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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!

awakentodelight.com                                                                                                                                                                                              4

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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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)

 
Essential features of Charlotte Mason Morning Time™ curriculum are:

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 Matthew 1, 2 Matthew 3, 4 Matthew 5 Matthew 6, 7 Matthew 8, 9

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
His Eye is on
the Sparrow

Art Selection 1:
American

Goldfinch, Read:
John James
Audubon bio

Folk Song: The
Old Carrion

Crow

Listen to:
Oiseaux

Exotiques,
Read: Olivier
Messiaen bio

Nature Study 1 

History/
Geography

*Seabird, 
Ch 1 and 2

*Seabird, 
Ch 3 and 4

*Seabird, 
Ch 5 and 6

*Seabird, 
Ch 7 and 8

*Seabird, 
Ch 9 and 10

Language
Arts/

Citizenship
Matthew 6:25-
33 Copywork

Matthew 6:25-
33 Copywork

Read Aloud Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 1-3

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 4-5

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 6-8

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 9-10

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 11-12

Afternoon
Occupations

 Bake:
Hummingbird

Cake, The
Bluebird

Nature
journal* 

Nature walk*

Week 1 Schedule

Pray Casting Your Cares Prayer (1 Peter 5:7).

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

Prayer

Bible Matthew 10,
11

Matthew 12 Matthew 13
Matthew 14,

15
Matthew 16,

17

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
His Eye is on
the Sparrow

Art Selection 2:
American Robin,

Review: 
John James
Audubon bio

Folk Song: The
Old Carrion

Crow

Listen to: Le
Réveil des
Oiseaux,

Review: Olivier
Messiaen bio

Nature Study 2 

History/
Geography

*Seabird, 
Ch 11 and 12

*Seabird, 
Ch 13 and 14

*Seabird, 
Ch 15

*Seabird, 
Ch 16

Language
Arts/

Citizenship

Ode to a
Nightingale
Copywork

Poetry: Ode to
a Nightingale

Ode to a
Nightingale
Copywork

Shakespeare:
As You Like It

Read Aloud Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 13-15

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 16-17

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 18-20

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 21-22

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 23-24

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake: Granola
Nests, Read:
The Golden

Bird

Handicraft:
Birdseed Cake

Nature
journal* 

Nature walk*

Week 2 Schedule

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

Prayer

Bible Matthew 18,
19

Matthew 20 Matthew 21 Matthew 22 Matthew 23

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
His Eye is on
the Sparrow

Art Selection 3:
Bluejay,

Narrate: John
James

Audubon bio

Folk Song: The
Old Carrion

Crow

Listen to:
Catalogue
d’oiseaux ,

Narrate: Olivier
Messiaen bio

Nature Study 3

History/
Geography

*Seabird, 
Ch 17 and 18

*Seabird, 
Ch 19

*Seabird, 
Ch 20

*Seabird, 
Ch 21

*Seabird, 
Ch 22

Language
Arts/

Citizenship
To a Skylark
Copywork

Poetry: To a
Skylark

To a Skylark
Copywork

Shakespeare:
As You Like It

Read Aloud Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 25-27

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 28-29

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 30-32

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 33-34

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 35-36

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake: Birdseed
Cookies, The
Lark and Her
Young Ones

Nature
journal* 

Nature walk*

Week 3 Schedule

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

Prayer

Bible Matthew 24 Matthew 25 Matthew 26 Matthew 27 Matthew 28

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
His Eye is on
the Sparrow

Art Selection 4:
Ruby-Throated
Hummingbird,
Discuss: John

James Audubon

Folk Song: The
Old Carrion

Crow

Listen to: Le
Merle Noir,

Discuss: Olivier
Messiaen

Nature Study 4 

History/
Geography

*Seabird, 
Ch 23

*Seabird, 
Ch 24

*Seabird, 
Ch 25

*Seabird, 
Ch 26 and 27

Language
Arts/

Citizenship
The Eagle
Copywork

Poetry: The
Eagle

The Eagle
Copywork

Shakespeare:
As You Like It

Read Aloud Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 37-38

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 39-40

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 41-42

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 43-44 

Burgess Bird
Book, Ch 45

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake: Egg
Salad Tea

Sandwiches,
Read: The

Raven

Art Lesson:
Wood Thrush

(or your
favorite bird)

Nature
journal* 

Nature walk*

Week 4 Schedule

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities
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Picture Books
Big Book of Birds (The Big Book Series), by Yuval Zommer 
Bird Watch, by Christie Matheson
Counting Birds: The Idea That Helped Save Our Feathered Friends, by Heidi E.Y.
Stemple 
The Boy Who Drew Birds: A Story of John James Audubon, by Jacqueline Davies
Birds and Their Feathers, by Britta Teckentrup
The Egg, by Britta Teckentrup
Feathers: Not Just For Flying, by Melissa Stewart
A Nest is Noisy, by Dianna Hutts Aston
An Egg is Quiet, by Dianna Hutts Aston
All Kinds of Nests, by Eun-gyu Choi
Mama Built a Little Nest, by Jennifer Ward
Henry the Impatient Heron, by Donna Love
Flute’s Journey: the Life of a Wood Thrush, by Lynne Cherry
Backyard Birds of Summer, by Carol Lerner 
Backyard Birds of Winter, by Carol Lerner 
Molly the Owl: The True Story of a Common Barn Owl That Ends Up Being Not So
Common After All, by Eric Blehm 
Owl Moon, by Jane Yolen
Make Way for Ducklings, by Robert McCloskey 
Looking for Loons, by Jennifer Lloyd
Wings on the Wind: Bird Poems, by Kate Kiesler

Elementary & Middle Grades
The Burgess Bird Book for Children, by Thornton Burgess
Seabird, by Holling C. Holling
The Trumpet of the Swan, by E.B. White
The Bird's Nest, by Christopher Von Schmid
Blue Birds, by Caroline Starr Rose
The Boy Who Drew Birds: A Story of John James Audubon, by Jacqueline Davies
Adopted by an Owl: The True Story of Jackson the Owl, by Robbyn Smith van
Frankenhuyzen 
A Quail in the Family, by William J. Plummer
Charlie’s Raven, by Jean Craighead George
Clem: The Story of a Raven, by Jennifer Owings Dewey
There’s an Owl in the Shower, by Jean Craighead George
Owls in the Family, by Farley Mowat

Recommended Reading List
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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.html

This session, we will learn the Casting Your Cares (1 Peter 5:7) Prayer and focus on writing and
memorizing Matthew 6:25-33.

Casting Your Cares Prayer:

"I cast all of my cares, anxieties, worries, and concerns upon You, Father God, because you care for
me with deepest affection, and You watch over me tenderly and carefully. There is nothing too
difficult for You!"

Matthew 6:25-33

25 “Therefore I say to you, do not worry about your life, what you will eat or what you will drink; nor
about your body, what you will put on. Is not life more than food and the body more than clothing? 26
Look at the birds of the air, for they neither sow nor reap nor gather into barns; yet your heavenly
Father feeds them. Are you not of more value than they? 27 Which of you by worrying can add one
cubit to his stature? 28 “So why do you worry about clothing? Consider the lilies of the field, how they
grow: they neither toil nor spin; 29 and yet I say to you that even Solomon in all his glory was not
arrayed like one of these. 30 Now if God so clothes the grass of the field, which today is, and tomorrow
is thrown into the oven, will He not much more clothe you, O you of little faith? 31 “Therefore do not
worry, saying, ‘What shall we eat?’ or ‘What shall we drink?’ or ‘What shall we wear?’  32 For after all
these things the Gentiles seek. For your heavenly Father knows that you need all these things. 33 But
seek first the kingdom of God and His righteousness, and all these things shall be added to you.

Prayer & Scripture Memorization
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25 “Therefore I say to you, do not worry about
your life, what you will eat or what you will
drink; nor about your body, what you will put
on. Is not life more than food and the body
more than clothing? 

26 Look at the birds of the air, for they neither
sow nor reap nor gather into barns; yet your
heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not of
more value than they? 

27 Which of you by worrying can add one
cubit to his stature?

28 “So why do you worry about clothing?
Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow:
they neither toil nor spin; 

29 and yet I say to you that even Solomon in
all his glory was not arrayed like one of these. 

30 Now if God so clothes the grass of the
field, which today is, and tomorrow is thrown
into the oven, will He not much more clothe
you, O you of little faith?

31 “Therefore do not worry, saying, ‘What
shall we eat?’ or ‘What shall we drink?’ or
‘What shall we wear?’ 

32 For after all these things the Gentiles seek.
For your heavenly Father knows that you
need all these things. 

33 But seek first the kingdom of God and His
righteousness, and all these things shall be
added to you.





American Goldfinch
American Robin
Bluejay
Ruby-Throated Hummingbird

Oiseaux Exotiques 
Le Réveil des Oiseaux
Catalogue d’oiseaux
Le Merle Noir

This session's featured artist is John James Audubon. We've
included four art selections for your kids and teens to use for
picture study. They are:

Our featured composer is Olivier Messiaen. We've included four
of his pieces (with links to each) to listen to. They are:

Artist & Composer Study

Artist & Composer Study
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John James Audubon (born as Jean-Jacques
Rabin) was a naturalist, painter, and ornithologist
who is best known for his book, The Birds of
America, which is widely considered to be one of
the most important works on ornithology ever
published.

Audubon was born in the French colony, Saint-
Domingue (modern day Haiti), on April 26, 1785.
His father, Jean Audubon, was a French naval
officer and his mother, Jeanne Rabin, was a
chambermaid. Jean Audubon was an early settler
in the area who eventually became a wealthy
plantation owner. But due to slave unrest on the
island, he sent his children to France to live with his
wife, Anne, in 1791.

John James Audubon
April 26, 1785 - January 27, 1851

Audubon's parents recognized his talent for drawing at a young age, and sent him to Paris to

study painting when he was just 12 years old. However, in 1803 during the Napoleonic Wars, his

father obtained a false passport for him, changed his name to John James (an anglicized version

of Jean-Jacques) and he immigrated to the United States.  

Having always been an avid outdoorsman, Audubon settled in Pennsylvania on the family farm

(previously purchased by his father after the American Revolutionary War). He found it to be a

wondrous paradise filled with all manner of creatures for sport and observation. There he

observed "The nature of the place—whether high or low, moist or dry, whether sloping north or

south, or bearing tall trees or low shrubs—generally gives hint as to its inhabitants." He also met

his future wife, Lucy Bakewell.

Audubon became fascinated with birds at this time and in 1827, Audubon embarked on a

journey with two friends to discover and paint every bird species in North America. He was

determined to depict them in a more realistic manner than his predecessors.
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He began avidly collecting specimens for his paintings, preserving their bodies,

posing them in natural positions using wire. Then he created remarkable

illustrations from watercolor and gouache, and included multiple birds in most

plates in order to show their full anatomy and colorings. He used the knowledge

gathered in his extensive field research to create lifelike scenes for the birds.

This expedition and subsequent book, The Birds of America, took him more than

ten years to complete, with over 700 life studies of birds, and 435 published

plates between 1827 and 1838.  

Audubon is often remembered as one of the most important bird painters in

history, but he did not limit himself to painting birds. He also painted mammals,

reptiles, fish, and even insects in his lifetime.  

He died on January 27, 1851. However, his legacy lives on through his incredible

artwork, and his book continues to be an important source of inspiration and

fascination for ornithologists, naturalists, and artists around the world. 
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Artist Study

N a m e :

D a t e  o f  B i r t h :

P l a c e  o f  B i r t h :

A r t i s t  F u n  F a c t s :

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

F a m o u s  A r t w o r k s :

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











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 :



Olivier Messiaen was an influential French
composer, organist, and ornithologist. Born in
1908, he studied music at the Paris Conservatory
with renowned composers like Vincent D’Indy and
Paul Dukas. He became known for his unique style
of composition, which drew heavily from nature
and religious themes, and he eventually earned a
degree in harmony and composition at only 20
years old.

Messiaen's early works were heavily influenced by
the music of Debussy and Stravinsky, but he soon
developed his own unique style that incorporated
birdsong into many of his compositions. Messiaen
was an avid birdwatcher and ornithologist. He 

conducted extensive research on the song and migration cycles of birds, which he then used as

inspiration for many of his compositions.

In addition to birdsong, Messiaen was also known for incorporating other natural sounds into his

music, such as ocean waves and wind. He was a prolific composer, producing dozens of works in

various genres throughout his long career. Additionally, Messiaen was a pioneer in the field of color

theory. He used colors not only as compositional devices, but also as musical symbols. He believed

that colors had different “chords” and corresponded to various emotional states, which he explored

in his works, especially those for the organ.

Although he spent most of his career teaching at the Paris Conservatoire, he was well-respected

among many major composers of the time, including Igor Stravinsky and Pierre Boulez. Despite

suffering from poor health for much of his life, Messiaen continued to compose right up until his

death in 1992 at the age of 83.

Today, Messiaen is widely recognized as one of the most important composers of the 20th century.

He is remembered as a bold and innovative creator who pushed the boundaries of classical music,

incorporating sounds from nature into his compositions to create works that were both beautiful

and expressive.
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Olivier Messiaen
December 10, 1908 - April 27, 1992



Week 1 - Oiseaux Exotiques (Exotic Birds)

Week 2 - Le Réveil des Oiseaux (The Awakening of the Birds)

Week 3 - Catalogue d’oiseaux (Catalog of Birds)

Week 4 - Le Merle Noir (Black Bird)

Classical Pieces
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Composer Study
N a m e :

D a t e  o f  B i r t h :

P l a c e  o f  B i r t h :

C o m p o s e r  F u n  F a c t s :

I n s t r u m e n t s  U s e d :

F a m o u s  C o m p o s i t i o n s :

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



Psalm 32:8, "I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou shalt go: I will guide thee
with mine eye." 
Matthew 6:28, "Look at the birds of the air; they neither sow nor reap nor gather into barns, and
yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not of more value than they?" 
Matthew 10:29–31, "Are not two sparrows sold for a farthing? and one of them shall not fall on
the ground without your Father. But the very hairs of your head are all numbered. Fear ye not
therefore, ye are of more value than many sparrows."

