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Literature
for children and the young



TALES AND TAILS
issues and challenges 
in translating children’s and YA books



“Mine is a long and a sad tale!' said the Mouse, turning to Alice, and 
sighing.

Lewis Carroll, Alice in Wonderland





Chien Pourri, Colas 
Gutman, Marc 
Boutavant



English: Dumpster 

Dog/Stinky dog

(Allison M. Charette)

Dutch: Stinkhond

(Sylvia Vanden Heede)

German: Der Stinkehund 

(Julia Süßbrich)

Catalan: Gos Pudent 

(Isabel Obiols)

Spanish: Perro Apestoso



English: Flat Cat

Italian: Spiaccigatto 
(flattened cat)

Catalan: Gatxafat 
(gat + aixafat= 
flattened cat)

German: Kater Platti 
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P.L., Travers, Mary Poppins opens the door

“Now! Now! Remember whom you’re pushing!” said the Salmon in a haughty 
voice as he scattered them right and left. “My Fins and Flippers! Look at those 
children!” He pointed to a group of Sea-Urchins who were tumbling noisily by. 
“Schoolmaster! Keep an eye on your pupils! This Ocean’s becoming an 
absolute Bear-Garden!”

“Eh what?” said an absent-minded fish who was floating along with his nose in 
a book. “Here, Winkle and Twinkle! And you too. Spiky! Behave - or I shan’t let 
you go to the Party!”

The Urchins looked at each other and grinned. Then they solemnly swam along 
with the Schoolmaster, looking as though butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths.



«Ehi, ehi! Cedete il passo!» tuonò altezzoso il Salmone, facendosi largo tra 
la folla. «Per mille scaglie! Ma guarda un po’ quei ricci ribelli!» sbottò, 
indicando una scolaresca di ricci di mare che ruzzavano da tutte le parti. 
«Qualcuno dovrebbe dargli una bella lisciata! Dico a lei, signor maestro! 
Questo mare sta diventando un marasma! »

«Eh? Come?» disse distrattamente un Dotto che avanzava con il naso 
affondato in un libro. «Arruffo, Baruffo! Venite qui! Anche tu, Spunzo! 
Comportatevi bene altrimenti non vi porto alla festa.»

I ricci si scambiarono un’occhiata e ghignarono. Poi si misero in fila ordinata 
e seguirono impettiti il maestro con un’aria da angioletti.



P.L. Travers, Mary Poppins opens the door

“’Oo’s that?” came the voice of Mrs Brill as she hurried up from the kitchen, “The 
Sweep? On Baking Day? No, you don’t! I’m sorry to give you notice, ma’am. But if 
that Hottentot goes into the chimney, I shall go out of the door.”

“Robertson is asleep in the pantry, wrapped in your best lace shawl. And nothing will 
wake him,” said Mrs Brill, “but the sound of the Last Trombone. So if you please, I’ll 
be packing my bag. ’Ow! Let me go, you Hindoo!”

The Sweep turned to Ellen with a grin. “Don’t touch me, you black heathen!” she 
screamed in a terrified voice. But he took her hand in a firm grip and she, too, 
began to smile, “Well, no messing up the carpet!” she warned him, and hurried off to 
her work.



«Chi è?» chiese la voce di Mrs Brill che uscì di corsa dalla cucina. «Lo 
Spazzacamino? Proprio oggi che devo infornare il pane? Eh, no! Mi rincresce 
molto, signora, ma se questo ottentotto (Hottentot)  si infila su per il camino, 
io prendo la porta e me ne vado!» 

«Robertson Ay sta dormendo nella dispensa, avviluppato nel suo scialle di 
pizzo più bello, signora. Solo le trombe del giudizio universale riuscirebbero a 
svegliarlo» disse la cuoca. «Quindi, se permette, vado a fare i bagagli. Ehi! 
Lasciami andare, musonero (Hindoo)!» 

Lo Spazzacamino si rivolse a Ellen con un gran sorrisone. «Non mi toccare, 
baluba! (black heathen)» strillò lei atterrita. 





Literature
for children and the young



Grand slam 
for toddlers and professional tennis players

● First words
● Instruction and etiquette books
● Fairy tales and folktales
● Short stories
● Short novels

Ages 0-7-10… 



● Fiction: Fantasy, Fairy Tales, Adventure, Science Fiction, Realistic 
Fiction, Historical Fiction, Mystery, Humor, Animal Stories, 
Dystopian, Horror

● Non-Fiction: Biography/Autobiography, Informational Books, 
Memoir, Narrative Non-Fiction, History, Science, 
Self-Help/Guidance, Poetry/Anthologies, Educational/Activity 
Books

● Hybrid: Historical Fantasy, Mythology/Legends, Fictionalized 
Biography

Ages 7-18-25…



Format - structure and style of storytelling 
(how the story is presented):
● Comics
● Manga
● Graphic novels
● Picture books
● Illustrated novels
● Read Along
● Audiobook



First fix

Fitting 
text to 
forma
t



Second snag

Finding all sorts 
of translation 
problems 
challenges



Third trouble

Finding the 
right words, 
vocables, mots, 
expressions, 
terms, names… 

WOKE
… but also slang, LGBTQ+, inclusion, 
race, gender, religion…

CANCEL CANCEL CANCEL



Fourth facer

The rhythm of rhyme, 
the abyss of 
alliteration, the 
stumbling block of 
style, the hilarious 
hiccup of humour, 
the nuisance of 
nonsense

In the quelchy quaggy sogmire
In the mashy mideous harshlands,
At the witchy hour of gloomness,
All the grobes come oozing home.

