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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? 

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)  
American Tall Tales by Mary Pope Osborne 
Stories of Great Americans by Edward Eggleston 

FORM II (GRADES 4-6)  
Tales of Troy and Greece by Andrew Lang 

FORM III (GRADES 7-9)  
The Children’s Homer by Padraic Colum 
Abigail Adams: Witness to a Revolution by Natalie S. 
Bober 

FORM IV (GRADES 10-12)  
The Life of Washington by Anna Reed 
The Life of John Newton by AMF 
Gulliver’s Travels by Jonathan Swift 

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. 

WHAT IS MORNING TIME?



8

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. 

WHAT IS MORNING TIME?
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MORNING TIME 
Term 1
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TERM 1  
BIBLE MEMORY 

PASSAGE 

I Corinthians 13:1-13 
If I speak in the tongues of men and of angels, but 
have not love, I am a noisy gong or a clanging 
cymbal. And if I have prophetic powers, and 
understand all mysteries and all knowledge, and if I 
have all faith, so as to remove mountains, but have 
not love, I am nothing. If I give away all I have, and if 
I deliver up my body to be burned, but have not 
love, I gain nothing.  
Love is patient and kind; love does not envy or 
boast; it is not arrogant or rude. It does not insist on 
its own way; it is not irritable or resentful; it does not 
rejoice at wrongdoing, but rejoices with the truth. 
Love bears all things, believes all things, hopes all 
things, endures all things.  
Love never ends. As for prophecies, they will pass 
away; as for tongues, they will cease; as for 
knowledge, it will pass away. For we know in part 
and we prophesy in part, but when the perfect 
comes, the partial will pass away. When I was a 
child, I spoke like a child, I thought like a child, I 
reasoned like a child. When I became a man, I gave 
up childish ways. For now we see in a mirror dimly, 
but then face to face. Now I know in part; then I shall 
know fully, even as I have been fully known.  
So now faith, hope, and love abide, these three; but 
the greatest of these is love. 

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

Mark 8:1-21 Mark 8:22-38 Mark 9:2-13 Mark 9:14-32 Mark 9:33-50 Matthew 18:10-20

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT

Ex 1:1-22 Ex 2:1-10 Ex 2:11-25 Ex 3:1-22 Ex 4:1-17 Ex 5:1-23

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS

Psalm 37 Psalm 38 Psalm39 Psalm 40 Psalm 41 Psalm 42

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS

Proverbs 
23:1-16 Proverbs 23:17-35 Proverbs 24:1-22 Proverbs 24:23-34 Proverbs 25:1-15 Proverbs 25:16-28

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY
1 Corinthians 
13:4-8 1 Corinthians 13:4-8 1 Corinthians 

13:4-8 1 Corinthians 13:4-8 1 Corinthians 
13:4-8

1 Corinthians 
13:4-8

OPTIONAL 
MIDDLE/HIGH 
DEVOTIONAL 

READING

Deut 1-3 
Luke 1

Deut 4-6 
Luke 2

Deut 7-9 
Luke 3

Deut 10-12 
Luke 4

Deut 13-15 
Luke 5

Deut 16-18 
Luke 6

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

HYMN STUDY
O For a 
Thousand 
Tongues

O For a Thousand 
Tongues

O For a Thousand 
Tongues

O For a Thousand 
Tongues

O For a Thousand 
Tongues

O For a Thousand 
Tongues

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

Mud Mud Mud Mud 30 Days 30 Days

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

God Moves in 
Mysterious 
Ways

God Moves in 
Mysterious Ways

God Moves in 
Mysterious Ways

God Moves in 
Mysterious Ways The Swing The Swing

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Daffodils Daffodils Daffodils Daffodils Daffodils Daffodils

FORM IV POETRY 
RECITATION If If If If If If

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

Gainsborough 
Biography* Vivaldi Biography* The Blue Boy

Spring, 1st 
Movement from 
The Four Seasons

Mr. and Mrs. 
Andrews

RV 109/ Concerto 
for strings & b.x. 
in C major/
Budapest Strings

POET STUDY
Longfellow 
Biography* Paul Revere Holidays Hiawatha Nature A Psalm of Life

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

American Tall 
Tales: 
Davy Crockett

American Tall Tales: 
Sally Ann

American Tall 
Tales: 
Johnny 
Appleseed

American Tall Tales: 
Stormalong

American Tall 
Tales: 
Mose

American Tall 
Tales: 
Febold 
Feboldson

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 1

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 2

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 3

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 4

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 5

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 6

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

The Children's 
Homer Part I: 
Ch. I-II

The Children's 
Homer Part I: 
Ch. III-IV

The Children's 
Homer Part I: 
Ch. V-VI

The Children's 
Homer Part I: 
Ch. VI-IX

The Children's 
Homer Part I: 
Ch. X-XII

The Children's 
Homer Part I: 
Ch. XIII-XV

FABLES/
BIOGRAPHIES 

FORM IV

Gulliver's 
Travels: 
Part 1 Ch. 1-2

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 1 Ch. 3-4

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 1 Ch. 5-6

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 1 Ch. 7-8

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 2 Ch. 1-2

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 2 Ch. 3-4

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

Matthew 18: 
21-35 Luke 10:1-24 Luke 10:25-42 Luke 13:10-17 Luke 16:19-31 Luke 17:11-37

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT Ex 6:1-13 Ex 7:1-25 Ex 8:1-32 Ex 9 Ex 10 Ex 12:3-28

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS Psalm 43 Psalm 44 Psalm 45 Psalm 46 Psalm 47 Psalm 48

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS

Proverbs 26:1-13 Proverbs 
26:14-28 Proverbs 27:1-14 Proverbs 27:15-27 Proverbs 28:1-12 Proverbs 28:13-28

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY
1 Corinthians 
13:4-8

1 Corinthians 
13:4-8

1 Corinthians 
13:4-8

1 Corinthians 
13:4-8

1 Corinthians 
13:4-8

1 Corinthians 
13:4-8

OPTIONAL MIDDLE/
HIGH DEVOTIONAL 

READING

Deut 19-21 
Luke 7

Deut 22-24 
Luke 8

Deut 25-27 
Luke 9

Deut 28-30 
Luke 10

Deut 31-33 
Luke 11

Deut 34 
Luke 12

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

HYMN STUDY Amazing Grace Amazing Grace Amazing Grace Amazing Grace Amazing Grace Amazing Grace

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

30 Days 30 Days Morning Prayer Morning Prayer Morning Prayer Morning Prayer

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

The Swing The Swing All Things Bright 
and Beautiful

All Things Bright 
and Beautiful

All Things Bright 
and Beautiful

All Things Bright 
and Beautiful

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Dream Within a 
Dream

Dream Within a 
Dream

Dream Within a 
Dream

Dream Within a 
Dream

Dream Within a 
Dream

Dream Within a 
Dream

FORM IV POETRY 
RECITATION

The Road Not 
Taken

The Road Not 
Taken

The Road Not 
Taken

The Road Not 
Taken

The Road Not 
Taken

The Road Not 
Taken

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

The Watering 
Place

Concert o for 
Two Violins in A 
Minor RV522

Mr. and Mrs. Hallet

RV121/Paris 
Concerto n. 10 for 
strings & b.c. in D 
major/Modo 
Antiquo

The Market Cart

RV124/Concerto 
for strings & b.c. in 
D major/R. 
Alessandrini

POET STUDY
Hymn to the 
Night Woods in Winter The Tide Rises The Day is Done Snowflakes The Evening Star

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

American Tall 
Tales: 
Pecos Bill

American Tall 
Tales: 
John Henry

American Tall 
Tales: 
Paul Bunyan

If desired, watch 
this video of Sally 
Anne Crocket

Do a brush 
drawing of your 
favorite Tall Tale-

Give exam 
question

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 7

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 8

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 9

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 10

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 11

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 12

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

The Children's 
Homer Part I: 
Ch. XVI-XVIII

The Children's 
Homer Part I: 
Ch. XIX-XXIII

The Children's 
Homer Part II: 
Ch. I-II

The Children's 
Homer Part II: 
Ch. III-V

The Children's 
Homer Part II: 
Ch. VI-VIII

The Children's 
Homer Part II: 
Ch. IX-XI* 
* finish as free 
read

FABLES/
BIOGRAPHIES FORM 

IV

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 2 Ch. 6-7 
*skip Ch. 5

Gulliver's 
Travels: 
Part 2 Ch.8 
Part 3 Ch.1

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 3 Ch. 2-3

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 3 Ch. 4-5

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 3 Ch.6-7

Gulliver's Travels: 
Part 3 Ch. 8-9  
*end here

TERM 1 PLANS

TERM 1 - PLANS
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 

“O For a Thousand Tongues to Sing” 
by Charles Wesley 
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TERM 1 - HYMNS 

“Amazing Grace” by John Newton 
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Poems for Recitation
RECITATION 
Mud 
by Polly Chase Boyden 

Mud is very nice to feel 
All squishy-squash between the toes!  
I’d rather wade in wiggly mud  
Than smell a yellow rose.  
Nobody else but the rosebush knows  
How nice mud feels  
Between the toes.  