The hymn, "His Eye Is On the Sparrow," was written in 1905 by Civilla D. Martin. The lyrics are based
on:

Mrs. Martin was inspired to write the hymn after meeting the Doolittles of Elmira, New York. She
wrote:

"Early in the spring of 1905, my husband and I were sojourning in Elmira, New York. We developed a
deep friendship for a couple by the name of Mr. and Mrs. Doolittle — true saints of God. Mrs.
Doolittle had been bedridden for nigh 20 years. Her husband was an incurable cripple who had to
propel himself to and from his business in a wheelchair."

Civilla continued, "Despite their afflictions, they lived happy Christian lives, bringing inspiration and
comfort to all who knew them. One day, while we were visiting with the Doolittles, my husband
commented on their bright hopefulness and asked them for the secret of it. Mrs. Doolittle's reply was
simple: 'His eye is on the sparrow, and I know he watches me.' The beauty of this simple expression
of boundless faith gripped the hearts and fired the imagination of Dr. Martin and me. The song 'His
Eye Is on the Sparrow' was the outcome of that experience."

She wrote it as a poem, then the next day she mailed the poem to Charles Gabriel, who composed
the music so it could be sung as a hymn.

Whether we are facing trials or enjoying life's blessings, we can take comfort in knowing that our
Father will take good care of us!

Hymn: His Eye Is On the Sparrow
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There are quite a few versions of the folk song, "The Old Carrion Crow." In fact, its origins are somewhat
disputed. Some claim that it evolved from an older Irish folk ballad called "Buttermilk Mary," only
changing the name later on. Others believe that the song was originally English in origin, and was later
picked up by Scottish people who migrated south to England.

Though similar, each version has its own melody and lyrics, as well as its own chorus of nonsensical
syllables. Written in the Dorian mode, which corresponds to the piano keyboard's white notes from D to
D (similar to Scarborough Faire), the melody usually has a moderate, upbeat tempo. The song tells the
amusing story of a tailor who tries to shoot a crow but ends up hitting (and killing) a sow.

Regardless of its origins, it is a fun folk song to sing – or try to sing – if you can keep up with those
absurd lyrics!

The Old Carrion Crow

Oh, the old carrion crow was sitting on an oak, 
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh,
Watching a tailor cutting out a coat.
Sing he, sing ho, the old carrion crow, 
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh.

Refrain:
Kimelearo kill my kearo, kimelearo kimo,
To me bump, bump, bump, jump
Polly wolly lee, linko killy kum kimo

Hurry now bring me my arrow and bow,
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh,
That I may shoot young carrion crow.
Sing he, sing ho, the old carrion crow, 
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh.

Folk Song: The Old Carrion Crow
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Well the tailor shot and missed his mark
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh,
And the shot the miller’s sow right through the heart
Sing he, sing ho, the old carrion crow, 
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh.

The old sow died and the bells did toll
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh,
And the little pigs cried and prayed for her soul
Sing he, sing ho, the old carrion crow, 
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh.

Oh now the old sow’s dead and gone
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh,
And the little pigs play and wattle along
Sing he, sing ho, the old carrion crow, 
Fol the riddle, all the riddle hey ding, doh.







Ode to a Nightingale
To a Skylark
The Eagle
A Bird, Came Down the Walk

Ode to a Nightingale
To a Skylark

In this lesson we've included four poetry selections for your kids
and teens to read, listen to, memorize, and recite. They are:

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

Poetry Selections

“A bird does not sing because it has an answer, it sings
because it has a song.” 

~ Maya Angelou

Poetry Recitation & Copywork
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Away! away! for I will fly to thee,

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,

But on the viewless wings of Poesy,

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:

Already with thee! tender is the night,

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,

Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays;

But here there is no light,

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown

Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet

Wherewith the seasonable month endows

The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;

White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;

Fast fading violets cover’d up in leaves;

And mid-May’s eldest child,

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time

I have been half in love with easeful Death,

Call’d him soft names in many a mused rhyme,

To take into the air my quiet breath;

Now more than ever seems it rich to die,

To cease upon the midnight with no pain,

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad

In such an ecstasy!

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—

To thy high requiem become a sod.

Poetry Selections

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains

My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,

Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains

One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:

‘Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,

But being too happy in thine happiness,—

That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees

In some melodious plot

Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,

Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been

Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth,

Tasting of Flora and the country green,

Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!

O for a beaker full of the warm South,

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,

And purple-stained mouth;

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,

And with thee fade away into the forest dim:

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

What thou among the leaves hast never known,

The weariness, the fever, and the fret

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;

Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,

Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;

Where but to think is to be full of sorrow

And leaden-eyed despairs,

Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,

Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.
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Ode to a Nightingale 

by John Keats



Forlorn! the very word is like a bell

To toll me back from thee to my sole self!

Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well

As she is fam’d to do, deceiving elf.

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades

Past the near meadows, over the still stream,

Up the hill-side; and now ’tis buried deep

In the next valley-glades:

Was it a vision, or a waking dream?

Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep?

Poetry Selections

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!

No hungry generations tread thee down;

The voice I hear this passing night was heard

In ancient days by emperor and clown:

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path

Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home,

She stood in tears amid the alien corn;

The same that oft-times hath

Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam

Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.
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Poetry Selections

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!

Bird thou never wert,

That from Heaven, or near it,

Pourest thy full heart

In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still and higher

From the earth thou springest

Like a cloud of fire;

The blue deep thou wingest,

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever

singest.

In the golden lightning

Of the sunken sun,

O’er which clouds are bright’ning,

Thou dost float and run;

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just

begun.

The pale purple even

Melts around thy flight;

Like a star of Heaven,

In the broad day-light

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill

delight,

Keen as are the arrows

Of that silver sphere,

Whose intense lamp narrows

In the white dawn clear

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there.
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All the earth and air

With thy voice is loud,

As, when night is bare,

From one lonely cloud

The moon rains out her beams, and Heaven is

overflow’d.

What thou art we know not;

What is most like thee?

From rainbow clouds there flow not

Drops so bright to see

As from thy presence showers a rain of

melody.

Like a Poet hidden

In the light of thought,

Singing hymns unbidden,

Till the world is wrought

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded

not:

Like a high-born maiden

In a palace-tower,

Soothing her love-laden

Soul in secret hour

With music sweet as love, which overflows

her bower:

Like a glow-worm golden

In a dell of dew,

Scattering unbeholden

Its aereal hue

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it

from the view:

To a Skylark 

by Percy Shelley



Like a rose embower’d

In its own green leaves,

By warm winds deflower’d,

Till the scent it gives

Makes faint with too much sweet those heavy-

winged thieves: 

Sound of vernal showers

On the twinkling grass,

Rain-awaken’d flowers,

All that ever was

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth

surpass.

Teach us, Sprite or Bird,

What sweet thoughts are thine:

I have never heard

Praise of love or wine

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.

Chorus Hymeneal,

Or triumphal chant,

Match’d with thine would be all

But an empty vaunt,

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden

want.

What objects are the fountains

Of thy happy strain?

What fields, or waves, or mountains?

What shapes of sky or plain?

What love of thine own kind? what ignorance

of pain?

With thy clear keen joyance

Languor cannot be:

Shadow of annoyance

Never came near thee:

Thou lovest: but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety.

Waking or asleep,

Thou of death must deem

Things more true and deep

Than we mortals dream,

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal

stream?

We look before and after,

And pine for what is not:

Our sincerest laughter

With some pain is fraught;

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest

thought.

Yet if we could scorn

Hate, and pride, and fear;

If we were things born

Not to shed a tear,

I know not how thy joy we ever should come

near.

Better than all measures

Of delightful sound,

Better than all treasures

That in books are found,

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!

Poetry Selections

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know,
Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow
The world should listen then, as I am listening now.
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 Poetry Selections

The Eagle

By Alfred, Lord Tennyson

He clasps the crag with crooked hands;

Close to the sun in lonely lands,

Ring'd with the azure world, he stands.

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;

He watches from his mountain walls,

And like a thunderbolt he falls.

A Bird, Came Down the Walk 

By Emily Dickinson

A Bird, came down the Walk – 

He did not know I saw –

He bit an Angle Worm in halves

And ate the fellow, raw, 

 

And then, he drank a Dew

From a convenient Grass –

And then hopped sidewise to the Wall

To let a Beetle pass –

 

He glanced with rapid eyes,

That hurried all abroad –

They looked like frightened Beads, I thought,

He stirred his Velvet Head. – 

 

Like one in danger, Cautious,

I offered him a Crumb,

And he unrolled his feathers, 

And rowed him softer Home –

 

Than Oars divide the Ocean,

Too silver for a seam,

Or Butterflies, off Banks of Noon,

Leap, plashless as they swim. 
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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 .



My heart aches, and a     

                           
drowsy numbness pains     

My sense, as though of    

hemlock I had drunk,       

Or emptied some dull opiate

to the drains              

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
One minute past, and      
                           



Lethe-wards had sunk:     

                           
'Tis not through envy of   

thy happy lot,              

But being too happy in     

thine happiness,—           

That thou, light-winged    

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Dryad of the trees         
                           



In some melodious plot     

                           
Of beechen green, and     

shadows numberless,        

Singest of summer in       

full-throated ease.         

O, for a draught of       

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
vintage! that hath been    
                           



Cool'd a long age in the    

                           
deep-delved earth,         

Tasting of Flora and the   

country green,             

Dance, and Provençal song, 

and sunburnt mirth!        

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
O for a beaker full of the 
                           



warm South,               

                           
Full of the true, the       

blushful Hippocrene,        

With beaded bubbles      

winking at the brim,        

And purple-stained mouth; 

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
That I might drink, and     
                           



leave the world unseen,    

                           
And with thee fade away  

into the forest dim:        

Fade far away, dissolve,    

and quite forget           

What thou among the     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
leaves hast never known,   
                           



The weariness, the fever,  

                           
and the fret               

Here, where men sit and   

hear each other groan;     

Where palsy shakes a few,

sad, last gray hairs,        

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Where youth grows pale,  
                           



and spectre-thin, and dies; 

                           
Where but to think is to  

be full of sorrow          

And leaden-eyed despairs,  

Where Beauty cannot keep

her lustrous eyes,          

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Or new Love pine at them 
                           



beyond to-morrow.         

                           
Away! away! for I will fly

to thee,                   

Not charioted by Bacchus  

and his pards,              

But on the viewless wings 

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
of Poesy,                  
                           



Though the dull brain      

                           
perplexes and retards:      

Already with thee! tender  

is the night,                

And haply the Queen-Moon

is on her throne,           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Cluster'd around by all her 
                           



starry Fays;               

                           
But here there is no light,  

Save what from heaven is  

with the breezes blown    

Through verdurous glooms  

and winding mossy ways.   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
I cannot see what flowers
                           



are at my feet,            

                           
Nor what soft incense     

hangs upon the boughs,     

But, in embalmed darkness,  

guess each sweet          

Wherewith the seasonable 

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
month endows              
                           



The grass, the thicket, and 

                           
the fruit-tree wild;        

White hawthorn, and the  

pastoral eglantine;         

Fast fading violets cover'd 

up in leaves;               

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
And mid-May's eldest child, 
                           



The coming musk-rose, full 

                           
of dewy wine,             

The murmurous haunt of   

flies on summer eves.      

Darkling I listen; and, for  

many a time                

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
I have been half in love   
                           



with easeful Death,        

                           
Call'd him soft names in    

many a mused rhyme,       

To take into the air my    

quiet breath;               

Now more than ever seems 

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
it rich to die,              
                           



To cease upon the midnight

                           
with no pain,              

While thou art pouring    

forth thy soul abroad      

In such an ecstasy!        

Still wouldst thou sing, and

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
I have ears in vain—       
                           



To thy high requiem become

                           
a sod.                     

Thou wast not born for   

death, immortal Bird!        

No hungry generations     

tread thee down;          

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
The voice I hear this      
                           



passing night was heard    

                           
In ancient days by emperor

and clown:                 

Perhaps the self-same song 

that found a path         

Through the sad heart of  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Ruth, when, sick for home,  
                           



She stood in tears amid the

                           
alien corn;                 

The same that oft-times   

hath                       

Charm'd magic casements,   

opening on the foam       

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Of perilous seas, in faery  
                           



lands forlorn.              

                           
Forlorn! the very word is  

like a bell                  

To toll me back from thee  

to my sole self!            

Adieu! the fancy cannot   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
cheat so well              
                           



As she is fam'd to do,     

                           
deceiving elf.              

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive  

anthem fades              

Past the near meadows,    

over the still stream,       

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Up the hill-side; and now  
                           



'tis buried deep            

                           
In the next valley-glades: 

Was it a vision, or a      

waking dream?             

Fled is that music:—Do I   

wake or sleep?             

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
                           



My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains

My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,

Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains

One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:

'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,

But being too happy in thine happiness,—

That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees

In some melodious plot

Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,



Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been

Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth,

Tasting of Flora and the country green,

Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!

O for a beaker full of the warm South,

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,

And purple-stained mouth;



That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,

And with thee fade away into the forest dim:

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget

What thou among the leaves hast never known,

The weariness, the fever, and the fret

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;

Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,

Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin,

and dies;



Where but to think is to be full of sorrow

And leaden-eyed despairs,

Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,

Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.

Away! away! for I will fly to thee,

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,

But on the viewless wings of Poesy,

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:

Already with thee! tender is the night,



And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,

Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays;

But here there is no light,

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown

Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet

Wherewith the seasonable month endows 



The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;

White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;

Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves;

And mid-May's eldest child,

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time

I have been half in love with easeful Death,

Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme,



To take into the air my quiet breath;

Now more than ever seems it rich to die,

To cease upon the midnight with no pain,

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad

In such an ecstasy!

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—

To thy high requiem become a sod.

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!

No hungry generations tread thee down;



The voice I hear this passing night was heard

In ancient days by emperor and clown:

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path

Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for

home,

She stood in tears amid the alien corn;

The same that oft-times hath

Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam

Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.



Forlorn! the very word is like a bell

To toll me back from thee to my sole self!

Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well

As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf.

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades

Past the near meadows, over the still stream,

Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep

In the next valley-glades:

Was it a vision, or a waking dream?



Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep?



