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An Explanation of Forms in A Gentle Feast 
In Charlotte Mason’s Parent’s National Education Programmes, students were divided into Forms 
rather than our traditional American Grades or British Years.  The benefit of this is great for 
families with multiple aged children, allowing for more shared learning among siblings. This also 
gives you, as the parent, more flexibility to select work that is up or down in other forms, 
depending on your child’s (children’s) educational needs and academic ability.  

I have adjusted Miss Mason’s forms into four groupings for greater simplicity.  

The chart below explains the levels in A Gentle Feast. As you move through the cycles, you will 
follow the lesson plans for the form your child is in that current year. 

LOWER 
ELEMENTARY

UPPER 
ELEMENTARY

JUNIOR  
HIGH

SENIOR  
HIGH

AGF FORMS I II III IV

US GRADES 1-3 4-6 7-9 10-12

PNEU FORMS I a and I b II a and II b III and IV V and IV
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“There is no way of escape for parents; 
they must needs be as 'inspirers' to their 
children, because about them hangs, as its 
atmosphere about a planet the thought-
environment of the child, from which he 
derives those enduring ideas which express 
themselves as a life-long 'appetency' 
towards things sordid or things lovely, 
things earthly or divine.” 
—Charlotte Mason, Parents and Children, p.37
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WHAT IS MORNING TIME?

What is 
morning time? 

Morning Time is simply a focused, daily ritual that 
brings the entire family together to share in the feast of 
books, beauty, and Biblical truth. This practice builds a 
family culture around these shared experiences. In A 
Gentle Feast, morning time consists of two parts: Bible 
Time and a Beauty Loop. Suggested Bible Readings 
and memory verses are included. Weekly plans and 
poetry selections are given in this packet as well. 

WHAT ELSE DO I NEED TO 
PURCHASE? 
1. Then Sings My Soul: 150 of the World’s Greatest 

Hymn Stories by Robert Morgan (optional, you can 
find information on the hymns online) 

2. Pick from the following Fables/Tales based on your 
child’s age or just pick one level to read to all your 
children 

FORM I (GRADES 1-3)  
The Children’s Book of Heroes by William J. Bennett 
Stories of Great Americans by Edward Eggleston 

FORM II (GRADES 4-6)  
Abraham Lincoln Grows Up by Carl Sandburg 
Freedom Train : the Story of Harriet Tubman by  
Dorothy Sterling 

FORM III (GRADES 7-9)  
Plutarch’s Lives for Boys and Girls by Weston 

FORM IV (GRADES 10-12)  
The Narrative Life of Fredrick Douglas by Douglas 
Up From Slavery by Booker T. Washington 
Elizabeth Fry by Janet & Geoff Benge 

HOW LONG SHOULD MORNING 
TIME LAST?  
This really depends on your family, but here is a 
general time frame. Bible Time - Readings and 
narrations (15 minutes), Prayer, Beauty Loop (5-20 
minutes depending on the day. So in less than a half 
hour, your family can enjoy truth, beauty, and 
goodness together.  

Part 1: Bible  

Gather the entire family for devotions, prayers, 
spiritual readings, or whatever else your family uses for 
religious studies. Four days of Bible readings are given. 
The other days can be specific to your denomination. 
You could include saint stories, catechism questions, 
missionary biographies, or habit-training, character-
building lessons. 
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HOW WAS BIBLE APPROACHED IN 
MISS MASON’S PROGRAMMES?  

1. Bible readings are to come directly from the Bible 
and not a children’s adaptation.  

“We are apt to believe that children cannot be 
interested in the Bible unless its pages be 
watered down- turned into the slipshod English 
we prefer to offer them.... It is a mistake to use 
paraphrases of the test; the fine roll of Bible 
English appeals to children with a compelling 
music, and they will probably retain through 
life their first conception of the Bible scenes, 
and also, the very words in which these scenes 
are portrayed,”- Charlotte Mason, Home 
Education, p. 248-49 

2. By age nine, children will have read “the simple 
(and suitable) narrative portions of the Old 
Testament, and say, two of the gospels,” - Charlotte 
Mason, Home Education, p. 249  

3. Episodes are read and the children narrate these.  

“Read aloud to the children a few verses 
covering, if possible, an episode. Read 
reverently, carefully, and with just expression. 
Then require the children to narrate what they 
have listened to as nearly as possible in the 
words of the the Bible.” - Charlotte Mason, 
Home Education, p. 251 

4. After narrations, the teacher can emphasize points 
from the lesson.  

“ Before the close of the lesson, the teacher 
brings out such new thoughts of God or new 
points of behavior as the reading has afforded, 
emphasizing the moral or religious lesson to be 
learnt rather by a reverent and sympathetic 
manner than by any attempt at personal 
application.” - Charlotte Mason, A Philosophy of 
Education, p. 163 

5. Older students were to read through the entire Old 
Testament on their own. They would also read the NT, 
pairing Miss Mason’s Savior of the World poetry 

collection with the Bible passages. The Epistles and 
Revelation were saved until the end of high school.  

6. Bible recitations help children memorize larger 
passages of scripture in a natural manner. 
 
“The learning by heart of Bible passages should 
begin while the children are quite young, six or 
seven.....The whole parable should be read to 
them in a way to bring out its beauty and 
tenderness; and then, day by day, the teacher 
should recite a short passage, perhaps two or 
three verses, saying it over some three or four 
times until the children think they know it. 
Then, but not before, let them recite the 
passage. Next day the children will recite what 
they have already learned, and so on, until they 
are able to say the whole parable.” - Charlotte 
Mason, Home Education, p. 253  

HOW IS THE BIBLE APPROACHED 
IN A GENTLE FEAST? 

In A Gentle Feast, Bible is done as a family in Morning 
Time. A four- year rotation is given that covers 
episodes in the Old and New Testament in 
chronological order. This is similar to what Miss 
Mason recommended. In addition, the Psalms and 
Proverbs are read through as it is the author’s belief 
that the rich language and deep truths greatly benefit 
students. Older students are encouraged to have 
personal devotions before school reading through the 
remainder of the Bible. Study Bibles, commentaries, 
and inductive studies can help older students 
understand what they are reading. You can access the 
four- year Bible rotation on the Membership page. 
Longer portions of scripture are memorized by and by 
like Miss Mason recommended. The same verse is 
learned over a twelve week period. 

WHAT IS MORNING TIME?
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WHAT IS MORNING TIME?

Part 2: Beauty 
Subjects 

If options are provided, do the first option during your 
first time through the cycle, and the second option 
during  your second time through.

1. PICTURE STUDY OR 
COMPOSER STUDY 

Steps to a Picture Study 
In Home Education (pages 310-311), Miss Mason 
gives these steps for a "Picture-Talk" 

Objects: 
1. To continue the series of Landseer's 
pictures the children are taking in school. 
2. To increase their interest in Landseer's 
works. 
3. To show the importance of his 
acquaintance with animals. 
4. To help them to read a picture truly.  
5. To increase their powers of attention and 
observation. 

She goes on to explain in detail: 
Step I.––Ask the children if they remember what 
their last picture-talk was about, and what artist 
was famous for animal-painting. Tell them 
Landseer was acquainted with animals when he 
was quite young: he had dogs for pets, and 
because he loved them he studied them and their 
habits––so was able to paint them. 

Step II.––Give them the picture 'Alexander and 
Diogenes' to look at, and ask them to find out all 
they can about it themselves, and to think what 

idea the artist had in his mind, and what idea or 
ideas he meant his picture to convey to us. 

Step III.––After three or four minutes, take the 
picture away and see what the children have 
noticed. Then ask them what the different dogs 
suggest to them; the strength of the mastiff 
representing Alexander ; the dignity and 
stateliness of the bloodhounds in his rear; the look 
of the wise counselor on the face of the setter; the 
rather contemptuous look of the rough-haired 
terrier in the tub. Ask the children if they have 
noticed anything in the picture which shows the 
time of day: for example, the tools thrown down 
by the side of the workman's basket suggesting 
the mid-day meal; and the bright sunshine on the 
dogs who cast a shadow on the tub shows it must 
be somewhere about noon. 

Step IV.––Let them read the title, and tell any facts 
they know about Alexander and Diogenes; then 
tell them Alexander was a great conqueror who 
lived B.C. 356-323, famous for the battles he won 
against Persia, India, and along the coast of the 
Mediterranean. He was very proud, strong, and 
boastful. Diogenes was a cynic philosopher. 
Explain cynic, illustrating by the legend of 
Alexander and Diogenes; and from it find out 
which dog represents Alexander and which 
Diogenes. 

