
There was a man who mastered Art of the word,
Who filled the souls with feeling of the beauty.
He proves us many times that Homeland is much better than Abroad,
He also proves that everybody has his own duty.

He shows us that we can't see with our own eyes,
Something, what is hidden deeply in the abyss of the mind.
He says that for mistakes we'll pay the biggest price.
His shows us that much of us are blind...

What major trace did he leave 
In the one of the greatest Stories?
How did he deserve his really immortal glory?	

And Autumn came,
The pouring rain
Began again,
Like tears from sky,
It seems to cry...
But why?

For about century his poems have been everywhere well-know,
He is respected by many the judges of Art.
His talent by a lot of people nowadays is honored.
And he became of our endless Heritage an important part...