My heart aches, and a drowsy    

numbness pains                   

My sense, as though of hemlock   

I had drunk,                    

Or emptied some dull opiate to    

the drains                         

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
One minute past, and Lethe-wards
                                   
had sunk:                        
                                   



'Tis not through envy of thy     

happy lot,                        

But being too happy in thine     

happiness,—                       

That thou, light-winged Dryad  

of the trees                         

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
In some melodious plot           
                                   
Of beechen green, and shadows     
                                   



numberless,                        

Singest of summer in             

full-throated ease.                  

O, for a draught of vintage!      

that hath been                     

Cool'd a long age in the          

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
deep-delved earth,                  
                                   
Tasting of Flora and the         
                                   



country green,                    

Dance, and Provençal song, and 

sunburnt mirth!                  

O for a beaker full of the warm   

South,                            

Full of the true, the blushful      

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Hippocrene,                        
                                   
With beaded bubbles winking at    
                                   



the brim,                          

And purple-stained mouth;      

That I might drink, and leave  

the world unseen,                 

And with thee fade away into    

the forest dim:                     

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Fade far away, dissolve, and     
                                   
quite forget                        
                                   



What thou among the leaves hast 

never known,                     

The weariness, the fever, and the   

fret                                

Here, where men sit and hear each 

other groan;                      

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Where palsy shakes a few, sad,     
                                   
last gray hairs,                   
                                   



Where youth grows pale, and      

spectre-thin, and dies;            

Where but to think is to be full of 

sorrow                            

And leaden-eyed despairs,         

Where Beauty cannot keep her      

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
lustrous eyes,                      
                                   
Or new Love pine at them beyond 
                                   



to-morrow.                       

Away! away! for I will fly to  

thee,                               

Not charioted by Bacchus and his 

pards,                             

But on the viewless wings of Poesy,

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Though the dull brain perplexes   
                                   
and retards:                       
                                   



Already with thee! tender is the   

night,                             

And haply the Queen-Moon is    

on her throne,                    

Cluster'd around by all her starry

Fays;                             

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
But here there is no light,         
                                   
Save what from heaven is with  
                                   



the breezes blown                   

Through verdurous glooms and   

winding mossy ways.             

I cannot see what flowers are at  

my feet,                           

Nor what soft incense hangs upon

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
upon the boughs,                  
                                   
But, in embalmed darkness, guess 
                                   



each sweet                          

Wherewith the seasonable month    

endows                            

The grass, the thicket, and the    

fruit-tree wild;                    

White hawthorn, and the pastoral

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
eglantine;                         
                                   
Fast fading violets cover'd up in 
                                   



leaves;                             

And mid-May's eldest child,      

The coming musk-rose, full of    

dewy wine,                        

The murmurous haunt of flies    

on summer eves.                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Darkling I listen; and, for      
                                   
many a time                     
                                   



I have been half in love with    

easeful Death,                     

Call'd him soft names in many  

a mused rhyme,                   

To take into the air my quiet    

breath;                            

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Now more than ever seems it rich 
                                   
to die,                             
                                   



To cease upon the midnight with 

no pain,                          

While thou art pouring forth thy 

soul abroad                       

In such an ecstasy!              

Still wouldst thou sing, and I  

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
have ears in vain—               
                                   
To thy high requiem become a sod.
                                   



Thou wast not born for death,   

immortal Bird!                   

No hungry generations tread thee  

down;                            

The voice I hear this passing     

night was heard                  

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
In ancient days by emperor and 
                                   
clown:                            
                                   



Perhaps the self-same song that   

found a path                     

Through the sad heart of Ruth,   

when, sick for home,              

She stood in tears amid the alien 

corn;                             

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
The same that oft-times hath     
                                   
Charm'd magic casements,        
                                   



opening on the foam              

Of perilous seas, in faery lands   

forlorn.                           

Forlorn! the very word is like a  

bell                                

To toll me back from thee to my  

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
sole self!                           
                                   
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so 
                                   



well                               

As she is fam'd to do, deceiving   

elf.                                

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive      

anthem fades                      

Past the near meadows, over the   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
still stream,                       
                                   
Up the hill-side; and now 'tis    
                                   



buried deep                        

In the next valley-glades:        

Was it a vision, or a waking     

dream?                            

Fled is that music:—Do I wake   

or sleep?                           

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   



Ode to a Nightingale 
by John Keats

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains
My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk,
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk:
‘Tis not through envy of thy happy lot,
But being too happy in thine happiness,—
That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees
In some melodious plot
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless,
Singest of summer in full-throated ease.

O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been
Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth,
Tasting of Flora and the country green,
Dance, and Provençal song, and sunburnt mirth!
O for a beaker full of the warm South,
Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
And purple-stained mouth;
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
And with thee fade away into the forest dim:

Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget
What thou among the leaves hast never known,
The weariness, the fever, and the fret
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan;
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs,
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies;
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow
And leaden-eyed despairs,
Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes,
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow.

Away! away! for I will fly to thee,
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards,
But on the viewless wings of Poesy,
Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:
Already with thee! tender is the night,
And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne,
Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays;
But here there is no light,
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways.



I cannot see what flowers are at my feet,
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs,
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet
Wherewith the seasonable month endows
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild;
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine;
Fast fading violets cover’d up in leaves;
And mid-May’s eldest child,
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine,
The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves.

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time
I have been half in love with easeful Death,
Call’d him soft names in many a mused rhyme,
To take into the air my quiet breath;
Now more than ever seems it rich to die,
To cease upon the midnight with no pain,
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad
In such an ecstasy!
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain—
To thy high requiem become a sod.

Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird!
No hungry generations tread thee down;
The voice I hear this passing night was heard
In ancient days by emperor and clown:
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for
home,
She stood in tears amid the alien corn;
The same that oft-times hath
Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn.

Forlorn! the very word is like a bell
To toll me back from thee to my sole self!
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well
As she is fam’d to do, deceiving elf.
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades
Past the near meadows, over the still stream,
Up the hill-side; and now ’tis buried deep
In the next valley-glades:
Was it a vision, or a waking dream?
Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep?





Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!  

                           
Bird thou never wert,      

That from Heaven, or near 

it,                         

Pourest thy full heart     

In profuse strains of      

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
unpremeditated art.        
                           



Higher still and higher      

                           
From the earth thou       

springest                   

Like a cloud of fire;       

The blue deep thou        

wingest,                   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
And singing still dost soar, 
                           



and soaring ever singest.   

                           
In the golden lightning     

Of the sunken sun,         

O'er which clouds are      

bright'ning,                 

Thou dost float and run;  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Like an unbodied joy whose 
                           



race is just begun.         

                           
The pale purple even       

Melts around thy flight;   

Like a star of Heaven,     

In the broad day-light     

Thou art unseen, but yet  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
I hear thy shrill delight,    
                           



Keen as are the arrows    

                           
Of that silver sphere,      

Whose intense lamp       

narrows                   

In the white dawn clear   

Until we hardly see, we    

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
feel that it is there.       
                           



All the earth and air       

                           
With thy voice is loud,    

As, when night is bare,     

From one lonely cloud      

The moon rains out her    

beams, and Heaven is       

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
overflow'd.                
                           



What thou art we know  

                           
not;                       

What is most like thee?   

From rainbow clouds there 

flow not                  

Drops so bright to see     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
As from thy presence      
                           



showers a rain of melody.  

                           
Like a Poet hidden         

In the light of thought,   

Singing hymns unbidden,     

Till the world is wrought  

To sympathy with hopes    

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
and fears it heeded not:   
                           



Like a high-born maiden    

                           
In a palace-tower,        

Soothing her love-laden    

Soul in secret hour        

With music sweet as love, 

which overflows her bower:

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Like a glow-worm golden   
                           



In a dell of dew,          

                           
Scattering unbeholden      

Its aëreal hue             

Among the flowers and    

grass, which screen it from 

the view:                  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Like a rose embower'd      
                           



In its own green leaves,   

                           
By warm winds deflower'd, 

Till the scent it gives      

Makes faint with too much 

sweet those heavy-winged 

thieves:                    

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Sound of vernal showers   
                           



On the twinkling grass,     

                           
Rain-awaken'd flowers,     

All that ever was         

Joyous, and clear, and      

fresh, thy music doth       

surpass.                    

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Teach us, Sprite or Bird,   
                           



What sweet thoughts are 

                           
thine:                      

I have never heard        

Praise of love or wine     

That panted forth a flood 

of rapture so divine.       

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Chorus Hymeneal,           
                           



Or triumphal chant,         

                           
Match'd with thine would  

be all                      

But an empty vaunt,       

A thing wherein we feel   

there is some hidden want. 

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
What objects are the     
                           



fountains                  

                           
Of thy happy strain?      

What fields, or waves, or 

mountains?                 

What shapes of sky or    

plain?                      

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
What love of thine own  
                           



kind? what ignorance of    

                           
pain?                      

With thy clear keen       

joyance                    

Languor cannot be:        

Shadow of annoyance      

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Never came near thee:     
                           



Thou lovest: but ne'er     

                           
knew love's sad satiety.    

Waking or asleep,         

Thou of death must deem  

Things more true and deep 

Than we mortals dream,    

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Or how could thy notes   
                           



flow in such a crystal      

                           
stream?                    

We look before and after, 

And pine for what is not:  

Our sincerest laughter     

With some pain is fraught;

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Our sweetest songs are    
                           



those that tell of saddest 

                           
thought.                   

Yet if we could scorn      

Hate, and pride, and fear;  

If we were things born    

Not to shed a tear,        

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
I know not how thy joy   
                           



we ever should come near. 

                           
Better than all measures   

Of delightful sound,       

Better than all treasures   

That in books are found,   

Thy skill to poet were,     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
thou scorner of the ground!
                           



Teach me half the gladness 

                           
That thy brain must know, 

Such harmonious madness   

From my lips would flow   

The world should listen    

then, as I am listening now.

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
                           



Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!

Bird thou never wert,

That from Heaven, or near it,

Pourest thy full heart

In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still and higher

From the earth thou springest

Like a cloud of fire;

The blue deep thou wingest,



And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever 

singest.

In the golden lightning

Of the sunken sun,

O'er which clouds are bright'ning,

Thou dost float and run;

Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.

The pale purple even

Melts around thy flight;



Like a star of Heaven, 

In the broad day-light

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight,

Keen as are the arrows

Of that silver sphere,

Whose intense lamp narrows

In the white dawn clear

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there.

All the earth and air



With thy voice is loud,

As, when night is bare,

From one lonely cloud

The moon rains out her beams, and Heaven is

overflow'd.

What thou art we know not;

What is most like thee?

From rainbow clouds there flow not

Drops so bright to see



As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.

Like a Poet hidden

In the light of thought,

Singing hymns unbidden,

Till the world is wrought

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not:

Like a high-born maiden

In a palace-tower,

Soothing her love-laden



Soul in secret hour

With music sweet as love, which overflows 

her bower:

Like a glow-worm golden

In a dell of dew,

Scattering unbeholden

Its aëreal hue

Among the flowers and grass, which screen it

from the view:



Like a rose embower'd

In its own green leaves,

By warm winds deflower'd,

Till the scent it gives

Makes faint with too much sweet those 

heavy-winged thieves:

Sound of vernal showers

On the twinkling grass,

Rain-awaken'd flowers,



All that ever was

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth 

surpass.

Teach us, Sprite or Bird,

What sweet thoughts are thine:

I have never heard

Praise of love or wine

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.

Chorus Hymeneal,



Or triumphal chant,

Match'd with thine would be all

But an empty vaunt,

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden 

want.

What objects are the fountains

Of thy happy strain?

What fields, or waves, or mountains?

What shapes of sky or plain?



What love of thine own kind? what ignorance

of pain?

With thy clear keen joyance

Languor cannot be:

Shadow of annoyance

Never came near thee:

Thou lovest: but ne'er knew love's sad satiety.

Waking or asleep,

Thou of death must deem



Things more true and deep

Than we mortals dream,

Or how could thy notes flow in such a 

crystal stream?

We look before and after,

And pine for what is not:

Our sincerest laughter

With some pain is fraught;

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of



saddest thought.

Yet if we could scorn

Hate, and pride, and fear;

If we were things born

Not to shed a tear,

I know not how thy joy we ever should come 

near.

Better than all measures

Of delightful sound,



Better than all treasures

That in books are found,

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the 

ground!

Teach me half the gladness

That thy brain must know,

Such harmonious madness

From my lips would flow

The world should listen then, as I am listening 



now.



Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!         

Bird thou never wert,             

That from Heaven, or near it,    

Pourest thy full heart             

In profuse strains of             

unpremeditated art.               

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Higher still and higher            
                                   
From the earth thou springest    
                                   



Like a cloud of fire;               

The blue deep thou wingest,        

And singing still dost soar, and 

soaring ever singest.               

In the golden lightning          

Of the sunken sun,                

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
O'er which clouds are bright'ning,
                                   
Thou dost float and run;        
                                   



Like an unbodied joy whose race  

is just begun.                      

The pale purple even              

Melts around thy flight;          

Like a star of Heaven,             

In the broad day-light           

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear  
                                   
thy shrill delight,                 
                                   



Keen as are the arrows             

Of that silver sphere,              

Whose intense lamp narrows      

In the white dawn clear          

Until we hardly see, we feel that   

it is there.                         

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
All the earth and air             
                                   
With thy voice is loud,            
                                   



As, when night is bare,           

From one lonely cloud            

The moon rains out her beams,   

and Heaven is overflow'd.         

What thou art we know not;     

What is most like thee?            

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
From rainbow clouds there flow   
                                   
not                                
                                   



Drops so bright to see              

As from thy presence showers a    

rain of melody.                   

Like a Poet hidden                

In the light of thought,          

Singing hymns unbidden,        

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Till the world is wrought         
                                   
To sympathy with hopes and     
                                   



fears it heeded not:                

Like a high-born maiden         

In a palace-tower,               

Soothing her love-laden           

Soul in secret hour                

With music sweet as love, which   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
overflows her bower:               
                                   
Like a glow-worm golden         
                                   



In a dell of dew,                 

Scattering unbeholden             

Its aëreal hue                     

Among the flowers and grass,     

which screen it from the view:     

Like a rose embower'd              

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
In its own green leaves,          
                                   
By warm winds deflower'd,       
                                   



Till the scent it gives              

Makes faint with too much sweet 

those heavy-winged thieves:        

Sound of vernal showers          

On the twinkling grass,           

Rain-awaken'd flowers,           

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
All that ever was                 
                                   
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy 
                                   



music doth surpass.               

