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Windy Nights

Whenever the moon and stars are set,
Whenever the wind is high,

All night long in the dark and wet,
A man goes riding by.

Late in the night when the fires are out,
Why does he gallop and gallop about?

Whenever the trees are crying aloud,
And ships are tossed at sea,
By, on the highway, low and loud,
By at the gallop goes he.
By at the gallop he goes, and then
By he comes back at the gallop again.



Windy Nights




Late in the night when the fires are out,




By, on the highway, low and loud,




Where Do Boats Go?

Dark brown is the river,
Golden is the sand.

It flows along for ever,
With trees on either hand.

Green leaves a-floating,
Castles of the foam,

Boats of mine a-boating—
Where will all come home?

On goes the river
And out past the mill,
Away down the valley,
Away down the hill.

Away down the river,

A hundred miles or more,
Other little children

Shall bring my boats ashore.




Where Do Boats Go?




Green leaves a-floating,




On goes the river




Away down the river,




The friendly cow all red and white,

I love with all my heart:

She gives me cream with all her might,
To eat with apple-tart.

She wanders lowing here and there,
And yet she cannot stray,

All in the pleasant open air,

The pleasant light of day.

And blown by all the winds that pass
And wet with all the showers,
She walks among the meadow grass
And eats the meadow flowers.






She wanders lowing here and there,




And blown by all the winds that pass




Foreign Lands
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Up into the cherry tree
Who should climb but little me?
I held the trunk with both my hands
And looked abroad on foreign lands.

I saw the next door garden lig,
Adorned with flowers, before my eye,
And many pleasant places more

That I had never seen before.



I saw the dimpling river pass

And be the sky's blue looking-glass;
The dusty roads go up and down
With people tramping into town.

If I could find a higher tree
Farther and farther I should see,
To where the grown-up river slips
Into the sea among the ships.

To where the roads on either hand
Lead onward into fairy land,

Where all the children dine at five,
And all the playthings come alive.
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Foreign Lands




I saw the next door garden lie,




I saw the dimpling river pass

And be the sky's blue looking-glass;




If I could find a higher tree




To where the roads on either hand




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 fleets

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,
And sees before him, dale and plain
The pleasant Land of Counterpane.




The Land of Counterpane




And sometimes for an hour or so




And sometimes sent my ships in fleets




I was the giant great and still




The moon has a face like the clock in the hall;
She shines on thieves on the garden wall,

On streets and fields and harbor quays,

And birdies asleep in the forks of the trees.

The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse,
The howling dog by the door of the house,
The bat that lies in bed at noon,

All love to be out by the light of the moon.

But all of the things that belong to the day
Cuddle to sleep to be out of her way;

And flowers and children close their eyes
Till up in the morning the sun shall rise.




The Moon




The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse,




But all of the things that belong to the day




The Swing

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,

Rivers 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!




The Swing




Up in the air and over the wall,




Till I look down on the garden green,