You can hear them softly slimeing,
Glissing hissing o’er the slubber,
All those oily boily bodies
Oozing onward in the gloam.

So start to run! Oh, skid and daddle
Through the slubber slush and sossel!
Skip jump hop and try to skaddle!
All the grobes are on the roam!



Fifth fly in the 
ointment

Fair contracts, fair 
pay, fair deal, fairy 
land

Grand slam 
for toddlers and professional tennis 
players

Anybody can do it. It’s just a few 
sentences. It’s simple. You could do it 
over the phone. It’s just a few minutes. 
You don’t have to see the illustrations. 
Can you do it for free? We’ll add a little 
to your next fee. We can’t fit your name 
in the layout. Try to make the language 
simpler. Avoid sensitive issues. No 
proofreading necessary. No difficult 
words, please….







“What’s the matter with this thing?” shouted the 

President.

“It is very difficult to phone people in China, Mr 

President,” said the Postmaster General. “The 

country’s so full of Wings and Wongs, every time 

you wing you get the wong number.”





V. Mehnert, C. Lieb: Alexander 
von Humboldt oder Die 
Sehnsucht nach der Ferne





So sehr ihn die Natur dieser fremden Welt 
entzückt, so entsetzt ist der deutsche Baron 
von dem, was er auf dem Marktplatz von 
Cumaná mitansehen muss. Dort werden jeden 
Tag Sklaven verkauft. Damit ist Alexander von 
Humboldt ganz und gar nicht einverstanden. In 
Afrika fängt man die Schwarzen auf brutale 
Weise ein und verfrachtet sie auf Schiffe. Wer 
die Fahrt überlebt, wird auf den Märkten in 
Amerika an reiche Grundbesitzer verkauft. Im 
heißen Klima müssen sie dann zwölf Stunden 
und mehr auf den Feldern schuften. Alexander 
empört sich über eine solche Behandlung 
seiner Mitmenschen, doch als Gast in diesem 
Land kann er nichts unternehmen. Aber sein 
ganzes Leben lang wird er die Bilder dieser 
armen Geschöpfe nicht vergessen. Wenn 
immer möglich, protestiert er gegen diese 
Form der Ausbeutung von Menschen.

As much as Alexander was delighted by the 
wildlife of this strange world, he was furious 
about what took place at the Cumaná 
marketplace. Every day, slaves were bought 
and sold there. Alexander did not agree with 
such a trade. The black Africans had first 
been brutally captured on their native soil 
and then forced onto ships and brought to 
the Americas. Anyone who had survived the 
perilous journey across the Atlantic was sold 
in the marketplaces to rich landowners, 
where they were then forced to work for 
twelve or more hours at a time in the hot 
fields. Alexander was outraged over such 
treatment of fellow human beings, but as a 
guest in this land he felt there was little he 
could do. All his life he would remember 
these poor people. He would never waste a 
chance to protest this form of human 
exploitation.
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RECIPE FOR MAKING WONKA-VITE
…
THE HOOF OF A MANTICORE
THE TRUNK (AND THE SUITCASE) OF AN ELEPHANT
THE YOLKS OF THREE EGGS FROM A WHIFFLE-BIRD
A WART FROM A WART-HOG
THE HORN OF A COW (IT MUST BE A LOUD HORN)
THE FRONT TAIL OF A COCKATRICE
SIX OUNCES OF SPRUNGE FROM A YOUNG SLIMESCRAPER
TWO HAIRS (AND ONE RABBIT) FROM THE HEAD OF A HIPPOCAMPUS
THE BEAK OF A RED-BREASTED WILBATROSS
A CORN FROM THE TOE OF A UNICORN
THE FOUR TENTACLES OF A QUADROPUS
THE HIP (AND THE PO AND THE POT) OF A HIPPOPOTAMUS
THE SNOUT OF A PROGHOPPER
A MOLE FROM A MOLE
THE HIDE (AND THE SEEK) OF A SPOTTED WHANGDOODLE
THE WHITES OF TWELVE EGGS FROM A TREE-SQUEAK
THE THREE FEET OF A SNOZZWANGER (IF YOU CAN’T GET THREE FEET, ONE YARD WILL 
DO)
THE SQUARE-ROOT OF A SOUTH AMERICAN ABACUS
THE FANGS OF A VIPER (IT MUST BE A VINDSCREEN VIPER)
THE CHEST (AND THE DRAWERS) OF A WILD GROUT



Petit journal de quarantaine

https://www.facebook.com/media/set/?set=a.2877473645628907&type=3


se couper les 
cheveux eux même

Tagliarsi
i capelli

da soli





Thanks!
Postal address

Maison des Auteurs
Rue du Prince Royal 87
1050 Bruxelles
Belgium

Email

info@ceatl.eu

 