Teach us, Sprite or Bird,         

What sweet thoughts are thine:     

I have never heard               

Praise of love or wine             

That panted forth a flood of      

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
rapture so divine.                 
                                   
Chorus Hymeneal,                 
                                   



Or triumphal chant,             

Match'd with thine would be all  

But an empty vaunt,            

A thing wherein we feel there is    

some hidden want.                

What objects are the fountains     

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Of thy happy strain?             
                                   
What fields, or waves, or          
                                   



mountains?                       

What shapes of sky or plain?     

What love of thine own kind?    

what ignorance of pain?         

With thy clear keen joyance        

Languor cannot be:               

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Shadow of annoyance            
                                   
Never came near thee:              
                                   



Thou lovest: but ne'er knew love's 

sad satiety.                        

Waking or asleep,                  

Thou of death must deem         

Things more true and deep        

Than we mortals dream,          

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Or how could thy notes flow in  
                                   
such a crystal stream?            
                                   



We look before and after,           

And pine for what is not:        

Our sincerest laughter             

With some pain is fraught;       

Our sweetest songs are those that   

tell of saddest thought.            

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Yet if we could scorn              
                                   
Hate, and pride, and fear;        
                                   



If we were things born            

Not to shed a tear,                

I know not how thy joy we ever 

should come near.                 

Better than all measures           

Of delightful sound,               

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Better than all treasures           
                                   
That in books are found,         
                                   



Thy skill to poet were, thou       

scorner of the ground!            

Teach me half the gladness        

That thy brain must know,      

Such harmonious madness       

From my lips would flow        

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
The world should listen then, as  
                                   
I am listening now.             
                                   



To a Skylark 
by Percy Shelley

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!
Bird thou never wert,
That from Heaven, or near it,
Pourest thy full heart
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still and higher
From the earth thou springest
Like a cloud of fire;
The blue deep thou wingest,
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever
singest.

In the golden lightning
Of the sunken sun,
O’er which clouds are bright’ning,
Thou dost float and run;
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.

The pale purple even
Melts around thy flight;
Like a star of Heaven,
In the broad day-light
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight,

Keen as are the arrows
Of that silver sphere,
Whose intense lamp narrows
In the white dawn clear
Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there.

All the earth and air
With thy voice is loud,
As, when night is bare,
From one lonely cloud
The moon rains out her beams, and Heaven is
overflow’d.



What thou art we know not;
What is most like thee?
From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to see
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.

Like a Poet hidden
In the light of thought,
Singing hymns unbidden,
Till the world is wrought
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not:

Like a high-born maiden
In a palace-tower,
Soothing her love-laden
Soul in secret hour
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower:

Like a glow-worm golden
In a dell of dew,
Scattering unbeholden
Its aereal hue
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the
view:

Like a rose embower’d
In its own green leaves,
By warm winds deflower’d,
Till the scent it gives
Makes faint with too much sweet those heavy-winged
thieves:

Sound of vernal showers
On the twinkling grass,
Rain-awaken’d flowers,
All that ever was
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass.

Teach us, Sprite or Bird,
What sweet thoughts are thine:
I have never heard
Praise of love or wine
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.



Chorus Hymeneal,
Or triumphal chant,
Match’d with thine would be all
But an empty vaunt,
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want.

What objects are the fountains
Of thy happy strain?
What fields, or waves, or mountains?
What shapes of sky or plain?
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain? 

With thy clear keen joyance
Languor cannot be:
Shadow of annoyance
Never came near thee:
Thou lovest: but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety.

Waking or asleep,
Thou of death must deem
Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream,
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream?

We look before and after,
And pine for what is not:
Our sincerest laughter
With some pain is fraught;
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest
thought.

Yet if we could scorn
Hate, and pride, and fear;
If we were things born
Not to shed a tear,
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near.

Better than all measures
Of delightful sound,
Better than all treasures
That in books are found,
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know,
Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow
The world should listen then, as I am listening now.





In this session we are giving you four recipes for our hospitality
tea: Hummingbird Cake, Granola Nests, Birdseed Cookies, and
Egg Salad Tea Sandwiches.

We will also have Fairy Tale teatimes, a Fable teatime, and a Poetry
teatime:

Fairy Tale Teatime #1: The Bluebird, by Marie-Catherine Le Jumel
de Barneville, Baroness d'Aulnoy

Fairy Tale Teatime #2: The Golden Bird, by the Brothers Grimm

Fable Teatime: The Lark and Her Young, by Aesop

Poetry Teatime: The Raven, by Edgar Allan Poe

Tea Times

"A bird does not sing because it has an answer, it sings
because it has a song."

~ Maya Angelou
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3 cups all-purpose flour, plus more for pans
2 cups sugar
1 teaspoon table salt
1 teaspoon baking soda
1 teaspoon ground cinnamon
3 large eggs, lightly beaten
1 ½ cups vegetable oil
1 ½ teaspoons vanilla extract
1 (8-oz.) can crushed pineapple in juice,
undrained 
2 cups chopped bananas (about 4 medium
bananas)
1 cup chopped pecans, toasted
Vegetable shortening

2 (8-oz.) packages cream cheese, softened
1 cup butter, softened
2 (16-oz.) packages powdered sugar
2 teaspoons vanilla extract

1 cup pecan halves, toasted

Cake Layers

Cream Cheese Frosting

Additional Ingredient

Hummingbird Cake

Divide batter evenly among 3 well-greased (with shortening) and floured 9-inch round cake pans.

Assemble Cake: Place first cake layer on a serving platter; spread top with 1 cup of the frosting. Top
with second layer, and spread with 1 cup frosting. Top with third layer, and spread remaining frosting
over top and sides of cake. Arrange pecan halves on top of cake in a circular pattern. (I topped this
cake with dried pineapple slices arranged as flowers.)

Directions

Prepare the Cake Layers: Preheat oven to 350°F. Whisk together flour, sugar, salt, baking soda, and
cinnamon in a large bowl; add eggs and oil, stirring just until dry ingredients are moistened. Stir in
vanilla, pineapple, bananas, and toasted pecans.

Bake in preheated oven until a wooden pick inserted in center comes out clean, 25 to 30 minutes. Cool
in pans on wire racks 10 minutes. Remove from pans to wire racks, and cool completely, about 1 hour.

Prepare the Cream Cheese Frosting: Beat cream cheese and butter with an electric mixer on
medium-low speed until smooth. Gradually add powdered sugar, beating at low speed until blended
after each addition. Stir in vanilla. Increase speed to medium-high, and beat until fluffy, 1 to 2 minutes.
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Ingredients
1 c. roasted sunflower seeds
1 c. butter (room-temperature)
½ c. granulated sugar
½ c. brown sugar
2 eggs
1 tsp. vanilla extract
2 c. self-rising flour
1/4 tsp. salt (optional)
1 c. flaked coconut
2 c. oats

Directions
In a large bowl, beat together butter and both
sugars. Stir in eggs and vanilla extract. Slowly
add in flour and salt (optional) and mix well.
Stir in the sunflower seeds, coconut, and oats.
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Birdseed Oatmeal Cookies

Place heaped tablespoons of the cookie dough onto baking sheets lined with baking parchment.
Bake at 350F for about 10 minutes until golden.

Cool on the baking sheet for a minute or two and then transfer to a cooling rack to cool completely.
You can store the cookies in an air-tight container for a few days and they are delicious with a glass or
milk or cup of tea.



Granola Nests

2 cups of rolled oats
½ cup of chopped almonds
½ cup of mixed seeds (pumpkin,
sunflower, flax, chia, hemp, etc.)
½ tsp salt
¼ cup of coconut oil or unsalted butter 
2-3 TBSP of honey
2 ½ TBSP of light brown sugar

Ingredients

Mix the nuts and seeds into the oats. Combine coconut oil, honey, brown sugar, and salt, then pour
over oat mixture. Pour into a muffin tin and use a spoon to mold into a nest shape.  

Bake for 35 minutes, or until the nests are toasted and hold their shape. Allow to cool, then top with
peanut M&Ms for the eggs!

Directions 
Preheat the oven to 375 degrees. In a large
mixing bowl, combine the oats and coconut
oil. 

Line a baking sheet with parchment, then
spread the oats and bake for 20 minutes. Set
out to cool and reduce oven temperature to
300 degrees.
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Directions
Boil eggs for 7-10 minutes
(depending on how you like them),
then immediately place them in cold
water to cool. Once cooled, crack
and peel them. 

Mash with fork or chop finely with a
knife, then place in a mixing bowl.  

Ingredients
6 hard boiled eggs
1/4 - 1/2 c. mayonnaise
2 tsp. yellow mustard
Bread slices
Salt & pepper to taste

Optional ingredients 
Green onions or chives
Relish 
Paprika

Egg Salad Tea Sandwiches

Add mayo, mustard, and salt and pepper to taste. Stir gently to combine.

Cover and chill for at least an hour or until ready to serve. 

Cut crusts off bread slices, then cut each slice into 4 triangles. Spread chilled egg salad onto
bread.



Once upon a time there lived a King who was immensely rich. He had broad lands, and sacks
overflowing with gold and silver; but he did not care a bit for all his riches, because the Queen, his wife,
was dead. He shut himself up in a little room and knocked his head against the walls for grief, until his
courtiers were really afraid that he would hurt himself. So they hung feather-beds between the tapestry
and the walls, and then he could go on knocking his head as long as it was any consolation to him
without coming to much harm. All his subjects came to see him, and said whatever they thought would
comfort him: some were grave, even gloomy with him; and some agreeable, even gay; but not one could
make the least impression upon him. Indeed, he hardly seemed to hear what they said. At last came a
lady who was wrapped in a black mantle, and seemed to be in the deepest grief. She wept and sobbed
until even the King’s attention was attracted; and when she said that, far from coming to try and diminish
his grief, she, who had just lost a good husband, was come to add her tears to his, since she knew what
he must be feeling, the King redoubled his lamentations. Then he told the sorrowful lady long stories
about the good qualities of his departed Queen, and she in her turn recounted all the virtues of her
departed husband; and this passed the time so agreeably that the King quite forgot to thump his head
against the feather-beds, and the lady did not need to wipe the tears from her great blue eyes as often as
before. By degrees they came to talking about other things in which the King took an interest, and in a
wonderfully short time the whole kingdom was astonished by the news that the King was married again
to the sorrowful lady.

Now the King had one daughter, who was just fifteen years old. Her name was Fiordelisa, and she was
the prettiest and most charming Princess imaginable, always gay and merry. The new Queen, who also
had a daughter, very soon sent for her to come to the Palace. Turritella, for that was her name, had been
brought up by her godmother, the Fairy Mazilla, but in spite of all the care bestowed upon her, she was
neither beautiful nor gracious. Indeed, when the Queen saw how ill-tempered and ugly she appeared
beside Fiordelisa she was in despair, and did everything in her power to turn the King against his own
daughter, in the hope that he might take a fancy to Turritella. One day the King said that it was time
Fiordelisa and Turritella were married, so he would give one of them to the first suitable Prince who
visited his Court. The Queen answered:

‘My daughter certainly ought to be the first to be married; she is older than yours, and a thousand times
more charming!’

The King, who hated disputes, said, ‘Very well, it’s no affair of mine, settle it your own way.’

Very soon after came the news that King Charming, who was the most handsome and magnificent
Prince in all the country round, was on his way to visit the King. As soon as the Queen heard this, she set
all her jewellers, tailors, weavers, and embroiderers to work upon splendid dresses and ornaments for
Turritella, but she told the King that Fiordelisa had no need of anything new, and the night before the
King was to arrive, she bribed her waiting woman to steal away all the Princess’s own dresses and
jewels, so that when the day came, and Fiordelisa wished to adorn herself as became her high rank, not
even a ribbon could she find.
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However, as she easily guessed who had played her such a trick, she made no complaint, but sent to the
merchants for some rich stuffs. But they said that the Queen had expressly forbidden them to supply her
with any, and they dared not disobey. So the Princess had nothing left to put on but the little white frock
she had been wearing the day before; and dressed in that, she went down when the time of the King’s
arrival came, and sat in a corner hoping to escape notice. The Queen received her guest with great
ceremony, and presented him to her daughter, who was gorgeously attired, but so much splendour only
made her ugliness more noticeable, and the King, after one glance at her, looked the other way. The
Queen, however, only thought that he was bashful, and took pains to keep Turritella in full view. King
Charming then asked it there was not another Princess, called Fiordelisa.

Yes,’ said Turritella, pointing with her finger, ‘there she is, trying to keep out of sight because she is not
smart.’

At this Fiordelisa blushed, and looked so shy and so lovely, that the King was fairly astonished. He rose,
and bowing low before her, said—

‘Madam, your incomparable beauty needs no adornment.’

‘Sire,’ answered the Princess, ‘I assure you that I am not in the habit of wearing dresses as crumpled and
untidy as this one, so I should have been better pleased if you had not seen me at all.’

‘Impossible!’ cried King Charming. ‘Wherever such a marvellously beautiful Princess appears I can look
at nothing else.’

Here the Queen broke in, saying sharply—

‘I assure you, Sire, that Fiordelisa is vain enough already. Pray make her no more flattering speeches.’
 The King quite understood that she was not pleased, but that did not matter to him, so he admired
Fiordelisa to his heart’s content, and talked to her for three hours without stopping.

The Queen was in despair, and so was Turritella, when they saw how much the King preferred
Fiordelisa. They complained bitterly to the King, and begged and teased him, until he at last consented
to have the Princess shut up somewhere out of sight while King Charming’s visit lasted. So that night, as
she went to her room, she was seized by four masked figures, and carried up into the topmost room of a
high tower, where they left her in the deepest dejection. She easily guessed that she was to be kept out
of sight for fear the King should fall in love with her; but then, how disappointing that was, for she
already liked him very much, and would have been quite willing to be chosen for his bride! As King
Charming did not know what had happened to the Princess, he looked forward impatiently to meeting
her again, and he tried to talk about her with the courtiers who were placed in attendance on him. But by
the Queen’s orders they would say nothing good of her, but declared that she was vain, capricious, and
bad-tempered; that she tormented her waiting-maids, and that, in spite of all the money that the King
gave her, she was so mean that she preferred to go about dressed like a poor shepherdess, rather than
spend any of it. All these things vexed the King very much, and he was silent.

