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Preface 

 

 

This dissertation presents Bengali translations of some selected 

poems of the British poets, Fleur Adcock and U. A. Fanthorpe. 

In the introductory chapter, this paper discusses the basic 

requirements that are needed to translate a text. Next, it offers 

the reasons for choosing these poets, and throws lights on the 

difficulties faced in translating the poems. The second chapter 

begins by outlining Adcock's life. It then presents a selection 

from her poems their translations, and then comments on the 

translations. The third chapter presents Fanthorpe's biography, 

a selection of the poems along with the translations, as well as 

comments on those translations. The last chapter offers 

concluding remarks and provides bibliography of the works 

that has been used as source text. A glossary is also included to 

this dissertation after the bibliography.      
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Chapter 1 

Introduction 

 

There are at least five thousand languages in this world and naturally, it is impossible to have 

knowledge on all the languages. People therefore learned over the years to translate different 

texts for different purposes such as social needs, religious purposes, political, economical or 

educational reasons, or simply for pleasure.  

Translation thus became a very essential instrument in a multilingual world. It has to be said 

too that there is no text in this world which is impossible to translate. The purpose of 

translation is obviously to introduce a source language (SL) text to the audience of the target 

language (TL) text. Translators achieve this goal when they let their target audience know or 

understand what the SL text has said. Therefore, what a translator need is perfect knowledge 

of both SL and TL.  In addition, they must understand the sense and meaning of the original 

author, as well as the word, speech and tone needed for translation (Dolet, 2003:58).  

To translate poetry, Dryden argues, a translator must be a poet, and a master of both 

languages, and must understand both the characteristics and 'sprit' of the original author, 

besides conforming to the aesthetic canons of his own age (Dryden, 2003:64). Jackson 

Mathews notes that to translate a whole poem is to compose another poem, where the whole 

translation is faithful to the matter and it follows the approximate form of the original with 

very little voice of the translator (Venuti, 2004:158). But Popovič notes that the translator has 

the right to differ organically, and to be independent (Popovič, 2003:85). According to 

Bassenett, some independence is necessary for the sake of the original if the translator is 

reproducing it as a living work (Bassnett, 2003:85). 

Now, the purpose of offering these thoughts on translation and specifically poetry translation 

is to give readers a general idea on this dissertation which will present translated poems of 

some of the poems of contemporary British poets, Fleur Adcock and U. A. Fanthorpe.  
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Reasons for choosing these poems 

 

Translators do not pick up texts randomly. There is always a purpose in choosing a text. It 

must also be remembered that choosing the right text is not an easy task. Therefore, 

translators need to be careful with their selections, especially if the text is from literature. The 

best thing would be to translate something which is not widely known to the targeted 

audience and is helpful for academic researchers. Keeping this in mind, the author of this 

dissertation has chosen to translate the poems of Fleur Adcock and U. A. Fanthorpe.  

Adcock and Fanthorpe are not widely known in Bangladesh. Only a few university scholars 

of English literature have knowledge of them. Their texts are found in very few of the 

university libraries and are hardly available in the markets. So, it is hoped that this translation 

will not only attract poetry lovers and make them appreciate their talents but also will be a 

good resource for scholars who wish to do their research on literature as well as on 

translations. It will become a source of doing research on contemporary English / British 

poetry. These translations will help readers understand how they can translate any piece of 

foreign literature (if they know the language) into their mother tongue. From these 

translations, they can learn when it is appropriate to take the liberty to change the format of 

the poem without killing the main thought and when to go for a literal translation.  

Now, even though translating poetry is not easy, it is not impossible either. Since the purpose 

of this paper is to introduce both poets to a large group of readers, it has been thought 

appropriate to translate only a few poems. Therefore for this work, four poems of Adcock and 

three of Fanthorpe have been selected.      

In an interview given to Lidia Vianu, in 2006, Fanthorpe said that poetry became too hard for 

the general reader after the Modernists and the universities tend to present poetry as 

something out of reach of the untutored, as something that has to be explained, decoded 

(Desperado Essay-Interviews, 2006). She also notes that there are still readers of poetry who 

are not all academics (ibid.). One can also say that there are people who definitely would like 

to read the Bengali version of an English poem to grasp fully what the poet wanted to say. 
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Then, there are readers who appreciate literature but prefer translated. Therefore, the 

translations in this paper will certainly help these readers understand the poems who would 

not otherwise get the opportunity to read them.  

 

 

Difficulties faced in translating these poems 

 
I faced many difficulties in translating these poems since there were no annotated editions 

available. I had to depend on my own understandings of the poems and skills and knowledge. 

When I read the poems I could see that each poem had its own form but, when I started to 

translate them, I discovered that it was becoming impossible to follow the structure of the 

source text. Therefore, I had to figure out a form that would fit the translated poem.  

 

While translating, I came across some words that are not often used in everyday spoken or 

written Bengali. Consequently I had to look for alternative words and had to write and rewrite 

different lines and sometime stanzas of the poems to arrive at the best word(s) which would 

fit and make meaningful sentence(s). For this reason, I had to consult both English and 

Bengali dictionaries, search the internet and sometimes even check grammar books.     

 

I could not get hold on of any criticism of these poets and the library did not have anything 

on them in its collection. I tried to get material from online journals but that too did not work 

out. So, I was totally on my own with this paper. My only sources were lectures of Dr. Fakrul 

Alam and random reviews posted by general readers on the Internet.     

 

In the beginning, most of my translations sounded too literal and came out as boring and 

uninteresting. I thus had to work hard to make the poems sound interesting. Initially I 

refrained from breaking the form of the poems since I felt the poems would look best in their 

original format. However, I could not retain the number of lines the original and ended up 

writing longer poems, but perhaps this is not surprising since Bengali has 50 alphabets 

(excluding 'moon dot') whereas English has just 26.   
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The hardest part was to capture the tone of the poems. At the beginning I started with a 

formal tone and then came the moment when I realized that most of the poems would sound 

better in a informal or colloquial tone and so I had to redo my version over and over again.  

 

Sometime I came across comments from different people who thought it was not right to 

translate work of foreigners to introduce them to Bangladeshi readers; rather it would have 

been nice if I had chosen to translate works of Bangladeshi authors/poets into English to 

introduce them to international audience. Nevertheless, I tried not to get demotivated by such 

comments since I have always thought people have the right to give their own opinions about 

any piece of literature. I thus decided to stick to my own view point and produced the paper 

with my very best effort.    
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Chapter 2 

Biography of Fleur Adcock  

 

Kareen Fleur Adcock was born in February 10, 1934, in Papakura of Auckland, New Zealand 

to Cyril John and Irene Robinson Adcock. She spent most of her childhood in England as her 

father was working for his Ph.D. in psychology at the University of London. 

There, at first her family settled in Sidcup, and then her parents evacuated their daughters to 

distant relatives on a Leicestershire farm as London was the central target of the German 

bombers. Both of her parents served England in the World War II as part of the Civil Defense 

First Aid Post. 

She returned to New Zealand with her family when the war ended. There she received a 

degree in Classics from Victoria University at Wellington in 1954.  

Adcock married the poet Alistair Campbell in 1952 with whom she had two children. She 

earned her B.A. degree in 1956 when her first child, Gregory, was born and M.A in 1957, 

when her second son, Andrew was born. She got divorced in 1958. In 1962, she married 

novelist Barry Crump but got divorced just a year later. This divorce stimulated her to move 

to England with her five year old son Andrew. She left Gregory with his father.  

Thirteen years later she paid a visit to New Zealand where she had a disturbing experience. 

This was attributing to her neighbours and because of it she left the peninsula soon after the 

incident, as can be seen in the poem 'A Surprise in Peninsula'. 

Many of her poems are autobiographical but these do not belong to confessional poetry. They 

are realistic and based on different incidences and experiences of her personal life that 

focuses her relationships with people and places. The poems often muse over setbacks in her 

private life. The poems, 'For a Five-Year-Old' and 'Parting Is Such Sweet Sorrow' are 

examples of such poems. 

The tone of most of her poems is restrained, rational, and conversational. and the subject as 

well as the tone varies according to the place and time of writing. She is often referred to as 
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"the expatriate poet", since both New Zealand and England often claimed her as their own. 

