
Western Academy 2019 Summer Reading Assignment 

Entering Seventh 
 

The Summer Reading Assignment is designed to cultivate a love of reading among our students and 

prepare them for the fall academic culture at Western Academy.  The books, stories and poems have 

been carefully selected to foster an enjoyable and thoughtful reading experience.  Here are the steps to 

complete this assignment successfully. All readings and journal entries are due the first day of school.   
 
 

~ Obtain an authentic leather journal with ruled pages.  Minimum size must by 5 in. by 8 in. 
 

~ Read all assigned books, stories, and poems listed on the next page. 
 

~ Write one thoughtful journal entry for each assigned book. 
 

~ Copy one of the poems, word for word, into your journal. 
 

~ Memorize one poem to recite for the first week of school.  Practice reciting it to your family. 
 

~ Write a family story and be prepared to tell it on the first day of classes.  It can be any length. 
 

~ Label & Date each entry in your journal. 
 

~ Draw a line between each entry in your journal. 
 

~ Receive extra credit for reading other books from the book list and writing extra journal entries.  
 

~ Receive extra credit for any colored drawings done in your journal, including maps. 
 
 

Journal entry length and suggestions 
 

 

When sitting down to write your journal entry, don’t get caught up in how long it should be.  That is 

the wrong approach!  You’ve just finished reading a book and you should have plenty of thoughts in 

your head about the story, the characters, the setting, and the themes that have been brought to life in 

your imagination.  All you need to do now is write down your reflections.  Here are a few suggestions 

for your journal entry. 
 

• Did you enjoy the book?  Why or why not?   

• What did you think of the characters?   

• Who was your favorite character?  What did you like about that character? 

• What did you learn from this book?   

• What could you criticize in this book?  Did you disagree with anything?  

• If you could speak with the author, what would you ask him or her? 

• What part of this book would you most like to live out?   

• Reflect upon the major themes (main ideas) of the story.  What do you think the book was 

about?  Justice? Courage? Mercy?  Was the author trying to say something in this book? 
 

By the time you are done reflecting, you almost surely will have written two paragraphs (which is the 

minimum journal entry length). 

 

Journal entry DOs and DON’Ts 
 

DO  write clearly and neatly 

DON’T  give plot or story summary (we already know the story – we want to know what you think!) 

DO  draw a line after each entry 

DO  put a date on each entry 

DO  label each entry like this: Reflection on ___(Book Title)___ 

 

EVALUATION: The journal will be graded for completeness, thoughtfulness, and neatness. 



Entering 7th Graders are required to read THREE books and write one journal entry per book.  Two of 

the books are assigned, and the third may be chosen from the list below.  If you would like to receive 

extra credit, you can read other books on the list and write entries for them as well. 

 

If you order from Blue Willow Bookshop before May 8th, books will be delivered for free to your son’s 

homeroom.  The school will receive 15% of sales for any WA family purchases made through May 31st! 

 

Required for Literature   

 Mr. Midshipman Hornblower 

by C.S. Forester 

 Suggested ISBN# 9780316289122 

 

Required for History  

The Killer Angels 

by Michael Shaara 

Suggested ISBN# 9780345348104 

 

Book List (choose one) 

Call of the Wild by Jack London (Adventure Fiction) 

King Solomon’s Mines by H. Rider Haggard (Adventure Fiction) 

Lee and Grant at Appomattox by MacKinlay Kantor (Historical Fiction) 

The Last Crusader: Don John of Austria by Louis de Wohl (Historical Fiction) 

The Mouse that Roared by Leonard Wibberley (Political Satire Fiction) 

The Once and Future King by T. H. White (Fantasy/Fiction) 

Treasure Island by Robert Louis Stevenson (Adventure Fiction) 

True Grit by Charles Portis (Western Fiction) 

 

Entering 7th Graders are required to memorize ONE poem for recital on the first day of school, and 

copy ONE poem, word for word, into their journals. 

 

Poems:  

“After Apple-Picking” by Robert Frost 

“Before a Statue of Achilles” by George Santayana 

“Spring and Fall” by Gerard Manl 

“The Solitary Reaper” by William Wordsworth 

 

Summer Reading Assignment Grading Rubric 
 

Assignment Label Date Complete Thoughtful Neat/Line Drawn Total 

Mr. Midshipman Hornblower /1 /1 /5 /10 /3    /20 

The Killer Angels /1 /1 /5 /10 /3 /20 

Book #3 /1 /1 /5 /10 /3 /20 

Copy of Poem /1 /1 /5  /3 /10 

Family Story /1 /1 /5 
 Storytelling 

/5 
/3 /15 

Poem Recitation   /15   /15 

TOTAL SCORE /5 /5 /40 /35 /15 /100 
 
version 4-03-19 

https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9780316289122
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9780345348104
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9780141321059
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9780486447827
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9780760352267
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9781586174149
https://www.amazon.com/Mouse-That-Roared-Grand-Fenwick/dp/151871949X/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1524669583&sr=1-1&keywords=The+Mouse+that+Roared+by+Leonard+Wibberley
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9780441627400
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9781101990322
https://www.bluewillowbookshop.com/book/9781468306293


 
 
 

 
	

