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

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

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

About this Curriculum:

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

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

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

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

Alisha



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

How to Use These Plans
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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 Galatians 1 Galatians 2 Galatians 3 Galatians 4 Galatians 5

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:  
'Tis Winter
Now; The

Fallen Snow

Art Selection 1:
Rainy Day in

Boston, Read:
Childe Hassam

bio 

Folk Song: The
Snow, It Melts

the Soonest

Listen to Étude
No. 11 in A

minor, Read:
Frédéric

Chopin bio

Nature Study 1 

History/
Geography

Home
Geography 

Ch 5-6

Home
Geography

Ch 12-13

Language
Arts/

Citizenship

Isaiah 55:6-11
Copywork,

Read: Christina
Rossetti bio

Winter: My
Secret

Copywork

Isaiah 55:6-11
Copywork

Read Aloud
*The Long

Winter, Ch 1,
pp 1-14

*The Long
Winter, Ch 2-3,

pp 15-36

*The Long
Winter, Ch 4-5,

pp 37-53

*The Long
Winter, Ch 6-7,

pp 54-65

*The Long
Winter, Ch 8-9,

pp 66-95

Afternoon
Occupations

 Bake:
Snowballs, 

Read: Winnie-
the-Pooh

Nature
journal* 

Nature walk*

Week 1 Schedule

Ephesians 3 Prayer.

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

Prayer

Bible Galatians 6 Ephesians 1 Ephesians 2 Ephesians 3 Ephesians 4

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
'Tis Winter
Now; The

Fallen Snow

Art Selection 2:
Snowstorm,

Madison Square,
Review: Childe

Hassam bio  

Folk Song: The
Snow, It Melts

the Soonest

Listen to:
Fantaisie

Impromptu,
Review: Frédéric

Chopin bio

Nature Study 2

History/
Geography

Home
Geography

Ch 14-15

Home
Geography

Ch 16-17

Language
Arts/

Citizenship

Isaiah 55:6-11
Copywork,

Review:
Christina

Rossetti bio

Who Can See
the Wind?
Copywork

Poetry: Snow
on the Fields &
I Dug and Dug
Amongst the

Snow

Isaiah 55:6-11
Copywork

Shakespeare:
The Winter's

Tale

Read Aloud
*The Long

Winter, Ch 10-
11, pp 96-115

*The Long
Winter, Ch 12-

13, pp 116-130

*The Long
Winter, Ch 14-

15, pp 131-148

*The Long
Winter, Ch 16-

17, pp 149-167

*The Long
Winter, Ch 18,

pp 168-187

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake: Snow

Cookies,

Read: Snowing

Evening &

London Snow

poems

Art Lesson:
Snow Scene/

The White Veil

 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 Ephesians 5 Ephesians 6 Philippians 1 Philippians 2 Philippians 3

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
'Tis Winter
Now; The

Fallen Snow

Art Selection 3:
Late Afternoon,

New York,
Winter, Narrate:
Childe Hassam

bio

Folk Song: The
Snow, It Melts

the Soonest

Listen to: Waltz
in A minor,

Narrate:
Frédéric

Chopin bio

Nature Study 3

History/
Geography

Home
Geography

Ch 18-19

Home
Geography

Ch 20-21

Language
Arts/

Citizenship

Isaiah 55:6-11
Copywork,

Narrate:
Christina

Rossetti bio

Poetry: In the
Bleak

Midwinter

Isaiah 55:6-11
Copywork

Read Aloud
*The Long

Winter, Ch 19-
20, pp 188-211

*The Long
Winter, Ch 21,

pp 212-224

*The Long
Winter, Ch 22,

pp 225-241

*The Long
Winter, Ch 23-

24, pp 242-254

*The Long
Winter, Ch 25-

26, pp 255-263

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake:
Snowflake

Scones, Read:
The Snow
Queen** 

(Stories 1-3)

 Nature
journal* 

Nature walk*

Week 3 Schedule

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities   **Option 2 for tea time, read Beryl Coronet (pp 1-10)
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Subject Day 1 Day 2 Day 3 Day 4 Day 5

Prayer

Bible Philippians 4 Colossians 1 Colossians 2 Colossians 3 Colossians 4

Memory Work Scripture Poetry Scripture Poetry
Review

previous
memory work

Beauty &
Nature Loop

Hymn Study:
'Tis Winter
Now; The

Fallen Snow

Art Selection 4:
The Victorian

Chair, Discuss:
Childe Hassam

bio 

Folk Song: The
Snow, It Melts

the Soonest

Listen to:
Nocturne in E

flat major,
Discuss: Frédéric

Chopin bio

Nature Study 4

History/
Geography

Home
Geography

Ch 22-23

Language
Arts/

Citizenship

Isaiah 55:6-11
Copywork,

Discuss:
Christina

Rossetti bio

Winter Rain
Copywork

Poetry: Winter
Rain

Isaiah 55:6-11
Copywork

Shakespeare:
The Winter's

Tale

Read Aloud
*The Long

Winter, Ch 27,
pp 264-284

*The Long
Winter, Ch 28,

pp 285-293

*The Long
Winter, Ch 29,

pp 294-307

*The Long
Winter, Ch 30-

31, pp 308-321

*The Long
Winter, Ch 32-

33, pp 322-334

Afternoon
Occupations

Bake:
Snowflake

Pretzels, Read:
The Snow

Queen (Stories
4-7)

**Option 2 for
tea time, read
Beryl Coronet

(pp 11-20)

Handicraft:
Snowflake

Embroidery

Nature
journal* 

Nature walk*

Week 4 Schedule

*  Indicates suggested, but optional activities
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Picture Books
The Snowy Day, by Ezra Jack Keats
The Mitten, by Jan Brett 
Snowflake Bentley, by Jacqueline Briggs Martin 
Katy and the Big Snow, by Virginia Lee Burton 
Owl Moon, by Jane Yolen 
The Snowman, by Raymond Briggs 
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening, by Robert Frost and Susan Jeffers 
The Big Snow, by Berta and Elmer Hader
White Snow Bright Snow, by Alvin Tresselt 
Little Bear, by Elsa Holmelund Minarik
Winter Eyes, by Douglas Florian
Winter Bees and Other Poems of the Cold, by Joyce Sidman
Snow, Snow: Winter Poems for Children, by Jane Yolen
It’s Snowing, It’s Snowing!: Winter Poems, by Jack Prelutsky
Snow, by Cynthia Rylant
Snow, by P.D. Eastman
Snow Music, by Lynne Rae Perkins
Snowmen at Night, by Caralyn Buehner

Elementary, Middle, & Upper Grades
Snow Treasure, by Marie McSwigan
Miracles on Maple Hill, by Virginia Sorensen
Hans Brinker or the Silver Skates, by Mary Mapes Dodge
Mr Popper’s Penguins, by Richard and Florence Atwater
The Long Winter, by Laura Ingalls Wilder
Farmer Boy, by Laura Ingalls Wilder
The Magician’s Nephew, by C.S. Lewis
The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe, by C.S. Lewis
Stone Fox, by John Reynolds Gardiner
Magic Tree House: Winter of the Ice Wizard, by Mary Pope Osborne
Skating Shoes, by Noel Streatfeild
Nancy Drew: The Mystery at the Crystal Palace, by Carolyn Keene
Magic School Bus: Lost in the Snow, by Joanna Cole
Julie of the Wolves, by Jean Craighead George
My Side of the Mountain, by Jean Craighead George
Caddie Woodlawn, by Carol Ryrie Brink
Murder on the Orient Express, by Agatha Christie
Walden, by Henry David Thoreau
Wuthering Heights, by Emily Bronte
Great Expectations, by Charles Dickens
The Complete Sherlock Holmes, by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

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 Ephesians 3 Prayer (Eph. 3:16-21), and focus on writing and
memorizing Isaiah 55: 6-11.

Ephesians 3 Prayer:

"Father, I pray that from Your glorious, unlimited resources You will empower me with inner strength
through Your Spirit. Then Christ will make His home in my heart as I trust in Him. Let my roots grow
down into Your love and keep me strong. And may I have the power to understand, as all God’s
people should, how wide, how long, how high, and how deep Your love is. May I experience the love
of Christ, though it is too great to understand fully. Then I will be made complete with all the fullness
of life and power that comes from You.

Now all glory to God, who is able, through His mighty power at work within us, to accomplish infinitely
more than we might ask or think. Glory to Him in the church and in Christ Jesus through all
generations forever and ever! Amen.

Isaiah 55: 6-11

6 Seek the Lord while He may be found, call upon Him while He is near. 7 Let the wicked forsake his
way, and the unrighteous man his thoughts; let him return to the Lord, and He will have mercy on him;
and to our God, for He will abundantly pardon. 8 “For My thoughts are not your thoughts, nor are your
ways My ways,” says the Lord. 9 “For as the heavens are higher than the earth, so are My ways higher
than your ways, and My thoughts than your thoughts. 10 “For as the rain comes down, and the snow
from heaven, and do not return there, but water the earth, and make it bring forth and bud,that it may
give seed to the sower and bread to the eater, 11 “So shall My word be that goes forth from My mouth;
it shall not return to Me void, but it shall accomplish what I please, and it shall prosper in the thing for
which I sent it."

Prayer & Scripture Memorization
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6 Seek the Lord while He  

                           
may be found,              

Call upon Him while He is  

near.                       

7 Let the wicked forsake  

his way,                    

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
And the unrighteous man   
                           

 Isaiah 55: 6-11 Primary



his thoughts;              

                           
Let him return to the Lord,

And He will have mercy on

him;                       

And to our God,          

For He will abundantly     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
pardon.                    
                           



8 “For My thoughts are not

                           
your thoughts,             

Nor are your ways My     

ways,” says the Lord.      

9 “For as the heavens are\\\\\\

higher than the earth,      

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
So are My ways higher than
                           



your ways,                 

                           
And My thoughts than your

thoughts.                  

10 “For as the rain comes 

down,                      

And the snow from heaven,

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
And do not return there,  
                           



But water the earth,       

                           
And make it bring forth and

bud,                       

That it may give seed to   

the sower                 

And bread to the eater,   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
11 “So shall My word be   
                           



that goes forth from My   

                           
mouth;                     

It shall not return to Me 

void,                       

But it shall accomplish what

I please,                   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
And it shall prosper in the 
                           



thing for which I sent it.” 

                           
                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
                           
                           



6 Seek the Lord while He may be found,

Call upon Him while He is near.

7 Let the wicked forsake his way,

And the unrighteous man his thoughts;

Let him return to the Lord,

And He will have mercy on him;

And to our God,

For He will abundantly pardon.

8 “For My thoughts are not your thoughts,

 Isaiah 55: 6-11 Elementary



Nor are your ways My ways,” says the Lord.

9 “For as the heavens are higher than the earth,

So are My ways higher than your ways,

And My thoughts than your thoughts.

10 “For as the rain comes down,

And the snow from heaven,

And do not return there,

But water the earth,

And make it bring forth and bud,



That it may give seed to the sower

And bread to the eater,

11 “So shall My word be that goes forth 

from My mouth;

It shall not return to Me void,

But it shall accomplish what I please,

And it shall prosper in the thing for which I 

sent it.”



6 Seek the Lord while He may be   

found                             

Call upon Him while He is near.  

7 Let the wicked forsake his way, 

And the unrighteous man his    

thoughts;                         

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Let him return to the Lord,       
                                   
And He will have mercy on him;
                                   

 Isaiah 55: 6-11 Cursive



And to our God,                 

For He will abundantly pardon. 

8 “For My thoughts are not your 

thoughts,                         

Nor are your ways My ways,”    

says the Lord.                     

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
9 “For as the heavens are higher  
                                   
than the earth,                    
                                   



So are My ways higher than     

your ways,                       

And My thoughts than your     

thoughts.                          

10 “For as the rain comes down, 

And the snow from heaven,       

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
And do not return there,         
                                   
But water the earth,               
                                   



And make it bring forth and    

bud,                               

That it may give seed to the sower

And bread to the eater,            

11 “So shall My word be that goes 

forth from My mouth;           

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
It shall not return to Me void,  
                                   
But it shall accomplish what I  
                                   



please,                             

And it shall prosper in the thing

for which I sent it.”              

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   
                                   



6 Seek the Lord while He may be found,
Call upon Him while He is near.

7 Let the wicked forsake his way,
And the unrighteous man his thoughts;
Let him return to the Lord,
And He will have mercy on him;
And to our God,
For He will abundantly pardon.

8 “For My thoughts are not your thoughts,
Nor are your ways My ways,” says the Lord.

9 “For as the heavens are higher than the earth,
So are My ways higher than your ways,
And My thoughts than your thoughts.

10 “For as the rain comes down, 
And the snow from heaven,
And do not return there,
But water the earth,
And make it bring forth and bud,
That it may give seed to the sower
And bread to the eater,

11 “So shall My word be that goes forth from
My mouth;
It shall not return to Me void,
But it shall accomplish what I please,
And it shall prosper in the thing for which I sent
it.”
.

 Isaiah 55: 6-11 High School





Rainy Day in Boston
Snowstorm, Madison Square
Late Afternoon, New York, Winter
The Victorian Chair

Étude No. 11 in A minor, ‘Winter Wind’
Fantaisie Impromptu Op. 66
Waltz in A minor B150
Nocturne in E flat major, Op. 9 No. 2

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

Our featured composer is Frédéric Chopin. 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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Frederick Childe (pronounced "child") Hassam was
born on October 17, 1859, in Boston, Massachusetts.
The eldest of three children, he grew up in a wealthy
and cultured home. His father, Frederick Addison
Hassam, was a successful businessman with strong
artistic interests; his mother, Rosa Maria Coombs
Phelps, was a talented amateur painter.

From an early age, Hassam showed a talent for art,
and his parents encouraged him to pursue it. He
began taking classes at the Massachusetts Normal
Art School when he was sixteen. As a teenager, he
painted portraits and landscapes in a Realist style.

In 1879, he moved to Paris to study art, and while
there he was exposed to the work of the Impression-
ists. Hassam was particularly struck by the work of
Claude Monet, and his own work began to reflect
Monet's influence.
  

Childe Hassam
October 17, 1859 – August 27, 1935

He returned to the United States in 1882 and first gained recognition for his work in 1884, when he

exhibited his painting "New England Landscape" at the Boston Art Club. The same year, he married

Kathleen Maude Doane, with whom he would eventually have two children.

