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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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Philippians 2:1-11 
1 So if there is any encouragement in 
Christ, any comfort from love, any 
participation in the Spirit, any affection 
and sympathy, 2 complete my joy by being 
of the same mind, having the same love, 
being in full accord and of one mind. 3 Do 
nothing from selfish ambition or conceit, 
but in humility count others more 
significant than yourselves. 4 Let each of 
you look not only to his own interests, but 
also to the interests of others. 5 Have this 
mind among yourselves, which is yours in 
Christ Jesus, 6 who, though he was in the 
form of God, did not count equality with 
God a thing to be grasped, 7 but emptied 
himself, by taking the form of a servant, 
being born in the likeness of men. 8 And 
being found in human form, he humbled 
himself by becoming obedient to the point 
of death, even death on a cross. 9 
Therefore God has highly exalted him and 
bestowed on him the name that is above 
every name, 10 so that at the name of 
Jesus every knee should bow, in heaven 
and on earth and under the earth, 11 and 
every tongue confess that Jesus Christ is 
Lord, to the glory of God the Father. 

TERM 1 - BIBLE PASSAGE



�5

TERM 1 - HYMNS 
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 
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Keep a Poem in Your Pocket 
by Beatrice Regniers 

Keep a poem in your pocket 
and a picture in your head 
and you'll never feel lonely 
at night when you're in bed. 
The little poem will sing to you. 
The little picture it brings to you 
A dozen dreams to dance to you 
At night when you’re in bed. 
So--- 
Keep a picture in your pocket 
And a poem in your head 
And you'll never feel lonely 
At night when you’re in bed. 

TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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Time 
by unknown 

Sixty seconds in a minute; 
How much good can I do in it?  

Sixty minutes in an hour;  
All the good that’s in my power.  
Twenty hours and four, a day;  

Time to work and sleep and play.  

TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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The Eagle 
by Alfred Lloyd Tennyson 

He clasps the crag with crooked hands;  
Close to the sun in lonely lands,  

Ring'd with the azure world, he stands.  

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;  
He watches from his mountain walls,  

And like a thunderbolt he falls.

TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION



�11

The Owl 
by Tennyson 

When cats run home and light is come, 
And dew is cold upon the ground, 
And the far-off stream is dumb, 
And the whirring sail goes round, 
And the whirring sail goes round; 
Alone and warming his five wits, 
The white owl in the belfry sits. 

When merry milkmaids click the latch, 
And rarely smells the new-mown hay, 
And the cock hath sung beneath the thatch 
Twice or thrice his roundelay, 
Twice or thrice his roundelay; 
Alone and warming his five wits, 
The white owl in the belfry sits. 

TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION
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Song for Young Americans  
by Gail Brooke Burket  

I live in a land 
Where the people are free  
And joy is a birthright  
Belonging to me.  
Love shelters my home  
Like a wide-branching tree.  
The doors of the church  
Are open to me. 
The schools unlock treasure  
With truth for a key.  
A whole world of wonder  
Is waiting for me.  
I live in a land 
Where the people are free;  
The future shines golden  
For children like me.  

TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION
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The Months 
by Coleridge 

January brings the snow, 
Makes our feet and fingers glow. 

February brings the rain, 
Thaws the frozen lake again. 

March brings breezes loud and shrill, 
Stirs the dancing daffodil. 

April brings the primrose sweet, 
Scatters daises at our feet. 

May brings flocks of pretty lambs, 
Skipping by their fleecy damns. 

June brings tulips, lilies, roses, 
Fills the children's hand with posies. 

Hot July brings cooling showers, 
Apricots and gillyflowers. 

August brings the sheaves of corn, 
Then the harvest home is borne. 

Warm September brings the fruit, 
Sportsmen then begin to shoot. 

Fresh October brings the pheasants, 
Then to gather nuts is pleasant. 

Dull November brings the blast, 
Then the leaves are whirling fast. 

Chill December brings the sleet, 
Blazing fire, and Christmas treat.  

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

O Captain! My Captain! 
By Walt Whitman 

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,  
The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is won,  
The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting,  
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and daring;  
                         But O heart! heart! heart!  
                            O the bleeding drops of red,  
                               Where on the deck my Captain lies,  
                                  Fallen cold and dead.  

