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Welcome to Living Books Curriculumôs 
Holiday Helper series 

 
Living Books Curriculum has created a series called Holiday Helpers just for you. These 

short collections of high-quality literature, artwork and quotations are easy to use during 

busy holidays; each one is designed to provide your children with uplifting and inspiring 

ideas and images.  

Read aloud and enjoy the stories and poems. Encourage the practice of copywork. If 

you are new to picture study, visit this link for suggestions: 

www.livingbookscurriculum.com/TeachingChildrentoLoveGreatArt.pdf  

If you are new to Charlotte Mason education, please visit our site to learn more. Living 

Books Curriculum is complete, literature-rich and inspired by the work of Charlotte 

Mason. We offer the finest homeschool curriculum available. 

 

Enjoy your complimentary Holiday Helper, 
 
Sheila Carroll 
Living Books Curriculum  
www.livingbookscurriculum.com/ 

http://www.livingbookscurriculum.com/TeachingChildrentoLoveGreatArt.pdf
http://www.livingbookscurriculum.com/
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If Easter Be Not True 
Henry H. Barstow  

  

If Easter be not true, 

Then all the lilies low must lie; 

The Flanders poppies fade and die; 

The spring must lose her fairest bloom 

For Christ were still within the tomb 

If Easter be not true. 

 

If Easter be not true, 

The faith must mount on broken wing; 

Then hope no more immortal spring; 

Then love must lose her mighty urge; 

Life prove a phantom, death a dirge 

If Easter be not true. 

 

If Easter be not true, 

óTwere foolishness the cross to bear; 

He died in vain Who suffered there; 

What matter though we laugh or cry, 

Be good or evil, live or die, 

If Easter be not true? 

 

If Easter be not true 

But it  is true, and Christ is risen! 

And mortal spirit from its prison 

Of sin and death with Him may rise! 

Worth while the struggle, sure the prize, 

Since Easter, aye, is true!  
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A Lesson of Faith 
 
From Parables from Nature, Mrs. Alfred Gatty  
 
"If a man die, shall he live again?  All the days of my appointed time will I wait, till my change 
come."ðJOB xiv. 14. 
 
 "Let me hire you as a nurse for my poor children," said a 
Butterfly to a quiet Caterpillar, who was strolling along a 
cabbage-leaf in her odd lumbering way.  
 
"See these little eggs," continued the Butterfly; "I don't know 
how long it will be before they come to life, and I feel very 
sick and poorly, and if I should die, who will take care of my 
baby butterflies when I am gone? Will you, kind, mild, green 
Caterpillar? But you must mind what you give them to eat, 
Caterpillar!ðthey cannot, of course, live on your rough food. 
You must give them early dew, and honey from the flowers; 
and you must let them fly about only a little way at first; for, of 
course, one can't expect them to use their wings properly all 
at once. Dear me! it is a sad pity you cannot fly yourself. But 
I have no time to look for another nurse now, so you will do 
your best, I hope. Dear! dear! I cannot think what made me 
come and lay my eggs on a cabbage-leaf! What a place for 
young butterflies to be born upon! Still you will be kind, will 
you not, to the poor little ones? Here, take this gold-dust from 
my wings as a reward. Oh, how dizzy I am! Caterpillar! you 
will remember about the foodðð"  
 
And with these words the Butterfly closed her eyes and died; 
and the green Caterpillar who had not had the opportunity of 
even saying Yes or No to the request, was left standing 
alone by the side of the Butterfly's eggs.  
 
"A pretty nurse she has chosen, indeed, poor lady!" exclaimed she, "and a pretty business I 
have in hand! Why, her senses must have left her, or she never would have asked a poor 
crawling creature like me to bring up her dainty little ones! Much they'll mind me, truly, when 
they feel the gay wings on their backs, and can fly away out of my sight whenever they choose! 
Ah! how silly some people are, in spite of their painted clothes and the gold-dust on their wings!"  
 
However, the poor Butterfly was dead, and there lay the eggs on the cabbage-leaf; and the 
green Caterpillar had a kind heart, so she resolved to do her best. But she got no sleep that 
night, she was so very anxious. She made her back quite ache with walking all night long round 
her little charges, for fear any harm should happen to them; and in the morning says she to 
herselfð  
 
"Two heads are better than one. I will consult some wise animal upon the matter, and get 
advice. How should a poor crawling creature like me know what to do without asking my 
betters?"  
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But still there was a difficultyðwhom should the Caterpillar consult? There was the shaggy Dog 
who sometimes came into the garden. But he was so rough!ðhe would most likely whisk all the 
eggs off the cabbage-leaf with one brush of his tail, if she called him near to talk to her, and then 
she should never forgive herself. There was the Tom Cat, to be sure, who would sometimes sit 
at the foot of the apple-tree, basking himself and warming his fur in the sunshine; but he was so 
selfish and indifferent!ðthere was no hope of his giving himself the trouble to think about 
butterflies' eggs.  

