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A Good Play
by Rober‘+ I_OUiS S+evenson

We built a ship upon the stairs
All made of the back-bedroom chairs,
And filled it full of soft Pi"ows

To 9o o—soi|ing on the billows.

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

We Sdiled c|on9 'FOI" doys ond doys,

Ancl I’]Od H‘Ie very bes+ OF PlOyS:
BU+ Tom fe“ OU+ cnd |'1ur‘+ |’1IS |<nee,

SO Jrhere wdas no one |e1ﬂr bqu me



The Swing
by Rober‘+ I_OUiS S+evenson

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 dol

UP in the air and over the wall,
Till T can see so wide,
River and trees and catle and dll

Over the counJrryside——

Till T 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 |
by Rober‘+ I_OUiS S‘I‘evenson

O it's I that am the cclpjrcin of a +idy little ship,

Of a ship that goes a soi|in9 on the Pond:
And my shiP it keeps c-+ur‘nin9 all around and all about:
But when I'm a litHle older, I shall find the secret out

How to send my vessel soi|in9 on beyoncl.

For T mean to grow a litle as the doly t the helm.
And the dolly 1 infend fo come dlive:

And with him beside to help me, s a=saiing I shall go,
I¥'s a-saling on the water. when the jolly breezes blow

And the vessel qoes a dive—dive-dive.

O ifs then you'l see me sailing Hhrough the rushes and the resds.
And youl hear the water singing at the prow:

For beside the dolly sailor, Im fo 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 af last:
The eager children, mounting fast
And kissing hands, in chorus sing:
Good-bye, good-bye. fo everything!

TO house Clnd 9orden, ﬂe|d Cll"ld |own,
The meoclow—90+es we swong UPOI’L

TO Pump Clnd s+ob|e, +r‘ee OI"Id SWiI"Ig,

Good—bye‘ 9ood—bye‘ 'I'O everwaingl

And {cre )/OU we|| 'FOF‘ evermore,

O lodder at the hayloft door,

O hGleﬂ' wher‘e H"le cobwebs c|ing,
Good—bye‘ good—bye‘ 'I'O every+hin9!

Crack qoes the whip. and off we go:
The trees and houses smaler grow:
Last. round the woody furn we sing;
Good-bye, good-bye, fo everything|



Autumn Fires
by Rober‘+ I_OUiS S+evenson

Il"l Jrhe oJrher 9ordens
And CI” UP H’Ie vo|e,

From H1e ou+umn bonﬂres

See the smoke traill

P|ec|son+ summer over
Ancl 0” 'H'16 summer ﬂOWGPS,

The red Fir‘e b|c|zes,

The 9rey smol(e +OWGPS.

Sing a song of seasons!
SomeHﬁing br‘lgH‘ in dll!

F|owers in +he summer,

Fires in the fdll!



Picture-Books in Winter
by Rober‘+ I_OUiS S‘I‘evenson

Summer Foding, winfer comes—-
Fros+y mor‘nings, +in9|ing thumbs,

Window robins, winter rooks,

And the Pichure eror‘y—books.

Wo+er now Is +urnec| +O erone
Nurse ond I can WG”( UPOF\;

Still we find the ﬂowing brooks
In the picjrure erory—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 Jrhings are
Seas and cities, near and far,

And the ﬂying fairies’ looks,
In the pic+ure s+ory—boo|<s.

How am [ to sing your Proise,
Hoppy chimney—corner doys‘
SiH‘ing safe in nursery nooks,

Reading Pichure erory—books?



Keepsoke Mill
by Rober+ I_OUiS S+evenson

Over the borders, a sin without Pordon,
Breoking the branches and cr‘owling below,

Out erough the breach in the wall of the 9orden,
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--

MGPVG”OUS PlGCGS, H’10u9|’1 hcndy +0 home!

Sounds of the vi||09e grow stiller and stiller.
Stiller the note of the birds on the hill;

Duery and dim are the eyes of the miller,
Deaf are his ears with the moil of the mill.

Years may go by. and the whesl in the river
Wheel as it wheels for us, chidren fo-day.
Wheel and kesp roaring and foaming for ever
Long after ll of the boys are away.

Home for the Indies and home from the ocean,
Heroes and soldiers we all will come home;

SHill we shall find the old mill wheel in motion,

Turning and chur‘ning that river to foam.

YOU WIHT Hwe bean H’]G'I' I gove when we qyor‘re”ed,
I WI'H’1 yOUP mcrb|e 0{: SG{'UI“dG)I |GS+,
Honoured ond Old cnd O" gCIIly cppcre||ed,

Here we S|’]O” mee+ ond remember +I’1€ POS+.