Step V.––Let the children draw the chief lines of 
the picture, in five minutes, with a pencil and 
paper. 

Composer Study
On the first day of the term, read the composer 
biography ahead of time and paraphrase it for 
your children. You can also read the optional 
composer biography book a little bit each time or 
listen to the podcast from Classics for Kids (linked 
in the Resources if available). Links to the musical 
selections are provided in the Resources. Each 
week, you will simply listen to and enjoy the piece. 
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DAY 2: POETRY RECITATION 
Students will recite the poems included in their 
student packet. Form IV students have speeches/
Shakespeare. Each poem is listed for 4-6 weeks, but 
work at your child’s pace. Have your child focus on 
speaking eloquently. They may memorize the poem 
by and by, but the focus of recitation is on speaking 
clearly and with emotion. Poetry selections are given 
in the student packet for each level. 

“She told me that her niece could repeat to me 
any of those poems that I liked to ask for, and 
that she had  never learnt a single verse by 
heart in her life. The girl did repeat  several of 
the poems on the list, quite beautifully and 
without hesitation; and then the lady unfolded 
her secret. She thought she  had made a 
discovery, and I thought so too. She read a 
poem  through to E.; then the next day, while 
the little girl was making a doll’s frock, perhaps, 
she read it again; once again the next day, 
while E.’s hair was being brushed. She got in 
about six or more  readings, according to the 
length of the poem, at odd and unexpected 
times, and in the end E. could say the poem 
which she  had not learned. “I have tried the 
plan often since, and found it effectual. The 
child must not try to recollect or to say the 
verse over to himself, but, as  far as may be, 
present an open mind to receive an impression 
of interest. Half a dozen repetitions should give 
children possession of  such poems as—‘Dolly 
and Dick,’ ‘Do you ask what the birds say?’ 
‘Little lamb, who made thee?’ and the like” (Vol. 
1, pp. 224, 225) 

DAY 3: POET STUDY
During this time, you will read a selection from the 
term’s poet. Poems are included in the Morning Time 
Packet. In the Green Year, the poems are from 
Elizabethan era. If you only have a Form I child, they 
may be too intense. You can substitute selections 
from the book, Sing a Song of Popcorn: Every Child’s 
Book of Poems, edited by Jan Carr, or A Child’s 
Garden of Verses by Robert Louis Stevenson. Each 

year’s poets correspond to the time period studied 
each year.  

“Poetry reveals to us the loveliness of nature, 
brings back the freshness of youthful feelings, 
reviews the relish of simple pleasures, keeps 
unquenched the enthusiasm which warmed 
the springtime of our being, refines youthful 
love, strengthens our interest in human nature, 
by vivid delineations of its tenderest and softest 
feelings, and through the brightness of its 
prophetic visions, helps faith to lay hold on the 
future life.” - William E. Channing  

DAY 4: FABLES AND HERO TALES/
BIOGRAPHIES  
Read these to your Form I children during this time. 
Older students can read independently. Forms III and 
IV will probably need to find additional time to finish 
their weekly readings other than morning time. If you 
prefer, you can chose just one fables book to read to 
the entire family.  

DAY 5: HYMN 
Read the background information in Then Sings My 
Soul. You  can use the lyrics from the book or find 
them in the morning packet. I recommend making a 
copy of the lyrics for each child. Sing 
through this hymn for six weeks during this loop time. 
Hymns are chosen to correspond with the time period 
being studied. Hymns links are provided in the 
membership. 
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MORNING TIME 
Term 1
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TERM 1  
BIBLE MEMORY 

PASSAGE 

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
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BIBLE WEEK 1 WEEK 2 WEEK 3 WEEK 4 WEEK 5 WEEK 6

DAY 1 BIBLE 
READING NT

Acts 4 Acts 6, 7:54-60 Acts 8 Acts 9:1-19 Acts 9: 20-42 Acts 10: 1-26

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT

Joshua 1:1-9 Joshua 2:1-24 Josh 3:1-17, 
4:10-13 Joshua 6 Joshua 23 Judge 6:1-18

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS

Psalm 73 Psalm 74 Psalm 75 Psalm 76 Psalm 77 Psalm 78

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS

Proverbs 1:1-19 Proverbs 1:20-33 Proverbs 2 Proverbs 3:1-12 Proverbs 3:13-35 Proverbs 4

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY
Philippians 2: 
3-11 Philippians 2: 3-11 Philippians 2: 

3-11 Philippians 2: 3-11 Philippians 2: 3-11 Philippians 2: 
3-11

OPTIONAL MIDDLE/
HIGH DEVOTIONAL 

READING

2 Samuel 1-4 
Acts 1

2 Samuel 5-8 
Acts 2

2 Samuel 9-12 
Acts 3

2 Samuel 13-16 
Acts 4

2 Samuel 17-20 
Acts 5

2 Samuel 21-24 
Acts 6

BEAUTY LOOP: WEEK 1 WEEK 2 WEEK 3 WEEK 4 WEEK 5 WEEK 6

HYMN STUDY
Battle Hymn of 
the Republic

Battle Hymn of the 
Republic

Battle Hymn of 
the Republic

Battle Hymn of the 
Republic

Battle Hymn of the 
Republic

Battle Hymn of 
the Republic

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

Keep a Poem in 
Your Pocket

Keep a Poem in 
Your Pocket

Keep a Poem in 
Your Pocket

Keep a Poem in 
Your Pocket Time Time

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION The Owl The Owl The Owl The Owl Song for Young 

Americans
Song for Young 
Americans

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Oh Captain,  
My Captain

Oh Captain,  
My Captain

Oh Captain,  
My Captain

Oh Captain,  
My Captain

Oh Captain,  
My Captain

Oh Captain,  
My Captain

FORM IV POETRY 
RECITATION

The 
Highwayman The Highwayman The Highwayman The Highwayman The Highwayman The Highwayman

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

Chopin 
Biography Cezanne Biography Chopin Op.28 

Nov7
Cézanne Self 
Potrait

Nocturne op.9 no.
1

Cezanne Still Life 
With Apples

POET STUDY Tennyson:  
A Farewell The Brook

Charge of the  
Light Brigade 
*Caution, mature 
topic

Strong Son of God, 
Immortal Love Ask Me No More The Flower

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Quicksilver Bob

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
The First 
Steamboat

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Washington 
Irving

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Don't Give Up 
the Ship

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Grandfather's 
Rhyme

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Star Spangled 
Banner

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Abraham 
Lincoln Grows 
Up: 
Ch. 1

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 2

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 3

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 4

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 5

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 6

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

Plutarch's 
Lives: Aristides 
1-12

Plutarch's Lives: 
Aristides 13-24

Plutarch's Lives: 
Themistocles 
25-48

Plutarch's Lives: 
Themistocles 49-52

Plutarch's Lives: 
Pelopidas 53-62

Plutarch's Lives: 
Pelopidas 63-79

FABLES/
BIOGRAPHIES 

FORM IV

The Narrative 
Life of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 1

The Narrative Life 
of Fredrick Douglas: 
Ch. 2

The Narrative Life 
of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 3

The Narrative Life 
of Fredrick Douglas 
Ch. 4

The Narrative Life 
of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 5

The Narrative Life 
of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 6

TERM 1 PLANS

TERM 1 - PLANS

*see resources
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BIBLE WEEK 7 WEEK 8 WEEK 9 WEEK 10 WEEK 11 WEEK 12

DAY 1 BIBLE 
READING NT Acts 10: 27-48 Acts 11 Acts 12:1-19 Acts 13: 1-12 Acts 13: 13-52 Acts 14: 1-20

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT Judges 6:19-40 Judges 7:1-22 Judges 13 Judges 16:2-31 Ruth 1 Ruth 2

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS Psalm 79 Psalm 80 Psalm 81 Psalm 82 Psalm 83 Psalm 84

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS

Proverbs 5*may 
wish to edit Proverbs 8 Proverbs 6:1-19 Proverbs 8:1-21 Proverbs 8:22-36 Proverbs 9

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY
Philippians 
2:3-11

Philippians 
2:3-11 Philippians 2:3-11 Philippians 2:3-11 Philippians 2:3-11 Philippians 2:3-11

