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58 minutes ago PAVOL JANIK

Pavol Janik s-a ndscut in 1956 la Bratislava, unde a studiat dramaturgia si scenariul de film si de televiziune la
Facultatea de Teatru a Academiei de Arte Plastice (VSMU). A lucrat la Ministerul Culturii (1983-1987), in mass-
media si in publicitate. Secretar al Societatii Scriitorilor Slovaci (1998-2003, 2007-2013), Presedinte al Societatii
Scriitorilor Slovaci (2003-2007), Redactor sef al saptamanalului SWS Literarny tyzdennik (2010-2013), Membru
Onorific al Uniunii Scriitorilor din Cehia (din 2000), membru al Comitetului de redactie al saptdmanalului UCW
(din 2004), membru al Clubului Scriitorilor Internationali (din 2004), membru al Poetas del Mundo (din 2015) ,
Membru al Societitii Mondiale a Poetilor (din 2016), director al Fundatiei internationale Writers Capital pentru
Slovacia si Republica Ceha (incepand din 2016), reprezentant sef al Uniunii Scriitorilor Natiunilor Unite in
Republica Slovaca (din 2016).

A primit numeroase premii pentru activitatea literara si publicistica atat in propria tara, cat si in strainatate.

Remarcabile colectii de poezii: Nezarucené spravy, Zrkadlo na konci leta, Do videnia v plodnom ¢isle, Hurd,
hori !, ( Hurray, It's Burning!), Niekto ako boh (1998), Bud’ véna tvoja (Frecventa partilor tale, 2002). Colectii
de aforisme: Dobrd zrada nad zlato, Satanovisko (Satan's Place, 1999), Pes hora bez - 101 psin (O tartacuta
topless - 101 Larks, 2000), Spinavé ¢istky Purges, 2002). Lucriari dramatice: Tuctovd komédia (cu sotia lui,
Olga), 1986), Sttkromnyj striptiz (1993), Maturitny oblek, Nezna klauniada (A Tender Farce, 2004).

NEW YORK

Din oglinda culcata

a golfului linistit,

sagetile unui oras numai unghiuri
strapung cerul instelat.

In marea ldmpilor aprinse,

barci vioaie iubitoare de flirt
tremura-n chip minunat
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pe rochia ta de seara
cu motive-n relief.

Devenim brusc de negasit,

pierdute ace-n labirintul

foliilor lucitoare.

Unele lucruri le luam in cheie personala —
limuzine decapotabile,

veverite naparlite in Central Park,
trupul de metal al libertatii moarte.

In New York e-ntuneric mai tot timpul.
Dar bezna stralucitoare se lumineaza.
Luciul flamboaiant al megalopolisului
scrie mesajul lui Einstein

despre viteza luminii,

in fiecare seara, pe suprafata
scanteietoare a apei.

Si iarasi, cand se-apropie amurgul,
ecranul argintiu al cerului newyorkez
revarsa-n trombe sange hollywoodian.
Pana unde se-ntinde imperiul de sticla si marmura?
Si ce tintd oare si-au ales

rachetele suple-ale zgarie-norilor?
Dumnezeu isi cumpara un hot-dog

la capatul unei strazi

cu saizeci de magazine.

Dumnezeu e-un negru

indragostit de cenusiul

betonului. El a iscat soarele

intr-o cutie de carton,

din cel mai nou soi de sclav.

UIMIRE

Intind apa
in care te-ai oglindit.
Scot un tipat,

https://patria-poetilor.blogspot.com/2019/11/pavol-janik.htmlI?fbclid=lwAR3qwYyOLaOsWQIDD483XKPrnvoilU_wnMFHRXxt-_iulDdx_IJOgecbyHev8

2/7



13.11. 2019

ca nu cumva
sa se reverse.

Prin rasuflarea mea

iti vorbesc,

pana ce stralucesti

de-atata gheata,

ca-n rafale

puternice de aer.

Tremuri intruna

sub amortita pojghita,

scaperi o clipa afund,

Incat vad cum rasare o noua zi,
aprinsa numai din tine.

KOSOVO

Un Goethe de hartie

arzand in flacari

se roaga-n sarbeste

pentru patru sute

de copii morti

In ochiul de piatri-al lui Schiller
luceste-o lacrima de mercur.
Tiganii au un bocet

pentru o mica nimfa de-a lor

de pe fundul Marii Adriatice.
Sangele

e colorat in irezistibilul

vinetiu al inserdrii,

din care cad scanteieri si lumini,
ploi iuti de mai,

sa hraneasca pamantul ranit.

(traducerea: Stmona-Grazia Dima)
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MAI CUMINTE DECAT MOARTEA TA
(pentru Miroslav Valek)

Radacinile cresc in pamant ca niste sicrie,

cantareti de opera

sunete-pictate galgaitoare pe scena,

furtuna care duce valurile pana la tarmul unei balti.

Totul in primul moment
de uitare de la descoperirirea Americii.

In abisul sufletelor
toata lumea isi repara propriul Titanic.

Cerul de noapte se varsa pe pamant
ca o zapada scanteietoare.

Si moartea ramane cu noi

tacutd ca un repros.

(traducerea:1.P.Iacob)

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
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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 New 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 born from himself
in a paper box
from the newest sort of slave.

THE THEATER OF LIFE

Life which means only the theater --
such life we always wish to play.

If just now you've got a funny thought
change into your clown’s suit.
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Life sways with us like a pendulum --
it runs from mud into a puddle.

It never is as it used to be

is a truth well-tried from age to age.

Time is like a glass filled to the brim
again and again it runs over.

It ourselves that step on our heels

and we wish to find the person inside us.

There are patches on curtain and the soul...
At the end death gives checkmate.
Yet it’s still worth playing the game,

you should be glad that at least you've existed.

Life has found a mirror on the stage --
it comes alive in it every night.

if something has lured into the theater
let’s move into ancient times.

Settle into your empty seat,

learn life by heart.

If you yawn during life

then ask for your entrance fee back.

PEDESTRIAN WITH ABSOLUTE RIGHT OF WAY

Live life

without a car.

Be slower than a trolley bus.

Be tired.

Be late.

Be unable to get out of the city.
Be unable to arrive at yourself.
Be a pedestrian.

Entire and without impediments.

To subvert the rules
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regardless of anything.

(traducere din slovaca: James Sutherland - Smith)
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