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PICTURE-BOOKS IN WINTER
Robert Louis Stevenson

Summer fading, winter comes – 

Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs,  

Window robins, winter rocks,  

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?
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The fourth day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree. 

The fifth day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me  

Five gold rings,  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree. 

The sixth day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me  

Six geese a-laying,  

Five gold rings,  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree.

On the first day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me  

A partridge in a pear tree. 

The second day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree. 

The third day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me 

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree.

THE TWELVE DAYS OF  

CHRISTMAS
Traditional



The ninth day of Christmas,  

My true love sent to me  

Nine drummers drumming,  

Eight maids a-milking,  

Seven swans a-swimming,  

Six geese a-laying,  

Five gold rings,  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree. 

The tenth day of Christmas,  

My true love sent to me  

Ten pipers piping,  

Nine drummers drumming,  

Eight maids a-milking,  

Seven swans a-swimming,  

Six geese a-laying,  

Five gold rings,  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree.

The seventh day of Christmas,  

My true love sent to me  

Seven swans a-swimming,  

Six geese a-laying,  

Five gold rings,  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree. 

The eighth day of Christmas, 

My true love sent to me  

Eight maids a-milking,  

Seven swans a-swimming,  

Six geese a-laying,  

Five gold rings,  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree.
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Good King Wenceslas looked out,  

On the Feast of Stephen,  

When the snow lay round about,  

Deep and crisp and even;  

Brightly shone the moon that night, 

Though the frost was cruel,  

When a poor man came in sight, 

Gath’ring winter fuel. 

GOOD KING WENCESLAS
Traditional

‘Hither page, and stand by me,  

If thou knowst it, telling,  

Yonder peasant, who is he?  

Where and what his dwelling?’  

‘Sire, he lives a good league hence, 

Underneath the mountain,  

Right against the forest fence,  

By Saint Agnes’ fountain.’

The eleventh day of Christmas,  

My true love sent to me  

Eleven ladies dancing,  

Ten pipers piping,  

Nine drummers drumming,  

Eight maids a-milking,  

Seven swans a-swimming,  

Six geese a-laying,  

Five gold rings,  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree. 

The twelth day of Christmas,  

My true love sent to me  

Twelve lords a-leaping,  

Eleven ladies dancing,  

Ten pipers piping,  

Nine drummers drumming,  

Eight maids a-milking,  

Seven swans a-swimming,  

Six geese a-laying,  

Five gold rings,  

Four colly birds,  

Three French hens,  

Two turtledoves, and  

A partridge in a pear tree.



‘Bring me flesh and bring me wine, 

Bring me pine logs hither:  

Thou and I will see him dine,  

When we bear them thither.’  

Page and monarch forth they went, 

Forth they went together  

Through the rude wind’s wild lament 

And the bitter weather. 

‘Sire, the night is darker now,  

And the wind blows stronger;  

Fails my heart, I know not how;  

I can go no longer.’  

‘Mark my footsteps, good my page, 

Tread thou in them boldly;  

Thou shalt find the winter’s rage 

Freeze they blood less coldly.’ 

In his master’s steps he trod,  

Where the snow lay dinted;  

Heat was in the very sod  

Which the Saint had printed. 

Therefore, Christian men, be sure, 

Wealth or rank possessing,  

Ye who now will bless the poor,  

Shall yourselves find blessing.
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board and two small pieces. He whittled them with his knife, he rubbed them 

with sandpaper and with the palm of his hand, until when Laura touched them 

they felt soft and smooth as silk. 

Then with his sharp jack-knife he worked at them, cutting the edges of the  

large one into little peaks and towers, with a large star curved on the very 

tallest point. He cut little holes through the wood. He cut the holes in shapes 

of windows, and little stars, and crescent moons, and circles. All around them 

he carved tiny leaves, and flowers, and birds. 

One of the little boards he shaped in a lovely curve, and around its edges he  

carved leaves and flowers and stars, and through it he cut crescent moons and 

curlicues. 

Around the edges of the smallest board he carved a tiny flowering vine. 

He made the tiniest shavings, cutting very slowly and carefully, making 

whatever he thought would be pretty. 

At last he had the pieces finished and one night he fitted them together. 

When this was done, the large piece was a beautifully carved back for a smooth 

little shelf across its middle. The large star was at the very top of it. The curved 

piece supported the shelf underneath, and it was carved beautifully, too. And 

the little vine ran around the edge of the shelf. 