30 Days Poem 
by Unknown 

Thirty days hath September, 
April, June and November; 
February has twenty-eight alone 
All the rest have thirty-one 
Except in Leap Year, that's the time                                  
When February's Days are twenty-nine.  

Morning Prayer  
by Ogden Nash 

Now another day is breaking, 
Sleep was sweet and so is waking. 
Dear Lord, I promised you last night 
Never again to sulk or fight. 
Such vows are easier to keep 
When a child is sound asleep. 
Today, O Lord, for your dear sake, 
I'll try to keep them when awake.  

TERM 1 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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RECITATION 
God Moves in Mysterious Ways 
God moves in a mysterious way His wonders to 
perform  
He plants his footsteps in the sea, And rides upon the 
storm.  
Deep in unfathomable mines Of never failing skill  
He treasures up his bright designs, And works His 
sovereign will.  
Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take; The clouds ye so 
much dread  
Are big with mercy, and shall break In blessing on 
your head  
Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, But trust Him for 
His grace;  
Behind a frowning providence He hides a smiling face.  
His purposes will ripen fast, Unfolding every hour;  
The bud may have a bitter taste, But sweet will be the 
flower.  
Blind unbelief is sure to err And scan His work in vain:  
God is His own interpreter And he will make it plain.  

The Swing 
by Stevenson  

How do you like to go up in as wing,  
Up in the air so blue?  
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing  
Ever a child can do!  
Up in the air and over the wall,  
Till I can see so wide,  
Rivers and trees and cattle and all  
Over the countryside—  
Till I look down on the garden green,  
Down on the roof so brown—  
Up in the air I go flying again,  
Up in the air and down!  

All Things Bright and Beautiful  
by Cecil Frances Alexander  

All things bright and beautiful,  
All creatures great and small,  
All things wise and wonderful,  
The Lord God made them all.  
Each little flower that opens,  
Each little bird that sings, 
He made their glowing colors,  
He made their tiny wings.  
The purple-headed mountain,  
The river running by,  
The sunset, and the morning,  
That brightens up the sky;  
The cold wind in the winter,  
The pleasant summer sun,  
The ripe fruits in the garden,  
He made them every one.  
He gave us eyes to see them,  
And lips that we might tell,  
How great is God Almighty,  
Who has made all things well. 

TERM 1 - FORM II - RECITATION
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RECITATION

TERM 1 - FORM III - RECITATION

I Wandered Lonely As A Cloud 
(Daffodils) 
by William Wordsworth  

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,  
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,  
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.  

Continuous as the stars that shine  
And twinkle on the milky way,  
They stretched in never-ending line  
Along the margin of a bay:  
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,  
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.  
The waves beside them danced; but they  
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company:  
I gazed- and gazed- but little thought  
What wealth the show to me had brought:  
For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye  
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills,  
And dances with the daffodils. 

A Dream Within A Dream 
by Edgar Allan Poe  

Take this kiss upon the brow!  
And, in parting from you now,  
Thus much let me avow- 
You are not wrong, who deem   
That my days have been a dream;  
Yet if hope has flown away In a night, or in a day,  
In a vision, or in none, 
Is it therefore the less gone?  
All that we see or seem 
Is but a dream within a dream.  

I stand amid the roar 
Of a surf-tormented shore, 
And I hold within my hand  
Grains of the golden sand- 
How few! yet how they creep  
Through my fingers to the deep,  
While I weep- while I weep! 
O God! can I not grasp 
Them with a tighter clasp? 
O God! can I not save 
One from the pitiless wave? 
Is all that we see or seem 
But a dream within a dream? 
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RECITATION
If 
Rudyard Kipling  

If you can keep your head when all about you  
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,  
But make allowance for their doubting too;  
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,  
Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies,  
Or being hated, don’t give way to hating,  
And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise:  
If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;  
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim; 
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster  
And treat those two impostors just the same; 
If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken  
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,  
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,  
And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools:  
If you can make one heap of all your winnings  
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and- toss,  
And lose, and start again at your beginnings  
And never breathe a word about your loss;  
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew  
To serve your turn long after they are gone,  
And so hold on when there is nothing in you  
Except the Will which says to them: ‘Hold on!’  
If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,  
Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,  
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,  
If all men count with you, but none too much;  
If you can fill the unforgiving minute  
With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run, 
Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it,  
And—which is more—you’ll be a  
Man, my son!  

The Road Not Taken 
by Robert Frost  

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both 
And be one traveler, long I stood 
And looked down one as far as I could 
To where it bent in the undergrowth; 

Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there 
Had worn them really about the same, 

And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back. 

I shall be telling this with a sigh 
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— 
I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference. 

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

COMPOSER 
STUDY 

Vivaldi 

ARTIST PICTURE 
STUDY 

Thomas Gainsborough 

See online resources for biography and playlist. See online resources for biography.
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

The Blue Boy C.Unknown
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

Mr. and Mrs. Andrews C. 1750
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

The Watering Place C. 1777
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

Mr. and Mrs. Hallet C.1785
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TERM 1 - ARTIST STUDY

The Market Cart C.1786
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TERM 1 - BONUS PAINTING

The Painter’s Daughters chasing a Butterfly C.1756
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POETRY FROM 
LONGFELLOW 
Paul Revere’s Ride 
Listen, my children, and you shall hear  
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,  
On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five;  
Hardly a man is now alive  
Who remembers that famous day and year.  
He said to his friend, "If the British march  
By land or sea from the town to-night,  
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch  
Of the North Church tower as a signal light,--  
One, if by land, and two, if by sea;  
And I on the opposite shore will be,  
Ready to ride and spread the alarm  
Through every Middlesex village and farm  
For the country folk to be up and to arm."  
Then he said, "Good night!" and with muffled oar  
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,  
Just as the moon rose over the bay,  
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay  
The Somerset, British man-of-war;  
A phantom ship, with each mast and spar  
Across the moon like a prison bar,  
And a huge black hulk, that was magnified  
By its own reflection in the tide.  
Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street,  
Wanders and watches with eager ears,  
Till in the silence around him he hears  
The muster of men at the barrack door,  
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,  
And the measured tread of the grenadiers,  
Marching down to their boats on the shore.  
Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church,  
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,  
To the belfry-chamber overhead,  
And startled the pigeons from their perch  
On the sombre rafters, that round him made  
Masses and moving shapes of shade,--  
By the trembling ladder, steep and tall  
To the highest window in the wall,  

Where he paused to listen and look down  
A moment on the roofs of the town,  
And the moonlight flowing over all.  

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead,  
In their night-encampment on the hill,  
Wrapped in silence so deep and still  
That he could hear, like a sentinel's tread,  
The watchful night-wind, as it went  
Creeping along from tent to tent  
And seeming to whisper, "All is well!” 
 A moment only he feels the spell  
Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread  
Of the lonely belfry and the dead;  
For suddenly all his thoughts are bent  
On a shadowy something far away,  
Where the river widens to meet the bay,--  
A line of black that bends and floats  
On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.  
Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,  
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride  
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.  
Now he patted his horse's side,  
Now gazed at the landscape far and near,  
Then, impetuous, stamped the earth,  
And turned and tightened his saddle girth;  
But mostly he watched with eager search  
The belfry-tower of the Old North Church,  
As it rose above the graves on the hill,  
Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.  
And lo! as he looks, on the belfry's height  
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!  
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,  
But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight  
A second lamp in the belfry burns!  
A hurry of hoofs in a village street,  
A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,  
And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark  
Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet:  
That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light,  
The fate of a nation was riding that night; 
And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight, 
Kindled the land into flame with its heat. 
He has left the village and mounted the steep,  
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep,  
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides; 
And under the alders, that skirt its edge, 

TERM 1 - POETRY



Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge,  
Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides. 
It was twelve by the village clock, 
When he crossed the bridge into Medford town. 
He heard the crowing of the cock, 
And the barking of the farmer's dog, 
And felt the damp of the river fog, 
That rises after the sun goes down. 
It was one by the village clock, 
When he galloped into Lexington. 
He saw the gilded weathercock 
Swim in the moonlight as he passed, 
And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare, 
Gaze at him with a spectral glare, 
As if they already stood aghast 
At the bloody work they would look upon. 
It was two by the village clock, 
When he came to the bridge in Concord town.  
He heard the bleating of the flock, 
And the twitter of birds among the trees, 
And felt the breath of the morning breeze  
Blowing over the meadows brown.  
And one was safe and asleep in his bed  
Who at the bridge would be first to fall,  
Who that day would be lying dead,  
Pierced by a British musket-ball.  
You know the rest. In the books you have read,  
How the British Regulars fired and fled,--  
How the farmers gave them ball for ball,  
From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,  
Chasing the red-coats down the lane,  
Then crossing the fields to emerge again  
Under the trees at the turn of the road,  
And only pausing to fire and load.  
So through the night rode Paul Revere;  
And so through the night went his cry of alarm  
To every Middlesex village and farm,--  
A cry of defiance and not of fear,  
A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,  
And a word that shall echo forevermore!  
For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,  
Through all our history, to the last,  
In the hour of darkness and peril and need,  
The people will waken and listen to hear  
The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,  
And the midnight message of Paul Revere.  

