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Morning time is a modern interpretation of Charlotte Mason’s philosophy of providing a
generous variety of short lessons with an emphasis on excellence of execution and focused
attention. 

It is a lovely daily ritual in which you gather your whole family together to partake of the
richness of God’s Word, as well as the beautiful subjects that you don’t want to get pushed
aside by traditional school subjects.

And it is a perfect choice for helping you avoid the overwhelm of trying to fit it all in by
looping through all the delightful extras you want to enjoy!
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What is Morning Time?

About this Curriculum:

Homeschooling mother, Lara Molettiere, originally created this curriculum as The
Homeschool Garden in 2018. Her love of music, literature, fine arts, and Charlotte Mason's
method led her to create a delightful and simple-to-follow morning time curriculum for her
family.

Each volume is rich with the truth, beauty, and goodness that Miss Mason encouraged, and
provides a generous and varied education all planned out for your family — from
elementary to high school.

In over 19 years of homeschooling utilizing the Charlotte Mason method, I can attest to the
beauty of this lifestyle of learning. In fact, it completely shaped and formed who my children
are today — artists, writers, musicians, and lovers of literature, poetry, and nature.

That's why I am thrilled to be taking Lara’s beautiful curriculum, rebranding it as Charlotte
Mason Morning Time™, and building a delight-filled community around it so that other
families can experience the joy it brings!

Alisha



If you love the Charlotte Mason style of learning, then you’ll absolutely adore these morning time
sessions! Not only are they rich with all the beauty you want your family to enjoy — scriptures,
poetry, Shakespeare, picture study, art lessons, music, nature study, and more — they are all
planned out and gathered together for you!

There is no need to hunt down the various elements you want to include or go digging around the
internet in search of art, music, or poetry to complement your studies. You don't even have to
purchase additional resources because we include them all here: art pieces for your picture study,
sheet music and links to hymns and folk songs to sing along with, links to classical pieces to listen
to, copywork printables for manuscript and cursive practice, and much, much more!

We offer a generous feast, but please remember that you don’t have to partake of everything that’s
on the table, nor do you even have to clean your plate! 

Adapt these plans to suit your family’s unique needs and schedule. If you only school four days a
week, either skip the fifth day, or add one item from the scheduled fifth day to each of your four
school days.  

Don’t stress if you can’t fit something in, you can always circle back around to it later. Pick and
choose what you want to do depending on which season of life you’re in.

Simply print out the schedule (and any parts of the curriculum you need), bring all your kids and
teens together each morning, and enjoy that day’s scheduled lessons and recommended read-
alouds.

Don’t forget we’ve included an art lesson, a handicraft lesson, nature studies, and tea time recipes
with each session. These would be delightful “afternoon occupations” if you can’t fit them into your
morning time.

Each day's scheduled activities should only take around an hour or so to complete (excluding the
art and handicraft lessons).

How to Use These Plans
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Essential features of Charlotte Mason Morning Time™ curriculum are:

Prayer & scripture memorization
Poetry memorization & recitation 
Copywork pages for elementary through high school
Artist biography & picture study 
Composer biography & classical selections 
Hymn study & singing 
Folk song 
Literature recommendations 
Handicraft lesson
Art lesson 
Nature study 
Teatime recipes 
Teatime selections to read aloud including:

Poetry
Short stories or 
Fairy tales or tall tales
Mythological tales
Fables

Shakespeare selections 
Plutarch (in some volumes) 
History (in some volumes)
Geography (in some volumes)

Each of these subjects are planned out on a 4-week or 6-week (depending on the session)
calendar, and looped throughout the days and weeks. 

Now, you will never feel overwhelmed trying to fit "everything" in because it's already simply
and beautifully planned out for you on the calendar on the following pages.

Please Note: The "Recommended Reading List" is not required. Pick and choose the books
you want your family to enjoy, or continue with the family read-aloud you're already
immersed in.

Features
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Subject Day 1 Day 2 Day 3 Day 4 Day 5

Prayer

Bible Proverbs 1 Proverbs 2 Proverbs 3 Proverbs 4 Proverbs 5

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
Come Thou

Fount of Every
Blessing

Art Selection 1:
Oath of the

Horatii, Read:
Jacques-Louis

David bio

Folk Song: 
The Oak and

The Ash 

Listen to: Eine
kleine

Nachtmusik,
Serenade No.

13, Read:
Wolfgang

Amadeus Mozart
bio

Nature Study 1

History/
Geography

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 44

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 45

Enter notes
into

Geography
Notebook

Language
Arts/

Citizenship

Great God,
with Wonder

and with Praise
Copywork

Poetry:
Rosebud in the

Heather

Great God,
with Wonder

and with Praise
Copywork

Read Aloud
*Carry On, Mr.

Bowditch
Ch. 1

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 2

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 3

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 4

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake:
American

Independence
Day Cake,

Read:
Common

Sense

 *Nature
journal 

*Nature walk

Week 1 Schedule

Great God, with Wonder and with Praise

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities
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Subject Day 1 Day 2 Day 3 Day 4 Day 5

Prayer

Bible Proverbs 6 Proverbs 7 Proverbs 8 Proverbs 9 Proverbs10

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
Come Thou

Fount of Every
Blessing

Art Selection 2:
The Death of

Socrates,
Review:

Jacques-Louis
David bio

Folk Song: 
The Oak and

The Ash 

Listen to: Piano
Sonata No. 11
in A major, K.
331, Review:

Mozart bio

Nature Study 2

History/
Geography

The Story of
Mankind
 Ch. 46

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 47

Language
Arts/

Citizenship
James 1:2-8
Copywork

Poetry: Found
James 1:2-8
Copywork

Read Aloud
*Carry On, Mr.

Bowditch
Ch. 5

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 6

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 7

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 8

Afternoon
Occupations

 Bake: Dutch

Almond

Cookies,

Read: The Life

and

Perambulations

of a Mouse

 *Nature
journal 

*Nature walk

Week 2 Schedule

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities
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Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



Subject Day 1 Day 2 Day 3 Day 4 Day 5

Prayer

Bible Proverbs 11 Proverbs 12 Proverbs 13 Proverbs 14 Proverbs 15

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
Come Thou

Fount of Every
Blessing

Art Selection 3:
Portrait of Anne-

Marie-Louise
Thélusson,

Comtesse de
Sorcy, Narrate:
Jacques-Louis

David bio

Folk Song: 
The Oak and

The Ash 

Listen to:
Clarinet

Concerto in A
major, K.622,
Virgo Serena,

Narrate: Mozart
bio

Nature Study 3

History/
Geography

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 48

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 49

Language
Arts/

Citizenship
Found

Copywork

 Poetry:
Wanderer's
Night Song

Found
Copywork

Read Aloud
*Carry On, Mr.

Bowditch
Ch. 9

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 10

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 11

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 12

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake: English
Mini Lemon

Cheesecakes, 
Read: Pride

and Prejudice,
Ch. VIII

Art Lesson: 
Still Life with
Peaches and

Plums

 *Nature
journal

*Nature walk

Week 3 Schedule

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities
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Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



Subject Day 1 Day 2 Day 3 Day 4 Day 5

Prayer

Bible Proverbs 16 Proverbs  17 Proverbs18 Proverbs19 Proverbs 20

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
Come Thou

Fount of Every
Blessing

Art Selection 4:
The Death of

Marat,
Review/Narrate:
Jacques-Louis

David bio

Folk Song: 
The Oak and

The Ash 

Listen to:
Symphony No.
40 in G minor,

Review/Narrate:
Mozart bio

Nature Study 4

History/
Geography

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 50

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 51

Language
Arts/

Citizenship

 Wanderer's
Night Song
Copywork

Poetry: May
Song

Wanderer's
Night Song
Copywork

Read Aloud
*Carry On, Mr.

Bowditch
Ch. 13

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 14

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 15

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 16

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake: French
Meringues,

Read: The Lion
and the Gnat

 *Nature
journal 

*Nature walk

Week 4 Schedule

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities
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Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



Subject Day 1 Day 2 Day 3 Day 4 Day 5

Prayer

Bible Proverbs 21 Proverbs 22 Proverbs 23 Proverbs 24 Proverbs 25

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
Come Thou

Fount of Every
Blessing

Art Selection 5:
Napoleon

Crossing the
Alps at the

Sainte-Bernard
Pass,

Review/Narrate:
Jacques-Louis

David bio 

Folk Song: 
The Oak and

The Ash 

 Listen to: Piano
Concerto No. 21.

K.467,
Review/Narrate:

Mozart bio

Nature Study 5 

History/
Geography

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 52

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 53

Art Lesson:
Peaches, Pears
and Plums Still

Life

Language
Arts/

Citizenship
May Song
Copywork

Poetry:
 Autumn
Feelings

May Song
Copywork

Read Aloud
*Carry On, Mr.

Bowditch
Ch. 17

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 18

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 19

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 20

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake: German
Almond

Wreaths, Read:
Little Red Cap

*Nature
journal

*Nature walk

Week 5 Schedule

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities
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Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



Subject Day 1 Day 2 Day 3 Day 4 Day 5

Prayer

Bible Proverbs 26 Proverbs 27 Proverbs 28 Proverbs 29
Proverbs 
30 & 31

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
Come Thou

Fount of Every
Blessing

Art Selection 6:
The Coronation

of Napoleon,
Discuss:

Jacques-Louis
David

Folk Song: 
The Oak and

The Ash 

Listen to:
Requiem in D
minor, Bonus:

The Magic
Flute, Discuss:

Mozart bio

Nature Study 6

History/
Geography

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 54

The Story of
Mankind 

Ch. 55

Review/write
notes in your
Geography
Notebook.

Language
Arts/

Citizenship

Autumn
Feelings

Copywork

Poetry: The
Sorcerer’s

Apprentice 

Autumn
Feelings

Copywork

Read Aloud
*Carry On, Mr.

Bowditch
Ch. 21

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 22

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 23

*Carry On, Mr.
Bowditch

Ch. 24

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake: Scottish

Bannocks,

Read: The

Renowned

History of Goody

Two-Shoes

Handicraft:
Paper Quilling

Project

 *Nature
journal 

*Nature walk

Week 6 Schedule

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities
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Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



Picture Books
Now & Ben: The Modern Inventions of Benjamin Franklin, by Gene Barretta
Ben Franklin’s Big Splash, by Barb Rosenstock
A Picture Book of Benjamin Franklin, by David A. Adler
Isaac Newton, by Kathleen Kru
Katie’s Trunk, by Ann Turner
George vs. George, by Rosalyn Schanzer
Mozart: The Wonder Child, by Diane Stanley

Handel and the Famous Sword Swallower of Halle, by Diane Stanley

Elementary
Who Was Isaac Newton? by Janet B. Pascal
Isaac Newton and the Laws of Motion, by Andrea Gianopoulos
The Ocean of Truth: The Story of Sir Isaac Newton, by Joyce McPherson
Benjamin Franklin, by Ingri and Edgar Parin d’Aulaire
The Courage of Sarah Noble, by Alice Dalgliesh
Phoebe the Spy, by Judith Griffin
Toliver’s Secret, by Esther Wood Brady
Early Thunder, by Jean Fritz
Can’t You Make Them Behave, King George? by Jean Fritz 
The Story of Napoleon, by H. E. Marshall
Out of Darkness: The Story of Louis Braille, by Russell Freedman 
Hearts and Hands: Chronicles of the Awakening Church, by Mindy and Brandon Withrow

Age of Enlightenment
 Recommended Reading 
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Middle & High School
Carry On, Mr. Bowditch, by Jean Lee Latham
Johnny Tremain, by Esther Forbes
The Sign of the Beaver, by Elizabeth George Speare
Amos Fortune, Free Man, by Elizabeth Yates
The Witch of Blackbird Pond, by Elizabeth George Speare
The Autobiography of Benjamin Franklin
Poor Richard, by James Daugherty
The World of William Penn, by Genevieve Foster
A Tale of Two Cities, by Charles Dickens
The Scarlet Pimpernel, by Baroness Orczy
The Story of Modern France, by H.A. Guerber
Robinson Crusoe, by Daniel Defoe
A Modest Proposal and Other Satires, by Jonathan Swift
The Vicar of Wakefield, by Oliver Goldsmith

 Recommended Reading (continued)
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For Bible reading, we will make suggestions for your morning time reading. However, if you’d prefer a
more in depth schedule, we recommend checking out various plans that will help you read the Bible
through.

For a one-year plan, we recommend YouVersion’s One Year Bible: https://www.bible.com/reading-
plans/60. You can also listen to it being read aloud on the app.

Download a two-year reading plan from the Gospel Coalition here:
https://media.thegospelcoalition.org/static-blogs/tgc/files/2010/12/TGC-Two-Year-Bible-Reading-
Plan1.pdf

If you prefer to go even slower, Ambleside Online offers three, four, and five-year Bible reading plans:
https://www.amblesideonline.org/L/Lbiblesch.htm

This session, we will learn the Great God, with Wonder and Praise prayer, and focus on writing and
memorizing James 1:2-8.

James 1:2-8 (NKJV)

My brethren, count it all joy when you fall into various trials, knowing that the testing of your faith
produces patience. But let patience have its perfect work, that you may be perfect and complete,
lacking nothing. If any of you lacks wisdom, let him ask of God, who gives to all liberally and without
reproach, and it will be given to him. But let him ask in faith, with no doubting, for he who doubts is like
a wave of the sea driven and tossed by the wind. For let not that man suppose that he will receive
anything from the Lord; he is a double-minded man, unstable in all his ways.

Prayer & Scripture Memorization

awakentodelight.com                                                                                                                                                                                            15

https://www.bible.com/reading-plans/60
https://www.bible.com/reading-plans/60
https://media.thegospelcoalition.org/static-blogs/tgc/files/2010/12/TGC-Two-Year-Bible-Reading-Plan1.pdf
https://media.thegospelcoalition.org/static-blogs/tgc/files/2010/12/TGC-Two-Year-Bible-Reading-Plan1.pdf
https://www.amblesideonline.org/L/Lbiblesch.htm


Prayer & Scripture Memorization
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Great God, with Wonder and with Praise
The Excellency of the Bible, by Isaac Watts

Great God, with wonder and with praise,
On all thy works I look;
But still thy wisdom, power and grace
Shine brighter in thy Book.

The stars that in their courses roll,
Have much instruction given;
But thy good Word informs my soul
How I may climb to heaven.

The fields provide me food, and show
The goodness of the Lord;
But fruits of life and glory grow
In thy most holy Word.

Here are my choicest treasures hid,
Here my best comfort lies;
Here my desires are satisfy'd;
And hence my hopes arise.

Lord, make me understand thy law,
Show what my faults have been;
And from thy Gospel let me draw
Pardon for all my sin.

Here would I learn how Christ has dy'd
To save my soul from hell:
Not all the books on earth beside
Such heav'nly wonders tell.

Then let me love my Bible more,
And take a fresh delight
By day to read these wonders o'er,
And meditate by night.



Great God, with wonder   

                           
and with praise,            

On all thy works I look;   

But still thy wisdom,       

power and grace           

Shine brighter in thy Book. 

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
The stars that in          
                           

Great God, with Wonder and Praise Primary



their courses roll,          

                           
Have much                 

instruction given;          

But thy good Word       

informs my soul            

How I may climb to heaven.

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
The fields provide me food, 
                           



and show                  

                           
The goodness of the Lord; 

But fruits of life          

and glory grow            

In thy most holy Word.   

Here are my choicest       

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
treasures hid,              
                           



Here my best comfort lies; 

                           
Here my desires            

are satisfy'd;              

And hence my hopes arise.  

Lord, make me              

understand thy law,        

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Show what my             
                           



faults have been;          

                           
And from thy Gospel       

let me draw               

Pardon for all my sin.      

Here would I learn how   

Christ has dy'd             

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
To save my soul from hell: 
                           



Not all the books          

                           
on earth beside            

Such heav'nly wonders tell. 

Then let me love           

my Bible more,              

And take a fresh delight   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
By day to read            
                           



these wonders o'er,        

                           
And meditate by night.     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
                           
                           



Great God, with wonder and with praise,

On all thy works I look;

But still thy wisdom, power and grace

Shine brighter in thy Book.

The stars that in their courses roll,

Have much instruction given;

But thy good Word informs my soul

How I may climb to heaven.

The fields provide me food, and show

Great God, with Wonder and Praise Elementary



The goodness of the Lord;

But fruits of life and glory grow

In thy most holy Word.

Here are my choicest treasures hid,

Here my best comfort lies;

Here my desires are satisfy'd;

And hence my hopes arise.

Lord, make me understand thy law,

Show what my faults have been;



And from thy Gospel let me draw

Pardon for all my sin.

Here would I learn how Christ has dy'd

To save my soul from hell:

Not all the books on earth beside

Such heav'nly wonders tell.

Then let me love my Bible more,

And take a fresh delight

By day to read these wonders o'er,



And meditate by night.



Great God, with wonder          

and with praise,                  

On all thy works I look;        

But still thy wisdom,             

power and grace                   

Shine brighter in thy Book.       

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
The stars that in                 
                                   
their courses roll,                  
                                   

Great God, with Wonder and Praise Cursive



Have much instruction given;    

But thy good Word                

informs my soul                  

How I may climb to heaven.     

The fields provide                 

me food, and show                

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
The goodness of the Lord;         
                                   
But fruits of life and glory grow 
                                   



In thy most holy Word.          

Here are my choicest treasures hid, 

Here my best comfort lies;          

Here my desires are satisfy'd;      

And hence my hopes arise.        

Lord, make me                    

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
understand thy law,              
                                   
Show what my faults have been; 
                                   



And from thy Gospel let me draw

Pardon for all my sin.           

Here would I learn                

how Christ has dy'd              

To save my soul from hell:       

Not all the books on earth beside   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Such heav'nly wonders tell.       
                                   
Then let me love my Bible more,  
                                   



And take a fresh delight          

By day to read these wonders o'er,

And meditate by night.           

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   



Great God, with Wonder and with Praise
The Excellency of the Bible, Isaac Wats

Great God, with wonder and with praise,
On all thy works I look;
But still thy wisdom, power and grace
Shine brighter in thy Book.

The stars that in their courses roll,
Have much instruction given;
But thy good Word informs my soul
How I may climb to heaven.

The fields provide me food, and show
The goodness of the Lord;
But fruits of life and glory grow
In thy most holy Word.

Here are my choicest treasures hid,
Here my best comfort lies;
Here my desires are satisfy'd;
And hence my hopes arise.

Lord, make me understand thy law,
Show what my faults have been;
And from thy Gospel let me draw
Pardon for all my sin.

Here would I learn how Christ has dy'd
To save my soul from hell:
Not all the books on earth beside
Such heav'nly wonders tell.

Then let me love my Bible more,
And take a fresh delight
By day to read these wonders o'er,
And meditate by night.

Great God, with Wonder and Praise High School





My brethren, count it all   

                           
joy when you fall into     

various trials, knowing that

the testing of your faith  

produces patience. But let 

patience have its perfect   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
work, that you may be     
                           

James 1:2-8 Primary



perfect and complete,      

                           
lacking nothing. If any of  

you lacks wisdom, let him   

ask of God, who gives to  

all liberally and without    

reproach, and it will be     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
given to him. But let him   
                           



ask in faith, with no       

                           
doubting, for he who       

doubts is like a wave of   

the sea driven and tossed  

by the wind. For let not   

that man suppose that he  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
will receive anything from  
                           



the Lord; he is a          

                           
double-minded man, unstable

in all his ways.             

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
                           
                           



My brethren, count it all joy when you fall into 

various trials, knowing that the testing of your 

faith produces patience. But let patience have 

its perfect work, that you may be perfect and

complete, lacking nothing. If any of you lacks

wisdom, let him ask of God, who gives to all

liberally and without reproach, and it will be 

given to him. But let him ask in faith, with no 

doubting, for he who doubts is like a wave of

James 1:2-8 Elementary



the sea driven and tossed by the wind. 

For let not that man suppose that he will

receive anything from the Lord; he is a 

double-minded man, unstable in all his ways.



My brethren, count it all joy     

when you fall into various trials,

knowing that the testing of your 

faith produces patience.           

But let patience have its perfect    

work, that you may be perfect    

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
and complete, lacking nothing.   
                                   
If any of you lacks wisdom, let 
                                   

James 1:2-8 Cursive



him ask of God, who gives to all 

liberally and without reproach,   

and it will be given to him.      

But let him ask in faith, with   

no doubting, for he who doubts   

is like a wave of the sea driven   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
and tossed by the wind.           
                                   
For let not that man suppose    
                                   



that he will receive anything from

the Lord; he is a double-minded  

man, unstable in all his ways.   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   



James 1:2-8 (NKJV)

My brethren, count it all joy when you fall into
various trials, knowing that the testing of your
faith produces patience. But let patience
have its perfect work, that you may be perfect
and complete, lacking nothing. If any of you
lacks wisdom, let him ask of God, who gives
to all liberally and without reproach, and it
will be given to him. But let him ask in faith,
with no doubting, for he who doubts is like a
wave of the sea driven and tossed by the
wind. For let not that man suppose that he
will receive anything from the Lord; he is a
double-minded man, unstable in all his ways.

James 1:2-8 High School



This session’s featured artist is Jacques-Louis David. We've included
six art selections for your kids and teens to use for picture study. They
are:

Oath of the Horatii, 1784
The Death of Socrates, 1787
Portrait of Anne-Marie-Louise Thélusson, Comtesse de Sorcy, 1790
The Death of Marat, 1793
Napoleon Crossing the Alps at the Sainte-Bernard Pass, 1801
The Coronation of Napoleon, 1807

This session’s featured composer is Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart. We
have included six of his pieces for music study. They are:

Eine kleine Nachtmusik, Serenade No. 13
Piano Sonata No. 11 in A major, K. 331
Clarinet Concerto in A major, K.622
Symphony No. 40 in G minor
Piano Concerto No. 21. K.467
Requiem in D minor 

Plus a fun bonus:
The Magic Flute (Opera)

Artist & Composer Study

Artist & Composer Study
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“In the arts the way in which an idea is rendered, and the manner in
which it is expressed, is much more important than the idea itself.”

~ Jacques-Louis David



Jacques-Louis David was born in 1748 in Paris,
France, into a wealthy family. His childhood,
however, was marked by tragedy when his
father was killed in a pistol duel while David
was only nine years old. After this loss, his
mother entrusted his upbringing to her two
brothers, both of whom were architects.

His family hoped he would follow in their
footsteps and join the architectural profession.
Yet from an early age, David showed little
interest in formal schooling, as he was far more
absorbed in drawing. Recognizing his natural
talent, he began artistic training under François
Boucher, a leading Rococo painter and a
distant relative. Boucher, seeing that David’s 

Jacques-Louis David
 August 30, 1748- December 29, 1825
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temperament and style differed from his own, encouraged him to study instead with
Joseph-Marie Vien, whose more restrained and classical approach suited David better.

During his early training, David suffered a serious injury in a fencing match with a fellow
student. The accident caused lasting nerve damage, leaving him with a facial deformity and
a speech impediment that affected him for the rest of his life.

In 1766, David enrolled at the Royal Academy of Painting and Sculpture in Paris and later
became a member of the prestigious French Royal Academy. Despite his talent, he was
often at odds with the institution. His bold artistic vision and strong personality led him to
disregard traditional procedures for exhibiting his work, earning him a reputation for
arrogance and controversy.

Over time, David emerged as the leading figure of the Neoclassical movement, rejecting the
ornate frivolity of Rococo art in favor of clarity, order, and moral seriousness. His work
attracted the attention of influential figures such as Thomas Jefferson and Napoleon
Bonaparte. He also trained a generation of artists, later known as the "School of David," who
carried forward his Neoclassical ideals.
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David’s life was deeply intertwined with the political upheavals of his time, and he was
known as a political “chameleon.” He began his career painting for the court of Louis XVI,
but as the French Revolution unfolded, his loyalties shifted. He became closely associated
with Maximilien Robespierre and joined the National Convention. During the Revolution
and the Reign of Terror, his art became a powerful symbol of republican ideals.

In 1794, after the fall of Robespierre, David was arrested for treason due to his ties to the
Jacobins. Though imprisoned, he was released in less than a year. Ever adaptable, he later
aligned himself with Napoleon Bonaparte, becoming the emperor’s official portraitist. In
1803, Napoleon honored him as a Knight of the Legion of Honor and commissioned him to
paint grand works commemorating his reign, including his coronation.

However, David’s fortunes changed once again when Napoleon fell from power and was
exiled to Elba. As a former supporter of the regime, David was himself exiled, settling in
Brussels, where he spent the remainder of his life.

After his death, his sons petitioned to have his body returned to France, but the request was
denied by the restored monarchy. However, it is rumored that they secretly brought his
heart back to France and buried it alongside his wife—a final, poignant tribute to a man
whose life was as dramatic as the history he painted.
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Portrait of Anne-Marie-Louise Thélusson, Comtesse de Sorcy, 1790



The Death of Marat, 1793



Napoleon Crossing the Alps at the Saint-Bernard Pass, 1801
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Picture Study

T i t l e :

D a t e  C r e a t e d :

A r t  M e d i u m s  U s e d :

U s e  t h e  b o x  t o  d r a w  a  p i c t u r e  i n s p i r e d  b y  t h i s  a r t w o r k .  

F u r t h e r  S t u d y :



Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart was one of the
most remarkable composers in the history of
music and a central figure of the Classical era,
which grew out of the ideas of the
Enlightenment. 

He was born in 1756 in Salzburg, a small but
culturally rich city in what is now Austria. His
father, Leopold Mozart, was a skilled musician
and teacher who quickly recognized his son’s
extraordinary talent. 

By the age of five, Mozart was already
composing simple pieces of music, and as a
young child he performed for royalty and
nobility across Europe, astonishing audiences
with his ability to play the keyboard and violin
with ease.

Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart 
 January 27, 1756 – December 5, 1791
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Mozart spent much of his childhood traveling with his family, giving concerts in major cities
such as Vienna, Paris, and London. These journeys exposed him to a wide variety of musical
styles and traditions, which helped shape his own musical voice. 

Despite his early success, life as a traveling musician was demanding, and Mozart often
faced long journeys and uncertain circumstances. As he grew older, he began to seek
independence from his father and from the strict control of court employment, which was
the usual path for musicians at the time.

In his early adulthood, Mozart settled in Vienna, where he hoped to build a career as a
freelance composer and performer. This was a bold and somewhat risky decision, as most
composers relied on the support of wealthy patrons. In Vienna, he composed some of his
greatest works, including symphonies, operas, chamber music, and piano concertos. 

His music is known for its clarity, balance, and beauty, reflecting the Enlightenment ideals of
order and harmony. At the same time, his compositions are full of emotion, humor, and
depth, showing a deep understanding of human nature.
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Mozart’s operas, such as The Magic Flute, combined engaging stories with music that
expressed both character and meaning. His instrumental works, including symphonies like
No. 40 and No. 41, demonstrate a masterful sense of structure and invention. He had an
extraordinary ability to take complex musical ideas and present them in a way that felt
natural and effortless. This balance between complexity and simplicity is one of the reasons
his music continues to be admired and performed today.

Although Mozart achieved great success during his lifetime, he also faced financial difficul-
ties. His income was often unpredictable, and he struggled to manage money. In his later
years, his health declined, yet he continued to compose, producing works of great beauty
and intensity. One of his final compositions was the Requiem in D minor, a piece that reflects
a more serious and contemplative side of his music.

Mozart died in 1791 at the age of thirty-five, leaving behind a vast body of work that has had
a lasting influence on Western music. His life, though short, was filled with creativity and
achievement. Today, he is remembered not only as a musical genius but also as a composer
who captured the spirit of his time, blending the Enlightenment’s ideals of order and clarity
with a profound expression of human emotion.



Week 1 - Eine kleine Nachtmusik, Serenade No. 13

Week 2 - Piano Sonata No. 11 in A major, K. 331

Week 3 - Clarinet Concerto in A major, K.622

Week 4 - Symphony No. 40 in G minor

Week 5 - Piano Concerto No. 21. K.467

Week 6 - Requiem in D minor 

Bonus: The Magic Flute (Opera)

Classical Pieces
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“Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing” was written in 1757 by Robert Robinson, a young
pastor in England who composed the hymn at just 22 years old.

Robinson had a dramatic spiritual journey. As a teenager, he fell in with a rough crowd and
lived a rebellious life. However, after hearing a sermon by the evangelist George Whitefield,
he experienced a deep conviction that eventually led to his conversion to Christianity. The
hymn reflects this personal story of wandering and returning, and his dependence on God’s
grace.

“Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing” speaks of God as a source of blessing and guidance.
One of the most distinctive lyrics is “Here I raise my Ebenezer,” “Ebenezer” being the
Hebrew word for “stone of help.” This is a direct reference to 1 Samuel 7:12, where the
prophet Samuel sets up a stone of remembrance to mark a battle God had won, saying,
"Hitherto hath the Lord helped us." This line serves as a metaphor for remembering God’s
faithfulness.

Musically, the hymn is most commonly sung today to the tune “Nettleton,” an American folk
song from the early 19th century. The pairing of Robinson’s words with this melody helped
the hymn gain widespread popularity, particularly in the United States. Over time, it became
a staple in many Protestant traditions and continues to be sung in churches, homes, and
gatherings around the world.

Interestingly, some versions of the hymn have altered or omitted certain lines. In recent
years, however, many hymnals and modern recordings have restored the original wording,
reflecting a renewed appreciation for its theological depth and poetic beauty.

Hymn Study: Come, Thou Fount 
of Every Blessing
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Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing

Come, Thou Fount of every blessing, 
Tune my heart to sing Thy grace; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
Sung by flaming tongues above. 
Praise the Mount! I'm fixed upon it, 
Mount of God's unchanging love. 

Here I raise my Ebenezer; 
Here by Thy great help I've come; 
And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home. 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God; 
He, to rescue me from danger, 
Interposed His Precious Blood. 

O to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I'm constrained to be! 
Let Thy goodness, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to Thee. 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the God I love; 
Here's my heart, O take and seal it, 
Seal it for Thy courts above. 

O that day when freed from sinning, 
I shall see Thy Lovely Face; 
Robed then in blood wash-ed linen 
How I'll sing Thy sovereign grace; 
Come, my Lord, no longer tarry, 
Take my ransomed soul away; 
Gather with Your arms and carry 
Me to joys of endless day.

Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing
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“The Oak and the Ash” is a traditional English folk song that reflects both the natural land-
scape of England and the deep emotional ties people have to place, identity, and home.
Like many folk songs, its exact origins are uncertain, however, one of the earliest printed
versions appears in A Book of Roxburghe Ballads (printed in 1847), which contained over
1300 ballads from the 17  century. th

The song is closely associated with the northern counties of Westmorland, Cumberland,
Durham, and Northumberland, with some versions replacing “Westmorland green” with
“Cumberland green.” In 1882, printers of this song noted:

“Sir Walter Scott, in his novel Rob Roy, makes the narrator of the tale in recounting recollec-
tions of his childhood, tell how his Northumbrian nurse (old Mabel) amused him by singing
the ditties of her native countrie, and specially names O! the Oak and the Ash and the Bonny
Ivy Tree as a Northumbrian ballad.”

Its lyrics center on the oak, the ash, and the bonny ivy tree—three plants that were quite
familiar to people living in the English countryside. These trees and plants carried symbolic
meaning. The oak often represented strength and endurance, the ash was associated with
everyday usefulness and rural life, and the ivy symbolized faithfulness and enduring
attachment.

At its heart, “The Oak and the Ash” is a song of longing and belonging, suggesting a deep
emotional connection to home. This theme would have resonated strongly in a time when
people were beginning to move more frequently for work or opportunity, yet still felt rooted
in their local landscapes. The repeated imagery of trees and countryside creates a sense of
stability and identity in contrast to the changes taking place in society.

Musically, the song has been passed down through oral tradition, which means that
different versions of both the lyrics and melody exist. Like many folk songs, it was not
originally written down but learned and shared by ear, often sung in homes, gatherings,
and local communities. 

“The Oak and the Ash” offers a glimpse into a way of life where nature, memory, and identity
were closely intertwined, and it remains a gentle reminder of the enduring human desire to
belong to a place and to remember where one comes from.

Folk Song: The Oak & The Ash
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A North Country maid up to London had strayed
Although with her nature it did not agree
She wept and she sighed, and bitterly she cried
I wish once again in the North I could be.

Chorus:
Oh the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree
They flourish at home in my own country

While sadly I roam I regret my dear home
Where lads and young lasses are making the hay
Where the merry bells ring and the birds sweetly sing
And the maidens and meadows are pleasant and gay

Chorus:
Oh the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree
They flourish at home in my own country

No doubt did I please, I could marry with ease
Where maidens are fair many lovers will come
But he whom I wed must be North Country bred
And carry me back to my North Country home

Chorus:
Oh the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree
They flourish at home in my own country

Of parks they may talk where ’tis fashion to walk
I’ll own the gay throng is a wonderful sight
But nought have I seen like the Westmoreland green
Where all of us danced from the morning ’til night!

Chorus:
Oh the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree
They flourish at home in my own country

The Oak & The Ash Lyrics
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Our featured poet for this session is Johann Wolfgang Goethe, a
polymath that lived throughout the late Enlightenment era into
the Romanticism movement. We've included six poetry
selections for your kids and teens to read, listen to, memorize,
and recite. They are:

Rosebud in the Heather
Found
Wanderer's Night Song
May Song
Autumn Feelings
The Sorcerer’s Apprentice 

For copywork, we have included Zaner-Bloser style handwriting
sheets for primary, elementary, and cursive, as well as college-
ruled for older students. We have chosen four poems, listed
below:

Found
Wanderer's Night Song
May Song
Autumn Feelings

Poetry Selections

Poetry Recitation & Copywork
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“A man should hear a little music, read a little poetry, and see a fine
picture every day of his life, in order that worldly cares may not obliterate
the sense of the beautiful which God has implanted in the human soul.”

~ Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 



Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749–1832)
was one of the greatest writers of the Age of
Enlightenment and the period that followed.
He was born in Frankfurt, Germany, into a well-
educated and supportive family. 

From a young age, he showed a deep love for
learning, studying literature, languages,
science, and the arts. He later studied law, but
his true passion was writing.

 As a young man, he gained sudden fame with
his novel The Sorrows of Young Werther, which
captured the emotions and struggles of his
generation.

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
August 28, 1749 - March 22, 1832
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Goethe lived during a time of great intellectual and cultural change. While he was influ-
enced by Enlightenment ideas such as reason and the study of nature, he also helped
shape a movement that valued emotion, imagination, and personal experience. His writing
often reflects a balance between careful observation of the world and a deep appreciation
for beauty, creativity, and the inner life of the human spirit. In addition to poetry and novels,
he was also interested in science and studied plants, colors, and natural forms, showing his
belief that truth could be found both in reason and in nature.