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells;  
Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle trills,  
For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the shores a-crowding,  
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces turning;  
                         Here Captain! dear father!  
                            This arm beneath your head!  
                               It is some dream that on the deck,  
                                 You’ve fallen cold and dead.  

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,  
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will,  
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and done,  
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object won;  
                         Exult O shores, and ring O bells!  
                            But I with mournful tread,  
                               Walk the deck my Captain lies,  
                                  Fallen cold and dead. 
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TERM 1 - FORM III - RECITATION

Concord Hymn 
By Ralph Emerson 

Sung at the Completion of the Battle 
Monument, July 4, 1837 

By the rude bridge that arched the flood,  
   Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled,  
Here once the embattled farmers stood  
   And fired the shot heard round the world.  

The foe long since in silence slept;  
   Alike the conqueror silent sleeps;  
And Time the ruined bridge has swept  
   Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.  

On this green bank, by this soft stream,  
   We set today a votive stone;  
That memory may their deed redeem,  
   When, like our sires, our sons are gone.  

Spirit, that made those heroes dare  
   To die, and leave their children free,  
Bid Time and Nature gently spare  
   The shaft we raise to them and thee.
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The Highwayman  
by Alfred Noyes, Part I  

The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees,  
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,  
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,  
And the highwayman came riding—  
 Riding—riding—  
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.  
He’d a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,  
A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin; 
They fitted with never a wrinkle: his boots were up to the thigh!  
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,  
 His pistol butts a-twinkle,  
His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.  
Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard,  
He tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred; 
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there  
But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter,  
 Bess, the landlord’s daughter,  
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.  

And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked  
Where Tim the ostler listened; his face was white and peaked;  
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,  
But he loved the landlord’s daughter,  
 The landlord’s red-lipped daughter,  
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—  
“One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I’m after a prize to-night, 
But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light;  
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,  
Then look for me by moonlight,  
 Watch for me by moonlight,  
I’ll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way.”  
He rose upright in the stirrups; he scarce could reach her hand,  
But she loosened her hair i’ the casement!  
His face burnt like a brand  
As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;  
And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,  
 (Oh, sweet black waves in the moonlight!)  
Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the West. 

TERM 1 - FORM IV - RECITATION
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Kubla Khan 
by Samuel Taylor Coleridge  

Or, a vision in a dream. A Fragment.  
In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree:  
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran  
Through caverns measureless to man  
Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile ground  
With walls and towers were girdled round; 
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills,  
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree;  
And here were forests ancient as the hills,  
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.  
But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!  
A savage place! as holy and enchanted  
As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted  
By woman wailing for her demon-lover!  
And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,  
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 
A mighty fountain momently was forced: 
Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 
Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,  
Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail:  
And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever  
It flung up momently the sacred river. 
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion  
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,  

Then reached the caverns measureless to man,  
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean; 
And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far  
Ancestral voices prophesying war!  
The shadow of the dome of pleasure  
Floated midway on the waves; 
Where was heard the mingled measure  
From the fountain and the caves.  
It was a miracle of rare device, 
A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!  
A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a vision once I saw: 
It was an Abyssinian maid  
And on her dulcimer she played,  
Singing of Mount Abora.  
Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song, 
To such a deep delight ’twould win me,  
That with music loud and long, 
I would build that dome in air, 
That sunny dome! those caves of ice!  
And all who heard should see them there,  
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair!  
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And close your eyes with holy dread  
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 
And drunk the milk of Paradise.  

TERM 1 - FORM IV - RECITATION
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Matthew 5:1-12 
1 Seeing the crowds, he went up on the mountain, and when 
he sat down, his disciples came to him. 
The Beatitudes 
2 And he opened his mouth and taught them, saying: 
3 "Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of 
heaven." 
4 "Blessed are those who mourn, for they shall be 
comforted." 
5 "Blessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth." 
6 "Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for 
righteousness, for they shall be satisfied." 
7 "Blessed are the merciful, for they shall receive mercy." 
8 "Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God." 
9 "Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called sons 
of God." 
10 "Blessed are those who are persecuted for righteousness' 
sake, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven." 
11 "Blessed are you when others revile you and persecute 
you and utter all kinds of evil against you falsely on my 
account.” 
12 “Rejoice and be glad, for your reward is great in heaven, 
for so they persecuted the prophets who were before you." 