TERM 1 - POETRY
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Holidays 
The holiest of all holidays are those  
Kept by ourselves in silence and apart;  
The secret anniversaries of the heart,  
When the full river of feeling overflows;—  
The happy days unclouded to their close;  
The sudden joys that out of darkness start  
As flames from ashes; swift desires that dart  
Like swallows singing down each wind that blows!  
White as the gleam of a receding sail,  
White as a cloud that floats and fades in air,  
White as the whitest lily on a stream,  
These tender memories are;— a Fairy Tale  
Of some enchanted land we know not where,  
But lovely as a landscape in a dream.  

Hiawatha (excerpt) 
Through their palisades of pine-trees,  
And the thunder in the mountains,  
Whose innumerable echoes 
Flap like eagles in their eyries;  
Listen to these wild traditions,  
To this Song of Hiawatha !  
Ye who love a nation's legends,  
Love the ballads of a people, 
That like voices from afar off 
Call to us to pause and listen, 
Speak in tones so plain and childlike,  
Scarcely can the ear distinguish  
Whether they are sung or spoken ;  
Listen to this Indian Legend,  
To this Song of Hiawatha !  
Ye whose hearts are fresh and simple,  
Who have faith in God and Nature,  
Who believe, that in all ages 
Every human heart is human,  
That in even savage bosoms 

There are longings, yearnings, strivings  
For the good they comprehend not,  
That the feeble hands and helpless,  
Groping blindly in the darkness, 
Touch God's right hand in that darkness  
And are lifted up and strengthened;  
Listen to this simple story,  
Listen to this simple story, 
To this Song of Hiawatha ! 
Ye, who sometimes, in your rambles  
Through the green lanes of the country,  
Where the tangled barberry-bushes  
Hang their tufts of crimson berries  
Over stone walls gray with mosses,  
Pause by some neglected graveyard,  
For a while to muse, and ponder 
On a half-effaced inscription, 
Written with little skill of song-craft,  
Homely phrases, but each letter 
Full of hope and yet of heart-break,  
Full of all the tender pathos  

Nature 
As a fond mother, when the day is o’er,  
Leads by the hand her little child to bed,  
Half willing, half reluctant to be led,  
And leave his broken playthings on the floor, 
Still gazing at them through the open door,  
Nor wholly reassured and comforted  
By promises of others in their stead,  
Which, though more splendid, may not please him more; 
So Nature deals with us, and takes away  
Our playthings one by one, and by the hand  
Leads us to rest so gently, that we go  
Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay,  
Being too full of sleep to understand  
How far the unknown transcends the what we know.  
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A Psalm of Life 
Tell me not, in mournful numbers,  
“Life is but an empty dream!”  
For the soul is dead that slumbers,  
And things are not what they seem.  
Life is real! Life is earnest!  
And the grave is not its goal;  
“Dust thou art, to dust returnest, 
"Was not spoken of the soul.  
Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,  
Is our destined end or way;  
But to act, that each to-morrow  
Finds us farther than to-day.  
Art is long, and Time is fleeting, 
And our hearts, though stout and brave,  
Still, like muffled drums, are beating  
Funeral marches to the grave.  
In the world’s broad field of battle, 
 In the bivouac of Life,  
Be not like dumb, driven cattle!  
Be a hero in the strife!  
Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!  
Let the dead Past bury its dead!  
Act,--act in the living Present!  
Heart within, and God o’erhead!  
Lives of great men all remind us  
We can make our lives sublime,  
And, departing, leave behind us  
Footprints on the sands of time;  
Footprints, that perhaps another,  
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main,  
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,  
Seeing, shall take heart again.  
Let us, then, be up and doing,  
With a heart for any fate;  
Still achieving, still pursuing  
Learn to labor and to wait.  

Hymn to the Night 
I heard the trailing garments of the Night  
Sweep through her marble halls!  
I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light  
From the celestial walls!  
I felt her presence, by its spell of might,  
Stoop o’er me from above;  
The calm, majestic presence of the Night,  
As of the one I love.  
I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,  
The manifold, soft chimes,  
That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,  
Like some old poet’s rhymes.  
From the cool cisterns of the midnight air  
My spirit drank repose;  
The fountain of perpetual peace flows there,—  
From those deep cisterns flows.  
O holy Night! from thee I learn to bear  
What man has borne before!  
Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care  
And they complain no more.  
Peace! Peace! Orestes-like I breathe this prayer!  
Descend with broad-winged flight,  
The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,  
The best-beloved Night! 

TERM 1 - POETRY
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Woods in Winter 
When winter winds are piercing chill, 
And through the hawthorn blows the gale,  
With solemn feet I tread the hill,  
That overbrows the lonely vale.  
O’er the bare upland, and away 
Through the long reach of desert woods,  
The embracing sunbeams chastely play,  
And gladden these deep solitudes.  
Where, twisted round the barren oak,  
The summer vine in beauty clung,  
And summer winds the stillness broke,  
The crystal icicle is hung.  
Where, from their frozen urns, mute springs  
Pour out the river’s gradual tide,  
Shrilly the skater’s iron rings,  
And voices fill the woodland side.  
Alas! how changed from the fair scene,  
When birds sang out their mellow lay,  
And winds were soft, and woods were green, 
And the song ceased not with the day!  
But still wild music is abroad, 
Pale, desert woods! within your crowd;  
And gathering winds, in hoarse accord,  
Amid the vocal reeds pipe loud.  
Chill airs and wintry winds! my ear  
Has grown familiar with your song;  
I hear it in the opening year, 
I listen, and it cheers me long  

The Tide Rises, the Tide Falls 
The tide rises, the tide falls, 
The twilight darkens, the curlew calls;  
Along the sea-sands damp and brown  
The traveller hastens toward the town,  
And the tide rises, the tide falls.  
Darkness settles on roofs and walls,  
But the sea, the sea in darkness calls;  
The little waves, with their soft, white hands,  
Efface the footprints in the sands,  
And the tide rises, the tide falls.  
The morning breaks; the steeds in their stalls 
Stamp and neigh, as the hostler calls;  
The day returns, but nevermore Returns the traveller 
to the shore,  
And the tide rises, the tide falls.  

TERM 1 - POETRY
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TERM 1 - POETRY

The Day Is Done  
The day is done, and the darkness  
Falls from the wings of Night,  
As a feather is wafted downward  
From an eagle in his flight.  
I see the lights of the village 
Gleam through the rain and the mist,  
And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me,  
That my soul cannot resist:  
A feeling of sadness and longing,  
That is not akin to pain,  
And resembles sorrow only 
As the mist resembles the rain.  
Come, read to me some poem,  
Some simple and heartfelt lay,  
That shall soothe this restless feeling,  
And banish the thoughts of day.  
Not from the grand old masters,  
Not from the bards sublime,  
Whose distant footsteps echo  
Through the corridors of Time.  
For, like strains of martial music,  
Their mighty thoughts suggest  
Life’s endless toil and endeavor;  
And to-night I long for rest.  
Read from some humbler poet,  
Whose songs gushed from his heart,  
As showers from the clouds of summer,  
Or tears from the eyelids start;  
Who, through long days of labor,  
And nights devoid of ease,  
Still heard in his soul the music  
Of wonderful melodies.  
Such songs have power to quiet  
The restless pulse of care,  
And come like the benediction  
That follows after prayer.  
Then read from the treasured volume  
The poem of thy choice,  
And lend to the rhyme of the poet  
The beauty of thy voice.  
And the night shall be filled with music  
And the cares that infest the day,  
Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,  
And as silently steal away 
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Snow-Flakes 
Out of the bosom of the Air, 
Out of the cloud-folds of her garments shaken, 
Over the woodlands brown and bare,  
Over the harvest-fields forsaken,  
Silent, and soft, and slow  
Descends the snow.  
Even as our cloudy fancies take  
Suddenly shape in some divine expression, 
Even as the troubled heart doth make  
In the white countenance confession,  
The troubled sky reveals  
The grief it feels.  
This is the poem of the air, 
Slowly in silent syllables recorded;  
This is the secret of despair, 
Long in its cloudy bosom hoarded,  
Now whispered and revealed  
To wood and field.  

The Evening Star 
Lo! in the painted oriel of the West,  
Whose panes the sunken sun incarnadines,  
Like a fair lady at her casement, shines 
The evening star, the star of love and rest!  
And then anon she doth herself divest 
Of all her radiant garments, and reclines  
Behind the sombre screen of yonder pines,  
With slumber and soft dreams of love oppressed. 
O my beloved, my sweet Hesperus! 
My morning and my evening star of love!  
My best and gentlest lady! even thus, 
As that fair planet in the sky above, 
Dost thou retire unto thy rest at night,  
And from thy darkened window fades the light.  
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TERM 2  
BIBLE 

MEMORY 
PASSAGE 

John 1:1-10 
1 In the beginning was the Word, and the 
Word was with God, and the Word was 
God. 2 He was in the beginning with God. 
3 All things were made through him, and 
without him was not any thing made that 
was made. 4 In him was life, and the life 
was the light of men. 5 The light shines in 
the darkness, and the darkness has not 
overcome it. 6 There was a man sent from 
God, whose name was John. 7 He came 
as a witness, to bear witness about the 
light, that all might believe through him. 8 
He was not the light, but came to bear 
witness about the light. 9 The true light, 
which gives light to everyone, was coming 
into the world. 10 He was in the world, 
and the world was made through him, yet 
the world did not know him. 

