    Memories about Sergei Yesenin
On the day of autumn in September,

When it is not cold as in November,

Russia celebrates Esenin’s day,

it can be said it’s a Memoirsday.

Yesenin was a poet night and day.
Not God, not a king, not a president

He went away from life so early,

His words were stil alive and burly.
He wrote poems with great pleasure,

So they are for us real treasure.
In his poems we hear his love to the world,
Love to the homeland is in every word.

He got tired ... sometimes scold himself:

What he suffered, beared the pain,
But this weakness is just for moment,

because he wrote for future day again and again.
And the people are always glad

To hear his poems every day,

But we’ll remember him again and again

And trills of nature bell don’t go away.
Remember this day -  the 21st of September –
It is a special day of the calendar ...
Russia celebrates Esenin’s Day, it is a great  date- 

It is Esenin’s birthday!