‘It is true,’ thought he, ‘that she was very poorly dressed, but then she was so ashamed that it proves that
she was not accustomed to be so. I cannot believe that with that lovely face she can be as ill-tempered
and contemptible as they say. No, no, the Queen must be jealous of her for the sake of that ugly
daughter of hers, and so these evil reports are spread.’
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The courtiers could not help seeing that what they had told the King did not please him, and one of
them cunningly began to praise Fiordelisa, when he could talk to the King without being heard by the
others.

King Charming thereupon became so cheerful, and interested in all he said, that it was easy to guess
how much he admired the Princess. So when the Queen sent for the courtiers and questioned them
about all they had found out, their report confirmed her worst fears. As to the poor Princess Fiordelisa,
she cried all night without stopping.

‘It would have been quite bad enough to be shut up in this gloomy tower before I had ever seen King
Charming,’ she said; ‘but now when he is here, and they are all enjoying themselves with him, it is too
unkind.’

The next day the Queen sent King Charming splendid presents of jewels and rich stuffs, and among
other things an ornament made expressly in honour of the approaching wedding. It was a heart cut out
of one huge ruby, and was surrounded by several diamond arrows, and pierced by one. A golden true-
lover’s knot above the heart bore the motto, ‘But one can wound me,’ and the whole jewel was hung
upon a chain of immense pearls. Never, since the world has been a world, had such a thing been made,
and the King was quite amazed when it was presented to him. The page who brought it begged him to
accept it from the Princess, who chose him to be her knight.

‘What!’ cried he, ‘does the lovely Princess Fiordelisa deign to think of me in this amiable and
encouraging way?’

‘You confuse the names, Sire,’ said the page hastily. ‘I come on behalf of the Princess Turritella.’

‘Oh, it is Turritella who wishes me to be her knight,’ said the King coldly. ‘I am sorry that I cannot accept
the honour.’ And he sent the splendid gifts back to the Queen and Turritella, who were furiously angry at
the contempt with which they were treated. As soon as he possibly could, King Charming went to see
the King and Queen, and as he entered the hall he looked for Fiordelisa, and every time anyone came in
he started round to see who it was, and was altogether so uneasy and dissatisfied that the Queen saw it
plainly. But she would not take any notice, and talked of nothing but the entertainments she was
planning. The Prince answered at random, and presently asked if he was not to have the pleasure of
seeing the Princess Fiordelisa.

‘Sire,’ answered the Queen haughtily, ‘her father has ordered that she shall not leave her own
apartments until my daughter is married.’

‘What can be the reason for keeping that lovely Princess a prisoner?’ cried the King in great indignation.
 ‘That I do not know,’ answered the Queen; ‘and even if I did, I might not feel bound to tell you.’

The King was terribly angry at being thwarted like this. He felt certain that Turritella was to blame for it,
so casting a furious glance at her he abruptly took leave of the Queen, and returned to his own
apartments. There he said to a young squire whom he had brought with him: ‘I would give all I have in
the world to gain the good will of one of the Princess’s waiting-women, and obtain a moment’s speech
with Fiordelisa.’
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‘Nothing could be easier,’ said the young squire; and he very soon made friends with one of the ladies,
who told him that in the evening Fiordelisa would be at a little window which looked into the garden,
where he could come and talk to her. Only, she said, he must take very great care not to be seen, as it
would be as much as her place was worth to be caught helping King Charming to see the Princess. The
squire was delighted, and promised all she asked; but the moment he had run off to announce his
success to the King, the false waiting-woman went and told the Queen all that had passed. She at once
determined that her own daughter should be at the little window; and she taught her so well all she was
to say and do, that even the stupid Turritella could make no mistake.

The night was so dark that the King had not a chance of finding out the trick that was being played upon
him, so he approached the window with the greatest delight, and said everything that he had been
longing to say to Fiordelisa to persuade her of his love for her. Turritella answered as she had been
taught, that she was very unhappy, and that there was no chance of her being better treated by the
Queen until her daughter was married. And then the King entreated her to marry him; and thereupon he
drew his ring from his finger and put it upon Turritella’s, and she answered him as well as she could. The
King could not help thinking that she did not say exactly what he would have expected from his darling
Fiordelisa, but he persuaded himself that the fear of being surprised by the Queen was making her
awkward and unnatural. He would not leave her until she had promised to see him again the next night,
which Turritella did willingly enough. The Queen was overjoyed at the success of her stratagem, end
promised herself that all would now be as she wished; and sure enough, as soon as it was dark the
following night the King came, bringing with him a chariot which had been given him by an Enchanter
who was his friend. This chariot was drawn by flying frogs, and the King easily persuaded Turritella to
come out and let him put her into it, then mounting beside her he cried triumphantly—

‘Now, my Princess, you are free; where will it please you that we shall hold our wedding?’

And Turritella, with her head muffled in her mantle, answered that the Fairy Mazilla was her godmother,
and that she would like it to be at her castle. So the King told the Frogs, who had the map of the whole
world in their heads, and very soon he and Turritella were set down at the castle of the Fairy Mazilla. The
King would certainly have found out his mistake the moment they stepped into the brilliantly lighted
castle, but Turritella held her mantle more closely round her, and asked to see the Fairy by herself, and
quickly told her all that had happened, and how she had succeeded in deceiving King Charming.

‘Oho! my daughter,’ said the Fairy, ‘I see we have no easy task before us. He loves Fiordelisa so much
that he will not be easily pacified. I feel sure he will defy us!’ Meanwhile the King was waiting in a
splendid room with diamond walls, so clear that he could see the Fairy and Turritella as they stood
whispering together, and he was very much puzzled.

‘Who can have betrayed us?’ he said to himself. ‘How comes our enemy here? She must be plotting to
prevent our marriage. Why doesn’t my lovely Fiordelisa make haste and come hack to me?’
 But it was worse than anything he had imagined when the Fairy Mazilla entered, leading Turritella by
the hand, and said to him—

‘King Charming, here is the Princess Turritella to whom you have plighted your faith. Let us have the
wedding at once.’

‘I!’ cried the King. ‘I marry that little creature! What do you take me for? I have promised her nothing!’
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 Say no more. Have you no respect for a Fairy?’ cried she angrily.

 Yes, madam,’ answered the King, ‘I am prepared to respect you as much as a Fairy can be respected, if
you will give me back my Princess.’

‘Am I not here?’ interrupted Turritella. ‘Here is the ring you gave me. With whom did you talk at the little
window, if it was not with me?’

‘What!’ cried the King angrily, ‘have I been altogether deceived and deluded? Where is my chariot? Not
another moment will I stay here.’

‘Oho,’ said the Fairy, ‘not so fast.’ And she touched his feet, which instantly became as firmly fixed to the
floor as if they had been nailed there.

‘Oh! do whatever you like with me,’ said the King; ‘you may turn me to stone, but I will marry no one but
Fiordelisa.’

And not another word would he say, though the Fairy scolded and threatened, and Turritella wept and
raged for twenty days and twenty nights. At last the Fairy Mazilla said furiously (for she was quite tired
out by his obstinacy), ‘Choose whether you will marry my goddaughter, or do penance seven years for
breaking your word to her.’

And then the King cried gaily: ‘Pray do whatever you like with me, as long as you deliver me from this
ugly scold!’

‘Scold!’ cried Turritella angrily. ‘Who are you, I should like to know, that you dare to call me a scold? A
miserable King who breaks his word, and goes about in a chariot drawn by croaking frogs out of a
marsh!’

‘Let us have no more of these insults,’ cried the Fairy. ‘Fly from that window, ungrateful King, and for
seven years be a Blue Bird.’ As she spoke the King’s face altered, his arms turned to wings, his feet to
little crooked black claws. In a moment he had a slender body like a bird, covered with shining blue
feathers, his beak was like ivory, his eyes were bright as stars, and a crown of white feathers adorned his
head.

As soon as the transformation was complete the King uttered a dolorous cry and fled through the open
window, pursued by the mocking laughter of Turritella and the Fairy Mazilla. He flew on until he reached
the thickest part of the wood, and there, perched upon a cypress tree, he bewailed his miserable fate.
‘Alas! in seven years who knows what may happen to my darling Fiordelisa!’ he said. ‘Her cruel
stepmother may have married her to someone else before I am myself again, and then what good will life
be to me?’

In the meantime the Fairy Mazilla had sent Turritella back to the Queen, who was all anxiety to know
how the wedding, had gone off. But when her daughter arrived and told her all that had happened she
was terribly angry, and of course all her wrath fell upon Fiordelisa. ‘She shall have cause to repent that
the King admires her,’ said the Queen, nodding her head meaningly, and then she and Turritella went up
to the little room in the tower where the Princess was imprisoned.
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 iordelisa was immensely surprised to see that Turritella was wearing a royal mantle and a diamond
crown, and her heart sank when the Queen said: ‘My daughter is come to show you some of her
wedding presents, for she is King Charming’s bride, and they are the happiest pair in the world, he loves
her to distraction.’ All this time Turritella was spreading out lace, and jewels, and rich brocades, and
ribbons before Fiordelisa’s unwilling eyes, and taking good care to display King Charming’s ring, which
she wore upon her thumb. The Princess recognised it as soon as her eyes fell upon it, and after that she
could no longer doubt that he had indeed married Turritella. In despair she cried, ‘Take away these
miserable gauds! what pleasure has a wretched captive in the sight of them?’ and then she fell
insensible upon the floor, and the cruel Queen laughed maliciously, and went away with Turritella,
leaving her there without comfort or aid. That night the Queen said to the King, that his daughter was so
infatuated with King Charming, in spite of his never having shown any preference for her, that it was just
as well she should stay in the tower until she came to her senses. To which he answered that it was her
affair, and she could give what orders she pleased about the Princess.

When the unhappy Fiordelisa recovered, and remembered all she had just heard, she began to cry
bitterly, believing that King Charming was lost to her for ever, and all night long she sat at her open
window sighing and lamenting; but when it was dawn she crept away into the darkest corner of her little
room and sat there, too unhappy to care about anything. As soon as night came again she once more
leaned out into the darkness and bewailed her miserable lot.

Now it happened that King Charming, or rather the Blue Bird, had been flying round the palace in the
hope of seeing his beloved Princess, but had not dared to go too near the windows for fear of being
seen and recognised by Turritella. When night fell he had not succeeded in discovering where
Fiordelisa was imprisoned, and, weary and sad, he perched upon a branch of a tall fir tree which grew
close to the tower, and began to sing himself to sleep. But soon the sound of a soft voice lamenting
attracted his attention, and listening intently he heard it say—

‘Ah! cruel Queen! what have I ever done to be imprisoned like this? And was I not unhappy enough
before, that you must needs come and taunt me with the happiness your daughter is enjoying now she
is King Charming’s bride?’

The Blue Bird, greatly surprised, waited impatiently for the dawn, and the moment it was light flew off to
see who it could have been who spoke thus. But he found the window shut, and could see no one. The
next night, however, he was on the watch, and by the clear moonlight he saw that the sorrowful lady at
the window was Fiordelisa herself.

‘My Princess! have I found you at last?’ said he, alighting close to her.

‘Who is speaking to me?’ cried the Princess in great surprise.

‘Only a moment since you mentioned my name, and now you do not know me, Fiordelisa,’ said he sadly.
‘But no wonder, since I am nothing but a Blue Bird, and must remain one for seven years.’

‘What! Little Blue Bird, are you really the powerful King Charming?’ said the Princess, caressing him.

‘It is too true,’ he answered. ‘For being faithful to you I am thus punished. But believe me, if it were for
twice as long I would bear it joyfully rather than give you up.’
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Oh! what are you telling me?’ cried the Princess. ‘Has not your bride, Turritella, just visited me, wearing
the royal mantle and the diamond crown you gave her? I cannot be mistaken, for I saw your ring upon
her thumb.’

Then the Blue Bird was furiously angry, and told the Princess all that had happened, how he had been
deceived into carrying off Turritella, and how, for refusing to marry her, the Fairy Mazilla had condemned
him to be a Blue Bird for seven years.

The Princess was very happy when she heard how faithful her lover was, and would never have tired of
hearing his loving speeches and explanations, but too soon the sun rose, and they had to part lest the
Blue Bird should be discovered. After promising to come again to the Princess’s window as soon as it
was dark, he flew away, and hid himself in a little hole in the fir-tree, while Fiordelisa remained devoured
by anxiety lest he should be caught in a trap, or eaten up by an eagle.

But the Blue Bird did not long stay in his hiding-place. He flew away, and away, until he came to his own
palace, and got into it through a broken window, and there he found the cabinet where his jewels were
kept, and chose out a splendid diamond ring as a present for the Princess. By the time he got back,
Fiordelisa was sitting waiting for him by the open window, and when he gave her the ring, she scolded
him gently for having run such a risk to get it for her.

‘Promise me that you will wear it always!’ said the Blue Bird. And the Princess promised on condition that
he should come and see her in the day as well as by night. They talked all night long, and the next
morning the Blue Bird flew off to his kingdom, and crept into his palace through the broken window, and
chose from his treasures two bracelets, each cut out of a single emerald. When he presented them to the
Princess, she shook her head at him reproachfully, saying—

‘Do you think I love you so little that I need all these gifts to remind me of you?’

And he answered—

‘No, my Princess; but I love you so much that I feel I cannot express it, try as I may. I only bring you these
worthless trifles to show that I have not ceased to think of you, though I have been obliged to leave you
for a time.’ The following night he gave Fiordelisa a watch set in a single pearl. The Princess laughed a 
little when she saw it, and said—

‘You may well give me a watch, for since I have known you I have lost the power of measuring time. The
hours you spend with me pass like minutes, and the hours that I drag through without you seem years to
me.’