TERM 2 - BIBLE PASSAGE
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TERM 2 - HYMNS
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TERM 2 - HYMNS
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A word is dead 
by Emily Dickinson 

A word is dead 
When it is said, 
Some say. 
I say it just 
Begins to live 
That day. 

TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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My Gift 
by Christina Georgina Rossetti 

What can I give Him, 
Poor as I am? 

If I were a shepherd 
I would bring a lamb, 
If I were a Wise Man 

I would do my part,-- 
Yet what I can I give Him, 

Give my heart. 

TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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The End  
by A. A. Milne 

When I was One, 
I had just begun. 

When I was Two, 
I was nearly new. 

When I was Three, 
I was hardly me. 

When I was Four, 
I was not much more. 

When I was Five, 
I was just alive. 

But now I am six,  
I'm as clever as clever 

So I think I'll be six now 
Forever and ever. 

TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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Wishes 
by Sara Teasdale  

I wish for such a lot of things 
That never will come true — 
And yet I want them all so much 
I think they might, don't you? 
I want a little kitty-cat 
That's soft and tame and sweet, 
And every day I watch and hope 
I'll find one in the street. 
But nursie says, 'Come, walk along, 
'Don't stand and stare like that' — 
I'm only looking hard and hard 
To try to find my cat. 
And then I want a blue balloon 
That tries to fly away, 
I thought if I wished hard enough 
That it would come some day. 
One time when I was in the park 
I knew that it would be 
Beside the big old clock at home 
A-waiting there for me — 
And soon as we got home again, 
I hurried thro' the hall, 
And looked beside the big old clock — 
It wasn't there at all. 
I think I'll never wish again — 
But then, what shall I do? 
The wishes are a lot of fun 
Altho' they don't come true. 

TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION
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The Snow 
by Emily Dickinson 

It sifts from leaden sieves, 
It powders all the wood, 

It fills with alabaster wool 
The wrinkles of the road. 

It makes an even face 
Of mountains and of plain, – 

Unbroken forehead from the east 
Unto the east again. 

It reaches to the fence, 
It wraps it, rail by rail, 
Till it is lost in fleeces; 
It flings a crystal veil 

On stump and stack and stem, – 
The summer’s empty room, 

Acres of seams where harvest were, 
Recordless, but for them. 

It ruffles wrists of posts, 
As ankles of a queen, – 

Then stills its artisans like ghosts, 
Denying they have been. 

TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION
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 The Arrow and the Song 
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 

I shot an arrow into the air,  
It fell to earth, I knew not where;  

For, so swiftly it flew, the sight  
Could not follow it in its flight.  

I breathed a song into the air,  
It fell to earth, I knew not where;  

For who has sight so keen and strong,  
That it can follow the flight of song?  

Long, long afterward, in an oak  
I found the arrow, still unbroke;  

And the song, from beginning to end,  
I found again in the heart of a friend. 

TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION
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TERM 2 - FORM III - RECITATION

The Tyger 
By William Blake 

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,  
In the forests of the night;  
What immortal hand or eye,  
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?  

In what distant deeps or skies.  
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?  
On what wings dare he aspire?  
What the hand, dare seize the fire?  

And what shoulder, & what art,  
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?  
And when thy heart began to beat,  
What dread hand? & what dread feet?  

What the hammer? what the chain,  
In what furnace was thy brain?  
What the anvil? what dread grasp,  
Dare its deadly terrors clasp!  

When the stars threw down their spears  
And water'd heaven with their tears:  
Did he smile his work to see?  
Did he who made the Lamb make thee?  

Tyger Tyger burning bright,  
In the forests of the night:  
What immortal hand or eye,  
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 
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Annabel Lee 
By Edgar Allan Poe  

It was many and many a year ago,  
   In a kingdom by the sea,  
That a maiden there lived whom you may know  
   By the name of Annabel Lee;  
And this maiden she lived with no other thought  
   Than to love and be loved by me.  

I was a child and she was a child,  
   In this kingdom by the sea,  
But we loved with a love that was more than love—  
   I and my Annabel Lee—  
With a love that the wingèd seraphs of Heaven  
   Coveted her and me.  

