We’ll remember Esenin’s maple and birch.

A leafless maple and a white birch
Are depicted together.
People in the world
Will know these poems forever.
The most precious of what we possess,
The most beautiful of what we obsess.
Nature is beautiful,
People are kind.
His heart is opened,
His soul is young.
His poetry is dramatic.
But it is very honest.
He rushed past his time
With piercing awaking.
To tell the truth – he is forever,
To be as Pushkin follower.
The time is passing and is changing.
But he remains in our hearts.
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In our dreams and in our hearts!