The couple moved to Paris in 1886 so that Childe could study figure drawing and painting at the pres-

tigious Académie Julian. There he became involved in the artistic community, met many influential

artists and intellectuals, and  was exposed to new styles of art. They lived and traveled throughout

Europe for several more years, eventually settling back in New York City in 1897.

Hassam took part in the secession of Impressionists from the Society of American Artists, forming a

new society with American Impressionist painters known as "The Ten." He became known for his

paintings of the New England coastline, but also painted other subjects, including urban scenes and

portraits, quickly establishing himself as a leading figure in the American art scene. 

During World War I, Hassam created a series of patriotic paintings known as the “flag paintings.” These

works were intended to boost morale and raise money for the war effort. In 1917, he was awarded the

American Academy of Arts and Letters Gold Medal, and in 1918 he was elected to the National

Academy of Design. That same year he was also appointed as an official war artist by the United States

government.
 

Childe Hassam continued to paint until his death in 1935, at the age of 76. Today he is considered one

of the foremost American Impressionist painters.

awakentodelight.com                                                                                                                                                                                            33

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Figure_drawing
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Figure_painting
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Acad%C3%A9mie_Julian
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Society_of_American_Artists
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ten_American_Painters


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 :
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Snowstorm, Madison Square, 1890



Late Afternoon, New York, Winter, 1900



The Victorian Chair, 1906



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 :



Frédéric François Chopin was a Polish composer
and piano virtuoso. He composed mainly piano solo
pieces during the Romantic Era of music and was
considered to be such a remarkable talent that there
was no equal in his generation.

Fryderyk Franciszek Chopin was born in the Duchy
of Warsaw to a French father who had adopted
Poland as his homeland. He insisted on speaking
Polish in the household.

Even as a child Chopin was often ill and of a small
personage. His infirmities did not challenge his
musical abilities, however. It was evident that he was
a child prodigy and at the age of 7, he began playing
public concerts. He was composing his first pieces in
1817, though his earliest surviving manuscript is
from 1821 and was dedicated to his first piano tutor.

Chopin attended the Warsaw Lyceum from 1823 to 1826 and studied organ, music theory, composition,
and figured bass. He continued composing and playing salons. There he met some of the friends that
would follow him to Paris.

Chopin left Poland barely a month before the Polish-Russian War broke out. He wanted to go to Italy, but
the political unrest there forced him to go to Paris instead. He received French citizenship in 1835 but
always considered himself to be a Pole.

Chopin's contemporaries of whom he was friends and occasionally performed with included other musical
greats of the era like Franz Liszt, Hector Berlioz, and Felix Mendelssohn. They would perform arrange-
ments together and assist each other with compositions.

By 1842, Chopin's health began to decline and so did the number of compositions he was able to create.
By 1848, he was having financial difficulty and went to London to perform with the help of a patron, Julia
Stirling. In June 1849 his sister Ludwika came to Paris with her husband and daughter, and in September,
supported by a loan from Jane Stirling, he took an apartment at Place Vendôme 12.

On October 17, after midnight, the physician leaned over him and asked whether he was suffering greatly.
"No longer", he replied. He died a few minutes before two o'clock in the morning.

The funeral, held at the Church of the Madeleine in Paris, was delayed almost two weeks. Entrance was
restricted to ticket holders because many people were expected to attend. Over 3,000 people arrived
without invitations from as far as London, Berlin, and Vienna, but were turned away.
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Frédéric Chopin
March 1, 1810 – October 17, 1849



Week 1 - Étude No. 11 in A minor, ‘Winter Wind’

Week 2 - Fantaisie Impromptu Op. 66

Week 3 - Waltz in A minor B150

Week 4 - Nocturne in E flat major, Op. 9 No. 2

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 :



"'Tis Winter Now, The Fallen Snow" is a hymn written by Unitarian minister, Samuel Longfellow,
brother of the famous American poet Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, in 1864. It was first published
in Longfellow's collection, Hymns Of The Spirit.

The lyrics focus on the quiet beauty and solemnity of winter, as well as its connections to
Christian themes of death, rebirth, and resurrection.

Hymn: 'Tis Winter Now; The Fallen Snow
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The origins of "The Snow, It Melts the Soonest" are unknown, but it dates back to at least 1821 when
it was published in a collection of English folk songs in Blackwell’s Magazine, contributed by 19th
century English author and politician, Thomas Doubleday (under the pseudonym of Mr.
Shufflebotham).

In the 1880s, the melody was again recorded in a book of English folk songs and music called,
Northumbrian Minstrelsy. It was noted that Doubleday, “gave some verses adapted to the melody
which he had heard from a street singer in Newcastle, and describes it as ‘An air that has been
familiar to me since I was penny can high.’”

Rich with the imagery and metaphor of the transition from winter to spring, the lyrics tell the story of
a cheeky, self-assured fellow who is confident he can change the mind and win the heart of the lass
he is wooing. Perhaps he thinks he can melt her iciness towards him just as the springtime melts the
snow. 

Folk Song: The Snow, It Melts the Soonest
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2. The snow it melts the soonest when the winds begin to sing, 

And the swallow flies without a thought as long as it is spring. 

But when spring goes and winter blows, my love, then you'll be fain, 

For all your pride to follow me across the stormy main. 

3. The snow it melts the soonest when the winds begin to sing, 

And the bee that flew when summer shone in winter cannot sting. And I've seen

a woman's anger melt between the night and morn, So it's surely not a harder

thing to melt a woman's scorn. 

4. Oh, never say me me farewell here, no farewell I'll receive, 

For you shall set me to the style, then kiss and take your leave. 

And I'll stay here till the woodcock calls and the martin takes the wing, For the

snow it melts the soonest when the winds begin to sing.

The Snow, It Melts the Soonest

frosts         are     set - ting     in.                                            And         when        a     wo    -     man   tells            me

 The         snow          it     melts        the      soon-est         when                    the     winds      be-gin             to 1.

   sing,                                                                    and   the   corn          it    rip    -    ens     fast-est         when                the

     that                                       my      face                  she'll   soon                   for   -   get                                         be -

           fore    we   part   I'll    wage  a  crown,                                  she'll    be   fain    to   fol - low  it     yet.



Winter: My Secret
There's Snow on the Fields
I Dug and Dug Amongst the Snow
Who Has Seen the Wind?
In the Bleak Midwinter
Winter Rain

Winter: My Secret
Who Has Seen the Wind?
Winter Rain

This session's featured poet is Christina Rossetti. We've included
six 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

"Poetry is when an emotion has found its thought and
the thought has found words."

~ Robert Frost

Poetry Recitation & Copywork
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Born in London in 1830, Christina Rossetti was a

poet and writer who came from a creative and

literary family. Her father, Gabriele Rossetti, was an

Italian poet and political exile, her brother Dante

Gabriel was a Pre-Raphaelite painter and poet, and

her sister Maria wrote novels.

Christina was educated at home by her mother,

but also studied religious texts and the works of

famous poets such as John Milton and William

Wordsworth. In 1850, she began submitting her

poetry to magazines and publishing it in her

brother's Pre-Raphaelite journal, The Germ.

Rossetti's early work reflected her deep Christian

faith and explored themes of love, death, and

personal devotion. She published "Goblin Market 

and Other Poems" in 1862 to critical success, solidifying her reputation as a skilled poet.

Christina also painted with and modeled for the Pre-Raphaelite painters. Her skills as a painter

influenced her approach to poetry, as she often wrote with visual imagery in mind. The female Pre-

Raphaelite painters and models, including Rossetti, were known as the "Stunners" for their beauty

and elegance.

Despite achieving fame during her lifetime, Rossetti made a conscious decision to dedicate her life

solely to religion and withdrew from public life. She also struggled with health problems for much of

her years. She suffered from Graves' disease and eventually became bedridden in the 1890s.

However, she continued to write and publish poetry until her death in 1894.

Rossetti's legacy as a poet remains strong, with her works being studied in academia and frequently

anthologized. Some of her most well-known poems include "Goblin Market," "Remember," and "In

the Bleak Midwinter." 

Today, she is considered one of the leading female poets of the Victorian era.

Christina Rossetti
December 5, 1830– December 29, 1894
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Poet Study

P o e t :

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

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

3  F a c t s  A b o u t  t h e  P o e t :

B e s t  K n o w n  P o e m s  b y  t h e  P o e t :



Christina Rossetti Selections

Winter: My Secret

I tell my secret? No indeed, not I;
Perhaps some day, who knows?
But not today; it froze, and blows and snows,
And you’re too curious: fie!
You want to hear it? well:
Only, my secret’s mine, and I won’t tell.

Or, after all, perhaps there’s none:
Suppose there is no secret after all,
But only just my fun.
Today’s a nipping day, a biting day;
In which one wants a shawl,
A veil, a cloak, and other wraps:
I cannot ope to everyone who taps,
And let the draughts come whistling thro’ my hall;
Come bounding and surrounding me,
Come buffeting, astounding me,
Nipping and clipping thro’ my wraps and all.
I wear my mask for warmth: who ever shows
His nose to Russian snows
To be pecked at by every wind that blows?
You would not peck? I thank you for good will,
Believe, but leave the truth untested still.

Spring’s an expansive time: yet I don’t trust
March with its peck of dust,
Nor April with its rainbow-crowned brief showers,
Nor even May, whose flowers
One frost may wither thro’ the sunless hours.

Perhaps some languid summer day,
When drowsy birds sing less and less,
And golden fruit is ripening to excess,
If there’s not too much sun nor too much cloud,
And the warm wind is neither still nor loud,
Perhaps my secret I may say,
Or you may guess.
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There's Snow on the Fields

There's snow on the fields,

      And cold in the cottage,

While I sit in the chimney nook

      Supping hot pottage.

My clothes are soft and warm,

      Fold upon fold,

But I'm so sorry for the poor

      Out in the cold.

I Dug and Dug Amongst the Snow

I dug and dug amongst the snow,

And thought the flowers would never grow;

I dug and dug amongst the sand,

And still no green thing came to hand.

Melt, O snow! the warm winds blow

To thaw the flowers and melt the snow;

But all the winds from every land

Will rear no blossom from the sand.

Who Has Seen the Wind?

Who has seen the wind?

      Neither I nor you:

But when the leaves hang trembling

      The wind is passing thro'.

Who has seen the wind?

      Neither you nor I:

But when the trees bow down their heads

      The wind is passing by.



Christina Rossetti Selections

In the Bleak Midwinter

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

Our God, Heaven cannot hold Him
Nor earth sustain;
Heaven and earth shall flee away
When He comes to reign:
In the bleak mid-winter
A stable-place sufficed
The Lord God Almighty,
Jesus Christ.

Enough for Him, whom cherubim
Worship night and day,
A breastful of milk
And a mangerful of hay;
Enough for Him, whom angels
Fall down before,
The ox and ass and camel
Which adore

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

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

Every valley drinks,
Every dell and hollow;
Where the kind rain sinks and sinks,
Green of Spring will follow.
 
Yet a lapse of weeks
Buds will burst their edges,
Strip their wool—coats, glue—coats,
streaks,
In the woods and hedges;
 
Weave a bower of love
For birds to meet each other,
Weave a canopy above
Nest and egg and mother.
 
But for fattening rain
We should have no flowers,
Never a bud or leaf again
But for soaking showers;
 
Never a mated bird
In the rocking tree—tops,
Never indeed a flock or herd
To graze upon the lea—crops.
 
Lambs so woolly white,
Sheep the sun—bright leas on,
They could have no grass to bite
But for rain in season.
 
We should find no moss
In the shadiest places,
Find no waving meadow grass
Pied with broad—eyed daisies:
 
But miles of barren sand,
With never a son or daughter,
Not a lily on the land,
Or lily on the water.



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 .



I tell my secret? No       

                           
indeed, not I;              

Perhaps some day, who     

knows?                    

But not today; it froze,   

and blows and snows,      

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
And you're too curious: fie!
                           

Winter: My Secret Primary



You want to hear it? well: 

                           
Only, my secret's mine, and 

I won't tell.               

Or, after all, perhaps      

there's none:               

Suppose there is no secret 

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
after all,                  
                           



But only just my fun.      

                           
Today's a nipping day, a    

biting day;                 

In which one wants a     

shawl,                     

A veil, a cloak, and other  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
wraps:                     
                           



I cannot ope to everyone 

                           
who taps,                  

And let the draughts come 

whistling thro' my hall;     

Come bounding and         

surrounding me,            

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Come buffeting, astounding 
                           



me,                        

                           
Nipping and clipping thro'   

my wraps and all.          

I wear my mask for        

warmth: who ever shows   

His nose to Russian snows 

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
To be pecked at by every  
                           



wind that blows?          

                           
You would not peck? I    

thank you for good will,    

Believe, but leave the truth

untested still.              

Spring's an expensive time:  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
yet I don't trust          
                           



March with its peck of     

                           
dust,                      

Nor April with its         

rainbow-crowned brief     

showers,                   

Nor even May, whose      

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
flowers                    
                           



One frost may wither thro'

                           
the sunless hours.          

Perhaps some languid       

summer day,                

When drowsy birds sing   

less and less,               

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
And golden fruit is ripening
                           



to excess,                  

                           
If there's not too much    

sun nor too much cloud,    

And the warm wind is     

neither still nor loud,       

Perhaps my secret I may   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
say,                        
                           



Or you may guess.         

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           



I tell my secret? No indeed, not I;

Perhaps some day, who knows?

But not today; it froze, and blows and snows,

And you’re too curious: fie!

You want to hear it? well:

Only, my secret’s mine, and I won’t tell.

Or, after all, perhaps there’s none:

Suppose there is no secret after all,

But only just my fun.

Winter: My Secret Elementary



Today’s a nipping day, a biting day;

In which one wants a shawl,

A veil, a cloak, and other wraps:

I cannot ope to everyone who taps,

And let the draughts come whistling thro’ my hall;

Come bounding and surrounding me,

Come buffeting, astounding me,

Nipping and clipping thro’ my wraps and all.

I wear my mask for warmth: who ever shows



His nose to Russian snows

To be pecked at by every wind that blows?

You would not peck? I thank you for good will,

Believe, but leave the truth untested still.

Spring’s an expansive time: yet I don’t trust

March with its peck of dust,

Nor April with its rainbow-crowned brief showers,

Nor even May, whose flowers

One frost may wither thro’ the sunless hours.



Perhaps some languid summer day,

When drowsy birds sing less and less,

And golden fruit is ripening to excess,

If there’s not too much sun nor too much cloud,

And the warm wind is neither still nor loud,

Perhaps my secret I may say,

Or you may guess.