Many of her poems convey the difficulties she had about her identity, nationality and 

resettlements.  

Now, Cyril John's parents were British in origins and Irene's father was a British while her 

mother was a New Zealander who was conceived by her mother on the voyage from Northern 

Ireland to New Zealand. All of these ancestors and Adcock's migration to England influenced 

her deeply in thinking about identity and ancestral origins. However, she had developed a 

slight phobia about New Zealand after experiencing most of the negative things in her life 

there and had affection for England from her childhood days. The poem 'Please Identify 

Yourself' is a good example of the poet's difficulties regarding identity. 

Adcock's first collection, The Eye of the Hurricane, published in 1964 is largely composed of 

poems written during 1961, which appeared in New Zealand after she had migrated to 

London. She wrote eight volumes of poetry including Selected Poems (1983), The Incident 

Book (1986), and Time Zones (1991). After the appearance of Poems 1960-2000 (2000) she 

did not write any poems for several years. Poetry returned to her in 2003 in her latest 

collection Dragon Talk (2010) which is a compilation of poems that talks about her 

preoccupations with family matters as well as her ambivalent feelings about her native New 

Zealand.  

Adcock has been writing poem since she was just five but started to work as a freelance 

writer. She is also a translator and editor. She has edited several anthologies. She has legally 

changed her name to Fleur Adcock in 1982. 

Adcock has won a good number of awards and prizes from both United Kingdom and New 

Zealand. In 2006, she won the Queen's Gold Medal for Poetry from United Kingdom, Officer 

of the Order of the British Empire for her contribution to New Zealand literature in 1996 and 

honouree from Companion of the New Zealand Order of Merit, for services to literature in 

2008. She was made a Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature in 1984, the year in which 

she received the New Zealand Book Award for Selected Poems. She was the recipient of the 

1997 T.S. Eliot Prize and the winner of the Whitbread book of the Year 1997.  

Adcock currently lives in London. 
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Fleur Adcock's Poems 
 

 

For a Five-Year-Old 

 

A snail is climbing up the window-sill 

into your room, after a night of rain. 

You call me in to see, and I explain 

that it would be unkind to leave it there: 

It might crawl to the floor; we must take care 

that no one squashes it. You understand, 

and carry it outside, with careful hand, 

to eat a daffodil. 

 

I see, then, that a kind of faith prevails: 

your gentleness is moulded still by words 

from me, who have trapped mice and shot wild birds, 

from me, who drowned your kittens, who betrayed 

our closest relatives, and who purveyed 

the harshest kind of truth to many another. 

But that is how things are: I am your mother, 

and we are kind to snails. 
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আমার ĺছাǾ -ĺসানার জনƟ 

 
eকটা শামকু uেঠ আসিছল জানালা িদেয় 
ĺতামার ঘের 
সারা রাত বিৃɳর পের |  

তুিম আমােক ĺদখােব বেল ডাকেল, 
আর আিম বললাম ĺতামােক 
eটােক oখােন ĺফেল রাখা িনɵুর হেব; 
কারণ, 
eটা ĺমেঝেত গিড়েয় চেল আসেত পাের; 
আমােদর সাবধান হেত হেব, 
ĺযন 
eটােক ĺকu মািড়েয় না ĺদয় |  
তুিম বঝুেত পারেল 
আর 
যt কের তােক হােত তুেল িনেল  
ফুল খাoয়ােব বেল |  

 

আিম তখন ĺদিখ, 

eকধরেনর িব˞াস ǅেক থােক সবসময়: 
ĺতামার ĺকামল মন pভািবত 
ĺসi আমার কথায়, 
ĺয ĺমেরেছ ঈদরু, কেরেছ িশকার পািখ |  
আমার কথায়, 
ĺয ĺমেরেছ ডুিবেয় 
ĺতামার িবড়ালছানাটােক, 
ĺয িদেয়েছ ĺধাকা  
ĺতামার সবেচেয় আপনজনেদর |  
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আর কেরেছ pকাশ 
সংgহ করা কƏকশ সতƟ কথা  
aেনেকর কােছ |  

িকn, eটাi পিৃথবীর িনয়ম | 

আিম ĺতামার মা , 
আর আমােদর হেত হেব 
শামেুকর pিত যtশীল  | 
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Parting Is Such Sweet Sorrow 

 

The room is full of clichés - 'Throw me a crumb' 

And 'Now I see the writing on the wall' 

And 'Don't take umbrage, dear.' I wish I could. 

Instead I stand bedazzled by them all, 

 

Longing for shade, Belshazzar's fiery script 

Glows there, between the prints of tropical birds, 

In neon lighting, and the air is full 

Of crumbs that flash and click about me. Words 

 

Glitter in colours like those gaudy prints: 

The speech of a computer, metal-based 

But feathered like a cloud of darts. All right. 

Your signal-system need not go to waste. 

 

Mint me another batch of tokens: say 

'I am in your hands; I throw myself upon 

Your mercy, casting caution to the winds.' 

Thank you; there is no need to go on. 

 

Thus authorised by your mechanical 

Issue, I lift you like bale of hay, 

Open the windows wide, and toss you out; 

And gales of laughter whirl you far away. 
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িবেcদ হেলা eমনi সমুধরূ ĺবদনা 
 

রেুমর সবার মেুখ eকi কথা– 
'আমার কথাটা eকটু ĺশােনা' 

'আিম জানতাম eমনটাi হেব'i, আর 
'মন খারাপ কেরানা লkীেসানা' |  

আহা ! যিদ সিতƟi তা সmব হেতা | 

িকn তার বদেল  
সবার মােঝ  
ছলছল ĺচােখ 
আিম রiলাম দািড়েয়  |  

eখন আমার চাoয়া 
শধু ুeকটু আƓsেয়র | 
গƟাস বািতর আেলায়  
gীɻকালীন পািখর িpেnর মােঝ  

ĺবƐশাjােরর ii আেgo িলিপটা iii 

                                                 
i আিম ĺদখেত পািc ĺয ʼংশ aবধািরত: ei pবাদ বাকƟǅ হীb বাiেবেল uেlখ করা হেয়েছ যা পিৃথবীর িবিভn 
সািহতƟকেƏম  ĺবপকভােব  pচিলত আেছ। 
 
ii ĺবƐশাjার িছল ĺবিবলেনর বাদশা নাবিনদেুসর পুt যা বিƏণত আেছ হীb বাiেবেল। 
 
iii হীb বাiেবেল বিƏণত আেছ ĺবƐশাjার বাদশা হবার পর িবিভn kকেƏম িলp িছল। eক ĺভাজন aনɵুােন মদƟ পােনর 
uƄসব করার সময় ĺবƐশাjার রাজা সলুায়মােনর uপাসনাগহৃ ĺথেক লটু কের আনা ĺসানা আর রূপার Ļতরী পিবt পােt 
মদƟ পান কের pশংসা কেরিছল ĺসানা, রূপা, ĺলাহা, কাঠ, পাথর iতƟািদর িভn িভn ĺদবতােদর । তার ei পািপɳ বkেবƟর 
জনƟ ĺসi মহুুেƏতi সিৃɳকƏতার তরফ ĺথেক ĺদহিবহীন eকǅ হাত ĺদয়ােল eকǅ বাƏতা িলেখ িদেয়িছল যােত বলা হেয়িছল 
ĺবƐƑjােরর ʼংশ িনিɩত। 
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ĺযন jলেছ ĺসখােন, আর চারপােশ 

শধু ুeকi কথা, যার িবষয়বs–– 
আিম । 

কথাগেুলা রং ĺমশােনা  

ঐসব বােনায়াট িpেnর মেতা: 
eকটা কিmuটােরর বাকƟ, কৃিtম  

িকn কাজ ĺশষ কের eক ঝটেক ।   
Ǉক আেছ,  
ĺতামার iশারাটা ĺভেs যাoয়ার দরকার নাi । 
টাকশাল ĺথেক আমােক আেরক ĺঝালা িনɩয়তা দাo । 

বেলা – 'আমার জীবন ĺতামারi হােত; eকটু করনুা কেরা আমােক '। 
আcা ধনƟবাদ, আর িকছু বলেত হেব না । 
তাi ĺতামার ঐসব সাজােনা iসরু uিসলা িদেয় 
আিম ĺতামােক খেড়র গাদার মেতা তুেল  
জানালা িদেয় ĺফেল ĺদi ছুেড়; 
আর বাতােসর হুহু হািস  
uিড়েয় িনেয় যায় ĺতামােক 
বহু দেূর । 
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Bogyman 

 

Stepping down from the blackberry bushes 

he stands in my path: Bogyman. 