OPTIONAL MIDDLE/
HIGH DEVOTIONAL 

READING

1 Kings 1-3 
Acts 7

1 Kings 4-6 
Acts 8

1 Kings 7-9 
Acts 9

1 Kings 10-12 
Acts 10

1 Kings 13-15 
Acts 11

1 Kings 16-18 
Acts 12

BEAUTY LOOP: WEEK 7 WEEK 8 WEEK 9 WEEK 10 WEEK 11 WEEK 12

HYMN STUDY O Worship the 
King

O Worship the 
King

O Worship the 
King

O Worship the 
King

O Worship the 
King

O Worship the 
King

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

Time Time The Eagle The Eagle The Eagle The Eagle

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

Song for Young 
Americans

Song for Young 
Americans The Months The Months The Months The Months

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Concord Hymn Concord Hymn Concord Hymn Concord Hymn Concord Hymn Concord Hymn

FORM IV POETRY 
RECITATION

Kubla Khan Kubla Khan Kubla Khan Kubla Khan Kubla Khan Kubla Khan

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

Chopin Nocturne 
9 no.2

Cezanne Plain 
by Mont Sainte-
Victoire

Chopin Polonaise 
op.53

Cezanne Boy in a 
Red Waistcoat

Chopin Waltz No.6 
in D flat

Cezanne Pierrot 
and Harlequin

POET STUDY The Blackbird The MayQueen Early Spring Poem The Mermaid The Owl The Lady of 
Shallot

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Audobon

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Hunting a 
Panther

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Some Boys Who 
Became Authors

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Daniel Webster

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Webster and the 
Poor Woman

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
India-rubber Man

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 7

Abraham 
Lincoln Grows 
Up: 
Ch. 8

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 9

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 10

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 11

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 12

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

Plutarch's Lives: 
Timoloen 80-95

Plutarch's Lives: 
Timoleon 96-112

Plutarch's Lives: 
Alexander 113-125

Plutarch's Lives: 
Alexander 126-150

Plutarch's Lives: 
Alexander 151-170 -----------

FABLES/
BIOGRAPHIES FORM 

IV

The Narrative 
Life of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 7

The Narrative 
Life of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 8

The Narrative Life 
of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 9

The Narrative Life 
of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 10

The Narrative Life 
of Fredrick 
Douglas: 
Ch. 11

Review or give 
exam questions

TERM 1 PLANS

TERM 1 - PLANS
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 

Battle Hymn of the Republic
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 

Battle Hymn of the Republic



�16

TERM 1 - HYMNS 

O Worship the King
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Poems for Recitation
RECITATION 

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. 

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.  

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
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RECITATION 
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. 

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.  

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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RECITATION

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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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, 

TERM 1 - FORM IV - RECITATION
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TERM 1 - COMPOSER/ARTIST

ARTIST PICTURE 
STUDY 

Paul Cezanne 
COMPOSER STUDY 

Frederic Chopin 

See online resources for biography and playlist. See online resources for biography.
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Cézanne, Self Potrait with a Beret C.1898
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

Cezanne, The Basket of Apples C. 1895
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

Cezanne,  Plain by Mont Sainte-Victoire C. 1902
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

Cezanne, Boy in the  Red Vest C. 1889
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

Cezanne Pierrot and Harlequin C.1898
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TERM 1 - BONUS PAINTING

Cezanne, Still Life, Drapery, Pitcher, and Fruit Bowl C.1893



�30

POETRY FROM 
TENNYSON 
A Farewell 
Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea, 
    Thy tribute wave deliver: 
No more by thee my steps shall be, 
    For ever and for ever. 

Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea, 
    A rivulet then a river: 
Nowhere by thee my steps shall be 
    For ever and for ever. 

But here will sigh thine alder tree 
    And here thine aspen shiver; 
And here by thee will hum the bee, 
    For ever and for ever. 

A thousand suns will stream on thee, 
    A thousand moons will quiver; 
But not by thee my steps shall be, 
    For ever and for ever. 

The Brook 
I come from haunts of coot and hern,  
I make a sudden sally  
And sparkle out among the fern,  
To bicker down a valley.  

By thirty hills I hurry down,  
Or slip between the ridges,  
By twenty thorpes, a little town,  
And half a hundred bridges.  

Till last by Philip's farm I flow  
To join the brimming river,  
For men may come and men may go,  
But I go on for ever.  

I chatter over stony ways,  
In little sharps and trebles,  
I bubble into eddying bays,  
I babble on the pebbles.  

With many a curve my banks I fret  
By many a field and fallow,  
And many a fairy foreland set  
With willow-weed and mallow.  

I chatter, chatter, as I flow  
To join the brimming river,  
For men may come and men may go,  
But I go on for ever.  

I wind about, and in and out,  
With here a blossom sailing,  
And here and there a lusty trout,  
And here and there a grayling,  

And here and there a foamy flake  
Upon me, as I travel  
With many a silvery waterbreak  
Above the golden gravel,  

And draw them all along, and flow  
To join the brimming river  
For men may come and men may go,  
But I go on for ever.  

I steal by lawns and grassy plots,  
I slide by hazel covers;  
I move the sweet forget-me-nots  
That grow for happy lovers.  

I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance,  
Among my skimming swallows;  
I make the netted sunbeam dance  
Against my sandy shallows.  

I murmur under moon and stars  
In brambly wildernesses;  
I linger by my shingly bars;  
I loiter round my cresses;  

And out again I curve and flow  
To join the brimming river,  
For men may come and men may go,  
But I go on for ever.  

TERM 1 - POETRY



The Charge of the Light Brigade 
I 
Half a league, half a league, 
Half a league onward, 
All in the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 
“Forward, the Light Brigade! 
Charge for the guns!” he said. 
Into the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 

II 
“Forward, the Light Brigade!” 
Was there a man dismayed? 
Not though the soldier knew 
   Someone had blundered. 
   Theirs not to make reply, 
   Theirs not to reason why, 
   Theirs but to do and die. 
   Into the valley of Death 
   Rode the six hundred. 

III 
Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon in front of them 
   Volleyed and thundered; 
Stormed at with shot and shell, 
Boldly they rode and well, 
Into the jaws of Death, 
Into the mouth of hell 
   Rode the six hundred. 

IV 
Flashed all their sabres bare, 
Flashed as they turned in air 
Sabring the gunners there, 
Charging an army, while 
   All the world wondered. 
Plunged in the battery-smoke 
Right through the line they broke; 
Cossack and Russian 
Reeled from the sabre stroke 
   Shattered and sundered. 
Then they rode back, but not 
   Not the six hundred. 

V 
Cannon to right of them, 
Cannon to left of them, 
Cannon behind them 
   Volleyed and thundered; 
Stormed at with shot and shell, 
While horse and hero fell. 
They that had fought so well 
Came through the jaws of Death, 
Back from the mouth of hell, 
All that was left of them, 
   Left of six hundred. 

VI 
When can their glory fade? 
O the wild charge they made! 
   All the world wondered. 
Honour the charge they made! 
Honour the Light Brigade, 
   Noble six hundred! 

TERM 1 - POETRY
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Strong Son of God, immortal Love, 
Whom we, that have not seen thy face,  
         By faith, and faith alone, embrace,  
Believing where we cannot prove;  

Thine are these orbs of light and shade;  
         Thou madest Life in man and brute;  
         Thou madest Death; and lo, thy foot  
Is on the skull which thou hast made.  

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust:  
         Thou madest man, he knows not why,  
         He thinks he was not made to die;  
And thou hast made him: thou art just.  

Thou seemest human and divine,  
         The highest, holiest manhood, thou.  
         Our wills are ours, we know not how,  
Our wills are ours, to make them thine.  

Our little systems have their day;  
         They have their day and cease to be:  
         They are but broken lights of thee,  
And thou, O Lord, art more than they.  

We have but faith: we cannot know;  
         For knowledge is of things we see;  
         And yet we trust it comes from thee,  

A beam in darkness: let it grow.  

Let knowledge grow from more to more,  
         But more of reverence in us dwell;  
         That mind and soul, according well,  
May make one music as before,  

But vaster. We are fools and slight;  
         We mock thee when we do not fear:  
         But help thy foolish ones to bear;  
Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light.  

Forgive what seem'd my sin in me,  
         What seem'd my worth since I began;  
         For merit lives from man to man,  
And not from man, O Lord, to thee.  