I tell my secret? No indeed,       

not I;                            

Perhaps some day, who knows?   

But not today; it froze, and     

blows and snows,                 

And you’re too curious: fie!      

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
You want to hear it? well:        
                                   
Only, my secret’s mine, and I   
                                   

Winter: My Secret Cursive



won’t tell.                         

Or, after all, perhaps there’s none:

Suppose there is no secret after all,

But only just my fun.            

Today’s a nipping day, a biting 

day;                              

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
In which one wants a shawl,    
                                   
A veil, a cloak, and other wraps:
                                   



I cannot ope to everyone who    

taps,                              

And let the draughts come        

whistling thro’ my hall;         

Come bounding and surrounding

me,                                

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Come buffeting, astounding me,   
                                   
Nipping and clipping thro’ my  
                                   



wraps and all.                    

I wear my mask for warmth:   

who ever shows                    

His nose to Russian snows        

To be pecked at by every wind     

that blows?                        

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
You would not peck? I thank    
                                   
you for good will,                
                                   



Believe, but leave the truth untested

still.                               

Spring’s an expansive time: yet  

I don’t trust                     

March with its peck of dust,      

Nor April with its rainbow-      

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
crowned brief showers,             
                                   
Nor even May, whose flowers      
                                   



One frost may wither thro’ the    

sunless hours.                     

Perhaps some languid summer    

day,                              

When drowsy birds sing less and  

less,                               

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
And golden fruit is ripening to  
                                   
excess,                              
                                   



If there’s not too much sun nor 

too much cloud,                  

And the warm wind is neither   

still nor loud,                    

Perhaps my secret I may say,    

Or you may guess.                

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   



Winter: My Secret
by Christina Rossetti

I tell my secret? No indeed, not I;
Perhaps some day, who knows?
But not today; it froze, and blows and snows,
And you’re too curious: fie!
You want to hear it? well:
Only, my secret’s mine, and I won’t tell.

Or, after all, perhaps there’s none:
Suppose there is no secret after all,
But only just my fun.
Today’s a nipping day, a biting day;
In which one wants a shawl,
A veil, a cloak, and other wraps:
I cannot ope to everyone who taps,
And let the draughts come whistling thro’ my hall;
Come bounding and surrounding me,
Come buffeting, astounding me,
Nipping and clipping thro’ my wraps and all.
I wear my mask for warmth: who ever shows
His nose to Russian snows
To be pecked at by every wind that blows?
You would not peck? I thank you for good will,
Believe, but leave the truth untested still.

Spring’s an expansive time: yet I don’t trust
March with its peck of dust,
Nor April with its rainbow-crowned brief showers,
Nor even May, whose flowers
One frost may wither thro’ the sunless hours.

Perhaps some languid summer day,
When drowsy birds sing less and less,
And golden fruit is ripening to excess,
If there’s not too much sun nor too much cloud,
And the warm wind is neither still nor loud,
Perhaps my secret I may say,
Or you may guess.

Winter: My Secret High School





Who has seen the wind?  

                           
Neither I nor you:         

But when the leaves hang  

trembling,                  

The wind is passing through.

Who has seen the wind?  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Neither you nor I:         
                           

Who Has Seen The Wind? Primary



But when the trees bow   

                           
down their heads,          

The wind is passing by.     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           



Who has seen the wind?

Neither I nor you:

But when the leaves hang trembling,

The wind is passing through.

Who has seen the wind?

Neither you nor I:

But when the trees bow down their heads,

The wind is passing by.

Who Has Seen The Wind? Elementary



Who has seen the wind?            

Neither I nor you:                

But when the leaves hang         

trembling,                         

The wind is passing through.     

Who has seen the wind?           

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Neither you nor I:                
                                   
But when the trees bow down      
                                   

Who Has Seen The Wind? Cursive



their heads,                        

The wind is passing by.           
                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   



Who Has Seen the Wind?
by Christina Rossetti

Who has seen the wind?
Neither I nor you:
But when the leaves hang trembling
The wind is passing thro'.

Who has seen the wind?
Neither you nor I:
But when the trees bow down their heads
The wind is passing by.

Who Has Seen The Wind? High School





Every valley drinks,         

                           
Every dell and hollow;      

Where the kind rain sinks  

and sinks,                  

Green of Spring will follow.

Yet a lapse of weeks       

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Buds will burst their edges,
                           

Winter Rain Primary



Strip their wool—coats,     

                           
glue—coats, streaks,        

In the woods and hedges; 

Weave a bower of love   

For birds to meet each     

other,                      

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Weave a canopy above    
                           



Nest and egg and mother.  

                           
But for fattening rain     

We should have no        

flowers,                   

Never a bud or leaf again  

But for soaking showers;   

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Never a mated bird         
                           



In the rocking tree—tops,  

                           
Never indeed a flock or    

herd                       

To graze upon the         

lea—crops.                  

Lambs so woolly white,     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Sheep the sun—bright leas  
                           



on,                        

                           
They could have no grass  

to bite                    

But for rain in season.     

We should find no moss   

In the shadiest places,     

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Find no waving meadow    
                           



grass                      

                           
Pied with broad—eyed      

daisies:                    

But miles of barren sand,  

With never a son or      

daughter,                  

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           
Not a lily on the land,     
                           



Or lily on the water.      

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           

                           



Every valley drinks,

Every dell and hollow;

Where the kind rain sinks and sinks,

Green of Spring will follow.

Yet a lapse of weeks

Buds will burst their edges,

Strip their wool—coats, glue—coats, streaks,

In the woods and hedges;

Weave a bower of love

Winter Rain Elementary



For birds to meet each other,

Weave a canopy above

Nest and egg and mother.

But for fattening rain

We should have no flowers,

Never a bud or leaf again

But for soaking showers;

Never a mated bird

In the rocking tree—tops,



Never indeed a flock or herd

To graze upon the lea—crops.

Lambs so woolly white,

Sheep the sun—bright leas on,

They could have no grass to bite

But for rain in season.

We should find no moss

In the shadiest places,

Find no waving meadow grass



Pied with broad—eyed daisies:

But miles of barren sand,

With never a son or daughter,

Not a lily on the land,

Or lily on the water.



Every valley drinks,              

Every dell and hollow;            

Where the kind rain sinks and    

sinks,                             

Green of Spring will follow.      

Yet a lapse of weeks                

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Buds will burst their edges,        
                                   
Strip their wool—coats, glue—coats,
                                   

Winter Rain Cursive



streaks,                            

In the woods and hedges;         

Weave a bower of love              

For birds to meet each other,      

Weave a canopy above             

Nest and egg and mother.         

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
But for fattening rain            
                                   
We should have no flowers,        
                                   



Never a bud or leaf again         

But for soaking showers;          

Never a mated bird                

In the rocking tree—tops,          

Never indeed a flock or herd       

To graze upon the lea—crops.      

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
Lambs so woolly white,           
                                   
Sheep the sun—bright leas on,     
                                   



They could have no grass to bite  

But for rain in season.           

We should find no moss           

In the shadiest places,            

Find no waving meadow grass   

Pied with broad—eyed daisies:      

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   
But miles of barren sand,         
                                   
With never a son or daughter,     
                                   



Not a lily on the land,           

Or lily on the water.              
                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   

                                   



Winter Rain
by Christina Rossetti

Every valley drinks,
Every dell and hollow;
Where the kind rain sinks and sinks,
Green of Spring will follow.
 
Yet a lapse of weeks
Buds will burst their edges,
Strip their wool—coats, glue—coats, streaks,
In the woods and hedges;
 
Weave a bower of love
For birds to meet each other,
Weave a canopy above
Nest and egg and mother.
 
But for fattening rain
We should have no flowers,
Never a bud or leaf again
But for soaking showers;
 
Never a mated bird
In the rocking tree—tops,
Never indeed a flock or herd
To graze upon the lea—crops.
 
Lambs so woolly white,
Sheep the sun—bright leas on,
They could have no grass to bite
But for rain in season.
 
We should find no moss
In the shadiest places,
Find no waving meadow grass
Pied with broad—eyed daisies:
 
But miles of barren sand,
With never a son or daughter,
Not a lily on the land,
Or lily on the water.

Winter Rain High School





In this session we are giving you four recipes for our snow-themed
tea: Snowballs, Snowflake Scones, Snow Cookies, and Snowflake
Pretzels!

We will also have a Storytime tea, a Fairytale tea, and two Poetry
teatimes (with an optional Mystery teamtime).

Storytime Tea 1: Winnie the Pooh, Chapter III: "In Which Pooh &
Piglet Go Hunting & Nearly Catch a Woozle" by A.A. Milne

Fairytale Tea 2: The Snow Queen, by Hans Christian Andersen

Mystery Tea 2 (Option): Older students may prefer to read the
Sherlock Holmes short story, The Adventure of the Beryl Coronet,
by Arthur Conan Doyle, which is available to download inside the
membership.

Poetry Teatime: "Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening" by
Robert Frost

Poetry Teatime: "London Snow" by Robert Bridges

Tea Times

"Snow was falling, so much like stars filling the dark trees that
one could easily imagine its reason for being was nothing more
than prettiness."                                                             
                                                                             ― Mary Oliver
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Tea Times



Ingredients
1 c. all-purpose flour
1/4 c. granulated sugar 
1 c. powdered sugar
1/2 c. butter (chopped and softened)
1 1/2 c. pecans, finely chopped
1 tsp. vanilla extract
1/8 tsp. of salt

Directions
In a large bowl, mix flour, pecans, granulated
sugar, salt, and vanilla. Add butter and, using
your hands, combine everything until mixture
resembles a coarse meal.

Form dough into 1" balls and place on ungreased baking sheets. Bake at 350° for 10-15 minutes or just
until the cookies start to turn light golden-brown. Make sure to check them often if you want them to
remain in the form of balls.  Remove from oven and allow to cool slightly; while cookies are still warm
(but NOT hot) remove them from baking sheets and roll in powdered sugar until evenly coated; cool
cookies completely on wire racks. When cool, dust again in powdered sugar.

Snowballs

awakentodelight.com                                                                                                                                                                                            99

Ingredients:
3 c. all-purpose flour
1 T baking powder
1/2 c. granulated sugar
1/8 tsp. salt
3/4 c. butter
1 egg, beaten in a 1 cup measuring cup
Milk added to the egg to equal 1 cup

Directions
Sift together the dry ingredients, then cut in butter.
Add egg-milk mixture, mix quickly and lightly, just
until no dry particles remain. Place dough onto a
lightly floured surface and knead gently for 8-10
minutes. Cut into rounds with a biscuit cutter.

Place on a greased cookie sheet and bake at 425
degrees for 8 to 12 minutes until golden.

Snowflake Scones



Ingredients
Cookies:
1 1/2 c. powdered sugar 
1 c. butter
1 tsp. vanilla
1/2 tsp. almond extract
1 egg
2 1/2 c. all-purpose flour
2 tsp. baking powder

Stiff Royal Icing:
3 large egg whites
5 c. powdered sugar

Toppings:
White sparkling sugar 
White candy pearls (optional)

Directions
Cookies:
Mix butter and sugar together until smooth. Add in vanilla extract, almond extract, and egg. Com-
bine dry ingredients into mixture to form a soft dough.

Roll out dough on a lightly floured surface (to 1/3 inch thickness) and cut snowflake shapes. Place
snowflakes on a parchment or silicone lined baking sheet and put in freezer for 20 minutes.

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Bake for 10-12 minutes depending on size. Remove from oven and let
sit for 2 minutes before transferring to cool on a wire rack.

Icing:
With an electric mixer, beat egg whites on low speed until just frothy (1-2 minutes). Beat in 1/4 cup
of sugar. Add remaining sugar, then beat icing on high speed until it holds a peak and is very thick
(5-10 minutes).

Frost cookies with royal icing, then sprinkle with sparkling sugar and white candy pearls.

Snow Cookies
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Ingredients
(Ingredient amounts will vary )
White chocolate candy melts  (8-12 oz.)
Mini pretzel twists (20-30 pieces)
Optional: Sparkling sugar &/or pearl candies 

Snowflake Pretzels

Directions
Line a baking sheet with parchment or waxed
paper. Melt white chocolate according to
package directions. With a fork dip pretzels
into chocolate, coating evenly. (Tap fork on
side of bowl to remove excess chocolate.) 

Lay pretzel on paper and sprinkle with
sparkling sugar. Repeat with each pretzel,
placing four pretzels together to form a
“snowflake” (or clover) shape. Make sure all
pretzels are touching. With a small spoon, dip a
bit of the melted chocolate into the center of
the four pretzels to fully bind them together.
Sprinkle center with sparkling sugar. 

Allow pretzels to set and chocolate to harden. Carefully remove each snowflake pretzel from the
paper and enjoy!



The Piglet lived in a very grand house in the
middle of a beech-tree, and the beech-tree was in
the middle of the forest, and the Piglet lived in the
middle of the house. Next to his house was a
piece of broken board which had: "TRESPASSERS
W" on it. When Christopher Robin asked the Piglet
what it meant, he said it was his grandfather's
name, and had been in the family for a long time,
Christopher Robin said you couldn't be called
Trespassers W, and Piglet said yes, you could,
because his grandfather was, and it was short for
Trespassers Will, which was short for Trespassers
William. And his grandfather had had two names
in case he lost one—Trespassers after an uncle,
and William after Trespassers.

"I've got two names," said Christopher Robin
carelessly.

"Well, there you are, that proves it," said Piglet.

Winnie-the-Pooh
by A.A. Milne

Chapter III: In Which Pooh & Piglet Go Hunting & Nearly Catch a Woozle

"One fine winter's day when Piglet was brushing away the snow in front of his house, he happened
to look up, and there was Winnie-the-Pooh. Pooh was walking round and round in a circle, thinking
of something else, and when Piglet called to him, he just went on walking.

"Hallo!" said Piglet, "what are you doing?"

"Hunting," said Pooh.

"Hunting what?"

"Tracking something," said Winnie-the-Pooh very mysteriously.

"Tracking what?" said Piglet, coming closer.

"That's just what I ask myself. I ask myself, What?"

"What do you think you'll answer?"

"I shall have to wait until I catch up with it," said Winnie-the-Pooh. "Now, look there." He pointed to
the ground in front of him. "What do you see there?"
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"Tracks," said Piglet. "Paw-marks." He gave a little squeak of excitement. "Oh, Pooh! Do you think it's a—
a—a Woozle?"

"It may be," said Pooh. "Sometimes it is, and sometimes it isn't. You never can tell with paw-marks."

