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A Good Play  
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

We built a ship upon the stairs 
All made of the back-bedroom chairs, 
And filled it full of soft pillows 
To go a-sailing on the billows. 

 

We took a saw and several nails, 
And water in the nursery pails; 
And Tom said, "Let us also take 
An apple and a slice of cake;"— 
Which was enough for Tom and me 
To go a-sailing on, till tea. 

 

We sailed along for days and days, 
And had the very best of plays; 
But Tom fell out and hurt his knee, 
So there was no one left but me 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Swing  
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

How do you like to go up in a swing, 
Up in the air so blue? 
Oh, I do think it the pleasantest thing 
Ever a child can do! 

 

Up in the air and over the wall, 
Till I can see so wide, 
River and trees and cattle and all 
Over the countryside-- 

 

Till I look down on the garden green, 
Down on the roof so brown-- 
Up in the air I go flying again, 
Up in the air and down! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



My Ship and I  
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

O it's I that am the captain of a tidy little ship, 
Of a ship that goes a sailing on the pond; 
And my ship it keeps a-turning all around and all about; 
But when I'm a little older, I shall find the secret out 
How to send my vessel sailing on beyond. 

 

For I mean to grow a little as the dolly at the helm, 
And the dolly I intend to come alive; 
And with him beside to help me, it's a-sailing I shall go, 
It's a-sailing on the water, when the jolly breezes blow 
And the vessel goes a dive-dive-dive. 

 

O it's then you'll see me sailing through the rushes and the reeds, 
And you'll hear the water singing at the prow; 
For beside the dolly sailor, I'm to voyage and explore, 
To land upon the island where no dolly was before, 
And to fire the penny cannon in the bow. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Farewell to the Farm  

by Robert Louis Stevenson 

The coach is at the door at last; 
The eager children, mounting fast 
And kissing hands, in chorus sing: 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

 

To house and garden, field and lawn, 
The meadow-gates we swang upon, 
To pump and stable, tree and swing, 

Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

 

And fare you well for evermore, 
O ladder at the hayloft door, 
O hayloft where the cobwebs cling, 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

 

Crack goes the whip, and off we go; 
The trees and houses smaller grow; 
Last, round the woody turn we sing: 
Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

 

 

 

 



Autumn Fires  
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

In the other gardens 
And all up the vale, 
From the autumn bonfires 
See the smoke trail! 

 

Pleasant summer over 
And all the summer flowers, 
The red fire blazes, 
The grey smoke towers. 

 

Sing a song of seasons! 
Something bright in all! 
Flowers in the summer, 
Fires in the fall! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Picture-Books in Winter  
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

Summer fading, winter comes-- 
Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs, 
Window robins, winter rooks, 
And the picture story-books. 

 

Water now is turned to stone 
Nurse and I can walk upon; 
Still we find the flowing brooks 
In the picture story-books. 

 

All the pretty things put by, 
Wait upon the children's eye, 
Sheep and shepherds, trees and crooks, 
In the picture story-books. 

 

We may see how all things are 
Seas and cities, near and far, 
And the flying fairies' looks, 
In the picture story-books. 

 

How am I to sing your praise, 
Happy chimney-corner days, 
Sitting safe in nursery nooks, 
Reading picture story-books? 

 



Keepsake Mill  
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

Over the borders, a sin without pardon, 
Breaking the branches and crawling below, 
Out through the breach in the wall of the garden, 
Down by the banks of the river we go. 

Here is a mill with the humming of thunder, 
Here is the weir with the wonder of foam, 
Here is the sluice with the race running under-- 
Marvellous places, though handy to home! 

Sounds of the village grow stiller and stiller, 
Stiller the note of the birds on the hill; 
Dusty and dim are the eyes of the miller, 
Deaf are his ears with the moil of the mill. 

Years may go by, and the wheel in the river 
Wheel as it wheels for us, children, to-day, 
Wheel and keep roaring and foaming for ever 
Long after all of the boys are away. 

Home for the Indies and home from the ocean, 
Heroes and soldiers we all will come home; 
Still we shall find the old mill wheel in motion, 
Turning and churning that river to foam. 

