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Nothing is forever
That is the proverb.
But it looses its meaning
When we think about Esenin.
He lived in the village.
He wrote about the village.
He loved Russian nature.
He enjoyed Russian people.
His birches inspired us
To love Russian nature.
His poems about love
Inspired us to cry.
The white birch under the window
Was like a young pretty woman.
She was very beautiful
Like slim and calm woman.
Calmness of mornings,
Brightness of days,
Freshness of nights…
These are the things
About which Esenin writes.
His love of Motherland
Is in his words.
And I can say with proud:
“Esenin is our Memory!
This is without Doubt!”