With these few words he went on tracking, and Piglet, after watching him for a minute or two, ran after
him. Winnie-the-Pooh had come to a sudden stop, and was bending over the tracks in a puzzled sort of
way.

"What's the matter?" asked Piglet.

"It's a very funny thing," said Bear, "but there seem to be two animals now. This—whatever-it-was—has
been joined by another—whatever-it-is—and the two of them are now proceeding in company. Would
you mind coming with me, Piglet, in case they turn out to be Hostile Animals?"

Piglet scratched his ear in a nice sort of way, and said that he had nothing to do until Friday, and would
be delighted to come, in case it really was a Woozle.

"You mean, in case it really is two Woozles," said Winnie-the-Pooh, and Piglet 
said that anyhow he had nothing to do until Friday. So off they went together.

There was a small spinney of larch trees just here, and it
seemed as if the two Woozles, if that is what they were, had
been going round this spinney; so round this spinney went
Pooh and Piglet after them; Piglet passing the time by telling
Pooh what his Grandfather Trespassers W had done to
Remove Stiffness after Tracking, and how his Grandfather
Trespassers W had suffered in his later years from Shortness
of Breath, and other matters of interest, and Pooh wondering
what a Grandfather was like, and if perhaps this was Two
Grandfathers they were after now, and, if so, whether he
would be allowed to take one home and keep it, and what
Christopher Robin would say. And still the tracks went on in
front of them....

Suddenly Winnie-the-Pooh stopped, and pointed excitedly
in front of him. "Look!"
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"What?" said Piglet, with a jump. And then, to show that he hadn't been frightened, he jumped up and
down once or twice more in an exercising sort of way.

"The tracks!" said Pooh. "A third animal has joined the other two!"

"Pooh!" cried Piglet. "Do you think it is another Woozle?"

"No," said Pooh, "because it makes different marks. 
It is either Two Woozles and one, as it might be, Wizzle, 
or Two, as it might be, Wizzles and one, if so it is, Woozle. 
Let us continue to follow them."

So they went on, feeling just a little anxious now, in case 
the three animals in front of them were of Hostile Intent. 
And Piglet wished very much that his Grandfather T. W. 
were there, instead of elsewhere, and Pooh thought how 
nice it would be if they met Christopher Robin suddenly but quite accidentally, and only because he
liked Christopher Robin so much. And then, all of a sudden, Winnie-the-Pooh stopped again, and licked
the tip of his nose in a cooling manner, for he was feeling more hot and anxious than ever in his life
before. There were four animals in front of them!

"Do you see, Piglet? Look at their tracks! Three, as it were, Woozles, and one, as it was, Wizzle. Another
Woozle has joined them!"

And so it seemed to be. There were the tracks; crossing over each other here, getting muddled up with
each other there; but, quite plainly every now and then, the tracks of four sets of paws.

"I think," said Piglet, when he had licked
the tip of his nose too, and found that it
brought very little comfort, "I think that I
have just remembered something. I have
just remembered something that I forgot
to do yesterday and shan't be able to do
to-morrow. So I suppose I really ought to
go back and do it now."

"We'll do it this afternoon, and I'll come
with you," said Pooh.

104

"It isn't the sort of thing you can do in the afternoon," said Piglet quickly. "It's a very particular morning
thing, that has to be done in the morning, and, if possible, between the hours of——What would you say
the time was?"

"About twelve," said Winnie-the-Pooh, looking at the sun.

"Between, as I was saying, the hours of twelve and twelve five. So, really, dear old Pooh, if you'll excuse
me——What's that?"

Pooh looked up at the sky, and then, as he heard the whistle again, he looked up into the branches of a
big oak-tree, and then he saw a friend of his.



"It's Christopher Robin," he said.

"Ah, then you'll be all right," said Piglet. "You'll be quite
safe with him. Good-bye," and he trotted off home as
quickly as he could, very glad to be Out of All Danger
again.

Christopher Robin came slowly down his tree.

"Silly old Bear," he said, "what were you doing? First you went round the spinney twice by yourself, and
then Piglet ran after you and you went round again together, and then you were just going round a
fourth time——"

"Wait a moment," said Winnie-the-Pooh, holding up his paw.

He sat down and thought, in the most thoughtful way he could think. Then he fitted his paw into one of
the Tracks ... and then he scratched his nose twice, and stood up.

"Yes," said Winnie-the-Pooh.

"I see now," said Winnie-the-Pooh.

"I have been Foolish and Deluded," said he, "and I am a Bear of No Brain at All."

"You're the Best Bear in All the World," said Christopher Robin soothingly.

"Am I?" said Pooh hopefully. And then he brightened up suddenly.

"Anyhow," he said, "it is nearly Luncheon Time."

So he went home for it.
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Whose woods these are I think I know. 
His house is in the village though;  
He will not see me stopping here  

To watch his woods fill up with snow.  

My little horse must think it queer  
To stop without a farmhouse near 

Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year.  

He gives his harness bells a shake  
To ask if there is some mistake.  

The only other sound’s the sweep  
Of easy wind and downy flake.  

The woods are lovely, dark and deep, 
But I have promises to keep,  

And miles to go before I sleep,  
And miles to go before I sleep. 

Stopping by Woods 
on a Snowy Evening

by Robert Frost
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When men were all asleep the snow came flying, 
In large white flakes falling on the city brown, 
Stealthily and perpetually settling and loosely lying, 
   Hushing the latest traffic of the drowsy town; 
Deadening, muffling, stifling its murmurs failing; 
Lazily and incessantly floating down and down: 
   Silently sifting and veiling road, roof and railing; 
Hiding difference, making unevenness even, 
Into angles and crevices softly drifting and sailing. 
   All night it fell, and when full inches seven 
It lay in the depth of its uncompacted lightness, 
The clouds blew off from a high and frosty heaven; 
   And all woke earlier for the unaccustomed brightness 
Of the winter dawning, the strange unheavenly glare: 
The eye marvelled—marvelled at the dazzling whiteness; 
   The ear hearkened to the stillness of the solemn air; 
No sound of wheel rumbling nor of foot falling, 
And the busy morning cries came thin and spare. 
   Then boys I heard, as they went to school, calling, 
They gathered up the crystal manna to freeze 
Their tongues with tasting, their hands with snowballing; 
   Or rioted in a drift, plunging up to the knees; 
Or peering up from under the white-mossed wonder, 
‘O look at the trees!’ they cried, ‘O look at the trees!’ 
   With lessened load a few carts creak and blunder, 
Following along the white deserted way, 
A country company long dispersed asunder: 
   When now already the sun, in pale display 
Standing by Paul’s high dome, spread forth below 
His sparkling beams, and awoke the stir of the day. 
   For now doors open, and war is waged with the snow; 
And trains of sombre men, past tale of number, 
Tread long brown paths, as toward their toil they go: 
   But even for them awhile no cares encumber 
Their minds diverted; the daily word is unspoken, 
The daily thoughts of labour and sorrow slumber 
At the sight of the beauty that greets them, 
for the charm they have broken. 

London Snow
by Robert Bridges
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The Snow Queen
by Hans Christian Andersen

FIRST STORY. Which Treats of a Mirror and of the Splinters

 Now then, let us begin. When we are at the end of the story, we shall know more than we know
now: but to begin.

 Once upon a time there was a wicked sprite, indeed he was the most mischievous of all sprites. One
day he was in a very good humor, for he had made a mirror with the power of causing all that was
good and beautiful when it was reflected therein, to look poor and mean; but that which was good-
for-nothing and looked ugly was shown magnified and increased in ugliness. In this mirror the most
beautiful landscapes looked like boiled spinach, and the best persons were turned into frights, or
appeared to stand on their heads; their faces were so distorted that they were not to be recognised;
and if anyone had a mole, you might be sure that it would be magnified and spread over both nose
and mouth.

 “That's glorious fun!” said the sprite. If a good thought passed through a man's mind, then a grin
was seen in the mirror, and the sprite laughed heartily at his clever discovery. All the little sprites
who went to his school—for he kept a sprite school—told each other that a miracle had happened;
and that now only, as they thought, it would be possible to see how the world really looked. They
ran about with the mirror; and at last there was not a land or a person who was not represented
distorted in the mirror. So then they thought they would fly up to the sky, and have a joke there. The
higher they flew with the mirror, the more terribly it grinned: they could hardly hold it fast. Higher
and higher still they flew, nearer and nearer to the stars, when suddenly the mirror shook so terribly
with grinning, that it flew out of their hands and fell to the earth, where it was dashed in a hundred
million and more pieces. And now it worked much more evil than before; for some of these pieces
were hardly so large as a grain of sand, and they flew about in the wide world, and when they got
into people's eyes, there they stayed; and then people saw everything perverted, or only had an eye
for that which was evil. This happened because the very smallest bit had the same power which the
whole mirror had possessed. Some persons even got a splinter in their heart, and then it made one
shudder, for their heart became like a lump of ice. Some of the broken pieces were so large that they
were used for windowpanes, through which one could not see one's friends. Other pieces were put
in spectacles; and that was a sad affair when people put on their glasses to see well and rightly.
Then the wicked sprite laughed till he almost choked, for all this tickled his fancy. The fine splinters
still flew about in the air: and now we shall hear what happened next.

 SECOND STORY. A Little Boy and a Little Girl

 In a large town, where there are so many houses, and so many people, that there is no roof left for
everybody to have a little garden; and where, on this account, most persons are obliged to content
themselves with flowers in pots; there lived two little children, who had a garden somewhat larger
than a flower-pot. They were not brother and sister; but they cared for each other as much as if they
were. Their parents lived exactly opposite. They inhabited two garrets; and where the roof of the one
house joined that of the other, and the gutter ran along the extreme end of it, there was to each
house a small window: one needed only to step over the gutter to get from one window to the other.
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 The children's parents had large wooden boxes there, in which vegetables for the kitchen were
planted, and little rosetrees besides: there was a rose in each box, and they grew splendidly. They
now thought of placing the boxes across the gutter, so that they nearly reached from one window to
the other, and looked just like two walls of flowers. The tendrils of the peas hung down over the
boxes; and the rose-trees shot up long branches, twined round the windows, and then bent towards
each other: it was almost like a triumphant arch of foliage and flowers. The boxes were very high,
and the children knew that they must not creep over them; so they often obtained permission to get
out of the windows to each other, and to sit on their little stools among the roses, where they could
play delightfully. In winter there was an end of this pleasure. The windows were often frozen over;
but then they heated copper farthings on the stove, and laid the hot farthing on the windowpane,
and then they had a capital peep-hole, quite nicely rounded; and out of each peeped a gentle
friendly eye—it was the little boy and the little girl who were looking out. His name was Kay, hers
was Gerda. In summer, with one jump, they could get to each other; but in winter they were obliged
first to go down the long stairs, and then up the long stairs again: and out-of-doors there was quite a
snow-storm.

 “It is the white bees that are swarming,” said Kay's old grandmother.

 “Do the white bees choose a queen?” asked the little boy; for he knew that the honey-bees always
have one.

 “Yes,” said the grandmother, “she flies where the swarm hangs in the thickest clusters. She is the
largest of all; and she can never remain quietly on the earth, but goes up again into the black clouds.
Many a winter's night she flies through the streets of the town, and peeps in at the windows; and
they then freeze in so wondrous a manner that they look like flowers.”

 “Yes, I have seen it,” said both the children; and so they knew that it was true.

 “Can the Snow Queen come in?” said the little girl.

 “Only let her come in!” said the little boy. “Then I'd put her on the stove, and she'd melt.”

 And then his grandmother patted his head and told him other stories.

 In the evening, when little Kay was at home, and half undressed, he climbed up on the chair by the
window, and peeped out of the little hole. A few snow-flakes were falling, and one, the largest of all,
remained lying on the edge of a flower-pot.

 The flake of snow grew larger and larger; and at last it was like a young lady, dressed in the finest
white gauze, made of a million little flakes like stars. She was so beautiful and delicate, but she was
of ice, of dazzling, sparkling ice; yet she lived; her eyes gazed fixedly, like two stars; but there was
neither quiet nor repose in them. She nodded towards the window, and beckoned with her hand.
The little boy was frightened, and jumped down from the chair; it seemed to him as if, at the same
moment, a large bird flew past the window.

The next day it was a sharp frost—and then the spring came; the sun shone, the green leaves
appeared, the swallows built their nests, the windows were opened, and the little children again sat
in their pretty garden, high up on the leads at the top of the house.
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 That summer the roses flowered in unwonted beauty. The little girl had learned a hymn, in which there
was something about roses; and then she thought of her own flowers; and she sang the verse to the
little boy, who then sang it with her:

    “The rose in the valley is blooming so sweet,
     And angels descend there the children to greet.”

 And the children held each other by the hand, kissed the roses, looked up at the clear sunshine, and
spoke as though they really saw angels there. What lovely summer-days those were! How delightful to
be out in the air, near the fresh rose-bushes, that seem as if they would never finish blossoming!

 Kay and Gerda looked at the picture-book full of beasts and of birds; and it was then—the clock in the
church-tower was just striking five—that Kay said, “Oh! I feel such a sharp pain in my heart; and now
something has got into my eye!”

 The little girl put her arms around his neck. He winked his eyes; now there was nothing to be seen.
 “I think it is out now,” said he; but it was not. It was just one of those pieces of glass from the magic
mirror that had got into his eye; and poor Kay had got another piece right in his heart. It will soon
become like ice. It did not hurt any longer, but there it was.

 “What are you crying for?” asked he. “You look so ugly! There's nothing the matter with me. Ah,” said
he at once, “that rose is cankered! And look, this one is quite crooked! After all, these roses are very
ugly! They are just like the box they are planted in!” And then he gave the box a good kick with his foot,
and pulled both the roses up.

 “What are you doing?” cried the little girl; and as he perceived her fright, he pulled up another rose,
got in at the window, and hastened off from dear little Gerda.

 Afterwards, when she brought her picture-book, he asked, “What horrid beasts have you there?” And if
his grandmother told them stories, he always interrupted her; besides, if he could manage it, he would
get behind her, put on her spectacles, and imitate her way of speaking; he copied all her ways, and
then everybody laughed at him. He was soon able to imitate the gait and manner of everyone in the
street. Everything that was peculiar and displeasing in them—that Kay knew how to imitate: and at
such times all the people said, “The boy is certainly very clever!” But it was the glass he had got in his
eye; the glass that was sticking in his heart, which made him tease even little Gerda, whose whole soul
was devoted to him.