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 John 10:1-18 Matt 20:1-16 Luke 19:1-10 Matt 21:23-32 Matt 22:34-46 Matt 26:1-16

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT Ex 12:29-51 Ex 14:5-31 Ex 16:1-35 Ex 20:1-21 Ex 24 Ex 25

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS Psalm 49 Psalm 50 Psalm 51 Psalm 52 Psalm 53 Psalm 54

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS Proverbs 29:1-14 Proverbs 29:15-27 Proverbs 30:1-14 Proverbs 30:15-33 Proverbs 31 Ecclesiastes 1

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10

OPTIONAL 
MIDDLE/HIGH 
DEVOTIONAL 

READING

Joshua 1-4 
Luke 13

Joshua 5-8 
Luke 14

Joshua 9-12 
Luke 15

Joshua 13-16 
Luke 16

Joshua 17-20 
Luke 17

Joshua 21-24 
Luke 18

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

HYMN STUDY Hark! The Herald 
Angels Sing

Hark! The Herald 
Angels Sing

Hark! The Herald 
Angels Sing

Hark! The Herald 
Angels Sing

Hark! The 
Herald Angels 
Sing

Hark! The Herald 
Angels Sing

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

Pumpkin Pumpkin Pumpkin Pumpkin The Caterpillar The Caterpillar

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

I'm Nobody,  
Who Are You?

I'm Nobody,  
Who Are You?

I'm Nobody,  
Who Are You?

I'm Nobody,  
Who Are You?

Which is the 
Favourite?

Which is the 
Favourite?

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

The Arrow 
and the Song

The Arrow 
and the Song

The Arrow 
and the Song

The Arrow 
and the Song

The Arrow 
and the Song

The Arrow 
and the Song

FORM IV 
SHAKESPEARE 

RECITATION
Macbeth Macbeth Macbeth Macbeth Macbeth Macbeth

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

Copley 
Biography Mozart Biography Copley: Paul 

Revere Papageno's Aria Copley: Boy 
With a Squirrel

Overture to 
Abduction From 
the Seraglio

POET STUDY Wordsworth 
Biography

The Kitten and the 
Falling Leaves

My Heart Leaps 
Up Travelling Lines Written in 

Early Spring
Ode to 
Immortality

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
The First 
Governor in 
Boston

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Marquette in Iowa

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
William Penn and 
the Indians

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
One Little Bag of 
Rice

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
The Story of a 
Wise Woman

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Franklin His Own 
Teacher/How 
Franklin Found 
Out

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 13

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Ch. 14

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Part II Ch. 1

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Part II Ch. 2

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Part II Ch. 3

Tales of Troy  
and Greece: 
Part II Ch. 4

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. I

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. II

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. III

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. IV

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. V

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. VI

FABLES/
BIOGRAPHIES 

FORM IV

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

TERM 2 PLANS

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

DAY 1 BIBLE READING 
NT Matt 26:17-29 Matt 26:30-46 Matt 26:47-75 John 13:1-30 Luke 23:1-25 Matt 27:27-50

DAY 2 BIBLE READING 
OT Ex 32 Ex 33 Ex 34 Ex 37 Ex 39:1-21 Ex 40

DAY 3 BIBLE - PSALMS Psalm 55 Psalm 56 Psalm 57 Psalm 58 Psalm 59 Psalm 60

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS

Ecclesiastes 
2:1-16 Eccl 2:17-26 Ecclesiastes 3:1-14 Eccl 3:15-22 Ecclesiastes 4 -----------

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10 John 1:1-10

OPTIONAL MIDDLE/
HIGH DEVOTIONAL 

READING

Judges 1-3 
Luke 19

Judges 4-6 
Luke 20

Judges 7-9 
Luke 21

Judges 10-12 
Luke 22

Judges 13-15 
Luke 23

Judges 16-18 
Luke 24

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

HYMN STUDY
Christ the Lord 
Has Risen 
Today

Christ the Lord 
Has Risen Today

Christ the Lord Has 
Risen Today

Christ the Lord Has 
Risen Today

Christ the Lord Has 
Risen Today

Christ the Lord Has 
Risen Today

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

The Caterpillar The Caterpillar The Wind The Wind The Wind The Wind

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

Which is the 
Favourite?

Which is the 
Favourite? Country Trucks Country Trucks Country Trucks Country Trucks

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Work Without 
Hope

Work Without 
Hope

Work Without 
Hope

Work Without 
Hope

Work Without 
Hope

Work Without 
Hope

FORM IV 
SHAKESPEARE 

RECITATION
Julius Caesar Julius Caesar Julius Caesar Julius Caesar Julius Caesar Julius Caesar

PICTURE/COMPOSER 
STUDY

Copley: The 
Ascension

Piano Concerto 
No. 21 - Andante

Copley: The 
Nativity Turkish March Copley: Mary and 

Elizabeth Royal
Eine Kleine 
Nachtmusik

POET STUDY To a Butterfly The Reverie of 
Poor Susan Tintern Abby To the Skylark The Eagle and the 

Dove
Redbreast Chasing 
the Butterfly

FABLES/TALES FORM I

Stories of 
Great 
Americans: 
Franklin Asks 
the Sunshine/
Franklin and 
the kite

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Franklin's 
Whistle: Too 
Much For the 
Whistle

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
John Stark and the 
Indians

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
The Great Good 
Man

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Putnam and the 
Wolf

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Washington and 
His Hatchet

FABLES/TALES FORM 
II

Tales of Troy: 
Part II Ch. 5

Tales of Troy: 
Part II Ch. 6

Tales of Troy: 
Part II Ch. 7

Tales of Troy: 
Part II Ch. 8

Tales of Troy: 
Part II Ch. 9

Tales of Troy: 
Part II Ch. 10

FABLES/TALES FORM 
III

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. VII

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. VIII

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. IX

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. X

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XI

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XII

FABLES/BIOGRAPHIES 
FORM IV

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

The Life of  
John Newton: 
read 12 pages

TERM 2 PLANS 

TERM 2 - PLANS
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TERM 2 - HYMNS

“Hark the Herald Angels Sing”  
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TERM 2 - HYMNS

“Hark the Herald Angels Sing”  
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TERM 2 - HYMNS

Christ the Lord is Risen Today

https://youtu.be/emhnRonJ8NQ
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TERM 2 - HYMNS

Christ the Lord is Risen Today

https://youtu.be/emhnRonJ8NQ
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Pumpkin 
by Unknown  

Pumpkin, pumpkin 
Big and round, 
I’m glad you grow upon the ground.                                                                        
I’m glad you don’t 
Grow in a tree, 
For then you might 
Fall down on me.  

The Caterpillar 
by Christina Rossetti  

Brown and furry 
Caterpillar in a hurry                                                                                                 
Take your walk                                                                                                             
To the shady leaf or stalk. 
May no toad spy you, 
May the little birds pass by you;                                                                              
Spin and die, 
To live again a butterfly.  

The Wind 
by Christina Rossetti  

Who has seen the wind? 
Neither I nor you. 
But when the leaves hang trembling, 
The wind is passing through. 
Who has seen the wind? 
Neither you nor I. 
But when the trees bow down their heads,                                                          
The wind is passing by.  

TERM 2 - FORM 1 - RECITATION

Poems for 
Recitation
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RECITATION 
Which Is The Favourite?  
by Charles Lamb  

Brothers and sisters I have many:  
Though I know there is not any  
Of them but I love, yet I 
Will just name them all; and try  
If there be one a little more  
Loved by me than all the rest.  
Yes; I do think, that I love best  
My brother Henry, because he  
Has always been most fond of me.  
Yet, to be sure, there's Isabel;  
I think I love her quite as well.  
And, I assure you, little Ann,  
No brother nor no sister can  
Be more dear to me than she.  
Only I must say, Emily,  
Being the eldest, it's right her 
To all the rest I should prefer. 
Yet after all I've said, suppose 
My greatest favourite should be Rose.  
No, John and Paul are both more dear  
To me than Rose, that's always here,  
While they are half the year at school;  
And yet that neither is no rule.  
I've named them all, there's only seven;  
I find my love to all so even, 
To every sister, every brother, 
I love not one more than another.  

Country Trucks  
by Monica Shannon  

Big trucks with apples 
And big trucks with grapes,  
Thundering through the mountains  
While every wild thing gapes.  
Thundering through the valley,  
Like something just let loose,  
Big trucks with oranges  
For city children's juice.  
Big trucks with peaches,  
And big trucks with pears,  
Frightening all the rabbits 
And giving squirrels gray hairs.  
Yet, when city children 
Sit down to plum or prune,  
They know more trucks are coming  
As surely as the moon.  