The Hayloft
by RObeP+ I_OUiS S+evenson

Through O” Jrhe Plecson+ mectdow—side
The 9[‘055 9rew sl‘\ou|der—hi9h‘

Till the shining scy+hes went far and wide
And cut it down to dry

Those green and sweeHy sme||ing crops
They led the waggons home:
And Hwey Pi|ed them here in mountain +ops

For mountaineers o roam.

Here is Mount Clear, Mount Rus+y—Nci|,
Mount E09|e and Mount High;——
The mice that in these mountains dwell,

No hoppier are than !

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 Rober‘+ I_OUiS S+evenson

From breokfos+ on +|'1r‘ou9|'1 Cl” Hwe dOy
A+ home omong my ﬂ‘iends I S+G>I‘

But every ni9|'1+ [ 9o abroad
Afar info the land of Nod.

All by myseht [ have to %.
With none to fell me what to do —-

A” c||one beside +he s+r‘ec|ms

And up the mountain-sides of dreams.

The s+ron9es+ Hwings are there for me,
Both Jr|'1in<:.]s to eat and HﬁingS fo see.

And many ﬁ‘igH‘ening sigH‘s abroad
Till morning in the land of Nod.

Try as [ like to find the way,
[ never can geJr back by dcy‘
Nor can remember p|oin and clear

The curious music that I hear.



To My Name-Child
by Rober‘+ I_OUiS S+evenson

Some doy soon this rhyming volume, if you learn with proper speed,
Litle Louis Sanchez, will be given you to read.
Then you shall discover, that your name was Prin+ed down

By the En9|is|'1 Pr‘ini‘ers‘ |on9 before, in London fown.

In fhe great and busy city where the East and West are met.
Al the litle letters did the English prinfer sef:

While you thought of nothing. and were stil oo young fo play.
Foreiqn pesple thought of you in places far away.

Ay‘ and when you s|ep+‘ a bqby‘ over all the Eng|is|’1 lands
Other little children took the volume in their hands:
Other children clgesjrioned, in their homes across the seas:

WhO was ||‘H'|e I_OUiS, won'+ )/OU +e|| us, moH"ner, P|eose?
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 )/OUI" P|c1yin9, as H"Ie sec-fog I"O”S +O )/OU,
Long ere )IOU COUld reod I+ hOW I +0|d you W|"IQ+ +0 dOZ

Anc] H10+ w|'1||e you HTOUS}'I'I' OF no one, near‘|y hGl'F H1e WOI"ld GWG)’
Some one H"IOUﬁl’TI’ O'F I_OUiS on 'H’16 |:>eoc|’1 O‘F Monjrerey!



My Kingdom
by Rober‘+ I_OUiS S‘I‘evenson

Down by a shining water well

[ found a very liHle dell,
No higher than my head.
The heather and the gorse about

In summer b|oom were coming OU+‘

Some ye”ow ond some red.

I called the litle podl a sec:
The litle hills were big to me:
For I am very small

I made a boat, I made a fown.

I secr‘chec] Hwe caverns UP ond down,

And named them one and dll.

And all about was mine, [ said,
The litle sparrows overhead,

The little minnows too.

This was the world and I was king;
For me the bees came by to sing,

FOI“ me Jrhe SWG”OWS ﬂew.

| p|oyed there were no deeper seas,
Nor any wider P|oins than these,
Nor other kings than me.

A+ |OS+ I heor‘c] my mo+her CO“
OU+ From 'H’16 |’10USG O+ evenfo”,

TO CG” me home +0 +eO.



And I must rise and leave my el
And leave my dimpled water well
And leave my heather blooms
Alas! and s my home I neared.
How very big my nurss appeared.

HOW 9r‘ec|+ ond COOl Hwe rooms!



Escope at Bedtime
by Rober+ I_OUiS S+evenson

The lights from the parlour and kifchen shone out
Through the blinds and the windows and bars:

And high overhead and dll moving about,

There were thousands of millions of stars.

There ne'er were such thousands of leaves on a fres,

NOF‘ O'F Peop|e in CI’IUF‘C"’I or Hwe PCII"I(,
AS 'H’16 CPOWdS O'F 'H’16 S'I'OPS 'H’10+ |oo|<ed down UPOF\ me,

And that 9|iH‘ered and winked in the dark.

The Dog, and the Plough. and the Hunter. and dll,
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 info bed;

But the glory kept shining and bright in my eyes,
And the stars going round in my head



