Robert Louis Stevenson
WHERE GO THE BOATS?

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.

Po6ept Jlync CtuBeHcoH

KYJA YIUIBIBAET YEJIHOK?

Pexa ¢ Bomoii rycroto,
Ilecok B Hel - kKak 3Be3/1a.
JlepeBbs Haz1 BOJIOIO,
Boga 0exur Bcerza.

Tam cMOTPST B JTUCThSI BOJIHBI,
W3 neHsl 3aMKH TaM,

Mou 1uIBIBYT TaM 4€EIIHBI

K 6e3BecTHBIM Oeperam.

Bbexxut Boja B TeUcHBH,
Yok MenbpHUIA — BIIAJH,
JloIWHBI B OTHAJICHBH,

XOJIMBI B TYMaH YIIUJIH.

Menbkaer 3610b, KaK CETH,
Cto BepcT OEKUT OTOK.
A Tam npyrue aeTh

Moii IpUIOTAT YETHOK.




