Vertaalformulier
Voor het Wodehouse-vertaalproject The Country Servant Problem
Is dit een wedstrijd?
Men kan zeggen dat dit een vertaalwedstrijd is, maar... dat is niet helemaal waar. Bij een wedstijd heeft iedere deelnemer eenzelfde uitgangspositie (maar niet evenveel oefening, of talent.) Hier heeft ieder zijn eigen uitgangspositie, hier strijd je tegen jezelf, maak je je hoogsteigen vertaling. Daarna bekijken we hoe verschillend de vertalingen werden en lachen om hoe verschillend ze zijn, hoe verschillend wij zijn, want hoe we vertalen, dus hoe we praten, is hoe we ten diepste zijn. Ik hoop dat we een heel bont Wodehouse- gezelschap blijken te zijn. 
Is het veel werk?
Nee, vier halve blaadjes vertalen en… minder mag; wie alleen dat stukje vertaald dat hem, of haar het meeste boeit, mag gewoon meedoen.
Hoe gaat het?
Simpel: bedenk even hoe je op je soepelst verteld. Waarschijnlijk is dat zoals je onder vrienden op de middelbare school, of daaromtrent, vertelde wat je meemaakte, hoorde, of bedacht. Oefen dat weer even, zeg even op die manier wat dingen hardop tegen jezelf en kijk dan naar het verhaal. Hoe zou jij dat verteld hebben. Vertel het zó. Spreek even iedere zin die je vertelt hardop uit; als hij goed ‘bekt’ schrijf je hem zo op, doet ie dat niet, doe het dan gauw over. 
Na een tijdje staat dan heel het verhaal op papier, of al gelijk op dit formulier, klaar is kees. Daar staat The Country Servant Problem, maar dan onder een echt coole titel, vlot geschreven. 
Hoe gaat het niet?
Als je er een wedstrijd van probeert te maken, gaat het niet. 
Als je probeert elk woord, elke uitdrukking, te vertalen zodat er precies hetzelfde staat; dat werkt niet, in het Engels wordt anders verteld, worden andere dingen overgeslagen dan in het Nederlands (en in jouw hoogst eigen taal), probeer het niet! 
In andere woorden: als je probeert van je Nederlands (je Fries, of welke taal in de eerste plaats de jouwe is) Engels te maken, gaat het niet; dat proberen leidt tot krompraten en tot lijden, doe het niet (zelfs niet als je native tongue ook een soort Engels is, jouw mooie Engels zou er bastaard Wodehouse-Engels van worden, bah). 
Als je gaat overleggen met een ander èn daarnaar luistert, gaat het niet. Het is niet meer je hoogst eigen verhaal. Foei! 
Maar als je niet van formulieren houdt, gaat het best nog wel. De tekst staat ook op: 
https://www.madameulalie.org/vfus/The_Country_Servant_Problem.html Open die link en vertaal op papier, perkament, of op je ‘electronic device’. Net zo goed.



Stuur uw vertaling naar het Magazijn Culturele Geschriften
Per E-post: MCG@KPNmail.nl, of per brievenbesteller:
Donald Duk m.a.
Oranjelaan 104
2281 GH  Rijswijk
Veel succes en veel plezier.

                             The Country Servant Problem
An Anguished Word or Two on the Matter of Securing and Retaiing Rural Domestics
By Pelham Grenville
 