He is not as I had remembered him, 

though he still wears the broad-brimmed hat, 

the rubber-soled shoes and the woollen gloves. 

No face; and that soft mooning voice 

still spinning its endless distracting yarn. 

 

But this is daylight, a misty autumn 

Sunday, not unpopulated 

by birds. I can see him in such colours 

as he wears – fawn, grey, murky blue – 

not all shadow-clothed, as he was that night 

when I was ten; he seems less tall 

(I have grown) and less muffled in silence. 

 

I have no doubt at all, though, that he is 

Bogyman. He is why children 

do not sleep all night in their tree-houses. 

He is why, when I had pleaded 

to spend a night on the common, under 

a cosy bush, and my mother 

surprisingly said yes, she took no risk. 

 

He was the risk I would not take: better 

to make excuses, to lose face, 

than to meet the really faceless, the one 

whose name was too childish for us 

to utter – ‘murderers’ we talked of, and 

‘lunatics escaped from Earlswood’. 

But I met him, of course, as we all do. 
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Well, that was then; I survived; and later 

survived meetings with his other 

forms, bold or pathetic or disguised – the 

slummocking figure in a dark 

alley, or the lover turned suddenly 

icy-faced; fingers at my throat 

and ludicrous violence in kitchens. 

 

I am older now, and (I tell myself, 

circling carefully around him 

at the far edge of the path, pretending 

I am not in fact confronted) 

can deal with such things. But what, Bogyman, 

shall I be at twice my age? (At 

your age?) Shall I be grandmotherly, fond 

 

suddenly of gardening, chatty with 

neighbours? Or strained, not giving in, 

writing for Ambit and hitch-hiking to 

Turkey? Or sipping Guinness in 

the Bald-Faced Stag, in wrinkled stockings? Or 

(and now I look for the first time 

straight at you) something like you, Bogyman? 
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জজুবুিুড় 
 
িবশাল কােলাজােমর গাছ ĺথেক  
ĺবিরেয় eেস 

দঁাড়ায় আমার পেথ:  
ĺস eক জজুবুিুড় | 
নয় ĺস ĺতমন আিম ĺরেখিছ মেন ĺযমন | 
যিদo 

ĺপাশাক রেয়েছ তার আেগর মতi: 
মাথায় িবশাল টুিপ  
পােয় রাবােরর চǅ, 
আর হােত eকǅ লাǇ | 
ĺনi ĺকানo মখুমnল; আর 
ĺসi গনুগেুন কnsর ĺযন, eখেনা চেলেছ বেুন  
মন ভুলােনার সীমাহীন গl | 

 
িকn আজ িদেনর আেলায়  

পািখেদর কেলারেব মখুিরত kয়াশাcn   
শরেতর ĺকানo eক রিববার | 
ĺদখা যায় তােক ĺসi সব রেঙর মােঝ, 

ĺযগেুলা তার ĺপাশােক আেছ– 

বাদামী, ছাi আর কােলা– 
সবটুk ছায়ায় ঢাকা নয়, 
ĺসi রােতর মত 
যখন  

আমার বয়স িছল দশ:    
eখন (আিম হেয়িছ বড়) তাi মেন হয় 
ĺস হেয়েছ খােটা eবং সরব | 

 



 Mohsin 16 

ĺকানo সেnহ ĺনi ei ĺসi জজুবুিুড় 
যার কারেণi বাcারা ঘেুমাতনা রােত ĺখলা ঘের । 
তার কারেণi, 
যখন আিম মা'ĺক করলাম aননুয় 
আমােক ঘেুমােত িদেত  
সকেলর সােথ, 
eকǅ ĺছাǾ ঝােড়র িনেচ । 
aবাক কের হেলo মা আমার 
aনমুিত িদেলন | িযিন চানিন  
িবপদ ডাকেত  । 

ĺস িছল ĺতমনi িবপদ, 
যােত আিম চাiিন পড়েত । 

বাহানা কের লjা পাoয়া   
বরং ভােলা 
মখুহীন ডাiনীর 
ĺদখা পাoয়া ĺথেক । 
যার নাম মেুখ আনা িছল 
eেকবােরi িশশসুলুভ । 

– 'পাগলা খুিনর দল', – 
আমরা আȁায় বলতাম । 
িকn আর সবার মতi 

ĺদখা তার, আিমo ĺপেয়িছ । 

 

যাi হuক, 
ĺসটা তখনকার কথা । 

আিম ĺবেঁচ আিছ । 

আর eর পর ĺবেঁচ রেয়িছ  

তার aনƟ আকৃিতর ĺদখা পাoয়া ĺথেক: 

দƏুদাn, করণু aথবা ছdেবেশ – 
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ĺনাংরা uপহাসকারী মানব-মিূƏত  
ĺকােনা eক anকার গিলেত । 

aথবা িpয় মানষুǅ সহসা হেয় পেরেছ িনɵুর; 
চাiেছ গলা ǅেপ হতƟা করেত । 

 

আমার eখন jান ĺবেড়েছ, আর 
(িনেজেক বিল, পেথর দরূ pােn  

বিুড়টার  চারপােশ ঘরুেত ঘরুেত, 
eমন eক ভাব িনেয় ĺযন,  
আসেল সmখীনু  আিম হয়িন) 
আিম পারব  
তােক ĺমাকািবলা করেত | 
িকn, আিম হব 

ĺকমন জজুবুিুড় 
যখন বয়স আমার হেব িdগণু ? 
(Ǉক ĺতামার বয়েস?) 
আিম িক হব  
নানী-দাদীর মত  
সহসা বাগান করায় ĺসৗখীন ? 
pিতেবশীর সােথর গেl মশগলু ?  
aথবা, aসাভািবক, aিমশকু,  
িবিচtার ĺলখক আর িবেনপয়সায় Ƹমনকারী ? 

aথবা, পােয় kচকােনা ĺমাজা িদেয় 

চা আর পান-সপুাির িনেয় বƟs পাড়ার ĺরেsারাঁǅেত ?  aথবা, 
(আজ ei pথম আিম 
তাকালাম ĺতামার িদেক সরাসির) 
ĺতামার মেতা িকছু eকটা, 
জজুবুিুড় ? 
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Surprise in the Peninsula 

When I came in that night I found 

the skin of a dog stretched flat and 

nailed upon my wall between the 

two windows. It seemed freshly killed – 

there was blood at the edges. Not 

my dog: I have never owned one, 

I rather dislike them. (Perhaps 

whoever did it knew that.) It 

was a light brown dog, with smooth hair; 

no head, but the tail still remained. 

On the flat surface of the pelt 

was branded the outline of the 

peninsula, singed in thick black 

strokes into the fur: a coarse map. 

The position of the town was 

marked by a bullet-hole, it went 

right through the wall. I placed my eye 

to it, and could see the dark trees 

outside the house, flecked with moonlight. 

I locked the door then, and sat up 

all night, drinking small cups of the 

bitter local coffee. A dog 

would have been useful, I thought, for 

protection. But perhaps the one 

I had been given performed that 

function; for no one came that night, 

not for three more. On the fourth day 

it was time to leave. The dog-skin 

still hung on the wall, stiff and dry 

by now, the flies and the smell gone. 

Could it, I wondered, have been meant 

not as a warning, but a gift? 