You with the bean that I gave when we quarrelled, 
I with your marble of Saturday last, 
Honoured and old and all gaily apparelled, 
Here we shall meet and remember the past. 

 

 



The Hayloft  
by Robert Louis Stevenson 

Through all the pleasant meadow-side 
The grass grew shoulder-high, 
Till the shining scythes went far and wide 
And cut it down to dry. 

 

Those green and sweetly smelling crops 
They led the waggons home; 
And they piled them here in mountain tops 
For mountaineers to roam. 

 

Here is Mount Clear, Mount Rusty-Nail, 
Mount Eagle and Mount High;-- 
The mice that in these mountains dwell, 
No happier are than I! 

 

Oh, what a joy to clamber there, 
Oh, what a place for play, 
With the sweet, the dim, the dusty air, 
The happy hills of hay! 

 

 

 

 

 



The Land of Nod  

by Robert Louis Stevenson 

From breakfast on through all the day 
At home among my friends I stay, 
But every night I go abroad 
Afar into the land of Nod. 

 

All by myself I have to go, 
With none to tell me what to do -- 
All alone beside the streams 
And up the mountain-sides of dreams. 

 

The strangest things are there for me, 
Both things to eat and things to see, 
And many frightening sights abroad 
Till morning in the land of Nod. 

 

Try as I like to find the way, 
I never can get back by day, 
Nor can remember plain and clear 
The curious music that I hear. 

 

 

 

 

 



To My Name-Child  

by Robert Louis Stevenson 
 

1 

Some day soon this rhyming volume, if you learn with proper speed, 
Little Louis Sanchez, will be given you to read. 
Then you shall discover, that your name was printed down 
By the English printers, long before, in London town. 

In the great and busy city where the East and West are met, 
All the little letters did the English printer set; 
While you thought of nothing, and were still too young to play, 
Foreign people thought of you in places far away. 

Ay, and when you slept, a baby, over all the English lands 
Other little children took the volume in their hands; 
Other children questioned, in their homes across the seas: 
Who was little Louis, won't you tell us, mother, please? 

2 

Now that you have spelt your lesson, lay it down and go and play, 
Seeking shells and seaweed on the sands of Monterey, 
Watching all the mighty whalebones, lying buried by the breeze, 
Tiny sandpipers, and the huge Pacific seas. 

And remember in your playing, as the sea-fog rolls to you, 
Long ere you could read it, how I told you what to do; 
And that while you thought of no one, nearly half the world away 
Some one thought of Louis on the beach of Monterey! 

 

 



My Kingdom  

by Robert Louis Stevenson 

Down by a shining water well 
I found a very little dell, 
No higher than my head. 
The heather and the gorse about 
In summer bloom were coming out, 
Some yellow and some red. 

I called the little pool a sea; 
The little hills were big to me; 
For I am very small. 
I made a boat, I made a town, 
I searched the caverns up and down, 
And named them one and all. 

And all about was mine, I said, 
The little sparrows overhead, 
The little minnows too. 
This was the world and I was king; 
For me the bees came by to sing, 
For me the swallows flew. 

I played there were no deeper seas, 
Nor any wider plains than these, 
Nor other kings than me. 
At last I heard my mother call 
Out from the house at evenfall, 
To call me home to tea. 

 

 



And I must rise and leave my dell, 
And leave my dimpled water well, 
And leave my heather blooms. 
Alas! and as my home I neared, 
How very big my nurse appeared. 
How great and cool the rooms! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Escape at Bedtime  

by Robert Louis Stevenson 

The lights from the parlour and kitchen shone out 
Through the blinds and the windows and bars; 
And high overhead and all moving about, 
There were thousands of millions of stars. 
There ne'er were such thousands of leaves on a tree, 
Nor of people in church or the Park, 
As the crowds of the stars that looked down upon me, 
And that glittered and winked in the dark. 

 

The Dog, and the Plough, and the Hunter, and all, 
And the star of the sailor, and Mars, 
These shown in the sky, and the pail by the wall 
Would be half full of water and stars. 
They saw me at last, and they chased me with cries, 
And they soon had me packed into bed; 
But the glory kept shining and bright in my eyes, 
And the stars going round in my head. 

 