And this was the reason that, long ago,  
   In this kingdom by the sea,  
A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling  
   My beautiful Annabel Lee;  
So that her highborn kinsmen came  
   And bore her away from me,  
To shut her up in a sepulchre  
   In this kingdom by the sea.  

The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,  
   Went envying her and me—  
Yes!—that was the reason (as all men know,  
   In this kingdom by the sea)  
That the wind came out of the cloud by night,  
   Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee.  

But our love it was stronger by far than the love  
   Of those who were older than we—  
   Of many far wiser than we—  
And neither the angels in Heaven above  
   Nor the demons down under the sea  
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul  
   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;  

For the moon never beams, without bringing me 
dreams  
   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;  
And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes  
   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;  
And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side  
   Of my darling—my darling—my life and my bride,  
   In her sepulchre there by the sea—  
   In her tomb by the sounding sea. 

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

From “A Comedy of Errors”  
by Shakespeare 

A heavier task could not have been impos'd                                                         
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable;  
Yet, that the world may witness that my end                                                          
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence,                                                           
I'll utter what my sorrow gives me leave.  
In Syracusa was I born, and wed  
Unto a woman, happy but for me,  
And by me too, had not our hap been bad.  
With her I liv'd in joy: our wealth increas'd 
By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum; till my factor's death, 
And the great care of goods at random left,  
Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse: 
From whom my absence was not six months old, 
Before herself,'almost at fainting under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear,'  
Had made provision for her following me, 
And soon and safe arrived where I was. 
There had she not been long but she became  
A joyful mother of two godly sons; 
And, which was strange, the one so like the other, 
As could not be distinguish'd but by names.  
That very hour, and in the self-same inn,  
A meaner woman was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike.  
Those,'for their parents were exceeding poor,'  
I bought, and brought up to attend my sons.  
My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys,  
Made daily motions for our home return:  
Unwilling I agreed; alas! too soon 
We came aboard. 
A league from Epidamnum had we sail'd,  
Before the always-wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm: 
But longer did we not retain much hope;  
For what obscured light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death;  
Which, though myself would gladly have embrac'd,  
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife,  
Weeping before for what she saw must come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes,  
That mourn'd for fashion, ignorant what to fear,  
Forc'd me to seek delays for them and me.  
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TERM 2 - FORM IV - RECITATION

From “A Comedy of Errors”  

May it please your Grace, Antipholus, my husband,  
Whom I made lord of me and all I had, 
At your important letters, this ill day  
A most outrageous fit of madness took him,  
That desperately he hurried through the street, 
 With him his bondman, all as mad as he,.  
Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence  
Rings, jewels, anything his rage did like.  
Once did I get him bound and sent him home,  
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went  
That here and there his fury had committed.  
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape,  
He broke from those that had the guard of him,  
And with his mad attendant and himself, 
Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords  
Met us again, and, madly bent on us  
Chas.d us away, till, raising of more aid  
We came again to bind them. Then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we pursu.d them; 
And here the abbess shuts the gates on us,  
And will not suffer us to fetch him out, 
Nor send him forth that we may bear him hence.  
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command  
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help.  
Duke. Long since thy husband serv.d me in my wars,  
And I to thee engag.d a prince.s word, 
When thou didst make him master of thy bed, 
To do him all the grace and good I could.  
Go, some of you, knock at the abbey gate 
And bid the lady abbess come to me.  
I will determine this before I stir.  
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Psalm 95: 1-7 
1 Oh come, let us sing to the Lord;  
let us make a joyful noise to the rock 
of our salvation!  
2 Let us come into his presence with 
thanksgiving; 
let us make a joyful noise to him with 
songs of praise!  
3 For the Lord is a great God, and a 
great King above all gods.  
4 In his hand are the depths of the 
earth; the heights of the mountains 
are his also.  
5 The sea is his, for he made it,  
and his hands formed the dry land.  
6 Oh come, let us worship and bow 
down; let us kneel before the Lord, 
our Maker!  
7 For he is our God, 
and we are the people of his pasture, 
and the sheep of his hand.  

TERM 3 - BIBLE PASSAGE



TERM 3 - HYMNS
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TERM 3 - HYMNS
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Mix a Pancake 
by Christina Rossetti 

Mix a pancake, 
Stir a pancake, 

Pop it in the pan; 
Fry the pancake, 

Toss the pancake— 
Catch it if you can. 

TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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Riddle 
by Christina Rossetti 

There is one that has a head without an eye, 
And there’s one that has an eye without a head: 

You may find the answer if you try; 
And when all is said, 

Half the answer hangs upon a thread! 

TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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What Does The Bee Do?   
by Christina Rossetti 

What does the bee do?  
Bring home honey.  

And what does Father do?  
Bring home money.  

And what does Mother do?  
Lay out the money.  

And what does baby do?  
Eat up the honey. 

TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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A Christmas Carol 
by Rossetti 

In the bleak mid-winter 
Frosty wind made moan, 
Earth stood hard as iron, 
Water like a stone; 
Snow had fallen, snow on snow, 
Snow on snow, 
In the bleak mid-winter, 
Long ago. 

Our God, heav'n cannot hold him 
Nor earth sustain; 
Heav'n and earth shall flee away 
When he comes to reign; 
In the bleak mid-winter 
A stable-place sufficed 
The Lord God Almighty 
Jesus Christ. 
Enough for him, whom cherubim 
Worship night and day, 
A breastful of milk, 
And a mangerful of hay; 
Enough for him, whom angels  

Fall down before, 
The ox and ass and camel 
Which adore. 

Angels and archangels 
May have gathered there, 
Cherubim and seraphim 
Thronged the air: 
But only his mother 
In her maiden bliss 
Worshipped the Beloved 
With a kiss. 

What can I give him, 
Poor as I am? 
If I were a shepherd 
I would bring a lamb; 
If I were a wise man 
I would do my part; 
Yet what I can I give him -- 
Give my heart. 

TERM 3 - FORM II - RECITATION
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On the Bridge 
by Kate Greenway 

If I could see a little fish– 
That is what I just now wish! 

I want to see his great round eyes 
Always open in surprise. 

I wish a water rat would glide 
Slowly to the other side; 
Or a dancing spider sit 

On the yellow flags a bit. 

I think I'll get some stones to throw, 
And watch the pretty circles show. 

Or shall we sail a flower-boat, 
And watch it slowly–slowly float? 

That's nice–because you never know 
How far away it means to go; 

And when to-morrow comes, you see, 
It may be in the great wide sea.  

TERM 3 - FORM II - RECITATION
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Abraham Lincoln 
by Mildred Meigs 

Remember he was poor and country-bred; 
His face was lined; he walked with awkward gait. 

Smart people laughed at him sometimes and said, 
“How can so very plain a man be great?” 
Remember he was humble, used to toil. 

Strong arms he had to build a shack, a fence, 
Long legs to tramp the woods, to plow the soil, 
A head chuck full of backwoods common sense. 

Remember all he ever had he earned, 
He walked in time through stately White House doors; 

But all he knew of men and life he learned 
In little backwoods cabins, country stores. 

Remember that his eyes could light with fun; 
That wisdom, courage, set his name apart; 

But when the rest is duly said and done, 
Remember that men loved him for his heart.  
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Miracles  
by Walt Whitman 

Why, who makes much of a miracle? 
As to me I know of nothing else but miracles, 
Whether I walk the streets of Manhattan, 
Or dart my sight over the roofs of houses toward the sky, 
Or wade with naked feet along the beach just in the edge of the 
        water, 
Or stand under trees in the woods, 
Or talk by day with any one I love, or sleep in the bed at night 
        with any one I love, 
Or sit at table at dinner with the rest, 
Or look at strangers opposite me riding in the car, 
Or watch honey-bees busy around the hive of a summer 
        forenoon, 
Or animals feeding in the fields, 
Or birds, or the wonderfulness of insects in the air, 
Or the wonderfulness of the sundown, or of stars shining so 
        quiet and bright, 
Or the exquisite delicate thin curve of the new moon in spring; 
These with the rest, one and all, are to me miracles, 
The whole referring, yet each distinct and in its place. 

To me every hour of the light and dark is a miracle, 
Every cubic inch of space is a miracle, 
Every square yard of the surface of the earth is spread with the 
        same, 
Every foot of the interior swarms with the same. 