I’m nobody! Who are you? 
Emily Dickinson 

I’m Nobody! Who are you? 
Are you – Nobody – too? 
Then there’s a pair of us! 
Don’t tell! they’d advertise – you know!  
How dreary – to be – Somebody! 
How public – like a Frog – 
To tell one’s name – the livelong June –  
To an admiring Bog!  

TERM 2 - FORM II - RECITATION
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RECITATION 

The Arrow and the Song 
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.  

Work Without Hope 
Samuel Coleridge  

All Nature seems at work.  
Slugs leave their lair— 
The bees are stirring—birds are on the wing —  
And Winter slumbering in the open air,  
Wears on his smiling face a dream of Spring! 
And I the while, the sole unbusy thing,  
Nor honey make, nor pair, nor build, nor sing.  
Yet well I ken the banks where amaranths blow, 
Have traced the fount whence streams of nectar flow.  
Bloom, O ye amaranths! bloom for whom ye may, 
For me ye bloom not! Glide, rich streams, away!  
With lips unbrightened, wreathless brow, I stroll: 
And would you learn the spells that drowse my soul?  
Work without Hope draws nectar in a sieve,  
And Hope without an object cannot live. 

TERM 2 - FORM III - RECITATION
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RECITATION 
From “Macbeth” Lady Macbeth  
They met me in the day of success: and I have 
learned by the perfectest report, they have more in 
them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire 
to question them further, they made themselves air, 
into which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in 
the wonder of it, came missives from the king,                                                                
 who all-hailed me 'Thane of Cawdor;' by which title, 
before, these weird sisters saluted me, and referred 
me to the coming on of time, with 'Hail, king that 
shalt be!' This have I thought good to deliver 
thee, my dearest partner of greatness, that thou 
mightst not lose the dues of rejoicing, by being 
ignorant of what greatness is promised thee.                                                                     
Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.' 
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be 
What thou art promised: yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o' the milk of human kindness 
To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great; 
Art not without ambition, but without 
The illness should attend it: what thou wouldst highly,                                                     
That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false, 
And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou'ldst have, great Glamis,                                            
That which cries 'Thus thou must do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do 
Than wishest should be undone.' Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear; 
And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round,                                                                
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem To have thee crown'd withal.  

TERM 2 - FORM IV - RECITATION
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RECITATION 
From “Julius Caesar” Marc Antony  
Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.  
The evil that men do lives after them;  
The good is oft interred with their bones;  
So let it be with Caesar.  
The noble Brutus Hath told you  
Caesar was ambitious: 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault,  
And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it.  
Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest–  
For Brutus is an honourable man; 
So are they all, all honourable men–  
Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral.  
He was my friend, faithful and just to me:  
But Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome  
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill:  
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious?  
When that the poor have cried,  
Caesar hath wept: 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff:  
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;  
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did see that on the Lupercal 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown,  
Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition? 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And, sure, he is an honourable man. 
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,  
But here I am to speak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cause: 
What cause withholds you then, to mourn for him? 
O judgment! thou art fled to brutish beasts,  
And men have lost their reason.  
Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar,  
And I must pause till it come back to me. 

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

ARTIST PICTURE 
STUDY 

John Singleton Copley 

COMPOSER 
STUDY 

Mozart 

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

Paul Revere C. 1768
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TERM 2 - ARTIST STUDY

Boy with a Squirrel C. 1765
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TERM 2 - ARTIST STUDY

The Ascension C. 1775
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TERM 2 - ARTIST STUDY

The Nativity C. 1776
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TERM 2 - ARTIST STUDY

Mary and Elizabeth Royall C. 1758
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TERM 2 - BONUS PAINTING

Mrs. Ezekiel Goldthwait C. 1771
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The Kitten and Falling Leaves 
See the kitten on the wall, sporting with the leaves that fall, 
Withered leaves—one—two—and three, from the lofty elder-tree!  
Through the calm and frosty air, of this morning bright and fair . . . 
—But the kitten, how she starts; Crouches, stretches, paws, and darts!  
First at one, and then its fellow, just as light and just as yellow; 
There are many now—now one—now they stop and there are none;  
What intenseness of desire, in her upward eye of fire!  
With a tiger-leap half way, now she meets the coming prey, 
Lets it go as fast, and then, has it in her power again:  
Now she works with three or four, like an Indian Conjuror; 
Quick as he in feats of art, far beyond in joy of heart.  

My Heart Leaps Up  
My heart leaps up when I behold  
 A rainbow in the sky:  
So was it when my life began;  
So is it now I am a man; 
So be it when I shall grow old,  
 Or let me die! 
The Child is father of the Man; 
And I could wish my days to be                                                                                      
Bound each to each by natural piety.  

TERM 2 - POETRY

POETRY  
BY WORDSWORTH 
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Travelling  
This is the spot:—how mildly does the sun  
Shine in between the fading leaves! the air 
In the habitual silence of this wood 
Is more than silent: and this bed of heath,  
Where shall we find so sweet a resting-place?  
Come!—let me see thee sink into a dream  
Of quiet thoughts,—protracted till thine eye  
Be calm as water when the winds are gone  
And no one can tell whither.—my sweet friend!  
We two have had such happy hours together  
That my heart melts in me to think of it. 

Lines Written in Early Spring 
I heard a thousand blended notes, 
While in a grove I sate reclined, 
In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts  
Bring sad thoughts to the mind.  

To her fair works did Nature link 
The human soul that through me ran;  
And much it grieved my heart to think  
What man has made of man.  

Through primrose tufts, in that sweet bower,  
The periwinkle trailed its wreaths; 
And ‘tis my faith that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes.  

The birds around me hopped and played:  
Their thoughts I cannot measure, 
But the least motion which they made, 
It seemed a thrill of pleasure.  
The budding twigs spread out their fan,  
To catch the breezy air; 
And I must think, do all I can, 
That there was pleasure there.  

If this belief from heaven be sent,  
If such be Nature’s holy plan,  
Have I not reason to lament  
What man has made of man?  

TERM 2 - POETRY



Ode on Intimations of Immortality  
from Recollections of Early Childhood” (1st half)  

There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,  
The earth, and every common sight  
To me did seem  
Apparelled in celestial light, 
The glory and the freshness of a dream.  
It is not now as it hath been of yore;—  
Turn wheresoe’er I may,  
By night or day,  
The things which I have seen  
I now can see no more.  
The rainbow comes and goes,  
And lovely is the rose; 
The moon doth with delight  
Look round her when the heavens are bare;  
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair;  
The sunshine is a glorious birth;  
But yet I know, where’er I go, 
That there hath past away a glory from the earth.  
Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,  
And while the young lambs bound  
As to the tabor’s sound, 
To me alone there came a thought of grief:  
A timely utterance gave that thought relief,  
And I again am strong. 
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep,— 
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong: 
I hear the echoes through the mountains throng.  
The winds come to me from the fields of sleep,  
And all the earth is gay;  
Land and sea  
Give themselves up to jollity,  
And with the heart of May  
Doth every beast keep holiday;—  
Thou child of joy,  
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy  
Ye blesséd Creatures, I have heard the call  

Ye to each other make; I see  
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;  
My heart is at your festival,  
My head hath its coronal, 
The fulness of your bliss, I feel—I feel it all.  
O evil day! if I were sullen  
While Earth herself is adorning  
This sweet May-morning;  
And the children are culling  
On every side 
In a thousand valleys far and wide 
Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,  
And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm:— I hear, I 
hear, with joy I hear! 
But there’s a tree, of many, one,  
A single field which I have look’d upon, 
Both of them speak of something that is gone:  
The pansy at my feet  
Doth the same tale repeat:  
Whither is fled the visionary gleam?  
Where is it now, the glory and the dream?  
Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting;  
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,  
Hath had elsewhere its setting  
And cometh from afar;  
Not in entire forgetfulness,  
And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come  
From God, who is our home:  
Heaven lies about us in our infancy!  
Shades of the prison-house begin to close  
Upon the growing Boy, 
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows,  
He sees it in his joy; 
The Youth, who daily farther from the east  
Must travel, still is Nature’s priest,  
And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended;  
At length the Man perceives it die away,  
And fade into the light of common day.  
Shepherd-boy!  

TERM 2 - POETRY
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To a Butterfly 
STAY near me--do not take thy flight! 
          A little longer stay in sight! 
          Much converse do I find in thee, 
          Historian of my infancy! 
          Float near me; do not yet depart! 
          Dead times revive in thee: 
          Thou bring'st, gay creature as thou art! 
          A solemn image to my heart, 
          My father's family! 

          Oh! pleasant, pleasant were the days,                       
          The time, when, in our childish plays, 
          My sister Emmeline and I 
          Together chased the butterfly! 
          A very hunter did I rush 
          Upon the prey:--with leaps and springs 
          I followed on from brake to bush; 
          But she, God love her, feared to brush 
          The dust from off its wings. 

TERM 2 - POETRY
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The Reverie of Poor Susan 
At the corner of Wood Street, when daylight appears, 
Hangs a Thrush that sings loud, it has sung for three years:  
Poor Susan has passed by the spot, and has heard 
In the silence of morning the song of the Bird.  

