Session 5 Thoughts on translation.
The Mute Boy (Close translation).

The boy seeks his voice,
held by the king of crickets.

In a droplet of water

he searches.

I don’t need it to speak,
but with it I’ll make a ring 

to hold my silence

on its little finger.

(The distant voice is captive, 

he, clothed as a cricket).
 The Quiet Child (My version!)

A child who stays quiet 

in a crowded soundscape,

looks into the droplet.

Its ripples ring out,

he dips his little finger in -
lets the water speak for him.

The Quiet Child (another version)

The quiet child seeks calm

Watches the language of water

Ripples from a droplet

reaching out silently, 

beyond boundaries.

He gazes into the clear -

emboldened.

On reading El Nino Mudo, thoughts on meaning immediately seemed to obstruct any desire to translate as close as possible to the original wording. I wanted free rein to write.
However, as far as fidelity is concerned, I would feel it important to be as true to the original as possible. And, whilst retaining overall ideas, connotation would be paramount to make sense of the whole. Meaning would have to take precedence over sentence structure, macro issues should take precedence over the micro in other words. Internal rhyme, which I like to use, would be difficult, as would recreating the sound structure. Creating the assonance and consonance or a close syllable count when using a language that has such different word structures and tone would seem difficult. Syntax can’t be thrown to the wind, we need most writing to flow, so in many cases, complete restructuring would seem best.
In this poem I felt I should use the metaphor of the crickets in the translation as the analogy seemed central to the presumed theme. If written for children, then the crickets make the poem imaginative and more accessible. In the above ‘close’ translation I tried to stay as true to the original as reasonably possible, with it making sense, using assonance, consonance and alliteration for rhythm and flow.  
The description of the child as mute seemed important.  It brought to mind the autistic child and mutism. That then seemed to make sense of the crickets, as their constant, repetitive and high-pitched chirping could be the source of irritation to the autistic child. So, this I felt could be a metaphor for the noise of the outside world which repelled the child, causing him to close in on himself and not speak. However, it could be that the child is unhappy, for whatever reason. 
One thing I felt very important to do, just as I would want to meet with the author, preferably, to discuss their work before translation, was to research the poet. So, ‘three people in the room’ would be ideal! This really seemed to shed new light on the poem. Lorca was homosexual, and although apparently not acknowledging his sexuality until later in life, he was probably affected by confusion over identity as a child. Although later living a liberal avant-garde lifestyle, homophobia would never have been far away.  Indeed, he was led from his home and shot at the age of 48 by the regime, it is thought because of his views and lifestyle. His relationship with Salvador Dali and others would have influenced his writing and I would have thought, without having researched this, encouraged his use of the surreal and the metaphor, signifying a deeper and more complex background to his work. 

I still can’t be sure about the reason for the use of crickets in this poem but reading a little on the authors background does seem to give some insight into his work. This has made me think again about translation and encouraged me to research the writers when trying to interpret their work. I am particularly interested in dynamic equivalence, taking the philosophical idea behind the work and re-imagining. This, to me, would be interesting as an exercise, and might prove truer to the original concept, than a close translation, but might not be acceptable to the author of the original work. Who then does the work belong to when other or ‘better’ interpretations are formed.
I have taken part in some online workshops and readings from the Ledbury Poetry Festivals over the past two years and requested their Versopolis pamphlets. They usually send out four. Versopolis gives a platform to emerging European poets by translating their work and inviting them to perform at the festivals. I’ve taken a renewed interest in these as they show the original alongside the translated version. Sentence structure and stanza length certainly seem to take a back seat. What I am doing now is translating the original with the help of online translation, then comparing this with the translation in the pamphlets. I’m finding this interesting. 

LOS SONETOS DE LA MUERTE
From the icy grave where they buried you
I will return you
to a familiar sunny land,
to a shared pillow 
where you can dream with me.
I will lie you down on the sunny ground
with a mother’s gentle touch for her sleeping son,
the earth will cradle you softly
hold your small frame from the hurt.
And I will scatter the soil with rose petals
and in the blue hue of the moon
capture the light cast forever
I will depart singing of my sweet revenge 
that no-one dare disturb your resting place.