One of Goethe’s most important works is Faust, a dramatic poem that tells the story of a man
searching for meaning and knowledge. Through this and many of his shorter poems,
Goethe explored themes such as ambition, temptation, love, nature, and the pursuit of truth.
His poetry ranges from simple and peaceful reflections on nature to powerful and dramatic
stories filled with tension and emotion.

Goethe’s influence extended far beyond literature. Many of his poems were set to music by
great composers, including Franz Schubert, Ludwig van Beethoven, and Johannes Brahms.
These musical settings helped bring his words to life in a new way, combining poetry and
music to express feeling and meaning. Songs such as “The Erlking” became especially well
known through these compositions.
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Throughout his life, Goethe also served in government and was involved in cultural
leadership in the city of Weimar, where he spent many of his later years. He continued to
write, study, and reflect on life until his death in 1832. Today, he is remembered as a writer
who brought together the ideas of reason and imagination, helping people see both the
order of the world and the beauty within it.

Bonus:
Although our featured composer for this session is Mozart, we thought it would be fun for
your family to listen to some of Goethe’s poems set to music—primarily as Lieder, or “art
songs” by other great composers:

Click here to listen to Rosebud in the Heather/Heidenröslein, by Franz Schubert.
Click here to listen to Wanderer's Night Song/Über allen Gipfeln, by Franz Schubert.
Click here to listen to May Song/Mailied, by Ludwig von Beethoven.
Click here to listen to The Sorcerer’s Apprentice /Der Zauberlehrling, by Paul Dukas.

https://youtu.be/NtSIX30lRNQ?si=Q6l6hl_l7yDRZXz1
https://youtu.be/l6_4WFONXW4?si=4P2fXNdnvtQ0O9zs
https://youtu.be/U5XJuHWEmvE?si=pCg1KBS3zKnLpLRw
https://youtu.be/O_bdguZEI8Q?si=ruSM0xIVNXBJM72H


Poetry Selections
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Rosebud in the Heather 

(Heidenröslein)

Urchin saw a rose — a dear 

Rosebud in the heather. 

Fresh as dawn and morning-clear; 

Ran up quick and stooped to peer, 

Took his fill of pleasure, 

Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red, 

Rosebud in the heather. 

Urchin blurts: "I'll pick you, though, 

Rosebud in the heather!" 

Rosebud: "Then I'll stick you so 

That there's no forgetting, no! 

I'll not stand it, ever!" 

Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red, 

Rosebud in the heather. 

But the wild young fellow's torn

Rosebud from the heather. 

Rose, she pricks him with her thorn; 

Should she plead, or cry forlorn? 

Makes no difference whether. 

Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red, 

Rosebud in the heather. 

Found (Gefunden)

Into the woodland,

Alone I went.

Seeking nothing,

My sole intent.

In the shadows I saw

A flower grow,

Shining like starlight,

Its bright eyes aglow

I went to pick it,

It gently said:

Must I be broken,

Withered, and dead?

So I dug it up with all

Its roots and rich loam,

Carried it to the garden

Of my lovely home.

And planted it again

In a quiet place;

There it spreads out its flowers

Blooming with grace. 

Translated from German to English



Poetry Selections
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Wanderer's Night Song 

(Über allen Gipfeln)

Thou that from the heavens art, 

Every pain and sorrow stillest, 

And the doubly wretched heart 

Doubly with refreshment fillest, 

I am weary with contending! 

Why this rapture and unrest? 

Peace descending 

Come, ah, come into my breast!

May Song (Mailied)

How gloriously

Nature gleams for me!

How the sun sparkles!

How the field laughs!

Blossoms burst

From every bough

And a thousand voices

From every bush

And delight and rapture

From every breast.

O earth, O sun!

O joy, O bliss!

O love, O love!

So golden fair

As morning clouds

On yonder hills!

You bless with glory

The fresh field,

In a mist of blossom

The teeming world.

O maiden, maiden,

How I love you!

How you look at me!

How you love me!

Translated from German to English

May Song (cont.)

The skylark loves

Song and air,

And morning flowers

The hazy sky,

As I with warm blood

Love you,

Who give me youth

And joy and heart

For new songs

And new dances.

Be happy always

As in your love for me!



Poetry Selections
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Autumn Feelings 

(Herbstgefühle)

Flourish greener, as ye clamber,

Oh ye leaves, to seek my chamber,

Up the trellis'd vine on high!

May ye swell, twin-berries tender,

Juicier far,—and with more splendour

Ripen, and more speedily!

O'er ye broods the sun at even

As he sinks to rest, and heaven

Softly breathes into your ear

All its fertilising fullness,

While the moon's refreshing coolness,

Magic-laden, hovers near;

And, alas! ye're watered ever

By a stream of tears that rill

From mine eyes—tears ceasing never,

Tears of love that nought can still!

Translated from German to English



Poetry Selections

awakentodelight.com                                                                                                                                                                                           70

Translated from German to English

The Sorcerer’s Apprentice 

(Der Zauberlehrling)

That old sorcerer has vanished

And for once has gone away!

Spirits called by him, now banished,

My commands shall soon obey.

Every step and saying

That he used, I know,

And with sprites obeying

My arts I will show.

Flow, flow onward

Stretches many

Spare not any

Water rushing,

Ever streaming fully downward

Toward the pool in current gushing.

Come, old broomstick, you are needed,

Take these rags and wrap them round you!

Long my orders you have heeded,

By my wishes now I've bound you.

Have two legs and stand,

And a head for you.

Run, and in your hand

Hold a bucket too.

Flow, flow onward

Stretches many,

Spare not any

Water rushing,

Ever streaming fully downward

Toward the pool in current gushing.

See him, toward the shore he's racing

There, he's at the stream already,

Back like lightning he is chasing,

Pouring water fast and steady.

Once again he hastens!

How the water spills,

How the water basins

Brimming full he fills!

Stop now, hear me!

Ample measure

Of your treasure

We have gotten!

Ah, I see it, dear me, dear me.

Master's word I have forgotten!

Ah, the word with which the master

Makes the broom a broom once more!

Ah, he runs and fetches faster!

Be a broomstick as before!

Ever new the torrents

That by him are fed,

Ah, a hundred currents

Pour upon my head!

No, no longer

Can I please him,

I will seize him!

That is spiteful!

My misgivings grow the stronger.

What a mien, his eyes how frightful!



Poetry Selections
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Translated from German to English

The Sorcerer’s Apprentice  (cont.)

Brood of hell, you're not a mortal!

Shall the entire house go under?

Over threshold over portal

Streams of water rush and thunder.

Broom accurst and mean,

Who will have his will,

Stick that you have been,

Once again stand still!

Can I never, Broom, appease you?

I will seize you,

Hold and whack you,

And your ancient wood

I'll sever,

With a whetted axe I'll crack you.

He returns, more water dragging!

Now I'll throw myself upon you!

Soon, O goblin, you'll be sagging.

Crash! The sharp axe has undone you.

What a good blow, truly!

There, he's split, I see.

Hope now rises newly,

And my breathing's free.

Woe betide me!

Both halves scurry

In a hurry,

Rise like towers

There beside me.

Help me, help, eternal powers!

Off they run, till wet and wetter

Hall and steps immersed are Iying.

What a flood that naught can fetter!

Lord and master, hear me crying! -

Ah, he comes excited.

Sir, my need is sore.

Spirits that I've cited

My commands ignore.

"To the lonely

Corner, broom!

Hear your doom.

As a spirit

When he wills, your master only

Calls you, then 'tis time to hear it."



Poetry Study

W r i t e  o n e  t h i n g  y o u  l i k e d  a n d
d i d  n o t  l i k e  a b o u t  t h e  p o e m :

C o m p o s e  a  f e w  l i n e s  o f  y o u r  o w n  p o e m  i n s p i r e d  b y  t h i s  w o r k

T i t l e :

T y p e  o f  P o e m :

U s e  t h e  b o x  t o  a t  r i g h t  t o  d r a w  a
p i c t u r e  o f  w h a t  t h e  p o e m  b r i n g s  t o
m i n d .

W r i t e  t h r e e  a d j e c t i v e s  a b o u t  t h e  p o e m .



Into the woodland,        

                           
Alone I went.             

Seeking nothing,            

My sole intent.            

In the shadows I saw     

A flower grow,            

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Shining like starlight,       
                           

Found (Gefunden) Primary



Its bright eyes aglow      

                           
I went to pick it,         

It gently said:             

Must I be broken,         

Withered, and dead?      

So I dug it up with all    

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Its roots and rich loam,    
                           



Carried it to the garden   

                           
Of my lovely home.        

And planted it again       

In a quiet place;          

There it spreads           

out its flowers            

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Blooming with grace.       
                           



Into the woodland,

Alone I went.

Seeking nothing,

My sole intent.

In the shadows I saw

A flower grow,

Shining like starlight,

Its bright eyes aglow

I went to pick it,

Found (Gefunden) Elementary



It gently said:

Must I be broken,

Withered, and dead?

So I dug it up with all

Its roots and rich loam,

Carried it to the garden

Of my lovely home.

And planted it again

In a quiet place;



There it spreads out its flowers

Blooming with grace.



Into the woodland,               

Alone I went.                     

Seeking nothing,                  

My sole intent.                    

In the shadows I saw            

A flower grow,                    

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Shining like starlight,            
                                   
Its bright eyes aglow              
                                   

Found (Gefunden) Cursive



I went to pick it,                

It gently said:                   

Must I be broken,                 

Withered, and dead?               

So I dug it up with all         

Its roots and rich loam,         

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Carried it to the garden           
                                   
Of my lovely home.               
                                   



And planted it again            

In a quiet place;                 

There it spreads out its flowers    

Blooming with grace.             

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   



Found (Gefunden)

Into the woodland,
Alone I went.
Seeking nothing,
My sole intent.

In the shadows I saw
A flower grow,
Shining like starlight,
Its bright eyes aglow

I went to pick it,
It gently said:
Must I be broken,
Withered, and dead?

So I dug it up with all
Its roots and rich loam,
Carried it to the garden
Of my lovely home.

And planted it again
In a quiet place;
There it spreads out its flowers
Blooming with grace.





Thou that from            

                           
the heavens art,           

Every pain and             

sorrow stillest,             

And the doubly            

wretched heart            

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Doubly with               
                           

Wanderer's Night Song (Über allen Gipfeln) Primary



refreshment fillest,         

                           
I am weary                

with contending!           

Why this rapture         

and unrest?                

Peace descending           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Come, ah, come             
                           



into my breast!             

                           
                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
                           
                           



Thou that from the heavens art,

Every pain and sorrow stillest,

And the doubly wretched heart

Doubly with refreshment fillest,

I am weary with contending! 

Why this rapture and unrest?

Peace descending 

Come, ah, come into my breast!

Wanderer's Night Song (Über allen Gipfeln) Elementary



Thou that from the heavens art,  

Every pain and sorrow stillest,   

And the doubly wretched heart    

Doubly with refreshment fillest,   

I am weary with contending!   

Why this rapture and unrest?    

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Peace descending                   
                                   
Come, ah, come into my breast!  
                                   

Wanderer's Night Song (Über allen Gipfeln) Cursive



Wanderer's Night Song (Über allen Gipfeln)

Thou that from the heavens art, 
Every pain and sorrow stillest, 
And the doubly wretched heart 
Doubly with refreshment fillest, 
I am weary with contending! 
Why this rapture and unrest? 
Peace descending 
Come, ah, come into my breast!



How gloriously             

                           
Nature gleams for me!      

How the sun sparkles!      

How the field laughs!      

Blossoms burst             

From every bough          

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
And a thousand voices     
                           

May Song (Mailied) Primary



From every bush           

                           
And delight and rapture   

From every breast.         

O earth, O sun!           

O joy, O bliss!             

O love, O love!            

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
So golden fair             
                           



As morning clouds          

                           
On yonder hills!            

You bless with glory       

The fresh field,            

In a mist of blossom       

The teeming world.         

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
O maiden, maiden,          
                           



How I love you!           

                           
How you look at me!       

How you love me!          

The skylark loves           

Song and air,               

And morning flowers       

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
The hazy sky,              
                           



As I with warm blood     

                           
Love you,                 

Who give me youth       

And joy and heart         

For new songs             

And new dances.          

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Be happy always           
                           



As in your love for me!    

                           
                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
                           
                           



How gloriously

Nature gleams for me!

How the sun sparkles!

How the field laughs!

Blossoms burst

From every bough

And a thousand voices

From every bush

And delight and rapture

May Song (Mailied) Elementary



From every breast.

O earth, O sun!

O joy, O bliss! 

O love, O love!

So golden fair

As morning clouds

On yonder hills!

You bless with glory

The fresh field,



In a mist of blossom

The teeming world.

O maiden, maiden,

How I love you!

How you look at me!

How you love me!

The skylark loves

Song and air,

And morning flowers



The hazy sky,

As I with warm blood

Love you,

Who give me youth

And joy and heart

For new songs

And new dances.

Be happy always

As in your love for me!



How gloriously                    

Nature gleams for me!             

How the sun sparkles!             

How the field laughs!              

Blossoms burst                     

From every bough                 

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
And a thousand voices           
                                   
From every bush                  
                                   

May Song (Mailied) Cursive



And delight and rapture         

From every breast.                 

O earth, O sun!                   

O joy, O bliss!                     

O love, O love!                    

So golden fair                    

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
As morning clouds               
                                   
On yonder hills!                  
                                   



You bless with glory               

The fresh field,                    

In a mist of blossom             

The teeming world.                

O maiden, maiden,               

How I love you!                  

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
How you look at me!             
                                   
How you love me!                 
                                   



The skylark loves                 

Song and air,                    

And morning flowers             

The hazy sky,                     

As I with warm blood           

Love you,                         

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Who give me youth                
                                   
And joy and heart               
                                   



For new songs                    

And new dances.                  

Be happy always                 

As in your love for me!          

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   



May Song (Mailied)

How gloriously
Nature gleams for me!
How the sun sparkles!
How the field laughs!

Blossoms burst
From every bough
And a thousand voices
From every bush

And delight and rapture
From every breast.
O earth, O sun!
O joy, O bliss!

O love, O love!
So golden fair
As morning clouds
On yonder hills!

You bless with glory
The fresh field,
In a mist of blossom
The teeming world.

O maiden, maiden,
How I love you!
How you look at me!
How you love me!

The skylark loves
Song and air,
And morning flowers
The hazy sky,

May Song (Mailied) High School



As I with warm blood
Love you,
Who give me youth
And joy and heart

For new songs
And new dances.
Be happy always
As in your love for me!



Flourish greener,           

                           
as ye clamber,             

Oh ye leaves,              

to seek my chamber,        

Up the trellis'd vine on high!

May ye swell,              

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
twin-berries tender,       
                           

Autumn Feelings (Herbstgefühle) Primary



Juicier far,—               

                           
and with more splendour   

Ripen, and more speedily!   

O'er ye broods             

O'er ye broods             

the sun at even           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
As he sinks to rest,        
                           



and heaven                

                           
Softly breathes            

into your ear              

All its fertilising fullness,  

While the moon's          

refreshing coolness,        

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Magic-laden, hovers near;  
                           



And, alas!                  

                           
ye're watered ever        

By a stream of            

tears that rill              

From mine eyes—           

tears ceasing never,        

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Tears of love that         
                           



nought can still!            

                           
                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
                           
                           



Flourish greener, as ye clamber,

Oh ye leaves, to seek my chamber,

Up the trellis'd vine on high!

May ye swell, twin-berries tender,

Juicier far,—and with more splendour

Ripen, and more speedily!

O'er ye broods the sun at even

As he sinks to rest, and heaven

Softly breathes into your ear

Autumn Feelings (Herbstgefühle) Elementary



All its fertilising fullness,

While the moon's refreshing coolness,

Magic-laden, hovers near;

And, alas! ye're watered ever

By a stream of tears that rill

From mine eyes—tears ceasing never,

Tears of love that nought can still!



Flourish greener, as ye clamber,    

Oh ye leaves, to seek my chamber, 

Up the trellis'd vine on high!    

May ye swell, twin-berries tender, 

Juicier far,—and with             

more splendour                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Ripen, and more speedily!        
                                   
O'er ye broods the sun at even     
                                   

Autumn Feelings (Herbstgefühle) Cursive



As he sinks to rest, and heaven   

Softly breathes into your ear      

All its fertilising fullness,         

While the moon's                  

refreshing coolness,                 

Magic-laden, hovers near;         

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
And, alas! ye're watered ever      
                                   
By a stream of tears that rill     
                                   



From mine eyes—                  

tears ceasing never,                

Tears of love that                 

nought can still!                 

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   



Autumn Feelings (Herbstgefühle)

Flourish greener, as ye clamber,
Oh ye leaves, to seek my chamber,

Up the trellis'd vine on high!
May ye swell, twin-berries tender,
Juicier far,—and with more splendour

Ripen, and more speedily!
O'er ye broods the sun at even
As he sinks to rest, and heaven

Softly breathes into your ear
All its fertilising fullness,
While the moon's refreshing coolness,

Magic-laden, hovers near;
And, alas! ye're watered ever

By a stream of tears that rill
From mine eyes—tears ceasing never,

Tears of love that nought can still!

Autumn Feelings (Herbstgefühle) High School



In this session, we are giving you six Age of Enlightenment-era
recipes for our tea time: American Independence Day Cake,
Orsaderolletjes (Dutch Almond Cookies), English Mini Lemon
Cheesecakes, French Meringues, Mandel-Kränzlein (German
Almond Wreaths), and Scottish Bannocks.

We will also have six storytime teas: 

Historical Tea 1: Excerpt from Common Sense, by Thomas Paine

Storytime Tea 2: Excerpt from The Life and Perambulations of a
Mouse, by Dorothy Kilner

Storytime Tea 3: Pride and Prejudice, Ch. VIII, by Jane Austen

Fable Tea 4:  La Fontaine’s Fables, “The Lion and the Gnat,” by
Jean de La Fontaine

Fairy Tale Tea 5: Grimm’s Fairy Tales, “Little Red Cap,” by the
Brothers Grimm

Storytime Tea 6: The Renowned History of Goody Two-Shoes, Ch.
1-4, by Anonymous

Tea Times

“A fondness for reading, which, properly directed, must be an
education in itself.”

~ Jane Austen, Mansfield Park
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Tea Times



Ingredients:
⅔ c warm water (105 to 115°)
 ¼ oz package of active dry yeast
Pinch of sugar
4 c flour
1 tsp baking powder
2 tsp cinnamon
½ tsp salt
½ tsp ground ginger
¼ tsp nutmeg
1 c (2 sticks) unsalted butter, softened
2 large eggs, lightly beaten
2 c firmly packed brown sugar
1 c buttermilk
1 T vanilla
1 c raisins
¼ c finely chopped dried cherries, figs,
or dried fruit of choice

American Independence Day Cake
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Directions:

Preheat oven to 350°. In the bowl of a stand mixer, add warm water and sprinkle yeast over top, then
a pinch of sugar. Let stand for 5 minutes.

In a separate bowl, mix flour, salt, baking powder, cinnamon, ginger, and nutmeg, and set aside.
Once yeast is bubbling, add one cup of the flour mixture, mixing well. Stir butter in, then add sugar,
vanilla, and buttermilk, mixing well. Stir in eggs until just combined. 

Set aside one tablespoon of flour mixture, then stir the rest into the batter. Put dried raisins and
cherries in ziplock with the tablespoon of flour, then shake the bag to coat them. Gently fold into
batter, then pour into a greased bundt pan and cover with a towel, letting it rise for 1½ hours.

Bake until toothpick poked into cake comes out clean, about 50-60 minutes, then allow to cool
before serving. Enjoy!



Ingredients:
2 lemons
1½ c sweet almonds
6 bitter almonds
1 c of sugar

Geldersche Kkeukenmeid
(Almond Cookies)
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 Remove pan from heat, transfer mixture to a bowl, and let cool. When mixture has cooled enough
for you to comfortably touch, shape it into small rolls, then coat them in castor sugar and let cool
fully. Serve and enjoy!

Directions:
Zest both lemons, then juice half of one lemon
and set aside. Blend lemon zest, almonds, and
sugar in food processor until they have the
texture of fine crumbs, then pour into a thick-
bottomed pan. 

Add lemon juice and heat on medium heat until
sugar begins to melt, then turn heat down to low
and heat for 10 more minutes, stirring frequently. 

English Mini Lemon
Cheesecakes
Ingredients:
2 large lemons
½ c white sugar
6 egg yolks
2 sticks of butter, melted
4oz. cream cheese
Puff pastry 

Add cream cheese, blending until smooth. Spray non-stick cooking spray into mini tart tins or muffin
tins, then line with puff pastry. Fill halfway with lemon mixture, then bake until the tops are firm and
golden brown, about 20-25 minutes.

Directions:
Preheat oven to 375°. Peel lemons, leaving the
pith (white part) alone. Then bring water to a boil
and add peels, boiling until softened. Beat into a
mush using food processor, then add egg yolks,
sugar, and melted butter and blend again until
fully combined.



Ingredients:

2 room temperature egg whites
 ¼ tsp cream of tartar
 Pinch of salt
 ½ c sugar, superfine recommended
 Optional: ½ tsp vanilla extract

Directions:

Line one or two baking sheets with
parchment paper, then preheat oven
to 225º. 

French Meringues
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Beat egg whites in a mixing bowl until frothy, then add salt and cream of tartar, beating until soft peaks
are formed. Slowly mix in sugar a tablespoon at a time until soft peaks have formed, then fold in vanilla
if using for flavoring. 

Scoop or pipe tablespoons of mixture 2 inches apart on baking sheet(s), then bake for 45 minutes.

Once the baking time is over, turn oven off, but leave meringues shut inside the oven for one more
hour (do not open the door or it will release heat). This will help them finish cooking. Then let cool,
serve, and enjoy!



Ingredients:

9 oz unsalted, whole almonds, blanched
Lemon zest of one lemon
4½ T candied citron peel
3 egg whites
1⅛ c granulated sugar
Edible wafer papers
Fruit preserve 
Optional: sugar icing

Directions:

Preheat oven to 300°. Blanch 9 oz almonds, remove skins, and finely chop. Likewise, finely chop 4½
tablespoons candied citron, then set aside and zest lemon.

Whisk 3 egg whites until stiff peaks form, then slowly add 1⅛ cups sugar while continuing to whisk
until mixture becomes shiny and glossy. Fold almonds, lemon zest, and citron into mixture gently.

Spoon mixture into edible wafer papers, then shape each into a small circle and indent the middle,
leaving it hollow. Bake for 15-20 minutes, or until set and lightly golden. 

Let cool, then fill the middle with a thick fruit jam, such as apricot or raspberry. Coat tops with a small
amount of sugar icing or lemon icing, then let set and serve!

Mandel-Kränzlein
(Almond Wreaths)
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Ingredients:

2⅝ c ground oats
2⅛ flour
2 tsp baking soda
1½ tsp salt
1½ c buttermilk
Olive oil

Directions:

If creating your own buttermilk with
lemon juice or vinegar, mix that
together first.

Scottish Bannocks
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In a separate bowl, mix oats, flour, and salt. Stir baking soda into your buttermilk, then slowly pour one
cup into oat mixture, mixing as you go. If dough is too dry and crumbly, add the remaining ½ cup
buttermilk- if not, set it aside.

Place dough on floured surface, then cut in half and shape into flat circles, handling it as little as
possible to preserve texture. 

Without cutting all the way through, indent an “X” shape into the dough, creating four distinct
sections. Heat a bit of olive oil in a skillet, griddle, or pan, then add dough, shaking the pan slightly at
intervals to avoid dough sticking to the bottom, but otherwise letting it brown. Once cooked all the
way through, flip and let the underside brown lightly.

Alt: If baking in an oven instead, bake at 360° for 10 minutes, turn bannocks over, then bake for 10
more minutes.

Once done, it should make a hollow sound when tapped. Serve and enjoy!



 In the following pages I offer nothing more than simple facts, plain arguments, and common sense;
and have no other preliminaries to settle with the reader, than that he will divest himself of prejudice
and prepossession, and suffer his reason and his feelings to determine for themselves; that he will
put on, or rather that he will not put off, the true character of a man, and generously enlarge his
views beyond the present day.

 Volumes have been written on the subject of the struggle between England and America. Men of all
ranks have embarked in the controversy, from different motives, and with various designs; but all
have been ineffectual, and the period of debate is closed. Arms, as the last resource, decide the
contest; the appeal was the choice of the king, and the continent hath accepted the challenge.

 It hath been reported of the late Mr. Pelham (who tho’ an able minister was not without his faults)
that on his being attacked in the house of commons, on the score, that his measures were only of a
temporary kind, replied “they will last my time.” Should a thought so fatal and unmanly possess the
colonies in the present contest, the name of ancestors will be remembered by future generations
with detestation.

 The sun never shined on a cause of greater worth. ’Tis not the affair of a city, a country, a province,
or a kingdom, but of a continent—of at least one eighth part of the habitable globe. ’Tis not the
concern of a day, a year, or an age; posterity are virtually involved in the contest, and will be more or
less affected, even to the end of time, by the proceedings now. Now is the seed time of continental
union, faith and honor. The least fracture now will be like a name engraved with the point of a pin on
the tender rind of a young oak; the wound will enlarge with the tree, and posterity read it in full
grown characters.

 By referring the matter from argument to arms, a new æra for politics is struck; a new method of
thinking hath arisen. All plans, proposals, &c. prior to the nineteenth of April, i.e. to the
commencement of hostilities, are like the almanacks of the last year; which, though proper then, are
superseded and useless now. Whatever was advanced by the advocates on either side of the
question then, terminated in one and the same point, viz. a union with Great-Britain; the only
difference between the parties was the method of effecting it; the one proposing force, the other
friendship; but it hath so far happened that the first hath failed, and the second hath withdrawn her
influence.

Common Sense
by Thomas Paine
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Excerpt from Part Three, 
Thoughts on the Present Day State of American Affairs



 As much hath been said of the advantages of reconciliation, which, like an agreeable dream, hath
passed away and left us as we were, it is but right, that we should examine the contrary side of the
argument, and inquire into some of the many material injuries which these colonies sustain, and
always will sustain, by being connected with, and dependant on Great-Britain. To examine that
connexion and dependance, on the principles of nature and common sense, to see what we have to
trust to, if separated, and what we are to expect, if dependant.

 I have heard it asserted by some, that as America hath flourished under her former connexion with
Great-Britain, that the same connexion is necessary towards her future happiness, and will always
have the same effect. Nothing can be more fallacious than this kind of argument. We may as well
assert that because a child has thrived upon milk, that it is never to have meat, or that the first twenty
years of our lives is to become a precedent for the next twenty. But even this is admitting more than
is true, for I answer roundly, that America would have flourished as much, and probably much more,
had no European power had any thing to do with her. The commerce, by which she hath enriched
herself are the necessaries of life, and will always have a market while eating is the custom of
Europe.

 But she has protected us, say some. That she has engrossed us is true, and defended the continent
at our expence as well as her own is admitted, and she would have defended Turkey from the same
motive, viz. the sake of trade and dominion.

 Alas, we have been long led away by ancient prejudices, and made large sacrifices to superstition.
We have boasted the protection of Great-Britain, without considering, that her motive was interest
not attachment; that she did not protect us from our enemies on our account, but from her enemies
on her own account, from those who had no quarrel with us on any other account, and who will
always be our enemies on the same account. Let Britain wave her pretensions to the continent, or
the continent throw off the dependance, and we should be at peace with France and Spain were
they at war with Britain. The miseries of Hanover last war ought to warn us against connexions.

 It has lately been asserted in parliament, that the colonies have no relation to each other but
through the parent country, i.e. that Pennsylvania and the Jerseys, and so on for the rest, are sister
colonies by the way of England; this is certainly a very round-about way of proving relationship, but
it is the nearest and only true way of proving enemyship, if I may so call it. France and Spain never
were, nor perhaps ever will be our enemies as Americans, but as our being the subjects of Great-
Britain.

 But Britain is the parent country, say some. Then the more shame upon her conduct. Even brutes
do not devour their young, nor savages make war upon their families; wherefore the assertion, if
true, turns to her reproach; but it happens not to be true, or only partly so, and the phrase parent or
mother country hath been jesuitically adopted by the king and his parasites, with a low papistical
design of gaining an unfair bias on the credulous weakness of our minds. Europe, and not England,
is the parent country of America. This new world hath been the asylum for the persecuted lovers of
civil and religious liberty from every part of Europe. Hither have they fled, not from the tender
embraces of the mother, but from the cruelty of the monster; and it is so far true of England, that the
same tyranny which drove the first emigrants from home, pursues their descendants still.
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In this extensive quarter of the globe, we forget the narrow limits of three hundred and sixty miles
(the extent of England) and carry our friendship on a larger scale; we claim brotherhood with every
European Christian, and triumph in the generosity of the sentiment.

 It is pleasant to observe by what regular gradations we surmount the force of local prejudice, as we
enlarge our acquaintance with the world. A man born in any town in England divided into parishes,
will naturally associate most with his fellow parishioners (because their interests in many cases will
be common) and distinguish him by the name of neighbour; if he meet him but a few miles from
home, he drops the narrow idea of a street, and salutes him by the name of townsman; if he travel
out of the county, and meet him in any other, he forgets the minor divisions of street and town, and
calls him countryman, i.e. county-man; but if in their foreign excursions they should associate in
France or any other part of Europe, their local remembrance would be enlarged into that of
Englishmen. And by a just parity of reasoning, all Europeans meeting in America, or any other
quarter of the globe, are countrymen; for England, Holland, Germany, or Sweden, when compared
with the whole, stand in the same places on the larger scale, which the divisions of street, town, and
county do on the smaller ones; distinctions too limited for continental minds. Not one third of the
inhabitants, even of this province, are of English descent. Wherefore I reprobate the phrase of
parent or mother country applied to England only, as being false, selfish, narrow and ungenerous.
 
But admitting, that we were all of English descent, what does it amount to? Nothing. Britain, being
now an open enemy, extinguishes every other name and title: And to say that reconciliation is our
duty, is truly farcical. The first king of England, of the present line (William the Conqueror) was a
Frenchman, and half the Peers of England are descendants from the same country; therefore, by the
same method of reasoning, England ought to be governed by France.

 Much hath been said of the united strength of Britain and the colonies, that in conjunction they
might bid defiance to the world. But this is mere presumption; the fate of war is uncertain, neither do
the expressions mean any thing; for this continent would never suffer itself to be drained of
inhabitants, to support the British arms in either Asia, Africa, or Europe.

 Besides what have we to do with setting the world at defiance? Our plan is commerce, and that,
well attended to, will secure us the peace and friendship of all Europe; because, it is the interest of
all Europe to have America a free port. Her trade will always be a protection, and her barrenness of
gold and silver secure her from invaders.

 I challenge the warmest advocate for reconciliation, to shew, a single advantage that this continent
can reap, by being connected with Great Britain. I repeat the challenge, not a single advantage is
derived. Our corn will fetch its price in any market in Europe, and our imported goods must be paid
for buy them where we will.

 But the injuries and disadvantages we sustain by that connection, are without number; and our
duty to mankind at large, as well as to ourselves, instruct us to renounce the alliance: 
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Because, any submission to, or dependance on Great-Britain, tends directly to involve this continent
in European wars and quarrels; and sets us at variance with nations, who would otherwise seek our
friendship, and against whom, we have neither anger nor complaint. As Europe is our market for
trade, we ought to form no partial connection with any part of it. It is the true interest of America to
steer clear of European contentions, which she never can do, while by her dependence on Britain,
she is made the make-weight in the scale of British politics.

 Europe is too thickly planted with kingdoms to be long at peace, and whenever a war breaks out
between England and any foreign power, the trade of America goes to ruin, because of her
connection with Britain. The next war may not turn out like the last, and should it not, the advocates
for reconciliation now will be wishing for separation then, because, neutrality in that case, would be
a safer convoy than a man of war. Every thing that is right or natural pleads for separation. The blood
of the slain, the weeping voice of nature cries, ’Tis time to part. Even the distance at which the
Almighty hath placed England and America, is a strong and natural proof, that the authority of the
one, over the other, was never the design of Heaven. The time likewise at which the continent was
discovered, adds weight to the argument, and the manner in which it was peopled encreases the
force of it. The reformation was preceded by the discovery of America, as if the Almighty graciously
meant to open a sanctuary to the persecuted in future years, when home should afford neither
friendship nor safety.

 The authority of Great-Britain over this continent, is a form of government, which sooner or later
must have an end: And a serious mind can draw no true pleasure by looking forward, under the
painful and positive conviction, that what he calls “the present constitution” is merely temporary. 
As parents, we can have no joy, knowing that this government is not sufficiently lasting to ensure
any thing which we may bequeath to posterity: And by a plain method of argument, as we are
running the next generation into debt, we ought to do the work of it, otherwise we use them meanly
and pitifully. In order to discover the line of our duty rightly, we should take our children in our hand,
and fix our station a few years farther into life; that eminence will present a prospect, which a few
present fears and prejudices conceal from our sight.

 Though I would carefully avoid giving unnecessary offence, yet I am inclined to believe, that all
those who espouse the doctrine of reconciliation, may be included within the following
descriptions. Interested men, who are not to be trusted; weak men, who cannot see; prejudiced
men, who will not see; and a certain set of moderate men, who think better of the European world
than it deserves; and this last class, by an ill-judged deliberation, will be the cause of more calamities
to this continent, than all the other three.

 It is the good fortune of many to live distant from the scene of sorrow; the evil is not sufficient
brought to their doors to make them feel the precariousness with which all American property is
possessed. But let our imaginations transport us for a few moments to Boston, that seat of
wretchedness will teach us wisdom, and instruct us for ever to renounce a power in whom we can
have no trust. The inhabitants of that unfortunate city, who but a few months ago were in ease and
affluence, have now, no other alternative than to stay and starve, or turn out to beg. 
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Endangered by the fire of their friends if they continue within the city, and plundered by the soldiery
if they leave it. In their present condition they are prisoners without the hope of redemption, and in a
general attack for their relief, they would be exposed to the fury of both armies.

 Men of passive tempers look somewhat lightly over the offences of Britain, and, still hoping for the
best, are apt to call out, “Come, come, we shall be friends again, for all this.” But examine the
passions and feelings of mankind, Bring the doctrine of reconciliation to the touchstone of nature,
and then tell me, whether you can hereafter love, honour, and faithfully serve the power that hath
carried fire and sword into your land? If you cannot do all these, then are you only deceiving
yourselves, and by your delay bringing ruin upon posterity. Your future connection with Britain,
whom you can neither love nor honour, will be forced and unnatural, and being formed only on the
plan of present convenience, will in a little time fall into a relapse more wretched than the first. But if
you say, you can still pass the violations over, then I ask, Hath your house been burnt? Hath your
property been destroyed before your face? Are your wife and children destitute of a bed to lie on, or
bread to live on? Have you lost a parent or a child by their hands, and yourself the ruined and
wretched survivor? If you have not, then are you not a judge of those who have. But if you have, and
still can shake hands with the murderers, then are you unworthy of the name of husband, father,
friend, or lover, and whatever may be your rank or title in life, you have the heart of a coward, and
the spirit of a sycophant.