'Tis a note of enchantment; what ails her? She sees 
A mountain ascending, a vision of trees;  
Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbury glide,  
And a river flows on through the vale of Cheapside.  

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale, 
Down which she so often has tripped with her pail;  
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove's,  
The one only dwelling on earth that she loves.  

She looks, and her heart is in heaven: but they fade,  
The mist and the river, the hill and the shade:  
The stream will not flow, and the hill will not rise, 
And the colours have all passed away from her eyes!  

TERM 2 - POETRY
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Lines Composed a Few Miles above 
Tintern Abbey, On Revisiting the 
Banks of the Wye during a Tour. 
July 13, 1798 (1st half)  
Five years have past; five summers, with the length 
Of five long winters! and again I hear 
These waters, rolling from their mountain- springs                                             
With a soft inland murmur.—Once again 
Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 
That on a wild secluded scene impress                                                              
Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect                                                      
The landscape with the quiet of the sky.                                                              
The day is come when I again repose 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view                                                            
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard- tufts, 
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,                                                       
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves                                                    
'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see                                                           
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 
Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms, 
Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke                                                       
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!                                                          
With some uncertain notice, as might seem 
Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,                                                          
Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire                                                            
The Hermit sits alone.  

      
These beauteous forms, 
Through a long absence, have not been to me                                                      
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye: 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them, 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;                                                            
And passing even into my purer mind 
With tranquil restoration:—feelings too 
Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,                                                             
As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man's life, 
His little, nameless, unremembered, acts 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust, 
To them I may have owed another gift, 
Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,                                                             
In which the burthen of the mystery, 
In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world, 
Is lightened:—that serene and blessed mood,                                                           
In which the affections gently lead us on,—                                                           
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame 
And even the motion of our human blood                                                          
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul: 
While with an eye made quiet by the power                                                           
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 
We see into the life of things.  

TERM 2 - POETRY
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TERM 2 - POETRY

To a Skylark 
Ethereal minstrel! pilgrim of the sky! 

Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound?  
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye 
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground?  
Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will, 

Those quivering wings composed, that music still!  
Leave to the nightingale her shady wood; 

A privacy of glorious light is thine;  
Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood  

Of harmony, with instinct more divine; 
Type of the wise who soar, but never roam;  

True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home!  

The Eagle And The Dove 
SHADE of Caractacus, if spirits love                                                                            

The cause they fought for in their earthly home 
To see the Eagle ruffled by the Dove  

May soothe thy memory of the chains of Rome.  
These children claim thee for their sire; the breath 

Of thy renown, from Cambrian mountains, fans  
A flame within them that despises death 
And glorifies the truant youth of Vannes.  

With thy own scorn of tyrants they advance, 
But truth divine has sanctified their rage,  

A silver cross enchased with flowers of France 
Their badge, attests the holy fight they wage.  

The shrill defiance of the young crusade 
Their veteran foes mock as an idle noise;  

But unto Faith and Loyalty comes aid 
From Heaven, gigantic force to beardless boys.  
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The Redbreast Chasing the Butterfly 
Art thou the bird whom Man loves best,                                                                
The pious bird with the scarlet breast,                                                                    
Our little English Robin; 
The bird that comes about our doors                                                                    
When Autumn-winds are sobbing?  
Art thou the Peter of Norway Boors?                                                                     
Their Thomas in Finland, 
And Russia far inland? 
The bird, that by some name or other 
All men who know thee call their brother,                                                               
The darling of children and men?  
Could Father Adam open his eyes 
And see this sight beneath the skies,                                                                      
He'd wish to close them again. 
—If the Butterfly knew but his friend,                                                                   
Hither his flight he would bend; 
And find his way to me, 
Under the branches of the tree: 
In and out, he darts about; 
Can this be the bird, to man so good,                                                                    
That, after their bewildering, 
Covered with leaves the little children,                                                                       
So painfully in the wood?  

What ailed thee, Robin, that thou could'st pursue 
A beautiful creature, 
That is gentle by nature?                                                                                  
Beneath the summer sky  
From flower to flower let him fly;                                                                                    
'Tis all that he wishes to do. 
The cheerer Thou of our in-door sadness,  
He is the friend of our summer gladness: 
What hinders, then, that ye should be                                                           
Playmates in the sunny weather, 
And fly about in the air together! 
His beautiful wings in crimson are drest, 
A crimson as bright as thine own:                                                                       
Would'st thou be happy in thy nest,                                                                           
O pious Bird! whom man loves best,                                                                      
Love him, or leave him alone!  

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 1 
1 Blessed is the man who walks not in the counsel 
of the wicked, nor stands in the way of sinners, nor 
sits in the seat of scoffers;  
2 but his delight is in the law of the Lord, and on his 
law he meditates day and night.  
3 He is like a tree planted by streams of water that 
yields its fruit in its season, and its leaf does not 
wither. In all that he does, he prospers.  
4 The wicked are not so, but are like chaff that the 
wind drives away. 
 
5 Therefore the wicked will not stand in the 
judgment, nor sinners in the congregation of the 
righteous;  
6 for the Lord knows the way of the righteous, but 
the way of the wicked will perish. 

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 Matt 27:51-66 Matt 28:1-15 Luke 24:13-49 John 20:24-31 John 21:1-14 John 21:15-25

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT Num 10:1-10 Num 20:2-18 Num 27:12-23 Deut 1:1-25 Duet 1:26-45 Deut 4:1-31

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS Psalm 61 Psalm 62 Psalm 63 Psalm 64 Psalm 65 Psalm 66

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS

Ecclesiastes 
5:1-7 Ecclesiastes 5:8-20 Ecclesiastes 6 Ecclesiastes 7:1-14 Eccl 7:15-29 Ecclesiastes 8:1-10

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6

OPTIONAL 
MIDDLE/HIGH 
DEVOTIONAL 

READING

Judges 19-21 
John 1

Ruth 
John 2

1 Samuel 1-3 
John 3

1 Samuel 4-6 
John 4

1 Samuel 7-9 
John 5

1 Samuel 10-12 
John 6

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

HYMN STUDY
Come, Thou 
Fount of Every 
Blessing

Come, Thou Fount of 
Every Blessing

Come, Thou 
Fount of Every 
Blessing

Come, Thou Fount of 
Every Blessing

Come, Thou 
Fount of Every 
Blessing

Come, Thou Fount 
of Every Blessing

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

A Child's Song A Child's Song A Child's Song A Child's Song Kind Words Kind Words

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

Mr. Nobody Mr. Nobody Mr. Nobody Mr. Nobody Some One Some One

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

I Hear America 
Singing

I Hear America 
Singing

I Hear America 
Singing

I Hear America 
Singing

I Hear America 
Singing

I Hear America 
Singing

FORM IV SPEECH 
RECITATION Give Me Liberty Give Me Liberty Give Me Liberty Give Me Liberty Give Me Liberty Give Me Liberty

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

West: 
Biography* Handel: Biography*

West: Benjamin 
Franklin Drawing 
Electricity From 
the Sky

Music for the Royal 
Fireworks

West: The Death 
of Nelson

For Unto Us a Child 
is Born

POET STUDY William Blake: 
Biography*

The Chimney 
Sweeper Little Lamb To Autumn The Divine 

Image The Echoing Green

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
How Benny 
West Learned to 
be a Painter

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Washington's 
Christmas Gift

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
How Washington 
Got Out of a Trap

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Washington's Last 
Battle

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Marion's Tower

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Clarke and His Men

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Tales From Troy: 
Part III Ch. 1

Tales From Troy: 
Part III Ch. 2

Tales From Troy: 
Part III Ch. 3

Tales From Troy: 
Part IV Ch. 1

Tales From Troy: 
Part IV Ch. 2

Tales From Troy: 
Part IV Ch. 3

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XIII

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XIV

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XV

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XVI

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XVII

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XVIII

FABLES/
BIOGRAPHIES 

FORM IV

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 
1

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 2

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 
3

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 4

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 
5

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 6

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 Act 1:1-11 Act 1:12-26 Acts 2:1-21 Act 2:22-47 Act 3: 1-10 Acts 3: 11-26

DAY 2 BIBLE 
READING OT Deut 5 Deut 6 Deut 7

Deut 31:14-29,  
32: 48-52 Deut 34 -----------

DAY 3 BIBLE - 
PSALMS Psalm 67 Psalm 68 Psalm 69 Psalm 70 Psalm 71 Psalm 72

DAY 4 BIBLE - 
PROVERBS Ecclesiastes 9 Ecclesiastes 10 Ecclesiastes 11 Ecclesiastes 12 --------- -----------

