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Baock lssves

KOSOVO

A burning
Poeiry Books paper Goethe
prays
in Serb
for four hundred dead children

In Schiller's stone eye
gleams a tear of mercury

There's a Gypsy weeping
for a little Romany fairy
at the bottom of the Adriatic

Blood

has an imresistible color

of the bluish dusk of the sky
from which falls

light and glitterings

like a gust of May rain

to fertilize the wounded earth.




FAMILY STUDY

Always when I think of you
dawn breaks above Buenos Aires
and the Atlantic has the inexplicable color of your eyes.

Exotic birds

nest on out TV aerial

until the announcer

has a pearly hairdo

and complete blonde smile.

She claims that eternity has already lasted a whole year.
The weather forecast

announces in her place

a rainbow parrot.

For our wedding route

it wishes us little cloudiness

and success at least as large as the discovery of America
or the record flight of the ostrich from Australia

to the zoological gardens of Europe.

Always when I think of you

dawn breaks above Buenos Aires
and the wind whirls the pamphlets
of all the airlines in the world.

The Atlantic does not admit any other continent.
It's clear as a stone of precious clarity.

Despite its twinkling depth it resembles a question
which posed passionately by your body.

Children search tirelessly for an answer
till now unwritten in books
and cut out colorful pictures from it.

It happens at home
behind whose windows fireworks blaze every evening.

Always when I think of you

dawn breaks above Buenos Aires.

And today, too, the Atlantic is completely upset.
It's completely bashful

as its accustomed only to invisible phenomena.




NEW YORK

In a horizontal mirror

of the straightened bay

the points of an angular city
stabbing directly into the starry sky.

In the glittering sea of lamps
flirtatious flitting boats
tremble marvellously

on your agitated legs
swimming in the lower deck
of a brocade evening dress.

Suddenly we are missing persons
like needles in a labyrinth of tinfoil.

Some things we take personally --
stretch limousines,

moulting squirrels in central Park
and the metal body of dead freedom.

In New York most of all it's getting dark...
The glittering darkness lights up.

The thousand-armed luster of the mega city

writes Einstein's message about the speed of light
every evening on the gleaming surface of the water.
And again before the dusk the silver screen

of the Mew York sky floods

with hectolitres of Hollywood blood.

Where does the empire of glass and marble reach?
Where do the slim rackets of the skyscrapers aim?

God buys a hot dog
at the bottom of a sixty-storey street.

God is a black
and loves the grey color of concrete.

His sun was bom from himself

in a paper box
from the newest sort of slave.

Slovak Poems in English language (translated by James Sutherland Smith}

A poem by Pavol Janik (Slovak Poems)

ASTONISHMENT

I stretch out the water

in which you are reflected.
With a shout to stop

all possible outflows.

I address you by breath

such release of speech.

Until you are glassy with ice before me
as before a draught.

Tirelessly you quiver under the numb surface
and on the bottom for a moment gleam

5o that I glimpse the day,

which will only light up in you.

(translated by James Sutherland Smith}

(More poems Pavol Janik )
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