Chinese-to-English Literary Translation   September 17 and 25, 2008
Translation assignment #1: Short short stories from the United Daily News
I. Robert Fox
1.     Her supervisor kept sending the document back with the terse instruction “rewrite.” She  couldn’t understand just what it was that was wrong with her drafts but, cowed by the new  supervisor’s imperious official manner and his nitpicky ways, she didn’t dare ask.

     After the document was returned for the fourth time, she marched back to her desk, grabbed the first version she’d written, recopied it and submitted it again. Who would’ve thought – this time he approved it.

2.     It wasn’t until he’d removed the blotter – stiff, yellowed with age, its surface rutted by pen-points and sticky  with ink from name cards – that he remembered the desk’s beautiful finish, the reason he’d decided to buy such an expensive piece of furniture. Afraid of scratching it, he covered the desktop with the protective blotter the day he bought it. Time passed and the desk no longer caught his eye, and the dirty, marked-up blotter made it look  even older than it was. Running his hand lightly across the surface, thinking of the affair he’d  had, thinking of his ex-wife and recent  divorce, his heart tugged imperceptibly.

3. 
As if waiting for the bus that seemed like it would never come wasn’t bad enough already, the three married women next to her were starting to give her a headache with their nonstop yakking. There were several married coworkers at the office where she worked who often spent lunch breaks talking about their husbands and children, but none of them blathered on like these noisy biddies.

Now the topic turned to denunciations of cheating husbands.


She couldn’t stand men who played around, either. But if the philanderers happened to be married to these three, she wouldn’t blame them for stepping out.

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.
II. Arlene Hsu

2. 
Dusted

He pulled off the yellowish and rigid desk pad, which was spotted with ink from pens and business cards. Not until then was he reminded that it was this beautiful desktop made him decide to buy this expensive desk. To prevent it from scratches, he protected it with a desk pad from the very first day he bought it. As time passed, this desk did not catch his eyes so often. Moreover, it looked even more well-worn because of the dirty and spotty desk pad. He scrubbed the desktop carefully, thinking of his own love affair, of his just-divorced ex-wife, and felt a tiny twitch in his heart.

3. 
Noise


Waiting for a bus that did not come was annoying enough, and those three mothers’ nagging words kept flowing into her ears. Her headache just broke out.


She had some married colleagues in her office, who often talked about their kids and husbands during the lunch break, but they were never chattering and blabbering like these three women.


At the moment, the words in her ears turned into criticisms about their husbands’ love affairs.


Like them, she hated those men involved with love affairs. But if they were the husbands of these three women, she would forgive them.
III. Julia 

1.
The Shortest Story  The Official Document  by Shie(4) Yu(4) - Niu(3)
Again and again, the official document had been turned back at the supervisor’s nightmarishly unending requests for “rewriting”. Despite having no clue to what and how to revise, she dared not ask for advice from the newly-appointed superior, whose bureaucratic attitude and fault-finding nature were much to her fear.


The fourth time her document was returned, she trailed back to her seat with distress, and in a fit of pique recopied the document written for the first time and turned it in.


Well, somehow it got passed.

2. 
The Shortest Story  Blanketed with Dust  by Jou(1) Yan(4)-Tung(2)                     

Not until he removed the plastic tablecloth, yellowed and stiffened with age, peppered with handwriting with ballpoint pen and clung with ink from the name cards, did it struck him that it was for this pretty tabletop that he decided to buy this costly table. The day he bought it home, he covered the table with this tablecloth to prevent it from scratches. However, with age it became humble and uninviting and even all the more obsolete because of the unsightly patterns that crawled unto the tablecloth. Meticulously he wiped the top of the table, his heart entangled when he thought of his own affair and the wife he just divorced 

3.
The Shortest Story  Noise  by Jing(1) Jing(1)                                          


It was an annoyance enough to wait endlessly for a bus. But it grew into a headache for her as the remorseless noise made by the three “mothers” was flooding into her ears.


At her company, yes, there are a few of her married colleagues chatted about their kids and husbands during lunch break. But they never talked their ear off like the way the three women were doing.


Now they switched their topic and began complaining about the infidelity of their husbands.


Like them, she hated men who cheated on their wives. But they would be pardonable, thought she, if they were husbands of these three nagging women. 

IV. Marko Kovacevic
1.  
Her draft was returned once, twice, and a third time. The only word from the supervisor was, “re-write.” She simply had no idea where the problem lay and dared not ask the new boss—a man full of bureaucratic airs with a penchant for nitpicking.

The fourth time her document was returned, she angrily returned to her seat, and in a fit of spite, picked up her first draft, re-copied it, and submitted it once again.

Strangely enough, this time it was accepted.

2.
While removing the yellowing, rigid desk mat—its surfaced covered with ball point pen marks, and stained with the ink of the many names cards once stuck to it— he remembered that it was the beauty of the desk’s surface that had convinced him, despite the expensive price tag, to buy it. Because he was afraid of scratches, he immediately bought a desk mat to protect its surface; yet as time passed, the desk’s beauty ceased to exist for him, and with its dirty desk mat, the whole thing began to look used and worn. As he carefully wiped the desk surface, his heart wrenched as he remembered his marital affair and his recently divorced wife.

3.
Waiting endlessly for the bus was irritating enough, but it was these three ladies endlessly chatting away that threatened to give her a headache. Although there were several married co-workers in her company who, in their free time, would often chat among themselves about their husbands and children; it was never like these three—clamoring on without end. 


Beside her the conversation had shifted; the three women were now busily condemning adulterous husbands.

Like these three women, she had little patience for cheating husbands, but if the adulters were the husbands of these three ladies, well, they could be forgiven.
V. 
Ami Lowe (auditor)

1. 
The Document

The drafted document was rejected repeatedly by her supervisor with a remark: “Rewrite”. She simply didn’t know what was wrong with her work, but she felt too intimidated to ask.  She was really fearful by the picky new boss who was full of bureaucratic airs.

When the document was rejected the fourth time, she went back to her seat in depress. Purposely, she tool out her original version, recopied the whole thing and submitted.

Gosh, it was approved!

2.
Dust Covered

It was until he demounted the yellowish, hard desktop cover which was full of ink marks, marks of name cards, than he remember he bought that expensive table because of its elegant desktop. He covered the top of the desk the very first day he bought it for fear that he might scratch it. Day by day, the desk started to become not so unique to him anymore. The dirt and spots on desk cover had made the desk especially looked even more timeworn. While he carefully wiped the table top, he happened to think of his extramarital affairs as well as his newly divorced wife. His heart was indistinctly ached.