DAY 5 CHOICE

BIBLE MEMORY Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6 Psalm 1:1-6

OPTIONAL MIDDLE/
HIGH DEVOTIONAL 

READING

1 Samuel 13-16 
John 7

1 Samuel 17-20 
John 8

1 Samuel 21-24 
John 9

1 Samuel 25-28 
John 10,11

1 Samuel 29-31 
John 12,13 John 14-21

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

HYMN STUDY
All Hail the 
Power of Jesus' 
Name

All Hail the 
Power of Jesus' 
Name

All Hail the Power 
of Jesus' Name

All Hail the Power 
of Jesus' Name

All Hail the Power 
of Jesus' Name

All Hail the Power 
of Jesus' Name

FORM I POETRY 
RECITATION

Kind Words Kind Words The Goops The Goops The Goops The Goops

FORM II POETRY 
RECITATION

Some One Some One Leisure Leisure Leisure Leisure

FORM III POETRY 
RECITATION

Thanksgiving Thanksgiving Thanksgiving Thanksgiving Thanksgiving Thanksgiving

FORM IV SPEECH 
RECITATION

Hamilton Hamilton Hamilton Hamilton Hamilton Hamilton

PICTURE/
COMPOSER STUDY

West: Self 
Portrait

And the Glory of 
the Lord

West: Penn's 
Treaty With 
Indians

Water Music
West: Jacob 
Blessing Ephraim 
and Manasseh

Hallelujah Chorus

POET STUDY The Fairy A Poison Tree The Wildflowers 
Song The Schoolboy London To Summer

FABLES/TALES 
FORM I

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Clarke and His 
Men

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Daniel Boone 
and His 
Grapevine 
Swing

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Daniel Boone's 
Daughter and Her 
Friends

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Decatur and the 
Pirates

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
Stories About 
Jefferson

Stories of Great 
Americans: 
A Long Journey 
AND 
Captain Clarke's 
Burning Glass

FABLES/TALES 
FORM II

Tales From Troy: 
Part IV Ch. 4

Tales From Troy: 
Part IV Ch. 5

Tales From Troy: 
Part IV Ch. 6

Tales From Troy: 
Part IV Ch. 7

Tales From Troy: 
Part V Ch. 1

*If desired, finish 
book over summer

FABLES/TALES 
FORM III

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XIX

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XX

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XXI

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XXII

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XXIII

Abigail Adams: 
Ch. XXIV

FABLES/
BIOGRAPHIES 

FORM IV

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 
7

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 
8

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 9

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 10

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 11

The Life of 
Washington: Ch. 12

TERM 3 PLANS 

TERM 3 - PLANS
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TERM 3 - HYMNS

“Come Thou Fount of Every 
Blessing” by Robert Robinson 
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TERM 3 - HYMNS

“Come Thou Fount of Every 
Blessing” by Robert Robinson 
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TERM 3 - HYMNS

“All Hail the Power of Jesus’ Name” 
by Edward Perronet  
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RECITATION 

A Child’s Song 
by Unknown  

I’m thankful for the sunshine bright; 
For the rain and for the stars at night.  
I’m thankful for each flower and tree 
And all the beauty that I see. 
I’m grateful for our singing birds,  
And for my mother’s gentle words.  
I’m grateful for kind friends and true; 
Help me to be a good friend, too.  

Kind Words 
by Henry W. Longfellow 

Kind hearts are the gardens,  
Kind thoughts are the roots, Kind words are the flowers,  
Kind deeds are the fruits.  
Take care of the gardens,  
And keep them from weeds.  
Fill, fill them with flowers,  
Kind words and kind deeds.  

The Goops 
by Gelett Burgess  

The Goops they lick their fingers, 
And the Goops they lick their knives;                                                                   
They spill their broth on the tablecloth--                                                               
Oh, they lead disgusting lives! 
The Goops they talk while eating, 
And loud and fast they chew; 
And that is why I'm glad that I 
Am not a Goop--are you?  

TERM 3 - FORM 1 - RECITATION
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RECITATION 
Mr. Nobody 
by Anonymous 

I know a funny little man,  
    As quiet as a mouse,  
Who does the mischief that is done  
    In everybody’s house!  
There’s no one ever sees his face,  
    And yet we all agree  
That every plate we break was cracked  
    By Mr. Nobody.  

’Tis he who always tears out books,  
    Who leaves the door ajar,  
He pulls the buttons from our shirts,  
    And scatters pins afar;  
That squeaking door will always squeak,  
    For prithee, don’t you see,  
We leave the oiling to be done  
    By Mr. Nobody.  

He puts damp wood upon the fire 
   That kettles cannot boil; 
His are the feet that bring in mud, 
   And all the carpets soil. 
The papers always are mislaid; 
   Who had them last, but he? 
There’s no one tosses them about 
   But Mr. Nobody. 

The finger marks upon the door  
    By none of us are made;  
We never leave the blinds unclosed,  
    To let the curtains fade.  
The ink we never spill;   the boots  
    That lying round you see  
Are not our boots,—they all belong  
    To Mr. Nobody. 

Some One   
by Walter de la Mare 

Some one came knocking 
At my wee, small door; 
Someone came knocking; 
I'm sure-sure-sure; 
I listened, I opened, 
I looked to left and right, 
But nought there was a stirring 
In the still dark night; 
Only the busy beetle 
Tap-tapping in the wall, 
Only from the forest 
The screech-owl's call, 
Only the cricket whistling 
While the dewdrops fall, 
So I know not who came knocking, 
At all, at all, at all 

 Leisure 
by W. H. Davies 

What is this life if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare? 

No time to stand beneath the boughs, 
And stare as long as sheep and cows: 

No time to see, when woods we pass, 
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass: 

No time to see, in broad daylight, 
Streams full of stars, like skies at night: 

No time to turn at Beauty's glance, 
And watch her feet, how they can dance: 

No time to wait till her mouth can 
Enrich that smile her eyes began? 

A poor life this if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare. 

TERM 3 - FORM II - RECITATION



72

RECITATION 
I Hear America Singing 
by Walt Whitman  

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,  
Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe and strong, 
The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam, 
The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves off work, 
The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat,  
the deckhand singing on the steamboat deck,  
The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench,  
the hatter singing as he stands, 
The wood-cutter’s song,  
the ploughboy’s on his way in the morning,  
or at noon intermission or at sundown, 
The delicious singing of the mother,  
or of the young wife at work,  
or of the girl sewing or washing, 
Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else, 
The day what belongs to the day— 
at night the party of young fellows, robust, friendly, 
Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs.  

Thanksgiving 
by Unknown  

Perhaps we have not counted  
Our blessings one by one;  
Perhaps we have not bothered  
Rememb'ring whence they come;  
And maybe we have taken  
For granted all the things  
The good Lord has created,  
And by His hand He brings.  
The autumn hills all glorious,  
A golden field of grain,  
A sunset’s dazzling splendor,  
The Milky Way's great plain,  
The starry sky's sublimity,  
The ocean's mighty power,  
The wonder of creation in  
The petal of a flower.  
If we’ve failed to clearly show  
By word or act or deed 
A thankful heart unto Him  
Who fills our daily need,  
May we show our gratitude  
Today — and count the sum 
Of all the blessings that we have  
And name them one by one.  

TERM 3 - FORM III - RECITATION
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SPEECHES  
Give Me Liberty or Give Me Death  
Patrick Henry 

They tell us, sir, that we are weak; unable to cope with so formidable an adversary. But 
when shall we be stronger? Will it be the next week, or the next year? Will it be when we are 
totally disarmed, and when a British guard shall be stationed in every house? Shall we 
gather strength by irresolution and inaction? Shall we acquire the means of effectual 
resistance, by lying supinely on our backs, and hugging the delusive phantom of hope, until 
our enemies shall have bound us hand and foot? Sir, we are not weak if we make a proper 
use of those means which the God of nature hath placed in our power. Three millions of 
people, armed in the holy cause of liberty, and in such a country as that which we possess, 
are invincible by any force which our enemy can send against us. Besides, sir, we shall not 
fight our battles alone. There is a just God who presides over the destinies of nations; and 
who will raise up friends to fight our battles for us. The battle, sir, is not to the strong alone; 
it is to the vigilant, the active, the brave. Besides, sir, we have no election. If we were base 
enough to desire it, it is now too late to retire from the contest. There is no retreat but in 
submission and slavery! Our chains are forged! Their clanking may be heard on the plains 
of Boston! The war is inevitable2and let it come! I repeat it, sir, let it come.  
It is in vain, sir, to extenuate the matter. Gentlemen may cry, Peace, Peace2but there is no 
peace. The war is actually begun! The next gale that sweeps from the north will bring to our 
ears the clash of resounding arms! Our brethren are already in the field! Why stand we here 
idle? What is it that gentlemen wish? What would they have? Is life so dear, or peace so 
sweet, as to be purchased at the price of chains and slavery? Forbid it, Almighty God! I 
know not what course others may take; but as for me, give me liberty or give me death!  