 His games now were quite different to what they had formerly been, they were so very knowing. One
winter's day, when the flakes of snow were flying about, he spread the skirts of his blue coat, and
caught the snow as it fell.

 “Look through this glass, Gerda,” said he. And every flake seemed larger, and appeared like a
magnificent flower, or beautiful star; it was splendid to look at!

 “Look, how clever!” said Kay. “That's much more interesting than real flowers! They are as exact as
possible; there is not a fault in them, if they did not melt!”
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It was not long after this, that Kay came one day with large gloves on, and his little sledge at his
back, and bawled right into Gerda's ears, “I have permission to go out into the square where the
others are playing”; and off he was in a moment.

 There, in the market-place, some of the boldest of the boys used to tie their sledges to the carts as
they passed by, and so they were pulled along, and got a good ride. It was so capital! Just as they
were in the very height of their amusement, a large sledge passed by: it was painted quite white,
and there was someone in it wrapped up in a rough white mantle of fur, with a rough white fur cap
on his head. The sledge drove round the square twice, and Kay tied on his sledge as quickly as he
could, and off he drove with it. On they went quicker and quicker into the next street; and the person
who drove turned round to Kay, and nodded to him in a friendly manner, just as if they knew each
other. Every time he was going to untie his sledge, the person nodded to him, and then Kay sat
quiet; and so on they went till they came outside the gates of the town. Then the snow began to fall
so thickly that the little boy could not see an arm's length before him, but still on he went: when
suddenly he let go the string he held in his hand in order to get loose from the sledge, but it was of
no use; still the little vehicle rushed on with the quickness of the wind. He then cried as loud as he
could, but no one heard him; the snow drifted and the sledge flew on, and sometimes it gave a jerk
as though they were driving over hedges and ditches. He was quite frightened, and he tried to
repeat the Lord's Prayer; but all he could do, he was only able to remember the multiplication table.
 The snow-flakes grew larger and larger, till at last they looked just like great white fowls. Suddenly
they flew on one side; the large sledge stopped, and the person who drove rose up. It was a lady;
her cloak and cap were of snow. She was tall and of slender figure, and of a dazzling whiteness. It
was the Snow Queen.

 “We have travelled fast,” said she; “but it is freezingly cold. Come under my bearskin.” And she put
him in the sledge beside her, wrapped the fur round him, and he felt as though he were sinking in a
snow-wreath.

 “Are you still cold?” asked she; and then she kissed his forehead. Ah! it was colder than ice; it
penetrated to his very heart, which was already almost a frozen lump; it seemed to him as if he were
about to die—but a moment more and it was quite congenial to him, and he did not remark the cold
that was around him.

 “My sledge! Do not forget my sledge!” It was the first thing he thought of. It was there tied to one of
the white chickens, who flew along with it on his back behind the large sledge. The Snow Queen
kissed Kay once more, and then he forgot little Gerda, grandmother, and all whom he had left at his
home.

 “Now you will have no more kisses,” said she, “or else I should kiss you to death!”

 Kay looked at her. She was very beautiful; a more clever, or a more lovely countenance he could not
fancy to himself; and she no longer appeared of ice as before, when she sat outside the window,
and beckoned to him; in his eyes she was perfect, he did not fear her at all, and told her that he
could calculate in his head and with fractions, even; that he knew the number of square miles there
were in the different countries, and how many inhabitants they contained; and she smiled while he
spoke. It then seemed to him as if what he knew was not enough, and he looked upwards in the
large huge empty space above him, and on she flew with him; flew high over the black clouds, while
the storm moaned and whistled as though it were singing some old tune. On they flew over woods 
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and lakes, over seas, and many lands; and beneath them the chilling storm rushed fast, the wolves
howled, the snow crackled; above them flew large screaming crows, but higher up appeared the
moon, quite large and bright; and it was on it that Kay gazed during the long long winter's night;
while by day he slept at the feet of the Snow Queen.

 THIRD STORY. Of the Flower-Garden At the Old Woman's Who Understood Witchcraft

 But what became of little Gerda when Kay did not return? Where could he be? Nobody knew;
nobody could give any intelligence. All the boys knew was, that they had seen him tie his sledge to
another large and splendid one, which drove down the street and out of the town. Nobody knew
where he was; many sad tears were shed, and little Gerda wept long and bitterly; at last she said he
must be dead; that he had been drowned in the river which flowed close to the town. Oh! those
were very long and dismal winter evenings!

 At last spring came, with its warm sunshine.

 “Kay is dead and gone!” said little Gerda.

 “That I don't believe,” said the Sunshine.

 “Kay is dead and gone!” said she to the Swallows.

 “That I don't believe,” said they: and at last little Gerda did not think so any longer either.

 “I'll put on my red shoes,” said she, one morning; “Kay has never seen them, and then I'll go down to
the river and ask there.”

 It was quite early; she kissed her old grandmother, who was still asleep, put on her red shoes, and
went alone to the river.

 “Is it true that you have taken my little playfellow? I will make you a present of my red shoes, if you
will give him back to me.”

 And, as it seemed to her, the blue waves nodded in a strange manner; then she took off her red
shoes, the most precious things she possessed, and threw them both into the river. But they fell
close to the bank, and the little waves bore them immediately to land; it was as if the stream would
not take what was dearest to her; for in reality it had not got little Kay; but Gerda thought that she
had not thrown the shoes out far enough, so she clambered into a boat which lay among the rushes,
went to the farthest end, and threw out the shoes. But the boat was not fastened, and the motion
which she occasioned, made it drift from the shore. She observed this, and hastened to get back;
but before she could do so, the boat was more than a yard from the land, and was gliding quickly
onward.

 Little Gerda was very frightened, and began to cry; but no one heard her except the sparrows, and
they could not carry her to land; but they flew along the bank, and sang as if to comfort her, “Here
we are! Here we are!” The boat drifted with the stream, little Gerda sat quite still without shoes, for
they were swimming behind the boat, but she could not reach them, because the boat went much
faster than they did.
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 The banks on both sides were beautiful; lovely flowers, venerable trees, and slopes with sheep and
cows, but not a human being was to be seen.

 “Perhaps the river will carry me to little Kay,” said she; and then she grew less sad. She rose, and
looked for many hours at the beautiful green banks. Presently she sailed by a large cherry-orchard,
where was a little cottage with curious red and blue windows; it was thatched, and before it two
wooden soldiers stood sentry, and presented arms when anyone went past.

 Gerda called to them, for she thought they were alive; but they, of course, did not answer. She came
close to them, for the stream drifted the boat quite near the land.

 Gerda called still louder, and an old woman then came out of the cottage, leaning upon a crooked
stick. She had a large broad-brimmed hat on, painted with the most splendid flowers.

 “Poor little child!” said the old woman. “How did you get upon the large rapid river, to be driven
about so in the wide world!” And then the old woman went into the water, caught hold of the boat
with her crooked stick, drew it to the bank, and lifted little Gerda out.

 And Gerda was so glad to be on dry land again; but she was rather afraid of the strange old woman.
 “But come and tell me who you are, and how you came here,” said she.

 And Gerda told her all; and the old woman shook her head and said, “A-hem! a-hem!” and when
Gerda had told her everything, and asked her if she had not seen little Kay, the woman answered
that he had not passed there, but he no doubt would come; and she told her not to be cast down,
but taste her cherries, and look at her flowers, which were finer than any in a picture-book, each of
which could tell a whole story. She then took Gerda by the hand, led her into the little cottage, and
locked the door.

 The windows were very high up; the glass was red, blue, and green, and the sunlight shone
through quite wondrously in all sorts of colors. On the table stood the most exquisite cherries, and
Gerda ate as many as she chose, for she had permission to do so. While she was eating, the old
woman combed her hair with a golden comb, and her hair curled and shone with a lovely golden
color around that sweet little face, which was so round and so like a rose.

 “I have often longed for such a dear little girl,” said the old woman. “Now you shall see how well we
agree together”; and while she combed little Gerda's hair, the child forgot her foster-brother Kay
more and more, for the old woman understood magic; but she was no evil being, she only practised
witchcraft a little for her own private amusement, and now she wanted very much to keep little
Gerda. She therefore went out in the garden, stretched out her crooked stick towards the rose-
bushes, which, beautifully as they were blowing, all sank into the earth and no one could tell where
they had stood. The old woman feared that if Gerda should see the roses, she would then think of
her own, would remember little Kay, and run away from her.

 She now led Gerda into the flower-garden. Oh, what odour and what loveliness was there! Every
flower that one could think of, and of every season, stood there in fullest bloom; no picture-book
could be gayer or more beautiful. Gerda jumped for joy, and played till the sun set behind the tall
cherry-tree; she then had a pretty bed, with a red silken coverlet filled with blue violets. She fell
asleep, and had as pleasant dreams as ever a queen on her wedding-day.
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 The next morning she went to play with the flowers in the warm sunshine, and thus passed away a
day. Gerda knew every flower; and, numerous as they were, it still seemed to Gerda that one was
wanting, though she did not know which. One day while she was looking at the hat of the old
woman painted with flowers, the most beautiful of them all seemed to her to be a rose. The old
woman had forgotten to take it from her hat when she made the others vanish in the earth. But so it
is when one's thoughts are not collected. “What!” said Gerda. “Are there no roses here?” and she ran
about amongst the flowerbeds, and looked, and looked, but there was not one to be found. She
then sat down and wept; but her hot tears fell just where a rose-bush had sunk; and when her warm
tears watered the ground, the tree shot up suddenly as fresh and blooming as when it had been
swallowed up. Gerda kissed the roses, thought of her own dear roses at home, and with them of little
Kay.

 “Oh, how long I have stayed!” said the little girl. “I intended to look for Kay! Don't you know where
he is?” she asked of the roses. “Do you think he is dead and gone?”

 “Dead he certainly is not,” said the Roses. “We have been in the earth where all the dead are, but
Kay was not there.”

 “Many thanks!” said little Gerda; and she went to the other flowers, looked into their cups, and
asked, “Don't you know where little Kay is?”

 But every flower stood in the sunshine, and dreamed its own fairy tale or its own story: and they all
told her very many things, but not one knew anything of Kay.

 Well, what did the Tiger-Lily say?

 “Hearest thou not the drum? Bum! Bum! Those are the only two tones. Always bum! Bum! Hark to
the plaintive song of the old woman, to the call of the priests! The Hindoo woman in her long robe
stands upon the funeral pile; the flames rise around her and her dead husband, but the Hindoo
woman thinks on the living one in the surrounding circle; on him whose eyes burn hotter than the
flames—on him, the fire of whose eyes pierces her heart more than the flames which soon will burn
her body to ashes. Can the heart's flame die in the flame of the funeral pile?”

 “I don't understand that at all,” said little Gerda.

 “That is my story,” said the Lily.

 What did the Convolvulus say?

 “Projecting over a narrow mountain-path there hangs an old feudal castle. Thick evergreens grow
on the dilapidated walls, and around the altar, where a lovely maiden is standing: she bends over
the railing and looks out upon the rose. No fresher rose hangs on the branches than she; no
appleblossom carried away by the wind is more buoyant! How her silken robe is rustling!

 “'Is he not yet come?'”

 “Is it Kay that you mean?” asked little Gerda.

114



 “I am speaking about my story—about my dream,” answered the Convolvulus.

 What did the Snowdrops say?

 “Between the trees a long board is hanging—it is a swing. Two little girls are sitting in it, and swing
themselves backwards and forwards; their frocks are as white as snow, and long green silk ribands
flutter from their bonnets. Their brother, who is older than they are, stands up in the swing; he twines
his arms round the cords to hold himself fast, for in one hand he has a little cup, and in the other a
clay-pipe. He is blowing soap-bubbles. The swing moves, and the bubbles float in charming
changing colors: the last is still hanging to the end of the pipe, and rocks in the breeze. The swing
moves. The little black dog, as light as a soap-bubble, jumps up on his hind legs to try to get into the
swing. It moves, the dog falls down, barks, and is angry. They tease him; the bubble bursts! A swing,
a bursting bubble—such is my song!”

 “What you relate may be very pretty, but you tell it in so melancholy a manner, and do not mention
Kay.”

 What do the Hyacinths say?

 “There were once upon a time three sisters, quite transparent, and very beautiful. The robe of the
one was red, that of the second blue, and that of the third white. They danced hand in hand beside
the calm lake in the clear moonshine. They were not elfin maidens, but mortal children. A sweet
fragrance was smelt, and the maidens vanished in the wood; the fragrance grew stronger—three
coffins, and in them three lovely maidens, glided out of the forest and across the lake: the shining
glow-worms flew around like little floating lights. Do the dancing maidens sleep, or are they dead?
The odour of the flowers says they are corpses; the evening bell tolls for the dead!”

 “You make me quite sad,” said little Gerda. “I cannot help thinking of the dead maidens. Oh! is little
Kay really dead? The Roses have been in the earth, and they say no.”

 “Ding, dong!” sounded the Hyacinth bells. “We do not toll for little Kay; we do not know him. That is
our way of singing, the only one we have.”

 And Gerda went to the Ranunculuses, that looked forth from among the shining green leaves.

 “You are a little bright sun!” said Gerda. “Tell me if you know where I can find my playfellow.”

 And the Ranunculus shone brightly, and looked again at Gerda. What song could the Ranunculus
sing? It was one that said nothing about Kay either.

 “In a small court the bright sun was shining in the first days of spring. The beams glided down the
white walls of a neighbor's house, and close by the fresh yellow flowers were growing, shining like
gold in the warm sun-rays. An old grandmother was sitting in the air; her grand-daughter, the poor
and lovely servant just come for a short visit. She knows her grandmother. There was gold, pure
virgin gold in that blessed kiss. There, that is my little story,” said the Ranunculus.
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 “My poor old grandmother!” sighed Gerda. “Yes, she is longing for me, no doubt: she is sorrowing
for me, as she did for little Kay. But I will soon come home, and then I will bring Kay with me. It is of
no use asking the flowers; they only know their own old rhymes, and can tell me nothing.” And she
tucked up her frock, to enable her to run quicker; but the Narcissus gave her a knock on the leg, just
as she was going to jump over it. So she stood still, looked at the long yellow flower, and asked,
“You perhaps know something?” and she bent down to the Narcissus. And what did it say?

 “I can see myself—I can see myself! Oh, how odorous I am! Up in the little garret there stands, half-
dressed, a little Dancer. She stands now on one leg, now on both; she despises the whole world; yet
she lives only in imagination. She pours water out of the teapot over a piece of stuff which she holds
in her hand; it is the bodice; cleanliness is a fine thing. The white dress is hanging on the hook; it was
washed in the teapot, and dried on the roof. She puts it on, ties a saffron-colored kerchief round her
neck, and then the gown looks whiter. I can see myself—I can see myself!”

