To the Poets of the Millennium

A szdzadvéq koltoihez

The red sunset, like meat that decomposes,
is overrun by star-maggots - one tries

to chop the moonlight into onion-fries,

but still the rotting smell sticks in our noses.

Translated by Peter Zollman

From Selected Poems by Istvan Baka

- Previous
page&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbsp&nbspNext page

-


https://bakaistvan.hu/muvek-works/selected-poems/to-the-poets-of-the-millennium/
https://bakaistvan.hu/muvek-works/baka-istvan-muvei-versek/a-szazadveg-koltoihez/
https://bakaistvan.hu/muvek-works/selected-poems/
https://bakaistvan.hu/muvek-works/selected-poems/pehotnijs-resurrection/
https://bakaistvan.hu/muvek-works/selected-poems/pehotnijs-resurrection/
https://bakaistvan.hu/muvek-works/selected-poems/pehotnijs-resurrection/
https://bakaistvan.hu/muvek-works/selected-poems/the-shoot/
https://bakaistvan.hu/muvek-works/selected-poems/the-shoot/