Forgive my grief for one removed,  
         Thy creature, whom I found so fair.  
         I trust he lives in thee, and there  
I find him worthier to be loved.  

Forgive these wild and wandering cries,  
         Confusions of a wasted youth;  
         Forgive them where they fail in truth,  
And in thy wisdom make me wise.  

TERM 1 - POETRY
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Ask Me No More 
Ask me no more: the moon may draw the sea;  
The cloud may stoop from heaven and take the 
shape,  
With fold to fold, of mountain or of cape;  
But O too fond, when have I answer'd thee?  
Ask me no more.  

Ask me no more: what answer should I give?  
I love not hollow cheek or faded eye:  
Yet, O my friend, I will not have thee die!  
Ask me no more, lest I should bid thee live;  
Ask me no more.  

Ask me no more: thy fate and mine are seal'd:  
I strove against the stream and all in vain:  
Let the great river take me to the main:  
No more, dear love, for at a touch I yield;  
Ask me no more. 

The Flower 
Once in a golden hour 
I cast to earth a seed. 
Up there came a flower, 
The people said, a weed. 
 
To and fro they went 
Thro' my garden bower, 
And muttering discontent 
Cursed me and my flower. 
 
Then it grew so tall 
It wore a crown of light, 
But thieves from o'er the wall 
Stole the seed by night. 
 
Sow'd it far and wide 
By every town and tower, 
Till all the people cried, 
'Splendid is the flower! ' 
 
Read my little fable: 
He that runs may read. 
Most can raise the flowers now, 
For all have got the seed. 
 
And some are pretty enough, 
And some are poor indeed;  
And now again the people 
Call it but a weed. 

TERM 1 - POETRY
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The Blackbird 
O blackbird! sing me something well: 
While all the neighbours shoot thee round, 
I keep smooth plats of fruitful ground, 
Where thou may'st warble, eat and dwell. 

The espaliers and the standards all 
Are thine; the range of lawn and park: 
The unnetted black-hearts ripen dark, 
All thine, against the garden wall. 

Yet, tho' I spared thee all the spring, 
Thy sole delight is, sitting still, 
With that gold dagger of thy bill 
To fret the summer jenneting. 

A golden bill! the silver tongue, 
Cold February loved, is dry: 
Plenty corrupts the melody 
That made thee famous once, when young: 

And in the sultry garden-squares, 
Now thy flute-notes are changed to coarse, 
I hear thee not at all, or hoarse 
As when a hawker hawks his wares. 

Take warning! he that will not sing 
While yon sun prospers in the blue, 
Shall sing for want, ere leaves are new, 
Caught in the frozen palms of Spring.  

TERM 1 - POETRY
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“May Queen” (Part 1) 
You must wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear;  
To-morrow 'll be the happiest time of all the glad new-year,—  
Of all the glad new-year, mother, the maddest, merriest day;  

For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

There 's many a black, black eye, they say, but none so bright as mine;  
There 's Margaret and Mary, there 's Kate and Caroline;  
But none so fair as little Alice in all the land, they say:  

So I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

I sleep so sound all night, mother, that I shall never wake,  
If you do not call me loud when the day begins to break;  

But I must gather knots of flowers and buds, and garlands gay;  
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

As I came up the valley, whom think ye should I see  
But Robin leaning on the bridge beneath the hazel-tree?  

He thought of that sharp look, mother, I gave him yesterday,—  
But I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I was all in white;  
And I ran by him without speaking, like a flash of light.  

They call me cruel-hearted, but I care not what they say,  
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

They say he 's dying all for love,—but that can never be;  
They say his heart is breaking, mother,—what is that to me?  

There 's many a bolder lad 'll woo me any summer day;  
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

Little Effie shall go with me to-morrow to the green,  
And you 'll be there, too, mother, to see me made the Queen;  
For the shepherd lads on every side 'll come from far away;  

And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

The honeysuckle round the porch has woven its wavy bowers,  
And by the meadow-trenches blow the faint sweet cuckoo-flowers;  

And the wild marsh-marigold shines like fire in swamps and hollows gray;  
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

The night-winds come and go, mother, upon the meadow-grass,  
And the happy stars above them seem to brighten as they pass;  

There will not be a drop of rain the whole of the livelong day; 
And I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

All the valley, mother, 'll be fresh and green and still,  
And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hill,  

And the rivulet in the flowery dale 'll merrily glance and play,  
For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  

So you must wake and call me early, call me early, mother dear;  
To-morrow 'll be the happiest time of all the glad new-year;  
To-morrow 'll be of all the year the maddest, merriest day,  

For I 'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, I 'm to be Queen o' the May.  
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Early Spring Poem 
Once more the Heavenly Power 
Makes all things new, 
And domes the red-plowed hills 
With loving blue;  
The blackbirds have their wills, 
The throstles too. 

Opens a door in Heaven;  
From skies of glass 
A Jacob's ladder falls 
On greening grass,  
And o'er the mountain-walls 
Young angels pass. 

Before them fleets the shower, 
And burst the buds,  
And shine the level lands, 
And flash the floods; 
The stars are from their hands 
Flung through the woods, 

The woods with living airs 
How softly fanned, 
Light airs from where the deep, 
All down the sand, 
Is breathing in his sleep, 
Heard by the land. 

O, follow, leaping blood, 
The season's lure! 
O heart, look down and up, 
Serene, secure,  
Warm as the crocus cup, 
Like snow-drops, pure! 

Past, Future glimpse and fade 
Through some slight spell, 
A gleam from yonder vale,  
Some far blue fell;  
And sympathies, how frail, 
In sound and smell! 

Till at thy chuckled note, 
Thou twinkling bird, 
The fairy fancies range, 
And, lightly stirred, 
Ring little bells of change 
From word to word. 

For now the Heavenly Power 
Makes all things new, 
And thaws the cold, and fills 
The flower with dew; 
The blackbirds have their wills, 
The poets too.  

TERM 1 - POETRY
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The Mermaid 
I 
Who would be  
A mermaid fair,  
Singing alone,  
Combing her hair  
Under the sea,  
In a golden curl  
With a comb of pearl,  
On a throne?  
 
II 
I would be a mermaid fair;  
I would sing to myself the whole of the day;  
With a comb of pearl I would comb my hair;  
And still as I comb'd I would sing and say,   
'Who is it loves me? who loves not me?'  
I would comb my hair till my ringlets would fall   
Low adown, low adown,  
From under my starry sea-bud crown  
Low adown and around,  
And I should look like a fountain of gold   
Springing alone  
With a shrill inner sound  
Over the throne  
In the midst of the hall;  
Till that great sea-snake under the sea  
From his coiled sleeps in the central deeps  
Would slowly trail himself sevenfold   
Round the hall where I sate, and look in at the gate  
With his large calm eyes for the love of me.   
And all the mermen under the sea   
Would feel their immortality  
Die in their hearts for the love of me.  

 
III 
But at night I would wander away, away,  
I would fling on each side my low-flowing locks,  
And lightly vault from the throne and play  
With the mermen in and out of the rocks;  
We would run to and fro, and hide and seek,  
On the broad sea-wolds in the crimson shells,  
Whose silvery spikes are nighest the sea.  
But if any came near I would call and shriek,  
And adown the steep like a wave I would leap  
From the diamond-ledges that jut from the dells;  
For I would not be kiss'd by all who would list  
Of the bold merry mermen under the sea.  
They would sue me, and woo me, and flatter me,  
In the purple twilights under the sea;  
But the king of them all would carry me,  
Woo me, and win me, and marry me,  
In the branching jaspers under the sea.  
Then all the dry-pied things that be  
In the hueless mosses under the sea  
Would curl round my silver feet silently,  
All looking up for the love of me.  
And if I should carol aloud, from aloft  
All things that are forked, and horned, and soft  
Would lean out from the hollow sphere of the sea,  
All looking down for the love of me.   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The Owl 
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 - POETRY



�39

The Lady of Shalott 
(Parts I and II) 

Part I  
On either side the river lie  
Long fields of barley and of rye,  
That clothe the wold and meet the sky;  
And thro' the field the road runs by  
       To many-tower'd Camelot;  
The yellow-leaved waterlily  
The green-sheathed daffodilly  
Tremble in the water chilly  
       Round about Shalott.  

Willows whiten, aspens shiver.  
The sunbeam showers break and quiver  
In the stream that runneth ever  
By the island in the river  
       Flowing down to Camelot.  
Four gray walls, and four gray towers  
Overlook a space of flowers,  
And the silent isle imbowers  
       The Lady of Shalott.  