 “That's nothing to me,” said little Gerda. “That does not concern me.” And then off she ran to the
further end of the garden.

 The gate was locked, but she shook the rusted bolt till it was loosened, and the gate opened; and
little Gerda ran off barefooted into the wide world. She looked round her thrice, but no one followed
her. At last she could run no longer; she sat down on a large stone, and when she looked about her,
she saw that the summer had passed; it was late in the autumn, but that one could not remark in the
beautiful garden, where there was always sunshine, and where there were flowers the whole year
round.

 “Dear me, how long I have staid!” said Gerda. “Autumn is come. I must not rest any longer.” And she
got up to go further.

 Oh, how tender and wearied her little feet were! All around it looked so cold and raw: the long
willow-leaves were quite yellow, and the fog dripped from them like water; one leaf fell after the
other: the sloes only stood full of fruit, which set one's teeth on edge. Oh, how dark and comfortless
it was in the dreary world!

 FOURTH STORY. The Prince and Princess

 Gerda was obliged to rest herself again, when, exactly opposite to her, a large Raven came hopping
over the white snow. He had long been looking at Gerda and shaking his head; and now he said,
“Caw! Caw!” Good day! Good day! He could not say it better; but he felt a sympathy for the little girl,
and asked her where she was going all alone. The word “alone” Gerda understood quite well, and
felt how much was expressed by it; so she told the Raven her whole history, and asked if he had not
seen Kay.

 The Raven nodded very gravely, and said, “It may be—it may be!”

 “What, do you really think so?” cried the little girl; and she nearly squeezed the Raven to death, so
much did she kiss him.

“Gently, gently,” said the Raven. “I think I know; I think that it may be little Kay. But now he has
forgotten you for the Princess.”

116



 “Does he live with a Princess?” asked Gerda.

 “Yes—listen,” said the Raven; “but it will be difficult for me to speak your language. If you
understand the Raven language I can tell you better.”

 “No, I have not learnt it,” said Gerda; “but my grandmother understands it, and she can speak
gibberish too. I wish I had learnt it.”

 “No matter,” said the Raven; “I will tell you as well as I can; however, it will be bad enough.” And
then he told all he knew.

 “In the kingdom where we now are there lives a Princess, who is extraordinarily clever; for she has
read all the newspapers in the whole world, and has forgotten them again—so clever is she. She
was lately, it is said, sitting on her throne—which is not very amusing after all—when she began
humming an old tune, and it was just, 'Oh, why should I not be married?' 'That song is not without its
meaning,' said she, and so then she was determined to marry; but she would have a husband who
knew how to give an answer when he was spoken to—not one who looked only as if he were a
great personage, for that is so tiresome. She then had all the ladies of the court drummed together;
and when they heard her intention, all were very pleased, and said, 'We are very glad to hear it; it is
the very thing we were thinking of.' You may believe every word I say,” said the Raven; “for I have a
tame sweetheart that hops about in the palace quite free, and it was she who told me all this.

 “The newspapers appeared forthwith with a border of hearts and the initials of the Princess; and
therein you might read that every good-looking young man was at liberty to come to the palace and
speak to the Princess; and he who spoke in such wise as showed he felt himself at home there, that
one the Princess would choose for her husband.

 “Yes, Yes,” said the Raven, “you may believe it; it is as true as I am sitting here. People came in
crowds; there was a crush and a hurry, but no one was successful either on the first or second day.
They could all talk well enough when they were out in the street; but as soon as they came inside
the palace gates, and saw the guard richly dressed in silver, and the lackeys in gold on the staircase,
and the large illuminated saloons, then they were abashed; and when they stood before the throne
on which the Princess was sitting, all they could do was to repeat the last word they had uttered,
and to hear it again did not interest her very much. It was just as if the people within were under a
charm, and had fallen into a trance till they came out again into the street; for then—oh, then—they
could chatter enough. There was a whole row of them standing from the town-gates to the palace. I
was there myself to look,” said the Raven. “They grew hungry and thirsty; but from the palace they
got nothing whatever, not even a glass of water. Some of the cleverest, it is true, had taken bread
and butter with them: but none shared it with his neighbor, for each thought, 'Let him look hungry,
and then the Princess won't have him.'”

 “But Kay—little Kay,” said Gerda, “when did he come? Was he among the number?”

 “Patience, patience; we are just come to him. It was on the third day when a little personage without
horse or equipage, came marching right boldly up to the palace; his eyes shone like yours, he had
beautiful long hair, but his clothes were very shabby.”
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“That was Kay,” cried Gerda, with a voice of delight. “Oh, now I've found him!” and she clapped her
hands for joy.

 “He had a little knapsack at his back,” said the Raven.

 “No, that was certainly his sledge,” said Gerda; “for when he went away he took his sledge with
him.”

 “That may be,” said the Raven; “I did not examine him so minutely; but I know from my tame
sweetheart, that when he came into the court-yard of the palace, and saw the body-guard in silver,
the lackeys on the staircase, he was not the least abashed; he nodded, and said to them, 'It must be
very tiresome to stand on the stairs; for my part, I shall go in.' The saloons were gleaming with lustres
—privy councillors and excellencies were walking about barefooted, and wore gold keys; it was
enough to make any one feel uncomfortable. His boots creaked, too, so loudly, but still he was not at
all afraid.”

 “That's Kay for certain,” said Gerda. “I know he had on new boots; I have heard them creaking in
grandmama's room.”

 “Yes, they creaked,” said the Raven. “And on he went boldly up to the Princess, who was sitting on a
pearl as large as a spinning-wheel. All the ladies of the court, with their attendants and attendants'
attendants, and all the cavaliers, with their gentlemen and gentlemen's gentlemen, stood round;
and the nearer they stood to the door, the prouder they looked. It was hardly possible to look at the
gentleman's gentleman, so very haughtily did he stand in the doorway.”

 “It must have been terrible,” said little Gerda. “And did Kay get the Princess?”

 “Were I not a Raven, I should have taken the Princess myself, although I am promised. It is said he
spoke as well as I speak when I talk Raven language; this I learned from my tame sweetheart. He was
bold and nicely behaved; he had not come to woo the Princess, but only to hear her wisdom. She
pleased him, and he pleased her.”

 “Yes, yes; for certain that was Kay,” said Gerda. “He was so clever; he could reckon fractions in his
head. Oh, won't you take me to the palace?”

 “That is very easily said,” answered the Raven. “But how are we to manage it? I'll speak to my tame
sweetheart about it: she must advise us; for so much I must tell you, such a little girl as you are will
never get permission to enter.”

 “Oh, yes I shall,” said Gerda; “when Kay hears that I am here, he will come out directly to fetch me.”

 “Wait for me here on these steps,” said the Raven. He moved his head backwards and forwards and
flew away.

 The evening was closing in when the Raven returned. “Caw—caw!” said he. “She sends you her
compliments; and here is a roll for you. She took it out of the kitchen, where there is bread enough.
You are hungry, no doubt. It is not possible for you to enter the palace, for you are barefooted: the
guards in silver, and the lackeys in gold, would not allow it; but do not cry, you shall come in still. My 
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sweetheart knows a little back stair that leads to the bedchamber, and she knows where she can get
the key of it.”

 And they went into the garden in the large avenue, where one leaf was falling after the other; and
when the lights in the palace had all gradually disappeared, the Raven led little Gerda to the back
door, which stood half open.

 Oh, how Gerda's heart beat with anxiety and longing! It was just as if she had been about to do
something wrong; and yet she only wanted to know if little Kay was there. Yes, he must be there. She
called to mind his intelligent eyes, and his long hair, so vividly, she could quite see him as he used to
laugh when they were sitting under the roses at home. “He will, no doubt, be glad to see you—to
hear what a long way you have come for his sake; to know how unhappy all at home were when he
did not come back.”

 Oh, what a fright and a joy it was!

 They were now on the stairs. A single lamp was burning there; and on the floor stood the tame
Raven, turning her head on every side and looking at Gerda, who bowed as her grandmother had
taught her to do.

 “My intended has told me so much good of you, my dear young lady,” said the tame Raven. “Your
tale is very affecting. If you will take the lamp, I will go before. We will go straight on, for we shall
meet no one.”

 “I think there is somebody just behind us,” said Gerda; and something rushed past: it was like
shadowy figures on the wall; horses with flowing manes and thin legs, huntsmen, ladies and
gentlemen on horseback.

 “They are only dreams,” said the Raven. “They come to fetch the thoughts of the high personages
to the chase; 'tis well, for now you can observe them in bed all the better. But let me find, when you
enjoy honor and distinction, that you possess a grateful heart.”

 “Tut! That's not worth talking about,” said the Raven of the woods.

 They now entered the first saloon, which was of rose-colored satin, with artificial flowers on the wall.
Here the dreams were rushing past, but they hastened by so quickly that Gerda could not see the
high personages. One hall was more magnificent than the other; one might indeed well be abashed;
and at last they came into the bedchamber. The ceiling of the room resembled a large palm-tree
with leaves of glass, of costly glass; and in the middle, from a thick golden stem, hung two beds,
each of which resembled a lily. One was white, and in this lay the Princess; the other was red, and it
was here that Gerda was to look for little Kay. She bent back one of the red leaves, and saw a brown
neck. Oh! that was Kay! She called him quite loud by name, held the lamp towards him—the dreams
rushed back again into the chamber—he awoke, turned his head, and—it was not little Kay!

The Prince was only like him about the neck; but he was young and handsome. And out of the white
lily leaves the Princess peeped, too, and asked what was the matter. Then little Gerda cried, and told
her her whole history, and all that the Ravens had done for her.
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 “Poor little thing!” said the Prince and the Princess. They praised the Ravens very much, and told
them they were not at all angry with them, but they were not to do so again. However, they should
have a reward. “Will you fly about here at liberty,” asked the Princess; “or would you like to have a
fixed appointment as court ravens, with all the broken bits from the kitchen?”

 And both the Ravens nodded, and begged for a fixed appointment; for they thought of their old
age, and said, “It is a good thing to have a provision for our old days.”

 And the Prince got up and let Gerda sleep in his bed, and more than this he could not do. She
folded her little hands and thought, “How good men and animals are!” and she then fell asleep and
slept soundly. All the dreams flew in again, and they now looked like the angels; they drew a little
sledge, in which little Kay sat and nodded his head; but the whole was only a dream, and therefore it
all vanished as soon as she awoke.

 The next day she was dressed from head to foot in silk and velvet. They offered to let her stay at the
palace, and lead a happy life; but she begged to have a little carriage with a horse in front, and for a
small pair of shoes; then, she said, she would again go forth in the wide world and look for Kay.

 Shoes and a muff were given her; she was, too, dressed very nicely; and when she was about to set
off, a new carriage stopped before the door. It was of pure gold, and the arms of the Prince and
Princess shone like a star upon it; the coachman, the footmen, and the outriders, for outriders were
there, too, all wore golden crowns. The Prince and the Princess assisted her into the carriage
themselves, and wished her all success. The Raven of the woods, who was now married,
accompanied her for the first three miles. He sat beside Gerda, for he could not bear riding
backwards; the other Raven stood in the doorway, and flapped her wings; she could not
accompany Gerda, because she suffered from headache since she had had a fixed appointment
and ate so much. The carriage was lined inside with sugar-plums, and in the seats were fruits and
gingerbread.

 “Farewell! Farewell!” cried Prince and Princess; and Gerda wept, and the Raven wept. Thus passed
the first miles; and then the Raven bade her farewell, and this was the most painful separation of all.
He flew into a tree, and beat his black wings as long as he could see the carriage, that shone from
afar like a sunbeam.

 FIFTH STORY. The Little Robber Maiden

 They drove through the dark wood; but the carriage shone like a torch, and it dazzled the eyes of
the robbers, so that they could not bear to look at it.

 “'Tis gold! 'Tis gold!” they cried; and they rushed forward, seized the horses, knocked down the little
postilion, the coachman, and the servants, and pulled little Gerda out of the carriage.

 “How plump, how beautiful she is! She must have been fed on nut-kernels,” said the old female
robber, who had a long, scrubby beard, and bushy eyebrows that hung down over her eyes. “She is
as good as a fatted lamb! How nice she will be!” And then she drew out a knife, the blade of which
shone so that it was quite dreadful to behold.
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 “Oh!” cried the woman at the same moment. She had been bitten in the ear by her own little
daughter, who hung at her back; and who was so wild and unmanageable, that it was quite
amusing to see her. “You naughty child!” said the mother: and now she had not time to kill Gerda.

 “She shall play with me,” said the little robber child. “She shall give me her muff, and her pretty
frock; she shall sleep in my bed!” And then she gave her mother another bite, so that she jumped,
and ran round with the pain; and the Robbers laughed, and said, “Look, how she is dancing with the
little one!”

 “I will go into the carriage,” said the little robber maiden; and she would have her will, for she was
very spoiled and very headstrong. She and Gerda got in; and then away they drove over the stumps
of felled trees, deeper and deeper into the woods. The little robber maiden was as tall as Gerda, but
stronger, broader-shouldered, and of dark complexion; her eyes were quite black; they looked
almost melancholy. She embraced little Gerda, and said, “They shall not kill you as long as I am not
displeased with you. You are, doubtless, a Princess?”

 “No,” said little Gerda; who then related all that had happened to her, and how much she cared
about little Kay.

 The little robber maiden looked at her with a serious air, nodded her head slightly, and said, “They
shall not kill you, even if I am angry with you: then I will do it myself”; and she dried Gerda's eyes,
and put both her hands in the handsome muff, which was so soft and warm.

 At length the carriage stopped. They were in the midst of the court-yard of a robber's castle. It was
full of cracks from top to bottom; and out of the openings magpies and rooks were flying; and the
great bull-dogs, each of which looked as if he could swallow a man, jumped up, but they did not
bark, for that was forbidden.

 In the midst of the large, old, smoking hall burnt a great fire on the stone floor. The smoke
disappeared under the stones, and had to seek its own egress. In an immense caldron soup was
boiling; and rabbits and hares were being roasted on a spit.