And, scarcely shuddering, I drew 

the nails out and took it with me.   
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dীপপেুǻ sিmত 
 
আিম যখন রােত িফরলাম ঘের 
ĺদখেত ĺপলাম 
দiু জানালার মােঝর ĺদয়ালটােত 

টািঙেয় রাখা 
eকটা kkেরর চামড়া । 

ĺযন ei মাt 
হতƟা করা হেয়েছ তােক   
যার pাnগেুলায় িছল 
তাজা রk ।  
kkরটা আমার না ।  
kkর আমার কখনi িছলনা ।  আসেল 

আিম তােদর aপছni করতাম । 

(হয়ত, যারা oেক ĺমেরেছ,  
তারা ĺসটা জানত |) 

kkরটা িছল হালকা বাদামী, ĺকামল রকেমর; 

মsক িবহীন, িকn ĺলজটা aখিȉত । 
চামড়াটার uপর ছাপা dীেপর সীমােরখা 

আর িলখা: eকǅ uপkল মানিচt । 

শহেরর aবsানটা দাগ ĺদয়া িছল  
eকটা বেুলেটর গƏত িদেয়; ĺযটা 
ĺদয়ােলর Ǉক ĺভতর িদেয় চেল িগেয়িছল । 
আিম গƏতটা িদেয় তাকালাম  
আর ĺদখেত ĺপলাম ঘেরর বাiেরর 
কােলা গাছগেুলা, চঁােদর আেলায় ĺডারা-কাটা । 

আিম দরজাটা িখল িদেয় 
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রiলাম বেস সারারাত  
আর সময় কাটালাম e ĺলাকালেয়র  
িততা কিফ পান কের | 

িচnা করলাম,  
eকটা kkর হেল uপকােরi আসত 
িনরাপtার জনƟ | 
িকn হয়ত ĺসটার পিরণিতটা 

eমনটাi হেতা; 
পর পর িতন রাত তারপর ĺকu আেসিন | 
চতুƏথ িদেন চেল যাবার সময়o 
চামড়াǅ ĺদয়ােল ঝুলিছল; 
eতিদেন শিুকেয় িগেয়েছ | 
মািছ আর দƏুগno চেল িগেয়েছ | 

আিম িচnা করলাম,  
oটা িক িছল আসেল ĺকানo হুিশয়ারী, 
না িক eকটা uপহার ? 
িকছুটা িভত মেন কাপেত কাপেত  
ĺপেরকগেুলা খুেল  
আিম িনেয় ĺগলাম ĺসটা আমার সােথ | 
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On Translating Adcock's Poetry 
 

 

Before I started my translation, I considered the range of the availability of TL phrases, I also 

considered the standard of educational background of my target readers and the approximate 

age, perceptions of Bangladeshi societies (since most people are conservative), and gender of 

the poet and her relationship with the readers and the context of the SL.  

 

For a Five-Year-Old: 

Apparently, this poem is about mother-child relationships. Initially, this poem is about the 

transition from innocence to experience. It is a very mature poem. In the first stanza, the 

mother sees what the child does not. The universal tendency of nature: the struggle of species 

to survive. The second stanza of the poem talks about how keep pretending to be gentle 

though we are not so in real life. This poem is also about 'self-knowledge', which is 

ultimately the knowledge of original sin. We all are capable of destroying paradise. 

Therefore, we must be aware of the evil outside and inside us. We have to be decent with 

each other. Truth can be traumatic. However, we should be kind to all the species of nature 

and mothers should always tell their children to be nice. That is what the poem is all about. 

The poem takes us to the world of experience: we must try to be nice despite the fact that we 

carry the seeds of destruction in us.  

 

This poem has a very complicated rhyme scheme (which is abbccdda aaabbcca). It consists of 

two stanzas, each containing eight lines. I tried not to spoil the original style of the poem 

though I did bring a number of changes to make it sound like an original work instead of a 

translated one, so that when people will read it, they will be able to match it with their own 

setting and mother tongue, and understand the main concept of the poem.  

 

The first major change that I made was in the title. Instead of translating the title as "আমার 

পাঁচ-বছেরর জনƟ" or "আমার পাঁচ বছেরর ĺছেলǅর জনƟ" I have chosen the title as "আমার 

ĺছাǾ-ĺসানার জনƟ" since this Bangla phrase expresses a mother's concern for her little child 

more affectionately. My translated version has two stanzas like the original poem, but the 

first stanza contains 15 lines and the second one 18 lines.  I omitted the word 'window-sill' 

because, in Bengali, it means জানালার গবরাট, a phrase we do not use in colloquial Bangla since 
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this poem has also been written following that style. The word 'daffodil' has been omitted 

since I felt it was not necessary to select a particular flower as the snail's food since it can eat 

any flower.   

 

Parting Is Such Sweet Sorrow:  

It is a very much personal poem which the poet wrote on ending her relationship with her 

husband. The title, however, is from William Shakespeare's Romeo and Juliet, Act II, Scene 

II, line 188. For this poem, it is an oxymoron. At the beginning, it looks like the poet is 

lamenting for her loss where she is seeking consolation but at the end of the poem it appears 

that she is rather happy to throw her husband out of her life.   

 

The poem has five stanzas and each contains four lines and rhymes abca, abcb, abab, abab, 

and abca. My translated version is very different in terms of length and shape. I did not split 

the poem to stanzas and wrote it in 32 lines instead of 20 lines. I translated it in this way 

because it allows for better rhyming and makes the sense clearer. I also tried my best to avoid 

literal translation since the poet uses idioms which have their own Bengali equivalent. 

 

Bogyman: 

This poem is about how the poet confronted bogymen at different stages of her life. The 

poem represents the fear of girls of all ages of being attacked and harmed by bogymen. The 

poem does not rhyme but it has many devices that make it poetic. It has seven stanzas and 

each stanza contains seven lines. It is written in a way that suggests that the poet is telling a 

story. It has a conversational tone. 

 

The very first thing that I changed in 'Bogyman' is the title since I tried to create the image of 

the imaginary figure that frightens children in the context of Bangladesh. We do not have any 

bogyman in our literature, but we do have imaginary characters like জজুবুিুড় in folktales and 

fairytales who is imagined as an old woman unlike bogyman who is a man. 

 

My translation has six stanzas and 79 lines. There is no fixed stanza scheme. I took the liberty 

to add and omit few words to match with the concept of জজুবুিুড় and the setting of my version 

which is set in Bangladesh instead of 'bogyman' and England. I began the poem by saying 

িবশাল কােলাজােমর গাছ instead of translating "blackberry bushes" since in Bangladesh, we do 
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not have them but we do have trees of berries which we call জাম and কােলাজাম. The purpose of 

adding িবশাল is to create an ominous atmosphere to represent children's concept of জজুবুিুড়, 

which is a childhood fear.   

 

I often made changes in the outfit of জজুবুিুড়. Here, instead of a shoe, I make her wear sandal 

which is চǅ in Bengali, and make her hold a cane (লাǇ i.e. walking stick) instead of woollen 

gloves on hands. I omitted Turkey though I could translate it as তুরɱ, I decided not to put the 

name of any place or country at all since I thought that by putting িবেন পয়সায় Ƹমনকারী I will 

be able to represent the characteristic of a thing like জজুবুিুড়. In the last stanza, I translated 

"Guinness in the Bald-Faced Stag" as just "চা আর পান-সপুাির িনেয় বƟs পাড়ার ĺরsঁরাǅেত" since 

Guinness is a local beer and Bald-Faced Stag is a chain hotel and in Bangladesh, women who 

are old enough to be "grandmothers" do not go to such places to drink. They would rather 

stay home and drink tea and chew betel leaves with betel nuts, or occasionally will visit tea-

stalls in the locality.     
 

A Surprise in the Peninsula: 

In this poem the poet tells the story of a woman (as if it was she herself), who discovers the 

skin of a slain dog nailed to her door one night and three days later decides to leave the 

peninsula she is staying in, concluding that that dead dog was a gift to her instead of a threat, 

which gave her excuses to leave a place she actually despised.  

 

This poem has 34 lines and the tone is conversational. The rhyming is not conventional and 

the mood is quite serious. 

 

My translation has 44 lines but it has similarity in tone and mood to the original. Hopefully, 

the translation expresses the seriousness of the poem and presents the narrative tone and 

intent.  
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Chapter 3 

 

Biography of U.A. Fanthorpe  
  

Ursula Askham Fanthorpe was born at Lee Green in Kent, England on July 22 1929. 