 This is not inflaming or exaggerating matters, but trying them by those feelings and affections
which nature justifies, and without which, we should be incapable of discharging the social duties
of life, or enjoying the felicities of it. I mean not to exhibit horror for the purpose of provoking
revenge, but to awaken us from fatal and unmanly slumbers, that we may pursue determinately
some fixed object. It is not in the power of Britain or of Europe to conquer America, if she do not
conquer herself by delay and timidity. The present winter is worth an age if rightly employed, but if
lost or neglected, the whole continent will partake of the misfortune; and there is no punishment
which that man will not deserve, be he who, or what, or where he will, that may be the means of
sacrificing a season so precious and useful.

 It is repugnant to reason, to the universal order of things to all examples from former ages, to
suppose, that this continent can longer remain subject to any external power. The most sanguine in
Britain does not think so. The utmost stretch of human wisdom cannot, at this time, compass a plan
short of separation, which can promise the continent even a year’s security. Reconciliation is now a
fallacious dream. Nature hath deserted the connexion, and Art cannot supply her place. For, as
Milton wisely expresses, “never can true reconcilement grow where wounds of deadly hate have
pierced so deep.”

 Every quiet method for peace hath been ineffectual. Our prayers have been rejected with disdain;
and only tended to convince us, that nothing flatters vanity, or confirms obstinacy in Kings more
than repeated petitioning—and nothing hath contributed more than that very measure to make the
Kings of Europe absolute: Witness Denmark and Sweden. Wherefore, since nothing but blows will
do, for God’s sake, let us come to a final separation, and not leave the next generation to be cutting
throats, under the violated unmeaning names of parent and child.
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To say, they will never attempt it again is idle and visionary, we thought so at the repeal of the
stamp-act, yet a year or two undeceived us; as well may we suppose that nations, which have been
once defeated, will never renew the quarrel.

 As to government matters, it is not in the power of Britain to do this continent justice: The business
of it will soon be too weighty, and intricate, to be managed with any tolerable degree of
convenience, by a power, so distant from us, and so very ignorant of us; for if they cannot conquer
us, they cannot govern us. To be always running three or four thousand miles with a tale or a
petition, waiting four or five months for an answer, which when obtained requires five or six more to
explain it in, will in a few years be looked upon as folly and childishness—There was a time when it
was proper, and there is a proper time for it to cease.

 Small islands not capable of protecting themselves, are the proper objects for kingdoms to take
under their care; but there is something very absurd, in supposing a continent to be perpetually
governed by an island. In no instance hath nature made the satellite larger than its primary planet,
and as England and America, with respect to each other, reverses the common order of nature, it is
evident they belong to different systems: England to Europe, America to itself.

 I am not induced by motives of pride, party, or resentment to espouse the doctrine of separation
and independance; I am clearly, positively, and conscientiously persuaded that it is the true interest
of this continent to be so; that every thing short of that is mere patchwork, that it can afford no
lasting felicity,—that it is leaving the sword to our children, and shrinking back at a time, when, a
little more, a little farther, would have rendered this continent the glory of the earth.

 As Britain hath not manifested the least inclination towards a compromise, we may be assured that
no terms can be obtained worthy the acceptance of the continent, or any ways equal to the
expence of blood and treasure we have been already put to.

 The object, contended for, ought always to bear some just proportion to the expence. The removal
of North, or the whole detestable junto, is a matter unworthy the millions we have expended. A
temporary stoppage of trade, was an inconvenience, which would have sufficiently ballanced the
repeal of all the acts complained of, had such repeals been obtained; but if the whole continent
must take up arms, if every man must be a soldier, it is scarcely worth our while to fight against a
contemptible ministry only. Dearly, dearly, do we pay for the repeal of the acts, if that is all we fight
for; for in a just estimation, it is as great a folly to pay a Bunker-hill price for law, as for land. As I have
always considered the independancy of this continent, as an event, which sooner or later must
arrive, so from the late rapid progress of the continent to maturity, the event could not be far off.
Wherefore, on the breaking out of hostilities, it was not worth the while to have disputed a matter,
which time would have finally redressed, unless we meant to be in earnest; otherwise, it is like
wasting an estate on a suit at law, to regulate the trespasses of a tenant, whose lease is just expiring.
No man was a warmer wisher for reconciliation than myself, before the fatal nineteenth of April
1775, but the moment the event of that day was made known, I rejected the hardened, sullen
tempered Pharaoh of England for ever; and disdain the wretch, that with the pretended title of father 
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of his people can unfeelingly hear of their slaughter, and composedly sleep with their blood upon
his soul. But admitting that matters were now made up, what would be the event? I answer, the ruin
of the continent. And that for several reasons.

 First. The powers of governing still remaining in the hands of the king, he will have a negative over
the whole legislation of this continent. And as he hath shewn himself such an inveterate enemy to
liberty, and discovered such a thirst for arbitrary power; is he, or is he not, a proper man to say to
these colonies, “You shall make no laws but what I please.” And is there any inhabitant in America
so ignorant, as not to know, that according to what is called the present constitution, that this
continent can make no laws but what the king gives leave to; and is there any man so unwise, as not
to see, that (considering what has happened) he will suffer no law to be made here, but such as suit
his purpose. We may be as effectually enslaved by the want of laws in America, as by submitting to
laws made for us in England. After matters are made up (as it is called) can there be any doubt, but
the whole power of the crown will be exerted, to keep this continent as low and humble as
possible? Instead of going forward we shall go backward, or be perpetually quarrelling or
ridiculously petitioning.—We are already greater than the king wishes us to be, and will he not
hereafter endeavour to make us less? To bring the matter to one point. Is the power who is jealous
of our prosperity, a proper power to govern us? Whoever says No to this question is an
independant, for independancy means no more, than, whether we shall make our own laws, or
whether the king, the greatest enemy this continent hath, or can have, shall tell us “there shall be no
laws but such as I like.”

 But the king you will say has a negative in England; the people there can make no laws without his
consent. In point of right and good order, there is something very ridiculous, that a youth of twenty-
one (which hath often happened) shall say to several millions of people, older and wiser than
himself, I forbid this or that act of yours to be law. But in this place I decline this sort of reply, though I
will never cease to expose the absurdity of it, and only answer, that England being the King’s
residence, and America not so, makes quite another case. The king’s negative here is ten times
more dangerous and fatal than it can be in England, for there he will scarcely refuse his consent to a
bill for putting England into as strong a state of defence as possible, and in America he would never
suffer such a bill to be passed.

 America is only a secondary object in the system of British politics, England consults the good of
this country, no farther than it answers her own purpose. Wherefore, her own interest leads her to
suppress the growth of ours in every case which doth not promote her advantage, or in the least
interferes with it. A pretty state we should soon be in under such a second-hand government,
considering what has happened! Men do not change from enemies to friends by the alteration of a
name: And in order to shew that reconciliation now is a dangerous doctrine, I affirm, that it would be
policy in the king at this time, to repeal the acts for the sake of reinstating himself in the government
of the provinces; in order, that he may accomplish by craft and subtilty, in the long run, what he
cannot do by force and violence in the short one. Reconciliation and ruin are nearly related.
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Secondly. That as even the best terms, which we can expect to obtain, can amount to no more than
a temporary expedient, or a kind of government by guardianship, which can last no longer than till
the colonies come of age, so the general face and state of things, in the interim, will be unsettled
and unpromising. Emigrants of property will not choose to come to a country whose form of
government hangs but by a thread, and who is every day tottering on the brink of commotion and
disturbance; and numbers of the present inhabitants would lay hold of the interval, to dispense of
their effects, and quit the continent.

 But the most powerful of all arguments, is, that nothing but independance, i.e. a continental form of
government, can keep the peace of the continent and preserve it inviolate from civil wars. I dread
the event of a reconciliation with Britain now, as it is more than probable, that it will be followed by a
revolt somewhere or other, the consequences of which may be far more fatal than all the malice of
Britain.

 Thousands are already ruined by British barbarity; (thousands more will probably suffer the same
fate). Those men have other feelings than us who have nothing suffered. All they now possess is
liberty, what they before enjoyed is sacrificed to its service, and having nothing more to lose, they
disdain submission. Besides, the general temper of the colonies, towards a British government, will
be like that of a youth, who is nearly out of his time; they will care very little about her. And a
government which cannot preserve the peace, is no government at all, and in that case we pay our
money for nothing; and pray what is it that Britain can do, whose power will be wholly on paper,
should a civil tumult break out the very day after reconciliation? I have heard some men say, many
of whom I believe spoke without thinking, that they dreaded an independance, fearing that it would
produce civil wars. It is but seldom that our first thoughts are truly correct, and that is the case here;
for there are ten times more to dread from a patched up connexion than from independance. I make
the sufferers case my own, and I protest, that were I driven from house and home, my property
destroyed, and my circumstances ruined, that as man, sensible of injuries, I could never relish the
doctrine of reconciliation, or consider myself bound thereby.

 The colonies have manifested such a spirit of good order and obedience to continental
government, as is sufficient to make every reasonable person easy and happy on that head. No man
can assign the least pretence for his fears, on any other grounds, than such as are truly childish and
ridiculous, viz. that one colony will be striving for superiority over another.

 Where there are no distinctions there can be no superiority, perfect equality affords no temptation.
The republics of Europe are all (and we may say always) in peace. Holland and Swisserland are
without wars, foreign or domestic: Monarchical governments, it is true, are never long at rest; the
crown itself is a temptation to enterprizing ruffians at home; and that degree of pride and insolence
ever attendant on regal authority, swells into a rupture with foreign powers, in instances, where a
republican government, by being formed on more natural principles, would negociate the mistake.
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If there is any true cause of fear respecting independance, it is because no plan is yet laid down.
Men do not see their way out—Wherefore, as an opening into that business, I offer the following
hints; at the same time modestly affirming, that I have no other opinion of them myself, than that
they may be the means of giving rise to something better. Could the straggling thoughts of
individuals be collected, they would frequently form materials for wise and able men to improve into
useful matter.
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INTRODUCTION

During a remarkably severe winter, when a prodigious fall of snow confined everybody to their
habitations, who were happy enough to have one to shelter them from the inclemency of the
season, and were hot obliged by business to expose themselves to its rigour, I was on a visit to
Meadow Hall; where had assembled likewise a large party of young folk, who all seemed, by their
harmony and good humour, to strive who should the most contribute to render pleasant that
confinement which we were all equally obliged to share. Nor were those further advanced in life
less anxious to contribute to the general satisfaction and entertainment.

After the more serious employment of reading each morning was concluded, we danced, we sung,
we played at blind-man’s-buff, battledore and shuttlecock, and many other games equally diverting
and innocent; and when tired of them, drew our seats round the fire, while each one in turn told
some merry story to divert the company.

At last, after having related all that we could recollect worth reciting, and being rather at a loss what
to say next, a sprightly girl in company proposed that every one should relate the history of their
own lives; ‘and it must be strange indeed,’ added she, ‘if that will not help us out of this difficulty,
and furnish conversation for some days longer; and by that time, perhaps, the frost will break, the
snow will melt, and set us all at liberty. But let it break when it will, I make a law, that no one shall go
from Meadow Hall till they have told their own history: so take notice, ladies and gentlemen, take
notice, everybody, what you have to trust to. And because,’ continued she, ‘I will not be
unreasonable, and require more from you than you can perform, I will give all you who may perhaps
have forgotten what passed so many years ago, at the beginning of your lives, two days to recollect
and digest your story; by which time if you do not produce something pretty and entertaining, we
will never again admit you to dance or play among us.’

 All this she spoke with so good-humoured a smile, that every one was delighted with her, and
promised to do their best to acquit themselves to her satisfaction; whilst some (the length of whose
lives had not rendered them forgetful of the transactions which had passed) instantly began their
memoirs, as they called them: and really some related their narratives with such spirit and ingenuity,
that it quite distressed us older ones, lest we should disgrace ourselves when it should fall to our
turns to hold forth. However, we were all determined to produce something, as our fair directress
ordered. Accordingly, the next morning I took up my pen, to endeavour to draw up some kind of a
history, which might satisfy my companions in confinement. I took up my pen, it is true, and laid the
paper before me; but not one word toward my appointed task could I proceed. 

Excerpt from 
The Life and Perambulations of a Mouse 
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The various occurrences of my life were such as, far from affording entertainment, would, I was
certain, rather afflict; or, perhaps, not interesting enough for that, only stupefy, and render them
more weary of the continuation of the frost than they were before I began my narration.  Thus
circumstanced, therefore, although by myself, I broke silence by exclaiming, ‘What a task his this
sweet girl imposed upon me! One which I shall never be able to execute to my own satisfaction or
her amusement. The adventures of my life (though deeply interesting to myself) will be insipid and
unentertaining to others, especially to my young hearers: I cannot, therefore, attempt it.’—

‘Then write mine, which may be more diverting,’ said a little squeaking voice, which sounded as if
close to me. 

I started with surprise, not knowing any one to be near me; and looking round, could discover no
object from whom it could possibly proceed, when casting my eyes upon the ground, in a little hole
under the skirting-board, close by the fire, I discovered the head of a mouse peeping out. I arose
with a design to stop the hole with a cork, which happened to lie on the table by me; and I was
surprised to find that it did not run away, but suffered me to advance quite close, and then only
retreated a little into the hole, saying in the same voice as before, ‘Will you write my history?’ 

You may be sure that I was much surprised to be so addressed by such an animal; but, ashamed of
discovering any appearance of astonishment, lest the mouse should suppose it had frightened me, I
answered with the utmost composure, that I would write it willingly if it would dictate to me. 

‘Oh, that I will do,’ replied the mouse, ‘if you will not hurt me.’—

‘Not for the world,’ returned I; ‘come, therefore, and sit upon my table, that I may hear more distinctly
what you have to relate.’ It instantly accepted my invitation, and with all the nimbleness of its
species, ran up the side of my chair, and jumped upon my table; when, getting into a box of wafers,
it began as follows.

But, before I proceed to relate my new little companion’s history, I must beg leave to assure my
readers that, in earnest, I never heard a mouse speak in all my life; and only wrote the following
narrative as being far more entertaining, and not less instructive, than my own life would have been:
and as it met with the high approbation of those for whom it was written, I have sent it to Mr.
Marshall, for him to publish it, if he pleases, for the equal amusement of his little customers.

PART I.

Like all other newborn animals, whether of the human, or any other species, I can not pretend to
remember what passed during my infant days. The first circumstance I can recollect was my
mother’s addressing me and my three brothers, who all lay in the same nest, in the following words:-
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’I have, my children, with the greatest difficulty, and at the utmost hazard of my life, provided for you
all to the present moment; but the period is arrived, when I can no longer pursue that method:
snares and traps are everywhere set for me, nor shall I, without infinite danger, be able to procure
sustenance to support my own existence, much less can I find sufficient for you all; and, indeed,
with pleasure I behold it as no longer necessary, since you are of age now to provide and shift for
yourselves; and I doubt not but your agility will enable you to procure a very comfortable livelihood.
Only let me give you this one caution—never (whatever the temptation may be) appear often in the
same place; if you do, however you may flatter yourselves to the contrary, you will certainly at last be
destroyed.’ So saying, she stroked us all with her fore paw as a token of her affection, and then
hurried away, to conceal from us the emotions of her sorrow, at thus sending us into the wide world.

She was no sooner gone, than the thought of being our own directors so charmed our little hearts,
that we presently forgot our grief at parting from our kind parent; and, impatient to use our liberty,
we all set forward in search of some food, or rather some adventure, as our mother had left us
victuals more than sufficient to supply the wants of that day. With a great deal of difficulty, we
clambered up a high wall on the inside of a wainscot, till we reached the story above that we were
born in, where we found it much easier to run round within the skirting-board, than to ascend any
higher.

While we were there, our noses were delightfully regaled with the scent of the most delicate food
that we had ever smelt; we were anxious to procure a taste of it likewise, and after running round
and round the room a great many times, we at last discovered a little crack, through which we made
our entrance. My brother Longtail led the way; I followed; Softdown came next; but Brighteyes
would not be prevailed upon to venture. The apartment which we entered was spacious and
elegant; at least, differed so greatly from anything we had seen, that we imagined it the finest place
upon earth. It was covered all over with a carpet of various colours, that not only concealed some
bird-seeds which we came to devour, but also for some time prevented our being discovered; as we
were of much the same hue with many of the flowers on the carpet.

At last a little girl, who was at work in the room, by the side of her mamma, shrieked out as if violently
hurt. Her mamma begged to know the cause of her sudden alarm. Upon which she called out, ‘A
mouse! a mouse! I saw one under the chair!’

‘And if you did, my dear,’ replied her mother, ‘is that any reason for your behaving so ridiculously? If
there were twenty mice, what harm could they possibly do? You may easily hurt and destroy then;
but, poor little things! they cannot, if they would, hurt you.’

‘What, could they not bite me?’ inquired the child. 

‘They may, indeed, be able to do that; but you may be very sure that they have no such inclination,’
rejoined the mother. ‘A mouse is one of the most timorous things in the world; every noise alarms it:
and though it chiefly lives by plunder, it appears as if punished by its fears for the mischiefs which it
commits among our property. 
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It is therefore highly ridiculous to pretend to be alarmed at the sight of a creature that would run
from the sound of your voice, and wishes never to come near you, lest, as you are far more able, you
should also be disposed to hurt it.’

‘But I am sure, madam,’ replied the little girl, whose name I afterwards heard was Nancy, ‘they do not
always run away; for one day, as Miss Betsy Kite was looking among some things which she had in
her box, a mouse jumped out and ran up her frock sleeve—she felt it quite up on her arm.’ 

‘And what became of it then?’ inquired the mother. 

‘It jumped down again,’ replied Nancy, ‘and got into a little hole in the window-seat; and Betsy did
not see it again.’ 

‘Well, then, my dear,’ resumed the lady, ‘what harm did it do her? Is not that a convincing proof of
what I say, that you have no cause to be afraid of them, and that it is very silly to be so? It is certainly
foolish to be afraid of any thing, unless it threatens us with immediate danger; but to pretend to be
so at a mouse, and such like inoffensive things, is a degree of weakness that I can by no means
suffer any of my children to indulge.’ 

‘May I then, madam,’ inquired the child, ‘be afraid of cows and horses, and such great beasts as
those?’ 

‘Certainly not,’ answered her mother, ‘unless they are likely to hurt you. If a cow or an horse runs
after you, I would have you fear them so much as to get out of the way; but if they are quietly
walking or grazing in a field, then to fly from them, as if you thought they would eat you instead of
the grass, is most absurd, and discovers great want of sense. I once knew a young lady, who, I
believe, thought it looked pretty to be terrified at everything, and scream if dog or even a mouse
looked at her: but most severely was she punished for her folly, by several very disagreeable
accidents she by those means brought upon herself.

‘One day when she was drinking tea in a large company, on the door being opened, a small Italian
greyhound walked into the drawing-room. She happened to be seated near the mistress of the dog,
who was making tea: the dog, therefore, walked toward her, in order to be by his favourite; but,
upon his advancing near her, she suddenly jumped up, without considering what she was about,
overturned the water-urn, the hot iron of which rolling out, set fire to her clothes, which instantly
blazed up, being only muslin, and burnt her arms, face, and neck, most dreadfully: she was so much
hurt as to be obliged to be put immediately to bed; nor did she recover enough to go abroad for
many months. Now, though every one was sorry for her sufferings, who could possibly help blaming
her for her ridiculous behaviour, as it was entirely owing to her own folly that she was so hurt? When
she was talked to upon the subject, she pleaded for her excuse, that she was so frightened she did
not know what she did, nor whither she was going; but as she thought that the dog was coming to
her she could not help jumping up, to get out of his way. Now what ridiculous arguing was this! Why
could not she help it? And if the dog had really been going to her, what harm would it have done?
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 Could she suppose that the lady whose house she was at, would have suffered a beast to walk
about the house loose, and go into company, if he was apt to bite and hurt people? Or why should
she think he would more injure her, than those he had before passed by? But the real case was, she
did not think at all; if she had given herself time for that, she could not have acted so ridiculously.
Another time, when she was walking, from the same want of reflection, she very nearly drowned
herself. She was passing over a bridge, the outside rails of which were in some places broken down:
while she was there, some cows, which a man was driving, met her: immediately, without minding
whither she went, she shrieked out, and at the same time jumped on one side just where the rail
happened to be broken, and down she fell into the river; nor was it without the greatest difficulty
that she was taken out time enough to save her life. However, she caught a violent cold and fever,
and was again, by her own foolish fears, confined to her bed for some weeks. Another accident she
once met with, which though not quite so bad as the two former, yet might have been attended with
fatal consequences. She was sitting in a window, when a wasp happened to fly toward her; she
hastily drew back her head, and broke the pane of glass behind her, some of which stuck in her
neck. It bled prodigiously; but a surgeon happily being present, made some application to it, which
prevented its being followed by any other ill effects than only a few days weakness, occasioned by
the loss of blood. Many other misfortunes of the like kind she frequently experienced; but these
which I have now related may serve to convince you how extremely absurd it is for people to give
way to and indulge themselves in such groundless apprehensions, and, by being afraid when there
is no danger, subject themselves to real misfortunes and most fatal accidents. And if being afraid of
cows, dogs, and wasps (all of which, if they please, can certainly hurt us) is so ridiculous, what must
be the folly of those people who are terrified at a little silly mouse, which never was known to hurt
anybody?’

Here the conversation was interrupted by the entrance of some gentlemen and ladies; and we
having enjoyed a very fine repast under one of the chairs during the time that the mother and
daughter had held the above discourse, on the chairs being removed for some of the visitors to sit
upon, we thought it best to retire: highly pleased with our meal, and not less with the kind goodwill
which the lady had, we thought, expressed towards us. We related to our brother Brighteyes all that
had passed, and assured him he had no reason to apprehend any danger from venturing himself
with us. Accordingly he promised, if such was the case, that the next time we went and found it safe,
if we would return back and call him, he would certainly accompany us.

‘In the mean time, do pray, Nimble,’ said he, addressing himself to me, ‘come with me to some other
place, for I long to taste some more delicate food than our mother has provided for us: besides, as
perhaps it may be a long while before we shall be strong enough to bring anything away with us,
we had better leave that, in case we should ever be prevented from going abroad to seek for fresh
supplies.’ 

‘Very true,’ replied I; ‘what you say is quite just and wise, therefore I will with all my heart attend you
now, and see what we can find.’ So saying, we began to climb; but not without difficulty, for very
frequently the bits of mortar which we stepped upon gave way beneath our feet, and tumbled us
down together with them lower than when we first set off. 
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However, as we were very light, we were not much hurt by our falls; only indeed poor Brighteyes, by
endeavouring to save himself, caught by his nails on a rafter, and tore one of them from off his right
fore-foot, which was very sore and inconvenient. At length we surmounted all difficulties, and,
invited by a strong scent of plum-cake, entered a closet, where we found a fine large one, quite
whole and entire. We immediately set about making our way into it, which we easily effected, as it
was most deliciously nice, and not at all hard to our teeth.

Brighteyes, who had not before partaken of the bird-seed, was overjoyed at the sight. He almost
forgot the pain of his foot, and soon buried himself withinside the cake; whilst I, who had pretty well
satisfied my hunger before, only ate a few of the crumbs, and then went to take a survey of the
adjoining apartment. I crept softly under the door of the closet into a room, as large as that which I
had before been in, though not so elegantly furnished; for, instead of being covered with a carpet,
there was only a small one round the bed; and near the fire was a cradle, with a cleanly-looking
woman sitting by it, rocking it with her foot, whilst at the same time she was combing the head of a
little boy about four years old. In the middle of the room stood a table, covered with a great deal of
litter; and in one corner was the little girl whom I had before seen with her mamma, crying and
sobbing as if her heart would break. As I made not the least noise at my entrance, no one observed
me for some time; so creeping under one of the beds, I heard the following discourse:—

‘It does not signify, miss,’ said the woman, who I found was the children’s nurse, ‘I never will put up
with such behaviour: you know that I always do everything for you when you speak prettily; but to
be ordered to dress you in such a manner, is what I never will submit to: and you shall go undressed
all day before I will dress you, unless you ask me as you ought to do.’ Nancy made no reply, but only
continued crying. 

‘Aye! you may cry and sob as much as you please,’ said the nurse; ‘I do not care for that: I shall not
dress you for crying and roaring, but for being good and speaking with civility.’ Just as she said
these words, the door opened, and in came the lady whom I before saw, and whose name I
afterwards found was Artless. As soon as she entered, the nurse addressed her, saying, ‘Pray,
madam, is it by your desire that Miss Nancy behaves so rudely, and bids me dress her directly, and
change the buckles in her shoes, or else she will slap my face? Indeed she did give me a slap upon
my hand; so I told her, that I would not dress her at all; for really, madam, I thought you would not
wish me to do it, whilst she behaved so; and I took the liberty of putting her to stand in the corner.’ 

‘I do not think,’ replied Mrs. Artless, ‘that she deserves to stand in the room at all, or in the house
either, if she behaves in that manner: if she does not speak civilly when she wants to be assisted, let
her go without help, and see what will become of her then. I am quite ashamed of you, Nancy! I
could not have thought you would behave so; but since you have, I promise that you shall not be
dressed today, or have any assistance given you, unless you speak in a very different manner.’

Whilst Mrs. Artless was talking, nurse went out of the room. Mrs. Artless then took her seat by the
cradle, and looking into it, found the child awake, and I saw her take out a fine little girl, about five
months old: she then continued her discourse, saying, ‘Look here, Nancy, look at this little baby, see
how unable it is to help itself; were we to neglect attending to it, what do you think would become
of it?
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 Suppose I were now to put your sister upon the floor, and there leave her, tell me what do you think
she could do, or what would become of her?’ Nancy sobbed out, that she would die. 

‘And pray, my dear,’ continued Mrs. Artless, ‘if we were to leave you to yourself, what would become
of you? It is true, you talk and run about better than Polly: but not a bit better could you provide for,
or take care of yourself. Could you buy or dress your own victuals? could you light your own fire?
could you clean your own house, or open and shut the doors and windows? could you make your
own clothes, or even put them on without some assistance, when made? And who do you think will
do anything for you, if you are not good, and do not speak civilly? Not I, I promise you, neither shall
nurse, nor any of the servants; for though I pay them wages to help to do my business for me, I never
want them to do anything unless they are desired in a pretty manner. Should you like, if when I want
you to pick up my scissors, or do any little job, I were to say, “Pick up my scissors this moment, or I
will slap your face?” Should not you think that it sounded very cross and disagreeable?’ 

‘Yes, madam,’ replied Nancy. 

‘Then why,’ rejoined Mrs. Artless, ‘should you speak cross to anybody, particularly to servants and
poor people? for to behave so to them, is not only cross, but insolent and proud: it is as if you
thought that because they are rather poorer, they are not so good as yourself, whereas, I assure you,
poverty makes no difference in the merit of people; for those only are deserving of respect who are
truly good; and a beggar who is virtuous, is far better than a prince who is wicked.’

I was prevented from hearing any more of this very just discourse, by the little boy’s opening the
door and letting in a cat; which, though it was the first that I had ever seen in my life, I was certain
was the same destructive animal to our race, which I had frequently heard my mother describe. I
therefore made all possible haste back to the closet, and warning Brighteyes of our danger, we
instantly returned by the same way which we came, to our two brothers, whom we found waiting for
us, and wondering at our long absence. We related to them the dainty cheer which we had met
with, and agreed to conduct them thither in the evening. 

Accordingly, as soon as it grew towards dusk, we climbed up the wall, and all four together attacked
the plum-cake, which no one had touched since we left it; but scarcely had we all seated ourselves
round it, than on a sudden the closet-door opened, and a woman entered. Away we all scampered
as fast as possible, but poor Brighteyes, who could not move quite so fast on account of his sore toe,
and who likewise having advanced farther into the cake, was discovered before he could reach the
crack by which we entered. The woman, who had a knife in her hand, struck at him with it, at the
same time exclaiming, ‘Bless me, nurse, here is a mouse in the closet!’

Happily, she missed her aim, and he only received a small wound on the tip of his tail. This
interruption sadly alarmed us, and it was above an hour before we could have courage to venture
back, when finding everything quiet, except Mrs. Nurse’s singing to her child, we again crept out,
and once more surrounded the cake. We continued without any further alarm till we were perfectly
satisfied, and then retired to a little distance behind the wainscot, determined there to sleep, and to
breakfast on the cake the next day.
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Pride and Prejudice
by Jane Austen

Chapter VIII

        T five o’clock the two ladies retired to dress, and at half-past six Elizabeth was summoned to
dinner. To the civil inquiries which then poured in, and amongst which she had the pleasure of
distinguishing the much superior solicitude of Mr. Bingley, she could not make a very favourable
answer.

 Jane was by no means better. The sisters, on hearing this, repeated three or four times how much
they were grieved, how shocking it was to have a bad cold, and how excessively they disliked being
ill themselves; and then thought no more of the matter: and their indifference towards Jane, when
not immediately before them, restored Elizabeth to the enjoyment of all her original dislike.

 Their brother, indeed, was the only one of the party whom she could regard with any complacency.
His anxiety for Jane was evident, and his attentions to herself most pleasing; and they prevented her
feeling herself so much an intruder as she believed she was considered by the others. She had very
little notice from any but him. Miss Bingley was engrossed by Mr. Darcy, her sister scarcely less so;
and as for Mr. Hurst, by whom Elizabeth sat, he was an indolent man, who lived only to eat, drink,
and play at cards, who, when he found her prefer a plain dish to a ragout, had nothing to say to her.

 When dinner was over, she returned directly to Jane, and Miss Bingley began abusing her as soon
as she was out of the room. Her manners were pronounced to be very bad indeed,—a mixture of
pride and impertinence: she had no conversation, no style, no taste, no beauty. Mrs. Hurst thought
the same, and added,—

 “She has nothing, in short, to recommend her, but being an excellent walker. I shall never forget her
appearance this morning. She really looked almost wild.”

 “She did indeed, Louisa. I could hardly keep my countenance. Very nonsensical to come at all! Why
must she be scampering about the country, because her sister had a cold? Her hair so untidy, so
blowzy!”

 “Yes, and her petticoat; I hope you saw her petticoat, six inches deep in mud, I am absolutely
certain, and the gown which had been let down to hide it not doing its office.”

 “Your picture may be very exact, Louisa,” said Bingley; “but this was all lost upon me. I thought Miss
Elizabeth Bennet looked remarkably well when she came into the room this morning. Her dirty
petticoat quite escaped my notice.”
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“You observed it, Mr. Darcy, I am sure,” said Miss Bingley; “and I am inclined to think that you would
not wish to see your sister make such an exhibition.”

 “Certainly not.”

 “To walk three miles, or four miles, or five miles, or whatever it is, above her ancles in dirt, and alone,
quite alone! what could she mean by it? It seems to me to show an abominable sort of conceited
independence, a most country-town indifference to decorum.”

 “It shows an affection for her sister that is very pleasing,” said Bingley.

 “I am afraid, Mr. Darcy,” observed Miss Bingley, in a half whisper, “that this adventure has rather
affected your admiration of her fine eyes.”

 “Not at all,” he replied: “they were brightened by the exercise.” A short pause followed this speech,
and Mrs. Hurst began again,—

 “I have an excessive regard for Jane Bennet,—she is really a very sweet girl,—and I wish with all my
heart she were well settled. But with such a father and mother, and such low connections, I am
afraid there is no chance of it.”

 “I think I have heard you say that their uncle is an attorney in Meryton?”

 “Yes; and they have another, who lives somewhere near Cheapside.”

 “That is capital,” added her sister; and they both laughed heartily.

 “If they had uncles enough to fill all Cheapside,” cried Bingley, “it would not make them one jot less
agreeable.”

 “But it must very materially lessen their chance of marrying men of any consideration in the world,”
replied Darcy.

 To this speech Bingley made no answer; but his sisters gave it their hearty assent, and indulged
their mirth for some time at the expense of their dear friend’s vulgar relations.

 With a renewal of tenderness, however, they repaired to her room on leaving the dining-parlour,
and sat with her till summoned to coffee. She was still very poorly, and Elizabeth would not quit her
at all, till late in the evening, when she had the comfort of seeing her asleep, and when it appeared
to her rather right than pleasant that she should go down stairs herself. On entering the drawing-
room, she found the whole party at loo, and was immediately invited to join them; but suspecting
them to be playing high, she declined it, and making her sister the excuse, said she would amuse
herself, for the short time she could stay below, with a book. Mr. Hurst looked at her with
astonishment.
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 “Do you prefer reading to cards?” said he; “that is rather singular.”

 “Miss Eliza Bennet,” said Miss Bingley, “despises cards. She is a great reader, and has no pleasure in
anything else.”

 “I deserve neither such praise nor such censure,” cried Elizabeth; “I am not a great reader, and I
have pleasure in many things.”

 “In nursing your sister I am sure you have pleasure,” said Bingley; “and I hope it will soon be
increased by seeing her quite well.”

 Elizabeth thanked him from her heart, and then walked towards a table where a few books were
lying. He immediately offered to fetch her others; all that his library afforded.

 “And I wish my collection were larger for your benefit and my own credit; but I am an idle fellow;
and though I have not many, I have more than I ever looked into.”

 Elizabeth assured him that she could suit herself perfectly with those in the room.

 “I am astonished,” said Miss Bingley, “that my father should have left so small a collection of books.
What a delightful library you have at Pemberley, Mr. Darcy!”

 “It ought to be good,” he replied: “it has been the work of many generations.”

 “And then you have added so much to it yourself—you are always buying books.”

 “I cannot comprehend the neglect of a family library in such days as these.”

 “Neglect! I am sure you neglect nothing that can add to the beauties of that noble place. Charles,
when you build your house, I wish it may be half as delightful as Pemberley.”

 “I wish it may.”

 “But I would really advise you to make your purchase in that neighbourhood, and take Pemberley
for a kind of model. There is not a finer county in England than Derbyshire.”

 “With all my heart: I will buy Pemberley itself, if Darcy will sell it.”

 “I am talking of possibilities, Charles.”

 “Upon my word, Caroline, I should think it more possible to get Pemberley by purchase than by
imitation.”
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 Elizabeth was so much caught by what passed, as to leave her very little attention for her book; and,
soon laying it wholly aside, she drew near the card-table, and stationed herself between Mr. Bingley
and his eldest sister, to observe the game.

 “Is Miss Darcy much grown since the spring?” said Miss Bingley: “will she be as tall as I am?”

 “I think she will. She is now about Miss Elizabeth Bennet’s height, or rather taller.”

 “How I long to see her again! I never met with anybody who delighted me so much. Such a
countenance, such manners, and so extremely accomplished for her age! Her performance on the
pianoforte is exquisite.”

 “It is amazing to me,” said Bingley, “how young ladies can have patience to be so very
accomplished as they all are.”

 “All young ladies accomplished! My dear Charles, what do you mean?”

 “Yes, all of them, I think. They all paint tables, cover screens, and net purses. I scarcely know any
one who cannot do all this; and I am sure I never heard a young lady spoken of for the first time,
without being informed that she was very accomplished.”

