
西安科技大学院处函件

关于举办我校第十四届“西科杯”翻译大赛的通知
各学院：

随着全球化进程的加速，中外交流日趋频繁。翻译作为中外沟通交流的桥梁和实用性技能，正在我国社会生活的各领域发挥着越来越重要的作用和影响。为加强我校学生英语基础知识训练和应用能力，并为爱好和擅长翻译的学生提供交流学习的平台，经研究，决定举办第十四届“西科杯”翻译大赛，现将大赛有关事项通知如下：

一、主办单位

教务处

二、承办单位

人文与外国语学院。

三、参赛对象及比赛形式

有正式学籍的在校本科生、研究生均可报名参加。

比赛形式为笔译实践，汉译英一篇、英译汉一篇（附件2）。

四、竞赛流程

请参赛者在规定时间内完成比赛通知附件中汉译英或英译汉原文翻译，于截稿时间前以学院为单位将译稿打印稿交至指定地点），同时将参赛选手译
稿电子版打包发送至邮箱8610646@qq.com（译文电子稿以参赛选手姓名＋学号命名），大赛组委会将组织评审工作，选出获奖作品。
五、竞赛译文格式要求

参赛译文须为WORD打印稿，A4纸打印（Times New Roman字体，中文宋体，中外文皆为小四号字，1.5倍行距）。译文前另附一页参赛选手信息页，将填好的参赛券（附件1）打印或剪贴在此封面上。译文正文内请勿书写译者姓名、学院等任何个人信息，否则将被视为无效译文。参赛译文一稿有效，恕不接收修改稿。

六、竞赛日程安排

截稿时间：2020年11月30日17:00。
交稿地点：人文与外国语学院辅导员办公室（临2-227室）
成绩公布：比赛结果将于2021年1月上旬公布。
七、奖项设置

本次竞赛分英语专业组和非英语专业组，各组奖励特等奖1名，一等奖5名，二等奖10名，三等奖30名，优秀奖若干名，本次大赛设置优秀指导教师奖及优秀组织奖。对获奖者及获奖单位颁发奖品及获奖证书。
八、参赛须知

1.参赛译文必须独立完成，如有抄袭现象或雷同译文则取消参赛资格。

2.所有参赛者交稿需按比赛规定方式在规定时间完成，否则参赛无效。

竞赛联系人：解松源    电话：15339026229

附件:1.比赛参赛券

2.第十四届“西科杯”翻译大赛汉译英、英译汉原文
教务处   

人文与外国语学院

2020年10月20日 
附件:1.比赛参赛券
（请沿虚线剪下，贴在译文前加的封面上，封面页不得出现译文信息且译文正文内不得出现译者姓名、地址等任何个人信息）
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2.第十四届“西科杯”翻译大赛汉译英原文：　
尘埃落定，却又轻舞飞扬

一度，故乡在他眼里就意味着饥饿、贫瘠与苦难，他唯一的梦想就是离开这里，越远越好。等到上了学，读了书，重新回头看，他偶尔也会自问一句难道故乡只有不堪吗？后来他在县城里教书，因为教得好，当上一个小干部，常常开会。那时二十多岁的他爱穿一身红色的羽绒服，留着长头发，很受大家喜欢。“当时开会见不到什么人，大部分是过去时代留下来的那些人。所有人都没精打采的，一旦发言都是同意。到了晚上，大家喝了酒，谈到了过去，这些人就活过来了，眼睛放光，脑门放光，后来整张脸都放光。第二天一开会，又黯淡无光了。”这些人给阿来留下了无比深刻的印象，他发现故乡深处原来还有那么有精气神的高贵的一面，还有那么富有英雄主义的一面。这就是《尘埃落定》的写作动因，那是更久远的乡愁，是与故乡山川大地相匹配的浪漫的英雄气质，好像在历史深处把这些东西找回来了。