Underneath the bearded barley,  
The reaper, reaping late and early,  
Hears her ever chanting cheerly,  
Like an angel, singing clearly,  
       O'er the stream of Camelot.  
Piling the sheaves in furrows airy,  
Beneath the moon, the reaper weary  
Listening whispers, ' 'Tis the fairy,  
       Lady of Shalott.'  

The little isle is all inrail'd  
With a rose-fence, and overtrail'd  
With roses: by the marge unhail'd  
The shallop flitteth silken sail'd,  
       Skimming down to Camelot.  
A pearl garland winds her head:  
She leaneth on a velvet bed,  
Full royally apparelled,  
       The Lady of Shalott.  

Part II  
No time hath she to sport and play:  
A charmed web she weaves alway.  
A curse is on her, if she stay  
Her weaving, either night or day,  
       To look down to Camelot.  
She knows not what the curse may be;  
Therefore she weaveth steadily,  
Therefore no other care hath she,  
       The Lady of Shalott.  

She lives with little joy or fear.  
Over the water, running near,  
The sheepbell tinkles in her ear.  
Before her hangs a mirror clear,  
       Reflecting tower'd Camelot.  
And as the mazy web she whirls,  
She sees the surly village churls,  
And the red cloaks of market girls  
       Pass onward from Shalott.  

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,  
An abbot on an ambling pad,  
Sometimes a curly shepherd lad,  
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,  
       Goes by to tower'd Camelot:  
And sometimes thro' the mirror blue  
The knights come riding two and two:  
She hath no loyal knight and true,  
       The Lady of Shalott.  

But in her web she still delights  
To weave the mirror's magic sights,  
For often thro' the silent nights  
A funeral, with plumes and lights  
       And music, came from Camelot:  
Or when the moon was overhead  
Came two young lovers lately wed;  
'I am half sick of shadows,' said  
       The Lady of Shalott.  
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TERM 2  
BIBLE MEMORY 

PASSAGE 

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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BIBLE WEEK 13 WEEK 14 WEEK 15 WEEK 16 WEEK 17 WEEK 18

DAY 1 BIBLE 
READING NT Acts 16: 1-15 Acts 16:16-40 Acts 17:1-15 Acts 17:16-34 Acts 18:1-17 Acts 18:18-28

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT Ruth 3 Ruth 4:1-12,14-22

1 Samuel 
1:1-2,7-28 1 Samuel 3:1-21 1 Samuel 8:1-22 1 Samuel 9

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS Psalm 85 Psalm 86 Psalm 87 Psalm 88 Psalm 89 Psalm 90

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS Proverbs 10:1-19 Proverbs 10:20-32 Proverbs 11:1-18 Proverbs 11:19-31 Proverbs 12 Proverbs 13

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY Matthew 5: 1-12 Matthew 5: 1-12 Matthew 5: 1-12 Matthew 5: 1-12 Matthew 5: 1-12 Matthew 5: 1-12

OPTIONAL 
MIDDLE/HIGH 
DEVOTIONAL 

READING

1 Kings 19-22 
Acts 13

2 Kings 1-3 
Acts 14

2 Kings 4-6 
Acts 15

2 Kings 8-10 
Acts 16

2 Kings 11-13 
Acts 17

2 Kings 14-16 
Acts 18

BEAUTY LOOP: WEEK 13 WEEK 14 WEEK 15 WEEK 16 WEEK 17 WEEK 18

HYMN STUDY Angels From the 
Realms of Glory

Angels From the 
Realms of Glory

Angels From the 
Realms of Glory

Angels From the 
Realms of Glory

Angels From the 
Realms of Glory

Angels From the 
Realms of Glory

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

A Word A Word A Word A Word My Gift My Gift

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

Wishes Wishes Wishes Wishes Snow Snow

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Tyger Tyger Tyger Tyger Tyger Tyger

FORM IV 
SHAKESPEARE 

RECITATION

From A Comedy 
of Errors

From A Comedy of 
Errors

From A Comedy 
of Errors

From A Comedy of 
Errors

From A Comedy 
of Errors

From A Comedy of 
Errors

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

Tchaikovsky 
Biography*

Winslow Homer 
Biography*

The Nutcracker 
Suite

Homer: Snap the 
Whip

Sleeping 
Beauty Waltz

Homer: 
Sharpshooter on 
Picket Duty

POET STUDY Dear March 
Come In The Railway Train The Grass The Moon The Wind's Visit The Snow

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Doctor Kane in 
the Frozen Sea

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Dinner on Ice

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Doctor Kane Out 
of the Frozen Sea

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Longfellow

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Kit Carson

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
Horace Greeley  
as a Boy

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 13

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 14

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 15

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 16

Abraham 
Lincoln Grows 
Up: 
Ch. 17

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 18

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

Plutarch's Lives: 
Philopoemen 
171-180

Plutarch's Lives: 
Philopoemen 
180-192

Plutarch's Lives: 
Coriolanus 
193-205

Plutarch's Lives: 
Coriolanus 205-215

Plutarch's Lives: 
Coriolanus 
216-228

Plutarch's Lives: 
The Gracchi 
229-239

FABLES/
BIOGRAPHIES 

FORM IV

Up From 
Slavery: 
Ch. 1-2

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 3-4

Up From Slavery: 
Ch.5-6

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 7-8

Up From 
Slavery: 
Ch. 9

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 10

TERM 2 PLANS

TERM 2 - PLANS*see resources
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BIBLE WEEK 19 WEEK 20 WEEK 21 WEEK 22 WEEK 23 WEEK 24

DAY 1 BIBLE READING 
NT Acts 19:1-20 Acts 19:21-41 Acts 20:1-21 Acts 20:22-38 Acts 21:1-26 Acts 21:27-36

DAY 2 BIBLE READING 
OT 1 Samuel 10

1 Samuel 
13:1-14 1 Samuel 14:1-15 1 Samuel 15:10-31 1 Samuel 16 1 Samuel 17:1-24

DAY 3 BIBLE - PSALMS Psalm 91 Psalm 92 Psalm 93 Psalm 94 Psalm 95 Psalm 96

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS

Proverbs 
14:1-19

Proverbs 
14:20-35 Proverbs 15:1-19 Proverbs 15:20-33 Proverbs 16:1-17 Proverbs 16:18-33

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY
Matthew 
5:1-12 Matthew 5:1-12 Matthew 5:1-12 Matthew 5:1-12 Matthew 5:1-12 Matthew 5:1-12

OPTIONAL MIDDLE/
HIGH DEVOTIONAL 

READING

2 Kings 17-19 
Acts 19

2 Kings 20-22 
Acts 20

2 Kings 23-25 
Acts 21

1 Chronicles 1-4 
Acts 22

1 Chronicles 5-8 
Acts 23

1 Chronicles 9-12 
Acts 24

BEAUTY LOOP: WEEK 19 WEEK 20 WEEK 21 WEEK 22 WEEK 23 WEEK 24

HYMN STUDY Holy, Holy, 
Holy Holy, Holy, Holy Holy, Holy, Holy Holy, Holy, Holy Holy, Holy, Holy Holy, Holy, Holy

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

My Gift My Gift The End The End The End The End

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

Snow Snow The Arrow and the 
Song

The Arrow and the 
Song

The Arrow and the 
Song

The Arrow and the 
Song

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Annabel Lee Annabel Lee Annabel Lee Annabel Lee Annabel Lee Annabel Lee

FORM IV 
SHAKESPEARE 

RECITATION

From A 
Comedy of 
Errors

From A Comedy 
of Errors

From A Comedy of 
Errors

From A Comedy of 
Errors

From A Comedy of 
Errors

From A Comedy of 
Errors

PICTURE/COMPOSER 
STUDY

Romeo and 
Juliet

Homer: 
Blackboard Swan Lake Homer: Boys in a 

Pasture Overture Homer: The 
Country School

POET STUDY The Snake I have not told 
my garden yet...