According to the poet, she was from a "middle-class but honest parents" and her father was a 

barrister. She spent a happy childhood until the world war broke out in 1939. For the safety 

of the children, her parents sent her and her brother away to boarding school where she could 

not suit herself and so, she ran away from there and managed to get herself into Oxford where 

she attended St Anne's College. There she was introduced to Old and Middle English and 

received a first-class degree in English language and literature. After studying a year at 

London University's Institute of Education, she spent sixteen years teaching at Cheltenham 

Ladies' College and was Head of English for eight years. However, she did not like being in 

such an exalted position and so resigned and enrolled with job agency Manpower, and put her 

modest typing skills on the labour market. She worked as a receptionist, first at Butlers 

Chemicals and then at Hoover, before taking a job at Burden neurological hospital in Bristol. 

When she was forty-five years old, she started to write poetry while working as a receptionist 

at a neurological hospital in 1974. Her first volume, Side Effect was published in 1978 by 

Peterloo Poets. She published her works as U.A. Fanthorpe and preferred to be known by her 

initials than by her full-name since she was aware that TS Eliot and WH Auden had survived 

well with their initials. However, very few people knew her even when she was in her late 

sixties. Eventually, she became well known to people through her works and the prizes she 

won because of her talent.  

U.A. Fanthorpe’s volume Safe as Houses (1995) is featured on the ‘A’ level syllabus. This 

book was short listed for Forward Poetry Prize (Best Poetry Collection of the Year) in 1996. 

In 1999 British newspaper The Guardian campaigned for her for the Poet Laureateship that 

was ultimately awarded to poet Sir Andrew Motion. 

Fanthorpe was much more inclined towards humour than sentiment, which is noticeable in 

many of her works. The most remarkable one is probably 'Not My Best Side' published in 
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Side Effects which she wrote based on an oil painting by Italian artist Paolo Uccello (1397–

1475). Fanthorpe wrote a number of poems for her mother Winifrid Fanthorpe who was like a 

hero to her. She wrote a few poems on her father since he died before she became a poet.     

Fanthorpe won third prize in the Observer / Arvon / South Bank Show poetry competition in 

1980 which was judged by Charles Causley, Seamus Heaney, Ted Hughes and Philip Larkin. 

In 1983, The Society of Authors awarded her one of its two £1,000 Travelling Scholarships. 

In 1989, she left the hospital to concentrate on poetry. She was the first woman in 315 years 

to be nominated for the post of Professor of Poetry at Oxford in 1994. The same year she won 

the Art Council Writer's Award. In 1995 she won the Cholmondeley Award which is an 

annual award for poetry given by the Society of Authors in the United Kingdom. She was a 

Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature, and was made CBE in 2001 for services to poetry. 

In 2003, she became the fifth woman in 70 years to receive The Queen's Gold Medal for 

Poetry.   

U.A. Fanthorpe passed away on 28 April 2009 at the age of 79 in Wotton-under-Edge, 

Gloucestershire. 
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U.A. Fanthorpe's poems 
 

iv 
Oil on canvas by Italian artist and mathematician Paolo Uccello (1397 – 10 December 1475) titled 

Saint George and the Dragon (c. 1456) preserved in National Gallery of London. 
 

Not My Best Side  

I  

Not my best side, I'm afraid. 

The artist didn't give me a chance to 

Pose properly, and as you can see, 

Poor chap, he had this obsession with 

Triangles, so he left off two of my 

Feet. I didn't comment at the time 

(What, after all, are two feet 

To a monster?) but afterwards 

I was sorry for the bad publicity. 

Why, I said to myself, should my conqueror 
                                                 
iv Cover page: Fanthorpe, UA. Side Effects. Cornwall: Peterloo Poets, 1984. 
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Be so ostentatiously beardless, and ride 

A horse with a deformed neck and square hoofs? 

Why should my victim be so 

Unattractive as to be inedible, 

And why should she have me literally 

On a string? I don't mind dying 

Ritually, since I always rise again, 

But I should have liked a little more blood 

To show they were taking me seriously.  

II  

It's hard for a girl to be sure if 

She wants to be rescued. I mean, I quite 

Took to the dragon. It's nice to be 

Liked, if you know what I mean. He was 

So nicely physical, with his claws 

And lovely green skin, and that sexy tail, 

And the way he looked at me, 

He made me feel he was all ready to 

Eat me. And any girl enjoys that. 

So when this boy turned up, wearing machinery, 

On a really dangerous horse, to be honest 

I didn't much fancy him. I mean, 

What was he like underneath the hardware? 

He might have acne, blackheads or even 

Bad breath for all I could tell, but the dragon-- 

Well, you could see all his equipment 

At a glance. Still, what could I do? 

The dragon got himself beaten by the boy, 

And a girl's got to think of her future.  
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III  

I have diplomas in Dragon 

Management and Virgin Reclamation. 

My horse is the latest model, with 

Automatic transmission and built-in 

Obsolescence. My spear is custom-built, 

And my prototype armour 

Still on the secret list. You can't 

Do better than me at the moment. 

I'm qualified and equipped to the 

Eyebrow. So why be difficult? 

Don't you want to be killed and/or rescued 

In the most contemporary way? Don't 

You want to carry out the roles 

That sociology and myth have designed for you? 

Don't you realize that, by being choosy, 

You are endangering job prospects 

In the spear- and horse-building industries? 

What, in any case, does it matter what 

You want? You're in my way.  
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v 
iতািলর িচtিশlী o গিণতিবদ পাoেলা uেচেlা (1397-1475) 'ĺসin জƏজ eবং Ƭাগন' িশেরানােমর ei 
Ļতলিচtǅ িচtায়ন কেরিছেলন 1456 সােল বƏতমােন সংগহৃীত আেছ লnেনর নƟাশনাল আƏট গƟালারীেত। vi 

 
আিম sɳ কের বলেত চাi 
 
(1)  
আিম sɳ কের বলিছ,  
ei ছিবেত আমােক ĺতমন ভাল ĺদখােcনা | 
ĺবটা আিƏটs আমােক ĺপাজ ĺদয়ার সেুযাগi ĺদয়িন | 

আর ĺদখেতi পাc, িtভুেজর pিত িছল তার 

িক eক adত আকƏষণূ  ! 

তাi ĺস আমার বািক দ'ুপােয়র কথা 
ĺবমালমু ভুেল ĺগেছ | 

                                                 
v ei ছিবǅ ĺনয়া হেয়েছ ĺফnেƏপর 'সাiড iেফkস' সংকলেনর pcদ ĺথেক। 
 
vi eǅ িশlীর  ĺসরা িশlকƏমগেুলার eকǅ। ĺজেন রাখা ভােলা, ei eকi িশেরানাম বা িবষয়বs িনেয় আেরা ĺবশ কেয়কǅ 
িশlকƏম রেয়েছ লnন eবং iuেরােপর িবিভn আƏট গƟালারীগেুলােত, িকn ei িশlকƏমǅi কিব ĺফনথƏপেক 'নট মাi ĺবs 
সাiড' কিবতাǅ িলখেত aনpুািনত কেরিছল। 
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আিম ĺস সময় ĺকানo কেমn কিরিন | 

(eকটা রাkেসর দ'ুটা পা বাদ ĺগেল 
িক বা আেস যায় ?) 
িকn পের মন খারাপ  হেয় িগেয়িছল 
পাবিলিসǅর বােরাটা বাজার জনƟ | 

আিম eেকক সময় ĺভেব পাi না, 
আমার জbকারীর ĺচহারাটা ĺকন 

eেকবাের বাcােদর মত, আর  
তার ĺঘাড়ার ঘাড় ĺকন 
eমন বাকােনা, আর পােয়র খুড়গেুলা  
eমন চারেকাণা ? 
তাছাড়াo, আমার শীকার ĺদখেত 

eতi িব̄, ĺদখেল খাoয়ার রচুীi থােকনা | 

আর sƏধা ĺদেখা– 
ĺস সিতƟ সিতƟi আমােক ĺরেখেছ 
দিড় িদেয় ĺবেঁধ | 
যাi হuক, আনɵুািনকভােব মরার ভয়  
আিম কির না | কারণ  আিম জািন,  
আমােক মারা eত ĺসাজা না |  

িকn, খারাপ হত না– ĺলাক ĺদখােনার জনƟ  
আেরকটু ĺবিশ রk ঝরেল | 
তাহেল ĺবাঝা ĺযত, 
তারা আমােক ĺবশ িসিরয়াসিলi িনেc | 

 
(2)  

eকটা ĺমেয়র জনƟ ĺবাঝা কǇন– 
ĺস আেদৗ udার হেত চায় িক না | 

মােন, আমারেতা ĺবশ ĺলেগিছল  



 Mohsin 31

রাkɳােক |  
ভালi ĺতা লােগ যিদ ĺকu লািয়ক কের eভােব, 
মােন, ĺবাঝেতi পারেছন আিম িক বলেত চািc  | 

ĺস ĺদখেত যা দারণু িছল– 

তার থাবার ĺনাখগলুা, আর সবজু চামড়াটা িছল 

aসাধারণ; আর ĺলজটা িক সnুর িছল ! 

