAMLET: To be, or not to be--that is the question: 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles 
And by opposing end them. To die, to sleep-- 
No more--and by a sleep to say we end 
The heartache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to. 'Tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep-- 
To sleep--perchance to dream: ay, there's the rub, 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause. There's the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life. 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
Th' oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely 
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay, 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of th' unworthy takes, 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? Who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 
But that the dread of something after death, 
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all, 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought, 
And enterprise of great pitch and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry 
And lose the name of action. -- Soft you now, 
The fair Ophelia! -- Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remembered. 
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The Anniversary 
by Jon Donne 

All Kings, and all their favourites, 
         All glory of honours, beauties, wits, 

    The sun itself, which makes times, as they pass, 
    Is elder by a year now than it was 

    When thou and I first one another saw: 
    All other things to their destruction draw, 

         Only our love hath no decay; 
    This no tomorrow hath, nor yesterday, 
    Running it never runs from us away, 

But truly keeps his first, last, everlasting day. 

         Two graves must hide thine and my corse; 
         If one might, death were no divorce. 
    Alas, as well as other Princes, we 

    (Who Prince enough in one another be) 
    Must leave at last in death these eyes and ears, 
    Oft fed with true oaths, and with sweet salt tears; 

         But souls where nothing dwells but love 
    (All other thoughts being inmates) then shall prove 

    This, or a love increased there above, 
When bodies to their graves, souls from their graves remove. 

         And then we shall be throughly blessed; 
         But we no more than all the rest. 

    Here upon earth we’re Kings, and none but we 
    Can be such Kings, nor of such subjects be; 
    Who is so safe as we? where none can do 
    Treason to us, except one of us two. 
         True and false fears let us refrain, 

    Let us love nobly, and live, and add again 
    Years and years unto years, till we attain 

To write threescore: this is the second of our reign. 
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