‘Ah, Princess, they cannot seem so long to you as they do to me!’ he answered. Day by day he brought
more beautiful things for the Princess—diamonds, and rubies, and opals; and at night she decked
herself with them to please him, but by day she hid them in her straw mattress. When the sun shone the
Blue Bird, hidden in the tall fir-tree, sang to her so sweetly that all the passersby wondered, and said that
the wood was inhabited by a spirit. And so two years slipped away, and still the Princess was a prisoner,
and Turritella was not married. The Queen had offered her hand to all the neighbouring Princes, but they
always answered that they would marry Fiordelisa with pleasure, but not Turritella on any account. This
displeased the Queen terribly. ‘Fiordelisa must be in league with them, to annoy me!’ she said. ‘Let us go
and accuse her of it.’
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So she and Turritella went up into the tower. Now it happened that it was nearly midnight, and
Fiordelisa, all decked with jewels, was sitting at the window with the Blue Bird, and as the Queen paused
outside the door to listen she heard the Princess and her lover singing together a little song he had just
taught her. These were the words:—

    ‘Oh! what a luckless pair are we,
     One in a prison, and one in a tree.
     All our trouble and anguish came
     From our faithfulness spoiling our enemies’ game.
     But vainly they practice their cruel arts,
     For nought can sever our two fond hearts.’

They sound melancholy perhaps, but the two voices sang them gaily enough, and the Queen burst
open the door, crying, ‘Ah! my Turritella, there is some treachery going on here!’

As soon as she saw her, Fiordelisa, with great presence of mind, hastily shut her little window, that the
Blue Bird might have time to escape, and then turned to meet the Queen, who overwhelmed her with a
torrent of reproaches.

‘Your intrigues are discovered, Madam,’ she said furiously; ‘and you need not hope that your high rank
will save you from the punishment you deserve.’

‘And with whom do you accuse me of intriguing, Madam?’ said the Princess. ‘Have I not been your
prisoner these two years, and who have I seen except the gaolers sent by you?’

While she spoke the Queen and Turritella were looking at her in the greatest surprise, perfectly dazzled
by her beauty and the splendour of her jewels, and the Queen said:

‘If one may ask, Madam, where did you get all these diamonds? Perhaps you mean to tell me that you
have discovered a mine of them in the tower!’

‘I certainly did find them here,’ answered the Princess.

‘And pray,’ said the Queen, her wrath increasing every moment, ‘for whose admiration are you decked
out like this, since I have often seen you not half as fine on the most important occasions at Court?’

‘For my own,’ answered Fiordelisa. ‘You must admit that I have had plenty of time on my hands, so you
cannot be surprised at my spending some of it in making myself smart.’

‘That’s all very fine,’ said the Queen suspiciously. ‘I think I will look about, and see for myself.’

So she and Turritella began to search every corner of the little room, and when they came to the straw
mattress out fell such a quantity of pearls, diamonds, rubies, opals, emeralds, and sapphires, that they
were amazed, and could not tell what to think. But the Queen resolved to hide somewhere a packet of
false letters to prove that the Princess had been conspiring with the King’s enemies, and she chose the
chimney as a good place. Fortunately for Fiordelisa this was exactly where the Blue Bird had perched
himself, to keep an eye upon her proceedings, and try to avert danger from his beloved Princess, and
now he cried:

‘Beware, Fiordelisa! Your false enemy is plotting against you.’
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This strange voice so frightened the Queen that she took the letter and went away hastily with Turritella,
and they held a council to try and devise some means of finding out what Fairy or Enchanter was
favouring the Princess. At last they sent one of the Queen’s maids to wait upon Fiordelisa, and told her to
pretend to be quite stupid, and to see and hear nothing, while she was really to watch the Princess day
and night, and keep the Queen informed of all her doings.

Poor Fiordelisa, who guessed she was sent as a spy, was in despair, and cried bitterly that she dared not
see her dear Blue Bird for fear that some evil might happen to him if he were discovered.

The days were so long, and the nights so dull, but for a whole month she never went near her little
window lest he should fly to her as he used to do.

However, at last the spy, who had never taken her eyes off the Princess day or night, was so overcome
with weariness that she fell into a deep sleep, and as son as the Princess saw that, she flew to open her
window and cried softly:

‘Blue Bird, blue as the sky, fly to me now, there’s nobody by.’

And the Blue Bird, who had never ceased to flutter round within sight and hearing of her prison, came in
an instant. They had so much to say, and were so overjoyed to meet once more, that it scarcely seemed
to them five minutes before the sun rose, and the Blue Bird had to fly away.

But the next night the spy slept as soundly as before, so that the Blue Bird came, and he and the Princess
began to think they were perfectly safe, and to make all sorts of plans for being happy as they were
before the Queen’s visit. But, alas! the third night the spy was not quite so sleepy, and when the Princess
opened her window and cried as usual:

‘Blue Bird, blue as the sky, fly to me now, there’s nobody nigh,’

She was wide awake in a moment, though she was sly enough to keep her eyes shut at first. But
presently she heard voices, and peeping cautiously, she saw by the moonlight the most lovely blue bird
in the world, who was talking to the Princess, while she stroked and caressed it fondly.

The spy did not lose a single word of the conversation, and as soon as the day dawned, and the Blue
Bird had reluctantly said good-bye to the Princess, she rushed off to the Queen, and told her all she had
seen and heard.

Then the Queen sent for Turritella, and they talked it over, and very soon came to the conclusion than
this Blue Bird was no other than King Charming himself.

‘Ah! that insolent Princess!’ cried the Queen. ‘To think that when we supposed her to be so miserable,
she was all the while as happy as possible with that false King. But I know how we can avenge
ourselves!’

So the spy was ordered to go back and pretend to sleep as soundly as ever, and indeed she went to bed
earlier than usual, and snored as naturally as possible, and the poor Princess ran to the window and
cried:

‘Blue Bird, blue as the sky, fly to me now, there’s nobody by!’
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But no bird came. All night long she called, and waited, and listened, but still there was no answer, for
the cruel Queen had caused the fir tree to be hung all over with knives, swords, razors, shears, bill-hooks,
and sickles, so that when the Blue Bird heard the Princess call, and flew towards her, his wings were cut,
and his little black feet clipped off, and all pierced and stabbed in twenty places, he fell back bleeding
into his hiding place in the tree, and lay there groaning and despairing, for he thought the Princess must
have been persuaded to betray him, to regain her liberty.

‘Ah! Fiordelisa, can you indeed be so lovely and so faithless?’ he sighed, ‘then I may as well die at once!’
And he turned over on his side and began to die. But it happened that his friend the Enchanter had been
very much alarmed at seeing the Frog chariot come back to him without King Charming, and had been
round the world eight times seeking him, but without success. At the very moment when the King gave
himself up to despair, he was passing through the wood for the eighth time, and called, as he had done
all over the world:

‘Charming! King Charming! Are you here?’

The King at once recognised his friend’s voice, and answered very faintly: ‘I am here.’

The Enchanter looked all round him, but could see nothing, and then the King said again:
‘I am a Blue Bird.’

Then the Enchanter found him in an instant, and seeing his pitiable condition, ran hither and thither
without a word, until he had collected a handful of magic herbs, with which, and a few incantations, he
speedily made the King whole and sound again.

 ‘Now,’ said he, ‘let me hear all about it. There must be a Princess at the bottom of this.’

‘There are two!’ answered King Charming, with a wry smile.

And then he told the whole story, accusing Fiordelisa of having betrayed the secret of his visits to make
her peace with the Queen, and indeed saying a great many hard things about her fickleness and her
deceitful beauty, and so on. The Enchanter quite agreed with him, and even went further, declaring that
all Princesses were alike, except perhaps in the matter of beauty, and advised him to have done with
Fiordelisa, and forget all about her. But, somehow or other, this advice did not quite please the King.

‘What is to be done next?’ said the Enchanter, ‘since you still have five years to remain a Blue Bird.’

‘Take me to your palace,’ answered the King; ‘there you can at least keep me in a cage safe from cats
and swords.’

‘Well, that will be the best thing to do for the present,’ said his friend. ‘But I am not an Enchanter for
nothing. I’m sure to have a brilliant idea for you before long.’

In the meantime Fiordelisa, quite in despair, sat at her window day and night calling her dear Blue Bird in
vain, and imagining over and over again all the terrible things that could have happened to him, until
she grew quite pale and thin. As for the Queen and Turritella, they were triumphant; but their triumph
was short, for the King, Fiordelisa’s father, fell ill and died, and all the people rebelled against the Queen
and Turritella, and came in a body to the palace demanding Fiordelisa.
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The Queen came out upon the balcony with threats and haughty words, so that at last they lost their
patience, and broke open the doors of the palace, one of which fell back upon the Queen and killed her.
Turritella fled to the Fairy Mazilla, and all the nobles of the kingdom fetched the Princess Fiordelisa from
her prison in the tower, and made her Queen. Very soon, with all the care and attention they bestowed
upon her, she recovered from the effects of her long captivity and looked more beautiful than ever, and
was able to take counsel with her courtiers, and arrange for the governing of her kingdom during her
absence. And then, taking a bagful of jewels, she set out all alone to look for the Blue Bird, without telling
anyone where she was going.

Meanwhile, the Enchanter was taking care of King Charming, but as his power was not great enough to
counteract the Fairy Mazilla’s, he at last resolved to go and see if he could make any kind of terms with
her for his friend; for you see, Fairies and Enchanters are cousins in a sort of way, after all; and after
knowing one another for five or six hundred years and falling out, and making it up again pretty often,
they understand one another well enough. So the Fairy Mazilla received him graciously. ‘And what may
you be wanting, Gossip?’ said she.

‘You can do a good turn for me if you will;’ he answered. ‘A King, who is a friend of mine, was unlucky
enough to offend you—’

‘Aha! I know who you mean,’ interrupted the Fairy. ‘I am sorry not to oblige you, Gossip, but he need
expect no mercy from me unless he will marry my goddaughter, whom you see yonder looking so pretty
and charming. Let him think over what I say.’

The Enchanter hadn’t a word to say, for he thought Turritella really frightful, but he could not go away
without making one more effort for his friend the King, who was really in great danger as long as he lived
in a cage. Indeed, already he had met with several alarming accidents. Once the nail on which his cage
was hung had given way, and his feathered Majesty had suffered much from the fall, while Madam Puss,
who happened to be in the room at the time, had given him a scratch in the eye which came very near
blinding him. Another time they had forgotten to give him any water to drink, so that he was nearly dead
with thirst; and the worst thing of all was that he was in danger of losing his kingdom, for he had been
absent so long that all his subjects believed him to be dead. So considering all these things the
Enchanter agreed with the Fairy Mazilla that she should restore the King to his natural form, and should
take Turritella to stay in his palace for several months, and if, after the time was over he still could not
make up his mind to marry her, he should once more be changed into a Blue Bird.

Then the Fairy dressed Turritella in a magnificent gold and silver robe, and they mounted together upon
a flying Dragon, and very soon reached King Charming’s palace, where he, too, had just been brought
by his faithful friend the Enchanter.

Three strokes of the Fairy’s wand restored his natural form, and he was as handsome and delightful as
ever, but he considered that he paid dearly for his restoration when he caught sight of Turritella, and the
mere idea of marrying her made him shudder.

Meanwhile, Queen Fiordelisa, disguised as a poor peasant girl, wearing a great straw hat that concealed
her face, and carrying an old sack over her shoulder, had set out upon her weary journey, and had
travelled far, sometimes by sea and sometimes by land; sometimes on foot, and sometimes on
horseback, but not knowing which way to go. 
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She feared all the time that every step she took was leading her farther from her lover. One day as she
sat, quite tired and sad, on the bank of a little brook, cooling her white feet in the clear running water,
and combing her long hair that glittered like gold in the sunshine, a little bent old woman passed by,
leaning on a stick. She stopped, and said to Fiordelisa: ‘What, my pretty child, are you all alone?’

‘Indeed, good mother, I am too sad to care for company,’ she answered; and the tears ran down her
cheeks.

‘Don’t cry,’ said the old woman, ‘but tell me truly what is the matter. Perhaps I can help you.’

The Queen told her willingly all that had happened, and how she was seeking the Blue Bird. Thereupon
the little old woman suddenly stood up straight, and grew tall, and young, and beautiful, and said with a
smile to the astonished Fiordelisa:

‘Lovely Queen, the King whom you seek is no longer a bird. My sister Mazilla has given his own form
back to him, and he is in his own kingdom. Do not be afraid, you will reach him, and will prosper. Take
these four eggs; if you break one when you are in any great difficulty, you will find aid.’

So saying, she disappeared, and Fiordelisa, feeling much encouraged, put the eggs into her bag and
turned her steps towards Charming’s kingdom. After walking on and on for eight days and eight nights,
she came at last to a tremendously high hill of polished ivory, so steep that it was impossible to get a
foothold upon it. Fiordelisa tried a thousand times, and scrambled and slipped, but always in the end
found herself exactly where she started from. At last she sat down at the foot of it in despair, and then
suddenly bethought herself of the eggs. Breaking one quickly, she found in it some little gold hooks,
and with these fastened to her feet and hands, she mounted the ivory hill without further trouble, for the
little hooks saved her from slipping. 

As soon as she reached the top a new difficulty presented itself, for all the other side, and indeed the
whole valley, was one polished mirror, in which thousands and thousands of people were admiring their
reflections. For this was a magic mirror, in which people saw themselves just as they wished to appear,
and pilgrims came to it from the four corners of the world. But nobody had ever been able to reach the
top of the hill, and when they saw Fiordelisa standing there, they raised a terrible outcry, declaring that if
she set foot upon their glass she would break it to pieces. The Queen, not knowing what to do, for she
saw it would be dangerous to try to go down, broke the second egg, and out came a chariot, drawn by
two white doves, and Fiordelisa got into it, and was floated softly away.