 “You shall sleep with me to-night, with all my animals,” said the little robber maiden. They had
something to eat and drink; and then went into a corner, where straw and carpets were lying. Beside
them, on laths and perches, sat nearly a hundred pigeons, all asleep, seemingly; but yet they moved
a little when the robber maiden came. “They are all mine,” said she, at the same time seizing one
that was next to her by the legs and shaking it so that its wings fluttered. “Kiss it,” cried the little girl,
and flung the pigeon in Gerda's face. “Up there is the rabble of the wood,” continued she, pointing
to several laths which were fastened before a hole high up in the wall; “that's the rabble; they would
all fly away immediately, if they were not well fastened in. And here is my dear old Bac”; and she laid
hold of the horns of a reindeer, that had a bright copper ring round its neck, and was tethered to the
spot. “We are obliged to lock this fellow in too, or he would make his escape. Every evening I tickle
his neck with my sharp knife; he is so frightened at it!” and the little girl drew forth a long knife, from
a crack in the wall, and let it glide over the Reindeer's neck. The poor animal kicked; the girl laughed,
and pulled Gerda into bed with her.

 “Do you intend to keep your knife while you sleep?” asked Gerda; looking at it rather fearfully.
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 “I always sleep with the knife,” said the little robber maiden. “There is no knowing what may
happen. But tell me now, once more, all about little Kay; and why you have started off in the wide
world alone.” And Gerda related all, from the very beginning: the Wood-pigeons cooed above in
their cage, and the others slept. The little robber maiden wound her arm round Gerda's neck, held
the knife in the other hand, and snored so loud that everybody could hear her; but Gerda could not
close her eyes, for she did not know whether she was to live or die. The robbers sat round the fire,
sang and drank; and the old female robber jumped about so, that it was quite dreadful for Gerda to
see her.

 Then the Wood-pigeons said, “Coo! Coo! We have seen little Kay! A white hen carries his sledge; he
himself sat in the carriage of the Snow Queen, who passed here, down just over the wood, as we lay
in our nest. She blew upon us young ones; and all died except we two. Coo! Coo!”

 “What is that you say up there?” cried little Gerda. “Where did the Snow Queen go to? Do you know
anything about it?”

 “She is no doubt gone to Lapland; for there is always snow and ice there. Only ask the Reindeer,
who is tethered there.”

 “Ice and snow is there! There it is, glorious and beautiful!” said the Reindeer. “One can spring about
in the large shining valleys! The Snow Queen has her summer-tent there; but her fixed abode is high
up towards the North Pole, on the Island called Spitzbergen.”

 “Oh, Kay! Poor little Kay!” sighed Gerda.

 “Do you choose to be quiet?” said the robber maiden. “If you don't, I shall make you.”

 In the morning Gerda told her all that the Wood-pigeons had said; and the little maiden looked very
serious, but she nodded her head, and said, “That's no matter—that's no matter. Do you know where
Lapland lies!” she asked of the Reindeer.

 “Who should know better than I?” said the animal; and his eyes rolled in his head. “I was born and
bred there—there I leapt about on the fields of snow.”

 “Listen,” said the robber maiden to Gerda. “You see that the men are gone; but my mother is still
here, and will remain. However, towards morning she takes a draught out of the large flask, and then
she sleeps a little: then I will do something for you.” She now jumped out of bed, flew to her mother;
with her arms round her neck, and pulling her by the beard, said, “Good morrow, my own sweet
nanny-goat of a mother.” And her mother took hold of her nose, and pinched it till it was red and
blue; but this was all done out of pure love.

 When the mother had taken a sup at her flask, and was having a nap, the little robber maiden went
to the Reindeer, and said, “I should very much like to give you still many a tickling with the sharp
knife, for then you are so amusing; however, I will untether you, and help you out, so that you may
go back to Lapland. But you must make good use of your legs; and take this little girl for me to the
palace of the Snow Queen, where her playfellow is. You have heard, I suppose, all she said; for she
spoke loud enough, and you were listening.”
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 The Reindeer gave a bound for joy. The robber maiden lifted up little Gerda, and took the
precaution to bind her fast on the Reindeer's back; she even gave her a small cushion to sit on.
“Here are your worsted leggins, for it will be cold; but the muff I shall keep for myself, for it is so very
pretty. But I do not wish you to be cold. Here is a pair of lined gloves of my mother's; they just reach
up to your elbow. On with them! Now you look about the hands just like my ugly old mother!”

 And Gerda wept for joy.

 “I can't bear to see you fretting,” said the little robber maiden. “This is just the time when you ought
to look pleased. Here are two loaves and a ham for you, so that you won't starve.” The bread and the
meat were fastened to the Reindeer's back; the little maiden opened the door, called in all the dogs,
and then with her knife cut the rope that fastened the animal, and said to him, “Now, off with you;
but take good care of the little girl!”

 And Gerda stretched out her hands with the large wadded gloves towards the robber maiden, and
said, “Farewell!” and the Reindeer flew on over bush and bramble through the great wood, over
moor and heath, as fast as he could go.

 “Ddsa! Ddsa!” was heard in the sky. It was just as if somebody was sneezing.

 “These are my old northern-lights,” said the Reindeer, “look how they gleam!” And on he now sped
still quicker—day and night on he went: the loaves were consumed, and the ham too; and now they
were in Lapland.

 SIXTH STORY. The Lapland Woman and the Finland Woman

 Suddenly they stopped before a little house, which looked very miserable. The roof reached to the
ground; and the door was so low, that the family were obliged to creep upon their stomachs when
they went in or out. Nobody was at home except an old Lapland woman, who was dressing fish by
the light of an oil lamp. And the Reindeer told her the whole of Gerda's history, but first of all his own;
for that seemed to him of much greater importance. Gerda was so chilled that she could not speak.

 “Poor thing,” said the Lapland woman, “you have far to run still. You have more than a hundred
miles to go before you get to Finland; there the Snow Queen has her country-house, and burns blue
lights every evening. I will give you a few words from me, which I will write on a dried haberdine, for
paper I have none; this you can take with you to the Finland woman, and she will be able to give you
more information than I can.”

 When Gerda had warmed herself, and had eaten and drunk, the Lapland woman wrote a few words
on a dried haberdine, begged Gerda to take care of them, put her on the Reindeer, bound her fast,
and away sprang the animal. “Ddsa! Ddsa!” was again heard in the air; the most charming blue lights
burned the whole night in the sky, and at last they came to Finland. They knocked at the chimney of
the Finland woman; for as to a door, she had none.
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 There was such a heat inside that the Finland woman herself went about almost naked. She was
diminutive and dirty. She immediately loosened little Gerda's clothes, pulled off her thick gloves and
boots; for otherwise the heat would have been too great—and after laying a piece of ice on the
Reindeer's head, read what was written on the fish-skin. She read it three times: she then knew it by
heart; so she put the fish into the cupboard—for it might very well be eaten, and she never threw
anything away.

 Then the Reindeer related his own story first, and afterwards that of little Gerda; and the Finland
woman winked her eyes, but said nothing.

 “You are so clever,” said the Reindeer; “you can, I know, twist all the winds of the world together in a
knot. If the seaman loosens one knot, then he has a good wind; if a second, then it blows pretty
stiffly; if he undoes the third and fourth, then it rages so that the forests are upturned. Will you give
the little maiden a potion, that she may possess the strength of twelve men, and vanquish the Snow
Queen?”

 “The strength of twelve men!” said the Finland woman. “Much good that would be!” Then she went
to a cupboard, and drew out a large skin rolled up. When she had unrolled it, strange characters
were to be seen written thereon; and the Finland woman read at such a rate that the perspiration
trickled down her forehead.

 But the Reindeer begged so hard for little Gerda, and Gerda looked so imploringly with tearful eyes
at the Finland woman, that she winked, and drew the Reindeer aside into a corner, where they
whispered together, while the animal got some fresh ice put on his head.

 “'Tis true little Kay is at the Snow Queen's, and finds everything there quite to his taste; and he
thinks it the very best place in the world; but the reason of that is, he has a splinter of glass in his eye,
and in his heart. These must be got out first; otherwise he will never go back to mankind, and the
Snow Queen will retain her power over him.”

 “But can you give little Gerda nothing to take which will endue her with power over the whole?”

 “I can give her no more power than what she has already. Don't you see how great it is? Don't you
see how men and animals are forced to serve her; how well she gets through the world barefooted?
She must not hear of her power from us; that power lies in her heart, because she is a sweet and
innocent child! If she cannot get to the Snow Queen by herself, and rid little Kay of the glass, we
cannot help her. Two miles hence the garden of the Snow Queen begins; thither you may carry the
little girl. Set her down by the large bush with red berries, standing in the snow; don't stay talking,
but hasten back as fast as possible.” And now the Finland woman placed little Gerda on the
Reindeer's back, and off he ran with all imaginable speed.

 “Oh! I have not got my boots! I have not brought my gloves!” cried little Gerda. She remarked she
was without them from the cutting frost; but the Reindeer dared not stand still; on he ran till he came
to the great bush with the red berries, and there he set Gerda down, kissed her mouth, while large
bright tears flowed from the animal's eyes, and then back he went as fast as possible. There stood
poor Gerda now, without shoes or gloves, in the very middle of dreadful icy Finland.
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 She ran on as fast as she could. There then came a whole regiment of snow-flakes, but they did not
fall from above, and they were quite bright and shining from the Aurora Borealis. The flakes ran
along the ground, and the nearer they came the larger they grew. Gerda well remembered how
large and strange the snow-flakes appeared when she once saw them through a magnifying-glass;
but now they were large and terrific in another manner—they were all alive. They were the outposts
of the Snow Queen. They had the most wondrous shapes; some looked like large ugly porcupines;
others like snakes knotted together, with their heads sticking out; and others, again, like small fat
bears, with the hair standing on end: all were of dazzling whiteness—all were living snow-flakes.

 Little Gerda repeated the Lord's Prayer. The cold was so intense that she could see her own breath,
which came like smoke out of her mouth. It grew thicker and thicker, and took the form of little
angels, that grew more and more when they touched the earth. All had helms on their heads, and
lances and shields in their hands; they increased in numbers; and when Gerda had finished the
Lord's Prayer, she was surrounded by a whole legion. They thrust at the horrid snow-flakes with their
spears, so that they flew into a thousand pieces; and little Gerda walked on bravely and in security.
The angels patted her hands and feet; and then she felt the cold less, and went on quickly towards
the palace of the Snow Queen.

 But now we shall see how Kay fared. He never thought of Gerda, and least of all that she was
standing before the palace.

 SEVENTH STORY. What Took Place in the Palace of the Snow Queen, 
and what Happened Afterward.

 The walls of the palace were of driving snow, and the windows and doors of cutting winds. There
were more than a hundred halls there, according as the snow was driven by the winds. The largest
was many miles in extent; all were lighted up by the powerful Aurora Borealis, and all were so large,
so empty, so icy cold, and so resplendent! Mirth never reigned there; there was never even a little
bear-ball, with the storm for music, while the polar bears went on their hind legs and showed off
their steps. Never a little tea-party of white young lady foxes; vast, cold, and empty were the halls of
the Snow Queen. The northern-lights shone with such precision that one could tell exactly when
they were at their highest or lowest degree of brightness. In the middle of the empty, endless hall of
snow, was a frozen lake; it was cracked in a thousand pieces, but each piece was so like the other,
that it seemed the work of a cunning artificer. In the middle of this lake sat the Snow Queen when
she was at home; and then she said she was sitting in the Mirror of Understanding, and that this was
the only one and the best thing in the world.

 Little Kay was quite blue, yes nearly black with cold; but he did not observe it, for she had kissed
away all feeling of cold from his body, and his heart was a lump of ice. He was dragging along some
pointed flat pieces of ice, which he laid together in all possible ways, for he wanted to make
something with them; just as we have little flat pieces of wood to make geometrical figures with,
called the Chinese Puzzle. Kay made all sorts of figures, the most complicated, for it was an ice-
puzzle for the understanding. In his eyes the figures were extraordinarily beautiful, and of the utmost
importance; for the bit of glass which was in his eye caused this. He found whole figures which
represented a written word; but he never could manage to represent just the word he wanted—that
word was “eternity”; and the Snow Queen had said, “If you can discover that figure, you shall be 
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your own master, and I will make you a present of the whole world and a pair of new skates.” But he
could not find it out.

 “I am going now to warm lands,” said the Snow Queen. “I must have a look down into the black
caldrons.” It was the volcanoes Vesuvius and Etna that she meant. “I will just give them a coating of
white, for that is as it ought to be; besides, it is good for the oranges and the grapes.” And then away
she flew, and Kay sat quite alone in the empty halls of ice that were miles long, and looked at the
blocks of ice, and thought and thought till his skull was almost cracked. There he sat quite
benumbed and motionless; one would have imagined he was frozen to death.

 Suddenly little Gerda stepped through the great portal into the palace. The gate was formed of
cutting winds; but Gerda repeated her evening prayer, and the winds were laid as though they slept;
and the little maiden entered the vast, empty, cold halls. There she beheld Kay: she recognised him,
flew to embrace him, and cried out, her arms firmly holding him the while, “Kay, sweet little Kay!
Have I then found you at last?”

 But he sat quite still, benumbed and cold. Then little Gerda shed burning tears; and they fell on his
bosom, they penetrated to his heart, they thawed the lumps of ice, and consumed the splinters of
the looking-glass; he looked at her, and she sang the hymn:

 “The rose in the valley is blooming so sweet, And angels descend there the children to greet.”

 Hereupon Kay burst into tears; he wept so much that the splinter rolled out of his eye, and he
recognised her, and shouted, “Gerda, sweet little Gerda! Where have you been so long? And where
have I been?” He looked round him. “How cold it is here!” said he. “How empty and cold!” And he
held fast by Gerda, who laughed and wept for joy. It was so beautiful, that even the blocks of ice
danced about for joy; and when they were tired and laid themselves down, they formed exactly the
letters which the Snow Queen had told him to find out; so now he was his own master, and he
would have the whole world and a pair of new skates into the bargain.

 Gerda kissed his cheeks, and they grew quite blooming; she kissed his eyes, and they shone like
her own; she kissed his hands and feet, and he was again well and merry. The Snow Queen might
come back as soon as she liked; there stood his discharge written in resplendent masses of ice.

 They took each other by the hand, and wandered forth out of the large hall; they talked of their old
grandmother, and of the roses upon the roof; and wherever they went, the winds ceased raging,
and the sun burst forth. And when they reached the bush with the red berries, they found the
Reindeer waiting for them. He had brought another, a young one, with him, whose udder was filled
with milk, which he gave to the little ones, and kissed their lips. They then carried Kay and Gerda—
first to the Finland woman, where they warmed themselves in the warm room, and learned what
they were to do on their journey home; and they went to the Lapland woman, who made some new
clothes for them and repaired their sledges.

