Translations of Short Short Stories (4) and (5)

I.  Daphne Chang
(1)  The Shortest Story-The Document

by Xie Yu-nü

The document was returned to her time and again with her supervisor’s curt command, “rewrite it.” She could not figure out what was wrong with the writing, but, intimidated by the bureaucratic, nitpicky new boss, she dared not query. 


The fourth time the document was returned, she stamped back to her seat, seething and picking up her very first draft, copying it and submitting it once again.


And? It passed.

(2) The Shortest Story-Dusty


by Zhou Ian-tong

Not until he had removed the stiff and yellowed plastic cover, whose surface was smudged and sticky with ink from name cards, did the desk’s beautiful finish remind him why he had bought such an expensive piece of furniture. Dreading the desktop would be scratched, he protected it with the plastic cover on the very day he bought it. Then time passed. The desk no longer struck him as anything special, with the dirty, blotchy protector shouting its age. He ran his hand carefully across the surface, thinking of his affair, thinking of the wife he had just divorced, and felt his heart tugged vaguely.
(3) The Shortest Story-Noise


by Jing-jing

Waiting endlessly for the bus frets her soul, and beside her the three mothers’ gabble ringing in her ears, gives her a headache.


Several married colleagues at her workplace also have a chinwag about their children and husbands during lunch breaks, but they can never beat the gaggle of three, so gabby and garrulous.


Now the topic has changed. They are badmouthing unfaithful husbands.


Like the three, she has no patience for cheating blokes. But if it is the husbands of the trio who cheat, well, they should be forgiven.
(4) The Shortest Story - A Wager


by Xiao-pian

He has all the information about baseball games at his fingertips, to the degree that he never wagers without winning. 


It was no exception in this year’s Olympics. Confident, he bet the farm before every game.


Then all the games of baseball ended. He hauled in as expected.


Yet still he could not fight back the tear.


Because he bet against Chinese Taipei in every game they played.

(5)  The Shortest Story - The Railroad

by Chen Yu-Hong

Again, she thinks she is in a dream.


The roads are deserted. She walks through narrow streets towards the railroad. It is not far from her place. Except in the morning and at night, twice a day when the trains carrying timber lumbering by, it is very quiet most of the time. Wild flowers flanking the railroad, where she is counting every rail she has walked on, one at a time.


Suddenly, the sky darkens. It is pitch-dark everywhere. Ten degrees above the horizon appears the moon, perfectly round, blindly bright.


Suddenly, the piercingly yellow moon melts into two lights, approaching her. Is it hallucination from astigmatism? Still she thinks she is in a dream. The doctor has told her it is nothing to fear. Just face it, and you will wake up.


Then she faces the moons flying towards her. The rails rumble and shake under her feet.


And wondering if she has ever told the doctor she is a sleepwalker.
II. Arlene Hsu
(4) The Bet
    He knew baseball games just like the back of his hand. Every time he laid a bet, he could always win the prize.


This Olympic Game was no exception. Before the games, he still put a great amount of bet with confidence.


When the baseball games were over for sure, he did leave with a full pocket.


Yet he couldn’t help but shed tears.


For all the games of Chinese Taipei, he never laid his bet on the team.

(5) The Rails
She thought she was dreaming again.


It was empty on the street, and she crossed it, headed towards the rails, which were not far from her place. Except for the two trains carrying woods, one in the morning and the other in the evening, it was quiet here. Wild flowers blossomed beside the rails, and she counted her steps with the crossties.


Darkness came out of nowhere and shrouded everything. The orbicular moon rose up from the horizon by an angle of ten degrees, and the light blinded her.


All of a sudden, the yellow and blinding moon became two lights moving towards her. Was that an illusion from astigmatism? She thought she was dreaming. The doctor told her not to be afraid of dreams, just face it and you would wake up.


She faced the moon flying to her, and felt the shaking from the crossties underneath her feet.


She couldn’t remember if she had told her doctor that she sleepwalked a lot.
III. Marko Kovacevic
(4) The Wager

He knew baseball like the back of his hand. All he had to do was to place a bet, and invariably he would walk away with a pretty penny.

The Olympics were no different.  Before the start of each game he would confidently place a large bet, and at the end of every game, as expected, would find himself richer than before. 

Yet, surprisingly he found himself crying, because not once did he bet for Taiwan.
(5) Railroad Tracks

She thought she was dreaming again.

The streets were deserted as she weaved through the small alleys towards the railroad tracks. The tracks were not far from where she lived, and were mostly silent, other than a lumber train that rumbled through twice a day. On both sides of the tracks grew wildflowers. She counted the railroad ties with each step.


Suddenly the sky darkened and everything became black. A perfectly round moon appeared ten degrees above the horizon, its light piercingly bright


In a flash, the yellow moonlight transformed into two lamps that drew closer. Was this just a product of her astigmatism? She thought she probably was dreaming. Wasn’t it her doctor that said to not be afraid of her dreams? That all she had to do was confront them and she would wake up? 


As she faced the light that was hurtling towards her, the tracks beneath her feet started to violently shake.


She couldn’t remember if she had told her doctor that she often sleepwalked.
IV. Julia Szutu (?)
(4) The Shortest Story  
Bet  by Xiao(3) Pian(1)                                          

Well-versed in basketball betting games, he had been a regular winner of almost every bet he made. 


This Olympics is no exception. As usual, he made a large bet prior to the games in full confidence.

At the close of all the basketball games, he won a deluge of price money as expected.


But tears still streaked down his face.


Since not a bet he made was placed on the team from Chinese Taipei in every game it played.

(5) The Shortest Story  
Rail  by Chen(2) Yu(4) Hong(2)                                          

She thought she was dreaming again.


Not a soul could be seen on the street. She walked down it to the rail, not a long haul from home. It was mostly silent around here with only two timber trains, one in the morning and the other in the evening, coursing by in a day. She trailed along the rail lined with wildflowers, and counted the railroad ties with each step.


Darkness fell all of a moment and closed in around her. The moon slanted upward at ten degrees from the horizon in full roundness, casting piercing glows to the eye.


Suddenly the showy yellow, glaring moon drew near to her in two separate lamps. Is that pure hallucination from her astigmatism that formed the point images? She thought she was in a dream. The doctor told her not to be afraid of dreaming in that you waked up when you noticed it.


Facing the flying moon, she felt the railroad ties under her feet begin to rock and rumble.


She could not recall if she had told him that she often sleepwalked.
V. Robert Fox

(4)
He knew baseball like the back of his hand. Just about all he had to do was lay a wager and he’d come home with a nice piece of change. 

The Olympics were no different. Before the games he’d bet big money, and when the games were over he was flush with cash, as usual.


But to his surprise he couldn’t help crying.


He’d bet against Taiwan in every game they’d played.