7th	Grade	Summer	Poems	
	

After	Apple-Picking	
Before	a	Statue	of	Achilles	

Spring	and	Fall	
The	Solitary	Reaper	

	
	

 
 
 
 

  



After Apple-Picking 
by Robert Frost 

 
My long two-pointed ladder's sticking through a tree  
Toward heaven still,  
And there's a barrel that I didn't fill  
Beside it, and there may be two or three  
Apples I didn't pick upon some bough.  
But I am done with apple-picking now.  
Essence of winter sleep is on the night,  
The scent of apples: I am drowsing off.  
I cannot rub the strangeness from my sight  
I got from looking through a pane of glass  
I skimmed this morning from the drinking trough  
And held against the world of hoary grass.  
It melted, and I let it fall and break.  
But I was well  
Upon my way to sleep before it fell,  
And I could tell  
What form my dreaming was about to take.  
Magnified apples appear and disappear,  
Stem end and blossom end,  
And every fleck of russet showing clear.  
My instep arch not only keeps the ache,  
It keeps the pressure of a ladder-round.  
I feel the ladder sway as the boughs bend.  
And I keep hearing from the cellar bin  
The rumbling sound  
Of load on load of apples coming in.  
For I have had too much  
Of apple-picking: I am overtired  
Of the great harvest I myself desired.  
There were ten thousand thousand fruit to touch,  
Cherish in hand, lift down, and not let fall.  
For all  
That struck the earth,  
No matter if not bruised or spiked with stubble,  
Went surely to the cider-apple heap  
As of no worth.  
One can see what will trouble  
This sleep of mine, whatever sleep it is.  
Were he not gone,  
The woodchuck could say whether it's like his  
Long sleep, as I describe its coming on,  
Or just some human sleep.  
 
 



Before a Statue of Achilles 
by George Santayana 

 
                                    I  
 
Behoild Pelides with his yellow hair,  
Proud child of Thetis, hero loved of Jove;  
Above the frowning of his brows of wove  
A crown of gold, well combed, with Spartan care.  
Who might have seen him, sullen, great, and fair,  
As with the wrongful world he proudly strove,  
And by high deeds his wilder passion shrove,  
Mastering love, resentment, and despair.  
He knew his end, and Phoebus’ arrow sure  
He braved for fame immortal and a friend,  
Despising life; and we, who know our end,  
Know that in our decay he shall endure  
And all our children’s hearts to grief inure,  
With whose first bitter battles his shall blend.  
 
                                    II  
 
Who brought thee forth, immortal vision, who  
In Phthia or in Tempe brought thee forth?  
Out of the sunlight and the sapful earth  
What god the simples of thy spirit drew?  
A goddess rose from the green waves, and threw  
Her arms about a king, to give thee birth;  
A centaur, patron of thy boyish mirth,  
Over the meadows in thy footsteps flew.  
Now Thessaly forgets thee, and the deep  
Thy keeled bark furrowed answers not thy prayer;  
But far away new generations keep  
Thy laurels fresh; where branching Isis hems  
The lawns of Oxford round about, or where  
Enchanted Eton sits by pleasant Thames.  
 
                                    III  
 
I gaze on thee as Phidias of old  
Or Polyclitus gazed, when first he saw  
These hard and shining limbs, without a flaw,  
And cast his wonder in heroic mould.  
Unhappy me who only may behold,  
Nor make immutable and fix in awe  
A fair immortal form no worm shall gnaw,  
A tempered mind whose faith was never told!  
The godlike mien, the lion’s lock and eye,  



The well-knit sinew, utter a brave heart  
Better than many words that part by part  
Spell in strange symbols what serene and whole  
In nature lives, nor can in marble die.  
The perfect body itself the soul. 
  
 
Spring and Fall 

by Gerard Manley Hopkins 
 

Márgarét, áre you gríeving  
Over Goldengrove unleaving?  
Leáves like the things of man, you 
With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?  
Ah! ás the heart grows older  
It will come to such sights colder  
By and by, nor spare a sigh  
Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;  
And yet you wíll weep and know why.  
Now no matter, child, the name:  
Sórrow’s spríngs áre the same.  
Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed  
What heart heard of, ghost guessed:  
It ís the blight man was born for,  
It is Margaret you mourn for.  
 
 
The Solitary Reaper 

by William Wordsworth 
 

Behold her, single in the field,  
Yon solitary Highland Lass!  
Reaping and singing by herself;  
Stop here, or gently pass!  
Alone she cuts and binds the grain,  
And sings a melancholy strain;  
O listen! for the Vale profound  
Is overflowing with the sound.  
 
No Nightingale did ever chaunt  
More welcome notes to weary bands  
Of travellers in some shady haunt,  
Among Arabian sands:  
A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard  
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,  
Breaking the silence of the seas  
Among the farthest Hebrides.  



 
Will no one tell me what she sings?—  
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow  
For old, unhappy, far-off things,  
And battles long ago:  
Or is it some more humble lay,  
Familiar matter of to-day?  
Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,  
That has been, and may be again?  
 
Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang  
As if her song could have no ending;  
I saw her singing at her work,  
And o'er the sickle bending;—  
I listened, motionless and still;  
And, as I mounted up the hill,  
The music in my heart I bore,  
Long after it was heard no more.  

 