আর ĺযভােব ĺস আমার িদেক তাকােতা, 

মেন হেতা– 
ei ekিন বিুঝ ĺফলেবু  িগেল | 
eকটা ĺমেয় ĺকন ĺসটা eনজয় করেব না ? 

তাi, ĺমিশন পের  
oi ĺছাকরাটা যখন হািজর হেলা 

eকটা পাগলা ĺঘাড়ায় ĺচেপ, 
আমার তােক খুব eকটা পছn হয়িন | 

ĺক জােন, িক আেছ  
ঐ ĺলাহার ĺপাশােকর িনেচ ? 

থাকেত পাের তার ফুসkরী বা চƏম ĺরাগ,  

eমনিক গােয়-মেুখ দƏুগno, ĺস ĺবপাের 
আিম pায় িনিɩত | িকn রাkɳােক 
ĺচােখর eক পলেকi ĺদেখ ĺনয়া সmব | 

যাi হuক, আমার িক করার িছল ? 
রাkɳা ĺছাড়াটার কােছ ভালi 
ডাnা ĺখেয়েছ | 

আর, eকটা ĺমেয়েক সবসময় 
িচnা করেত হয় তার িফuচার িনেয় | 
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(3) 
আমার রাkস মƟােনজেমn আর  
kমারী সরুkােত  
আেছ িডেpামা করা | 
আমার ĺঘাড়াটা 
eেকবাের ĺলiেটs মেডেলর,  
যার সােথ আেছ ĺমাবাiল ĺফান আর 

pেয়াজনীয়-apেয়াজনীয় সািƏভস বƟবsা | 
আমার শাবকটা শধু ুআমার জনƟi Ļতরী করা | 
আমার আদƏশ ঢালটা, eখেনা 
eক ĺগাপন রহসƟ | 
ei মহুূেƏত তুিম পারেব না  
আমার ĺথেক ভােলা করেত | 

আিম ĺযাগƟ পাt আর আমার আপাদমsক 
ঢাকা আেছ সব pেয়াজনীয় িজিনষ িদেয় | 
তাহেল eত ĺপচঁাল িকেসর ?  

তুিম িক চাo না মরেত আর/aথবা ĺরসিকu হেত 
eেকবাের ĺলেটs ĺফেশােন ? 
ei ĺসাসাiǅ আর ĺতামার বাপ-দাদা  
ĺতামার জনƟ ĺয লাiফ sাiল িডজাiন কেরেছ  
তুিম িক তা চাo না ĺমেন চলেত ? 
তুিম িক ĺবােঝা না  
ĺতামার ei eত বাছাবািছর কারেণ 
eসব ĺঘাড়া আর বlম Ļতরীর  

inাসিƪেত জব aপুƏচুিনǅ–   
সব িবপেদ আেছ ? 
যাi-i ĺহাক 
তুিম চাo, িক না চাo 
তােত কী আেস যায় ? 
দরূ হo আমার সামেন ĺথেক | 
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The Contributors 

 

Not your fault, gentlemen. 

We acquit you of the calculatedly  

Equivalent gift, the tinsel token. 

Mary, maybe, fancied something more practical: 

A layette, or at least a premium bond. 

Firmly you gave the extravagantly  

Useless, your present the unwrapped 

Hard-edged stigma of vocation. 

 

Not your fault, beast, 

Who donated your helpless animal  

Rectitude to the occasion. 

Not yours the message of the goblin 

Robin, the red-nosed reindeervii,  

Nor had you in mind the yearly  

Massacre of the poultry innocent, 

Whom we judge correct for the feast. 

 

Not your fault, Virgin, 

Muddling along in the manger, 

With your confused old man, 

Your bastard baby, in conditions 

No social worker could possibly approve. 

How could your improvised, improvident 

Holiness predict our unholy family Xmas, 

Our lonely overdoses, deepfrozen bonhomie? 

 

 

 

                                                 
vii Rudolph the Red-nosed Reindeer is a fictional reindeer with a glowing red nose. 
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দাতােগাɵী 
 

ĺতামােদর ĺদাষ না, ভd-মেহাদয়গণ | 
আমরা ĺতামােদর ছাড় িদেয়িছ সমমােনর uপহার,  
চকচেক সামgী ĺথেক |  

ĺমরীviii হয়ত আসা কেরিছল আরo বাsব িকছু: 
eকǅ নবজাতেকর সjা, aথবা anত eকǅ িবমার দিলল  | 

িনঃশেƈক ĺতামরা িদেয়িছেল aিতিরkভােব apেয়াজনীয় সব িজিনষ, 

মাথানত করা জীিবকার লjায়   
ĺতামােদর uপহার িছল ĺমাড়কহীন | 
 

ĺতামােদর ভুল নয়, জােনায়ার,  
যারা কেরিছল দান ĺতামােদর aসহায় pাণী  
uƄsƏগ e aনɵুােন | 

নয় ĺতামােদর কদাকার ভূত রিবেনর ix 

e বাƏতা, লাল-নােকর বলগাহিরণx,  
eo রাখিন মেন  
aসহায় হঁাস-মরুগীর বাƄসিরক িনধন, 
সǇকভােব ĺভােজর জনƟ আমরা কেরিছ মলূƟায়ন যােদর | 

 

ĺতামার ĺদাষ না, kমারী, 
তালেগাল পাকােc পশরু খাবােরর মােঝ, 
ĺতামার িকংকƏতবƟিবমরূ বdৃর সােথ, 
ĺতামার জারজ সnান, eমন aবsাগেুলায় 

                                                 
viii ĺমরী বা মিরয়ম িছেলন িযশ ু িƢেɳর kমারী মা। eখােন ĺমরী সমােজর ĺসi সকল নারীেদর uপsাপন করেছ যারা 
তােদর নবজাতেকর লালনপালেনর জনƟ সমাজ o পিরবার ĺথেক সামানƟ সহেযািগতা কােমানা কের। 
 
ix রিবন গডুিফেলা iংেরজী কথা-সািহেতƟর eকǅ কাlিনক চিরt ĺয পিরিচত eকǅ পরী aথবা ভূিম'র আtা িহেসেব। 
ĺস aতƟn দɳুু pকৃিতর; আনn পায় ভুল বাƏতা িদেয় মানষুেক ĺবাকা বািনেয় aথবা ĺযেকােনা কােরা aিনɳ কের।   
 
x ei বলগা হিরণǅ িশশেুদর গেlর eকǅ কাlিনক চিরt যার নাম রডুl আর যার নাকǅ লাল রেঙর। 
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ĺকানo সমাজকƏমী হয়ত পারেবনা সমƏথন িদেত | 

িকভােব ĺতামার apsথ আেয়াজনু , apতুল পিবtতা aনমুান কের  

আমােদর aপিবt পািরবািরক বড়িদনxi, 
আnিরকতা যায় ঠাnায় জেম, আমােদর eকািকt সময় পায় বিৃd ? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                 
xi িযশ ুিƢেɳর জnিদন। ei িদেন সকল ĺভদােবদ ভুেল সকল ধনী-দিরেdর uিচত eকসােথ uƄসব পালন করা, িকn 
বাsেব ধনীরা ĺবিশরভাগ সময়i দিরdেদর কথা ভুেল যায় eবং sাƏথপেরর মত িনেজর পিরবার িনেয়i uƄসব পালন 
কের। 
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Dig  

 

The place: Once Troy; the characters: 

Ghosts of Trojan lovers who lived there; 

 

The time: a dream of mine; the plot: 

Nothing... driftings and strayings rounds a spot 

 

That neither recognised. Where were 

The god-built wall, the gates, the bright river? 