 
"I wonder which is the wisest of all the animals I know," sighed the 
Caterpillar, in great distress; and then she thought, and thought, till at 
last she thought of the Lark; and she fancied that because he went 
up so high, and nobody knew where he went to, he must be very 
clever, and know a great deal; for to go up very high (which she  
could never do) was the Caterpillar's idea of perfect glory.  
 
Now, in the neighbouring corn-field there lived a Lark, and the 
Caterpillar sent a message to him, to beg him to come and talk to 
her; and when he came she told him all her difficulties, and asked 
him what she was to do, to feed and rear the little creatures so 
different from herself.  
 
"Perhaps you will be able to inquire and hear something about it next 
time you go up high," observed the Caterpillar timidly.  

 
The Lark said, "Perhaps he should;" but he did not satisfy her curiosity any further. Soon 
afterwards, however, he went singing upwards into the bright, blue sky. By degrees his voice 
died away in the distance, till the green Caterpillar could not hear a sound.  
 
It is nothing to say she could not see him; for, poor thing! she never could see far at any time 
and had a difficulty in looking upwards at all, even when she reared herself up most carefully, 
which she did now; but it was of no use, so she dropped upon her legs again, and resumed her 
walk round the Butterfly's eggs, nibbling a bit of the cabbage-leaf now and then as she moved 
along.  
 
"What a time the Lark has been gone!" she cried, at last. "I wonder where he is just now! I would 
give all my legs to know! He must have flown up higher than usual this time, I do think! How I 
should like to know where it is that he goes to, and what he hears in that curious blue sky! He 
always sings in going up and coming down, but he never lets any secret out. He is very, very 
close!"  
 
And the green Caterpillar took another turn round the Butterfly's eggs.  
 
At last the Lark's voice began to be heard again. The Caterpillar almost jumped for joy and it 
was not long before she saw her friend descend with hushed note to the cabbage bed.  
 
"New, news, glorious news, friend Caterpillar!" sang the Lark; "but the worst of it is, you won't 
believe me!"  
 
"I believe everything I am told," observed the Caterpillar hastily.  
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"Well, then, first of all, I will tell you what these little creatures are to eat"ðand the Lark nodded 
his beak towards the eggs. "What do you think it is to be? Guess!"  
 
"Dew, and the honey out of flowers, I am afraid," sighed the Caterpillar.  
 
"No such thing, old lady! Something simpler than that. Something that you can get at quite 
easily."  
 
"I can get at nothing quite easily but cabbage-leaves," murmured the Caterpillar, in distress.  
 
"Excellent! my good friend," cried the Lark exultingly; "you have found it out. You are to feed 
them with cabbage-leaves."  
 
"Never!"  said the Caterpillar indignantly. "It was their dying mother's last request that I should 
do no such thing."  
 
"Their dying mother knew nothing about the matter," persisted the Lark; "but why do you ask 
me, and then disbelieve what I say? You have neither faith nor trust."  
 
"Oh, I believe everything I am told," said the Caterpillar.  
 
"Nay, but you do not," replied the Lark; "you won't believe me even about the food, and yet that 
is but a beginning of what I have to tell you. Why, Caterpillar, what do you think those little eggs 
will turn out to be?"  
 
"Butterflies, to be sure," said the Caterpillar.  
 
"Caterpillars!"  sang the Lark; "and you'll find it out in time;" and the Lark flew away, for he did 
not want to stay and contest the point with his friend.  
 
"I thought the Lark had been wise and kind," observed the mild green Caterpillar, once more 
beginning to walk round the eggs, "but I find that he is foolish and saucy instead. Perhaps he 
went up too high this time. Ah, it's a pity when people who soar so high are silly and rude 
nevertheless! Dear! I still wonder whom he sees, and what he does up yonder."  
 
"I would tell you, if you would believe me," sang the Lark, descending once more.  
 
"I believe everything I am told," reiterated the Caterpillar, with as grave a face as if it were a fact.  
 
"Then I'll tell you something else," cried the Lark; "for the best of my news remains behind. You 
will one day be a Butterfly yourself."  
 
"Wretched bird!" exclaimed the Caterpillar, "you jest with my inferiorityðnow you are cruel as 
well as foolish. Go away! I will ask your advice no more."  
 
