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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 Popovic notes that the translator has
the right to differ organically, and to be independent (Popovi¢, 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.



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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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
'l 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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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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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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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 aaabbeca). 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 "SIF
HE-IR@IT o or "ANF 6 IE@I ®EABI S I have chosen the title as "SINF
®E-EE S 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 s@= s=a®G, 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 [ 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 rthyme 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 3Z3f& 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 IFIfE and the setting of my version
which is set in Bangladesh instead of 'bogyman' and England. I began the poem by saying
faMeT ST ST 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 31 and F1ETST. The purpose of
adding fRT1 is to create an ominous atmosphere to represent children's concept of FFJIfT,
which is a childhood fear.

I often made changes in the outfit of W Here, instead of a shoe, I make her wear sandal
which is &G in Bengali, and make her hold a cane (7§ i.e. walking stick) instead of woollen
gloves on hands. I omitted Turkey though I could translate it as @<%, I decided not to put the
name of any place or country at all since I thought that by putting @ FTT FHIF1R I will
be able to represent the characteristic of a thing like 3¥JfS. In the last stanza, | translated
"Guinness in the Bald-Faced Stag" as just "51 SIF T@-PNfH 9@ 357 1019 @AM 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

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

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

¥ Cover page: Fanthorpe, UA. Side Effects. Cornwall: Peterloo Poets, 1984.



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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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 reindeer*",
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?

¥i Rudolph the Red-nosed Reindeer is a fictional reindeer with a glowing red nose.
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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 [lium; 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 |

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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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

tXX

Bengali. However, I have spelled the English words in the Bangla alphabet™. 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-mixing™ in our everyday spoken language. I also took

the liberty to add words such as @3 and @G 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 3N ™ FEF
% instead of 9B AWM G APTCI 1 T IR RfA(@ AE @A ©FF @TRAT since
the title of the source poem is taken from the first line of the poem and Jf¥ =@ FEF@ Tl is

also the first line of the translated poem.

xxlThe readers can check the Glossary for some of the word meanings and literal translations.
! 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 rthyme 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'

'

'Parting Is Such Sweet Sorrow

'Bogyman'

'A Surprise in the Peninsula’

'Not My Best Side'

Daffodil - %G 3
Window-sill - ST=ens s/t
Crumb - 1S5 {FET
Cliché - ansmmar

Longing for - sia@a s SI@Tes] F47

Gale - 737 I
Gaudy - Fft¥er@ 36
Mint - e

Token - fo=, faw™ e

Umbrage - SIF S6ae FE IRMS THT T9779 9 FE HEoF
N FA1;, IIFE 2871 1 F47 |
Whirl - gass 2nea

Ambit - a6 JgaTETF 93 Fear! voa> W Fw FfS =

Bedazzle - sien® afate 4% 3™ 1@ ST
Bogyman - % g© 31 "Weld I M|

Broad-brimmed - §ff7 1% @u 3@ IRET FJoRFE @ AT
BEOIE ST |

Earlswood - %S Sete s@fye a5 72!

Woollen gloves - ST tofF 218 @T&|

Peninsula - sHfiF &7 @f¥e Sor&T

Artist - frat

Beardless - w5t

Comment - &35
Contemporary - Ss&Te
Conquarer - TR

Dangerous horse - frmsas @mer
Design - 5@ 0

Difficult - sifoeer

Diploma - frisre @esreE sawsa

Dragon - g5



'"The Contributors'

YDigV
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Enjoys - Sswerr Far
Future - sfF3me
Industry - =fg

Job - srFat

Latest - sreysfa
Liked - s a1
Machinery - 3g=fs
Management - F535=1
Model - s

Nicely physical - 553 =18 s5a
Opportunity - syt
Ostentatiously - @& @xe o F@ a4
Poor chap - zenn
Pose - &%t

Publicity - =em@en
Rescued- S =83
Seriously- sgEs ¥
Service - ¢1a1 v
Sexy - SmEweaT
Society - s

Style - fifs

Bonhomie - sisfiFer 8 Mysmice aeae
Deepfrozen - Deep-frozen - S13® ser Fiawm a5
Rectitude - seer, syer

Hissarlik - 33 9587 5e 9574

[lium - &7 51t

Mendere - s wa@mEe SER© 936 Tt A1
Meander - & 3=

Scamander - fiT TWFTATE TR AFH FGT TN 9] T4
@RHeIF A1 RoTE SEfe o

Schliemann - Heinrich Schliemann @&afas e, sra@s
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