A bird came down 
the walk

The Wind begun to 
rock the grass... Indian Summer The Saddest Noise, 

the Sweetest Noise

FABLES/TALES FORM I

Stories for 
Little 
Americans: 
Horace 
Greeley Learns 
to Print

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
A Wonderful 
Woman

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
The Author of  
"Little Women"

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
My Kingdom

Stories for Little 
Americans: 
A Song From the 
Suds

-------------------------
---

FABLES/TALES FORM 
II

Abraham 
Lincoln Grows 
Up: 
Ch. 19

Abraham 
Lincoln Grows 
Up: 
Ch. 20

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 21

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 22

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 23-24

Abraham Lincoln 
Grows Up: 
Ch. 25-26

FABLES/TALES FORM 
III

Plutarch's 
Lives: 
The Gracchi 
240-249

Plutarch's Lives: 
Gracchus 
250-260

Plutarch's Lives: 
Gracchus 261-267

Plutarch's Lives: 
Caius Marius 
268-280

Plutarch's Lives: 
Caius Marius 
281-293

Plutarch's Lives: 
Caius Marius 
294-305

FABLES/BIOGRAPHIES 
FORM IV

Up From 
Slavery: 
Ch. 11

Up From 
Slavery: 
Ch. 12

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 13-14

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 15

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 16

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 17

TERM 2 PLANS 

TERM 2 - PLANS
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TERM 2 - HYMNS

“Angels from the Realms of Glory” 
by James Montgomery 
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TERM 2 - HYMNS

“Holy, Holy, Holy” by Reginald 
Heber 
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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. 

 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. 

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

Poems for 
Recitation
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RECITATION 
 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. 

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. 

 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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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? 

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

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. 
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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.  

TERM 2 - FORM IV - RECITATION
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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.  

TERM 2 - FORM IV - RECITATION
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TERM 2 - COMPOSER/ARTIST

ARTIST PICTURE 
STUDY 

Winslow Homer 

COMPOSER STUDY 
Pyotr Ilyich Tchaikovsky 

See online resources for biography and playlist. See online resources for biography.
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TERM 2 - ARTIST STUDY
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TERM 2 - ARTIST STUDY

Homer. Sharpshooter on Picket Duty C. 1863
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TERM 2 - ARTIST STUDY

Homer: Blackboard C.1877
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TERM 2 - ARTIST STUDY
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TERM 2 - BONUS PAINTING
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Dear March, come in 
DEAR March, come in!  
How glad I am!  
I looked for you before.  
Put down your hat—  
You must have walked—  
How out of breath you are!  
Dear March, how are you?  
And the rest?  
Did you leave Nature well?  
Oh, March, come right upstairs with me,  
I have so much to tell!  

I got your letter, and the bird's;  
The maples never knew  
That you were coming,—I declare,  

How red their faces grew!  
But, March, forgive me—  
And all those hills  
You left for me to hue;  
There was no purple suitable,  
You took it all with you.  

Who knocks? That April!  
Lock the door!  
I will not be pursued!  

He stayed away a year, to call  
When I am occupied.  
But trifles look so trivial  
As soon as you have come,  
That blame is just as dear as praise 
And praise as mere as blame.  

The Railway Train 
I like to see it lap the miles, 
And lick the valleys up, 
And stop to feed itself at tanks; 
And then, prodigious, step  

Around a pile of mountains, 
And, supercilious, peer 
In shanties by the sides of roads; 
And then a quarry pare  

To fit its sides, and crawl between, 
Complaining all the while 
In horrid, hooting stanza; 
Then chase itself down the hill  

And neigh like Boanerges; 
Then, punctual as a star, 
Stop - docile and omnipotent - 
At its own stable door. 

TERM 2 - POETRY

POETRY  
BY EMILY DICKINSON 
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The Grass 
The grass so little has to do, — 
A sphere of simple green, 
With only butterflies to brood, 
And bees to entertain, 
And stir all day to pretty tunes  
The breezes fetch along, 
And hold the sunshine in its lap 
And bow to everything; 
And thread the dews all night, like pearls, 
And make itself so fine, — 
A duchess were too common 
For such a noticing. 
And even when it dies, to pass 
In odors so divine, 
As lowly spices gone to sleep, 
Or amulets of pine. 
And then to dwell in sovereign barns, 
And dream the days away, —  
The grass so little has to do, 
I wish I were the hay! 

The Moon 
The Moon was but a Chin of Gold 
A Night or two ago— 
And now she turns Her perfect Face  
Upon the World below— 
 
Her Forehead is of Amplest Blonde— 
Her Cheek—a Beryl hewn— 
Her Eye unto the Summer Dew  
The likest I have known— 
 
Her Lips of Amber never part— 
But what must be the smile 
Upon Her Friend she could confer 
Were such Her Silver Will— 
 
And what a privilege to be 
But the remotest Star— 
For Certainty She take Her Way 
Beside Your Palace Door— 
 
Her Bonnet is the Firmament— 
The Universe—Her Shoe— 
The Stars—the Trinkets at Her Belt— 
Her Dimities—of Blue—  

TERM 2 - POETRY



The Wind’s Visit 
The wind tapped like a tired man, 
And like a host, "Come in," 
I boldly answered; entered then  
My residence within 
A rapid, footless guest, 
To offer whom a chair 
Were as impossible as hand  
A sofa to the air. 
No bone had he to bind him,  
His speech was like the push 
Of numerous humming-birds at once  
From a superior bush. 
His countenance a billow, 
His fingers, if he pass, 
Let go a music, as of tunes 
Blown tremulous in glass. 
He visited, still flitting; 
Then, like a timid man,  
Again he tapped — 't was flurriedly — 
And I became alone. 

The Snow 
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 mountain 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 harvests 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. 

The Snake 
A narrow fellow in the grass 
Occasionally rides — 
You may have met Him — did you not 
His notice sudden is — 
The Grass divides as with a comb — 
A spotted shaft is seen — 
And then it closes at your feet 
And opens further on — 
He likes a Boggy Acre, 
A Floor too cool for Corn — 
Yet when a child, and Barefoot — 
I more than once at Noon, 
Have passed, I thought, a whiplash 
Unbraiding in the Sun 
When, stooping to secure it 
It wrinkled, and was gone — 
Several of Nature’s People 
I know, and they know me — 
I feed them for a transpost 
Of cordiality — 
But never met this Fellow, 
Attended or alone, 
Without a tighter breathing, 
And Zero at the Bone. 

I have not told my garden yet 
I haven't told my garden yet—  
Lest that should conquer me. 
I haven't quite the strength now  
To break it to the Bee— 
 
I will not name it in the street 
For shops would stare at me— 
That one so shy—so ignorant 
Should have the face to die. 
 
The hillsides must not know it— 
Where I have rambled so— 
Nor tell the loving forests  
The day that I shall go— 
 
Nor lisp it at the table— 
Nor heedless by the way 
Hint that within the Riddle 
One will walk today—  

TERM 2 - POETRY
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A Bird, came down the Walk  
A Bird, came down the Walk -  
He did not know I saw - 
He bit an Angle Worm in halves  
And ate the fellow, raw,  
  
And then, he drank a Dew 
From a convenient Grass - 
And then hopped sidewise to the Wall  
To let a Beetle pass - 
  
He glanced with rapid eyes, 
That hurried all abroad - 
They looked like frightened Beads, I thought, 
He stirred his Velvet Head. -  
  
Like one in danger, Cautious, 
I offered him a Crumb, 
And he unrolled his feathers,  
And rowed him softer Home - 
  
Than Oars divide the Ocean, 
Too silver for a seam, 
Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon,  
Leap, plashless as they swim.  

The Wind begun to rock the Grass 
The Wind begun to rock the Grass 
With threatening Tunes and low --  
He threw a Menace at the Earth -- 
A Menace at the Sky. 
 
The Leaves unhooked themselves from Trees -- 
And started all abroad  
The Dust did scoop itself like Hands 
And threw away the Road. 
 
The Wagons quickened on the Streets 
The Thunder hurried slow -- 
The Lightning showed a Yellow Beak 
And then a livid Claw. 
 
The Birds put up the Bars to Nests -- 
The Cattle fled to Barns -- 
There came one drop of Giant Rain 
And then as if the Hands  
That held the Dams had parted hold 
The Waters Wrecked the Sky, 
But overlooked my Father's House -- 
Just quartering a Tree -- 

TERM 2 - POETRY
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Indian Summer 
These are the days when birds come back, 
A very few, a bird or two, 
To take a backward look. 
These are the days when skies put on 
The old, old sophistries of June, — 
A blue and gold mistake. 
Oh, fraud that cannot cheat the bee, 
Almost thy plausibility 
Induces my belief, 
Till ranks of seeds their witness bear, 
And softly through the altered air 
Hurries a timid leaf! 
Oh, sacrament of summer days, 
Oh, last communion in the haze, 
Permit a child to join, 
Thy sacred emblems to partake, 
Thy consecrated bread to break,  
Taste thine immortal wine! 