《尘埃落定》在2000年以“语言轻巧而富有魅力、充满灵动的诗意，显示了作者出色的艺术才华”获得了第五届茅盾文学奖。评论家李敬泽说，1998年的绝大部分东西都已被归档了，但《尘埃落定》还在这儿。即使再过二十年，年轻人依然会翻开《尘埃落定》，会在那个下雪的早晨，躺在床上，听见一群野画眉在窗子外边声声叫唤。


当消费主义开始出现，很多浪漫是被商业定义与引导的，比如一个小酒吧，一根小蜡烛，一束玫瑰花。可在曾经动荡的时代，还有另一种不管不顾的英雄主义的浪漫。


阿来听来了无数有点野蛮但充满血性的传说，那些故事具有无比的情感冲击力，让他虽不能至也心向往之。他一边一点点地融入消费主义，一边还在骨子里回味着那时的浪漫，“穿越是不可能的，但至少在书里我们可以重新将那种生活经历一遍。”对于这份浪漫，李敬泽更愿意称之为“乡愁”：“乡愁是一个人或一个文化对过往的记忆，不仅包含着过去是什么，还包含着人应该是什么，生活里应该有什么，这是乡愁。所以，当我们热爱田园，热爱乡村，热爱大地，不仅仅是因为很多东西正在逝去，也是因为我们认为那些东西包含着在我们生命中非常珍贵的价值。”


他特别说到，当后人一次次翻开《尘埃落定》，总会看到人与世界的关系是那样简单、直接而热烈。“从某种程度上讲，这本书隐藏的一个主题是现代的来临。它对现在的读者来说已经变成了一部乡愁之书，一部关于我们也拥有过天真未凿时代的书，同时也是我们对于天真未凿时代的向往与怀念之书。” 


主人公的结局，也让“尘埃落定”这四个字久久地在许多读者心里盘旋。这个书名一向为阿来所满意。他说，无论曾经如何喧闹张扬，最终还是尘归尘，土归土，一切降落。这个书名暗含小说里出现的场景，也有一点宿命意味在里面。人这一生要面对各种艰难困苦，而最宿命的是，最后死亡会将所有东西都抹去，让一切变得没有意义，变成空。但转头一想，如果你将这个生命偶然来到这个世界看成是一个小奇迹，就会想着怎么在这么短的时间里叫它更充实一些，更美丽一些，更健全一些，更丰厚一些。说到这里，阿来又给自己的“悲观主义”加上了几个定语：乐观的、有建设性的。


李敬泽称，“但我们的生命是如此有限，所以海德格尔讲人是向死而生的。正因为我们会死，我们才必须让生命变得有意义。在这一点上，我与阿来是很一致的。《庄子》里有一句话——‘野马也，尘埃也，生物之以息相吹也’，实际上讲的就是尘埃。从这个意义上说，‘尘埃落定’作为一个词，是特别有力的肯定性的，真像是‘永远落不定的’。” 


在《尘埃落定》之后，有朋友和阿来说以后就这样写，这种写法大家喜欢，但阿来接下去交出了更写实、更凝重的《机村史诗》。“我当然希望有商业上的成功，但更重要的还是内在的艺术创新的冲动。我觉得我遇到的每一个故事都需要一种不一样的形式，然后才有形式与内容的互相生发，彼此成就为另外一种东西。”

第十四届“西科杯”翻译大赛英译汉原文：　

Light Reveals Itself in a Dark Room
In the fourth novel in Marilynne Robinson’s Gilead sequence, the eponymous Jack spends a long night alone with his thoughts. ‘After a while,’ he observes, ‘light will reveal itself in a very dark room, not quite as a mist, as something more particulate, as if the slightest breath had lifted the finest dust into the stillest air.’ This recalls Milton’s ‘darkness visible’, but it is not a description of hell so much as of the way things can contain their opposite. Robinson is looking at the idea or moment of creation. Jack is a love story; it contains miracles. It is also the most theological of Robinson’s novels, bound by religious paradox and poetic impossibility. The book ends with the word ‘grace’, something Jack has spent his life struggling to avoid or accept. Robinson is interested in love, not as desire but as salvation, perhaps even as resurrection: it is a light in the darkness, life in death, the emergence of something from nothing. No wonder the novel has to work so hard.