"I told you you would not believe me," cried the Lark, nettled in his turn.  
 
"I believe everything that I am told," persisted the Caterpillar; "that is"ðand she hesitated,ð
"everything that it is reasonable to believe. But to tell me that butterflies' eggs are caterpillars, 
and that caterpillars leave off crawling and get wings, and become butterflies!ðLark! you are 
too wise to believe such nonsense yourself, for you know it is impossible."  
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"I know no such thing," said the Lark, warmly. "Whether I hover over the corn-fields of earth, or 
go up into the depths of the sky, I see so many wonderful things, I know no reason why there 
should not be more. Oh, Caterpillar! it is because you crawl, because you never get beyond 
your cabbage-leaf, that you call anything impossible."  
 
"Nonsense!" shouted the Caterpillar. "I know what's possible, and what's not possible, according 
to my experience and capacity, as well as you do. Look at my long green body and these 
endless legs, and then talk to me about having wings and a painted feathery coat! Fool!ðð"  
 
"And fool you! you would-be-wise Caterpillar!" 
cried the indignant lark. "Fool, to attempt to 
reason about what you cannot understand! Do 
you not hear how my song swells with rejoicing 
as I soar upwards to the mysterious wonder-
world above? Oh, Caterpillar! what comes to you 
from thence, receive, as I  do, upon trust."  
 
"That is what you callðð"  
 
"Faith,ò interrupted the Lark.  
 
"How am I to learn Faith?" asked the Caterpillar.  
 
At that moment she felt something at her side. 
She looked roundðeight or ten little green 
caterpillars were moving about, and had already 
made a show of a hole in the cabbage-leaf. They 
had broken from the Butterfly's eggs!  
 
Shame and amazement filled our green friend's 
heart, but joy soon followed; for, as the first 
wonder was possible, the second might be so 
too. "Teach me your lesson, Lark!" she would 
say; and the Lark sang to her of the wonders of 
the earth below, and of the heaven above. And the Caterpillar talked all the rest of her life to her 
relations of the time when she should be a Butterfly.  
 
But none of them believed her. She nevertheless had learnt the Lark's lesson of faith, and when 
she was going into her chrysalis grave, she saidð"I shall be a Butterfly some day!"  
 
But her relations thought her head was wandering, and they said, "Poor thing!"  
 
And when she was a Butterfly, and was going to die again, she saidð  
 
"I have known many wondersðI have faithðI can trust even now for what shall come next!" 
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Picture Study 

Notes for The Resurrection of Christ 

 

Artist: Rembrandt van Rijn  

Oil on canvas (92 × 67 cm) ð ca. 1635/39 

Displayed in Alte Pinakothek, Munich. Germany 

Rembrandt captures the moment of Christôs resurrection when the angel descends and the 

guards flee. The picture is dark on the left with the light moving up towards the upper right. Note 

the figure behind the angel. 

This work is one of the 5 Passion paintings by Rembrandt for a wealthy patron, Frederik 

Hendrik: The Raising of the Cross, the Descent from the Cross, the Entombment, the 

Resurrection, and The Ascension. 

Read Matthew 28 (provided under Copywork) to accompany the study of this painting.  
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The Resurrection of Christ 
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Notes for Scenes from the Passion of Christ 

ArtistðHans Memling 

Oil on panel (57 × 92 cm) ð 1470-71. Displayed in Galleria Sabauda, Turin, Itlay 

Memling combined all passages in Scripture describing the Passion into one painting, adding 

the Resurrection, and creating a total of 23 scenes on one small panel. The praying figures in 

the lower corners are probably Tommaso Portinari, who commissioned the painting, and his 

wife. 

The story begins far left in the corner with the Jesus' entry into Jerusalem, then winds its way 

through town into the Garden of Gethsemane, bottom left, to continue in the middle, where we 

see Jesus brought before Pilate and the Scourging, only to leave town and to end with the 

Crucifixion on the Mount behind the city. 

Place a good, color copy of the painting in a central location and ask your children to identify 

and write down all 23 scenes.  

When they are doneðor at least gone as far as they canðrefer to the following website 

http://www.artbible.info/art/large/351.html  for the answers. 

Once there, move your mouse over the hotspots in the image to read a short description of the 

underlying scene. Compare the website with your childrenôs answers. 

List the 23 scenes here: 

1. 

2. 

3. 

4 

5. 

6. 

7. 

8. 

9. 

10. 

11 

12.  

13. 

14. 

15. 

16. 

 

17 

18. 

19. 

20 

21. 

22. 

23. 

 

http://www.artbible.info/art/large/351.html
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