
7th and 8th Grade English Learning Opportunities 

March 30-April 10, 2020 

Activities to Support Instruction During Extended School Closures 

The purpose of this document is to provide an overview of suggested activities available 

to students within Chesapeake Public Schools. These suggestions can be used by 

families to support the continuity of education. The learning experiences developed and 

provided will give students opportunities to go deeper into concepts, ideas, and skills 

independently. These activities do not require copies or additional supplies. 

 

 

Activities 

Poet’s Podium 

Collect something from nature (a twig, 
blade of grass, flower, rock). Examine 
the item and describe how it changes 
in the course of four seasons.  Create 
a poem describing how the changes 
mimic the seasons of a person's 
life.  Include three examples of 
figurative language.  Identify and 
explain their meaning. 

Extra! Extra! Read All About It! 
You are a reporter for the 
Virginian Pilot and have been 
asked to write about how people 
adapt to the different changes in 
their lives.  Think about 
characters from books you have 
read, movies you have seen, or 
even people you know.  Write 
about how they overcame 
challenges in their lives.  Include 
an illustrated timeline and text 
features. 

Press On 

Find some flowers.  Write a description 
of the flowers—how they look, the 
shapes of their petals and leaves, how 
they smell. Then put the flowers in a 
heavy book and leave them there for a 
few days. Take them out and describe 
how the flowers changed and stayed 
the same. How does this apply to a 
character in a story or someone you 
know? How do people's experiences 
help mold who they are as an adult?   

DJ Change A Lot 
Imagine that you work for a music streaming company and have been 
tasked with creating a playlist (of at least 3 songs) that describes change. 
Include a summary of each song and describe why this applies to the 
theme of change.  Design cover art for your playlist.   

Graffiti Artist Wanted 

Create a clock that represents how 
people change during a lifetime.  Use 
graffiti to illustrate each hour. Include a 
title for each section or a caption to 
explain the change. Finally, write a 
paragraph about why you think people 
change. 

Activities for March 30, 2020 to April 10, 2020 

Grades 7 & 8 Essential Question:  
 Why is it important to change and adapt? 

Online Reading Options 
Nature Knows Its Math by Joan Graham from 
www.poetryfoundation.org  
To a Friend Whose Work Has Come to Nothing from 
www.poetryfoundation.org  
Changes from www.lyrics.com  
The Byrds – Turn! Turn! Turn! (To Everything There 
Is a Season) from www.genius.com   
The Three Questions by Leo Tolstoy from 
www.commonlit.org.   

Offline Reading Options 
“Two Haiku” page 596, Seventh Grade Literature Textbook 

“Fireflies” page 597, Seventh Grade Literature Textbook  
“Fireflies in the Garden” page 598, Seventh Grade 
Literature Textbook 

“Simile: Willow and Ginkgo” page 612, Eighth Grade 
Literature Textbook 

“It’s all I have to bring today--” page 627, Eighth Grade 
Literature Textbook 
“The Three Questions” by Leo Tolstoy (Attached) 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/58838/nature-knows-its-math
http://www.poetry.org/
https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/12882/to-a-friend-whose-work-has-come-to-nothing
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/
https://www.lyrics.com/lyric/464243/David+Bowie/Changes
http://www.lyrics.com/
https://genius.com/The-byrds-turn-turn-turn-to-everything-there-is-a-season-lyrics
https://genius.com/The-byrds-turn-turn-turn-to-everything-there-is-a-season-lyrics
http://www.genius.com/
https://commonlit.s3.us-west-2.amazonaws.com/texts/student_pdfs/000/000/396/original/commonlit_the-three-questions_student.pdf?X-Amz-Algorithm=AWS4-HMAC-SHA256&X-Amz-Credential=AKIAVWWGJUDZHQYRJAEU%2F20200326%2Fus-west-2%2Fs3%2Faws4_request&X-Amz-Date=20200326T032246Z&X-Amz-Expires=30&X-Amz-SignedHeaders=host&X-Amz-Signature=224646c699eafa6bcee9bff4f16c1b81bc66f8f91367b4b1ea64eed3df41a1f1
http://www.commonlit.org/


 

To a Friend Whose Work Has Come to Nothing  
By: William Butler Yeats  
 

Now all the truth is out, 
Be secret and take defeat 
From any brazen throat, 
For how can you compete, 
Being honor bred, with one 
Who were it proved he lies 
Were neither shamed in his own 
Nor in his neighbors' eyes; 
Bred to a harder thing 
Than Triumph, turn away 
And like a laughing string 
Whereon mad fingers play 
Amid a place of stone, 
Be secret and exult, 
Because of all things known 
That is most difficult. 
 