HOW dwellers in the city can go about saying that they have a Servant Problem is more than I can understand. When I lived in town, I found life absolutely simple in that respect. I just went around to a good Agency, collected a Norwegian, paid her five hundred dollars a month, or whatever it was, suited my hours to hers, had all the washing done at a laundry, and there I was — on velvet, as you might say.
How different it is in the country. Here in the wilds, the Servant Problem hits you like a dum dum shell from a German howitzer. It isn’t only a question of keeping your maid. It is a question of having her appear at all. I shall not readily forget Miss O’Connor—Julia, to her intimates. She came to us like manna from the sky. She agreed, in the interview, to everything. She liked cooking, loved washing, and counted that day lost when she did not make beds or shake stoves. Moreover, she only demanded a salary of such modest proportions that it would have left us ample for our little necessities and perhaps even for an occasional jaunt to the city. She left our preliminary interview promising to appear again at eight o’clock on Monday morning.
MONTHS have passed since that day, but we have never again set eyes upon the sunshine of Miss O’Connor’s smiles. She sent no word: she wrote no letter: she simply didn’t come. Weeks later we heard by the merest chance that her mother did not want her to “go out” that season.
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De tekst van de vertaling
In these parts it is the mothers who are at the heart of the Servant Problem. They have 
a habit of doing the family washing on Monday mornings, and the daughters all want to help their maternal parents at their cleansing tasks. Celia, our present maid, lives at home with her mother, and visits us only by day. She is a jewel of the first water. She cooks like a chef and shakes a stove like a Sandow, but it would be a rash man who would bet on the off chance of her arriving here on Monday morning.
It is the old, old story. The fatal fascination of the maternal wash-tub is a little too great for her.
I sometimes have a vision of Celia on a Monday morning. I see her just mounting her bicycle, all ready to come to us! Another moment, and she will be on her way, and all will be joy, jollity, and song. And then through the window floats the strange, seductive scent of wet linen. She sniffs, hesitates, and, hesitating, is lost. The bicycle is wheeled back, and she flies like a homing pigeon to mess about with soap and things, while we, listening for her lightsome step upon the stairs, gradually pass from hope to despair.
OF course, we have our great moments. There is probably no purer joy than that which comes from hearing Celia’s tap on the door just when we have given up hope and resigned ourselves to a maidless day. Once she turned up at ten o’clock, and it was perfectly amazing to see the way the sun came out and the birds began suddenly to sing, as if somebody had pressed a celestial button.


Vervolg van de tekst van de vertaling
Celia is older than most of the maids out here. They all seem to believe in starting their professional careers early. They combine them with school. I remember how madly we rushed about the country last October in search of an Italian girl of whom we had heard. It transpired, on enquiry, that she was  
twelve years old. I once came home and found a tiny child toddling about the kitchen. After I had given her candy and hunted out a picture-book for her to look at and offered to play Bears or Red Indians with her, and wondered 
which of the neighbors’ little tot she might be, I discovered that it was this child to whom I was about to pay six dollars a week for cooking my meals and cleaning my house.
THEY manage all these things better in British India. Sometimes, before Celia came to us, after I had shaken the stove and taken the cinders out into the garden and fed the animals and washed the dishes and mopped the kitchen-floor and swept the living-rooms and made the beds and got in wood from the cellar (which, for the convenience of the occupant, is situated outside the house) and carried in a pail-full of coal and settled down for a quiet smoke and found that I had forgotten the coal for the kitchen-range and gone out again and got in the coal for the kitchen-range and settled down for a quiet smoke and found that I had omitted to let the kitten in and gone out again and let the kitten in and settled down for a quiet smoke and found that through an oversight there was no kerosene in the oil-stove and gone out again and brought in kerosene and settled down for a quiet smoke, I would draw my chair closer to my wife’s and say in a reverent sort of way, “Tell me about India.”

Vervolg van de tekst van de vertaling
And my wife would say, “When I lived in India, we had a butler, an assistant-butler, a cook, an assistant-cook, a sweeper, several grooms, a few gardeners, a dog-boy, a lady’s maid, and a chokrah!”
“What,” I would ask, though knowing quite well and merely wishing to luxuriate in the description, “is a chokrah?” 
“A chokrah,” my wife would say, “is an assistant-assistant-butler—a man whose sole duty it is to help the assistant-butler assistant-buttle.”
“And the salaries, the united salaries, of this entire mob?”
“About twenty dollars a month, and they find their own food.”
THAT if you please, is homelife in India. 
Why, in these United States the dog-boy would want about that amount a week for himself, and would undertake his arduous duties only on the understanding that he was not expected to have anything to do with looking after the dogs.
As for the assistant-assistant-butler—the imagination simply declines to dwell upon him at all.
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