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 He was a Russian man,
And Russia lives in his poems.
Her endless gold fields,
Scented meadows,
The magic shady woods,
The murmuring brooks,
Her mighty rivers,
The ponds pure,
The   slender birch,
Flowering garden.
He was born in the village.
And Russian nature since childhood he loved,
He loved huts village,
The peasant child,
Sever Russian winter,
Winter games of peasant children,
Russian song and folk feasts.
You told the world 
About white birches under your window,
Which was covered with snow as silver ,
About sad cranes which flew over the gold grove,
The enchanted forest sleeping under a fairy tale winter dream .
You told the world about you … 



