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Note: Answers may be given either in Chinese or in English
L Essay Questions: 60%

L. Inhis Translation Changes Everything: Theory and Practice, Lawrence Venuti
declares his shift from the “instrumental model” to the “interpretive model” of
translation studies. By way of defining the two concepts in question, clarify the
rationales behind such a shift.

2. Write a summary of one of the chapters (introductory chapter not included) in
Translation Changes Everything: Theory and Practice prescribed for this exam.
Note that the author’s major statement(s) and his supporting arguments must be
included.

3. From the chapters in Translation Changes Everything: Theory and Practice
prescribed for this exam, cite any two examples on literary translation that
Lawrence Venuti has used. And based on the examples you have cited, discuss
their relevance to a translation studies that holds the social and cultural
perspective, and show how transtation changes the meaning, form and effects of
the source text.

IL Analyze and comment on the following excerpt of a short story translated
into English. Credits will be given to candidates who can cite specific and
relevant instances to problematize the translated text (e.g. the gain and
loss in adopting certain translation strategies) and engage themselves
thereof in sustained academic discussion of translation/translating. (40%)
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lLooking down from the second storey window, he could see
the van from Animal Control cruising down the approach to the
factory—a notorious stretch of road that has seen its share of traffic
mishap—heading straight for the empty lot not far away. Puffs of
ashen smoke issue from the vehicle’s exhaust, a sight so glaringly at
odds with the peace and tranquility of the December air as to stick out
like an obnoxious street character spitting in public with absolutely
no sense of remorse. Suddenly there is a feeling of déja vu, a certainty
of having been there before. Like in a prophetic dream. the sense of
familiarity is so strong as to be almost repulsive. It's clear he isn’t too
thrilled about the van being here, about the vehicle intruding with
impunity upon a perfectly tranquil space as it chugs along making
taspy, fart-like noises. For a moment he wishes even that the clunker
would collide with one of the many weatherworn utility poles—how
close they are in condition and termperament! But these violent
fantasies remain just that-fantasies in the mind that, after continuous
replay, are reduced to harmless little thoughts, much like how giants in

* From Lianhe wenxue (M & X4} (UNITAS—A Literary Mongthiy), No. 313, November,
2010:68-77. The present piece was awarded Best Recommended Work in the category of short
storis at the 24th Unitas New Novelist Award.
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Dog Obseured

one's dreams turn out to be wimpy little cowards in the real world.

He zooms in on the vacant lot and the shrubbery next to the
factory building and the area around the tightly-locked steel fence.
He leans out the window and performs a thorough scan of the
environs—but the dog is nowhere to be seen.

He lets out a sigh of relief. It is as if a tense cord in his heart had
snapped—whether this is a good thing or a bad thing he is not sure.
He does not know whether to expect a sense of joy or some deeper fear
or anxiety. He lets out another sigh, this one much longer than the last.
As he turns and steps away from the window, he sees his own sorry
reflection in the glass—drooping eyelids and hair so disheveled he
may as well have just gotten out of bed, despite the fact that it is well
past nootr. It dawns upon him how often he’s been sighing lately.

But he is unaware that his fist has been tightly clenched
throughout, and is only now beginning to loosen.

As he shuts the window, dust that had gathered on the aluminum
frame rubs off on his fingers, which he duly wipes clean on his khaki
trousers. Back at his desk, he makes a half-hearted effort to clear
up the clutter on his desktop and clear out a space, at the same time
pulling a plastic bag out from a drawer to hold what’s left of the
chicken thigh lunch combo, the canned soda and bits of orange peel
from days ago. He ties the two ends of the bag into a knot, falls back
on his swivel chair, and, as if shooting a basketball, tosses the garbage
with flair into a corner of the office. Immediately after his fade-away
shot, he hears a knock at the door followed by “Hey, boss™ in a female
voice ... . Itis Miss Wu from Accounting. He is caught unawares with
his hand still up in the air from the basketball move. Embarrassed, he
quickly withdraws from the gesture.