 “Your list of the common extent of accomplishments,” said Darcy, “has too much truth. The word is
applied to many a woman who deserves it no otherwise than by netting a purse or covering a
screen; but I am very far from agreeing with you in your estimation of ladies in general. I cannot
boast of knowing more than half-a-dozen in the whole range of my acquaintance that are really
accomplished.”

 “Nor I, I am sure,” said Miss Bingley.

 “Then,” observed Elizabeth, “you must comprehend a great deal in your idea of an accomplished
woman.”

 “Yes; I do comprehend a great deal in it.”

 “Oh, certainly,” cried his faithful assistant, “no one can be really esteemed accomplished who does
not greatly surpass what is usually met with. A woman must have a thorough knowledge of music,
singing, drawing, dancing, and the modern languages, to deserve the word; and, besides all this,
she must possess a certain something in her air and manner of walking, the tone of her voice, her
address and expressions, or the word will be but half deserved.”

 “All this she must possess,” added Darcy; “and to all she must yet add something more substantial
in the improvement of her mind by extensive reading.”
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 “I am no longer surprised at your knowing only six accomplished women. I rather wonder now at
your knowing any.”

 “Are you so severe upon your own sex as to doubt the possibility of all this?”

 “I never saw such a woman. I never saw such capacity, and taste, and application, and elegance, as
you describe, united.”

 Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley both cried out against the injustice of her implied doubt, and were both
protesting that they knew many women who answered this description, when Mr. Hurst called them
to order, with bitter complaints of their inattention to what was going forward. As all conversation
was thereby at an end, Elizabeth soon afterwards left the room.

 “Eliza Bennet,” said Miss Bingley, when the door was closed on her, “is one of those young ladies
who seek to recommend themselves to the other sex by undervaluing their own; and with many
men, I daresay, it succeeds; but, in my opinion, it is a paltry device, a very mean art.”

 “Undoubtedly,” replied Darcy, to whom this remark was chiefly addressed, “there is meanness in all
the arts which ladies sometimes condescend to employ for captivation. Whatever bears affinity to
cunning is despicable.”

 Miss Bingley was not so entirely satisfied with this reply as to continue the subject.

 Elizabeth joined them again only to say that her sister was worse, and that she could not leave her.
Bingley urged Mr. Jones’s being sent for immediately; while his sisters, convinced that no country
advice could be of any service, recommended an express to town for one of the most eminent
physicians. This she would not hear of; but she was not so unwilling to comply with their brother’s
proposal; and it was settled that Mr. Jones should be sent for early in the morning, if Miss Bennet
were not decidedly better. Bingley was quite uncomfortable; his sisters declared that they were
miserable. They solaced their wretchedness, however, by duets after supper; while he could find no
better relief to his feelings than by giving his housekeeper directions that every possible attention
might be paid to the sick lady and her sister.

144



145

"Go, paltry insect, refuse of the earth!"
Thus said the Lion to the Gnat one day.
The Gnat held the Beast King as little worth;
Immediate war declared—no joke, I say.
"Think you I care for Royal name?
I care no button for your fame;
An ox is stronger far than you,
Yet oxen often I pursue."
This said; in anger, fretful, fast,
He blew his loudest trumpet blast,
And charged upon the Royal Nero,
Himself a trumpet and a hero.
The time for vengeance came;
The Gnat was not to blame.
Upon the Lion's neck he settled, glad
To make the Lion raving mad;
The monarch foams: his flashing eye
Rolls wild. Before his roaring fly
All lesser creatures; close they hide
To shun his cruelty and pride:
And all this terror at
The bite of one small Gnat,
Who changes every moment his attack,
First on the mouth, next on the back;
Then in the very caverns of the nose,
Gives no repose.
The foe invisible laughed out,
To see a Lion put to rout;
Yet clearly saw
That tooth nor claw
Could blood from such a pigmy draw.

The Lion and the Gnat 
from the Fables of La Fontaine

by Jean de La Fontaine

The helpless Lion tore his hide,
And lashed with furious tail his side;
Lastly, quite worn, and almost spent,
Gave up his furious intent.
With glory crowned, the Gnat the battle-ground
Leaves, his victorious trump to sound,
As he had blown the battle charge before,
Still one blast for the conquest more.
He flies now here, now there,
To tell it everywhere.
Alas! it so fell out he met
A spider's ambuscaded net,
And perished, eaten in mid-air.

What may we learn by this? why, two things, then:
First, that, of enemies, the smaller men
Should most be dreaded; also, secondly,
That passing through great dangers there may be
Still pitfalls waiting for us, though too small to see.
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Once upon a time, there was a sweet little girl, who was loved by every one who looked at her, and
most of all by her Grandmother. There was nothing that she would not have given the child!

 Once she gave her a little cap of red velvet, which suited her so well that she would not wear
anything else. So she was always called Little Red-Cap.

 One day, her Mother said to her, “Come, Little Red-Cap, here is a piece of cake and a bottle of wine.
Take them to your Grandmother. She is ill and weak, and they will do her good. Set out before it gets
hot. Walk nicely and quietly. Do not run off the path, or you may fall and break the bottle; then your
Grandmother will get nothing! When you go into her room, don’t forget to say ‘Good morning,’ and
don’t stop to peep into every corner, before you do it.”

 “I’ll take great care,” said Little Red-Cap to her Mother, and gave her hand on it.

 The Grandmother lived in the wood, half an hour’s distance from the village, and just as Little Red-
Cap entered the wood, a Wolf met her. Red-Cap did not know what a wicked creature he was, and
was not at all afraid of him.

 “Good-day, Little Red-Cap,” said he.

 “Thank you kindly, Wolf.”

 “Whither away so early, Little Red-Cap?”

 “To my Grandmother’s.”

 “What have you got in your apron?”

Little Red Cap
Grimm’s Fairy Tales

by the Brothers Grimm
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“Cake and wine. Yesterday was baking-day, so poor sick Grandmother is to have something good,
to make her stronger.”

 “Where does your Grandmother live, Little Red-Cap?”

 “A good quarter of an hour farther on in the wood. Her house stands under the three large oak-
trees; the nut-trees are just below. You surely must know it,” replied Little Red-Cap.

 The Wolf thought to himself, “What a tender young creature! what a nice plump mouthful—she will
be better to eat than the old woman. I must act craftily, so as to catch both.”

 He walked for a short time by the side of Little Red-Cap, and then he said, “See, Little Red-Cap, how
pretty the flowers are about here—why do you not look round? I believe, too, that you do not hear
how sweetly the little birds are singing. You walk gravely along as if you were going to school, while
everything else in the wood is merry.”

 Little Red-Cap raised her eyes, and when she saw the sunbeams dancing here and there through
the trees, and pretty flowers growing everywhere, she thought, “Suppose I take Grandmother a fresh
nosegay. That would please her too. It is so early in the day that I shall still get there in good time.”

 And so she ran from the path into the wood to look for flowers. And whenever she had picked one,
she fancied that she saw a still prettier one farther on, and ran after it, and thus got deeper and
deeper into the wood.

 Meanwhile, the Wolf ran straight to the Grandmother’s house and knocked at the door.

 “Who is there?”

 “Little Red-Cap,” replied the Wolf. “She is bringing cake and wine. Open the door.”

 “Lift the latch,” called out the Grandmother, “I am too weak, and cannot get up.”

 The Wolf lifted the latch, the door flew open, and without saying a word he went straight to the
Grandmother’s bed, and devoured her. Then he put on her clothes, dressed himself in her cap, laid
himself in bed, and drew the curtains.

 Little Red-Cap, however, had been running about picking flowers. When she had gathered so many
that she could carry no more, she remembered her Grandmother, and set out on the way to her.

 She was surprised to find the cottage-door standing open. And when she went into the room, she
had such a strange feeling, that she said to herself, “Oh dear! how uneasy I feel to-day, and at other
times I like being with Grandmother so much.”
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 She called out, “Good morning,” but received no answer. So she went to the bed and drew back the
curtains. There lay her Grandmother with her cap pulled far over her face, and looking very strange.

 “Oh! Grandmother,” she said, “what big ears you have!”

 “The better to hear you with, my Child,” was the reply.

 “But, Grandmother, what big eyes you have!” she said.

 “The better to see you with, my dear.”

 “But, Grandmother, what large hands you have!”

 “The better to hug you with.”

 “Oh! but Grandmother, what a terrible big mouth you have!”

 “The better to eat you with!” And scarcely had the Wolf said this, than with one bound he was out of
bed and swallowed up Red-Cap.

 When the Wolf had satisfied his appetite, he lay down again in the bed, fell asleep and began to
snore very loud. The huntsman was just passing the house, and thought to himself, “How the old
woman is snoring! I must just see if she wants anything.”

 So he went into the room, and when he came to the bed, he saw the Wolf lying in it. “Do I find thee
here, thou old sinner!” said he. “I have long sought thee!”

 Then just as he was going to fire at him, it occurred to him that the Wolf might have devoured the
grandmother, and that she might still be saved. So he did not fire, but took a pair of scissors, and
began to cut open the stomach of the sleeping Wolf.

 When he had made two snips, he saw the little Red-Cap shining, and then he made two snips more,
and the little girl sprang out, crying, “Ah, how frightened I have been! How dark it was inside the
Wolf!”

 And after that the aged grandmother came out alive also, but scarcely able to breathe.

 Red-Cap then quickly fetched great stones with which they filled the Wolf’s body. And when he
awoke, he wanted to run away, but the stones were so heavy that he tumbled down at once, and fell
dead.
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Then all three were delighted. The huntsman drew off the Wolf’s skin and went home with it. The
grandmother ate the cake and drank the wine which Red-Cap had brought, and grew strong again.

 But Red-Cap thought to herself, “As long as I live, I will never leave the path to run into the wood,
when my mother has forbidden me to do so.”



Chapter I. “How and about Little Margery and her Brother”

Care and Discontent shortened the Days of Little Margery's Father.--He was forced from his Family,
and seized with a violent Fever in a Place where Dr. James's Powder was not to be had, and where
he died miserably. Margery's poor Mother survived the Loss of her Husband but a few Days, and
died of a broken Heart, leaving Margery and her little Brother to the wide World; but, poor Woman, it
would have melted your Heart to have seen how frequently she heaved up her Head, while she lay
speechless, to survey with languishing Looks her little Orphans, as much as to say, Do Tommy, do
Margery, come with me. They cried, poor Things, and she sighed away her Soul; and I hope is
happy.

It would both have excited your Pity, and have done your Heart good, to have seen how fond these
two little ones were of each other, and how, Hand in Hand, they trotted about. Pray see them.
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The Renowned History of 
Goody Two-Shoes

by Anonymous



They were both very ragged, and Tommy had two Shoes, but Margery had but one. They had
nothing, poor Things, to support them (not being in their own Parish) but what they picked from the
Hedges, or got from the poor People, and they lay every Night in a Barn. Their Relations took no
Notice of them; no, they were rich, and ashamed to own such a poor little ragged Girl as Margery,
and such a dirty little curl-pated Boy as Tommy. Our Relations and Friends seldom take Notice of us
when we are poor; but as we grow rich they grow fond. And this will always be the Case, while
People love Money better than Virtue, or better than they do GOD Almighty. But such wicked Folks,
who love nothing but Money, and are proud and despise the Poor, never come to any good in the
End, as we shall see by and by.

Chapter II. “How and About Mr. Smith
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Mr. Smith was a very worthy Clergyman, who lived in the Parish where Little Margery and Tommy
were born; and having a Relation come to see him, who was a charitable good Man, he sent for
these Children to him. The Gentleman ordered Little Margery a new Pair of Shoes, gave Mr. Smith
some Money to buy her Cloathes; and said, he would take Tommy and make him a little Sailor; and
accordingly had a Jacket and Trowsers made for him, in which he now appears. Pray look at him.
After some Days the Gentleman intended to go to London, and take little Tommy with him, of whom
you will know more by and by, for we shall at a proper Time present you with some Part of his
History, his Travels and Adventures.

The Parting between these two little Children was very affecting, Tommy cried, and Margery cried,
and they kissed each other an hundred Times. At last Tommy thus wiped off her Tears with the End
of his Jacket, and bid her cry no more, for that he would come to her again, when he returned from
Sea. However, as they were so very fond, the Gentleman would not suffer them to take Leave of
each other; but told Tommy he should ride out with him, and come back at Night. When night came,
Little Margery grew very uneasy about her Brother, and after sitting up as late as Mr. Smith would let
her, she went crying to Bed.



Chapter III. “How Little Margery obtained the Name of
Goody Two-Shoes, and what happened in the Parish”

in her two Shoes. She ran out to Mrs. Smith as soon as they were put on, and stroking down her
ragged Apron thus, cried out, Two Shoes, Mame, see two Shoes. And so she behaved to all the
People she met, and by that Means obtained the Name of Goody Two-Shoes, though her Playmates
called her Old Goody Two-Shoes.

Little Margery was very happy in being with Mr. and Mrs. Smith, who were very charitable and good
to her, and had agreed to breed her up with their Family; but as soon as that Tyrant of the Parish,
that Graspall, heard of her being there, he applied first to Mr. Smith, and threatened to reduce his
Tythes if he kept her; and after that he spoke to Sir Timothy, who sent Mr. Smith a peremptory
Message by his Servant, that he should send back Meanwell's Girl to be kept by her Relations, and
not harbour her in the Parish. This so distressed Mr. Smith that he shed Tears, and cried, Lord have
Mercy on the Poor!

The Prayers of the Righteous fly upwards, and reach unto the Throne of Heaven, as will be seen in
the Sequel.

Mrs. Smith was also greatly concerned at being thus obliged to discard poor Little Margery. She
kissed her and cried; as also did Mr. Smith, but they were obliged to send her away; for the People
who had ruined her Father could at any Time have ruined them.
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As soon as Little Margery got up in the Morning, which was very
early, she ran all round the Village, crying for her Brother; and after

some Time returned greatly distressed. However, at this Instant,
the Shoemaker very opportunely came in with the new Shoes, for

which she had been measured by the Gentleman's Order.

Nothing could have supported Little Margery under the Affliction
she was in for the Loss of her Brother, but the Pleasure she took



Chapter IV. “How Little Margery learned to read,
and by Degrees taught others”

Little Margery saw how good, and how wise Mr. Smith was, and concluded, that this was owing to
his great Learning, therefore she wanted of all Things to learn to read. For this Purpose she used to
meet the little Boys and Girls as they came from School, borrow their Books, and sit down and read
till they returned;

By this Means she soon got more Learning than any of her Playmates, and laid the following
Scheme for instructing those who were more ignorant than herself. She found, that only the
following Letters were required to spell all the Words in the World; but as some of these Letters are
large and some small, she with her Knife cut out of several Pieces of Wood ten Setts of each of these:

a  b  c  d  e  f  g  h  i  j  k  l  m  n  o
p  q  r  (s)  s  t  u  v  w  x  y  z.

And six Setts of these:

A  B  C  D  E  F  G  H  I  K  L  M  N  O
P  Q  R  S  T  U  V  W  X  Y  Z.

And having got an old Spelling-Book, she made her Companions set up all the Words they wanted
to spell, and after that she taught them to compose Sentences. You know what a Sentence is, my
Dear, I will be good, is a Sentence; and is made up, as you see, of several Words.

The usual Manner of Spelling, or carrying on the Game, as they called it, was this: Suppose the Word
to be spelt was Plumb Pudding (and who can suppose a better) the Children were placed in a Circle,
and the first brought the Letter P, the next l, the next u, the next m, and so on till the Whole was spelt;
and if any one brought a wrong Letter, he was to pay a Fine, or play no more. This was at their Play;
and every Morning she used to go round to teach the Children with these Rattle-traps in a Basket, as
you see in the Print.
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I once went her Rounds with her, and was highly diverted, as you may be, if you please to look into
the next Chapter.
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For our Plutarch selection, we have chosen the chapter "Tully,"
a study of Cicero from The Children's Plutarch: Stories of the
Romans, and included it on the following pages. The book may
also be purchased on Amazon. 

If your children are 6th grade or older, we recommend
spending a full 12-week term studying Cicero 
with the edited (for length and content) study guide from
Ambleside here:

https://amblesideonline.org/plutarch-cicero

You can also purchase the guide by Anne White on Amazon.
(This is in place of The Children's Plutarch, not in addition to.)

Plutarch Selection
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https://amblesideonline.org/plutarch-cicero


Tully
The Children's Plutarch: Tales of the Romans, 

by F.J. Gould

"YOU ought to change your name.”

“My name is not a bad one!”

“No, but it is an odd one. Who would like to be called ‘Vetch’? Vetch is food for cattle.”

“Well,” replied the man whose name was Vetch, “I will make my name glorious in the history of
Rome, though it has a common sound.”

In Latin the word for “vetch” is Cicero (Sis-er-o). It was the Roman Cicero, 106-43 B.C., who thus
resolved to give glory to his strange name.

For a short time young Cicero had served in the army of Sulla, the Red General. He was not fitted for
war. His form was slender, his stomach delicate. He attended the schools where grammar was
taught, and also the art of speaking clearly so as to win the attention of listeners. This beautiful art is
called elocution. It is the art of the actor and the orator.

Cicero's tongue charmed the Roman people. He was chosen first to one office, then another, and
another, until he became consul. At that time a nobleman named Catiline, who had a fierce and
reckless temper, collected twenty thousand men, and hoped to destroy the senate and set up a new
government in Rome.

The Romans held a merry festival in the month of December, just as we keep Christmas. Some of
Catiline's friends had formed a plot to set fire to Rome during the holiday-making. A hundred fellows
had agreed each to take his station at a certain part of the city, and apply a torch to some wooden
building, and so start a hundred blazes at once. And when the streets roared with red flame, and folk
ran here and there in fear, the friends of Catiline would clash their arms, and cry aloud that a new
power had risen in Rome, and there would be new governors over the vast empire from Spain to
Asia.

But Cicero, the consul, was aware of the horrid plan. His spies brought word of all that went on in
dark meeting-places. Five leaders were arrested, and a pile of javelins, swords, and daggers was
found in a house, and seized in the name of the senate.

What should be done with the five conspirators? The senators met to consider. Nearly all judged
that the plotters ought to die. Young Julius Cæsar rose and said:
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“No, let us be merciful. Send these men out of Rome. Keep them prisoners, but spare their lives.”

In his own heart he felt that Rome really did need new governors, though he did not think Catiline
was the right man. The rich patrician families were no longer able to hold the mastery over the
Roman world.

But Cicero was not of Caesar's mind. He had the five rebels brought out, and taken through crowds
of people in the Holy Road (Via Sacra) and the forum, and so to the gloomy prison; and there all died
at the hands of the executioner. It was now evening, and, as Cicero walked homeward with his
lictors, the citizens ran at his side, shouting:

“Tully! Tully! The savior of Rome! The second founder of Rome!”

His full name, you must know, was Marcus Tullius Cicero, and he is often called Tully.

As the darkness deepened lamps and torches were fixed over doorways in all the streets. Many
women went to the roofs of the houses and waved lights. Thus Rome was grandly illumined by the
lamps of the people, instead of by the fires of Catiline.

The feelings of the citizens of Rome and the folk of Italy were like the ebb and flow of the sea, first
rolling this way and then that—first for Cicero, then against him; then for Pompey, then for Cæsar. It
was a time of change—a time of war and rumors of war. Cicero was banished from Rome for more
than a year, and his houses were burned to the ground. He dwelt in Greece, but kept looking back to
Italy with sadness and love. With much joy the people acclaimed him on his return; and, as a mark of
honor, he was made governor of the mountainous land of Cilicia, in Asia Minor. And in that business
he did right well. He made peace with the foes of Rome by wise dealings and without the spilling of
blood. And he behaved justly toward the people of Cilicia. Unlike some other governors, he did not
wish to tax the folk for his own gain. The feasts which he gave were paid for out of his own purse. He
kept up no vain show. No pompous footman stood at his gates to warn away the citizens who
desired to see him; and he rose betimes in the morning, and was ready to speak with all who called
at his house. Nor did he put any Cilicians to shame by causing them to be beaten with rods, or to
have their clothes rent as a mark of his anger. Thus, when he left that province to go back to Italy,
the people were sorry to say farewell.

You know there was a war between Cæsar and Pompey. It was a conflict of lions. But Cicero was no
lion. He scarce knew which side to take.

“Shall I join Pompey?” he said to himself. “He is the better man. But Cæsar is a more clever
statesman, and perhaps he will win.”

So Tully chose the side of Pompey; and when Pompey was beaten, and soon afterward killed on the
shore of Egypt, Cicero made his way back to Italy. Cæsar rode on horseback to meet him, and when
he saw him, dismounted and ran to him, and embraced him, and talked to him as a friend.
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But Cæsar was slain at the foot of Pompey's statue; and now what was to happen to Cicero?

Three men became three masters over Rome—Augustus, Antony, and Lepidus. Each had strong
enemies, and they agreed to slay each other's enemies, and so rule in peace. Each wrote out a list of
two hundred men whom he wished put to death. On one of their lists was the name of Tullius
Cicero.

The dire news reached him that he was doomed, or “proscribed.” At once he ordered his slaves to
carry him in a travelling-chair, or litter, to the sea. He hastened on board. A fair wind blew. Soon he
changed his mind, and ordered that the galley should make for the land. Then he walked with his
little company of attendants some twelve or thirteen miles toward Rome, as if he hoped to see
Augustus and touch his heart to pity. Again he changed his mind, and embarked on a ship, bidding
the sailors voyage with all speed to a point of the coast where he had a beautiful villa. A flight of
crows wheeled round the vessel, dismally croaking. When Tully was carried into the villa, and laid
upon a couch, hoping to rest, the crows flew about the house, still cawing.

“This is a bad omen,” whispered the slaves. “It bodes evil to our master.”

They approached him as he lay on the couch.

“We fear this dreadful omen of the birds,” they said. “We beg you to leave this ill-omened dwelling.”
They placed him in the litter, and carried him toward the sea.

A band of soldiers had arrived, and were on the watch to take his life. They came to the house, and
heard that he had escaped by the glade which ran through a thick wood. The soldiers ran round
another way, and waited at the end of the woodland path.

After a time they saw the litter advancing through the shade of the tall trees. Cicero caught sight of
the men in ambush. He knew his hour was come. Silently he put his head out of the litter. The
centurion, or captain of the band, beheaded him with a stroke of the sword.

Cicero wrote noble books.

One was on Friendship. A second was on Old Age. A third was on Duties.

He was a Roman, but his thoughts went over the world, and he said to himself that all the people in it
were citizens of one earth. And so, in his writings, he speaks of men as “citizens of the world.”
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In this session, we have included mini biographies of twelve
key thinkers of the Age of Enlightenment. 

For history, your students will read chapters 44-55 of The Story
of Mankind (TSOM). This book is linked for free on our site. For
a well-rounded overview of the Enlightenment, we also recom-
mend George Washington’s World, by Genevieve Foster.  Here
is a free version, and here is a link to Amazon to purchase your
own copy. 

For geography, we have also included two maps for you to
study and use for map drills:

"Europe, 1700s" 
"The Thirteen Colonies, 1775" (This map is provided by
TheCollector.com).

History & Geography
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History & Geography

"Think for yourself and let others enjoy the privilege of
doing so too."

~ Voltaire

https://archive.org/details/georgewashingto00fost
https://amzn.to/4bAEIUJ


John Locke (1632–1704) was an English philosopher
whose ideas laid much of the groundwork for Enlight-
enment thought. Living during a time of political
upheaval in England, he developed theories about
government, human nature, and knowledge that
would shape modern democracy. Locke argued that
all people are born with natural rights—life, liberty, and
property—and that governments are formed to protect
these rights. If a government fails to do so, the people
have the right to change or replace it.

In addition to his political ideas, Locke contributed to
philosophy through his theory of the mind. He
believed that the human mind begins as a “blank
slate,” or tabula rasa, and that knowledge comes
through experience. This emphasis on observation
and learning influenced both education and scientific
thinking during the Enlightenment.

“The end of the law is not to abolish or restrain, but to
preserve and enlarge freedom.”

12 Key Thinkers of the Enlightenment
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Jean-Jacques Rousseau (1712–1778), born in
Geneva (modern-day Switzerland) but active in
France, was a philosopher who explored the tension
between individual freedom and society. He believed
that humans are naturally good but are corrupted by
social institutions and inequalities. His work chal-
lenged the idea that civilization always leads to
improvement.

In The Social Contract, Rousseau argued that legiti-
mate political authority comes from the “general will”
of the people. He believed that laws should reflect the
collective good rather than the interests of a ruler. His
ideas had a strong influence on the French Revolution
and continue to shape political philosophy today.

“Man is born free, and everywhere he is in chains.”



Montesquieu (1689–1755) was a French thinker best
known for his analysis of political systems. In The Spirit
of the Laws, he studied governments across history
and argued that power should be divided into sepa-
rate branches to prevent tyranny. This concept, known
as the separation of powers, became a foundational
principle in many modern constitutions.

He believed that laws should reflect the culture and
circumstances of a society, rather than being imposed
in a rigid or universal way. His work emphasized
balance, moderation, and the careful structuring of
authority.

“To become truly great, one has to stand with people,
not above them.”
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Voltaire (1694–1778), born François-Marie Arouet,
was one of the most famous writers from the Age of
Enlightenment. A French philosopher, playwright, and
satirist, he used his sharp wit to criticize injustice,
religious intolerance, and abuses of power. He
strongly defended freedom of speech and the right to
question authority.

Through works like Candide, Voltaire exposed the
flaws of blind optimism and encouraged critical
thinking. He believed that reason and open discussion
were essential for improving society and protecting
individual freedoms.
 
“Judge a man by his questions rather than by his
answers.”



Denis Diderot (1713–1784) was a French philosopher
and writer who played a central role in one of the
Enlightenment’s most ambitious projects: the
Encyclopédie. As its chief editor, he helped gather and
organize knowledge from many fields, making it
accessible to a wider audience.

Diderot believed that knowledge should not be limited
to the elite but shared openly to promote progress. His
work reflected the Enlightenment confidence that
education and information could improve society and
empower individuals to think for themselves.
 
“Man will never be free until the last king is strangled
with the entrails of the last priest.”
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Immanuel Kant (1724–1804) was a German
philosopher who defined the Enlightenment as
humanity’s emergence from self-imposed immaturity.
He argued that people must have the courage to think
independently rather than rely on tradition or
authority.

Kant’s philosophy focused on reason, morality, and the
limits of human knowledge. He believed that
individuals have a duty to act according to moral
principles that can be universally applied. His work
helped shape modern ethics and philosophy.
 
“Dare to know! Have courage to use your own reason.”



Adam Smith (1723–1790) was a Scottish thinker and
economist whose work laid the foundation for modern
economics. In The Wealth of Nations, he explained
how markets function through supply, demand, and
individual self-interest.

Smith believed that when people pursue their own
economic interests within a system of freedom, it can
lead to overall prosperity. He introduced the idea of
the “invisible hand,” suggesting that individual actions
can unintentionally benefit society as a whole.
 
“It is not from the benevolence of the butcher… that we
expect our dinner, but from their regard to their own
interest.”
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Thomas Hobbes (1588–1679) was an English
philosopher whose ideas influenced later
Enlightenment thinkers. Writing during the English
Civil War, he believed that without government,
human life would be chaotic and dangerous.

In Leviathan, Hobbes argued that people give up some
of their freedom to a strong authority in exchange for
security and order. His view of human nature was more
pessimistic than that of Locke or Rousseau, but it
sparked important debates about the purpose of
government.
 
“The life of man [is] solitary, poor, nasty, brutish, and
short.”



Mary Wollstonecraft (1759–1797) was an English
writer and one of the earliest advocates for women’s
rights. In A Vindication of the Rights of Woman, she
argued that women are rational beings who deserve
education and opportunities equal to men.

Her work expanded Enlightenment ideas of reason
and equality to include women, challenging long-
standing social and cultural norms. She believed that
society would improve if women were allowed to
develop their minds and contribute fully.
 
“I do not wish [women] to have power over men; but
over themselves.”
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Isaac Newton (1643–1727) was an English scientist
whose discoveries transformed humanity’s
understanding of the natural world. His laws of motion
and gravity showed that the universe operates
according to consistent, discoverable principles.

Newton’s work gave strong support to the Enlighten-
ment belief that nature is orderly and can be under-
stood through observation and reason. His influence
extended beyond science, shaping how people
thought about knowledge and the structure of the
universe.
 
“If I have seen further it is by standing on the shoulders
of giants.”



Benjamin Franklin (1706–1790) was one of the most
influential figures of the Enlightenment in America.
Born in Boston, he was largely self-educated and
became a successful printer, writer, scientist, and
inventor. Franklin was deeply curious about the
natural world and is best known for his experiments
with electricity, including his famous kite experiment.
He believed strongly in the power of reason,
observation, and practical knowledge to improve
everyday life.

In addition to his scientific work, Franklin played a key
role in public life. He helped shape early American
society through his writing, diplomacy, and civic
involvement, contributing to important documents
and institutions. His writings, including Poor Richard’s
Almanack, offered practical wisdom about hard work,
discipline, and character. Franklin’s life reflects the
Enlightenment ideal of a well-rounded individual who
uses knowledge, creativity, and reason to better both
himself and society.

 “An investment in knowledge pays the best interest.”
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Thomas Paine (1737–1809) was an English-born
writer who became one of the most influential voices
of the Enlightenment in the American colonies. After
emigrating from England in 1774, he quickly gained
attention for his clear and persuasive writing. In
Common Sense, he argued that the American colonies
should seek independence from Britain, presenting
complex political ideas in a way ordinary people could
understand. His words helped shape public opinion at
a critical moment in history.

Paine continued to write during the Revolutionary
War, encouraging perseverance and courage in The
American Crisis. He later supported the French
Revolution and wrote Rights of Man, defending the
idea that governments should be based on the will of
the people and exist to protect their rights. Through
his writing, Paine brought Enlightenment ideas out of
philosophy and into everyday life, showing how
powerful ideas could inspire real change.

“We have it in our power to begin the world over again.”







Each Friday morning, you will go through two of our nature
cards. They are labeled in the upper right corner with the
corresponding week. These are short, factual cards with
images to help your child become familiar with objects in the
natural world.

As you progress through our sessions, you may find it handy to
keep your past nature cards in a binder for easy reference
when your children come across a familiar object. These seeds
you are planting will grow into a wonderful garden of
knowledge for your children in years to come.

As you explore nature outside your home, watch and listen for
newly discovered delights. Most of all, remember...

Nature Study

"Point to some lovely flower or gracious tree, not only as
a beautiful work, but as a beautiful thought of God."

~ Charlotte Mason
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Georges-Louis Leclerc, Comte de Buffon, was a
French naturalist, mathematician, and writer
who helped shape the way people understood
the natural world during the Age of
Enlightenment. Born in 1707, he had a deep
curiosity about plants, animals, and the earth
itself, and he spent much of his life studying
and writing about these subjects.

He is best known for his enormous 36-volume
series Histoire Naturelle, where he described
animals, minerals, and the history of the earth in
a way that was both scientific and easy to read. 

Georges-Louis Leclerc,
Comte de Buffon

 September 7, 1707 – April 16, 1788
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Buffon was among the first of his era to realize how much animals and plants varied in
different parts of the world, even when their habitats were similar. This idea later became
known as “Buffon’s Law” and was considered revolutionary in his time.

Histoire Naturelle was a groundbreaking series and was read by nearly every well-educated
person during his time. It was even translated into multiple languages, making him one of
the most popular authors of his time, alongside other Enlightenment thinkers like Voltaire,
Rousseau, and Montesquieu. Through his writing, he made science feel more approachable
and sparked curiosity in others, helping to inspire future naturalists and scientists for
generations to come.

On the following pages, you will find nature cards inspired by topics covered in the Histoire
Naturelle, accompanied by the original illustrations from Buffon’s famous series, which we
think your family will enjoy.



Owl 1Turtle

Turtles are a type of reptile
with a hard, bony outer shell
that protects the softer, more
vulnerable parts of their
bodies.

There are 360 different types
of turtles, both land and sea-
dwelling, though all species
breathe air and must lay their
eggs on land.

Owls are a type of
nocturnal bird of prey that
stand upright and have
broad heads and sharp
talons, as well as feathers
that are designed to help
them fly silently.

 A group of owls is known
as a “parliament!”

1

2

Even though ostriches cannot fly, they can move at
incredibly fast speeds, running up to 43 miles per hour!

Ostriches are the largest birds in the world, and fully
grown adults can weigh anywhere between 140 and 320
lb.

Ostriches are omnivores and will eat plants like grass,
roots, and fruit, as well as small insects and animals.
They don’t have teeth to chew with, so instead, they
swallow pebbles to grind up the food in their stomachs.

Ostrich

      

Certain species of hyena are known for their distinct
vocalizations: spotted hyenas make a variety of noises
such as growls, whoops, grunts, laughs, and whines,
while the striped hyena emits howling sounds and a
type of chattering laugh.

Hyena diets vary depending on species: striped hyenas
and brown hyenas mostly scavenge for food, while
spotted hyenas hunt and kill most of their prey.
Aardwolves, the smallest species, feed on insects using
their long tongues (similar to an aardvark).

2Hyena

Ostriches are large birds native
to Africa with black and white
feathers, long, scaly legs, and
tall, white necks. 

Though ostriches have wings,
they are flightless birds, as
their wings are not large
enough to support their heavy
body during flight.

Hyenas are carnivorous
mammals with spotted or
striped coats, blunt claws,
pointed ears, and powerful
jaws.

There are four types of
hyena: the striped hyena,
the spotted hyena, the
aardwolf, and the brown
hyena.

Turtle shells have two main parts: the curved top part,
which is called a carapace, and the flat underside that
covers their bellies, which is called a plastron. 

The largest type of turtle is a leatherback, which can
reach around 8 ft 10 inches in length and can weigh
over 1,100 lb. The smallest is the speckled tortoise,
which doesn’t grow bigger than 3.9 inch long and 6.1
oz. in weight.

Turtles are omnivores, with land species often eating
more plants, and aquatic turtles often eating more
meat from small creatures such as worms and
mollusks.

 Owls have two distinct families: Strigidae, which
includes most typical owls, and Tytonidae, which
includes barn owls and bay owls.

Owls typically eat small mammals, other birds, insects,
and occasionally fish, depending on the species.

Owls have forward-facing eyes that help them see
better in low lighting. Because they are adapted for
hunting in the dark, their eyes can see very far ahead,
but this comes at a price: they cannot see anything
very close to them clearly.

Strigiformes Testudines

Struthio Hyaenidae



3Frog 3

4Caracal

Frogs are a type of amphibian
that live partially in and
partially out of the water.
They have two big, bulbous
eyes, four legs, and stout
bodies. 

Though it is a commonly held
belief that frogs and toads are
different species, toads are
actually just a type of frog
with bumpy, rough skin.

Lynx

The lynx is a type of wild cat
with a medium size, furred
coats, tufted, pointed ears,
and long whiskers.