n/a ; published in PM 

Turn! Turn! Turn! (To Everything There is  Season) 
By: The Byrds 
 
To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
And a time to every purpose, under Heaven 
 
A time to be born, a time to die 
A time to plant, a time to reap 
A time to kill, a time to heal 
A time to laugh, a time to weep 
 
To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
And a time to every purpose, under Heaven 
 
A time to build up, a time to break down 
A time to dance, a time to mourn 
A time to cast away stones, a time to gather stones 
together 
 
To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
And a time to every purpose, under Heaven 

Changes 
By: David Bowie 
 
Still don't know what I was waitin' for 
And my time was runnin' wild 
A million dead end streets and 
Every time I thought I'd got it made 
It seemed the taste was not so sweet 
So I turned myself to face me 
But I've never caught a glimpse 
How the others must see the faker 
I'm much too fast to take that test 
Ch-ch-ch-ch-changes 
Turn and face the strange 
Ch-ch-changes 
Don't want to be a richer man 
Ch-ch-ch-ch-changes 
Turn and face the strange 
Ch-ch-changes 
There's gonna have to be a different man 
Time may change me 
But I can't trace time 
Mmm, yeah 
I watch the ripples change their size 
But never leave the stream 
Of warm impermanence 
And so the days float through my eyes 
But still the days seem the same 
And these children that you spit on 
As they try to change their worlds 
Are immune to your consultations 
 

Changes (continued) 
 
They're quite aware of what they're goin' through 
Ch-ch-ch-ch-changes 
Turn and face the strange 
Ch-ch-changes 
Don't tell them to grow up and out of it 
Ch-ch-ch-ch-changes 
Turn and face the strange 
Ch-ch-changes 
Where's your shame? 
You've left us up to our necks in it 
Time may change me 
But you can't trace time 
Strange fascinations fascinate me  
Ah, changes are taking 
The pace I'm goin' through 
Ch-ch-ch-ch-changes 
Turn and face the strange 
Ch-ch-changes 
Ooh, look out, you rock 'n' rollers 
Ch-ch-ch-ch-changes 
Turn and face the strange 
Ch-ch-changes 
Pretty soon now you're gonna get older 
Time may change me 
But I can't trace time 
I said that time may change me 
But I can't trace time 
 
For non-commercial use only. 
 

  



The Three Questions 

By Leo Tolstoy 

Public Domain 

 

In the following short story, a king looks for answers to three questions in order to make 
himself a better ruler. As you read, take notes on the varying responses that the king receives, and 
how the advice causes him to change. 

 

It once occurred to a certain king, that if heal ways knew the right time to begin everything; if 
he knew who were the right people to listen to, and whom to avoid; and, above all, if he always knew 
what was the most important thing to do, he would never fail in anything he might undertake. 

And this thought having occurred to him, he had it proclaimed throughout his kingdom that he 
would give a great reward to anyone who would teach him what was the right time for every action, 
and who were the most necessary people, and how he might know what was the most important thing 
to do.  

And learned men came to the King, but they all answered his questions differently.  

In reply to the first question, some said that to know the right time for every action, one must 
draw up in advance, a table of days, months and years, and must live strictly according to it. Only 
thus, said they, could everything be done at its proper time. Others declared that it was impossible to 
decide beforehand the right time for every action; but that, not letting oneself be absorbed in 
idle1pastimes, one should always attend to all that was going on, and then do what was most 
needful. Others, again, said that however attentive the King might be to what was going on, it was 
impossible for one man to decide correctly the right time for every action, but that he should have a 
Council of wise men, who would help him to fix the proper time for everything. 

But then again others said there were some things which could not wait to be laid before a 
Council, but about which one had at once to decide whether to undertake them or not. But in order to 
decide that, one must know beforehand what was going to happen. It is only magicians who know 
that; and, therefore, in order to know the right time for every action, one must consult magicians.  

Equally various were the answers to the second question. Some said, the people the King 
most needed were his councilors; others, the priests; others, the doctors; while some said the 
warriors were the most necessary. 

To the third question, as to what was the most important occupation: some replied that the 
most important thing in the world was science. Others said it was skill in warfare; and others, again, 
that it was religious worship.  

All the answers being different, the King agreed with none of them, and gave the reward to 
none. But still wishing to find the right answers to his questions, he decided to consult a hermit, widely 
renowned for his wisdom.  

The hermit lived in a wood which he never quitted, and he received none but common folk. So 
the King put on simple clothes, and before reaching the hermit's cell dismounted from his horse, and, 
leaving his bodyguard behind, went on alone.  

