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[Time, keep your ear keen] by Dimitri Psurtsev (translated by Philip
Metres)

Time, keep your ear keen:

both the knife and the moon are honed.
Beneath the vaults of the metro’s eternal city
our barbaric carts creak and groan.

Life pulses in the plexus of sunny days,

in golden temples, in the palate’s vaults.

But a ghost leers over the hole of city squares:
1 am your alpha and your amoeba.

All things complex turn to a simple mess,
while simplicity has such difficulty shining
that the heart hesitates before it

in momentary, hidden wanderings.

The barbarian kingdom will last. Or not.
The theater of outer darkness witnesses
where, Russia, in winter, is snowless,
dancing to the rattle of the planet’s castanets.
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T'1, Bpems, nepxu CBOE yXO B-OCTPO:
Harouen n HOXUK U pexuK,

IToxn cBOmamu BewHOrO rpaza METPO

Cxpur BapBapCKUX HAMIUX TEJIEKEK.

Kusnur 6nércsa B crreTeHMy COJIHEUHBIX THEMH,
B Bucke sosnoroMm, B cBOmax HEGA.

Ho npuspax BucHuT Ha, IbIPOH ILUIOIIAIEH:
Bawm anbda a3 ecmp n améba.

Brixomur Bcé cimoxHOE HOKOM ITPOCTHIM.
IIpocroe x cuser Tax TpymHO,

Yro cepjiLie MOMEIUBACT IIEPE T, HUM

B CKHUTAaHbIX MI'HOBCHHBIX, ITOJCITYIHbIX.

W BapBapos napcTBO NPOJJIATCS UIIb HET,
Y 3HAeT TeaTp KPOMEIIHBIH,

r,ILC IJIAIIET 1101, CTyK MI/IpOBBIX KaCTaHBET
Poccusa sumoro 6eccuexnon.