He is perplexed as to his own behavior, to the point that for the
next ten minutes or 5o, from the time Miss Wu enters the office to
report mundane matters to the moment she leaves, he is lost in his
own train of thought, wondering why he had made such an adolescent
gesture. But after mulling over it some, he concludes that at the time it
simply felt right, and there is nothing affected whatsoever about it.
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For the remainder of the afternoon he is on the phone with
clients, engaged in conversations which at times infuriate him. The
voices on the other end have a ring of youth to them, coming most
likely from men and women in their twenties, recent graduates who
are immediately hired to work in public relations, and as such are
naturally granted the power to represent large firms and negotiate
with him on an equal footing, haggling over prices and criticizing his
products. For the most part he chooses to remain civil, never lashing
out at these imbeciles—until he hangs up that is, at which point
he would hurl abuse in foul language. He has only despise for the
younger generation: their flamboyant language and oufrageous sense
of dress, their critical attitudes and cynical nature, and their penchant
to unravel under stress. But most of all, it is the fact that, up to a point,
he is forced to pui up with these people and pretend to befriend them
that has him fuming.

Were he asked to describe the younger generation, he would
compare them to a block of butter: just turn up the heat a little and they
will melt down into an irritatingly gocey substance that drips all over
the place. The women, whether they be attractive or hideous-looking,
are always coated in a thick layer of makeup, and make a point of
decking themselves out in brand name fashions, despite having only
just graduated from college. The men apply gel to their hair and
spray unisex fragrances; some would even dress in pink to cultivate
that androgynous look. What conternpt he has for this generation of
pretentious-looking, slick-talking, cynical-minded individuals! And
yet it is these people who are taking over the world—they will soon
become Earth’s majority population. The mere thought makes him
thankful he doesn’t have much longer to live: He figures he's about
to retire, and his son is already in college. What business there is left
for his firm to transact will have slowly dried up by then. This is no
longer the age of the small and medium-sized enterprise: another five
years, and he will have to close up shop for good. For someone well-
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Dog Obscured

past life’s midpoint, five years is a mere drop in the bucket.

He has been running this factory for fourteen years, employing a
total of ten staff, himself included. Miss Young, the youngest member
of the team, is thirty-six or thirty-seven at the last count—not young
by a long shot. But he likes it that way—that way they speak the
same language and share the same values—everybody understands
each cther. Despite his social ineptness, he has grown accustomed to
working with everyone on the staff, notwithstanding the occasional
minor spat.

When not transacting business or delegating tasks, he prefers
to retreat to his upstairs office. Office though he calls it, it resembles
more a family room in a private home, what with mess and clutter
everywhere. Not that it bothers him—he’s never been big on tidiness,
as you can tell from the heaps of trash and paper on his computer desk,
just like it is at home. His two office phones are constantly ringing
as the fax machine chimes in every now and then with robotic beeps
and spits out sheet after sheet of paper. When he has had enough
of this tedium he would stroll to the window for a smoke, quietly
surveying the courtyard below. It is a vacant square lot left over from
the construction of the factory, covered in cement, with thick brush on
all sides. Unwanted machinery from the factory would often be left
there. As he fixates on this empty lot, his thoughts would drift to the
Doraemon animation he used to watch as a child, to the open space
stacked with concrete pipes that Doraemon, Nobita, Gian and Suneo
used as a playground. Just like Nobita’s father, he would smoke away
from an upstairs window staring down at the playground.

Finally, the dog appears in the middie of the lot, instantly drawing
his attention. He lets out a sigh of relief—a relief so thorough as to
make him feel exhausted.

The dog is an uncollared yellow mutt with pointed ears, a long
snout and a pinkish tongue, sporting a toned torso larger than that of
the typical canine and a shiny yellow coat better-groomed than that of
the average stray. His round black eyes exude an air of intelligence.
The dog started appearing on this lot a little over two months ago and
immediately caught his attention. He has always been a fan of dogs:
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he was raised in a home with dogs, and every now and then when he
crosses paths with strays he is never put off by them but instead feels a
certain affinity. Being the introvert that he is, he often finds associating
with dogs much easier than getting along with people. But as luck
would have it, he ot married to a wife with an aversion to animals
and gave birth to a son allergic to pet dander, the three of them all
couped up in a tiny apartment that would not have allowed them to
keep pets anyway. Two months ago, when the dog first showed up
on the Jot, he took some leftover meat and rice from his takeout Iunch
and laid it on the ground. The dog was cautious at first, but eventually
succumbed to the temptation of food, and lapped it all up. From then
on, come mealtime he would always bring his leftovers to the cement
quad, and the dog would regularly show up, sometimes to prowl and
sometimes to nap. Workers from the factory were kind enough not to
shoo him away, as he looked clean and healthy and was never one to
bark. So it went on for a good two months, over which time the dog
had become accustomed to human contact. The mutt would lick the
boss’s hand and allow him to rub him on the head: the boss in turn
would teach him to stand or sit on command. When interacting with
the dog. he is able to clear his mind and feel a sense of release, much
like when he was making that fade away shot not too long ago.