Pa had made this bracket for a Christmas present for Ma. He hung it  

carefully against the log wall between the windows, and Ma stood her little 

china woman on the shelf. 

The little china woman had a china bonnet on her head, and china curls 

hung against her china neck. Her china dress was laced across in front, and she  

wore a pale pink china apron and little gilt china shoes. She was beautiful, 

standing on the shelf with flowers and leaves and birds and moons carved all 

around her, and the large star at the very top. 

Ma was busy all day long, cooking good things for Christmas. She baked salt- 

rising bread and rye’n’Injun bread, and Swedish crackers, and a huge pan of 

baked beans, with salt pork and molasses. She baked vinegar pies and dried-

Christmas was coming. 

The little log house was almost buried in snow. Great drifts were banked 

against the walls and windows, and in the morning when Pa opened the door, 

there was a wall of snow as high as Laura’s head. Pa took the shovel and  

shovelled it away, and then he shovelled a path to the barn, where the horses 

and cows were snug and warm in their stalls. 

The days were clear and bright. Laura and Mary stood on chairs by the 

window and looked out across the glittering snow at the glittering trees. Snow 

was piled all along their bare, dark branches, and it sparkled in the sunshine. 

Icicles hung from the caves of the house to the snow-banks, great icicles as 

large at the top as Laura’s arm. They were like glass and full of sharp lights. 

Pa’s breath hung in the air like smoke, when he came along the path from  

the barn. He breathed it out in clouds and it froze in white frost on his 

moustache and beard. 

When he came in, stamping the snow from his boots, and caught Laura up 

in a bear’s hug against his cold, big coat, his moustache was beaded with little 

drops of melting frost. Every night he was busy, working on a large piece of 

ON THE PRAIRIE
Extract from Little House in the Big Woods  

Laura Ingalls Wilder 
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They were wrapped up in so many coats and mufflers and veils and shawls 

that they looked like big, shapeless bundles. 

When they all came in, the little house was full and running over. Black 

Susan ran out and hid in the barn, but Jack leaped in circles through the snow, 

barking as though he would never stop. Now there were cousins to play with! 

As soon as Aunt Eliza had unwrapped them, Peter and Alice and Ella and 

Laura and Mary began to run and shout. At last Aunt Eliza told them to be 

quiet. Then Alice said: 

‘I’ll tell you what let’s do. Let’s make pictures.’ 

Alice said they must go outdoors to do it, and Ma thought it was too cold for  

Laura to play outdoors. But when she saw how disappointed Laura was, she said 

she might go, after all, for a little while. She put on Laura’s coat and mittens 

and the warm cape with the hood, and wrapped a muffler around her neck, and 

let her go.

apple pies, and filled a big jar with cookies, and she let Laura and Mary lick the  

cake spoon. 

One morning she boiled molasses and sugar together until they made a thick 

syrup, and Pa brought in two pans of clean, white snow from outdoors. Laura 

and Mary each had a pan, and Pa and Ma showed them how to pour the dark 

syrup in little streams on to the snow. 

They made circles, and curlicues, and squiggledy things, and these  

hardened at once and were candy. Laura and Mary might eat one piece each, 

but the rest was saved for Christmas Day. 

All this was done because Aunt Eliza and Uncle Peter and the cousins, Peter 

and Alice and Ella, were coming to spend Christmas. 

The day before Christmas they came. Laura and Mary heard the gay ringing 

of sleigh bells, growing louder every moment, and then the big bobsled came 

out of the woods and drove up to the gate. Aunt Eliza and Uncle Peter and the 

cousins were in it, all covered up, under blankets and robes and buffalo skins.
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Laura had never had so much fun. All morning she played outdoors in the 

snow with Alice and Ella and Peter and Mary, making pictures. The way they 

did it was this: 

Each one by herself climbed up on a stump, and then all at once, holding 

their arms out wide, they fell off the stumps into the soft, deep snow. They fell  

flat on their faces. Then they tried to get up without spoiling the marks they 

made when they fell. If they did it well, there in the snow were five holes, 

shaped almost exactly like four little girls and a boy, arms and legs and all. They 

called these their pictures. 

They played so hard all day that when night came they were too excited to 

sleep. But they must sleep, or Santa Claus would not come. So they hung their 

stockings by the fireplace, and said their prayers, and went to bed – Alice and 

Ella and Mary and Laura all in one big bed on the floor.
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