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We’re thrilled to share with you today an excerpt from the collection Curl (Wakefield 

Press, 2019) by the award-winning poet, novelist, and screenwriter  T.O. Bobe, translated 

from the Romanian by the accomplished Sean Cotter. The central character in Curl is 

Mr. Gică, the world’s greatest barber, and possibly the loneliest. His shop is a world 

populated by opera singers, football players, gladiators, the secret police, fantasies of 

Edith Piaf, four lost hippies, and other ludic figures. We hope you’ll like it as much as 

we did. Check out the book 

 

We’d love to hear from you: find us on twitter  @TranslateMonth, share using 

#NTM2019 and #TranslateMonth2019, join our mailing list, submit a translation month 

event, or like our Facebook page. We hope you’ll join us and celebrate your favorite 

translations throughout September. 

 

—Claudia Serea and Loren Kleinman 

 

http://wakefieldpress.com/bobe_curl.html
http://wakefieldpress.com/bobe_curl.html
http://wakefieldpress.com/bobe_curl.html
http://twitter.com/translatemonth
https://www.facebook.com/nationaltranslationmonth


About the collection: 

 

Trying on a variety of voices and modes like so many work coats,  Curl scissor-snips 

love poems, mock-critical commentaries with footnotes, dreams, diary entries, streams 

of words without punctuation, cultural references, and a number of rebellious hairs off a 

number of necks to sculpt a patchwork portrait of universal loneliness . 

 

 

 

 

MR. GICĂ: OVERVIEW 

 

 

 

 

Mr. Gică is the world’s greatest barber. He is one-point-sixty-two meters tall and weighs fifty-eight 

kilograms. He has given haircuts to the fleetest midfielders and highest-scoring strikers. He has cut 

the hair of the fattest tenors. His barbershop has hosted the longest games of chess. (One, begun 

eighty-three years ago, in the era of Gică the First, has passed from father to son, and he is still 

playing it today.)  

Mr. Gică is the fastest barber in the world. He holds the world record for sculptural hairstyling 

and won three Olympic golds in neck massage. But his specialty is the shave. He can remove any 

beard in one long motion, in waves of ligatures, the way only great artists draw a portrait. It’s his 

signature, and he keeps an example on display in his shop, printed and framed. 

http://wakefieldpress.com/bobe_curl.html


UNDER THE BIG TOP 

 

 

 

 

 

Silence, shouted Mr. Gică. And then the drums began to beat faster and faster and all the lights went 

out, except the spotlight trained on his work coat. 

Silence, shouted Mr. Gică, I will now give a haircut to a man with a single hair, and a knot grew in 

everyone’s throats, their heads tilted back to watch the single erect strand, as he balanced with 

scissors in one hand and comb in the other, as he danced, as he did splits to the front and side, as he 

washed, dried, and curled the single strand of hair. They held their breath because there was only the 

cold tile below, no net, and Mr. Gică was balancing a bottle of aftershave on the tip of his nose, and 

a hairbrush, and a razor.  

He was the world’s greatest barber and anyone could see he was not scared of heights, there was 

silence, absolute silence, all you could hear was his comb sliding down the length of the hair and the 

scissors snip-snip, and at the end, when he removed the cape and brushed him down and when he 

said, There you are, the applause echoed throughout the shop and the client departed with his eyes 

full of tears. 



MR. GICĂ AND CATABIOSIS 

 

 

 

 

I gave a haircut to one person, then another, then another.  

Then I shaved someone 

and then another haircut and a shampoo 

and another haircut and a shave. 

As time passed, I started to give massages. 

The first week in my profession was hard, 

the second even harder.  

The third week, I gave haircuts, shaves, 

and shampoos.  

The fourth week, the same. 

And the fifth.  

I became the world’s greatest barber.  

I cut the hair of one soccer player and then another.  

I massaged the whole neighborhood and the whole country 

and the whole world. 

I dyed eyebrows and matched the moustaches  

and trimmed nose hair. 

I cut the hair of one person then another and another.  



Day after day.  

I trimmed ear hairs, I evened sideburns. 

For what? 

My days are the same 

and my nights are the same 

and all my life is a barbershop 

where I fold an ear over  

to curve around it with my scissors 

and all my life is a mirror 

where I see myself holding a client by the nose to trim his mustache. 

My entire fortune would fit neatly on a bathroom table 

and my love is swept up with the hair. 

For what?  

I gave a haircut to one person then another and another. 

I am the world’s greatest barber. 

And I keep giving haircuts and shaves 

and dusting the neck with talc. 

And I give massages. 

Soon, I’ll die. 

Death doesn’t scare me. I only wonder 

if I will be crushed beneath the mountains of hair 

that will rise on top of me.  

How light all the hair in the world must be 

if a single barber can cut it. 



How much foam does he need 

to moisten all the beards in the world?  

I must die. 

Death doesn’t scare me. Its barbershop does.  

That place where I’ll have to give a haircut to one person 

then another 

then another. 

Death doesn’t scare me.  

But in the beyond, if there’s a beyond, are there soccer players and tenors? 

I gave a haircut to one person then another then another. 

And, when I look in the black of my eye in the black of the mirror, 

I see death in a white work coat 

with a comb coming out of his breast pocket.  

He is one point sixty-two meters tall and weighs fifty-eight kilograms. 

He has all the time in the world, and behind him, 

through the door marked B A R B E R S H O P , 

one person comes in then another then another. 



About the author: 

 

 

 

T. O. Bobe is a prize-winning Romanian poet, novelist, and 

screenwriter living in Bucharest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

About the translator: 

 

 

Sean Cotter has translated many works of Romanian literature, 

including Mircea Cărtărescu’s Blinding (Archipelago Books, 2013) 

and Wheel With a Single Spoke, a selection from Nichita Stănescu 

(Archipelago Books, 2012), winner of the Best Translated Book 

Award for poetry. He is professor of literature and translation studies 

at the University of Texas at Dallas, where he is part of the Center 

for Translation Studies. 
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