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VERSES BY ROBERT LOOTS STEVENSON

The Land of Counterpane
When I was sick and lay a-bed 

I had two pillows at my head,
And all my toys beside me lay 

To keep me happy all the day.
And sometimes for an hour or so

I watched my leaden soldiers go, 
With different uniforms and drills,

Among the bed-clothes, through the 
hills.

And sometimes sent my ships in fleeti 
All up and down among the sheets 

Or brought my trees and houses out, 
And planted cities all about.

I was the giant great and still 
That sits upon the pillow hill,

An sees before him, dale and plain, 
The pleasant land of counterpane.
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Picture Books in Winter

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 crook 
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 n nursery nooks, 
Reading picture story-books.



VERSES BY ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSONc
The Land of Story Books

At evening when the lamp is lit, 
Around the fire my parents sit; 

They sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything.

Now, with my little gun, I crawl 
All in the dark along the wall, 

And follow round the forest track 
Away behind the sofa back.

These are the hills, these are the woods, 
These are my starry solitudes;

And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink.

I see the others far away 
As if in firelit camp they lay,

And I, like to an Indian scout,
Around their party prowled about.

There, in the night, where none can spy, 
All in my hunter’s camp I lie,

And play at books that I have read 
Till it is time to go to bed.

So, when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea,

And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear land of Story-Books.

The Land of Nod
From breakfast on all though 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— 
Ah 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.
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Ten little animals sitting down to dine,One ate too much and then there were nine.
Nine little animals, each with a plate,One went to help the cook and then there were eight.

Eight little animals thinking of Heaven, One ran away and then there were seven.
Seven little animals picking up sticks, One flew away and there were six.

Six little animals looking at a hive,^ ·  One got stung and then there were five.

Five little animals sitting on the floor,One fell through a crack and then there were four.
Four little animals underneath a tree,One climbed up and then there were three.

Three little animals didn’t know what to do, One ran home and then there were two.

Two little animals having lots of fun,One fell in the creek and then there was one.

One little animal eating a big bun,He went to bed and then there were none.
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