There are four main varieties
of the lynx: the bobcat, the
Eurasian lynx, the Canadian
lynx, and the Iberian lynx, all
of which have different
coloring and habitats.

Frogs come in many different varieties, and their skin can
range in color from muted browns and greens that blend
in with their environment to bright colors such as blue,
yellow, or red that warn predators to keep away.

Some species of frog, like the poison dart frog, secrete
toxic substances from their skin to ward off predators.

Frogs have special skin that allows them to absorb air,
making them capable of breathing through their skin as
well as their lungs.

Lynxes eat a wide range of different meats, depending
on species and habitat, including larger prey like deer,
reindeer, and chamois, as well as smaller prey like fish,
squirrels, turkey, snowshoe hares, and mice.

Lynxes typically live in forests that have dense, thick
underbrush they can hide in while stalking prey.

 Though they live on the ground, they can also climb
trees and swim if the need arises.

Wild turkey diets vary from season to season, eating food
such as grains, worms, lizards, insects, acorns, fruit, and
walnuts depending on what is available to them.

Though wild turkeys can fly for up to a quarter mile if
needed, they are not well-suited to long flights, and
primarily live on the ground.

Turkeys have a variety of grooming behaviors that help
keep them clean, and can often be found sunning
themselves, bathing in dust, or preening their feathers.

Turkeys are large birds with
heavy bodies native to
North and South America. 

There are two species of
turkeys: the wild turkey,
which is common in North
America, and the ocellated
turkey, which has brighter
colors and can be found
primarily in Mexico.

4 Turkey

Caracals are wild cats with
tufted ears, long canines, tall
legs, and a streamlined,
muscular build. 

Their coats have a red or
sand-colored tint with lighter
markings around their bellies
and mouths and darker
markings around their face,
ears, and eyes.

Caracals are famously difficult to observe in the wild
because they are both nocturnal and typically shy of
humans. 

Caracals are very territorial and usually live alone or in
pairs. Young caracals typically leave their mothers at
nine or ten months old, though occasionally a grown
female will stay behind to live with her mother. 

Caracals eat meat and mostly prey on rodents, birds, and
small mammals. They can jump over 9.8 ft. to catch birds
mid-flight!

Anura
Lynx

C. caracal
Meleagris
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6Snake 6Finch

Snakes are long reptiles
covered in interlocking
scales, and they have no arms
or legs.

Snakes can be found all over
the world, and live on every
continent except Antarctica.
There are even many snake
species, known as sea snakes,
that live in the ocean!

Cougar

Cougars are a type of large
wild cat native to North,
Central, and South America.

They live in a variety of
habitats such as mountains,
forests, and even rainforests,
though they prefer rocky
areas with thick underbrush.

Cougars have a sleek, muscular build with a round head
and ears, a powerful jaw, and retractable claws.

Cougars also have large paws and thick, muscular back
legs, allowing them to run quickly over short distances
and jump from the ground into trees that are around 18
feet tall! 

Cougars hold a Guinness World Record for the most
number of names, with over 40 just in English (not even
counting other languages), such as cougar, mountain
lion, puma, panther, and catamount!

      
Because the body of a snake is so long, many of its
organs are positioned one after another in a row,
instead of side by side. Most snakes only have one
functioning lung for this reason.

Most snakes do not have any venom, and swallow their
prey alive or kill it by constricting its body. Those with
venom will bite their prey, releasing the venom through
their fangs, and subdue or kill it.

    
There are 235 varieties of finches; the smallest, the
Andean siskin, grows to about 3.8 in., while the largest,
the collared grosbeak, grows up to 9.4 in.

Most finches have a “bouncing” flight, meaning when
they fly, they alternate between flapping and gliding
with their wings closed, making them appear to bounce
midair.

Though most finches eat nuts and seeds, some varieties
also eat berries and insects, while the Hawaiian
honeycreepers, a type of finch, have also adapted to be
able to eat nectar, much like a hummingbird.

Finches are small to
medium-sized perching
birds with colorful feathers
and sturdy beaks, perfect
for eating nuts and seeds.

Unlike many other birds,
finches do not migrate,
typically living in the same
habitats their entire lifespan.

5Falcon

Falcons are a class of birds of
prey with around 40 different
species! 

There are 3 main types of
falcons: kestrels, a smaller
type of bird, hobbies and their
relatives, which are larger,
and the peregrine falcons and
their relatives.

Falcons have thin, pointed wings that allow them to
quickly change direction mid-flight- a useful skill when
hunting prey. 

Falcons are very fast fliers, and peregrine falcons have
even been known to dive from the air at speeds of 200
mph or more, making them the fastest creatures alive!

Falcons have incredible vision, which helps them spot
prey from the air and swoop down to hunt them. One
species of falcon was even measured as having
eyesight 2.6 times greater than human vision!

Falco
P. concolor

Serpentes Fringillidae



For our handicraft lesson, we will create a simple quilling piece
using thin strips of paper. Quilling kits are inexpensive, however,
if you have a paper cutter, you may prefer to cut your own strips
rather than purchasing pre-cut paper. If you choose to do so, we
recommend using a heavier weight of paper (28-32 lb.), and
cutting the strips to either ⅛ inch (3mm) or ¼ inch (5mm) wide. 

This craft is both relaxing and rewarding, making it a wonderful
way for students to develop patience, fine motor skills, and an
appreciation for detailed handiwork.

We have included a “Quilling Shape Chart” if your students want
to create their own designs. For more kid-friendly designs, check
out Red Ted Art. If your teens prefer more intricate designs,
check out The Papery Craftery. 

Handicraft

"I’ve filled him with the Spirit of God, giving him skill
and know-how and expertise in every kind of craft to
create designs ... he’s an all-around craftsman."

~ Exodus 31:3-5
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Handicraft Lesson

https://www.redtedart.com/easy-quilling-patterns/
https://www.thepaperycraftery.com/


A Brief History of Quilling

Quilling, or paper filigree, is a decorative art form that involves rolling, shaping, and arranging thin

strips of paper into intricate designs. Though it may seem like a modern craft, its origins go back

several centuries. 

The practice is believed to have begun in Europe during the late 16th or early 17th century,

possibly among nuns and monks. They used narrow strips of paper—often trimmed from the

gilded edges of books—and rolled them around bird feathers, or “quills,” which is where the craft

gets its name. These early designs were used to decorate religious objects and were meant to

imitate the look of expensive metal filigree.
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Quilling



By the 18th century, during the Age of Enlightenment, quilling reached its height of popularity. It

became a fashionable pastime among upper- and middle-class women, especially in England. At a

time when education for girls often included accomplishments such as needlework, drawing, and

music, quilling was considered both a refined and appropriate activity. It required patience,

precision, and a careful eye for design, all of which aligned with the Enlightenment’s emphasis on

order, discipline, and beauty.

Quilled designs were used to decorate a variety of household items, including tea caddies, jewelry

boxes, cabinets, and picture frames. The patterns often featured scrolls, flowers, and symmetrical

arrangements, reflecting the period’s love of balance and structure. Because the materials were

relatively inexpensive, quilling allowed people to create objects that looked elegant and intricate

without the cost of metalwork or carving.

As the 19th century progressed, quilling gradually declined in popularity. Changing tastes, along

with the rise of industrial manufacturing, meant that fewer people spent time on detailed crafts like

this. However, the art form never disappeared entirely. It was preserved in certain communities and

later experienced revivals, especially in the 20th century, when interest in traditional crafts began

to grow again.

awakentodelight.com                                                                                                                                                                                        175

Supplies Needed:

Quilling paper strips

Quilling tool 

Glue

Scissors

Tweezers

Cardstock 

Damp paper towel

Old paintbrush

Toothpick

Quilling pattern

Frame (optional)
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Instructions:

1. Lightly transfer, sketch, or simply print the design of your choice on cardstock paper to form a

sturdy background for your work. If you’re using a frame, make sure to print and cut to size.

2.  Insert the end of one strip of quilling paper into the slot of your quilling tool and roll the paper

tightly around the tool to make a coil.

3. Slide the coil off the tool carefully, leaving it tight for a tight circle, or loosening slightly for a loose

circle. Glue the end of the strip in place to hold the coil together.

4. Pinch one or both sides of the coil, and bend strips gently to make the shape your pattern calls

for (see Quilling Shape Chart for various designs).
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5.  Beginning with the main outline or largest shapes in your pattern, lay your pieces on the

cardstock without glue first to see how the design will fit. 

6.  Add glue sparingly along the edge of each strip or shape (a toothpick works well for this). Then

use tweezers to carefully place each piece onto the cardstock. If needed, wipe up excess glue with

an old paintbrush. 

7. Continue building the design one piece at a time, adding smaller coils and shapes to fill the

inside areas. Check that all pieces are positioned the way you want before the glue dries. Let the

finished project dry completely.

8. Once dry, display your quilling design flat, or frame it carefully to protect the raised paper shapes.





Quilling Shape Chart

Most quilling shapes begin by rolling narrow strips of paper into coils with a quilling tool (or
toothpick) and gently pinching them into the desired forms. A tiny dab of glue secures each
coil in place. Pointed or bent-nose tweezers are especially helpful for placing the finished
shapes on their edges to build your design. 

The final size of each coil will vary based on the length of the strip, the weight of the paper,
and how tightly it is rolled.
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	What is Morning Time?
	Morning time is a modern interpretation of Charlotte Mason’s philosophy of providing a generous variety of short lessons with an emphasis on excellence of execution and focused attention.
	It is a lovely daily ritual in which you gather your whole family together to partake of the richness of God’s Word, as well as the beautiful subjects that you don’t want to get pushed aside by traditional school subjects.
	And it is a perfect choice for helping you avoid the overwhelm of trying to fit it all in by looping through all the delightful extras you want to enjoy!

	About this Curriculum:
	Homeschooling mother, Lara Molettiere, originally created this curriculum as The Homeschool Garden in 2018. Her love of music, literature, fine arts, and Charlotte Mason's method led her to create a delightful and simple-to-follow morning time curriculum for her family.
	Each volume is rich with the truth, beauty, and goodness that Miss Mason encouraged, and provides a generous and varied education all planned out for your family — from elementary to high school.
	In over 19 years of homeschooling utilizing the Charlotte Mason method, I can attest to the beauty of this lifestyle of learning. In fact, it completely shaped and formed who my children are today — artists, writers, musicians, and lovers of literature, poetry, and nature.
	That's why I am thrilled to be taking Lara’s beautiful curriculum, rebranding it as Charlotte Mason Morning Time™, and building a delight-filled community around it so that other families can experience the joy it brings!
	Alisha

	How to Use These Plans
	If you love the Charlotte Mason style of learning, then you’ll absolutely adore these morning time sessions! Not only are they rich with all the beauty you want your family to enjoy — scriptures, poetry, Shakespeare, picture study, art lessons, music, nature study, and more — they are all planned out and gathered together for you!
	There is no need to hunt down the various elements you want to include or go digging around the internet in search of art, music, or poetry to complement your studies. You don't even have to purchase additional resources because we include them all here: art pieces for your picture study, sheet music and links to hymns and folk songs to sing along with, links to classical pieces to listen to, copywork printables for manuscript and cursive practice, and much, much more!
	We offer a generous feast, but please remember that you don’t have to partake of everything that’s on the table, nor do you even have to clean your plate!
	Adapt these plans to suit your family’s unique needs and schedule. If you only school four days a week, either skip the fifth day, or add one item from the scheduled fifth day to each of your four school days.
	Don’t stress if you can’t fit something in, you can always circle back around to it later. Pick and choose what you want to do depending on which season of life you’re in.
	Simply print out the schedule (and any parts of the curriculum you need), bring all your kids and teens together each morning, and enjoy that day’s scheduled lessons and recommended read-alouds.
	Don’t forget we’ve included an art lesson, a handicraft lesson, nature studies, and tea time recipes with each session. These would be delightful “afternoon occupations” if you can’t fit them into your morning time.
	Each day's scheduled activities should only take around an hour or so to complete (excluding the art and handicraft lessons).

	Features
	Essential features of Charlotte Mason Morning Time™ curriculum are:
	Prayer & scripture memorization
	Poetry memorization & recitation
	Copywork pages for elementary through high school
	Artist biography & picture study
	Composer biography & classical selections
	Hymn study & singing
	Folk song
	Literature recommendations
	Handicraft lesson
	Art lesson
	Nature study
	Teatime recipes
	Teatime selections to read aloud including:
	Poetry
	Short stories or
	Fairy tales or tall tales
	Mythological tales
	Fables
	Shakespeare selections
	Plutarch (in some volumes)
	History (in some volumes)
	Geography (in some volumes)
	Each of these subjects are planned out on a 4-week or 6-week (depending on the session) calendar, and looped throughout the days and weeks.
	Now, you will never feel overwhelmed trying to fit "everything" in because it's already simply and beautifully planned out for you on the calendar on the following pages.
	Please Note: The "Recommended Reading List" is not required. Pick and choose the books you want your family to enjoy, or continue with the family read-aloud you're already immersed in.

	Week 2 Schedule
	Subject
	Day 1
	Day 2
	Day 3
	Day 4
	Day 5
	Prayer
	Bible
	Proverbs 6
	Proverbs 7
	Proverbs 8
	Proverbs 9
	Proverbs10
	Memory Work
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Review previous memory work
	Beauty & Nature Loop
	Hymn Study: Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing
	Art Selection 2: The Death of Socrates, Review: Jacques-Louis David bio
	Folk Song:  The Oak and The Ash
	Listen to: Piano Sonata No. 11 in A major, K. 331, Review: Mozart bio
	Nature Study 2
	History/ Geography
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 46
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 47
	Language Arts/ Citizenship
	James 1:2-8 Copywork
	Poetry: Found
	James 1:2-8 Copywork
	Read Aloud
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 5
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 6
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 7
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 8
	Afternoon Occupations
	Bake: Dutch Almond Cookies, Read: The Life and Perambulations of a Mouse

	*Nature journal  *Nature walk
	Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



	Week 3 Schedule
	Subject
	Day 1
	Day 2
	Day 3
	Day 4
	Day 5
	Prayer
	Bible
	Proverbs 11
	Proverbs 12
	Proverbs 13
	Proverbs 14
	Proverbs 15
	Memory Work
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Review previous memory work
	Beauty & Nature Loop
	Hymn Study: Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing
	Art Selection 3: Portrait of Anne-Marie-Louise Thélusson, Comtesse de Sorcy, Narrate: Jacques-Louis David bio

	Folk Song:  The Oak and The Ash
	Listen to: Clarinet Concerto in A major, K.622, Virgo Serena, Narrate: Mozart bio

	Nature Study 3
	History/ Geography
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 48
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 49
	Language Arts/ Citizenship
	Found Copywork
	Poetry: Wanderer's Night Song
	Found Copywork
	Read Aloud
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 9
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 10
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 11
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 12
	Afternoon Occupations
	Bake: English Mini Lemon Cheesecakes,  Read: Pride and Prejudice, Ch. VIII
	Art Lesson:  Still Life with Peaches and Plums
	*Nature journal *Nature walk
	Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



	Week 4 Schedule
	Subject
	Day 1
	Day 2
	Day 3
	Day 4
	Day 5
	Prayer
	Bible
	Proverbs 16
	Proverbs  17

	Proverbs18
	Proverbs19
	Proverbs 20
	Memory Work
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Review previous memory work
	Beauty & Nature Loop
	Hymn Study: Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing
	Art Selection 4: The Death of Marat, Review/Narrate: Jacques-Louis David bio

	Folk Song:  The Oak and The Ash
	Listen to: Symphony No. 40 in G minor, Review/Narrate: Mozart bio

	Nature Study 4
	History/ Geography
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 50
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 51
	Language Arts/ Citizenship
	Wanderer's Night Song Copywork
	Poetry: May Song
	Wanderer's Night Song Copywork
	Read Aloud
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 13
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 14
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 15
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 16
	Afternoon Occupations
	Bake: French Meringues, Read: The Lion and the Gnat
	*Nature journal  *Nature walk
	Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



	Week 5 Schedule
	Subject
	Day 1
	Day 2
	Day 3
	Day 4
	Day 5
	Prayer
	Bible
	Proverbs 21
	Proverbs 22
	Proverbs 23
	Proverbs 24
	Proverbs 25
	Memory Work
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Review previous memory work
	Beauty & Nature Loop
	Hymn Study: Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing
	Art Selection 5: Napoleon Crossing the Alps at the Sainte-Bernard Pass, Review/Narrate: Jacques-Louis David bio

	Folk Song:  The Oak and The Ash
	Listen to: Piano Concerto No. 21. K.467, Review/Narrate: Mozart bio

	Nature Study 5
	History/ Geography
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 52
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 53
	Art Lesson: Peaches, Pears and Plums Still Life
	Language Arts/ Citizenship
	May Song Copywork
	Poetry:  Autumn Feelings
	May Song Copywork
	Read Aloud
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 17
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 18
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 19
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 20
	Afternoon Occupations
	Bake: German Almond Wreaths, Read: Little Red Cap
	*Nature journal *Nature walk
	Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



	Week 6 Schedule
	Subject
	Day 1
	Day 2
	Day 3
	Day 4
	Day 5
	Prayer
	Bible
	Proverbs 26
	Proverbs 27

	Proverbs 28
	Proverbs 29
	Proverbs  30 & 31

	Memory Work
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Scripture
	Poetry
	Review previous memory work
	Beauty & Nature Loop
	Hymn Study: Come Thou Fount of Every Blessing
	Art Selection 6: The Coronation of Napoleon, Discuss: Jacques-Louis David

	Folk Song:  The Oak and The Ash
	Listen to: Requiem in D minor, Bonus: The Magic Flute, Discuss: Mozart bio
	Nature Study 6
	History/ Geography
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 54
	The Story of Mankind  Ch. 55
	Review/write notes in your Geography Notebook.
	Language Arts/ Citizenship
	Autumn Feelings Copywork
	Poetry: The Sorcerer’s Apprentice
	Autumn Feelings Copywork
	Read Aloud
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 21
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 22
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 23
	*Carry On, Mr. Bowditch Ch. 24
	Afternoon Occupations
	Bake: Scottish Bannocks, Read: The Renowned History of Goody Two-Shoes

	Handicraft: Paper Quilling Project
	*Nature journal  *Nature walk
	Great God, with Wonder and with Praise



	Age of Enlightenment  Recommended Reading
	Picture Books Now & Ben: The Modern Inventions of Benjamin Franklin, by Gene Barretta Ben Franklin’s Big Splash, by Barb Rosenstock A Picture Book of Benjamin Franklin, by David A. Adler Isaac Newton, by Kathleen Kru Katie’s Trunk, by Ann Turner George vs. George, by Rosalyn Schanzer Mozart: The Wonder Child, by Diane Stanley Handel and the Famous Sword Swallower of Halle, by Diane Stanley
	Elementary Who Was Isaac Newton? by Janet B. Pascal Isaac Newton and the Laws of Motion, by Andrea Gianopoulos The Ocean of Truth: The Story of Sir Isaac Newton, by Joyce McPherson Benjamin Franklin, by Ingri and Edgar Parin d’Aulaire The Courage of Sarah Noble, by Alice Dalgliesh Phoebe the Spy, by Judith Griffin Toliver’s Secret, by Esther Wood Brady Early Thunder, by Jean Fritz Can’t You Make Them Behave, King George? by Jean Fritz  The Story of Napoleon, by H. E. Marshall Out of Darkness: The Story of Louis Braille, by Russell Freedman  Hearts and Hands: Chronicles of the Awakening Church, by Mindy and Brandon Withrow

	Recommended Reading (continued)
	Middle & High School Carry On, Mr. Bowditch, by Jean Lee Latham Johnny Tremain, by Esther Forbes The Sign of the Beaver, by Elizabeth George Speare Amos Fortune, Free Man, by Elizabeth Yates The Witch of Blackbird Pond, by Elizabeth George Speare The Autobiography of Benjamin Franklin Poor Richard, by James Daugherty The World of William Penn, by Genevieve Foster A Tale of Two Cities, by Charles Dickens The Scarlet Pimpernel, by Baroness Orczy The Story of Modern France, by H.A. Guerber Robinson Crusoe, by Daniel Defoe A Modest Proposal and Other Satires, by Jonathan Swift The Vicar of Wakefield, by Oliver Goldsmith

	Prayer & Scripture Memorization
	For Bible reading, we will make suggestions for your morning time reading. However, if you’d prefer a more in depth schedule, we recommend checking out various plans that will help you read the Bible through.
	For a one-year plan, we recommend YouVersion’s One Year Bible: https://www.bible.com/reading-plans/60. You can also listen to it being read aloud on the app.
	Download a two-year reading plan from the Gospel Coalition here: https://media.thegospelcoalition.org/static-blogs/tgc/files/2010/12/TGC-Two-Year-Bible-Reading-Plan1.pdf
	If you prefer to go even slower, Ambleside Online offers three, four, and five-year Bible reading plans: https://www.amblesideonline.org/L/Lbiblesch.htm
	This session, we will learn the Great God, with Wonder and Praise prayer, and focus on writing and memorizing James 1:2-8.
	James 1:2-8 (NKJV)
	My brethren, count it all joy when you fall into various trials, knowing that the testing of your faith produces patience. But let patience have its perfect work, that you may be perfect and complete, lacking nothing. If any of you lacks wisdom, let him ask of God, who gives to all liberally and without reproach, and it will be given to him. But let him ask in faith, with no doubting, for he who doubts is like a wave of the sea driven and tossed by the wind. For let not that man suppose that he will receive anything from the Lord; he is a double-minded man, unstable in all his ways.


	Prayer & Scripture Memorization
	Great God, with Wonder and with Praise The Excellency of the Bible, by Isaac Watts
	Great God, with wonder and with praise, On all thy works I look; But still thy wisdom, power and grace Shine brighter in thy Book.
	The stars that in their courses roll, Have much instruction given; But thy good Word informs my soul How I may climb to heaven.
	The fields provide me food, and show The goodness of the Lord; But fruits of life and glory grow In thy most holy Word.
	Here are my choicest treasures hid, Here my best comfort lies; Here my desires are satisfy'd; And hence my hopes arise.
	Lord, make me understand thy law, Show what my faults have been; And from thy Gospel let me draw Pardon for all my sin.
	Here would I learn how Christ has dy'd To save my soul from hell: Not all the books on earth beside Such heav'nly wonders tell.
	Then let me love my Bible more, And take a fresh delight By day to read these wonders o'er, And meditate by night.

	Great God, with wonder
	and with praise,
	On all thy works I look;
	But still thy wisdom,
	power and grace
	Shine brighter in thy Book.
	The stars that in
	their courses roll,
	Have much
	instruction given;
	But thy good Word
	informs my soul
	How I may climb to heaven.
	The fields provide me food,
	and show
	The goodness of the Lord;
	But fruits of life
	and glory grow
	In thy most holy Word.
	Here are my choicest
	treasures hid,
	Here my best comfort lies;
	Here my desires
	are satisfy'd;
	And hence my hopes arise.
	Lord, make me
	understand thy law,
	Show what my
	faults have been;
	And from thy Gospel
	let me draw
	Pardon for all my sin.
	Here would I learn how
	Christ has dy'd
	To save my soul from hell:
	Not all the books
	on earth beside
	Such heav'nly wonders tell.
	Then let me love
	my Bible more,
	And take a fresh delight
	By day to read
	these wonders o'er,
	And meditate by night.
	Great God, with wonder and with praise,
	On all thy works I look;
	But still thy wisdom, power and grace
	Shine brighter in thy Book.
	The stars that in their courses roll,
	Have much instruction given;
	But thy good Word informs my soul
	How I may climb to heaven.
	The fields provide me food, and show
	The goodness of the Lord;
	But fruits of life and glory grow
	In thy most holy Word.
	Here are my choicest treasures hid,
	Here my best comfort lies;
	Here my desires are satisfy'd;
	And hence my hopes arise.
	Lord, make me understand thy law,
	Show what my faults have been;
	And from thy Gospel let me draw
	Pardon for all my sin.
	Here would I learn how Christ has dy'd
	To save my soul from hell:
	Not all the books on earth beside
	Such heav'nly wonders tell.
	Then let me love my Bible more,
	And take a fresh delight
	By day to read these wonders o'er,
	And meditate by night.
	Great God, with wonder
	and with praise,
	On all thy works I look;
	But still thy wisdom,
	power and grace
	Shine brighter in thy Book.
	The stars that in
	their courses roll,
	Have much instruction given;
	But thy good Word
	informs my soul
	How I may climb to heaven.
	The fields provide
	me food, and show
	The goodness of the Lord;
	But fruits of life and glory grow
	In thy most holy Word.
	Here are my choicest treasures hid,
	Here my best comfort lies;
	Here my desires are satisfy'd;
	And hence my hopes arise.
	Lord, make me
	understand thy law,
	Show what my faults have been;
	And from thy Gospel let me draw
	Pardon for all my sin.
	Here would I learn
	how Christ has dy'd
	To save my soul from hell:
	Not all the books on earth beside
	Such heav'nly wonders tell.
	Then let me love my Bible more,
	And take a fresh delight
	By day to read these wonders o'er,
	And meditate by night.
	Great God, with Wonder and Praise High School
	Great God, with Wonder and with Praise The Excellency of the Bible, Isaac Wats
	Great God, with wonder and with praise, On all thy works I look; But still thy wisdom, power and grace Shine brighter in thy Book.
	The stars that in their courses roll, Have much instruction given; But thy good Word informs my soul How I may climb to heaven.
	The fields provide me food, and show The goodness of the Lord; But fruits of life and glory grow In thy most holy Word.
	Here are my choicest treasures hid, Here my best comfort lies; Here my desires are satisfy'd; And hence my hopes arise.
	Lord, make me understand thy law, Show what my faults have been; And from thy Gospel let me draw Pardon for all my sin.
	Here would I learn how Christ has dy'd To save my soul from hell: Not all the books on earth beside Such heav'nly wonders tell.
	Then let me love my Bible more, And take a fresh delight By day to read these wonders o'er, And meditate by night.
	My brethren, count it all
	joy when you fall into
	various trials, knowing that
	the testing of your faith
	produces patience. But let
	patience have its perfect
	work, that you may be
	perfect and complete,
	lacking nothing. If any of
	you lacks wisdom, let him
	ask of God, who gives to
	all liberally and without
	reproach, and it will be
	given to him. But let him
	ask in faith, with no
	doubting, for he who
	doubts is like a wave of
	the sea driven and tossed
	by the wind. For let not
	that man suppose that he
	will receive anything from
	the Lord; he is a
	double-minded man, unstable
	in all his ways.
	My brethren, count it all joy when you fall into
	various trials, knowing that the testing of your
	faith produces patience. But let patience have
	its perfect work, that you may be perfect and
	complete, lacking nothing. If any of you lacks
	wisdom, let him ask of God, who gives to all
	liberally and without reproach, and it will be
	given to him. But let him ask in faith, with no
	doubting, for he who doubts is like a wave of
	the sea driven and tossed by the wind.
	For let not that man suppose that he will
	receive anything from the Lord; he is a
	double-minded man, unstable in all his ways.
	My brethren, count it all joy
	when you fall into various trials,
	knowing that the testing of your
	faith produces patience.
	But let patience have its perfect
	work, that you may be perfect
	and complete, lacking nothing.
	If any of you lacks wisdom, let
	him ask of God, who gives to all
	liberally and without reproach,
	and it will be given to him.
	But let him ask in faith, with
	no doubting, for he who doubts
	is like a wave of the sea driven
	and tossed by the wind.
	For let not that man suppose
	that he will receive anything from
	the Lord; he is a double-minded
	man, unstable in all his ways.
	James 1:2-8 (NKJV)
	Artist & Composer Study
	This session’s featured artist is Jacques-Louis David. We've included six art selections for your kids and teens to use for picture study. They are:
	Oath of the Horatii, 1784
	The Death of Socrates, 1787
	Portrait of Anne-Marie-Louise Thélusson, Comtesse de Sorcy, 1790
	The Death of Marat, 1793
	Napoleon Crossing the Alps at the Sainte-Bernard Pass, 1801
	The Coronation of Napoleon, 1807
	This session’s featured composer is Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart. We have included six of his pieces for music study. They are:
	Eine kleine Nachtmusik, Serenade No. 13
	Piano Sonata No. 11 in A major, K. 331
	Clarinet Concerto in A major, K.622
	Symphony No. 40 in G minor
	Piano Concerto No. 21. K.467
	Requiem in D minor
	Plus a fun bonus:
	The Magic Flute (Opera)
	“In the arts the way in which an idea is rendered, and the manner in which it is expressed, is much more important than the idea itself.”
	~ Jacques-Louis David


	Artist & Composer Study
	Jacques-Louis David  August 30, 1748- December 29, 1825
	Jacques-Louis David was born in 1748 in Paris, France, into a wealthy family. His childhood, however, was marked by tragedy when his father was killed in a pistol duel while David was only nine years old. After this loss, his mother entrusted his upbringing to her two brothers, both of whom were architects.
	His family hoped he would follow in their footsteps and join the architectural profession. Yet from an early age, David showed little interest in formal schooling, as he was far more absorbed in drawing. Recognizing his natural talent, he began artistic training under François Boucher, a leading Rococo painter and a distant relative. Boucher, seeing that David’s
	temperament and style differed from his own, encouraged him to study instead with Joseph-Marie Vien, whose more restrained and classical approach suited David better.
	During his early training, David suffered a serious injury in a fencing match with a fellow student. The accident caused lasting nerve damage, leaving him with a facial deformity and a speech impediment that affected him for the rest of his life.
	In 1766, David enrolled at the Royal Academy of Painting and Sculpture in Paris and later became a member of the prestigious French Royal Academy. Despite his talent, he was often at odds with the institution. His bold artistic vision and strong personality led him to disregard traditional procedures for exhibiting his work, earning him a reputation for arrogance and controversy.
	Over time, David emerged as the leading figure of the Neoclassical movement, rejecting the ornate frivolity of Rococo art in favor of clarity, order, and moral seriousness. His work attracted the attention of influential figures such as Thomas Jefferson and Napoleon Bonaparte. He also trained a generation of artists, later known as the "School of David," who carried forward his Neoclassical ideals.

	David’s life was deeply intertwined with the political upheavals of his time, and he was known as a political “chameleon.” He began his career painting for the court of Louis XVI, but as the French Revolution unfolded, his loyalties shifted. He became closely associated with Maximilien Robespierre and joined the National Convention. During the Revolution and the Reign of Terror, his art became a powerful symbol of republican ideals.
	In 1794, after the fall of Robespierre, David was arrested for treason due to his ties to the Jacobins. Though imprisoned, he was released in less than a year. Ever adaptable, he later aligned himself with Napoleon Bonaparte, becoming the emperor’s official portraitist. In 1803, Napoleon honored him as a Knight of the Legion of Honor and commissioned him to paint grand works commemorating his reign, including his coronation.
	However, David’s fortunes changed once again when Napoleon fell from power and was exiled to Elba. As a former supporter of the regime, David was himself exiled, settling in Brussels, where he spent the remainder of his life.
	After his death, his sons petitioned to have his body returned to France, but the request was denied by the restored monarchy. However, it is rumored that they secretly brought his heart back to France and buried it alongside his wife—a final, poignant tribute to a man whose life was as dramatic as the history he painted.
	Oath of the Horatii, 1784
	The Death of Socrates, 1787
	Portrait of Anne-Marie-Louise Thélusson, Comtesse de Sorcy, 1790
	The Death of Marat, 1793
	Napoleon Crossing the Alps at the Saint-Bernard Pass, 1801
	The Coronation of Napoleon, 1807
	Picture Study
	Use the box to draw a picture inspired by this artwork.

	Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart   January 27, 1756 – December 5, 1791
	Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart was one of the most remarkable composers in the history of music and a central figure of the Classical era, which grew out of the ideas of the Enlightenment.
	He was born in 1756 in Salzburg, a small but culturally rich city in what is now Austria. His father, Leopold Mozart, was a skilled musician and teacher who quickly recognized his son’s extraordinary talent.
	By the age of five, Mozart was already composing simple pieces of music, and as a young child he performed for royalty and nobility across Europe, astonishing audiences with his ability to play the keyboard and violin with ease.
	Mozart spent much of his childhood traveling with his family, giving concerts in major cities such as Vienna, Paris, and London. These journeys exposed him to a wide variety of musical styles and traditions, which helped shape his own musical voice.
	Despite his early success, life as a traveling musician was demanding, and Mozart often faced long journeys and uncertain circumstances. As he grew older, he began to seek independence from his father and from the strict control of court employment, which was the usual path for musicians at the time.
	In his early adulthood, Mozart settled in Vienna, where he hoped to build a career as a freelance composer and performer. This was a bold and somewhat risky decision, as most composers relied on the support of wealthy patrons. In Vienna, he composed some of his greatest works, including symphonies, operas, chamber music, and piano concertos.
	His music is known for its clarity, balance, and beauty, reflecting the Enlightenment ideals of order and harmony. At the same time, his compositions are full of emotion, humor, and depth, showing a deep understanding of human nature.

	Mozart’s operas, such as The Magic Flute, combined engaging stories with music that expressed both character and meaning. His instrumental works, including symphonies like No. 40 and No. 41, demonstrate a masterful sense of structure and invention. He had an extraordinary ability to take complex musical ideas and present them in a way that felt natural and effortless. This balance between complexity and simplicity is one of the reasons his music continues to be admired and performed today.
	Although Mozart achieved great success during his lifetime, he also faced financial difficul-ties. His income was often unpredictable, and he struggled to manage money. In his later years, his health declined, yet he continued to compose, producing works of great beauty and intensity. One of his final compositions was the Requiem in D minor, a piece that reflects a more serious and contemplative side of his music.
	Mozart died in 1791 at the age of thirty-five, leaving behind a vast body of work that has had a lasting influence on Western music. His life, though short, was filled with creativity and achievement. Today, he is remembered not only as a musical genius but also as a composer who captured the spirit of his time, blending the Enlightenment’s ideals of order and clarity with a profound expression of human emotion.
	Classical Pieces
	Week 1 - Eine kleine Nachtmusik, Serenade No. 13
	Week 2 - Piano Sonata No. 11 in A major, K. 331
	Week 3 - Clarinet Concerto in A major, K.622
	Week 4 - Symphony No. 40 in G minor
	Week 5 - Piano Concerto No. 21. K.467
	Week 6 - Requiem in D minor
	Bonus: The Magic Flute (Opera)

	Hymn Study: Come, Thou Fount  of Every Blessing
	“Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing” was written in 1757 by Robert Robinson, a young pastor in England who composed the hymn at just 22 years old.
	Robinson had a dramatic spiritual journey. As a teenager, he fell in with a rough crowd and lived a rebellious life. However, after hearing a sermon by the evangelist George Whitefield, he experienced a deep conviction that eventually led to his conversion to Christianity. The hymn reflects this personal story of wandering and returning, and his dependence on God’s grace.
	“Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing” speaks of God as a source of blessing and guidance. One of the most distinctive lyrics is “Here I raise my Ebenezer,” “Ebenezer” being the Hebrew word for “stone of help.” This is a direct reference to 1 Samuel 7:12, where the prophet Samuel sets up a stone of remembrance to mark a battle God had won, saying, "Hitherto hath the Lord helped us." This line serves as a metaphor for remembering God’s faithfulness.
	Musically, the hymn is most commonly sung today to the tune “Nettleton,” an American folk  song from the early 19th century. The pairing of Robinson’s words with this melody helped the hymn gain widespread popularity, particularly in the United States. Over time, it became a staple in many Protestant traditions and continues to be sung in churches, homes, and gatherings around the world.
	Interestingly, some versions of the hymn have altered or omitted certain lines. In recent years, however, many hymnals and modern recordings have restored the original wording, reflecting a renewed appreciation for its theological depth and poetic beauty.

	Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing
	Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing
	Come, Thou Fount of every blessing,  Tune my heart to sing Thy grace;  Streams of mercy, never ceasing,  Call for songs of loudest praise.  Teach me some melodious sonnet,  Sung by flaming tongues above.  Praise the Mount! I'm fixed upon it,  Mount of God's unchanging love.
	Here I raise my Ebenezer;  Here by Thy great help I've come;  And I hope, by Thy good pleasure,  Safely to arrive at home.  Jesus sought me when a stranger,  Wandering from the fold of God;  He, to rescue me from danger,  Interposed His Precious Blood.
	O to grace how great a debtor  Daily I'm constrained to be!  Let Thy goodness, like a fetter,  Bind my wandering heart to Thee.  Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it,  Prone to leave the God I love;  Here's my heart, O take and seal it,  Seal it for Thy courts above.
	O that day when freed from sinning,  I shall see Thy Lovely Face;  Robed then in blood wash-ed linen  How I'll sing Thy sovereign grace;  Come, my Lord, no longer tarry,  Take my ransomed soul away;  Gather with Your arms and carry  Me to joys of endless day.


	Folk Song: The Oak & The Ash
	“The Oak and the Ash” is a traditional English folk song that reflects both the natural land-scape of England and the deep emotional ties people have to place, identity, and home. Like many folk songs, its exact origins are uncertain, however, one of the earliest printed versions appears in A Book of Roxburghe Ballads (printed in 1847), which contained over 1300 ballads from the 17th century.
	The song is closely associated with the northern counties of Westmorland, Cumberland, Durham, and Northumberland, with some versions replacing “Westmorland green” with “Cumberland green.” In 1882, printers of this song noted:
	“Sir Walter Scott, in his novel Rob Roy, makes the narrator of the tale in recounting recollec-tions of his childhood, tell how his Northumbrian nurse (old Mabel) amused him by singing the ditties of her native countrie, and specially names O! the Oak and the Ash and the Bonny Ivy Tree as a Northumbrian ballad.”
	Its lyrics center on the oak, the ash, and the bonny ivy tree—three plants that were quite familiar to people living in the English countryside. These trees and plants carried symbolic meaning. The oak often represented strength and endurance, the ash was associated with everyday usefulness and rural life, and the ivy symbolized faithfulness and enduring attachment.
	At its heart, “The Oak and the Ash” is a song of longing and belonging, suggesting a deep emotional connection to home. This theme would have resonated strongly in a time when people were beginning to move more frequently for work or opportunity, yet still felt rooted in their local landscapes. The repeated imagery of trees and countryside creates a sense of stability and identity in contrast to the changes taking place in society.
	Musically, the song has been passed down through oral tradition, which means that different versions of both the lyrics and melody exist. Like many folk songs, it was not originally written down but learned and shared by ear, often sung in homes, gatherings, and local communities.
	“The Oak and the Ash” offers a glimpse into a way of life where nature, memory, and identity were closely intertwined, and it remains a gentle reminder of the enduring human desire to belong to a place and to remember where one comes from.

	The Oak & The Ash Lyrics
	A North Country maid up to London had strayed Although with her nature it did not agree She wept and she sighed, and bitterly she cried I wish once again in the North I could be.
	Chorus: Oh the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree They flourish at home in my own country
	While sadly I roam I regret my dear home Where lads and young lasses are making the hay Where the merry bells ring and the birds sweetly sing And the maidens and meadows are pleasant and gay
	Chorus: Oh the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree They flourish at home in my own country
	No doubt did I please, I could marry with ease Where maidens are fair many lovers will come But he whom I wed must be North Country bred And carry me back to my North Country home
	Chorus: Oh the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree They flourish at home in my own country
	Of parks they may talk where ’tis fashion to walk I’ll own the gay throng is a wonderful sight But nought have I seen like the Westmoreland green Where all of us danced from the morning ’til night!
	Chorus: Oh the oak and the ash and the bonny ivy tree They flourish at home in my own country

	Poetry Recitation & Copywork
	Poetry Selections
	Our featured poet for this session is Johann Wolfgang Goethe, a polymath that lived throughout the late Enlightenment era into the Romanticism movement. We've included six poetry selections for your kids and teens to read, listen to, memorize, and recite. They are:
	Rosebud in the Heather
	Found
	Wanderer's Night Song
	May Song
	Autumn Feelings
	The Sorcerer’s Apprentice
	For copywork, we have included Zaner-Bloser style handwriting sheets for primary, elementary, and cursive, as well as college-ruled for older students. We have chosen four poems, listed below:
	Found
	Wanderer's Night Song
	May Song
	Autumn Feelings
	“A man should hear a little music, read a little poetry, and see a fine picture every day of his life, in order that worldly cares may not obliterate the sense of the beautiful which God has implanted in the human soul.”
	~ Johann Wolfgang von Goethe


	Johann Wolfgang von Goethe August 28, 1749 - March 22, 1832
	Johann Wolfgang von Goethe (1749–1832) was one of the greatest writers of the Age of Enlightenment and the period that followed. He was born in Frankfurt, Germany, into a well-educated and supportive family.
	From a young age, he showed a deep love for learning, studying literature, languages, science, and the arts. He later studied law, but his true passion was writing.
	As a young man, he gained sudden fame with his novel The Sorrows of Young Werther, which captured the emotions and struggles of his generation.
	Goethe lived during a time of great intellectual and cultural change. While he was influ-enced by Enlightenment ideas such as reason and the study of nature, he also helped shape a movement that valued emotion, imagination, and personal experience. His writing often reflects a balance between careful observation of the world and a deep appreciation for beauty, creativity, and the inner life of the human spirit. In addition to poetry and novels, he was also interested in science and studied plants, colors, and natural forms, showing his belief that truth could be found both in reason and in nature.
	One of Goethe’s most important works is Faust, a dramatic poem that tells the story of a man searching for meaning and knowledge. Through this and many of his shorter poems, Goethe explored themes such as ambition, temptation, love, nature, and the pursuit of truth. His poetry ranges from simple and peaceful reflections on nature to powerful and dramatic stories filled with tension and emotion.
	Goethe’s influence extended far beyond literature. Many of his poems were set to music by great composers, including Franz Schubert, Ludwig van Beethoven, and Johannes Brahms. These musical settings helped bring his words to life in a new way, combining poetry and music to express feeling and meaning. Songs such as “The Erlking” became especially well known through these compositions.

	Throughout his life, Goethe also served in government and was involved in cultural leadership in the city of Weimar, where he spent many of his later years. He continued to write, study, and reflect on life until his death in 1832. Today, he is remembered as a writer who brought together the ideas of reason and imagination, helping people see both the order of the world and the beauty within it.
	Bonus: Although our featured composer for this session is Mozart, we thought it would be fun for your family to listen to some of Goethe’s poems set to music—primarily as Lieder, or “art songs” by other great composers:
	Click here to listen to Rosebud in the Heather/Heidenröslein, by Franz Schubert.
	Click here to listen to Wanderer's Night Song/Über allen Gipfeln, by Franz Schubert.
	Click here to listen to May Song/Mailied, by Ludwig von Beethoven.
	Click here to listen to The Sorcerer’s Apprentice /Der Zauberlehrling, by Paul Dukas.
	Poetry Selections
	Translated from German to English
	Rosebud in the Heather  (Heidenröslein)
	Urchin saw a rose — a dear  Rosebud in the heather.  Fresh as dawn and morning-clear;  Ran up quick and stooped to peer,  Took his fill of pleasure,  Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red,  Rosebud in the heather.
	Urchin blurts: "I'll pick you, though,  Rosebud in the heather!"  Rosebud: "Then I'll stick you so  That there's no forgetting, no!  I'll not stand it, ever!"  Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red,  Rosebud in the heather.
	But the wild young fellow's torn Rosebud from the heather.  Rose, she pricks him with her thorn;  Should she plead, or cry forlorn?  Makes no difference whether.  Rosebud, rosebud, rosebud red,  Rosebud in the heather.

	Found (Gefunden)
	Into the woodland, Alone I went. Seeking nothing, My sole intent.
	In the shadows I saw A flower grow, Shining like starlight, Its bright eyes aglow
	I went to pick it, It gently said: Must I be broken, Withered, and dead?
	So I dug it up with all Its roots and rich loam, Carried it to the garden Of my lovely home.
	And planted it again In a quiet place; There it spreads out its flowers Blooming with grace.


	Poetry Selections
	Translated from German to English
	May Song (Mailied)
	How gloriously Nature gleams for me! How the sun sparkles! How the field laughs!
	Blossoms burst From every bough And a thousand voices From every bush
	And delight and rapture From every breast. O earth, O sun! O joy, O bliss!
	O love, O love! So golden fair As morning clouds On yonder hills!
	You bless with glory The fresh field, In a mist of blossom The teeming world.
	O maiden, maiden, How I love you! How you look at me! How you love me!

	May Song (cont.)
	The skylark loves Song and air, And morning flowers The hazy sky,
	As I with warm blood Love you, Who give me youth And joy and heart
	For new songs And new dances. Be happy always As in your love for me!

	Wanderer's Night Song  (Über allen Gipfeln)
	Thou that from the heavens art,  Every pain and sorrow stillest,  And the doubly wretched heart  Doubly with refreshment fillest,  I am weary with contending!  Why this rapture and unrest?  Peace descending  Come, ah, come into my breast!


	Poetry Selections
	Translated from German to English
	Autumn Feelings  (Herbstgefühle)
	Flourish greener, as ye clamber, Oh ye leaves, to seek my chamber,
	Up the trellis'd vine on high! May ye swell, twin-berries tender, Juicier far,—and with more splendour
	Ripen, and more speedily! O'er ye broods the sun at even As he sinks to rest, and heaven
	Softly breathes into your ear All its fertilising fullness, While the moon's refreshing coolness,
	Magic-laden, hovers near; And, alas! ye're watered ever
	By a stream of tears that rill From mine eyes—tears ceasing never,
	Tears of love that nought can still!


	Poetry Selections
	Translated from German to English
	The Sorcerer’s Apprentice  (Der Zauberlehrling)
	That old sorcerer has vanished And for once has gone away! Spirits called by him, now banished, My commands shall soon obey. Every step and saying That he used, I know, And with sprites obeying My arts I will show. Flow, flow onward Stretches many Spare not any Water rushing, Ever streaming fully downward Toward the pool in current gushing. Come, old broomstick, you are needed, Take these rags and wrap them round you! Long my orders you have heeded, By my wishes now I've bound you. Have two legs and stand, And a head for you. Run, and in your hand Hold a bucket too. Flow, flow onward Stretches many, Spare not any Water rushing, Ever streaming fully downward Toward the pool in current gushing.
	See him, toward the shore he's racing There, he's at the stream already, Back like lightning he is chasing, Pouring water fast and steady. Once again he hastens! How the water spills, How the water basins Brimming full he fills! Stop now, hear me! Ample measure Of your treasure We have gotten! Ah, I see it, dear me, dear me. Master's word I have forgotten! Ah, the word with which the master Makes the broom a broom once more! Ah, he runs and fetches faster! Be a broomstick as before! Ever new the torrents That by him are fed, Ah, a hundred currents Pour upon my head! No, no longer Can I please him, I will seize him! That is spiteful! My misgivings grow the stronger. What a mien, his eyes how frightful!


	Poetry Selections
	Translated from German to English
	The Sorcerer’s Apprentice  (cont.)
	Brood of hell, you're not a mortal! Shall the entire house go under? Over threshold over portal Streams of water rush and thunder. Broom accurst and mean, Who will have his will, Stick that you have been, Once again stand still! Can I never, Broom, appease you? I will seize you, Hold and whack you, And your ancient wood I'll sever, With a whetted axe I'll crack you. He returns, more water dragging! Now I'll throw myself upon you! Soon, O goblin, you'll be sagging. Crash! The sharp axe has undone you. What a good blow, truly! There, he's split, I see. Hope now rises newly, And my breathing's free. Woe betide me! Both halves scurry In a hurry, Rise like towers There beside me.
	Help me, help, eternal powers! Off they run, till wet and wetter Hall and steps immersed are Iying. What a flood that naught can fetter! Lord and master, hear me crying! - Ah, he comes excited. Sir, my need is sore. Spirits that I've cited My commands ignore. "To the lonely Corner, broom! Hear your doom. As a spirit When he wills, your master only Calls you, then 'tis time to hear it."


	Poetry Study
	Into the woodland,
	Alone I went.
	Seeking nothing,
	My sole intent.
	In the shadows I saw
	A flower grow,
	Shining like starlight,
	Its bright eyes aglow
	I went to pick it,
	It gently said:
	Must I be broken,
	Withered, and dead?
	So I dug it up with all
	Its roots and rich loam,
	Carried it to the garden
	Of my lovely home.
	And planted it again
	In a quiet place;
	There it spreads
	out its flowers
	Blooming with grace.
	Into the woodland,
	Alone I went.
	Seeking nothing,
	My sole intent.
	In the shadows I saw
	A flower grow,
	Shining like starlight,
	Its bright eyes aglow
	I went to pick it,
	It gently said:
	Must I be broken,
	Withered, and dead?
	So I dug it up with all
	Its roots and rich loam,
	Carried it to the garden
	Of my lovely home.
	And planted it again
	In a quiet place;
	There it spreads out its flowers
	Blooming with grace.
	Into the woodland,
	Alone I went.
	Seeking nothing,
	My sole intent.
	In the shadows I saw
	A flower grow,
	Shining like starlight,
	Its bright eyes aglow
	I went to pick it,
	It gently said:
	Must I be broken,
	Withered, and dead?
	So I dug it up with all
	Its roots and rich loam,
	Carried it to the garden
	Of my lovely home.
	And planted it again
	In a quiet place;
	There it spreads out its flowers
	Blooming with grace.
	Found (Gefunden)
	Thou that from
	the heavens art,
	Every pain and
	sorrow stillest,
	And the doubly
	wretched heart
	Doubly with
	refreshment fillest,
	I am weary
	with contending!
	Why this rapture
	and unrest?
	Peace descending
	Come, ah, come
	into my breast!
	Thou that from the heavens art,
	Every pain and sorrow stillest,
	And the doubly wretched heart
	Doubly with refreshment fillest,
	I am weary with contending!
	Why this rapture and unrest?
	Peace descending
	Come, ah, come into my breast!
	Thou that from the heavens art,
	Every pain and sorrow stillest,
	And the doubly wretched heart
	Doubly with refreshment fillest,
	I am weary with contending!
	Why this rapture and unrest?
	Peace descending
	Come, ah, come into my breast!
	Wanderer's Night Song (Über allen Gipfeln)
	How gloriously
	Nature gleams for me!
	How the sun sparkles!
	How the field laughs!
	Blossoms burst
	From every bough
	And a thousand voices
	From every bush
	And delight and rapture
	From every breast.
	O earth, O sun!
	O joy, O bliss!
	O love, O love!
	So golden fair
	As morning clouds
	On yonder hills!
	You bless with glory
	The fresh field,
	In a mist of blossom
	The teeming world.
	O maiden, maiden,
	How I love you!
	How you look at me!
	How you love me!
	The skylark loves
	Song and air,
	And morning flowers
	The hazy sky,
	As I with warm blood
	Love you,
	Who give me youth
	And joy and heart
	For new songs
	And new dances.
	Be happy always
	As in your love for me!
	How gloriously
	Nature gleams for me!
	How the sun sparkles!
	How the field laughs!
	Blossoms burst
	From every bough
	And a thousand voices
	From every bush
	And delight and rapture
	From every breast.
	O earth, O sun!
	O joy, O bliss!
	O love, O love!
	So golden fair
	As morning clouds
	On yonder hills!
	You bless with glory
	The fresh field,
	In a mist of blossom
	The teeming world.
	O maiden, maiden,
	How I love you!
	How you look at me!
	How you love me!
	The skylark loves
	Song and air,
	And morning flowers
	The hazy sky,
	As I with warm blood
	Love you,
	Who give me youth
	And joy and heart
	For new songs
	And new dances.
	Be happy always
	As in your love for me!
	How gloriously
	Nature gleams for me!
	How the sun sparkles!
	How the field laughs!
	Blossoms burst
	From every bough
	And a thousand voices
	From every bush
	And delight and rapture
	From every breast.
	O earth, O sun!
	O joy, O bliss!
	O love, O love!
	So golden fair
	As morning clouds
	On yonder hills!
	You bless with glory
	The fresh field,
	In a mist of blossom
	The teeming world.
	O maiden, maiden,
	How I love you!
	How you look at me!
	How you love me!
	The skylark loves
	Song and air,
	And morning flowers
	The hazy sky,
	As I with warm blood
	Love you,
	Who give me youth
	And joy and heart
	For new songs
	And new dances.
	Be happy always
	As in your love for me!
	May Song (Mailied)
	As I with warm blood Love you, Who give me youth And joy and heart
	For new songs And new dances. Be happy always As in your love for me!
	Flourish greener,
	as ye clamber,
	Oh ye leaves,
	to seek my chamber,
	Up the trellis'd vine on high!
	May ye swell,
	twin-berries tender,
	Juicier far,—
	and with more splendour
	Ripen, and more speedily!
	O'er ye broods
	O'er ye broods
	the sun at even
	As he sinks to rest,
	and heaven
	Softly breathes
	into your ear
	All its fertilising fullness,
	While the moon's
	refreshing coolness,
	Magic-laden, hovers near;
	And, alas!
	ye're watered ever
	By a stream of
	tears that rill
	From mine eyes—
	tears ceasing never,
	Tears of love that
	nought can still!
	Flourish greener, as ye clamber,
	Oh ye leaves, to seek my chamber,
	Up the trellis'd vine on high!
	May ye swell, twin-berries tender,
	Juicier far,—and with more splendour
	Ripen, and more speedily!
	O'er ye broods the sun at even
	As he sinks to rest, and heaven
	Softly breathes into your ear
	All its fertilising fullness,
	While the moon's refreshing coolness,
	Magic-laden, hovers near;
	And, alas! ye're watered ever
	By a stream of tears that rill
	From mine eyes—tears ceasing never,
	Tears of love that nought can still!
	Flourish greener, as ye clamber,
	Oh ye leaves, to seek my chamber,
	Up the trellis'd vine on high!
	May ye swell, twin-berries tender,
	Juicier far,—and with
	more splendour
	Ripen, and more speedily!
	O'er ye broods the sun at even
	As he sinks to rest, and heaven
	Softly breathes into your ear
	All its fertilising fullness,
	While the moon's
	refreshing coolness,
	Magic-laden, hovers near;
	And, alas! ye're watered ever
	By a stream of tears that rill
	From mine eyes—
	tears ceasing never,
	Tears of love that
	nought can still!
	Autumn Feelings (Herbstgefühle)
	Tea Times
	In this session, we are giving you six Age of Enlightenment-era recipes for our tea time: American Independence Day Cake, Orsaderolletjes (Dutch Almond Cookies), English Mini Lemon Cheesecakes, French Meringues, Mandel-Kränzlein (German Almond Wreaths), and Scottish Bannocks.
	We will also have six storytime teas:
	Historical Tea 1: Excerpt from Common Sense, by Thomas Paine
	Storytime Tea 2: Excerpt from The Life and Perambulations of a Mouse, by Dorothy Kilner
	Storytime Tea 3: Pride and Prejudice, Ch. VIII, by Jane Austen
	Fable Tea 4:  La Fontaine’s Fables, “The Lion and the Gnat,” by Jean de La Fontaine
	Fairy Tale Tea 5: Grimm’s Fairy Tales, “Little Red Cap,” by the Brothers Grimm
	Storytime Tea 6: The Renowned History of Goody Two-Shoes, Ch. 1-4, by Anonymous


	Tea Times
	“A fondness for reading, which, properly directed, must be an education in itself.” ~ Jane Austen, Mansfield Park

	American Independence Day Cake
	Ingredients: ⅔ c warm water (105 to 115°)  ¼ oz package of active dry yeast Pinch of sugar 4 c flour 1 tsp baking powder 2 tsp cinnamon ½ tsp salt ½ tsp ground ginger ¼ tsp nutmeg 1 c (2 sticks) unsalted butter, softened 2 large eggs, lightly beaten 2 c firmly packed brown sugar 1 c buttermilk 1 T vanilla 1 c raisins ¼ c finely chopped dried cherries, figs, or dried fruit of choice
	Directions:
	Preheat oven to 350°. In the bowl of a stand mixer, add warm water and sprinkle yeast over top, then a pinch of sugar. Let stand for 5 minutes.
	In a separate bowl, mix flour, salt, baking powder, cinnamon, ginger, and nutmeg, and set aside. Once yeast is bubbling, add one cup of the flour mixture, mixing well. Stir butter in, then add sugar, vanilla, and buttermilk, mixing well. Stir in eggs until just combined.
	Set aside one tablespoon of flour mixture, then stir the rest into the batter. Put dried raisins and cherries in ziplock with the tablespoon of flour, then shake the bag to coat them. Gently fold into batter, then pour into a greased bundt pan and cover with a towel, letting it rise for 1½ hours.
	Bake until toothpick poked into cake comes out clean, about 50-60 minutes, then allow to cool before serving. Enjoy!


	Geldersche Kkeukenmeid (Almond Cookies)
	Ingredients: 2 lemons 1½ c sweet almonds 6 bitter almonds 1 c of sugar
	Directions: Zest both lemons, then juice half of one lemon and set aside. Blend lemon zest, almonds, and sugar in food processor until they have the texture of fine crumbs, then pour into a thick-bottomed pan.
	Add lemon juice and heat on medium heat until sugar begins to melt, then turn heat down to low and heat for 10 more minutes, stirring frequently.
	Remove pan from heat, transfer mixture to a bowl, and let cool. When mixture has cooled enough for you to comfortably touch, shape it into small rolls, then coat them in castor sugar and let cool fully. Serve and enjoy!

	English Mini Lemon Cheesecakes
	Ingredients: 2 large lemons ½ c white sugar 6 egg yolks 2 sticks of butter, melted 4oz. cream cheese Puff pastry
	Directions: Preheat oven to 375°. Peel lemons, leaving the pith (white part) alone. Then bring water to a boil and add peels, boiling until softened. Beat into a mush using food processor, then add egg yolks, sugar, and melted butter and blend again until fully combined.
	Add cream cheese, blending until smooth. Spray non-stick cooking spray into mini tart tins or muffin tins, then line with puff pastry. Fill halfway with lemon mixture, then bake until the tops are firm and golden brown, about 20-25 minutes.

	French Meringues
	Ingredients:
	2 room temperature egg whites  ¼ tsp cream of tartar  Pinch of salt  ½ c sugar, superfine recommended  Optional: ½ tsp vanilla extract

	Directions:
	Line one or two baking sheets with parchment paper, then preheat oven to 225º.
	Beat egg whites in a mixing bowl until frothy, then add salt and cream of tartar, beating until soft peaks are formed. Slowly mix in sugar a tablespoon at a time until soft peaks have formed, then fold in vanilla if using for flavoring.
	Scoop or pipe tablespoons of mixture 2 inches apart on baking sheet(s), then bake for 45 minutes.
	Once the baking time is over, turn oven off, but leave meringues shut inside the oven for one more hour (do not open the door or it will release heat). This will help them finish cooking. Then let cool, serve, and enjoy!


	Mandel-Kränzlein (Almond Wreaths)
	Ingredients:
	9 oz unsalted, whole almonds, blanched Lemon zest of one lemon 4½ T candied citron peel 3 egg whites 1⅛ c granulated sugar Edible wafer papers Fruit preserve  Optional: sugar icing

	Directions:
	Preheat oven to 300°. Blanch 9 oz almonds, remove skins, and finely chop. Likewise, finely chop 4½ tablespoons candied citron, then set aside and zest lemon.
	Whisk 3 egg whites until stiff peaks form, then slowly add 1⅛ cups sugar while continuing to whisk until mixture becomes shiny and glossy. Fold almonds, lemon zest, and citron into mixture gently.
	Spoon mixture into edible wafer papers, then shape each into a small circle and indent the middle, leaving it hollow. Bake for 15-20 minutes, or until set and lightly golden.
	Let cool, then fill the middle with a thick fruit jam, such as apricot or raspberry. Coat tops with a small amount of sugar icing or lemon icing, then let set and serve!


	Scottish Bannocks
	Ingredients:
	2⅝ c ground oats 2⅛ flour 2 tsp baking soda 1½ tsp salt 1½ c buttermilk Olive oil

	Directions:
	If creating your own buttermilk with lemon juice or vinegar, mix that together first.
	In a separate bowl, mix oats, flour, and salt. Stir baking soda into your buttermilk, then slowly pour one cup into oat mixture, mixing as you go. If dough is too dry and crumbly, add the remaining ½ cup buttermilk- if not, set it aside.
	Place dough on floured surface, then cut in half and shape into flat circles, handling it as little as possible to preserve texture.
	Without cutting all the way through, indent an “X” shape into the dough, creating four distinct sections. Heat a bit of olive oil in a skillet, griddle, or pan, then add dough, shaking the pan slightly at intervals to avoid dough sticking to the bottom, but otherwise letting it brown. Once cooked all the way through, flip and let the underside brown lightly.
	Alt: If baking in an oven instead, bake at 360° for 10 minutes, turn bannocks over, then bake for 10 more minutes.
	Once done, it should make a hollow sound when tapped. Serve and enjoy!


	Common Sense by Thomas Paine
	Excerpt from Part Three,  Thoughts on the Present Day State of American Affairs
	In the following pages I offer nothing more than simple facts, plain arguments, and common sense; and have no other preliminaries to settle with the reader, than that he will divest himself of prejudice and prepossession, and suffer his reason and his feelings to determine for themselves; that he will put on, or rather that he will not put off, the true character of a man, and generously enlarge his views beyond the present day.
	Volumes have been written on the subject of the struggle between England and America. Men of all ranks have embarked in the controversy, from different motives, and with various designs; but all have been ineffectual, and the period of debate is closed. Arms, as the last resource, decide the contest; the appeal was the choice of the king, and the continent hath accepted the challenge.
	It hath been reported of the late Mr. Pelham (who tho’ an able minister was not without his faults) that on his being attacked in the house of commons, on the score, that his measures were only of a temporary kind, replied “they will last my time.” Should a thought so fatal and unmanly possess the colonies in the present contest, the name of ancestors will be remembered by future generations with detestation.
	The sun never shined on a cause of greater worth. ’Tis not the affair of a city, a country, a province, or a kingdom, but of a continent—of at least one eighth part of the habitable globe. ’Tis not the concern of a day, a year, or an age; posterity are virtually involved in the contest, and will be more or less affected, even to the end of time, by the proceedings now. Now is the seed time of continental union, faith and honor. The least fracture now will be like a name engraved with the point of a pin on the tender rind of a young oak; the wound will enlarge with the tree, and posterity read it in full grown characters.
	By referring the matter from argument to arms, a new æra for politics is struck; a new method of thinking hath arisen. All plans, proposals, &c. prior to the nineteenth of April, i.e. to the commencement of hostilities, are like the almanacks of the last year; which, though proper then, are superseded and useless now. Whatever was advanced by the advocates on either side of the question then, terminated in one and the same point, viz. a union with Great-Britain; the only difference between the parties was the method of effecting it; the one proposing force, the other friendship; but it hath so far happened that the first hath failed, and the second hath withdrawn her influence.