After a night and a day the doves alighted outside the gate of King Charming’s kingdom. Here the
Queen got out of the chariot, and kissed the doves and thanked them, and then with a beating heart she
walked into the town, asking the people she met where she could see the King. But they only laughed at
her, crying:

‘See the King? And pray, why do you want to see the King, my little kitchen-maid? You had better go and
wash your face first, your eyes are not clear enough to see him!’ For the Queen had disguised herself,
and pulled her hair down about her eyes, that no one might know her. As they would not tell her, she
went on farther, and presently asked again, and this time the people answered that to-morrow she might
see the King driving through the streets with the Princess Turritella, as it was said that at last he had
consented to marry her. This was indeed terrible news to Fiordelisa. Had she come all this weary way
only to find Turritella had succeeded in making King Charming forget her?
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She was too tired and miserable to walk another step, so she sat down in a doorway and cried bitterly all
night long. As soon as it was light she hastened to the palace, and after being sent away fifty times by
the guards, she got in at last, and saw the thrones set in the great hall for the King and Turritella, who
was already looked upon as Queen.

Fiordelisa hid herself behind a marble pillar, and very soon saw Turritella make her appearance, richly
dressed, but as ugly as ever, and with her came the King, more handsome and splendid even than
Fiordelisa had remembered him. When Turritella had seated herself upon the throne, the Queen
approached her.

‘Who are you, and how dare you come near my high-mightiness, upon my golden throne?’ said
Turritella, frowning fiercely at her.

‘They call me the little kitchen-maid,’ she replied, ‘and I come to offer some precious things for sale,’ and
with that she searched in her old sack, and drew out the emerald bracelets King Charming had given
her.

‘Ho, ho!’ said Turritella, those are pretty bits of glass. I suppose you would like five silver pieces for them.’

‘Show them to someone who understands such things, Madam,’ answered the Queen; ‘after that we can
decide upon the price.’

Turritella, who really loved King Charming as much as she could love anybody, and was always
delighted to get a chance of talking to him, now showed him the bracelets, asking how much he
considered them worth. As soon as he saw them he remembered those he had given to Fiordelisa, and
turned very pale and sighed deeply, and fell into such sad thought that he quite forgot to answer her.
Presently she asked him again, and then he said, with a great effort:

‘I believe these bracelets are worth as much as my kingdom. I thought there was only one such pair in
the world; but here, it seems, is another.’

Then Turritella went back to the Queen, and asked her what was the lowest price she would take for
them.

‘More than you would find it easy to pay, Madam,’ answered she; ‘but if you will manage for me to sleep
one night in the Chamber of Echoes, I will give you the emeralds.’

‘By all means, my little kitchen-maid,’ said Turritella, highly delighted.

The King did not try to find out where the bracelets had come from, not because he did not want to
know, but because the only way would have been to ask Turritella, and he disliked her so much that he
never spoke to her if he could possibly avoid it. It was he who had told Fiordelisa about the Chamber of
Echoes, when he was a Blue Bird. It was a little room below the King’s own bed-chamber, and was so
ingeniously built that the softest whisper in it was plainly heard in the King’s room. Fiordelisa wanted to
reproach him for his faithlessness, and could not imagine a better way than this. So when, by Turritella’s
orders, she was left there she began to weep and lament, and never ceased until daybreak.
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The King’s pages told Turritella, when she asked them, what a sobbing and sighing they had heard, and
she asked Fiordelisa what it was all about. The Queen answered that she often dreamed and talked
aloud.

But by an unlucky chance the King heard nothing of all this, for he took a sleeping draught every night
before he lay down, and did not wake up until the sun was high.

The Queen passed the day in great disquietude.

If he did hear me,’ she said, ‘could he remain so cruelly indifferent? But if he did not hear me, what can I
do to get another chance? I have plenty of jewels, it is true, but nothing remarkable enough to catch
Turritella’s fancy.’

Just then she thought of the eggs, and broke one, out of which came a little carriage of polished steel
ornamented with gold, drawn by six green mice. The coachman was a rose-coloured rat, the postilion a
grey one, and the carriage was occupied by the tiniest and most charming figures, who could dance
and do wonderful tricks. Fiordelisa clapped her hands and danced for joy when she saw this triumph of
magic art, and as soon as it was evening, went to a shady garden-path down which she knew Turritella
would pass, and then she made the mice galop, and the tiny people show off their tricks, and sure
enough Turritella came, and the moment she saw it all cried:

‘Little kitchen-maid, little kitchen-maid, what will you take for your mouse-carriage?’

And the Queen answered:  ‘Let me sleep once more in the Chamber of Echoes.’

‘I won’t refuse your request, poor creature,’ said Turritella condescendingly.

And then she turned to her ladies and whispered, ‘The silly creature does not know how to profit by her
chances; so much the better for me.’

When night came Fiordelisa said all the loving words she could think of, but alas! with no better success
than before, for the King slept heavily after his draught. One of the pages said: ‘This peasant girl must be
crazy;’ but another answered: ‘Yet what she says sounds very sad and touching.’

As for Fiordelisa, she thought the King must have a very hard heart if he could hear how she grieved and
yet pay her no attention. She had but one more chance, and on breaking the last egg she found to her
great delight that it contained a more marvellous thing than ever. It was a pie made of six birds, cooked
to perfection, and yet they were all alive, and singing and talking, and they answered questions and told
fortunes in the most amusing way. Taking this treasure Fiordelisa once more set herself to wait in the
great hall through which Turritella was sure to pass, and as she sat there one of the King’s pages came
by, and said to her:

‘Well, little kitchen-maid, it is a good thing that the King always takes a sleeping draught, for if not he
would be kept awake all night by your sighing and lamenting.’

Then Fiordelisa knew why the King had not heeded her, and taking a handful of pearls and diamonds
out of her sack, she said, ‘If you can promise me that to-night the King shall not have his sleeping
draught, I will give you all these jewels.’

183



Oh! I promise that willingly,’ said the page.

At this moment Turritella appeared, and at the first sight of the savoury pie, with the pretty little birds all
singing and chattering, she cried:— ‘That is an admirable pie, little kitchen-maid. Pray what will you take
for it?’

‘The usual price,’ she answered. ‘To sleep once more in the Chamber of Echoes.’

‘By all means, only give me the pie,’ said the greedy Turritella. And when night was come, Queen
Fiordelisa waited until she thought everybody in the palace would be asleep, and then began to lament
as before.

‘Ah, Charming!’ she said, ‘what have I ever done that you should forsake me and marry Turritella? If you
could only know all I have suffered, and what a weary way I have come to seek you.’

Now the page had faithfully kept his word, and given King Charming a glass of water instead of his usual
sleeping draught, so there he lay wide awake, and heard every word Fiordelisa said, and even
recognised her voice, though he could not tell where it came from.

‘Ah, Princess!’ he said, ‘how could you betray me to our cruel enemies when I loved you so dearly?’
 Fiordelisa heard him, and answered quickly: ‘Find out the little kitchen-maid, and she will explain
everything.’

Then the King in a great hurry sent for his pages and said: ‘If you can find the little kitchen-maid, bring
her to me at once.’

‘Nothing could be easier, Sire,’ they answered, ‘for she is in the Chamber of Echoes.’

The King was very much puzzled when he heard this. How could the lovely Princess Fiordelisa be a little
kitchen-maid? or how could a little kitchen-maid have Fiordelisa’s own voice? So he dressed hastily, and
ran down a little secret staircase which led to the Chamber of Echoes. There, upon a heap of soft
cushions, sat his lovely Princess. She had laid aside all her ugly disguises and wore a white silken robe,
and her golden hair shone in the soft lamp-light. The King was overjoyed at the sight, and rushed to
throw himself at her feet, and asked her a thousand questions without giving her time to answer one.
Fiordelisa was equally happy to be with him once more, and nothing troubled them but the
remembrance of the Fairy Mazilla. But at this moment in came the Enchanter, and with him a famous
Fairy, the same in fact who had given Fiordelisa the eggs. 

After greeting the King and Queen, they said that as they were united in wishing to help King Charming,
the Fairy Mazilla had no longer any power against him, and he might marry Fiordelisa as soon as he
pleased. The King’s joy may be imagined, and as soon as it was day the news was spread through the
palace, and everybody who saw Fiordelisa loved her directly. When Turritella heard what had happened
she came running to the King, and when she saw Fiordelisa with him she was terribly angry, but before
she could say a word the Enchanter and the Fairy changed her into a big brown owl, and she floated
away out of one of the palace windows, hooting dismally. Then the wedding was held with great
splendour, and King Charming and Queen Fiordelisa lived happily ever after.
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A certain king had a beautiful garden, and in the garden stood a tree which bore golden apples.
These apples were always counted, and about the time when they began to grow ripe it was
found that every night one of them was gone. The king became very angry at this, and ordered
the gardener to keep watch all night under the tree. The gardener set his eldest son to watch;
but about twelve o’clock he fell asleep, and in the morning another of the apples was missing.
Then the second son was ordered to watch; and at midnight he too fell asleep, and in the
morning another apple was gone. Then the third son offered to keep watch; but the gardener at
first would not let him, for fear some harm should come to him: however, at last he consented,
and the young man laid himself under the tree to watch. 

As the clock struck twelve he heard a rustling noise in the air, and a bird came flying that was of
pure gold; and as it was snapping at one of the apples with its beak, the gardener’s son jumped
up and shot an arrow at it. But the arrow did the bird no harm; only it dropped a golden feather
from its tail, and then flew away. The golden feather was brought to the king in the morning, and
all the council was called together. Everyone agreed that it was worth more than all the wealth
of the kingdom: but the king said, ‘One feather is of no use to me, I must have the whole bird.’

Then the gardener’s eldest son set out and thought to find the golden bird very easily; and
when he had gone but a little way, he came to a wood, and by the side of the wood he saw a fox
sitting; so he took his bow and made ready to shoot at it. Then the fox said, ‘Do not shoot me, for
I will give you good counsel; I know what your business is, and that you want to find the golden
bird. You will reach a village in the evening; and when you get there, you will see two inns
opposite to each other, one of which is very pleasant and beautiful to look at: go not in there,
but rest for the night in the other, though it may appear to you to be very poor and mean.’ 

But the son thought to himself, ‘What can such a beast as this know about the matter?’ So he
shot his arrow at the fox; but he missed it, and it set up its tail above its back and ran into the
wood. Then he went his way, and in the evening came to the village where the two inns were;
and in one of these were people singing, and dancing, and feasting; but the other looked very
dirty, and poor. ‘I should be very silly,’ said he, ‘if I went to that shabby house, and left this
charming place’; so he went into the smart house, and ate and drank at his ease, and forgot the
bird, and his country too.

Time passed on; and as the eldest son did not come back, and no tidings were heard of him, the
second son set out, and the same thing happened to him. He met the fox, who gave him the
good advice: but when he came to the two inns, his eldest brother was standing at the window
where the merrymaking was, and called to him to come in; and he could not withstand the
temptation, but went in, and forgot the golden bird and his country in the same manner.

The Golden Bird
by The Brothers Grimm
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Time passed on again, and the youngest son too wished to set out into the wide world to seek
for the golden bird; but his father would not listen to it for a long while, for he was very fond of
his son, and was afraid that some ill luck might happen to him also, and prevent his coming
back. However, at last it was agreed he should go, for he would not rest at home; and as he
came to the wood, he met the fox, and heard the same good counsel. But he was thankful to the
fox, and did not attempt his life as his brothers had done; so the fox said, ‘Sit upon my tail, and
you will travel faster.’ So he sat down, and the fox began to run, and away they went over stock
and stone so quick that their hair whistled in the wind.

When they came to the village, the son followed the fox’s counsel, and without looking about
him went to the shabby inn and rested there all night at his ease. In the morning came the fox
again and met him as he was beginning his journey, and said, ‘Go straight forward, till you come
to a castle, before which lie a whole troop of soldiers fast asleep and snoring: take no notice of
them, but go into the castle and pass on and on till you come to a room, where the golden bird
sits in a wooden cage; close by it stands a beautiful golden cage; but do not try to take the bird
out of the shabby cage and put it into the handsome one, otherwise you will repent it.’ Then the
fox stretched out his tail again, and the young man sat himself down, and away they went over
stock and stone till their hair whistled in the wind.

Before the castle gate all was as the fox had said: so the son went in and found the chamber
where the golden bird hung in a wooden cage, and below stood the golden cage, and the three
golden apples that had been lost were lying close by it. Then thought he to himself, ‘It will be a
very droll thing to bring away such a fine bird in this shabby cage’; so he opened the door and
took hold of it and put it into the golden cage. But the bird set up such a loud scream that all the
soldiers awoke, and they took him prisoner and carried him before the king. The next morning
the court sat to judge him; and when all was heard, it sentenced him to die, unless he should
bring the king the golden horse which could run as swiftly as the wind; and if he did this, he was
to have the golden bird given him for his own.

So he set out once more on his journey, sighing, and in great despair, when on a sudden his
friend the fox met him, and said, ‘You see now what has happened on account of your not
listening to my counsel. I will still, however, tell you how to find the golden horse, if you will do
as I bid you. You must go straight on till you come to the castle where the horse stands in his
stall: by his side will lie the groom fast asleep and snoring: take away the horse quietly, but be
sure to put the old leathern saddle upon him, and not the golden one that is close by it.’ Then
the son sat down on the fox’s tail, and away they went over stock and stone till their hair
whistled in the wind.

All went right, and the groom lay snoring with his hand upon the golden saddle. But when the
son looked at the horse, he thought it a great pity to put the leathern saddle upon it. ‘I will give
him the good one,’ said he; ‘I am sure he deserves it.’ As he took up the golden saddle the
groom awoke and cried out so loud, that all the guards ran in and took him prisoner, and in the
morning he was again brought before the court to be judged, and was sentenced to die. But it
was agreed, that, if he could bring thither the beautiful princess, he should live, and have the
bird and the horse given him for his own.
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Then he went his way very sorrowful; but the old fox came and said, ‘Why did not you listen to
me? If you had, you would have carried away both the bird and the horse; yet will I once more
give you counsel. Go straight on, and in the evening you will arrive at a castle. At twelve o’clock
at night the princess goes to the bathing-house: go up to her and give her a kiss, and she will let
you lead her away; but take care you do not suffer her to go and take leave of her father and
mother.’ Then the fox stretched out his tail, and so away they went over stock and stone till their
hair whistled again.

As they came to the castle, all was as the fox had said, and at twelve o’clock the young man met
the princess going to the bath and gave her the kiss, and she agreed to run away with him, but
begged with many tears that he would let her take leave of her father. At first he refused, but she
wept still more and more, and fell at his feet, till at last he consented; but the moment she came
to her father’s house the guards awoke and he was taken prisoner again.

