I keep Esenin in my heart.
He is our Russian poet. He is our Russian love.
It is never late
To say that he was great and smart.
His poems were kind,
His dreams were ambitious.
And I must say
This fact is very suspicious.
Why do I think so?
Why do I think this way?
I tis really a lovely story
About Esenin’s love and dreams.
His heart was opened to Russia.
His heart was full of love.
I remember Esenin as a young man.
Who thinks about his future day.
It is never late to read his poems.
It is always time to learn his words.
It is sometimes hard to think
That he was so young…
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