	As much hath been said of the advantages of reconciliation, which, like an agreeable dream, hath passed away and left us as we were, it is but right, that we should examine the contrary side of the argument, and inquire into some of the many material injuries which these colonies sustain, and always will sustain, by being connected with, and dependant on Great-Britain. To examine that connexion and dependance, on the principles of nature and common sense, to see what we have to trust to, if separated, and what we are to expect, if dependant.
	I have heard it asserted by some, that as America hath flourished under her former connexion with Great-Britain, that the same connexion is necessary towards her future happiness, and will always have the same effect. Nothing can be more fallacious than this kind of argument. We may as well assert that because a child has thrived upon milk, that it is never to have meat, or that the first twenty years of our lives is to become a precedent for the next twenty. But even this is admitting more than is true, for I answer roundly, that America would have flourished as much, and probably much more, had no European power had any thing to do with her. The commerce, by which she hath enriched herself are the necessaries of life, and will always have a market while eating is the custom of Europe.
	But she has protected us, say some. That she has engrossed us is true, and defended the continent at our expence as well as her own is admitted, and she would have defended Turkey from the same motive, viz. the sake of trade and dominion.
	Alas, we have been long led away by ancient prejudices, and made large sacrifices to superstition. We have boasted the protection of Great-Britain, without considering, that her motive was interest not attachment; that she did not protect us from our enemies on our account, but from her enemies on her own account, from those who had no quarrel with us on any other account, and who will always be our enemies on the same account. Let Britain wave her pretensions to the continent, or the continent throw off the dependance, and we should be at peace with France and Spain were they at war with Britain. The miseries of Hanover last war ought to warn us against connexions.
	It has lately been asserted in parliament, that the colonies have no relation to each other but through the parent country, i.e. that Pennsylvania and the Jerseys, and so on for the rest, are sister colonies by the way of England; this is certainly a very round-about way of proving relationship, but it is the nearest and only true way of proving enemyship, if I may so call it. France and Spain never were, nor perhaps ever will be our enemies as Americans, but as our being the subjects of Great-Britain.
	But Britain is the parent country, say some. Then the more shame upon her conduct. Even brutes do not devour their young, nor savages make war upon their families; wherefore the assertion, if true, turns to her reproach; but it happens not to be true, or only partly so, and the phrase parent or mother country hath been jesuitically adopted by the king and his parasites, with a low papistical design of gaining an unfair bias on the credulous weakness of our minds. Europe, and not England, is the parent country of America. This new world hath been the asylum for the persecuted lovers of civil and religious liberty from every part of Europe. Hither have they fled, not from the tender embraces of the mother, but from the cruelty of the monster; and it is so far true of England, that the same tyranny which drove the first emigrants from home, pursues their descendants still.
	In this extensive quarter of the globe, we forget the narrow limits of three hundred and sixty miles (the extent of England) and carry our friendship on a larger scale; we claim brotherhood with every European Christian, and triumph in the generosity of the sentiment.
	It is pleasant to observe by what regular gradations we surmount the force of local prejudice, as we enlarge our acquaintance with the world. A man born in any town in England divided into parishes, will naturally associate most with his fellow parishioners (because their interests in many cases will be common) and distinguish him by the name of neighbour; if he meet him but a few miles from home, he drops the narrow idea of a street, and salutes him by the name of townsman; if he travel out of the county, and meet him in any other, he forgets the minor divisions of street and town, and calls him countryman, i.e. county-man; but if in their foreign excursions they should associate in France or any other part of Europe, their local remembrance would be enlarged into that of Englishmen. And by a just parity of reasoning, all Europeans meeting in America, or any other quarter of the globe, are countrymen; for England, Holland, Germany, or Sweden, when compared with the whole, stand in the same places on the larger scale, which the divisions of street, town, and county do on the smaller ones; distinctions too limited for continental minds. Not one third of the inhabitants, even of this province, are of English descent. Wherefore I reprobate the phrase of parent or mother country applied to England only, as being false, selfish, narrow and ungenerous.
	But admitting, that we were all of English descent, what does it amount to? Nothing. Britain, being now an open enemy, extinguishes every other name and title: And to say that reconciliation is our duty, is truly farcical. The first king of England, of the present line (William the Conqueror) was a Frenchman, and half the Peers of England are descendants from the same country; therefore, by the same method of reasoning, England ought to be governed by France.
	Much hath been said of the united strength of Britain and the colonies, that in conjunction they might bid defiance to the world. But this is mere presumption; the fate of war is uncertain, neither do the expressions mean any thing; for this continent would never suffer itself to be drained of inhabitants, to support the British arms in either Asia, Africa, or Europe.
	Besides what have we to do with setting the world at defiance? Our plan is commerce, and that, well attended to, will secure us the peace and friendship of all Europe; because, it is the interest of all Europe to have America a free port. Her trade will always be a protection, and her barrenness of gold and silver secure her from invaders.
	I challenge the warmest advocate for reconciliation, to shew, a single advantage that this continent can reap, by being connected with Great Britain. I repeat the challenge, not a single advantage is derived. Our corn will fetch its price in any market in Europe, and our imported goods must be paid for buy them where we will.
	But the injuries and disadvantages we sustain by that connection, are without number; and our duty to mankind at large, as well as to ourselves, instruct us to renounce the alliance:
	Because, any submission to, or dependance on Great-Britain, tends directly to involve this continent in European wars and quarrels; and sets us at variance with nations, who would otherwise seek our friendship, and against whom, we have neither anger nor complaint. As Europe is our market for trade, we ought to form no partial connection with any part of it. It is the true interest of America to steer clear of European contentions, which she never can do, while by her dependence on Britain, she is made the make-weight in the scale of British politics.
	Europe is too thickly planted with kingdoms to be long at peace, and whenever a war breaks out between England and any foreign power, the trade of America goes to ruin, because of her connection with Britain. The next war may not turn out like the last, and should it not, the advocates for reconciliation now will be wishing for separation then, because, neutrality in that case, would be a safer convoy than a man of war. Every thing that is right or natural pleads for separation. The blood of the slain, the weeping voice of nature cries, ’Tis time to part. Even the distance at which the Almighty hath placed England and America, is a strong and natural proof, that the authority of the one, over the other, was never the design of Heaven. The time likewise at which the continent was discovered, adds weight to the argument, and the manner in which it was peopled encreases the force of it. The reformation was preceded by the discovery of America, as if the Almighty graciously meant to open a sanctuary to the persecuted in future years, when home should afford neither friendship nor safety.
	The authority of Great-Britain over this continent, is a form of government, which sooner or later must have an end: And a serious mind can draw no true pleasure by looking forward, under the painful and positive conviction, that what he calls “the present constitution” is merely temporary.  As parents, we can have no joy, knowing that this government is not sufficiently lasting to ensure any thing which we may bequeath to posterity: And by a plain method of argument, as we are running the next generation into debt, we ought to do the work of it, otherwise we use them meanly and pitifully. In order to discover the line of our duty rightly, we should take our children in our hand, and fix our station a few years farther into life; that eminence will present a prospect, which a few present fears and prejudices conceal from our sight.
	Though I would carefully avoid giving unnecessary offence, yet I am inclined to believe, that all those who espouse the doctrine of reconciliation, may be included within the following descriptions. Interested men, who are not to be trusted; weak men, who cannot see; prejudiced men, who will not see; and a certain set of moderate men, who think better of the European world than it deserves; and this last class, by an ill-judged deliberation, will be the cause of more calamities to this continent, than all the other three.
	It is the good fortune of many to live distant from the scene of sorrow; the evil is not sufficient brought to their doors to make them feel the precariousness with which all American property is possessed. But let our imaginations transport us for a few moments to Boston, that seat of wretchedness will teach us wisdom, and instruct us for ever to renounce a power in whom we can have no trust. The inhabitants of that unfortunate city, who but a few months ago were in ease and affluence, have now, no other alternative than to stay and starve, or turn out to beg.
	Endangered by the fire of their friends if they continue within the city, and plundered by the soldiery if they leave it. In their present condition they are prisoners without the hope of redemption, and in a general attack for their relief, they would be exposed to the fury of both armies.
	Men of passive tempers look somewhat lightly over the offences of Britain, and, still hoping for the best, are apt to call out, “Come, come, we shall be friends again, for all this.” But examine the passions and feelings of mankind, Bring the doctrine of reconciliation to the touchstone of nature, and then tell me, whether you can hereafter love, honour, and faithfully serve the power that hath carried fire and sword into your land? If you cannot do all these, then are you only deceiving yourselves, and by your delay bringing ruin upon posterity. Your future connection with Britain, whom you can neither love nor honour, will be forced and unnatural, and being formed only on the plan of present convenience, will in a little time fall into a relapse more wretched than the first. But if you say, you can still pass the violations over, then I ask, Hath your house been burnt? Hath your property been destroyed before your face? Are your wife and children destitute of a bed to lie on, or bread to live on? Have you lost a parent or a child by their hands, and yourself the ruined and wretched survivor? If you have not, then are you not a judge of those who have. But if you have, and still can shake hands with the murderers, then are you unworthy of the name of husband, father, friend, or lover, and whatever may be your rank or title in life, you have the heart of a coward, and the spirit of a sycophant.
	This is not inflaming or exaggerating matters, but trying them by those feelings and affections which nature justifies, and without which, we should be incapable of discharging the social duties of life, or enjoying the felicities of it. I mean not to exhibit horror for the purpose of provoking revenge, but to awaken us from fatal and unmanly slumbers, that we may pursue determinately some fixed object. It is not in the power of Britain or of Europe to conquer America, if she do not conquer herself by delay and timidity. The present winter is worth an age if rightly employed, but if lost or neglected, the whole continent will partake of the misfortune; and there is no punishment which that man will not deserve, be he who, or what, or where he will, that may be the means of sacrificing a season so precious and useful.
	It is repugnant to reason, to the universal order of things to all examples from former ages, to suppose, that this continent can longer remain subject to any external power. The most sanguine in Britain does not think so. The utmost stretch of human wisdom cannot, at this time, compass a plan short of separation, which can promise the continent even a year’s security. Reconciliation is now a fallacious dream. Nature hath deserted the connexion, and Art cannot supply her place. For, as Milton wisely expresses, “never can true reconcilement grow where wounds of deadly hate have pierced so deep.”
	Every quiet method for peace hath been ineffectual. Our prayers have been rejected with disdain; and only tended to convince us, that nothing flatters vanity, or confirms obstinacy in Kings more than repeated petitioning—and nothing hath contributed more than that very measure to make the Kings of Europe absolute: Witness Denmark and Sweden. Wherefore, since nothing but blows will do, for God’s sake, let us come to a final separation, and not leave the next generation to be cutting throats, under the violated unmeaning names of parent and child.
	To say, they will never attempt it again is idle and visionary, we thought so at the repeal of the stamp-act, yet a year or two undeceived us; as well may we suppose that nations, which have been once defeated, will never renew the quarrel.
	As to government matters, it is not in the power of Britain to do this continent justice: The business of it will soon be too weighty, and intricate, to be managed with any tolerable degree of convenience, by a power, so distant from us, and so very ignorant of us; for if they cannot conquer us, they cannot govern us. To be always running three or four thousand miles with a tale or a petition, waiting four or five months for an answer, which when obtained requires five or six more to explain it in, will in a few years be looked upon as folly and childishness—There was a time when it was proper, and there is a proper time for it to cease.
	Small islands not capable of protecting themselves, are the proper objects for kingdoms to take under their care; but there is something very absurd, in supposing a continent to be perpetually governed by an island. In no instance hath nature made the satellite larger than its primary planet, and as England and America, with respect to each other, reverses the common order of nature, it is evident they belong to different systems: England to Europe, America to itself.
	I am not induced by motives of pride, party, or resentment to espouse the doctrine of separation and independance; I am clearly, positively, and conscientiously persuaded that it is the true interest of this continent to be so; that every thing short of that is mere patchwork, that it can afford no lasting felicity,—that it is leaving the sword to our children, and shrinking back at a time, when, a little more, a little farther, would have rendered this continent the glory of the earth.
	As Britain hath not manifested the least inclination towards a compromise, we may be assured that no terms can be obtained worthy the acceptance of the continent, or any ways equal to the expence of blood and treasure we have been already put to.
	The object, contended for, ought always to bear some just proportion to the expence. The removal of North, or the whole detestable junto, is a matter unworthy the millions we have expended. A temporary stoppage of trade, was an inconvenience, which would have sufficiently ballanced the repeal of all the acts complained of, had such repeals been obtained; but if the whole continent must take up arms, if every man must be a soldier, it is scarcely worth our while to fight against a contemptible ministry only. Dearly, dearly, do we pay for the repeal of the acts, if that is all we fight for; for in a just estimation, it is as great a folly to pay a Bunker-hill price for law, as for land. As I have always considered the independancy of this continent, as an event, which sooner or later must arrive, so from the late rapid progress of the continent to maturity, the event could not be far off. Wherefore, on the breaking out of hostilities, it was not worth the while to have disputed a matter, which time would have finally redressed, unless we meant to be in earnest; otherwise, it is like wasting an estate on a suit at law, to regulate the trespasses of a tenant, whose lease is just expiring. No man was a warmer wisher for reconciliation than myself, before the fatal nineteenth of April 1775, but the moment the event of that day was made known, I rejected the hardened, sullen tempered Pharaoh of England for ever; and disdain the wretch, that with the pretended title of father
	of his people can unfeelingly hear of their slaughter, and composedly sleep with their blood upon his soul. But admitting that matters were now made up, what would be the event? I answer, the ruin of the continent. And that for several reasons.
	First. The powers of governing still remaining in the hands of the king, he will have a negative over the whole legislation of this continent. And as he hath shewn himself such an inveterate enemy to liberty, and discovered such a thirst for arbitrary power; is he, or is he not, a proper man to say to these colonies, “You shall make no laws but what I please.” And is there any inhabitant in America so ignorant, as not to know, that according to what is called the present constitution, that this continent can make no laws but what the king gives leave to; and is there any man so unwise, as not to see, that (considering what has happened) he will suffer no law to be made here, but such as suit his purpose. We may be as effectually enslaved by the want of laws in America, as by submitting to laws made for us in England. After matters are made up (as it is called) can there be any doubt, but the whole power of the crown will be exerted, to keep this continent as low and humble as possible? Instead of going forward we shall go backward, or be perpetually quarrelling or ridiculously petitioning.—We are already greater than the king wishes us to be, and will he not hereafter endeavour to make us less? To bring the matter to one point. Is the power who is jealous of our prosperity, a proper power to govern us? Whoever says No to this question is an independant, for independancy means no more, than, whether we shall make our own laws, or whether the king, the greatest enemy this continent hath, or can have, shall tell us “there shall be no laws but such as I like.”
	But the king you will say has a negative in England; the people there can make no laws without his consent. In point of right and good order, there is something very ridiculous, that a youth of twenty-one (which hath often happened) shall say to several millions of people, older and wiser than himself, I forbid this or that act of yours to be law. But in this place I decline this sort of reply, though I will never cease to expose the absurdity of it, and only answer, that England being the King’s residence, and America not so, makes quite another case. The king’s negative here is ten times more dangerous and fatal than it can be in England, for there he will scarcely refuse his consent to a bill for putting England into as strong a state of defence as possible, and in America he would never suffer such a bill to be passed.
	America is only a secondary object in the system of British politics, England consults the good of this country, no farther than it answers her own purpose. Wherefore, her own interest leads her to suppress the growth of ours in every case which doth not promote her advantage, or in the least interferes with it. A pretty state we should soon be in under such a second-hand government, considering what has happened! Men do not change from enemies to friends by the alteration of a name: And in order to shew that reconciliation now is a dangerous doctrine, I affirm, that it would be policy in the king at this time, to repeal the acts for the sake of reinstating himself in the government of the provinces; in order, that he may accomplish by craft and subtilty, in the long run, what he cannot do by force and violence in the short one. Reconciliation and ruin are nearly related.
	Secondly. That as even the best terms, which we can expect to obtain, can amount to no more than a temporary expedient, or a kind of government by guardianship, which can last no longer than till the colonies come of age, so the general face and state of things, in the interim, will be unsettled and unpromising. Emigrants of property will not choose to come to a country whose form of government hangs but by a thread, and who is every day tottering on the brink of commotion and disturbance; and numbers of the present inhabitants would lay hold of the interval, to dispense of their effects, and quit the continent.
	But the most powerful of all arguments, is, that nothing but independance, i.e. a continental form of government, can keep the peace of the continent and preserve it inviolate from civil wars. I dread the event of a reconciliation with Britain now, as it is more than probable, that it will be followed by a revolt somewhere or other, the consequences of which may be far more fatal than all the malice of Britain.
	Thousands are already ruined by British barbarity; (thousands more will probably suffer the same fate). Those men have other feelings than us who have nothing suffered. All they now possess is liberty, what they before enjoyed is sacrificed to its service, and having nothing more to lose, they disdain submission. Besides, the general temper of the colonies, towards a British government, will be like that of a youth, who is nearly out of his time; they will care very little about her. And a government which cannot preserve the peace, is no government at all, and in that case we pay our money for nothing; and pray what is it that Britain can do, whose power will be wholly on paper, should a civil tumult break out the very day after reconciliation? I have heard some men say, many of whom I believe spoke without thinking, that they dreaded an independance, fearing that it would produce civil wars. It is but seldom that our first thoughts are truly correct, and that is the case here; for there are ten times more to dread from a patched up connexion than from independance. I make the sufferers case my own, and I protest, that were I driven from house and home, my property destroyed, and my circumstances ruined, that as man, sensible of injuries, I could never relish the doctrine of reconciliation, or consider myself bound thereby.
	The colonies have manifested such a spirit of good order and obedience to continental government, as is sufficient to make every reasonable person easy and happy on that head. No man can assign the least pretence for his fears, on any other grounds, than such as are truly childish and ridiculous, viz. that one colony will be striving for superiority over another.
	Where there are no distinctions there can be no superiority, perfect equality affords no temptation. The republics of Europe are all (and we may say always) in peace. Holland and Swisserland are without wars, foreign or domestic: Monarchical governments, it is true, are never long at rest; the crown itself is a temptation to enterprizing ruffians at home; and that degree of pride and insolence ever attendant on regal authority, swells into a rupture with foreign powers, in instances, where a republican government, by being formed on more natural principles, would negociate the mistake.
	If there is any true cause of fear respecting independance, it is because no plan is yet laid down. Men do not see their way out—Wherefore, as an opening into that business, I offer the following hints; at the same time modestly affirming, that I have no other opinion of them myself, than that they may be the means of giving rise to something better. Could the straggling thoughts of individuals be collected, they would frequently form materials for wise and able men to improve into useful matter.
	Excerpt from  The Life and Perambulations of a Mouse
	by Dorothy Kilner
	INTRODUCTION
	During a remarkably severe winter, when a prodigious fall of snow confined everybody to their habitations, who were happy enough to have one to shelter them from the inclemency of the season, and were hot obliged by business to expose themselves to its rigour, I was on a visit to Meadow Hall; where had assembled likewise a large party of young folk, who all seemed, by their harmony and good humour, to strive who should the most contribute to render pleasant that confinement which we were all equally obliged to share. Nor were those further advanced in life less anxious to contribute to the general satisfaction and entertainment.
	After the more serious employment of reading each morning was concluded, we danced, we sung, we played at blind-man’s-buff, battledore and shuttlecock, and many other games equally diverting and innocent; and when tired of them, drew our seats round the fire, while each one in turn told some merry story to divert the company.
	At last, after having related all that we could recollect worth reciting, and being rather at a loss what to say next, a sprightly girl in company proposed that every one should relate the history of their own lives; ‘and it must be strange indeed,’ added she, ‘if that will not help us out of this difficulty, and furnish conversation for some days longer; and by that time, perhaps, the frost will break, the snow will melt, and set us all at liberty. But let it break when it will, I make a law, that no one shall go from Meadow Hall till they have told their own history: so take notice, ladies and gentlemen, take notice, everybody, what you have to trust to. And because,’ continued she, ‘I will not be unreasonable, and require more from you than you can perform, I will give all you who may perhaps have forgotten what passed so many years ago, at the beginning of your lives, two days to recollect and digest your story; by which time if you do not produce something pretty and entertaining, we will never again admit you to dance or play among us.’
	All this she spoke with so good-humoured a smile, that every one was delighted with her, and promised to do their best to acquit themselves to her satisfaction; whilst some (the length of whose lives had not rendered them forgetful of the transactions which had passed) instantly began their memoirs, as they called them: and really some related their narratives with such spirit and ingenuity, that it quite distressed us older ones, lest we should disgrace ourselves when it should fall to our turns to hold forth. However, we were all determined to produce something, as our fair directress ordered. Accordingly, the next morning I took up my pen, to endeavour to draw up some kind of a history, which might satisfy my companions in confinement. I took up my pen, it is true, and laid the paper before me; but not one word toward my appointed task could I proceed.


	The various occurrences of my life were such as, far from affording entertainment, would, I was certain, rather afflict; or, perhaps, not interesting enough for that, only stupefy, and render them more weary of the continuation of the frost than they were before I began my narration.  Thus circumstanced, therefore, although by myself, I broke silence by exclaiming, ‘What a task his this sweet girl imposed upon me! One which I shall never be able to execute to my own satisfaction or her amusement. The adventures of my life (though deeply interesting to myself) will be insipid and unentertaining to others, especially to my young hearers: I cannot, therefore, attempt it.’—
	‘Then write mine, which may be more diverting,’ said a little squeaking voice, which sounded as if close to me.
	I started with surprise, not knowing any one to be near me; and looking round, could discover no object from whom it could possibly proceed, when casting my eyes upon the ground, in a little hole under the skirting-board, close by the fire, I discovered the head of a mouse peeping out. I arose with a design to stop the hole with a cork, which happened to lie on the table by me; and I was surprised to find that it did not run away, but suffered me to advance quite close, and then only retreated a little into the hole, saying in the same voice as before, ‘Will you write my history?’
	You may be sure that I was much surprised to be so addressed by such an animal; but, ashamed of discovering any appearance of astonishment, lest the mouse should suppose it had frightened me, I answered with the utmost composure, that I would write it willingly if it would dictate to me.
	‘Oh, that I will do,’ replied the mouse, ‘if you will not hurt me.’—
	‘Not for the world,’ returned I; ‘come, therefore, and sit upon my table, that I may hear more distinctly what you have to relate.’ It instantly accepted my invitation, and with all the nimbleness of its species, ran up the side of my chair, and jumped upon my table; when, getting into a box of wafers, it began as follows.
	But, before I proceed to relate my new little companion’s history, I must beg leave to assure my readers that, in earnest, I never heard a mouse speak in all my life; and only wrote the following narrative as being far more entertaining, and not less instructive, than my own life would have been: and as it met with the high approbation of those for whom it was written, I have sent it to Mr. Marshall, for him to publish it, if he pleases, for the equal amusement of his little customers.

	PART I.
	Like all other newborn animals, whether of the human, or any other species, I can not pretend to remember what passed during my infant days. The first circumstance I can recollect was my mother’s addressing me and my three brothers, who all lay in the same nest, in the following words:-

	’I have, my children, with the greatest difficulty, and at the utmost hazard of my life, provided for you all to the present moment; but the period is arrived, when I can no longer pursue that method: snares and traps are everywhere set for me, nor shall I, without infinite danger, be able to procure sustenance to support my own existence, much less can I find sufficient for you all; and, indeed, with pleasure I behold it as no longer necessary, since you are of age now to provide and shift for yourselves; and I doubt not but your agility will enable you to procure a very comfortable livelihood. Only let me give you this one caution—never (whatever the temptation may be) appear often in the same place; if you do, however you may flatter yourselves to the contrary, you will certainly at last be destroyed.’ So saying, she stroked us all with her fore paw as a token of her affection, and then hurried away, to conceal from us the emotions of her sorrow, at thus sending us into the wide world.
	She was no sooner gone, than the thought of being our own directors so charmed our little hearts, that we presently forgot our grief at parting from our kind parent; and, impatient to use our liberty, we all set forward in search of some food, or rather some adventure, as our mother had left us victuals more than sufficient to supply the wants of that day. With a great deal of difficulty, we clambered up a high wall on the inside of a wainscot, till we reached the story above that we were born in, where we found it much easier to run round within the skirting-board, than to ascend any higher.
	While we were there, our noses were delightfully regaled with the scent of the most delicate food that we had ever smelt; we were anxious to procure a taste of it likewise, and after running round and round the room a great many times, we at last discovered a little crack, through which we made our entrance. My brother Longtail led the way; I followed; Softdown came next; but Brighteyes would not be prevailed upon to venture. The apartment which we entered was spacious and elegant; at least, differed so greatly from anything we had seen, that we imagined it the finest place upon earth. It was covered all over with a carpet of various colours, that not only concealed some bird-seeds which we came to devour, but also for some time prevented our being discovered; as we were of much the same hue with many of the flowers on the carpet.
	At last a little girl, who was at work in the room, by the side of her mamma, shrieked out as if violently hurt. Her mamma begged to know the cause of her sudden alarm. Upon which she called out, ‘A mouse! a mouse! I saw one under the chair!’
	‘And if you did, my dear,’ replied her mother, ‘is that any reason for your behaving so ridiculously? If there were twenty mice, what harm could they possibly do? You may easily hurt and destroy then; but, poor little things! they cannot, if they would, hurt you.’
	‘What, could they not bite me?’ inquired the child.
	‘They may, indeed, be able to do that; but you may be very sure that they have no such inclination,’ rejoined the mother. ‘A mouse is one of the most timorous things in the world; every noise alarms it: and though it chiefly lives by plunder, it appears as if punished by its fears for the mischiefs which it commits among our property.
	It is therefore highly ridiculous to pretend to be alarmed at the sight of a creature that would run from the sound of your voice, and wishes never to come near you, lest, as you are far more able, you should also be disposed to hurt it.’
	‘But I am sure, madam,’ replied the little girl, whose name I afterwards heard was Nancy, ‘they do not always run away; for one day, as Miss Betsy Kite was looking among some things which she had in her box, a mouse jumped out and ran up her frock sleeve—she felt it quite up on her arm.’
	‘And what became of it then?’ inquired the mother.
	‘It jumped down again,’ replied Nancy, ‘and got into a little hole in the window-seat; and Betsy did not see it again.’
	‘Well, then, my dear,’ resumed the lady, ‘what harm did it do her? Is not that a convincing proof of what I say, that you have no cause to be afraid of them, and that it is very silly to be so? It is certainly foolish to be afraid of any thing, unless it threatens us with immediate danger; but to pretend to be so at a mouse, and such like inoffensive things, is a degree of weakness that I can by no means suffer any of my children to indulge.’
	‘May I then, madam,’ inquired the child, ‘be afraid of cows and horses, and such great beasts as those?’
	‘Certainly not,’ answered her mother, ‘unless they are likely to hurt you. If a cow or an horse runs after you, I would have you fear them so much as to get out of the way; but if they are quietly walking or grazing in a field, then to fly from them, as if you thought they would eat you instead of the grass, is most absurd, and discovers great want of sense. I once knew a young lady, who, I believe, thought it looked pretty to be terrified at everything, and scream if dog or even a mouse looked at her: but most severely was she punished for her folly, by several very disagreeable accidents she by those means brought upon herself.
	‘One day when she was drinking tea in a large company, on the door being opened, a small Italian greyhound walked into the drawing-room. She happened to be seated near the mistress of the dog, who was making tea: the dog, therefore, walked toward her, in order to be by his favourite; but, upon his advancing near her, she suddenly jumped up, without considering what she was about, overturned the water-urn, the hot iron of which rolling out, set fire to her clothes, which instantly blazed up, being only muslin, and burnt her arms, face, and neck, most dreadfully: she was so much hurt as to be obliged to be put immediately to bed; nor did she recover enough to go abroad for many months. Now, though every one was sorry for her sufferings, who could possibly help blaming her for her ridiculous behaviour, as it was entirely owing to her own folly that she was so hurt? When she was talked to upon the subject, she pleaded for her excuse, that she was so frightened she did not know what she did, nor whither she was going; but as she thought that the dog was coming to her she could not help jumping up, to get out of his way. Now what ridiculous arguing was this! Why could not she help it? And if the dog had really been going to her, what harm would it have done?
	Could she suppose that the lady whose house she was at, would have suffered a beast to walk about the house loose, and go into company, if he was apt to bite and hurt people? Or why should she think he would more injure her, than those he had before passed by? But the real case was, she did not think at all; if she had given herself time for that, she could not have acted so ridiculously. Another time, when she was walking, from the same want of reflection, she very nearly drowned herself. She was passing over a bridge, the outside rails of which were in some places broken down: while she was there, some cows, which a man was driving, met her: immediately, without minding whither she went, she shrieked out, and at the same time jumped on one side just where the rail happened to be broken, and down she fell into the river; nor was it without the greatest difficulty that she was taken out time enough to save her life. However, she caught a violent cold and fever, and was again, by her own foolish fears, confined to her bed for some weeks. Another accident she once met with, which though not quite so bad as the two former, yet might have been attended with fatal consequences. She was sitting in a window, when a wasp happened to fly toward her; she hastily drew back her head, and broke the pane of glass behind her, some of which stuck in her neck. It bled prodigiously; but a surgeon happily being present, made some application to it, which prevented its being followed by any other ill effects than only a few days weakness, occasioned by the loss of blood. Many other misfortunes of the like kind she frequently experienced; but these which I have now related may serve to convince you how extremely absurd it is for people to give way to and indulge themselves in such groundless apprehensions, and, by being afraid when there is no danger, subject themselves to real misfortunes and most fatal accidents. And if being afraid of cows, dogs, and wasps (all of which, if they please, can certainly hurt us) is so ridiculous, what must be the folly of those people who are terrified at a little silly mouse, which never was known to hurt anybody?’
	Here the conversation was interrupted by the entrance of some gentlemen and ladies; and we having enjoyed a very fine repast under one of the chairs during the time that the mother and daughter had held the above discourse, on the chairs being removed for some of the visitors to sit upon, we thought it best to retire: highly pleased with our meal, and not less with the kind goodwill which the lady had, we thought, expressed towards us. We related to our brother Brighteyes all that had passed, and assured him he had no reason to apprehend any danger from venturing himself with us. Accordingly he promised, if such was the case, that the next time we went and found it safe, if we would return back and call him, he would certainly accompany us.
	‘In the mean time, do pray, Nimble,’ said he, addressing himself to me, ‘come with me to some other place, for I long to taste some more delicate food than our mother has provided for us: besides, as perhaps it may be a long while before we shall be strong enough to bring anything away with us, we had better leave that, in case we should ever be prevented from going abroad to seek for fresh supplies.’
	‘Very true,’ replied I; ‘what you say is quite just and wise, therefore I will with all my heart attend you now, and see what we can find.’ So saying, we began to climb; but not without difficulty, for very frequently the bits of mortar which we stepped upon gave way beneath our feet, and tumbled us down together with them lower than when we first set off.
	However, as we were very light, we were not much hurt by our falls; only indeed poor Brighteyes, by endeavouring to save himself, caught by his nails on a rafter, and tore one of them from off his right fore-foot, which was very sore and inconvenient. At length we surmounted all difficulties, and, invited by a strong scent of plum-cake, entered a closet, where we found a fine large one, quite whole and entire. We immediately set about making our way into it, which we easily effected, as it was most deliciously nice, and not at all hard to our teeth.
	Brighteyes, who had not before partaken of the bird-seed, was overjoyed at the sight. He almost forgot the pain of his foot, and soon buried himself withinside the cake; whilst I, who had pretty well satisfied my hunger before, only ate a few of the crumbs, and then went to take a survey of the adjoining apartment. I crept softly under the door of the closet into a room, as large as that which I had before been in, though not so elegantly furnished; for, instead of being covered with a carpet, there was only a small one round the bed; and near the fire was a cradle, with a cleanly-looking woman sitting by it, rocking it with her foot, whilst at the same time she was combing the head of a little boy about four years old. In the middle of the room stood a table, covered with a great deal of litter; and in one corner was the little girl whom I had before seen with her mamma, crying and sobbing as if her heart would break. As I made not the least noise at my entrance, no one observed me for some time; so creeping under one of the beds, I heard the following discourse:—
	‘It does not signify, miss,’ said the woman, who I found was the children’s nurse, ‘I never will put up with such behaviour: you know that I always do everything for you when you speak prettily; but to be ordered to dress you in such a manner, is what I never will submit to: and you shall go undressed all day before I will dress you, unless you ask me as you ought to do.’ Nancy made no reply, but only continued crying.
	‘Aye! you may cry and sob as much as you please,’ said the nurse; ‘I do not care for that: I shall not dress you for crying and roaring, but for being good and speaking with civility.’ Just as she said these words, the door opened, and in came the lady whom I before saw, and whose name I afterwards found was Artless. As soon as she entered, the nurse addressed her, saying, ‘Pray, madam, is it by your desire that Miss Nancy behaves so rudely, and bids me dress her directly, and change the buckles in her shoes, or else she will slap my face? Indeed she did give me a slap upon my hand; so I told her, that I would not dress her at all; for really, madam, I thought you would not wish me to do it, whilst she behaved so; and I took the liberty of putting her to stand in the corner.’
	‘I do not think,’ replied Mrs. Artless, ‘that she deserves to stand in the room at all, or in the house either, if she behaves in that manner: if she does not speak civilly when she wants to be assisted, let her go without help, and see what will become of her then. I am quite ashamed of you, Nancy! I could not have thought you would behave so; but since you have, I promise that you shall not be dressed today, or have any assistance given you, unless you speak in a very different manner.’
	Whilst Mrs. Artless was talking, nurse went out of the room. Mrs. Artless then took her seat by the cradle, and looking into it, found the child awake, and I saw her take out a fine little girl, about five months old: she then continued her discourse, saying, ‘Look here, Nancy, look at this little baby, see how unable it is to help itself; were we to neglect attending to it, what do you think would become of it?
	Suppose I were now to put your sister upon the floor, and there leave her, tell me what do you think she could do, or what would become of her?’ Nancy sobbed out, that she would die.
	‘And pray, my dear,’ continued Mrs. Artless, ‘if we were to leave you to yourself, what would become of you? It is true, you talk and run about better than Polly: but not a bit better could you provide for, or take care of yourself. Could you buy or dress your own victuals? could you light your own fire? could you clean your own house, or open and shut the doors and windows? could you make your own clothes, or even put them on without some assistance, when made? And who do you think will do anything for you, if you are not good, and do not speak civilly? Not I, I promise you, neither shall nurse, nor any of the servants; for though I pay them wages to help to do my business for me, I never want them to do anything unless they are desired in a pretty manner. Should you like, if when I want you to pick up my scissors, or do any little job, I were to say, “Pick up my scissors this moment, or I will slap your face?” Should not you think that it sounded very cross and disagreeable?’
	‘Yes, madam,’ replied Nancy.
	‘Then why,’ rejoined Mrs. Artless, ‘should you speak cross to anybody, particularly to servants and poor people? for to behave so to them, is not only cross, but insolent and proud: it is as if you thought that because they are rather poorer, they are not so good as yourself, whereas, I assure you, poverty makes no difference in the merit of people; for those only are deserving of respect who are truly good; and a beggar who is virtuous, is far better than a prince who is wicked.’
	I was prevented from hearing any more of this very just discourse, by the little boy’s opening the door and letting in a cat; which, though it was the first that I had ever seen in my life, I was certain was the same destructive animal to our race, which I had frequently heard my mother describe. I therefore made all possible haste back to the closet, and warning Brighteyes of our danger, we instantly returned by the same way which we came, to our two brothers, whom we found waiting for us, and wondering at our long absence. We related to them the dainty cheer which we had met with, and agreed to conduct them thither in the evening.
	Accordingly, as soon as it grew towards dusk, we climbed up the wall, and all four together attacked the plum-cake, which no one had touched since we left it; but scarcely had we all seated ourselves round it, than on a sudden the closet-door opened, and a woman entered. Away we all scampered as fast as possible, but poor Brighteyes, who could not move quite so fast on account of his sore toe, and who likewise having advanced farther into the cake, was discovered before he could reach the crack by which we entered. The woman, who had a knife in her hand, struck at him with it, at the same time exclaiming, ‘Bless me, nurse, here is a mouse in the closet!’
	Happily, she missed her aim, and he only received a small wound on the tip of his tail. This interruption sadly alarmed us, and it was above an hour before we could have courage to venture back, when finding everything quiet, except Mrs. Nurse’s singing to her child, we again crept out, and once more surrounded the cake. We continued without any further alarm till we were perfectly satisfied, and then retired to a little distance behind the wainscot, determined there to sleep, and to breakfast on the cake the next day.
	Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen
	Chapter VIII
	T five o’clock the two ladies retired to dress, and at half-past six Elizabeth was summoned to dinner. To the civil inquiries which then poured in, and amongst which she had the pleasure of distinguishing the much superior solicitude of Mr. Bingley, she could not make a very favourable answer.
	Jane was by no means better. The sisters, on hearing this, repeated three or four times how much they were grieved, how shocking it was to have a bad cold, and how excessively they disliked being ill themselves; and then thought no more of the matter: and their indifference towards Jane, when not immediately before them, restored Elizabeth to the enjoyment of all her original dislike.
	Their brother, indeed, was the only one of the party whom she could regard with any complacency. His anxiety for Jane was evident, and his attentions to herself most pleasing; and they prevented her feeling herself so much an intruder as she believed she was considered by the others. She had very little notice from any but him. Miss Bingley was engrossed by Mr. Darcy, her sister scarcely less so; and as for Mr. Hurst, by whom Elizabeth sat, he was an indolent man, who lived only to eat, drink, and play at cards, who, when he found her prefer a plain dish to a ragout, had nothing to say to her.
	When dinner was over, she returned directly to Jane, and Miss Bingley began abusing her as soon as she was out of the room. Her manners were pronounced to be very bad indeed,—a mixture of pride and impertinence: she had no conversation, no style, no taste, no beauty. Mrs. Hurst thought the same, and added,—
	“She has nothing, in short, to recommend her, but being an excellent walker. I shall never forget her appearance this morning. She really looked almost wild.”
	“She did indeed, Louisa. I could hardly keep my countenance. Very nonsensical to come at all! Why must she be scampering about the country, because her sister had a cold? Her hair so untidy, so blowzy!”
	“Yes, and her petticoat; I hope you saw her petticoat, six inches deep in mud, I am absolutely certain, and the gown which had been let down to hide it not doing its office.”
	“Your picture may be very exact, Louisa,” said Bingley; “but this was all lost upon me. I thought Miss Elizabeth Bennet looked remarkably well when she came into the room this morning. Her dirty petticoat quite escaped my notice.”


