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The Land of Nod

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 these 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.

XVIII




About this edition

Text: Project Gutenberg #136

Source URL: https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/136

Coverage: Complete individual poem extracted from parent edition a-childs-garden-of-verses at bytes 11991-12655; checksum 413e6c7045d9e8985d59477e178c5267224e016c7f93848f0c386b866a0eb386.

Public domain basis: Public-domain English poems by Robert Louis Stevenson (1885).

This text is in the public domain. This EPUB was prepared by the Classics Reference Library from the source named above; chapter divisions follow the library's online reader.


OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  Contents


  
      		Title page


      		The Land of Nod


      		About this edition


  




  Landmarks


  
    		Title page


    		Start of text


  