The dog saunters over to the brushy edge of the cement lot to nap.
He finishes his cigarette and puts it out on the window ledge, then
shuts the window and walks over to his desk to clean up the day’s
trash and newspapers.

He lives and works in two different counties. By the time he
makes it home via the highway in his eleven-year-old domestic
clunker, it is approaching eight. He could hear his wife in the living
room watching the evening news. His dinner—a takeout box—sits
cold on the kitchen table. He sits down to eat it all by himself. He had
takeout for lunch too, whereas for breakfast he bought a microwave
burger from a convenience store. She used to cook almest every day,
but stopped doing so last year after the son went to college. How he
misses his wife's cocking, especially the eggplant and cauliflower.
He hates the greasy eggplant and the rock-hard cauliflower from

Dog Obscured

the neighborhood takeout. -—Even the dog at the factory sometimes
hesitates to touch the caulifiower that he passes on. The thought
brings a smile to his face.

The wife waltzes over and sits at the table with him. She asks
what he is smiling about. He shares with her his thoughts on
cauliflower, and on the dog.

“Your cauliflower is miles better-~why, even the dog won’t touch
their cauliflower!” ’

“That picky bastard,” she replies with a smile.

“Bastard he may be, but [ challenge you to find a nicer dog,” he
expands on the wife's last comment. “You know, seeing the people
from the dog pound come over every other day to take him away, and
a few times they aimost got him, I'm thinking, maybe I should bring
him home with me.”

He feigns nonchalance as he makes his plea, but alas to no avail.
In a cacophonous shriek so glaringly at odds with the mild contours
of her face, the wife asks him to repeat what he just said, then roars
out her disapproval. He is quick to explain that the dog is docile and
seldom barks, and that now the son has moved out there is room for a
pet. ... But the wife replies emphatically that she hates dogs, and that
were he ever to dare bring the dog home she would divorce him—so
she says with a smile on her face, but he is all too aware in a flash that
she is anything but joking.

EXES

There is a dark side to his personality, so they say. a rumor that
goes back to his school days. Perhaps it is the way he keeps to EBm..wF
or perhaps it is because how his comments are always laced with
sarcasm. As time went by, even his family members were inclined to
agree. This rankled him at first, but over time, he became oblivious
to the comments, and even grew to take pride in the designation.
“It’s not me, it’s them,” he would tell himself each time he hears
such a comment, reminding himself that it is other people who are
overly cheerful. He wouldn’t admit to being negative—he just has an
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aversion to blind eptimism, that’s all. He is disgusted by people who
choose only to see the bright side of things, which to him is adding
insult to injury.

Then again, maybe all the vitriol stems from envy-—he can never
be sure.

L

The following day is a Saturday—no need to go to work, but
he tells the wife he has a thing or two to take care of at the office.
As is to be expected, the office is empty. He checks on the factory
equipment—a couple of kilns that keep on burning quietly even when
there is no one around. He then walks down to the lot to check on the
dog, who lies basking in the sun. As he approaches, the dog, nimble
as ever, flips over to stand on all fours, and starts wagging his tail. He
read online that when a dog wags its tail it is either in a friendly mood
or in a state of high alert—it has to be the former, he convinces himself.
He kneels down so that he is on an even level with the pooch, and
allows the creature to put his beautiful paws on his knees. The air is
cold and dry, as is typical of winter, but the skies are mildly sunny—a
combination he relishes. The dog's shiny yellow coat reminds him of
the rice harvest back in his home village. e nudges closer to take a
whiff of the creature’s golden fur, and finds that it is not all that smelly.
The critter knows how to take good care of himself, he mutters. When
the team from Animal Control came for him the other day, he was
aware of the danger and made himself scarce. Perhaps somewhere in
the brush behind the factory is his secret hiding place. How intelligent,
he thought, clearly siding not with his fellow man from the dog pound,
but with the creature they had come to capture. and relishing in its
ability to outwit its catcher. He has never been a fan of urban sprawl,
which has led to large-scale efforts to round up strays. Dogs carry
diseases, so they say, and compete with us for living space. But didn’t
humans also come up with similarly self-righteous justifications when
they chopped down entire swaths of the Amazonian rain forest? What
greedy hypocrites we are as a species! Are we really more deserving
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