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We’re thrilled to share with you today six new poems by the Romanian poet, journalist, and 

editor, Ștefan Manasia beautifully translated by the award-winning poet Clara Burghelea. 

These poems will grab and rattle you, leaving you shaken and wanting more. Enjoy the ride.     

We’d love to hear what you think! Find us on twitter @TranslateMonth, share using 

#TranslationMonth, 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://twitter.com/translatemonth
https://www.facebook.com/nationaltranslationmonth


THE MECHANICAL BULL 

 

If you are tender  

or just a velvety-skinned bitch, 

I don’t care. 

 

If you like poems more exciting than the ruins  

where the ravers spent the night 

or if poetry, much like the spinach  

you had to swallow as a child, makes you sick, 

it’s all the same to me. 

  

If your complexion is elastic and rustling,  

the youngest member of the porn odalisque gang, 

or you are so desperate you no longer  

dye your white roots, 

come, it doesn’t matter to me. 

 

Come, if the wrecks on the city’s outskirts  

made you want apocalypse now 

or if, you, water lily of flesh, prefer to rot 

in the heart-shaped pool  

because well-off life isn’t that easy.  

 

Come if you have recently had an abortion 

and ended up in the hands of a butchery gynecologist  

and come, if the skinny teenage girls with breasts 

that will never bloom, make you, 

just by suddenly looking at them, think of ulcer, 

heart attack, smallpox, mental leprosy.  

 

Come, if you like wandering, more slattern  

than Janice Joplin, through the park and  

Come, if you wobble like a corn stalk, on the heels 

that make your feet bleed when you leave the club.  

 

If you are a Virgo and you like to get more than to give, 

If you are a bookish and exuberant Capricorn, 

If you are a Leo and you cry out of anger at nights because you have not inherited the earth yet, 

If you are a Sagittarius and you hypnotize me with the rays of your diamond brain, 

If you are a Cancer swathed in tenderness like the gushing of a mountain spring, 

If you are a Taurus of sacred sensuality, straightforward like the wind and fire, earth and water 

If you are an Aquarius, listen to La Bohème and often light up innocent souls, 

If you are a Scorpio who sometimes grows a smart cock under her plexus, 

If you are Gemini and ready to lie that you can love all the way to the tomb stone, 

If you are an Aries, passionate and devastating like tornadoes over long forgotten villages, 



If you are a Virgo made of ivy and musk, estrogen and absinthe, 

If you are ready to give me your body and blood like Jesus, madame Pisces, 

 

Come, 

come at once: 

I am the Mechanical Bull. 

I am waiting for you.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MARCH 20th. PUSSY RIOT HOMAGE 

 

How sad Angela Merkel  

is no Sigourney Weaver,  

not even today 

when the astronomical spring 

scents daffodils 

and the old queen bees 

reactivates their ovaries.  

  



THE HOUSE WITH AUTOMATED LIGHTS 

 

I have looked  

in vain for this poem. 

I haven’t written it  

in any notebook. 

Even if I always pass 

the orchard, 

its abandoned trees, 

the long chairs and the toys 

seasons lazily crawl on. 

As if they had had kids 

and some evil epidemic had sucked  

on their core and they all survived 

to this day in the absence of meaning.  

Light flickers at windows 

where I never see a soul. 

Two Alsatian shepherds  

march the garden, the yard, 

frightened and embittered 

that no biolinguist 

has yet deciphered their language.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



IN THE SNOW AMONG THE GARAGES 

 

In the dirty snow 

among the garages 

we walk  

before 

darkfall. 

Twigs 

and reddish garbage 

under the already lit 

lamp posts. 

The big bad wolf 

hasn’t caught the piggies, 

you remind me,  

pulling my arm 

with your plump little hand 

towards  

what is meant to be 

H/O/M/E.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE SCHOOL ON THE HILL 

 

After they had tried  

to lock me up 

in the cellars of the museum 

(a medieval Lithuanian castle) 

I lost my way home, 

slept in the tubes 

next to the orange furs: 

 

Dogs That Do Not Wish 

To Be Put Down. 

 

And I made it to the apartment, 

sniffed the marriage, 

surfed porn sites, 

until Vlad Drăgoi called:  

You promised Professor Mușina 

that today at 12, you will come 

read at The School on The Hill. 

Professor Mușina  

waited for fifteen minutes 

and everytime said You see? 

or simply nodded, showing me 

the door. I got embarrasssed 

and gave up, returning 

to the marriage, 

to finish my sandwich, 

then to the tubes, 

where I was (a)lone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



TWO-AND-A-HALF-YEAR-OLD ESTERA 

 

God shows, as expected, 

limited imagination. 

Nature unveils 

only its winding paths. 

 

My girl has Newman’s laughter, 

the chubby chin of the spoiled goodies eater. 

No jambalayas or diet yoghurt, 

no KFC chicken wings 

like in the overseas sitcom. 

She is always running 

like Newman, the postman, 

and laughs and knows 

the reign day, 

her recognition day is here. 

 

Former high school peers 

devoted pious YouTube movies 

to the Seinfeldian heroes.  

About little Estera, her father 

is surely typing poems, 

 

simply because God has 

limited imagination.  

 

 

 

  



About the author 

 

Ștefan Manasia is a poet and journalist, editor of Tribuna cultural magazine. He founded 

Thoreau’s Nephew Reading Club in Cluj in 2008, alongside Szántai János and François Bréda, 

which became the largest Romanian-Hungarian literary community in Transilvania. He 

published 6 volumes of poetry and had his poems translated in Hungarian, French, German, 

Polish and Modern Hebrew. He is also the author of a collection of essays and literary chronicles 

published in 2016 called The aroma stabilizer. His poetical credo is „Man, this mystic bug”. 
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Clara Burghelea is a Romanian-born poet with an MFA in 

Poetry from Adelphi University. Recipient of the Robert 

Muroff Poetry Award, her poems and translations appeared 

in Ambit, Waxwing, The Cortland Review, and elsewhere. 
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