Then he was brought before the king, and the king said, ‘You shall never have my daughter
unless in eight days you dig away the hill that stops the view from my window.’ Now this hill was
so big that the whole world could not take it away: and when he had worked for seven days,
and had done very little, the fox came and said. ‘Lie down and go to sleep; I will work for you.’
And in the morning he awoke and the hill was gone; so he went merrily to the king, and told him
that now that it was removed he must give him the princess.

Then the king was obliged to keep his word, and away went the young man and the princess;
and the fox came and said to him, ‘We will have all three, the princess, the horse, and the bird.’
‘Ah!’ said the young man, ‘that would be a great thing, but how can you contrive it?’

‘If you will only listen,’ said the fox, ‘it can be done. When you come to the king, and he asks for
the beautiful princess, you must say, “Here she is!” Then he will be very joyful; and you will
mount the golden horse that they are to give you, and put out your hand to take leave of them; 
but shake hands with the princess last. Then lift her quickly on to the horse behind you; clap
your spurs to his side, and gallop away as fast as you can.’

All went right: then the fox said, ‘When you come to the castle where the bird is, I will stay with
the princess at the door, and you will ride in and speak to the king; and when he sees that it is
the right horse, he will bring out the bird; but you must sit still, and say that you want to look at it,
to see whether it is the true golden bird; and when you get it into your hand, ride away.’

This, too, happened as the fox said; they carried off the bird, the princess mounted again, and
they rode on to a great wood. Then the fox came, and said, ‘Pray kill me, and cut off my head
and my feet.’ But the young man refused to do it: so the fox said, ‘I will at any rate give you good
counsel: beware of two things; ransom no one from the gallows, and sit down by the side of no
river.’ Then away he went. ‘Well,’ thought the young man, ‘it is no hard matter to keep that
advice.’
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He rode on with the princess, till at last he came to the village where he had left his two brothers.
And there he heard a great noise and uproar; and when he asked what was the matter, the
people said, ‘Two men are going to be hanged.’ As he came nearer, he saw that the two men
were his brothers, who had turned robbers; so he said, ‘Cannot they in any way be saved?’ But
the people said ‘No,’ unless he would bestow all his money upon the rascals and buy their
liberty. Then he did not stay to think about the matter, but paid what was asked, and his
brothers were given up, and went on with him towards their home.

And as they came to the wood where the fox first met them, it was so cool and pleasant that the
two brothers said, ‘Let us sit down by the side of the river, and rest a while, to eat and drink.’ So
he said, ‘Yes,’ and forgot the fox’s counsel, and sat down on the side of the river; and while he
suspected nothing, they came behind, and threw him down the bank, and took the princess, the
horse, and the bird, and went home to the king their master, and said. ‘All this have we won by
our labour.’ Then there was great rejoicing made; but the horse would not eat, the bird would
not sing, and the princess wept.

The youngest son fell to the bottom of the river’s bed: luckily it was nearly dry, but his bones
were almost broken, and the bank was so steep that he could find no way to get out. Then the
old fox came once more, and scolded him for not following his advice; otherwise no evil would
have befallen him: ‘Yet,’ said he, ‘I cannot leave you here, so lay hold of my tail and hold fast.’
Then he pulled him out of the river, and said to him, as he got upon the bank, ‘Your brothers
have set watch to kill you, if they find you in the kingdom.’ So he dressed himself as a poor man,
and came secretly to the king’s court, and was scarcely within the doors when the horse began
to eat, and the bird to sing, and the princess left off weeping. Then he went to the king, and told
him all his brothers’ roguery; and they were seized and punished, and he had the princess given
to him again; and after the king’s death he was heir to his kingdom.

A long while after, he went to walk one day in the wood, and the old fox met him, and besought
him with tears in his eyes to kill him, and cut off his head and feet. And at last he did so, and in a
moment the fox was changed into a man, and turned out to be the brother of the princess, who
had been lost a great many many years.
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When the Mother Lark returned with food for them, they told her what they had heard.

"Do not be frightened, children," said the Mother Lark. "If the Farmer said he would call in his
neighbors and friends to help him do his work, this wheat will not be reaped for a while yet."

A few days later, the wheat was so ripe, that when the wind shook the stalks, a hail of wheat grains
came rustling down on the young Larks' heads.

"If this wheat is not harvested at once," said the Farmer, "we shall lose half the crop. We cannot wait
any longer for help from our friends. Tomorrow we must set to work, ourselves."

When the young Larks told their mother what they had heard that day, she said:
"Then we must be off at once. When a man decides to do his own work and not depend on any one
else, then you may be sure there will be no more delay."

There was much fluttering and trying out of wings that afternoon, and at sunrise next day, when the
Farmer and his son cut down the grain, they found an empty nest.

Self-help is the best help.

The Lark and
Her Young Ones

by Aesop
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A Lark made her nest in a field of young
wheat. As the days passed, the wheat stalks
grew tall and the young birds, too, grew in
strength. Then one day, when the ripe golden
grain waved in the breeze, the Farmer and his
son came into the field.

"This wheat is now ready for reaping," said the
Farmer. "We must call in our neighbors and
friends to help us harvest it."

The young Larks in their nest close by were
much frightened, for they knew they would be
in great danger if they did not leave the nest
before the reapers came. 



Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—

 While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door—

            Only this and nothing more.”

 Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December;

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.

 Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow

 From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore—

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—

            Nameless here for evermore.

 And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;

 So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating

 “’Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door—

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;—

            This it is and nothing more.”

 Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,

“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;

 But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,

 And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,

That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the door;—

            Darkness there and nothing more.

 Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;

 But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,

 And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore?”

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”—

            Merely this and nothing more.

 

The Raven
by Edgar Allan Poe
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Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.

 “Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
 Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore—

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—
 ’Tis the wind and nothing more!”

 Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore;

 Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;
 But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door—

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—
            Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore—

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”
            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

 Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;

 For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
 Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door—
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

            With such name as “Nevermore.”

 But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.

 Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered—
 Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before—

On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.”
            Then the bird said “Nevermore.”

 Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store

 Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
 Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore—

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore
            Of ‘Never—nevermore’.”

But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling,
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door;

 Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking
 Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore—

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore
 Meant in croaking “Nevermore.”
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 This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;

 This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining
 On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er,
But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er,

            She shall press, ah, nevermore!

 Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer
Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.

 “Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent thee
 Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”

            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

 “Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!—
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

 Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—
 On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—

Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore!”
            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

 “Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore—

 Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,
 It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”

            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

 “Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, upstarting—
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!
 Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!

 Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”

            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.”

 And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

 And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,
 And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
            Shall be lifted—nevermore!
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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

awakentodelight.com                                                                                                                                                                                        193

Nature Study



1

A group of Flamingos is called a flamboyance, a term that
directly relates to the word flamboyant, meaning 'having
a stylish and exuberant look or personality that attracts
attention.'

Flamingos, surprisingly, are born grey and acquire their
famous pink color from the natural pink dye called
canthaxanthin, which they obtain by consuming certain
foods.

As you can see from the picture above, a flamingo's
knees bend backward. Well, you'd think they were knees,
but in reality, they are the flamingo's ankles!

American
Flamingo

There are 6.5 million Turkeys in the U.S alone.

You can tell the gender and age of a Turkey by its
droppings! If the poop is j-shaped, is it a male. If the
poop is spiral, is is a female. You tell the Turkey's age by
how wide the diameter of the dropping is. The wider it is,
the older the bird.

Most people are unaware of the fact that these birds can
fly! They walk most of the time, but can fly for short
distances, reaching flight speed of 55 mph.

Every year, two Turkeys are officially 'pardoned' by the
president around Thanksgiving. There are differing
stories on how this tradition started.

1Wild Turkey

2

Rose-Breasted Grosbeaks posses a singing ability unlike
any other bird. 20th century birdwatchers often
characterize their calls as indescribable and superior to
any bird's.

Both parents take turns sitting on their eggs. When it is
time to swap places, the birds will sing to each other.

The honor of being 'oldest grosbeak' goes to two males
who lived to the age of 14 years and 11 months. In
captivity, though, the average lifespan for a grosbeak is
24 years!

Rose-Breasted Grosbeaks do not have great nest-making
abilities. They are so thin, you can see the eggs from the
bottom of the nest.

Rose-Breasted
Grosbeak

Interestingly, the white and black striped birds are more
aggressive than their brown and tan counterparts.

Once breeding season is over, though, these birds return
to their naturally friendly temperament, and form flocks in
their community for the purpose of foraging with their
friends.

Strangely, the White Throated Sparrow chooses to build
her nest on or near the ground. They do not reuse old
nests.

White Throated Sparrows have a pretty, thin call that
seems to say, 'oh-sweet-canada-canada', or 'old Sam,
Peabody, Peabody.'

2White Throated
Sparrow

The name Flamingo comes
from the Latin word flamma,
which means flame.

Flamingos can live for 50 years
in captivity, and only 20-30
years in the wild.

Rose-Breasted Grosbeaks are
not endangered, but are very
difficult to find.

Phoenicopterus ruber
Meleagris gallopavo

Pheucticus ludovicianus Zonotrichia albicollis

A Turkey's bald head can turn
different colors with different
emotions. Its head can turn the
patriotic colors of red, white, and
blue. (But can also turn pink.)

White Throated Sparrows have
more than one color type. They
can have white and black stripes
or brown and tan stripes.



3

Mourning doves can live up to 5 years, the oldest
Carolina Turtle Dove being 31 years and 4 months old.

These birds are actually very fast, reaching speeds of 55
mph.

The Mourning Dove has an enlarged part of their
esophagus called a crop that they can store food in.

Mourning doves can be found in North Carolina and
SouthEast Alaska. They nest in areas of California and
Southern Canada.

If you see a dove in the Wintertime, you have most likely
spotted a male. Some male doves do not migrate like
most of the females and young do.

Mourning doves mate for life.

Caroline Turtle Dove
(Mourning Dove)

Zenaida macroura

Mockingbirds are the state bird of Florida, Tennessee,
Texas, Arkansas, and Mississippi.

In captivity, a mockingbird can live up to 20 years. In the
wild, they live up to eight.

They can mimic many sounds, including car sirens and
dogs. They are not limited to only bird songs.

Mockingbirds are very smart. They can even remember
individual humans.

These birds are very territorial, and studies have shown
the individuals (man or beast) they best recognize are
the creatures who have disturbed them in the past.

They move south occasionally due to harsh weather, but
live mainly in North America.

3
Mockingbird

Mimus
polyglottos

4

Surprisingly, Red Headed Woodpeckers are omnivores,
and will eat eggs and fledglings of other birds.

The Red Headed Woodpeckers numbers are
decreasing, and they are at risk of becoming
endangered.

This bird is the Cherokee Indian symbol for war.

The oldest Red Headed Woodpecker was 9 years and
11 months old.

One distinctive trait of this species ofwoodpecker is the
fact that they tend to reuse nest cavities for several
years in a row.

Red-headed
Woodpecker

Melanerpes
erythrocephalus

Amazingly, these majestic birds can see small creatures,
including fish, from over a mile away!

These loyal eagles mate for life.

Interestingly, eagles do not have an impressive screech.
Movie producers actually use a different bird call in Bald
Eagle scenes.

These birds have a huge wingspan, averaging 6-7.5ft
long!

Eagles have many tactics for attaining food. They will
either hunt for themselves, steal from others, or eat
already deceased prey.

A Bald Eagle's lifespan is 20 years. The oldest

Bald Eagle recorded was 38 years old.

4
White-headed

Eagle
(Bald Eagle)

Haliaeetus
leucocephalus



For our handicraft lesson, we will be creating birdseed
cakes.  This is a simple activity that all ages can enjoy -
from your younger children (with a bit of help), to teens.  

Each family member can create their own uniquely-
shaped cakes, then sit back and enjoy watching the
backyard birds (or squirrels) devour their treats.

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



3 T flour

1 envelope of plain gelatin, like Knox brand

3 T corn syrup

1/2 cup really hot water

4 c of birdseed mix

Several cookie cutters at least 3/4"  deep

Parchment paper

Non-stick spray

Wire rack

Twine or yarn (optional)

Supplies Needed
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Birdseed Cakes

Scoop out the birdseed mixture into your

non-stick sprayed cookie cutters and press

down to make sure it is all compacted

together nicely.

Directions

In a large mixing bowl, combine flour,

gelatin, corn syrup and water and whisk

until it is smooth and the gelatin has all

melted. 

Add the birdseed and stir with a spatula

until it is all thoroughly coated.



If you want to make hanging seed cakes with

a hole to thread something through, make

the hole now. Use a skewer or straw and

make sure the hole goes all the way through.

(You can wrap your twine or yarn around the

hardened cake if you prefer to hang it that

way.)

Let them set for 4-6 hours or overnight to

harden. Test one and if it seems too squishy,

leave it for another few hours. 

Remove the cookie cutters and peel the

cakes off the parchment and place them

with the sticky side up on wire racks to finish

hardening for another 6 to 8 hours.

Now you have fun shaped cakes for all your

feathered friends!

If you want to hang them, use twine or yarn,

never plastic, and either lace it through the

hole you made or wrap it around your seed

cake. When all the seed is gone the birds

can use the twine in their nest.
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Brand new and exclusive art lessons from the

Masterpiece Society. The high quality you’ve

come to expect from us there will be in this

membership as well, with multiple art mediums!

Art Lessons

Nature Study & Activities

Handicrafts

Charlotte Mason Morning Time

Join our

Awaken to Delight
Community!

Seasonal and historically-themed handicrafts for

upper elementary through high school, including

sewing, crocheting, weaving, woodworking,

woodburning, jewelry-making, and more!

Fun, seasonal activities for studying nature, 

plus watercolor nature journaling lessons, and

nature crafts.

Access to our ENTIRE library of morning time

sessions, plus exclusive content for members

only!

For more truth, beauty & goodness in your homeschool, join our community & receive access
to our entire library of morning time plans, exclusive art & handicraft lessons, nature studies,
nature crafts & much, much more! Visit us at awakentodelight.com/community.

https://masterpiecesociety.com/

