Reading Friday

LO: To use one of the poems to write our own
version

Speak of the North by Charlotte Bronte * Fall, leaves, fall by Emily Bronté

Speak of the North! A lonely moor

Silent and dark and tractless swells, Fall, leaves, fall; die, flowers, away;
The waves of some wild streamlet pour ; .
Aurriedly through its ferny dells. Ié\elgg;:hlgg fnSISQJaE kaSnlgll ;I;(?[I;en:edaYI
ey Sl e g e Al Fluttering from the autumn tree.
_ifeless the landscape; so we deem )

Till like a phantom gliding near I shall smile when wreaths of snow

A stag bends down to drink the stream. Blossom where the rose should grow;
And far away a mountain zone, I shall sing when night’s decay

A cold, white waste of snow-drifts lies, Ushers in a drearier day.

And one star, large and soft and lone,
Silently lights the unclouded skies.

Fall, leaves, fall; die, flowers, away;
Lengthen night and shorten day;

The change of colours speaks clear to me
As I watch the movement of an autumn tree
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speak of the North! A lonely moor . .
Silent and dark and tractless swells, Fall, leaves, fall; die, flowers, away;

The waves of some wild streamlet pour ; .
Aurriedly through its ferny dells. Lengthen mght and shorten day’

Every leaf speaks bliss to me
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Till like a phantom gliding near I shall smile when wreaths of snow

A stag bends down to drink the stream. Blossom where the rose should grow;
And far away a mountain zone, I shall SINg when nlght’s decay

A cold, white waste of snow-drifts lies, Ushers in a drearier day.

And one star, large and soft and lone,
Silently lights the unclouded skies.

Fall, leaves, fall; die, flowers, away;
Lengthen night and shorten day;

The change of colours speaks clear to me
As I watch the movement of an autumn tree



Reading Friday

we
do

LO: To use one of the poems to write our own
version

Speak of the North by Charlotte Bronte * Fall, leaves, fall by Emily Bronté

speak of the North! A lonely moor T .
Silent and dark and tractless swells, Fall, leaves, fall; die, flowers, away;

The waves of some wild streamlet pour ; .
Aurriedly through its ferny dells. Lengthen mght and shorten day’

Every leaf speaks bliss to me
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Till like a phantom gliding near I shall smile when wreaths of snow

A stag bends down to drink the stream. Blossom where the rose should grow;
And far away a mountain zone, I shall SINg when nlght’s decay

A cold, white waste of snow-drifts lies, Ushers in a drearier day.

And one star, large and soft and lone,
Silently lights the unclouded skies.

Fall, leaves, fall; die, flowers, away;
Lengthen night and shorten day;

The change of colours speaks clear to me
As I watch the movement of an autumn tree
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