To me the sea is a continual miracle, 
The fishes that swim—the rocks—the motion of the waves—the 
        ships with men in them, 
What stranger miracles are there? 
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Santa Filomena 
by Longfellow 

Whene'er a noble deed is wrought, 
Whene'er is spoken a noble thought, 
   Our hearts, in glad surprise, 
   To higher levels rise. 

The tidal wave of deeper souls 
Into our inmost being rolls, 
   And lifts us unawares 
   Out of all meaner cares. 

Honor to those whose words or deeds 
Thus help us in our daily needs, 
   And by their overflow 
   Raise us from what is low! 

Thus thought I, as by night I read 
Of the great army of the dead, 
   The trenches cold and damp, 
   The starved and frozen camp,-- 

The wounded from the battle-plain, 
In dreary hospitals of pain, 
   The cheerless corridors, 
   The cold and stony floors. 

Lo! in that house of misery 
A lady with a lamp I see 

   Pass through the glimmering gloom, 
   And flit from room to room. 

And slow, as in a dream of bliss, 
The speechless sufferer turns to kiss 
   Her shadow, as it falls 
   Upon the darkening walls. 

As if a door in heaven should be 
Opened and then closed suddenly, 
   The vision came and went, 
   The light shone and was spent. 

On England's annals, through the long 
Hereafter of her speech and song, 
   That light its rays shall cast 
   From portals of the past. 

A Lady with a Lamp shall stand 
In the great history of the land, 
   A noble type of good, 
   Heroic womanhood. 

Nor even shall be wanting here 
The palm, the lily, and the spear, 
   The symbols that of yore 
   Saint Filomena bore. 
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The Gettysburg Address 
By Abraham Lincoln 

Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought 
forth on this continent, a new nation, conceived in 
Liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men 
are created equal.  
Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing 
whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so 
dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great 
battle-field of that war. We have come to dedicate a 
portion of that field, as a final resting place for those 
who here gave their lives that that nation might live. It 
is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this.  
But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate -- we can 
not consecrate -- we can not hallow -- this ground. The 
brave men, living and dead, who struggled here, have 
consecrated it, far above our poor power to add or 
detract. The world will little note, nor long remember 
what we say here, but it can never forget what they did 
here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here 
to the unfinished work which they who fought here 
have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be 
here dedicated to the great task remaining before us -- 
that from these honored dead we take increased 
devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full 
measure of devotion -- that we here highly resolve that 
these dead shall not have died in vain -- that this 
nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom -- 
and that government of the people, by the people, for 
the people, shall not perish from the earth.  
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Ain’t I a Woman  
By Sojourner Truth 
Delivered 1851 at the Women's Convention, Akron, Ohio  

Well, children, where there is so much racket there must be 
something out of kilter. I think that 'twixt the negroes of the 
South and the women at the North, all talking about rights, 
the white men will be in a fix pretty soon. But what's all this 
here talking about?  
That man over there says that women need to be helped into 
carriages, and lifted over ditches, and to have the best place 
everywhere. Nobody ever helps me into carriages, or over 
mud-puddles, or gives me any best place! And ain't I a 
woman? Look at me! Look at my arm! I have ploughed and 
planted, and gathered into barns, and no man could head 
me! And ain't I a woman? I could work as much and eat as 
much as a man - when I could get it - and bear the lash as 
well! And ain’t I a woman? I have borne thirteen children, and 
seen most all sold off to slavery, and when I cried out with my 
mother's grief, none but Jesus heard me! And ain't I a 
woman?  
Then they talk about this thing in the head; what's this they 
call it? [member of audience whispers, "intellect"] That's it, 
honey. What's that got to do with women's rights or negroes' 
rights? If my cup won't hold but a pint, and yours holds a 
quart, wouldn't you be mean not to let me have my little half 
measure full?  
Then that little man in black there, he says women can't have 
as much rights as men, 'cause Christ wasn't a woman! Where 
did your Christ come from? Where did your Christ come from? 
From God and a woman! Man had nothing to do with Him.  
If the first woman God ever made was strong enough to turn 
the world upside down all alone, these women together 
ought to be able to turn it back , and get it right side up again! 
And now they is asking to do it, the men better let them.  
Obliged to you for hearing me, and now old Sojourner ain't 
got nothing more to say. 
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