 

A wind got up: the famous wind. 

The sad ghosts sighed and drifted like dry sand. 

 

Only an archaeologist  

Could disinter what these cold phantoms missed: 

 

Village on top of village; town 

On town; city on city; Trojan ground 

 

Lay aeons under Hissarlik. 

Schliemann alone could recognise the wreck 

 

And spell it Ilium; he who 

Unpicked the wayward river's fluent clew, 

 

Found the old bed of Scamander  

Far from Mendere's prosy meander. 

 

My dream-ghosts never traced their Troy. 

In walking life, dear lost one, you and I 

 

Whose Troy fell centuries ago 

Find, when we meet, the malign debris grow: 
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Misunderstandings; blunders; slips; 

Faults; different lives that have developed since. 

 

Useless to salvage what has been. 

At once the monstrous midden sprouts between. 
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খনন sান 
 

sান: eক কােলর ƪয় নগরী; পাtরা:xii 

দiু ƪজান ĺpিমেকরxiii আtা যারা  
 

বাস করত ĺসখােন । 

কাল: আমার eক sপেন; 

 

পটভূিম: িকছুiনা... eকǅ িনিƏদɳ sােন 
িদেশহারা eবং পথƸɳ হেয় আেছ 

  

যা িচনেত aপারগ দ'ুজনi । ĺকাথায় িছল ĺসi 

ঈ˞র -Ļতরী pাচীর, ফটক, ĺগৗরবময় নদীxiv? 

 

eক বাতাস ĺজেগ uেঠিছল: ĺসi িবখƟাত বাতাস । 

দঃুখী ভূত দ'ুĺটা ছােড় দীƏঘ˞াস আর শকুেনা বালরু মেতা যায় ĺসi বাতােস ĺভেস ।   

 
শধুiু eকজন ptতttিবদ ĺপেয়েছন খুেঁড় 

                                                 
xii পাt,  aথাƏত গেlর চিরt। শধু ুপাt aথবা চিরt িলখেলo হত, িকn '-রা' pতƟয়ǅ সংযkু করা হেয়েছ িdতীয় 
চরেণর 'যারা' eর সােথ তাল ĺমলােনার জনƟ।  
 
xiii e দ'ুজন সmবত ƪজান রাজপুt pায়াম o sাƏটার রানী ĺহেলন। ĺহেলন pায়ােমর সােথ পািলেয় চেল আসার কারেণ 
পরবƏতী পিৃথবীর িবিভn uপনƟাস আর গেl তােক 'ĺহেলন aফ ƪয়' িহেসেব আখƟািয়ত করা হেয়েছ। e দ'ুজেনর ĺpমেক 
ĺকnd কেরi ƪয় o sাƏটার মেধƟ যdু হয়, আর ei যেুdর মধƟ িদেয়i ƪেয়র পতন ঘেট। 
 
xiv ƪেয়র pাচীর িছল ƪজানেদর aহংকার, ĺযǅ সবসময়i নগরীǅেক রkা কেরেছ শtর আkমন ĺথেক। নগের ĺঢাকার 
ফটক িছল pাচীেরর মতi মজবতু, যার কারেণ বহুকাল e নগরীেত ĺকােনা শt বহু ĺচষটা কেরo ঢুকেত পােরিন। ƪয় 
নগরǅর aবsান িছল eকǅ নদীর পােশ আর তাi, e নদী বহুকাল নগরীǅর ĺগৗরবময় iিতহােসর সাkƟ হেয়িছল।       
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িক হািরেয়েছ ei শীতল ভূেতরা: 

 

gােমর uপর gাম; শহেরর uপর 

শহর; নগেরর uপর নগর;  

 
ƪজান ভূিম শেুয় আেছ aনnকাল ধের িহƓসািƏলেকরxv িনেচ। 

িɮমানxvi eকাi পারেতন ধংসsপǅ িচনেতু  
 
 
আর পড়েলন ĺসটােক iিলšামxvii বেল ।  িতিন ĺয জন  

কেরেছন ভাগ ĺসcাচারী নদীর sc সtূ, ĺপেয়েছন 

 
sােমnােরর িবছানা xviii বহুদেূর  
ĺমেnেররxix kািnকর eেকেবেঁক চলা ĺথেক । 

 
আমার sেpর ভূেতরা কেখানi তােদর ƪয় খুেঁজ ĺদেখিন । 

জীবন চলার পেথ, হারােনা িpয়জন, তুিম আর আিম  

                                                 
xv ধারণা করা হয় কিব ĺহামােরর কাlিনক ƪয় নগরীর aবsান িছল eিশয়া-মাiনেরর utর-পিɩম সীমােn িহƓসািƏলেক 
যার aবsান বতƏমান তুরেɱ। 
 
xvi ĺহiনিরচ ɮীমান (1822-1890) িছেলন eকজন জামাƏন বƟবসায়ী o ptতtবীদ। িতিন খনন কের আিবɱার 
কেরিছেলন কিব ĺহামােরর কাlিনক ƪয় নগরীর মত eকǅ নগরীর aিst আসেলi বাsেব িছল। িতিন আরo pমান 
কেরিছেলন ĺয ĺহামােরর iিলšাড eবং ভািƏজেলর eiনীড বাsিবক ঐিতহািসক ঘটনাবলীেক ĺকnd কের ĺলখা হেয়িছল। 
 
xvii ĺহামােরর iিলšােডর কাlিনক শহর ƪেয়র আেরক নাম । ভািƏজল eবং ĺহামােরর ĺলখা dারা aমরt লাভ করা ƪেয়র 
ধংসাবেশষ আিবɱার pথম কেরিছেলন চাƏলস মƟাকলেরন 1822 সােল। পরবিƏতেত ɮীমান 1870 সােল খনন কের ƪয় 
শহরǅ আিবɱার কেরিছেলন তুরেɱর utর-পিɩম সমdু uপkেল। e শহর আিবɱার হবার আেগ eǅেক শধুমুাt eকǅ 
কালপিনক নগর িহেসেব ধারণা করা হত। 
 
xviii gীক কlকাহীিনেত sামাnার পিরিচত আেছ eকǅ নদী eবং নদীর ĺদবতা িহেসেব। ধারণা করা হয় e নদীǅ iডা 
পবƏত ĺথেক ĺনেম ƪয় নগেরর নীচ িদেয় বেয় ĺগেছ। e নদীǅর আধিুনক নাম কারােমেnেরস। 
 
xix eǅo gীক কlকাহীিনর eকǅ নদী। 
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যােদর ƪেয়র পতন হেয়েছ বহুশতাbী আেগ ĺপেয়িছ,  

যখন ĺদখা হেলা আমােদর, কলিǦত ধংসাবেশষ ĺপেয়েছ বিৃd:  

 
ĺবাঝােবািঝর ভুল; ĺবাকািমর ভুল; 
ফsােনার ভুল; ĺদােষর ভুল;  

 
aতপর 
িভn জীবন uেঠিছল গেড়। 

 
ĺকােনা মােন হয়না udার করা যা হািরেয়েছ । 
সহসা িবশাল আবƏজনার sপǅ aǦুিরত হয় তার মােঝূ  । 
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On Translating Fanthorpe's Poetry  
 

 

As was the case in my work on Adcock, here too I considered the range of TL phrases 

available; the standard of educational background of my target readers, their approximate 

age; mindset of Bangladeshi societies (since most people are conservative); gender of the 

poet and her relationship with the readers; and the context of the SL.  

 

Not My Best Side: 

This poem is based on a painting by Paolo Uccello entitled St. George and the Dragon in 

which Fanthorpe challenged the stereotypical image of the brave heroic knight, the beautiful 

and helpless princess and the vicious fearful dragon and replaced them with modern day 

versions. It has three stanzas that are written from these three different characters' point of 

view. Though the poem is supposed to present the typical fairytale story of a "prince in 

shining armour" rescuing "the beauty" from the grasp of the "evil monster", it actually tells a 

story that is absolutely different. It is written in blank verse format.  