Jack and Della, two star-crossed lovers, meet in a graveyard in St Louis where Jack, a ne’er-do-well and binge alcoholic, is sleeping rough and Della, a young schoolteacher, has been accidentally locked in for the night. The two know each other a little already: there was a disastrous attempt at a date, when Jack fled the restaurant leaving the bill unpaid. Much of the story is still confused: the details will come later, though it is never entirely clear what brought Della to this place. Her presence beside him only reminds him of Milton’s embracing angels: ‘total they mix, union of pure with pure.’

They sit through the night among the tombs of the dead and talk. They discuss sin and God, harmlessness and predestination. What would happen if they were the only ones left, after the end of the world? It would be a place where they make the rules, one where they could live together as a couple. Everything Della says is lovely. ‘

Oh, Jack, Jack, who are you telling? He seems a little on point for a lost soul, or a soul in hell, or a soul in purgatory, wherever it is that his soul resides. Perhaps it is in the ‘nowhere’ of the disbeliever, though he gives this nowhere many different names. ‘Maybe this was hell,’ Jack says of his life, ‘no flames at all, just an eternity of disheartened self-awareness.’ He is a ‘naked man’ who also calls himself ‘the Prince of Darkness’; he may be spiritually dead, or spiritually not yet born; he is Adam in a world that has ended, instead of a world that is yet to begin.

Jack is happy to describe his existence as ‘purgatorial’, despite the fact that neither Methodists nor Presbyterians ‘do’ purgatory. This is somehow irritating. What does Jack mean when he calls his life ‘a prevenient death’. Is this just a little theological joke, like Father Ted’s: ‘That would be an ecumenical matter’? Later, he says he does not believe in God, and things get more swampy still. Perhaps the superabundance of religious reference is just content, or distraction – the way Tolstoy’s characters keep talking about agrarian reform. More seriously, if a character believes, as Jack says he does, in predestination, does this make the author God? The reader may be better off forgetting what little they know about plot and prevenient grace as they try to figure out why Jack’s luck all runs bad, until it starts to turn good. Every action he takes in the first half of the novel brings more trouble. Money does not lift him out of poverty: it attracts robbery and accusation. Even love brings him difficulty and despair.

The novel takes place at night and on Sundays, a day of ‘no liquor, no cigarettes. All those bells’. Events are few and uncomplicated. Jack feeds a cat, argues with the clerk at his seedy lodgings, tries to stay out of trouble. He gets a job in a shoe shop and then as a ladies’ partner in a dancing school. He pawns one suit for another. Despite his best intentions, he walks over to Della’s house, or accepts her invitations, and berates himself on every page for being no good.

Midway through the book, Jack sees Della in a crowd talking to a couple of men who turn out to be her brothers. Instead of ignoring him as a down-and-out, she comes over to hand him a poem: ‘I can’t just be ashamed because people say I should be.’ Jack can’t believe she finds him becoming. It brings to his mind Ezekiel 37.3: ‘Mortal, can these bones live? Oh Lord God, you know.’ This is the powerful passage set in a valley of dry bones, where the bones come together, are covered with sinews, flesh and skin, breath is put into them and they live, ‘a vast multitude’. The scene is not one of resurrection, however, but of reanimation. Though Jack starts attending church again, though his love is returned and his luck begins to turn, the book remains hugely preoccupied with negative spaces and impossibilities. Jack is an ‘unhusband’ in an ‘unmarriage’; the lovers are caught ‘in a great web, that made every choice impossible’. This is not something that can be fixed – even by time.

It’s hard to say what went wrong with Jack, though this book discusses his wrongness all the time. Maybe there is no reason. He was reluctant to be born. He became a thief, perhaps in order to feel a connection with the people he stole from. He is a hopeless case, a botched prodigal son incapable of returning home. Jack fails in his ambition to be harmless, he is tantalised by fragility and worried by the urge to do it damage. This unease is fleetingly linked to the loss of his fragile mother, but it is in no way explained by that – it cannot be understood or outgrown. The book works by repetition rather than development. Robinson circles the same few difficulties, while waiting for the story, or Della, or prevenient grace, to rescue Jack from the darkness.