The Saddest Noise, The Sweetest 
Noise 

The saddest noise, the sweetest noise, 
the maddest noise that grows, 
the birds, they make it in the spring, 
at night’s delicious close. 

Between the March and April line 
that magical frontier 
beyond which summer hesitates, 
almost too heavenly near. 

It makes us think of all the dead 
that sauntered with us here, 
by separation’s sorcery 
made cruelly more dear. 

It makes us think of what we had, 
and what we now deplore. 
We almost wish those siren throats 
would go and sing no more. 

An ear can break a human heart 
as quickly as a spear, 
we wish the ear had not a heart 

TERM 2 - POETRY
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MORNING TIME 
Term 3

TERM 3 MORNING TIME
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TERM 3  
BIBLE 

MEMORY 
PASSAGE 

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
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BIBLE WEEK 25 WEEK 26 WEEK 27 WEEK 28 WEEK 29 WEEK 30

DAY 1 BIBLE 
READING NT Acts 22 Acts 23:1-22 Acts 23: 23-35 Acts 24:1-21 Acts 25 Acts 26:1-18

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT

1 Samuel 
17:25-58, 18:1-9 1 Samuel 19:1-14 1 Samuel 20 1 Samuel 24

1 Samuel 31:1-7, 
2 Samuel 2:4

2 Samuel 5:1-5, 
17-25

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS Psalm 97 Psalm 98 Psalm 99 Psalm 100 Psalm 101 Psalm 102

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS Proverbs 17:1-15 Proverbs 17:16-28 Proverbs 18 Proverbs 19:1-15

Proverbs 
19:16-29 Proverbs 20:1-15

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7

OPTIONAL 
MIDDLE/HIGH 
DEVOTIONAL 

READING

1 Chronicles 
13-16 
Acts 25

1 Chronicles 17-20 
Acts 26

1 Chronicles 
21-24 
Acts 27

1 Chronicles 25-29 
Acts 28

2 Chronicles 1-4 
Romans 1

2 Chronicles 5-8 
Romans 2

BEAUTY LOOP: WEEK 25 WEEK 26 WEEK 27 WEEK 28 WEEK 29 WEEK 30

HYMN STUDY My Country 'Tis 
of Thee

My Country 'Tis of 
Thee

My Country 'Tis 
of Thee

My Country 'Tis of 
Thee

My Country 'Tis 
of Thee

My Country 'Tis of 
Thee

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

Mix a Pancake Mix a Pancake Mix a Pancake Mix a Pancake A Riddle A Riddle

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

A Christmas 
Carol A Christmas Carol A Christmas 

Carol A Christmas Carol On the Bridge On the Bridge

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Miracles Miracles Miracles Miracles Miracles Miracles

FORM IV SPEECH 
RECITATION

Gettysburg 
Address Gettysburg Address Gettysburg 

Address Gettysburg Address Gettysburg 
Address

Gettysburg 
Address

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

Dvorak 
Biography* Monet Biography* Dvorak: 

Symphony No. 9
Monet: Woman with 
a Parasol Slavonic Dances Monet: Impression 

Sunrise

POET STUDY Rosetti: A 
Birthday Dreamland

I loved you first, 
but afterwards 
your love...

Color Remember Echo

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
About Angels

The Children's Book 
of Heroes: 
The Sphinx

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
Jackie Robinson

The Children's Book 
of Heroes: 
David and Goliath

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
Honest Abe

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
How the Animals 
Got Sunlight

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Freedom Train 
Ch.1-2

Freedom Train Ch.
3-4

Freedom Train 
Ch.5-6

Freedom Train Ch.
7-8

Freedom Train 
Ch.9-10

Freedom Train Ch.
11-12

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

Plutarch's Lives: 
Marius (finish)

Plutarch's Lives: 
Caesar 319-330

Plutarch's Lives: 
Caesar 331-340

Plutarch's Lives: 
Caesar 340-350

Plutarch's Lives: 
Caesar 350-360

Plutarch's Lives: 
pp. 360-371

FORM IV FABLES/
TALES/BIOGS

Up From 
Slavery: 
Ch. 12

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 13

Up From 
Slavery: 
Ch. 14-15

Up From Slavery: 
Ch. 16-17

Elizabeth Fry 
Ch.1 Elizabeth Fry Ch.2

TERM 3 PLANS

TERM 3 - PLANS

*see resources
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BIBLE WEEK 31 WEEK 32 WEEK 33 WEEK 34 WEEK 35 WEEK 36

DAY 1 BIBLE 
READING NT Acts 26:19-32 Acts 27:1-12 Acts 27:13-44 Acts 28:1-16 Acts 28:17-31 ----------

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT 2 Samuel 6:1-19 2 Samuel 7:1-17 2 Samuel 22:1-30

2 Sam 22:31-51, 
23:1-7 2 Samuel 24:1-17 2 Samuel 24:18-25

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS Psalm 103 Psalm 104 Psalm 105 Psalm 106 Psalm 107 Psalm 108

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS

Proverbs 
20:16-30 Proverbs 21:1-15 Proverbs 21:16-31 Proverbs 22:1-16 Proverbs 22:17-29 ---------

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7 Psalm 95:1-7

OPTIONAL MIDDLE/
HIGH DEVOTIONAL 

READING

2 Chronicles 9-12 
Romans 3

2 Chronicles 
13-16 
Romans 4

2 Chronicles 17-20 
Romans 5

2 Chronicles 21-25 
Romans 6

2 Chronicles 26-31 
Romans 7

2 Chronicles 32-36 
Romans 8

BEAUTY LOOP: WEEK 31 WEEK 32 WEEK 33 WEEK 34 WEEK 35 WEEK 36

HYMN STUDY The Solid Rock The Solid Rock The Solid Rock The Solid Rock The Solid Rock The Solid Rock

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

A Riddle A Riddle What Does the Bee 
Do?

What Does the Bee 
Do?

What Does the Bee 
Do?

What Does the Bee 
Do?

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

on the bridge on the bridge Abraham Lincoln  
(Meigs)

Abraham Lincoln  
(Meigs)

Abraham Lincoln  
(Meigs)

Abraham Lincoln  
(Meigs)

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Florence 
Nightingale

Florence 
Nightingale

Florence 
Nightingale

Florence 
Nightingale

Florence 
Nightingale

Florence 
Nightingale

FORM IV SPEECH 
RECITATION

Sojourner Truth Sojourner Truth Sojourner Truth Sojourner Truth Sojourner Truth Sojourner Truth

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

Carnaval 
Overture

Monet: The 
Waterlily Pond 
with Japanese 
Bridge

Quartet in F Major Monet: Tulip Fields Serenade for 
Strings

Monet: The Garden 
at Argenteuil

POET STUDY

https://
www.poemhunte
r.com/poem/
from-sunset-to-
star-rise/

https://
www.poetrynoo
k.com/poem/
now-they-
desire-better-
country

https://
allpoetry.com/
There's-Snow-On-
The-Fields

Weary in Well-
Doing

A Better 
Resurrection

There is But One 
May in the Year

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
The Star Jewels

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
Mother Theresa

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
The Knights of the 
Silver Shield

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
The Minotaur

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
Helen Keller's 
Teacher

The Children's 
Book of Heroes: 
Tashira's Turn 

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Freedom Train  
Ch. 13-14

Freedom Train  
Ch. 15-16

Freedom Train  
Ch. 17

Freedom Train  
Ch. 18

Freedom Train  
Ch. 19

Freedom Train  
Ch. 20

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

Plutarch's Lives: 
Brutus

Plutarch's Lives: 
Brutus

Plutarch's Lives: 
Brutus ----------- ----------- ---------

FORM IV FABLES/
TALES

Elizabeth Fry Ch.
3 and 4

Elizabeth Fry 
Ch.5 and 6

Elizabeth Fry Ch.7 
and 8

Elizabeth Fry Ch.9 
and 10

Elizabeth Fry Ch.11 
and 12

Elizabeth Fry Ch.
13-15

TERM 3 PLANS 

TERM 3 - PLANS
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TERM 3 - HYMNS

“My country, ’tis of thee” by 
Samuel Francis Smith 
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TERM 3 - HYMNS

“My Hope is Built on Nothing Less” by 
Edward Mote
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RECITATION 

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. 