In this poem, I have intentionally left many words in English instead of translating them into 

Bengali. However, I have spelled the English words in the Bangla alphabetxx. The purpose is 

to let readers enjoy this poem from the perspective of so-called educated society where most 

of us have established a habit of code-mixingxxi in our everyday spoken language. I also took 

the liberty to add words such as ĺবমালমু and ĺবটা that are not there in the source poem to add a 

humorous note. In some of the lines I deliberately changed meanings to make the situation 

comical as well as appropriate to the target language. The title I have chosen as আিম sɳ কের 

বলিছ instead of eটা আমার ĺসরা পাশটা না aথবা ei ছিবেত আমােক ĺতমন ভাল ĺদখােcনা since 

the title of the source poem is taken from the first line of the poem and আিম sɳ কের বলিছ is 

also the first line of the translated poem.  

 

 

 
                                                 
xx The readers can check the Glossary for some of the word meanings and literal translations. 
xxi Code-mixing refers to the mixing of two or more languages or language varieties in speech. 
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The Contributors: 

This poem makes fun of the head-of-the-house in a patriarchal society, who cannot afford to 

fulfill the basic need of his family on the Christmas Eve, people who become gluttonous in 

the name of the feast on that day, and a society which cannot give the blessings of Christmas 

to every individual.  

 

The poem has three stanzas each of which contains eight lines. It has a complicated rhyme 

scheme. In each stanza, the first line rhymes with the last line. Every stanza begins with the 

statement "Not your fault". 

 

My version also has three stanzas, each consisting of eight lines. I also tried to rhyme the first 

line of each stanza with the last line.     

 

Dig: 

This poem is on the excavation of Troy, a city which was thought for long to be a mythical 

city but we now know that it actually existed a long time ago, after its ruins were discovered 

by the archaeologists.   

 

This poem is written in couplets. 

 

I too tried to rhyme in couplets. However, this translated version has 32 lines, although the 

source poem has 26 lines. I preferred not to translate the names of places and rivers and so 

spelled them out in Bangla.   
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Conclusion 

 

 
Translating poetry is not easy, but then again, it is not impossible. To be a professional 

translator, one has to have good hold on SL as well as TL. While translating poetry, the 

translator should remember that he or she is going to translate a piece of poetry and so, it 

should not look like as if it was re-written or re-produced. The translators must have creative 

skills to produce a fine translation.  

 

A translator must go through hardship to achieve the best translation. She or he should always 

remember that there is no pleasure in achieving anything without struggling for it. Therefore, 

the translators should not feel disheartened if their work receives criticism instead of 

appreciation. They should rather try to overcome the faults critics point out to them.  

 

Poetry translators should know that they might be able to translate the sense accurately, but 

will not be able to maintain the form all the time. So, while translating poetry, they should 

keep in mind that the outcome of a good translated poem will depend on how the poem is 

expresses the poetic quality of the source poem, but this does not mean that the translator is 

obliged to rhyme. A translator, who has poetic and creative skills, knows how to represent a 

translated poem to the target readers so that it will look like the translator's own creation; 

however, this does not mean that the translator is cheating. This simply signifies the talents 

and creative skills of the translator. If readers can enjoy a translated work in a way make 

them feel they are reading an original piece instead of a translated work, it will not only let 

them enjoy the text but also help them appreciate the contents.    

 

Translators of verse should always keep in mind for whom and for what purpose he or she is 

translating a poem. They should also consider the culture and social perception of their target 

readers. In such cases, they need to be careful in their dictions. If necessary, they should also 

consider omit few lines which the society of their target readers will not appreciate. They 

should know that they should not surrender to the impossible or the untranslatable if they 

come across a type of poetry that has some rules which are non-existent in the TL. They 

should also know how to adopt the setting of a foreign country and transform it into the target 

reader's setting. 
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Translated work, especially poetry, is bound to differ from translators to translators. 

Therefore, if someone else tries to translate any one of the selected poems from this paper, he 

or she will surely produce a very different version. This dissertation, hopefully, will be a 

valuable resource for those who will need guidance to translate these poems or any other 

contemporary poems in future. This paper will also help the TL readers understand the 

contents of the SL efficiently.  

 

Anyway, the main purpose of this project was not to teach people how to translate but to 

introduce poetry of Fleur Adcock and U. A. Fanthorpe. It is to be hoped that when people 

will read this paper, they will be encourage to read their works more and the libraries and the 

bookstores will  keeping books of these poets and on these poets in their collection. This 

paper could thus be a good resource for these researchers who intend to do any research on 

them or their poetry.  
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Glossary 

 

'For a Five-Year-Old' Daffodil - ĺডফিডল ফুল 

Window-sill - জানালার গবরাট 

'Parting Is Such Sweet Sorrow' Crumb - পাuরǅুর টুকেরা 

Cliché - বাগধারা 

Longing for - আgেহর সােথ আকাkা করা 

Gale - pবল বায়ু 

Gaudy - রিুচহীনভােব চকচেক  

Mint - টাকশাল 

Token - িচh, িনদƏশন 

Umbrage - aনƟায় আচরণ কের যেথািচত সmান pদƏশন না কের kেভর 
সǹার করা; aসnɳ হoয়া বা করা । 
Whirl - ঘরুপাক খাoয়া 

'Bogyman' Ambit - eǅ যkুরােজƟর eকǅ িবিচtা। 1959 সােল pথম pকািশত ।হয়  

Bedazzle - আেলার ঝলকািনেত দিৃɳ ঝাপসা হেয় আসা। 
Bogyman - কাlিনক ভূত বা শয়তান রপুী মানষু। 

Broad-brimmed - টুিপর চুড়ােক ĺকnd কের বািহেরর বtৃাকার ĺয aংশ 
টুিপটােক pেkপণ কের। 

Earlswood - iংলƟােnর সােরেত aবিsত eকǅ ।শহর   

Woollen gloves - ঊেলর Ļতির হাত ĺমাজা। 

'A Surprise in the Peninsula' Peninsula - সামিুdক জল ĺবিɳত uপdীপ 

 

'Not My Best Side' Artist - িশlী 

Beardless - দাড়ীিবহীন  

Comment - মnবƟ 

Contemporary - সমকালীন 

Conquarer - বশকারী  

Dangerous horse - িবপদজনক ĺঘাড়া 

Design - নকশা  

Difficult - জǅলতা  

Diploma - িশখƟাগত ĺযাগƟতার সনদপt 

Dragon - Ƭাগন 
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Enjoys - uপেভাগ করা 

Future - ভিবষƟত 

Industry - ƽমিশl 

Job - চাkরী 

Latest - aতƟাধিুনক 

Liked - পছn করা 

Machinery - যntপািত 

Management - বƟবsাপনা 

Model - মেডল 

Nicely physical - চমƄকার শারীিরক গঠন 

Opportunity - সেুযাগ 

Ostentatiously - ĺলাক ĺদখােত পছn কের eমন  

Poor chap - হতভাগা 

Pose - ভǩী 

Publicity - pচারণা 

Rescued- udার হoয়া  

Seriously- গরুেুtর সােথ  

Service - ĺসবা pদান 

Sexy - আেবদনময়ী 

Society - সমাজ 

Style - রীিত 

'The Contributors' 

 

Bonhomie - আnিরকতা o মাধƏুজƟমিnত আচরণ 

Deepfrozen - Deep-frozen - ঠাȉায় জেম িগেয়েছ eমন 

Rectitude - সততা, সাধতুা 

'Dig' Hissarlik - ƪয় নগরীর pকৃত aবsান 
Ilium - ƪয় নগরী 

Mendere - gীক মহাকাবƟেত uেlিখত eকǅ নদীর নাম  
Meander - নদীর বাঁক 

Scamander - gীক মহাকাবƟgেn sামাnার eকǅ নদীর নাম eবং নদীর 
ĺদবতার নাম িহেসেব uেlিখত আেছ।  

Schliemann - Heinrich Schliemann ĺহiনিরক িɮমান, জাƏমােনর 
ptতttিবদ 
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