In a late act of generosity, the novel parses Jack’s character for the reader: ‘Jack had come into the world trailing clouds, certainly, which must have had another origin than glory, one that would account for a grating precocity uncannily predicting a jaded adulthood.’ The reference is from Wordsworth: ‘Not in utter nakedness/But trailing clouds of glory do we come/From God, who is our home.’ This is one of many allusions that feels theological but is actually literary, or even romantic. Maybe, Jack says, ‘he liked poetry because it also could not help lying,’ in which case the book is littered with hopeful falsehoods. There is Lear’s bare forked animal, plenty of Milton, Dante (that proto-Catholic with his slightly confusing ideas about purgatory) and possibly Yeats (‘Who can distinguish darkness from the soul?’). Jack carries Robert Frost around in his pocket, finds ‘good old Leaves of Grass’ in a bookshop, misses Hart Crane and channels Poe. When he hears church bells as a ‘clash and clangour’, we might think it’s a symptom of his fallen state until the reference is made explicit. No, it is not perdition, it is a poem. ‘Poe was exactly right – bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, bells.’

When Della asks Jack to say grace, he recites instead a verse by Paul Laurence Dunbar. ‘I sometimes think the Lord might enjoy a few lines of poetry,’ he says. Dunbar’s parents were enslaved in Kentucky, though we do not learn this from the novel, which substitutes the sweeter, more tactful fact that Della’s grandmother held a book signed by him to be her greatest treasure. The poem is called ‘Paradox’ and it aligns very precisely along the axis of the novel itself: ‘Down to the grave I will take thee,/Out from the noise of the strife,/Then shalt thou see me and know me –/Death, then, no longer, but life.’

There is the problem, however, of what kind of life can be pulled from death, what kind of joy allowed to the reanimated or arisen. Robinson shares much with Milton: a sense that we are ‘overseen’, and a joyful reluctance to discuss the physicalities of sex. The couple are ‘married’ by the joining of their bodies, but you will not get any information here about how that business might work. ‘Eight o’clock came and went. In fact, he woke up the next morning with her cheek against his shoulder and her arm across his chest.’ Why talk about reproduction when you could discuss creation instead? There is also holy (or Miltonic) laughter to enjoy. After the long night in the graveyard, Della turns to Jack at dawn, a new Eve, her face washed and shining with dew. ‘Her laughter meant, Look at me, Jack! Look at my face all splashed with light.’ This is the way people laugh in heaven, perhaps, after a life spent joking about Presbyterian ‘swamps’. Robinson does not approve of the doubling effect of irony, which brings laughter close to cruelty. Jokes, for Jack, run close to self-consciousness, embarrassment and display: they are part of his endless ‘fidgeting of the brain’.

On one, rapturous level, this book is a romance. Nothing can be wrong, at least for the moment, between these lovers. ‘And then they embraced, and what an embrace it was, as if they two had survived flood and fire, as if they had solved loneliness. Such an embrace.’ The animating spirit is Della, the holy fool, who cannot do other than she does. ‘Once in a lifetime ... you see a soul, a glorious presence out of place in the world. And if you love God, every choice is made for you. There is no turning away.’ It might be said, of course, that if you are a character in a book, your choices are limited by the intentions of the author. Jack may be a theological argument so abstract it exists beyond ideas of sin or redemption. (Is that a sin in itself?) Robinson is pulling light from darkness, life from death. It is a remarkable fact of her genius that every page or paragraph of Jack could stand for the whole book. Every time Jack says something, he seems to say it all. The problems of the novel, both moral and theological, are so perfectly paradoxical that all we can do is circle around, waiting for them to eat themselves, turn into their opposites, or cancel each other out. And then, impossibly, there is Della.
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