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[In the cloister—where tourists] by Dimitri Psurtsev (translated by Philip
Metres)

In the cloister—where tourists

Scurry everywhere like ghosts,

Among the bearded archbishops

The president stands like a choirmaster
In the front of a photo in the lobby—
There is no quiet and no peace.

In another monastery where there’s no temple
Only its brick vestige remains,

Like the carcass of a stove

With a homeless pipe; where only one
Green-eyed, white-breasted

And red-faced, Masha cat

Has it good, and in her zeal

Clings to the rusty iron

Above the wing porch, and rubs

Herself on the roof’s erect seam;

In this municipal monastery,
Where wandering artists

Set up shop in Masha's dominions;
Where a private showing’s ripe

For the city’s jubilee, or perhaps

As an exhibition of the best works
For the regional children's hospital—
Here, peace and quiet reign

And clouds float, eternal,

Gold as cupola domes.

ek

B oburesnu, rae sxckypcaHTbL
CHy1loT, KaK IPU3PAKH, TIOBCIOIY
W npesunent cpenu 6panarsix
APXMENUCKOIOB KaK PEreHT

Ha ¢ororpaduu B nepenuen, —
Her tummee! u HeT mokos.

B monacteipe X, rue HeTy xpama,

A TOJIBKO €CTh €ro pyuHa
Kuprnununas, kax ocToB meuku

C tpybomn Ge3moMHOM; Ie OJHA JIHIIE,
3esteHoruasa, beyorpyna
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N prrkesmna, xomka Marmna
ZKusér-ne Tyxur u B pageHbu
[IpuibHYBIIH K p>XaBOMY XeJIe3y

Han ¢pomuresibHbIM KPBUIBLIOM, JIACKAET
Cebs1 0 OB CTOSYUI KPOBJIM;

B MonacTeipe MyHUIIUITAIBHOM,

I'ne ects Gpogsumx Macrepckue

Xy IOXHHUKOB B BJIaIeHbAX Mary;
I'me BepHHCaX OUTH CO3peE

Mt roponckoro robues

W jryumnx BeicTaBka pabor

Jts merckon obnacTHOM GOJILHALIBL, —
Bor 3necs mokon u TummHa,

N xymosamu obiraxa

IIne1ByT, HaBEXH 30JI0THIE.