	“You observed it, Mr. Darcy, I am sure,” said Miss Bingley; “and I am inclined to think that you would not wish to see your sister make such an exhibition.”
	“Certainly not.”
	“To walk three miles, or four miles, or five miles, or whatever it is, above her ancles in dirt, and alone, quite alone! what could she mean by it? It seems to me to show an abominable sort of conceited independence, a most country-town indifference to decorum.”
	“It shows an affection for her sister that is very pleasing,” said Bingley.
	“I am afraid, Mr. Darcy,” observed Miss Bingley, in a half whisper, “that this adventure has rather affected your admiration of her fine eyes.”
	“Not at all,” he replied: “they were brightened by the exercise.” A short pause followed this speech, and Mrs. Hurst began again,—
	“I have an excessive regard for Jane Bennet,—she is really a very sweet girl,—and I wish with all my heart she were well settled. But with such a father and mother, and such low connections, I am afraid there is no chance of it.”
	“I think I have heard you say that their uncle is an attorney in Meryton?”
	“Yes; and they have another, who lives somewhere near Cheapside.”
	“That is capital,” added her sister; and they both laughed heartily.
	“If they had uncles enough to fill all Cheapside,” cried Bingley, “it would not make them one jot less agreeable.”
	“But it must very materially lessen their chance of marrying men of any consideration in the world,” replied Darcy.
	To this speech Bingley made no answer; but his sisters gave it their hearty assent, and indulged their mirth for some time at the expense of their dear friend’s vulgar relations.
	With a renewal of tenderness, however, they repaired to her room on leaving the dining-parlour, and sat with her till summoned to coffee. She was still very poorly, and Elizabeth would not quit her at all, till late in the evening, when she had the comfort of seeing her asleep, and when it appeared to her rather right than pleasant that she should go down stairs herself. On entering the drawing-room, she found the whole party at loo, and was immediately invited to join them; but suspecting them to be playing high, she declined it, and making her sister the excuse, said she would amuse herself, for the short time she could stay below, with a book. Mr. Hurst looked at her with astonishment.
	“Do you prefer reading to cards?” said he; “that is rather singular.”
	“Miss Eliza Bennet,” said Miss Bingley, “despises cards. She is a great reader, and has no pleasure in anything else.”
	“I deserve neither such praise nor such censure,” cried Elizabeth; “I am not a great reader, and I have pleasure in many things.”
	“In nursing your sister I am sure you have pleasure,” said Bingley; “and I hope it will soon be increased by seeing her quite well.”
	Elizabeth thanked him from her heart, and then walked towards a table where a few books were lying. He immediately offered to fetch her others; all that his library afforded.
	“And I wish my collection were larger for your benefit and my own credit; but I am an idle fellow; and though I have not many, I have more than I ever looked into.”
	Elizabeth assured him that she could suit herself perfectly with those in the room.
	“I am astonished,” said Miss Bingley, “that my father should have left so small a collection of books. What a delightful library you have at Pemberley, Mr. Darcy!”
	“It ought to be good,” he replied: “it has been the work of many generations.”
	“And then you have added so much to it yourself—you are always buying books.”
	“I cannot comprehend the neglect of a family library in such days as these.”
	“Neglect! I am sure you neglect nothing that can add to the beauties of that noble place. Charles, when you build your house, I wish it may be half as delightful as Pemberley.”
	“I wish it may.”
	“But I would really advise you to make your purchase in that neighbourhood, and take Pemberley for a kind of model. There is not a finer county in England than Derbyshire.”
	“With all my heart: I will buy Pemberley itself, if Darcy will sell it.”
	“I am talking of possibilities, Charles.”
	“Upon my word, Caroline, I should think it more possible to get Pemberley by purchase than by imitation.”
	Elizabeth was so much caught by what passed, as to leave her very little attention for her book; and, soon laying it wholly aside, she drew near the card-table, and stationed herself between Mr. Bingley and his eldest sister, to observe the game.
	“Is Miss Darcy much grown since the spring?” said Miss Bingley: “will she be as tall as I am?”
	“I think she will. She is now about Miss Elizabeth Bennet’s height, or rather taller.”
	“How I long to see her again! I never met with anybody who delighted me so much. Such a countenance, such manners, and so extremely accomplished for her age! Her performance on the pianoforte is exquisite.”
	“It is amazing to me,” said Bingley, “how young ladies can have patience to be so very accomplished as they all are.”
	“All young ladies accomplished! My dear Charles, what do you mean?”
	“Yes, all of them, I think. They all paint tables, cover screens, and net purses. I scarcely know any one who cannot do all this; and I am sure I never heard a young lady spoken of for the first time, without being informed that she was very accomplished.”
	“Your list of the common extent of accomplishments,” said Darcy, “has too much truth. The word is applied to many a woman who deserves it no otherwise than by netting a purse or covering a screen; but I am very far from agreeing with you in your estimation of ladies in general. I cannot boast of knowing more than half-a-dozen in the whole range of my acquaintance that are really accomplished.”
	“Nor I, I am sure,” said Miss Bingley.
	“Then,” observed Elizabeth, “you must comprehend a great deal in your idea of an accomplished woman.”
	“Yes; I do comprehend a great deal in it.”
	“Oh, certainly,” cried his faithful assistant, “no one can be really esteemed accomplished who does not greatly surpass what is usually met with. A woman must have a thorough knowledge of music, singing, drawing, dancing, and the modern languages, to deserve the word; and, besides all this, she must possess a certain something in her air and manner of walking, the tone of her voice, her address and expressions, or the word will be but half deserved.”
	“All this she must possess,” added Darcy; “and to all she must yet add something more substantial in the improvement of her mind by extensive reading.”
	“I am no longer surprised at your knowing only six accomplished women. I rather wonder now at your knowing any.”
	“Are you so severe upon your own sex as to doubt the possibility of all this?”
	“I never saw such a woman. I never saw such capacity, and taste, and application, and elegance, as you describe, united.”
	Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley both cried out against the injustice of her implied doubt, and were both protesting that they knew many women who answered this description, when Mr. Hurst called them to order, with bitter complaints of their inattention to what was going forward. As all conversation was thereby at an end, Elizabeth soon afterwards left the room.
	“Eliza Bennet,” said Miss Bingley, when the door was closed on her, “is one of those young ladies who seek to recommend themselves to the other sex by undervaluing their own; and with many men, I daresay, it succeeds; but, in my opinion, it is a paltry device, a very mean art.”
	“Undoubtedly,” replied Darcy, to whom this remark was chiefly addressed, “there is meanness in all the arts which ladies sometimes condescend to employ for captivation. Whatever bears affinity to cunning is despicable.”
	Miss Bingley was not so entirely satisfied with this reply as to continue the subject.
	Elizabeth joined them again only to say that her sister was worse, and that she could not leave her. Bingley urged Mr. Jones’s being sent for immediately; while his sisters, convinced that no country advice could be of any service, recommended an express to town for one of the most eminent physicians. This she would not hear of; but she was not so unwilling to comply with their brother’s proposal; and it was settled that Mr. Jones should be sent for early in the morning, if Miss Bennet were not decidedly better. Bingley was quite uncomfortable; his sisters declared that they were miserable. They solaced their wretchedness, however, by duets after supper; while he could find no better relief to his feelings than by giving his housekeeper directions that every possible attention might be paid to the sick lady and her sister.
	The Lion and the Gnat  from the Fables of La Fontaine
	by Jean de La Fontaine
	"Go, paltry insect, refuse of the earth!" Thus said the Lion to the Gnat one day. The Gnat held the Beast King as little worth; Immediate war declared—no joke, I say. "Think you I care for Royal name? I care no button for your fame; An ox is stronger far than you, Yet oxen often I pursue." This said; in anger, fretful, fast, He blew his loudest trumpet blast, And charged upon the Royal Nero, Himself a trumpet and a hero. The time for vengeance came; The Gnat was not to blame. Upon the Lion's neck he settled, glad To make the Lion raving mad; The monarch foams: his flashing eye Rolls wild. Before his roaring fly All lesser creatures; close they hide To shun his cruelty and pride: And all this terror at The bite of one small Gnat, Who changes every moment his attack, First on the mouth, next on the back; Then in the very caverns of the nose, Gives no repose. The foe invisible laughed out, To see a Lion put to rout; Yet clearly saw That tooth nor claw Could blood from such a pigmy draw.
	The helpless Lion tore his hide, And lashed with furious tail his side; Lastly, quite worn, and almost spent, Gave up his furious intent. With glory crowned, the Gnat the battle-ground Leaves, his victorious trump to sound, As he had blown the battle charge before, Still one blast for the conquest more. He flies now here, now there, To tell it everywhere. Alas! it so fell out he met A spider's ambuscaded net, And perished, eaten in mid-air.
	What may we learn by this? why, two things, then: First, that, of enemies, the smaller men Should most be dreaded; also, secondly, That passing through great dangers there may be Still pitfalls waiting for us, though too small to see.

	Little Red Cap Grimm’s Fairy Tales by the Brothers Grimm
	Once upon a time, there was a sweet little girl, who was loved by every one who looked at her, and most of all by her Grandmother. There was nothing that she would not have given the child!
	Once she gave her a little cap of red velvet, which suited her so well that she would not wear anything else. So she was always called Little Red-Cap.
	One day, her Mother said to her, “Come, Little Red-Cap, here is a piece of cake and a bottle of wine. Take them to your Grandmother. She is ill and weak, and they will do her good. Set out before it gets hot. Walk nicely and quietly. Do not run off the path, or you may fall and break the bottle; then your Grandmother will get nothing! When you go into her room, don’t forget to say ‘Good morning,’ and don’t stop to peep into every corner, before you do it.”
	“I’ll take great care,” said Little Red-Cap to her Mother, and gave her hand on it.
	The Grandmother lived in the wood, half an hour’s distance from the village, and just as Little Red-Cap entered the wood, a Wolf met her. Red-Cap did not know what a wicked creature he was, and was not at all afraid of him.
	“Good-day, Little Red-Cap,” said he.
	“Thank you kindly, Wolf.”
	“Whither away so early, Little Red-Cap?”
	“To my Grandmother’s.”
	“What have you got in your apron?”

	“Cake and wine. Yesterday was baking-day, so poor sick Grandmother is to have something good, to make her stronger.”
	“Where does your Grandmother live, Little Red-Cap?”
	“A good quarter of an hour farther on in the wood. Her house stands under the three large oak-trees; the nut-trees are just below. You surely must know it,” replied Little Red-Cap.
	The Wolf thought to himself, “What a tender young creature! what a nice plump mouthful—she will be better to eat than the old woman. I must act craftily, so as to catch both.”
	He walked for a short time by the side of Little Red-Cap, and then he said, “See, Little Red-Cap, how pretty the flowers are about here—why do you not look round? I believe, too, that you do not hear how sweetly the little birds are singing. You walk gravely along as if you were going to school, while everything else in the wood is merry.”
	Little Red-Cap raised her eyes, and when she saw the sunbeams dancing here and there through the trees, and pretty flowers growing everywhere, she thought, “Suppose I take Grandmother a fresh nosegay. That would please her too. It is so early in the day that I shall still get there in good time.”
	And so she ran from the path into the wood to look for flowers. And whenever she had picked one, she fancied that she saw a still prettier one farther on, and ran after it, and thus got deeper and deeper into the wood.
	Meanwhile, the Wolf ran straight to the Grandmother’s house and knocked at the door.
	“Who is there?”
	“Little Red-Cap,” replied the Wolf. “She is bringing cake and wine. Open the door.”
	“Lift the latch,” called out the Grandmother, “I am too weak, and cannot get up.”
	The Wolf lifted the latch, the door flew open, and without saying a word he went straight to the Grandmother’s bed, and devoured her. Then he put on her clothes, dressed himself in her cap, laid himself in bed, and drew the curtains.
	Little Red-Cap, however, had been running about picking flowers. When she had gathered so many that she could carry no more, she remembered her Grandmother, and set out on the way to her.
	She was surprised to find the cottage-door standing open. And when she went into the room, she had such a strange feeling, that she said to herself, “Oh dear! how uneasy I feel to-day, and at other times I like being with Grandmother so much.”
	She called out, “Good morning,” but received no answer. So she went to the bed and drew back the curtains. There lay her Grandmother with her cap pulled far over her face, and looking very strange.
	“Oh! Grandmother,” she said, “what big ears you have!”
	“The better to hear you with, my Child,” was the reply.
	“But, Grandmother, what big eyes you have!” she said.
	“The better to see you with, my dear.”
	“But, Grandmother, what large hands you have!”
	“The better to hug you with.”
	“Oh! but Grandmother, what a terrible big mouth you have!”
	“The better to eat you with!” And scarcely had the Wolf said this, than with one bound he was out of bed and swallowed up Red-Cap.
	When the Wolf had satisfied his appetite, he lay down again in the bed, fell asleep and began to snore very loud. The huntsman was just passing the house, and thought to himself, “How the old woman is snoring! I must just see if she wants anything.”
	So he went into the room, and when he came to the bed, he saw the Wolf lying in it. “Do I find thee here, thou old sinner!” said he. “I have long sought thee!”
	Then just as he was going to fire at him, it occurred to him that the Wolf might have devoured the grandmother, and that she might still be saved. So he did not fire, but took a pair of scissors, and began to cut open the stomach of the sleeping Wolf.
	When he had made two snips, he saw the little Red-Cap shining, and then he made two snips more, and the little girl sprang out, crying, “Ah, how frightened I have been! How dark it was inside the Wolf!”
	And after that the aged grandmother came out alive also, but scarcely able to breathe.
	Red-Cap then quickly fetched great stones with which they filled the Wolf’s body. And when he awoke, he wanted to run away, but the stones were so heavy that he tumbled down at once, and fell dead.
	Then all three were delighted. The huntsman drew off the Wolf’s skin and went home with it. The grandmother ate the cake and drank the wine which Red-Cap had brought, and grew strong again.
	But Red-Cap thought to herself, “As long as I live, I will never leave the path to run into the wood, when my mother has forbidden me to do so.”
	The Renowned History of  Goody Two-Shoes by Anonymous
	Chapter I. “How and about Little Margery and her Brother”
	Care and Discontent shortened the Days of Little Margery's Father.--He was forced from his Family, and seized with a violent Fever in a Place where Dr. James's Powder was not to be had, and where he died miserably. Margery's poor Mother survived the Loss of her Husband but a few Days, and died of a broken Heart, leaving Margery and her little Brother to the wide World; but, poor Woman, it would have melted your Heart to have seen how frequently she heaved up her Head, while she lay speechless, to survey with languishing Looks her little Orphans, as much as to say, Do Tommy, do Margery, come with me. They cried, poor Things, and she sighed away her Soul; and I hope is happy.
	It would both have excited your Pity, and have done your Heart good, to have seen how fond these two little ones were of each other, and how, Hand in Hand, they trotted about. Pray see them.

	They were both very ragged, and Tommy had two Shoes, but Margery had but one. They had nothing, poor Things, to support them (not being in their own Parish) but what they picked from the Hedges, or got from the poor People, and they lay every Night in a Barn. Their Relations took no Notice of them; no, they were rich, and ashamed to own such a poor little ragged Girl as Margery, and such a dirty little curl-pated Boy as Tommy. Our Relations and Friends seldom take Notice of us when we are poor; but as we grow rich they grow fond. And this will always be the Case, while People love Money better than Virtue, or better than they do GOD Almighty. But such wicked Folks, who love nothing but Money, and are proud and despise the Poor, never come to any good in the End, as we shall see by and by.

	Chapter II. “How and About Mr. Smith
	Mr. Smith was a very worthy Clergyman, who lived in the Parish where Little Margery and Tommy were born; and having a Relation come to see him, who was a charitable good Man, he sent for these Children to him. The Gentleman ordered Little Margery a new Pair of Shoes, gave Mr. Smith some Money to buy her Cloathes; and said, he would take Tommy and make him a little Sailor; and accordingly had a Jacket and Trowsers made for him, in which he now appears. Pray look at him. After some Days the Gentleman intended to go to London, and take little Tommy with him, of whom you will know more by and by, for we shall at a proper Time present you with some Part of his History, his Travels and Adventures.
	The Parting between these two little Children was very affecting, Tommy cried, and Margery cried, and they kissed each other an hundred Times. At last Tommy thus wiped off her Tears with the End of his Jacket, and bid her cry no more, for that he would come to her again, when he returned from Sea. However, as they were so very fond, the Gentleman would not suffer them to take Leave of each other; but told Tommy he should ride out with him, and come back at Night. When night came, Little Margery grew very uneasy about her Brother, and after sitting up as late as Mr. Smith would let her, she went crying to Bed.

	Chapter III. “How Little Margery obtained the Name of Goody Two-Shoes, and what happened in the Parish”
	in her two Shoes. She ran out to Mrs. Smith as soon as they were put on, and stroking down her ragged Apron thus, cried out, Two Shoes, Mame, see two Shoes. And so she behaved to all the People she met, and by that Means obtained the Name of Goody Two-Shoes, though her Playmates called her Old Goody Two-Shoes.
	Little Margery was very happy in being with Mr. and Mrs. Smith, who were very charitable and good to her, and had agreed to breed her up with their Family; but as soon as that Tyrant of the Parish, that Graspall, heard of her being there, he applied first to Mr. Smith, and threatened to reduce his Tythes if he kept her; and after that he spoke to Sir Timothy, who sent Mr. Smith a peremptory Message by his Servant, that he should send back Meanwell's Girl to be kept by her Relations, and not harbour her in the Parish. This so distressed Mr. Smith that he shed Tears, and cried, Lord have Mercy on the Poor!
	The Prayers of the Righteous fly upwards, and reach unto the Throne of Heaven, as will be seen in the Sequel.
	Mrs. Smith was also greatly concerned at being thus obliged to discard poor Little Margery. She kissed her and cried; as also did Mr. Smith, but they were obliged to send her away; for the People who had ruined her Father could at any Time have ruined them.
	As soon as Little Margery got up in the Morning, which was very early, she ran all round the Village, crying for her Brother; and after some Time returned greatly distressed. However, at this Instant, the Shoemaker very opportunely came in with the new Shoes, for which she had been measured by the Gentleman's Order.
	Nothing could have supported Little Margery under the Affliction she was in for the Loss of her Brother, but the Pleasure she took
	Chapter IV. “How Little Margery learned to read, and by Degrees taught others”
	Little Margery saw how good, and how wise Mr. Smith was, and concluded, that this was owing to his great Learning, therefore she wanted of all Things to learn to read. For this Purpose she used to meet the little Boys and Girls as they came from School, borrow their Books, and sit down and read till they returned;
	By this Means she soon got more Learning than any of her Playmates, and laid the following Scheme for instructing those who were more ignorant than herself. She found, that only the following Letters were required to spell all the Words in the World; but as some of these Letters are large and some small, she with her Knife cut out of several Pieces of Wood ten Setts of each of these:
	a  b  c  d  e  f  g  h  i  j  k  l  m  n  o p  q  r  (s)  s  t  u  v  w  x  y  z.
	And six Setts of these:


	A  B  C  D  E  F  G  H  I  K  L  M  N  O P  Q  R  S  T  U  V  W  X  Y  Z.
	And having got an old Spelling-Book, she made her Companions set up all the Words they wanted to spell, and after that she taught them to compose Sentences. You know what a Sentence is, my Dear, I will be good, is a Sentence; and is made up, as you see, of several Words.
	The usual Manner of Spelling, or carrying on the Game, as they called it, was this: Suppose the Word to be spelt was Plumb Pudding (and who can suppose a better) the Children were placed in a Circle, and the first brought the Letter P, the next l, the next u, the next m, and so on till the Whole was spelt; and if any one brought a wrong Letter, he was to pay a Fine, or play no more. This was at their Play; and every Morning she used to go round to teach the Children with these Rattle-traps in a Basket, as you see in the Print.

	I once went her Rounds with her, and was highly diverted, as you may be, if you please to look into the next Chapter.
	Plutarch Selection
	For our Plutarch selection, we have chosen the chapter "Tully,"  a study of Cicero from The Children's Plutarch: Stories of the Romans, and included it on the following pages. The book may also be purchased on Amazon.
	If your children are 6th grade or older, we recommend spending a full 12-week term studying Cicero  with the edited (for length and content) study guide from Ambleside here:
	https://amblesideonline.org/plutarch-cicero
	You can also purchase the guide by Anne White on Amazon. (This is in place of The Children's Plutarch, not in addition to.)



	P lutarch
	Tully The Children's Plutarch: Tales of the Romans,  by F.J. Gould
	"YOU ought to change your name.”
	“My name is not a bad one!”
	“No, but it is an odd one. Who would like to be called ‘Vetch’? Vetch is food for cattle.”
	“Well,” replied the man whose name was Vetch, “I will make my name glorious in the history of Rome, though it has a common sound.”
	In Latin the word for “vetch” is Cicero (Sis-er-o). It was the Roman Cicero, 106-43 B.C., who thus resolved to give glory to his strange name.
	For a short time young Cicero had served in the army of Sulla, the Red General. He was not fitted for war. His form was slender, his stomach delicate. He attended the schools where grammar was taught, and also the art of speaking clearly so as to win the attention of listeners. This beautiful art is called elocution. It is the art of the actor and the orator.
	Cicero's tongue charmed the Roman people. He was chosen first to one office, then another, and another, until he became consul. At that time a nobleman named Catiline, who had a fierce and reckless temper, collected twenty thousand men, and hoped to destroy the senate and set up a new government in Rome.
	The Romans held a merry festival in the month of December, just as we keep Christmas. Some of Catiline's friends had formed a plot to set fire to Rome during the holiday-making. A hundred fellows had agreed each to take his station at a certain part of the city, and apply a torch to some wooden building, and so start a hundred blazes at once. And when the streets roared with red flame, and folk ran here and there in fear, the friends of Catiline would clash their arms, and cry aloud that a new power had risen in Rome, and there would be new governors over the vast empire from Spain to Asia.
	But Cicero, the consul, was aware of the horrid plan. His spies brought word of all that went on in dark meeting-places. Five leaders were arrested, and a pile of javelins, swords, and daggers was found in a house, and seized in the name of the senate.
	What should be done with the five conspirators? The senators met to consider. Nearly all judged that the plotters ought to die. Young Julius Cæsar rose and said:

	“No, let us be merciful. Send these men out of Rome. Keep them prisoners, but spare their lives.”
	In his own heart he felt that Rome really did need new governors, though he did not think Catiline was the right man. The rich patrician families were no longer able to hold the mastery over the Roman world.
	But Cicero was not of Caesar's mind. He had the five rebels brought out, and taken through crowds of people in the Holy Road (Via Sacra) and the forum, and so to the gloomy prison; and there all died at the hands of the executioner. It was now evening, and, as Cicero walked homeward with his lictors, the citizens ran at his side, shouting:
	“Tully! Tully! The savior of Rome! The second founder of Rome!”
	His full name, you must know, was Marcus Tullius Cicero, and he is often called Tully.
	As the darkness deepened lamps and torches were fixed over doorways in all the streets. Many women went to the roofs of the houses and waved lights. Thus Rome was grandly illumined by the lamps of the people, instead of by the fires of Catiline.
	The feelings of the citizens of Rome and the folk of Italy were like the ebb and flow of the sea, first rolling this way and then that—first for Cicero, then against him; then for Pompey, then for Cæsar. It was a time of change—a time of war and rumors of war. Cicero was banished from Rome for more than a year, and his houses were burned to the ground. He dwelt in Greece, but kept looking back to Italy with sadness and love. With much joy the people acclaimed him on his return; and, as a mark of honor, he was made governor of the mountainous land of Cilicia, in Asia Minor. And in that business he did right well. He made peace with the foes of Rome by wise dealings and without the spilling of blood. And he behaved justly toward the people of Cilicia. Unlike some other governors, he did not wish to tax the folk for his own gain. The feasts which he gave were paid for out of his own purse. He kept up no vain show. No pompous footman stood at his gates to warn away the citizens who desired to see him; and he rose betimes in the morning, and was ready to speak with all who called at his house. Nor did he put any Cilicians to shame by causing them to be beaten with rods, or to have their clothes rent as a mark of his anger. Thus, when he left that province to go back to Italy, the people were sorry to say farewell.
	You know there was a war between Cæsar and Pompey. It was a conflict of lions. But Cicero was no lion. He scarce knew which side to take.
	“Shall I join Pompey?” he said to himself. “He is the better man. But Cæsar is a more clever statesman, and perhaps he will win.”
	So Tully chose the side of Pompey; and when Pompey was beaten, and soon afterward killed on the shore of Egypt, Cicero made his way back to Italy. Cæsar rode on horseback to meet him, and when he saw him, dismounted and ran to him, and embraced him, and talked to him as a friend.
	But Cæsar was slain at the foot of Pompey's statue; and now what was to happen to Cicero?
	Three men became three masters over Rome—Augustus, Antony, and Lepidus. Each had strong enemies, and they agreed to slay each other's enemies, and so rule in peace. Each wrote out a list of two hundred men whom he wished put to death. On one of their lists was the name of Tullius Cicero.
	The dire news reached him that he was doomed, or “proscribed.” At once he ordered his slaves to carry him in a travelling-chair, or litter, to the sea. He hastened on board. A fair wind blew. Soon he changed his mind, and ordered that the galley should make for the land. Then he walked with his little company of attendants some twelve or thirteen miles toward Rome, as if he hoped to see Augustus and touch his heart to pity. Again he changed his mind, and embarked on a ship, bidding the sailors voyage with all speed to a point of the coast where he had a beautiful villa. A flight of crows wheeled round the vessel, dismally croaking. When Tully was carried into the villa, and laid upon a couch, hoping to rest, the crows flew about the house, still cawing.
	“This is a bad omen,” whispered the slaves. “It bodes evil to our master.”
	They approached him as he lay on the couch.
	“We fear this dreadful omen of the birds,” they said. “We beg you to leave this ill-omened dwelling.” They placed him in the litter, and carried him toward the sea.
	A band of soldiers had arrived, and were on the watch to take his life. They came to the house, and heard that he had escaped by the glade which ran through a thick wood. The soldiers ran round another way, and waited at the end of the woodland path.
	After a time they saw the litter advancing through the shade of the tall trees. Cicero caught sight of the men in ambush. He knew his hour was come. Silently he put his head out of the litter. The centurion, or captain of the band, beheaded him with a stroke of the sword.
	Cicero wrote noble books.
	One was on Friendship. A second was on Old Age. A third was on Duties.
	He was a Roman, but his thoughts went over the world, and he said to himself that all the people in it were citizens of one earth. And so, in his writings, he speaks of men as “citizens of the world.”
	History & Geography
	In this session, we have included mini biographies of twelve key thinkers of the Age of Enlightenment.
	For history, your students will read chapters 44-55 of The Story of Mankind (TSOM). This book is linked for free on our site. For a well-rounded overview of the Enlightenment, we also recom-mend George Washington’s World, by Genevieve Foster.  Here is a free version, and here is a link to Amazon to purchase your own copy.
	For geography, we have also included two maps for you to study and use for map drills:
	"Europe, 1700s"
	"The Thirteen Colonies, 1775" (This map is provided by TheCollector.com).
	"Think for yourself and let others enjoy the privilege of doing so too."
	~ Voltaire


	History & Geography
	12 Key Thinkers of the Enlightenment
	John Locke (1632–1704) was an English philosopher whose ideas laid much of the groundwork for Enlight-enment thought. Living during a time of political upheaval in England, he developed theories about government, human nature, and knowledge that would shape modern democracy. Locke argued that all people are born with natural rights—life, liberty, and property—and that governments are formed to protect these rights. If a government fails to do so, the people have the right to change or replace it.
	In addition to his political ideas, Locke contributed to philosophy through his theory of the mind. He believed that the human mind begins as a “blank slate,” or tabula rasa, and that knowledge comes through experience. This emphasis on observation and learning influenced both education and scientific thinking during the Enlightenment.
	“The end of the law is not to abolish or restrain, but to preserve and enlarge freedom.”
	Jean-Jacques Rousseau (1712–1778), born in Geneva (modern-day Switzerland) but active in France, was a philosopher who explored the tension between individual freedom and society. He believed that humans are naturally good but are corrupted by social institutions and inequalities. His work chal-lenged the idea that civilization always leads to improvement.
	In The Social Contract, Rousseau argued that legiti-mate political authority comes from the “general will” of the people. He believed that laws should reflect the collective good rather than the interests of a ruler. His ideas had a strong influence on the French Revolution and continue to shape political philosophy today.
	“Man is born free, and everywhere he is in chains.”

	Montesquieu (1689–1755) was a French thinker best known for his analysis of political systems. In The Spirit of the Laws, he studied governments across history and argued that power should be divided into sepa-rate branches to prevent tyranny. This concept, known as the separation of powers, became a foundational principle in many modern constitutions.
	He believed that laws should reflect the culture and circumstances of a society, rather than being imposed in a rigid or universal way. His work emphasized balance, moderation, and the careful structuring of authority.
	“To become truly great, one has to stand with people, not above them.”
	Voltaire (1694–1778), born François-Marie Arouet, was one of the most famous writers from the Age of Enlightenment. A French philosopher, playwright, and satirist, he used his sharp wit to criticize injustice, religious intolerance, and abuses of power. He strongly defended freedom of speech and the right to question authority.
	Through works like Candide, Voltaire exposed the flaws of blind optimism and encouraged critical thinking. He believed that reason and open discussion were essential for improving society and protecting individual freedoms.
	“Judge a man by his questions rather than by his answers.”
	Denis Diderot (1713–1784) was a French philosopher and writer who played a central role in one of the Enlightenment’s most ambitious projects: the Encyclopédie. As its chief editor, he helped gather and organize knowledge from many fields, making it accessible to a wider audience.
	Diderot believed that knowledge should not be limited to the elite but shared openly to promote progress. His work reflected the Enlightenment confidence that education and information could improve society and empower individuals to think for themselves.
	“Man will never be free until the last king is strangled with the entrails of the last priest.”
	Immanuel Kant (1724–1804) was a German philosopher who defined the Enlightenment as humanity’s emergence from self-imposed immaturity. He argued that people must have the courage to think independently rather than rely on tradition or authority.
	Kant’s philosophy focused on reason, morality, and the limits of human knowledge. He believed that individuals have a duty to act according to moral principles that can be universally applied. His work helped shape modern ethics and philosophy.
	“Dare to know! Have courage to use your own reason.”
	Adam Smith (1723–1790) was a Scottish thinker and economist whose work laid the foundation for modern economics. In The Wealth of Nations, he explained how markets function through supply, demand, and individual self-interest.
	Smith believed that when people pursue their own economic interests within a system of freedom, it can lead to overall prosperity. He introduced the idea of the “invisible hand,” suggesting that individual actions can unintentionally benefit society as a whole.
	“It is not from the benevolence of the butcher… that we expect our dinner, but from their regard to their own interest.”
	Thomas Hobbes (1588–1679) was an English philosopher whose ideas influenced later Enlightenment thinkers. Writing during the English Civil War, he believed that without government, human life would be chaotic and dangerous.
	In Leviathan, Hobbes argued that people give up some of their freedom to a strong authority in exchange for security and order. His view of human nature was more pessimistic than that of Locke or Rousseau, but it sparked important debates about the purpose of government.
	“The life of man [is] solitary, poor, nasty, brutish, and short.”
	Mary Wollstonecraft (1759–1797) was an English writer and one of the earliest advocates for women’s rights. In A Vindication of the Rights of Woman, she argued that women are rational beings who deserve education and opportunities equal to men.
	Her work expanded Enlightenment ideas of reason and equality to include women, challenging long-standing social and cultural norms. She believed that society would improve if women were allowed to develop their minds and contribute fully.
	“I do not wish [women] to have power over men; but over themselves.”
	Isaac Newton (1643–1727) was an English scientist whose discoveries transformed humanity’s understanding of the natural world. His laws of motion and gravity showed that the universe operates according to consistent, discoverable principles.
	Newton’s work gave strong support to the Enlighten-ment belief that nature is orderly and can be under-stood through observation and reason. His influence extended beyond science, shaping how people thought about knowledge and the structure of the universe.
	“If I have seen further it is by standing on the shoulders of giants.”
	Benjamin Franklin (1706–1790) was one of the most influential figures of the Enlightenment in America. Born in Boston, he was largely self-educated and became a successful printer, writer, scientist, and inventor. Franklin was deeply curious about the natural world and is best known for his experiments with electricity, including his famous kite experiment. He believed strongly in the power of reason, observation, and practical knowledge to improve everyday life.
	In addition to his scientific work, Franklin played a key role in public life. He helped shape early American society through his writing, diplomacy, and civic involvement, contributing to important documents and institutions. His writings, including Poor Richard’s Almanack, offered practical wisdom about hard work, discipline, and character. Franklin’s life reflects the Enlightenment ideal of a well-rounded individual who uses knowledge, creativity, and reason to better both himself and society.
	“An investment in knowledge pays the best interest.”
	Thomas Paine (1737–1809) was an English-born writer who became one of the most influential voices of the Enlightenment in the American colonies. After emigrating from England in 1774, he quickly gained attention for his clear and persuasive writing. In Common Sense, he argued that the American colonies should seek independence from Britain, presenting complex political ideas in a way ordinary people could understand. His words helped shape public opinion at a critical moment in history.
	Paine continued to write during the Revolutionary War, encouraging perseverance and courage in The American Crisis. He later supported the French Revolution and wrote Rights of Man, defending the idea that governments should be based on the will of the people and exist to protect their rights. Through his writing, Paine brought Enlightenment ideas out of philosophy and into everyday life, showing how powerful ideas could inspire real change.
	“We have it in our power to begin the world over again.”
	Nature Study
	Each Friday morning, you will go through two of our nature cards. They are labeled in the upper right corner with the corresponding week. These are short, factual cards with images to help your child become familiar with objects in the natural world.
	As you progress through our sessions, you may find it handy to keep your past nature cards in a binder for easy reference when your children come across a familiar object. These seeds you are planting will grow into a wonderful garden of knowledge for your children in years to come.
	As you explore nature outside your home, watch and listen for newly discovered delights. Most of all, remember...
	"Point to some lovely flower or gracious tree, not only as a beautiful work, but as a beautiful thought of God."
	~ Charlotte Mason


	Nature Study
	Georges-Louis Leclerc, Comte de Buffon
	Owl
	Ostrich
	Turtle
	Hyena
	Frog
	Lynx
	Caracal
	Turkey
	Falcon
	Cougar
	Snake
	Finch
	Handicraft
	For our handicraft lesson, we will create a simple quilling piece using thin strips of paper. Quilling kits are inexpensive, however, if you have a paper cutter, you may prefer to cut your own strips rather than purchasing pre-cut paper. If you choose to do so, we recommend using a heavier weight of paper (28-32 lb.), and cutting the strips to either ⅛ inch (3mm) or ¼ inch (5mm) wide.
	This craft is both relaxing and rewarding, making it a wonderful way for students to develop patience, fine motor skills, and an appreciation for detailed handiwork.
	We have included a “Quilling Shape Chart” if your students want to create their own designs. For more kid-friendly designs, check out Red Ted Art. If your teens prefer more intricate designs, check out The Papery Craftery.
	"I’ve filled him with the Spirit of God, giving him skill and know-how and expertise in every kind of craft to create designs ... he’s an all-around craftsman."
	~ Exodus 31:3-5


	Handicraft Lesson
	Quilling
	A Brief History of Quilling
	Quilling, or paper filigree, is a decorative art form that involves rolling, shaping, and arranging thin strips of paper into intricate designs. Though it may seem like a modern craft, its origins go back several centuries.
	The practice is believed to have begun in Europe during the late 16th or early 17th century, possibly among nuns and monks. They used narrow strips of paper—often trimmed from the gilded edges of books—and rolled them around bird feathers, or “quills,” which is where the craft gets its name. These early designs were used to decorate religious objects and were meant to imitate the look of expensive metal filigree.

	By the 18th century, during the Age of Enlightenment, quilling reached its height of popularity. It became a fashionable pastime among upper- and middle-class women, especially in England. At a time when education for girls often included accomplishments such as needlework, drawing, and music, quilling was considered both a refined and appropriate activity. It required patience, precision, and a careful eye for design, all of which aligned with the Enlightenment’s emphasis on order, discipline, and beauty.
	Quilled designs were used to decorate a variety of household items, including tea caddies, jewelry boxes, cabinets, and picture frames. The patterns often featured scrolls, flowers, and symmetrical arrangements, reflecting the period’s love of balance and structure. Because the materials were relatively inexpensive, quilling allowed people to create objects that looked elegant and intricate without the cost of metalwork or carving.
	As the 19th century progressed, quilling gradually declined in popularity. Changing tastes, along with the rise of industrial manufacturing, meant that fewer people spent time on detailed crafts like this. However, the art form never disappeared entirely. It was preserved in certain communities and later experienced revivals, especially in the 20th century, when interest in traditional crafts began to grow again.

	Supplies Needed:
	Quilling paper strips
	Quilling tool
	Glue
	Scissors
	Tweezers
	Cardstock
	Damp paper towel
	Old paintbrush
	Toothpick
	Quilling pattern
	Frame (optional)

	Instructions:
	1. Lightly transfer, sketch, or simply print the design of your choice on cardstock paper to form a sturdy background for your work. If you’re using a frame, make sure to print and cut to size. 2.  Insert the end of one strip of quilling paper into the slot of your quilling tool and roll the paper tightly around the tool to make a coil.
	3. Slide the coil off the tool carefully, leaving it tight for a tight circle, or loosening slightly for a loose circle. Glue the end of the strip in place to hold the coil together. 4. Pinch one or both sides of the coil, and bend strips gently to make the shape your pattern calls for (see Quilling Shape Chart for various designs).

	5.  Beginning with the main outline or largest shapes in your pattern, lay your pieces on the cardstock without glue first to see how the design will fit.  6.  Add glue sparingly along the edge of each strip or shape (a toothpick works well for this). Then use tweezers to carefully place each piece onto the cardstock. If needed, wipe up excess glue with an old paintbrush.  7. Continue building the design one piece at a time, adding smaller coils and shapes to fill the inside areas. Check that all pieces are positioned the way you want before the glue dries. Let the finished project dry completely. 8. Once dry, display your quilling design flat, or frame it carefully to protect the raised paper shapes.
	Quilling Shape Chart
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