 The Reindeer and the young hind leaped along beside them, and accompanied them to the
boundary of the country. Here the first vegetation peeped forth; here Kay and Gerda took leave of
the Lapland woman. “Farewell! Farewell!” they all said. And the first green buds appeared, the first
little birds began to chirrup; and out of the wood came, riding on a magnificent horse, which Gerda 
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knew (it was one of the leaders in the golden carriage), a young damsel with a bright-red cap on her
head, and armed with pistols. It was the little robber maiden, who, tired of being at home, had
determined to make a journey to the north; and afterwards in another direction, if that did not please
her. She recognised Gerda immediately, and Gerda knew her too. It was a joyful meeting.

 “You are a fine fellow for tramping about,” said she to little Kay; “I should like to know, faith, if you
deserve that one should run from one end of the world to the other for your sake?”

 But Gerda patted her cheeks, and inquired for the Prince and Princess.

 “They are gone abroad,” said the other.

 “But the Raven?” asked little Gerda.

 “Oh! The Raven is dead,” she answered. “His tame sweetheart is a widow, and wears a bit of black
worsted round her leg; she laments most piteously, but it's all mere talk and stuff! Now tell me what
you've been doing and how you managed to catch him.”

 And Gerda and Kay both told their story.

 And “Schnipp-schnapp-schnurre-basselurre,” said the robber maiden; and she took the hands of
each, and promised that if she should some day pass through the town where they lived, she would
come and visit them; and then away she rode. Kay and Gerda took each other's hand: it was lovely
spring weather, with abundance of flowers and of verdure. The church-bells rang, and the children
recognised the high towers, and the large town; it was that in which they dwelt. They entered and
hastened up to their grandmother's room, where everything was standing as formerly. The clock
said “tick! tack!” and the finger moved round; but as they entered, they remarked that they were
now grown up. The roses on the leads hung blooming in at the open window; there stood the little
children's chairs, and Kay and Gerda sat down on them, holding each other by the hand; they both
had forgotten the cold empty splendor of the Snow Queen, as though it had been a dream. The
grandmother sat in the bright sunshine, and read aloud from the Bible: “Unless ye become as little
children, ye cannot enter the kingdom of heaven.”

 And Kay and Gerda looked in each other's eyes, and all at once they understood the old hymn:

 “The rose in the valley is blooming so sweet, And angels descend there the children to greet.”

 There sat the two grown-up persons; grown-up, and yet children; children at least in heart; and it
was summer-time; summer, glorious summer!
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For our Winter Shakespeare selection, we have chosen "The
Winter's Tale," of course!

Read it from Edith Nesbit's Beautiful Stories from Shakespeare in
the following pages. But we also recommend reading the
actual play together as a family if you can.

Your older kids and teens may enjoy watching a movie
adaptation (please pre-screen these first). And if you can take
in a live performance, your family will never forget it! 

We are including a link on our website to watch a pre-recorded
stage performance of "The Winter's Tale" by Heritage Theater
and the Royal Shakespeare Company.

Shakespeare Selection
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The Winter’s Tale
By E. Nesbit

Leontes was the King of Sicily, and his dearest friend was Polixenes, King of Bohemia. They had
been brought up together, and only separated when they reached man's estate and each had to go
and rule over his kingdom. After many years, when each was married and had a son, Polixenes came
to stay with Leontes in Sicily.

Leontes was a violent-tempered man and rather silly, and he took it into his stupid head that his wife,
Hermione, liked Polixenes better than she did him, her own husband. When once he had got this
into his head, nothing could put it out; and he ordered one of his lords, Camillo, to put a poison in
Polixenes' wine. Camillo tried to dissuade him from this wicked action, but finding he was not to be
moved, pretended to consent. He then told Polixenes what was proposed against him, and they fled
from the Court of Sicily that night, and returned to Bohemia, where Camillo lived on as Polixenes'
friend and counselor. 

Leontes threw the Queen into prison; and her son, the heir to the throne, died of sorrow to see his
mother so unjustly and cruelly treated.

While the Queen was in prison she had a little baby, and a friend of hers, named Paulina, had the
baby dressed in its best, and took it to show the King, thinking that the sight of his helpless little
daughter would soften his heart towards his dear Queen, who had never done him any wrong, and
who loved him a great deal more than he deserved; but the King would not look at the baby, and
ordered Paulina's husband to take it away in a ship, and leave it in the most desert and dreadful
place he could find, which Paulina's husband, very much against his will, was obliged to do.

Then the poor Queen was brought up to be tried for treason in preferring Polixenes to her King; but
really she had never thought of anyone except Leontes, her husband. Leontes had sent some
messengers to ask the god, Apollo, whether he was not right in his cruel thoughts of the Queen. But
he had not patience to wait till they came back, and so it happened that they arrived in the middle of
the trial. The Oracle said--

“Hermione is innocent, Polixenes blameless, Camillo a true subject, Leontes a jealous tyrant, and the
King shall live without an heir, if that which is lost be not found.”

Then a man came and told them that the little Prince was dead. The poor Queen, hearing this, fell
down in a fit; and then the King saw how wicked and wrong he had been. He ordered Paulina and
the ladies who were with the Queen to take her away, and try to restore her. But Paulina came back
in a few moments, and told the King that Hermione was dead.

awakentodelight.com                                                                                                                                                                                         129



Now Leontes' eyes were at last opened to his folly. His Queen was dead, and the little daughter who
might have been a comfort to him he had sent away to be the prey of wolves and kites. Life had
nothing left for him now. He gave himself up to his grief, and passed in any sad years in prayer and
remorse.

The baby Princess was left on the seacoast of Bohemia, the very kingdom where Polixenes reigned.
Paulina's husband never went home to tell Leontes where he had left the baby; for as he was going
back to the ship, he met a bear and was torn to pieces. So there was an end of him.

But the poor deserted little baby was found by a shepherd. She was richly dressed, and had with her
some jewels, and a paper was pinned to her cloak, saying that her name was Perdita, and that she
came of noble parents.

The shepherd, being a kind-hearted man, took home the little baby to his wife, and they brought it
up as their own child. She had no more teaching than a shepherd's child generally has, but she
inherited from her royal mother many graces and charms, so that she was quite different from the
other maidens in the village where she lived.

One day Prince Florizel, the son of the good King of Bohemia, was bunting near the shepherd's
house and saw Perdita, now grown up to a charming woman. He made friends with the shepherd,
not telling him that he was the Prince, but saying that his name was Doricles, and that he was a
private gentleman; and then, being deeply in love with the pretty Perdita, he came almost daily to
see her.

The King could not understand what it was that took his son nearly every day from home; so he set
people to watch him, and then found out that the heir of the King of Bohemia was in love with
Perdita, the pretty shepherd girl. Polixenes, wishing to see whether this was true, disguised himself,
and went with the faithful Camillo, in disguise too, to the old shepherd's house. They arrived at the
feast of sheep-shearing, and, though strangers, they were made very welcome. There was dancing
going on, and a peddler was selling ribbons and laces and gloves, which the young men bought for
their sweethearts.

Florizel and Perdita, however, were taking no part in this gay scene, but sat quietly together talking.
The King noticed the charming manners and great beauty of Perdita, never guessing that she was
the daughter of his old friend, Leontes. He said to Camillo--

“This is the prettiest low-born lass that ever ran on the green sward. Nothing she does or seems but
smacks of something greater than herself--too noble for this place.”

And Camillo answered, “In truth she is the Queen of curds and cream.”

But when Florizel, who did not recognize his father, called upon the strangers to witness his
betrothal with the pretty shepherdess, the King made himself known and forbade the marriage,
adding that if ever she saw Florizel again, he would kill her and her old father, the shepherd; and
with that he left them. But Camillo remained behind, for he was charmed with Perdita, and wished to
befriend her.
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Camillo had long known how sorry Leontes was for that foolish madness of his, and he longed to go
back to Sicily to see his old master. He now proposed that the young people should go there and
claim the protection of Leontes. So they went, and the shepherd went with them, taking Perdita's
jewels, her baby clothes, and the paper he had found pinned to her cloak.

Leontes received them with great kindness. He was very polite to Prince Florizel, but all his looks
were for Perdita. He saw how much she was like the Queen Hermione, and said again and again–

“Such a sweet creature my daughter might have been, if I had not cruelly sent her from me.”

When the old shepherd heard that the King had lost a baby daughter, who had been left upon the
coast of Bohemia, he felt sure that Perdita, the child he had reared, must be the King's daughter, and
when he told his tale and showed the jewels and the paper, the King perceived that Perdita was
indeed his long-lost child. He welcomed her with joy, and rewarded the good shepherd.

Polixenes had hastened after his son to prevent his marriage with Perdita, but when he found that
she was the daughter of his old friend, he was only too glad to give his consent.

Yet Leontes could not be happy. He remembered how his fair Queen, who should have been at his
side to share his joy in his daughter's happiness, was dead through his unkindness, and he could
say nothing for a long time but--

“Oh, thy mother! thy mother!” and ask forgiveness of the King of Bohemia, and then kiss his
daughter again, and then the Prince Florizel, and then thank the old shepherd for all his goodness.

  Then Paulina, who had been high all these years in the King's favor, because of her kindness to the
dead Queen Hermione, said--“I have a statue made in the likeness of the dead Queen, a piece many
years in doing, and performed by the rare Italian master, Giulio Romano. I keep it in a private house
apart, and there, ever since you lost your Queen, I have gone twice or thrice a day. Will it please your
Majesty to go and see the statue?”

So Leontes and Polixenes, and Florizel and Perdita, with Camillo and their attendants, went to
Paulina's house where there was a heavy purple curtain screening off an alcove; and Paulina, with
her hand on the curtain, said--

“She was peerless when she was alive, and I do believe that her dead likeness excels whatever yet
you have looked upon, or that the hand of man hath done. Therefore I keep it lonely, apart. But here
it is--behold, and say, 'tis well.”

And with that she drew back the curtain and showed them the statue. The King gazed and gazed on
the beautiful statue of his dead wife, but said nothing.

“I like your silence,” said Paulina; “it the more shows off your wonder. But speak, is it not like her?”
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“It is almost herself,” said the King, “and yet, Paulina, Hermione was not so much wrinkled, nothing so
old as this seems.”

“Oh, not by much,” said Polixenes.

“Al,” said Paulina, “that is the cleverness of the carver, who shows her to us as she would have been had
she lived till now.”

And still Leontes looked at the statue and could not take his eyes away.

“If I had known,” said Paulina, “that this poor image would so have stirred your grief, and love, I would
not have shown it to you.”

But he only answered, “Do not draw the curtain.”

“No, you must not look any longer,” said Paulina, “or you will think it moves.”

“Let be! let be!” said the King. “Would you not think it breathed?”

“I will draw the curtain,” said Paulina; “you will think it lives presently.”

“Ah, sweet Paulina,” said Leontes, “make me to think so twenty years together.”

“If you can bear it,” said Paulina, “I can make the statue move, make it come down and take you by the
hand. Only you would think it was by wicked magic.”

“Whatever you can make her do, I am content to look on,” said the King.

And then, all folks there admiring and beholding, the statue moved from its pedestal, and came down
the steps and put its arms round the King's neck, and he held her face and kissed her many times, for
this was no statue, but the real living Queen Hermione herself. She had lived hidden, by Paulina's
kindness, all these years, and would not discover herself to her husband, though she knew he had
repented, because she could not quite forgive him till she knew what had become of her little baby.

Now that Perdita was found, she forgave her husband everything, and it was like a new and beautiful
marriage to them, to be together once more.

Florizel and Perdita were married and lived long and happily.

To Leontes his many years of suffering were well paid for in the moment when, after long grief and pain,
he felt the arms of his true love around him once again.
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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
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For our handicraft lesson, Lara has created a fun "Snowflake
Embroidery" project. 

Let your students choose their favorite colors and pattern (or
create their own), and sew these quick and easy pieces. These
would make lovely gifts to give to others as well!

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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Snowflake Embroidery

Embroidery floss  
Embroidery needle 
Cotton or linen fabric, napkins, or
handkerchiefs (at least 6x6 inch
fabric squares for  3 inch hoop)  
Embroidery hoops: 3 inch hoops for plain
snowflakes, 6 inch hoop for "Let it Snow"
design 
Scissors
Fabric/tacky glue (optional)
Water soluble pen, transfer paper or pencil

You will need:

Please Note: If you or your student are unfamiliar with embroidering, please refer to this stitch guide
before you begin: DMC Beginner Embroidery Stitches

How to transfer embroidery patterns 

For lightweight and light colored fabric, use a water soluble embroidery transfer pen. For this method,
tape the printed pattern onto a window or lightbox then tape the fabric over the pattern. The design
should show through the fabric. You can then trace the pattern directly onto the fabric. Pencil may also
be used, but does not come out of the fabric as easily. 

When marking on darker colored or heavy fabric, I like to use white wax-less transfer paper to trace the
design. Working on a hard surface, place a square of transfer paper (inky side towards the fabric)
between your printed pattern and the fabric. Using a ball point pen, trace over the design on the
pattern, pressing down hard to ensure the markings are visible on your fabric. 

For more detailed patterns like the "LET it SNOW" pattern, you can also use printable transfer paper. It
dissolves in water after you've embroidered your design.

Directions:

For the snowflakes, allow your child to choose the pattern they wish to stitch, then transfer the design
onto their fabric using , a water soluble pen, transfer paper, or lightly with pencil. (Pencil is more
difficult to wash out.) 

Using their preferred color choice of embroidery thread, thread the needle, using 2-3 strands of thread
for a more delicate look, or all 6 strands for a heavier look. We recommend allowing them to backstitch
the design until they are ready to use more intricate stitches.  
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For the "LET it SNOW" design, the outside border is single french knots, the snowflakes are back-
stitched, and the letters are a back stitch or split stitch depending on your preference. 

Backing a hoop to use for decor:

After you have finished stitching, ensure your design is taut in the frame and positioned where you
want it. Trim the fabric leaving about 1cm thickness or enough to fold around the inside of the hoop
without it touching your design. 

Using a fabric/tacky glue, apply a layer around the inside edge of your hoop. Try to keep the glue to
the top edge of the hoop furthest away from your design to avoid any glue touching the back of
your design. 

Neatly fold the fabric over the hoop to secure to the inside. Press down firmly until the glue takes
hold, about a minute. Apply additional glue if required to secure loose fabric flaps. Leave to dry

LET
it

SNOW
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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/