When the King approached, the hermit was digging the ground in front of his hut. Seeing the 
King, he greeted him and went on digging. The hermit was frail and weak, and each time he stuck his 
spade into the ground and turned a little earth, he breathed heavily.  

The King went up to him and said: "I have come to you, wise hermit, to ask you to answer 
three questions: How can I learn to do the right thing at the right time? Who are the people I most 
need, and to whom should I, therefore, pay more attention than to the rest? And, what affairs are the 
most important, and need my first attention?"  

The hermit listened to the King, but answered nothing. He just spat on his hand and 
recommenced digging. "You are tired," said the King, "let me take the spade and work awhile for 
you."  

"Thanks!" said the hermit, and, giving the spade to the King, he sat down on the ground.  

When he had dug two beds, the King stopped and repeated his questions. The hermit again 
gave no answer, but rose, stretched out his hand for the spade, and said: "Now rest awhile—and let 
me work a bit."  

But the King did not give him the spade, and continued to dig. One hour passed, and another. The 
sun began to sink behind the trees, and the King at last stuck the spade into the ground, and said: "I 



came to you, wise man, for an answer to my questions. If you can give me none, tell me so, and I will 
return home."  

"Here comes some one running," said the hermit, "let us see who it is." 

The King turned round, and saw a bearded man come running out of the wood. The man held 
his hands pressed against his stomach, and blood was flowing from under them. When he reached 
the King, he fell fainting on the ground moaning feebly. The King and the hermit unfastened the man's 
clothing. There was a large wound in his stomach. The King washed it as best he could, and 
bandaged it with his handkerchief and with a towel the hermit had. But the blood would not stop 
flowing, and the King again and again removed the bandage soaked with warm blood, and washed 
and rebandaged the wound. When at last the blood ceased flowing, the man revived and asked for 
something to drink. The King brought fresh water and gave it to him. Meanwhile the sun had set, and 
it had become cool. So the King, with the hermit's help, carried the wounded man into the hut and laid 
him on the bed. Lying on the bed the man closed his eyes and was quiet; but the King was so tired 
with his walk and with the work he had done, that he crouched down on the threshold, and also fell 
asleep — so soundly that he slept all through the short summer night. When he awoke in the 
morning, it was long before he could remember where he was, or who was the strange bearded man 
lying on the bed and gazing intently at him with shining eyes. 

"Forgive me!" said the bearded man in a weak voice, when he saw that the King was awake 
and was looking at him. 

"I do not know you, and have nothing to forgive you for," said the King. 
"You do not know me, but I know you. I am that enemy of yours who swore to revenge himself 

on you, because you executed his brother and seized his property. I knew you had gone alone to see 
the hermit, and I resolved to kill you on your way back. But the day passed and you did not return. So 
I came out from my ambush to find you, and I came upon your bodyguard, and they recognized me, 
and wounded me. I escaped from them, but should have bled to death had you not dressed my 
wound. I wished to kill you, and you have saved my life. Now, if I live, and if you wish it, I will serve 
you as your most faithful slave, and will bid my sons do the same. Forgive me!" 

The King was very glad to have made peace with his enemy so easily, and to have gained him 
for a friend, and he not only forgave him, but said he would send his servants and his own physician 
to attend him, and promised to restore his property. 

Having taken leave of the wounded man, the King went out into the porch and looked around 
for the hermit. Before going away he wished once more to beg an answer to the questions he had 
put. The hermit was outside, on his knees, sowing seeds in the beds that had been dug the day 
before. 

The King approached him, and said: "For the last time, I pray you to answer my questions, 
wise man." "You have already been answered!" said the hermit, still crouching on his thin legs, and 
looking up at the King, who stood before him. "How answered? What do you mean?" asked the King. 

"Do you not see," replied the hermit. "If you had not pitied my weakness yesterday, and had 
not dug those beds for me, but had gone your way, that man would have attacked you, and you 
would haverepented2of not having stayed with me. So the most important time was when you were 
digging the beds; and I was the most important man; and to do me good was your most important 
business. Afterwards when that man ran to us, the most important time was when you were attending 
to him, for if you had not bound up his wounds he would have died without having made peace with 
you. So he was the most important man, and what you did for him was your most important business. 
Remember then: there is only one time that is important — Now! It is the most important time 
because it is the only time when we have any power. The most necessary man is he with whom you 
are, for no man knows whether he will ever have dealings with anyone else: and the most important 
affair is, to do him good, because for that purpose alone was man sent into this life!" 
 