Alexander Hamilton's speech to the New York Convention  
delivered on June 24, 1788 

I am persuaded, Mr. Chairman, that I in my turn shall be indulged in addressing the 
committee. We all in equal sincerity profess to be anxious for the establishment of a 
republican government on a safe and solid basis. It is the object of the wishes of every 
honest man in the United States, and I presume that I shall not be disbelieved when I 
declare that it is an object of all others the nearest and most dear to my own heart. The 
means of accomplishing this great purpose become the most important study which can 
interest mankind. It is our duty to examine all those means with peculiar attention and to 
choose the best and most effectual. It is our duty to draw from nature, from reason, from 
examples, the best principles of policy, and to pursue and apply them in the formation of 
our government. We should contemplate and compare the systems which in this 
examination come under our view; distinguish with a careful eye the defects and 
excellencies of each, and, discarding the former, incorporate the latter, as far as 
circumstances will admit, into our Constitution. If we pursue a different course and neglect 
this duty we shall probably disappoint the expectations of our country and of the world.  

TERM 3 - FORM IV - SPEECHES



TERM 3 - COMPOSER/ARTIST

ARTIST PICTURE 
STUDY 

Benjamin West 

COMPOSER  
STUDY 

George Frideric Handel 

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



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Benjamin Franklin Drawing Electricity From the Sky C. 1816



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

The Death of Nelson C. 1806



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Self-Portrait C. 1770



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Treaty of Penn with Indians C. 1771



TERM 3 - ARTIST STUDY

Jacob Blessing Ephraim and Manasseh C. 1766



TERM 3 - BONUS PAINTING

Harvesting at Windsor C. 1795
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TERM 3 - POETRY

POETRY BY 
WILLIAM BLAKE 

The Chimney-Sweeper 
When my mother died I was very young, 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue  
Could scarcely cry ‘Weep! weep! weep! weep!'  
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep.  
There’s little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head,  
That curled like a lamb’s back, was shaved; so I said,  
‘Hush, Tom! never mind it, for, when your head’s 
bare,  
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair.'  
And so he was quiet, and that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight!--  
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and 
Jack, 
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black.  
And by came an angel, who had a bright key,  
And he opened the coffins, and set them all free;  
Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing, they run 
And wash in a river, and shine in the sun.  
Then naked and white, all their bags left behind,  
They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind;  
And the angel told Tom, if he’d be a good boy,  
He’d have God for his father, and never want joy.  
And so Tom awoke, and we rose in the dark, 
And got with our bags and our brushes to work.  
Though the morning was cold,  
Tom was happy and warm: 
So, if all do their duty, they need not fear harm.  

The Lamb 
Little lamb, who made thee?  
Dost thou know who made thee,  
Gave thee life, and bid thee feed  
By the stream and o’er the mead;  
Gave thee clothing of delight,  
Softest clothing, woolly, bright;  
Gave thee such a tender voice,  
Making all the vales rejoice?  
Little lamb, who made thee?  
Dost thou know who made thee?  

Little lamb, I’ll tell thee;  
Little lamb, I’ll tell thee:  
He is called by thy name,  
For He calls Himself a Lamb.  
He is meek, and He is mild,  
He became a little child. 
I a child, and thou a lamb,  
We are called by His name.  
Little lamb, God bless thee!  
Little lamb, God bless thee!  

To Autumn 
O Autumn, laden with fruit, and stained 
With the blood of the grape, pass not, but sit 
Beneath my shady roof; there thou mayst rest, 
And tune thy jolly voice to my fresh pipe, 
And all the daughters of the year shall dance! 
Sing now the lusty song of fruits and flowers. 

"The narrow bud opens her beauties to 
The sun, and love runs in her thrilling veins; 
Blossoms hang round the brows of Morning, and 
Flourish down the bright cheek of modest Eve, 
Till clust'ring Summer breaks forth into singing, 
And feather'd clouds strew flowers round her head. 

"The spirits of the air live on the smells 
Of fruit; and Joy, with pinions light, roves round 
The gardens, or sits singing in the trees." 
Thus sang the jolly Autumn as he sat; 
Then rose, girded himself, and o'er the bleak 
Hills fled from our sight; but left his golden load. 
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TERM 3 - POETRY

The Divine Image 

To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love, 
All pray in their distress: 
And to these virtues of delight 
Return their thankfulness. 

For Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love, 
Is God, our father dear: 
And Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love, 
Is Man, his child and care. 

For Mercy has a human heart, 
Pity, a human face: 
And Love, the human form divine, 
And Peace, the human dress. 

Then every man of every clime, 
That prays in his distress, 
Prays to the human form divine, 
Love, Mercy, Pity, Peace. 

And all must love the human form, 
In heathen, Turk, or Jew. 
Where Mercy, Love, & Pity dwell, 
There God is dwelling too. 

The Echoing Green  
The sun does arise, 
And make happy the skies. 
The merry bells ring 
To welcome the Spring. 
The sky-lark and thrush, 
The birds of the bush, 
Sing louder around, 
To the bells’ cheerful sound.  
While our sports shall be seen 
On the Ecchoing Green. 
  
Old John, with white hair  
Does laugh away care, 
Sitting under the oak, 
Among the old folk,  
They laugh at our play,  

And soon they all say. 
‘Such, such were the joys.  
When we all girls & boys,  
In our youth-time were seen,  
On the Ecchoing Green.’ 
  
Till the little ones weary 
No more can be merry 
The sun does descend, 
And our sports have an end:  
Round the laps of their mothers,  
Many sisters and brothers, 
Like birds in their nest, 
Are ready for rest; 
And sport no more seen, 
On the darkening Green.
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The Fairy 
Come hither, my Sparrows,  
My little arrows.  
If a tear or a smile  
Will a man beguile,  
If an amorous delay   
Clouds a sunshiny day,  
If the step of a foot  
Smites the heart to its root,  
'Tis the marriage-ring…  
Makes each fairy a king.'  

So a Fairy sung.  
From the leaves I sprung;  
He leap'd from the spray  
To flee away;  
But in my hat caught,  
He soon shall be taught.  
Let him laugh, let him cry,  
He's my Butterfly;  
For I've pull'd out the sting  
Of the marriage-ring.  

A Poison Tree 
I was angry with my friend: 
I told my wrath, my wrath did end.                                                                              
 I was angry with my foe: 
I told it not, my wrath did grow.  
And I watered it in fears 
Night and morning with my tears,                                                                          
And I sunned it with smiles 
And with soft deceitful wiles.  
And it grew both day and night,                                                                               
Till it bore an apple bright, 
And my foe beheld it shine,                                                                                     
And he knew that it was mine,--  
And into my garden stole 
When the night had veiled the pole; 
In the morning, glad, I see 
My foe outstretched beneath the tree.

TERM 3 - POETRY
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The Wild Flower Song 
As I wander’d the forest, 
The green leaves among, 
I heard a wild flower 
Singing a song. 
I slept in the Earth 
In the silent night, 
I murmur’d my fears 
And I felt delight. 
In the morning I went 
As rosy as morn, 
To seek for new joy; 
But O! met with scorn. 

The Schoolboy  
I love to rise in a summer morn, 
When the birds sing on every tree; 
The distant huntsman winds his horn, 
And the skylark sings with me: 
O what sweet company! 

But to go to school in a summer morn, - 
O it drives all joy away! 
Under a cruel eye outworn, 
The little ones spend the day 
In sighing and dismay. 

Ah then at times I drooping sit, 
And spend many an anxious hour; 
Nor in my book can I take delight, 
Nor sit in learning's bower, 
Worn through with the dreary shower. 

How can the bird that is born for joy 
Sit in a cage and sing? 
How can a child, when fears annoy, 
But droop his tender wing, 
And forget his youthful spring! 

O father and mother if buds are nipped, 
And blossoms blown away; 
And if the tender plants are stripped 
Of their joy in the springing day, 
By sorrow and care's dismay, - 

How shall the summer arise in joy, 
Or the summer fruits appear? 
Or how shall we gather what griefs destroy, 
Or bless the mellowing year, 
When the blasts of winter appear? 

TERM 3 - POETRY
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London 
I wander thro' each charter'd street,  
Near where the charter'd Thames does flow.  
And mark in every face I meet  
Marks of weakness, marks of woe.  

In every cry of every Man,  
In every Infants cry of fear,  
In every voice: in every ban,  
The mind-forg'd manacles I hear  

How the Chimney-sweepers cry  
Every blackning Church appalls,  
And the hapless Soldiers sigh  
Runs in blood down Palace walls  

But most thro' midnight streets I hear  
How the youthful Harlots curse  
Blasts the new-born Infants tear  
And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse  

Summer 
O Thou who passest thro’ our vallies in 
Thy strength, curb thy fierce steeds, allay the heat 
That flames from their large nostrils! thou, O Summer, 
Oft pitched’st here thy golden tent, and oft 
Beneath our oaks hast slept, while we beheld 
With joy, thy ruddy limbs and flourishing hair. 
Beneath our thickest shades we oft have heard 
Thy voice, when noon upon his fervid car 
Rode o’er the deep of heaven; beside our springs 
Sit down, and in our mossy vallies, on 
Some bank beside a river clear, throw thy 
Silk draperies off, and rush into the stream: 
Our vallies love the Summer in his pride. 
Our bards are fam’d who strike the silver wire: 
Our youth are bolder than the southern swains: 
Our maidens fairer in the sprightly dance: 
We lack not songs, nor instruments of joy, 
Nor echoes sweet, nor waters clear as heaven, 
Nor laurel wreaths against the sultry heat. 

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


