Conti Sergio, Group A, English minors, II year                                                 14 – 11 – 2007

Task I – A real life story told to Trinity College Students.

On November 7th, 2007, we went to Trinity College in order to meet some american students. We were to tell them a real life story, that we had previously written in Italian. The aim of this experience was to test our translation abilities: the english translations of our stories had to communicate the same intents of the italian versions. 

I met three students, Josh, Danny and Daniel. Daniel and Josh were from New York, Danny was from Boston. The three of them were very eager to listen to my story; in fact, they were very impressed by my English.

The experience with them has been quite interesting, as I’ve been able to test my abilities and to have a glipse of a different culture, relating to the story I told. On the other hand, I’m not completely sure if my translation worked as it was meant to. Even though they eventually grasped the intent of the story, it has been difficult to get to that point.

The italian story is the following:

Da ragazzino, sono sempre stato grassottello. Sei anni fa ho preso la decisione di farmi seguire da un medico e sono riuscito a perdere 25 kg in poco tempo. Da allora non li ho più ripresi, anzi, sono dimagrito ancora.

I miei parenti non perdono mai l’occasione per farmelo notare.

ZIA: “Ma che ti sei dimagrito ancora?”

IO: “Ma che! Non la vedi la pancetta?”

ZIA: “A me mi sembri sempre più magro… guarda, te se vedono solo l’ossa!”

IO: “Ma che ne so, non mi peso mica tutti i giorni!”

ZIA: “Ma mangi?”

IO: “Sì che mangio!”

ZIA: “…? (sguardo dubbioso)”

IO: “Senti, l’importante è che mangio tutte le volte che ho fame, e che evito di mangiare schifezze, no? Che devo fare, devo mangiare per forza?”

ZIA: “No, no…”

Here’s, instead, the english translation:

When I was a little kid, I used to be pretty fat. Then in 2001 I decided to go to a doctor’s, and he helped me losing about 25 kilos in a very short time. I’ve never put them back on, actually, I even got thinner. 

Everytime I meet my relatives, they get back on this subject.

AUNT: “Sergio… but… did you get slimmer?”

ME: “What? Slimmer? Now, c’mon, look at my belly!”

AUNT: “Belly? What belly? You look so skinny to me…”

ME: “Ok, i don’t konw if I got slimmer, you know, I don’t carry around scales anywhere I go!”

AUNT: “But… do you ever skip meals?”

ME: “Of course I don’t!”

AUNT: “You sure…?”

ME: “Ok, listen, I just try to eat at meal-times, or, i dunno, whenerver I’m hungry, ok? And I just… try not to eat junk food. What do you think I shoul do? Should I be… forced to eat, or what?” 

AUNT: “Of course you shouldn’t be forced…”

ME: “Ok, let’s cut it then”

The intent of this story was to communicate how it’s hard for may relatives to realize that I’m growing up and that I’m self-sufficient. Even if I’m now 22, they still don’t trust me, and they still think I can’t look after my own persona.

The three student greeted the end of my story with a huge “Bravo!”, but at first, when I asked them what they thought my story was about, they didn’t understand what I expected from them. They kept on saying that my English was perfect, that they did understand my story. In fact, they did not understand that I wasn’t just meant to traslate it literally, but also to communicate a precise feeling. 

Josh said that he sort of expected and “end” of the story; he said “I expect something more”. They thought there wasn’t a deeper meaning apart from the literal one. Danny, instead, said that the story looked like being about my good realationship with my parents, and about the fact that we can talk about everything, even private subjects. 

It was not my original intent, and I was afraid that I had not been able to transmit it. I had not been able to transmit the annoiance for my relatives’ frequent invasion of my private sphere. 

Then Daniel said: “you want to communicate, litterally, that you were once fat, and now your relatives want you to eat more (…) they don’t understand that you wanna eat only at appropriate time…”. I though it was the point of it all, and added: “So you think that my parents don’t understand that I can look after myself?” . After I said that, all the three of them agreed that it was the deepest message of the story. Danny went on saying that my relatives don’t seem to understand that I’m growing up and maturating, and my body’s maturating along with me. 

At this point, I thought that I had reached my goal, and I thought it better not to let it go on, also because they seemed quite bored. 

Thinking back at it, I don’t know if I did transmit the true meaning of the story or not. I still don’t understand if they agreed with me because I helped them by giving them too much hints. Maybe the partial  failure of the experiment is due to my poor characterization of the protagonists . I don’t think that my literal translation didn’t work, maybe I didn’t manage to reproduce the sense of annoiance which comes from an over-protecting behaviour. Maybe american young pepole don’t usually speak about these matters with their relaives, and think that if you do so, it is due to a very good relationship between peole in the family. 

Or, in the end, it may be that I, myself, did not understand the deepest meaning of my story.