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! 

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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RECITATION 
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.  

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.  

TERM 3 - FORM II - RECITATION
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RECITATION 
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? 

TERM 3 - FORM III - RECITATION
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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. 

TERM 3 - FORM III - RECITATION
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SPEECHES  
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.  

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. 

TERM 3 - FORM IV - SPEECHES



TERM 3 - COMPOSER/ARTIST

ARTIST PICTURE 
STUDY 

Claude Monet 

COMPOSER  
STUDY 

Antonín Dvořák 

See online resources for biography and playlist. See online resources for biography.



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Monet: Woman with a Parasol C.1875



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Monet: Impression Sunrise C.1872



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Monet. The Waterlily Pond with Japanese Bridge C.1899



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Monet. Tulip Fields C. 1886



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Monet: The Garden at Argenteuil C.1873



TERM 3 - BONUS PAINTING

Monet. Jean Monet on his Hobby Horse. C.1872
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TERM 3 - POETRY

POETRY BY 
CHRISTINA 
ROSSETTI 
A Birthday 
My heart is like a singing bird  
                  Whose nest is in a water'd shoot;  
My heart is like an apple-tree  
                  Whose boughs are bent with thickset fruit;  
My heart is like a rainbow shell  
                  That paddles in a halcyon sea;  
My heart is gladder than all these  
                  Because my love is come to me.  

Raise me a dais of silk and down;  
                  Hang it with vair and purple dyes;  
Carve it in doves and pomegranates,  
                  And peacocks with a hundred eyes;  
Work it in gold and silver grapes,  
                  In leaves and silver fleurs-de-lys;  
Because the birthday of my life  
                  Is come, my love is come to me.  

Dream Land 
Where sunless rivers weep  
Their waves into the deep,  
She sleeps a charmed sleep:  
Awake her not.  
Led by a single star,  
She came from very far  
To seek where shadows are  
Her pleasant lot.  

She left the rosy morn,  
She left the fields of corn,  
For twilight cold and lorn  
And water springs.  
Through sleep, as through a veil,  
She sees the sky look pale,  
And hears the nightingale  
That sadly sings.  

Rest, rest, a perfect rest  
Shed over brow and breast;  
Her face is toward the west,  
The purple land.  
She cannot see the grain  
Ripening on hill and plain;  
She cannot feel the rain  
Upon her hand.  

Rest, rest, for evermore  
Upon a mossy shore;  
Rest, rest at the heart's core  
Till time shall cease:  
Sleep that no pain shall wake;  
Night that no morn shall break  
Till joy shall overtake  
Her perfect peace.  

I loved you first: but afterwards 
your love 
I loved you first: but afterwards your love 
Outsoaring mine, sang such a loftier song 
As drowned the friendly cooings of my dove. 
Which owes the other most? my love was long, 
And yours one moment seemed to wax more strong; 
I loved and guessed at you, you construed me 
And loved me for what might or might not be – 
Nay, weights and measures do us both a wrong. 
For verily love knows not ‘mine’ or ‘thine;’ 
With separate ‘I’ and ‘thou’ free love has done, 
For one is both and both are one in love: 
Rich love knows nought of ‘thine that is not mine;’ 
Both have the strength and both the length thereof, 
Both of us, of the love which makes us one. 
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Color 
What is pink? a rose is pink  
By a fountain's brink.  
What is red? a poppy's red  
In its barley bed.  
What is blue? the sky is blue  
Where the clouds float thro'.  
What is white? a swan is white  
Sailing in the light.  
What is yellow? pears are yellow,  
Rich and ripe and mellow.  
What is green? the grass is green,  
With small flowers between.  
What is violet? clouds are violet  
In the summer twilight.  
What is orange? Why, an orange,  
Just an orange! 

Remember 
Remember me when I am gone away,  
         Gone far away into the silent land;  
         When you can no more hold me by the hand,  
Nor I half turn to go yet turning stay.  
Remember me when no more day by day  
         You tell me of our future that you plann'd:  
         Only remember me; you understand  
It will be late to counsel then or pray.  
Yet if you should forget me for a while  
         And afterwards remember, do not grieve:  
         For if the darkness and corruption leave  
         A vestige of the thoughts that once I had,  
Better by far you should forget and smile  
         Than that you should remember and be sad. 

TERM 3 - POETRY
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Echo 
Come to me in the silence of the night; 
   Come in the speaking silence of a dream; 
Come with soft rounded cheeks and eyes as bright 
   As sunlight on a stream; 
      Come back in tears, 
O memory, hope, love of finished years. 

Oh dream how sweet, too sweet, too bitter sweet, 
   Whose wakening should have been in Paradise, 
Where souls brimfull of love abide and meet; 
   Where thirsting longing eyes 
      Watch the slow door 
That opening, letting in, lets out no more. 

Yet come to me in dreams, that I may live 
   My very life again tho’ cold in death: 
Come back to me in dreams, that I may give 
   Pulse for pulse, breath for breath: 
      Speak low, lean low, 
As long ago, my love, how long ago. 

From Sunset to Star Rise 

Go from me, summer friends, and tarry not:  
I am no summer friend, but wintry cold,  
A silly sheep benighted from the fold,  
A sluggard with a thorn-choked garden plot.  
Take counsel, sever from my lot your lot,  
Dwell in your pleasant places, hoard your gold;  
Lest you with me should shiver on the wold,  
Athirst and hungering on a barren spot.  
For I have hedged me with a thorny hedge,  
I live alone, I look to die alone:  
Yet sometimes, when a wind sighs through the sedge,  
Ghosts of my buried years, and friends come back,  
My heart goes sighing after swallows flown  
On sometime summer's unreturning track.  

TERM 3 - POETRY
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Now They Desire a Better Country 
Love said nay, while Hope kept saying 
All his sweetest say,  
Hope so keen to start a-maying!— 
Love said nay. 
Love was bent to watch and pray; 
Long the watching, long the praying; 
Hope grew drowsy, pale and grey. 
Hope in dreams set off a-straying,  
All his dream-world flushed by May; 
While unslumbering, praying, weighing, 
Love said nay. 
“Snow” 
There's snow on the fields,  
And cold in the cottage,  
While I sit in the chimney nook  
Supping hot pottage.  
My clothes are soft and warm,  
Fold upon fold,  
But I'm so sorry for the poor  
Out in the cold.  

Weary in Well Doing 
I would have gone; God bade me stay: 
I would have worked; God bade me rest. 
He broke my will from day to day, 
He read my yearnings unexpressed 
And said them nay. 

Now I would stay; God bids me go: 
Now I would rest; God bids me work. 
He breaks my heart tossed to and fro, 
My soul is wrung with doubts that lurk 
And vex it so.  

I go, Lord, where Thou sendest me; 
Day after day I plod and moil: 
But, Christ my God, when will it be 
That I may let alone my toil 
And rest with Thee?  

A Better Resurrection 
I have no wit, no words, no tears;  
My heart within me like a stone  
Is numb'd too much for hopes or fears;  
Look right, look left, I dwell alone;  
I lift mine eyes, but dimm'd with grief  
No everlasting hills I see;  
My life is in the falling leaf:  

O Jesus, quicken me.  
My life is like a faded leaf,  
My harvest dwindled to a husk:  
Truly my life is void and brief  
And tedious in the barren dusk;  
My life is like a frozen thing,  
No bud nor greenness can I see:  
Yet rise it shall—the sap of Spring;  
O Jesus, rise in me.  

My life is like a broken bowl,  
A broken bowl that cannot hold  
One drop of water for my soul  
Or cordial in the searching cold;  
Cast in the fire the perish'd thing;  
Melt and remould it, till it be  
A royal cup for Him, my King:  
O Jesus, drink of me.  

There is But One May in the Year 
There is but one May in the year,  
And sometimes May is wet and cold;  
There is but one May in the year  
Before the year grows old.  
Yet though it be the chilliest May,  
With least of sun and most of showers,  
Its wind and dew, its night and day,  
Bring up the flowers.  

TERM 3 - POETRY



AND LET US 
NOT GROW 
WEARY OF 

DOING GOOD, 
FOR IN DUE 
SEASON WE 
WILL REAP, IF 
WE DO NOT 

GIVE UP. 

GALATIANS 6:9



A GENTLE FEAST 
MORNING TIME


