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Translation:
Love Story
Yu, Hua

[bookmark: _Hlk152659838][bookmark: _Hlk152659922][bookmark: _Hlk152664554][bookmark: _Hlk152665313]The fall of 1977 was about two teenagers. On that bright-sky day, they took a creaking bus to somewhere forty miles away. The boy purchased the ticket, and the girl concealed herself behind a cement pole just outside the station. Falling leaves and dust swirled all around her, and the hum of the concrete pole masked the intricate noises in her vicinity. At the moment, the girl's mood was as monotonous as a page of text. She stole a glance at the open door of the station, her eyes as tranquil as still water.
[bookmark: OLE_LINK3]Then the boy emerged from the station with a worn and pale expression. Although he knew where the girl was hiding, he avoided meeting her gaze. Heading towards the bridge, he anxiously surveyed his surroundings. After getting there, he halted uneasily and glanced at the girl. Catching her eyes on him, he shot her a stern look, but she still maintained her gaze. He angrily turned away, standing on the bridge without looking at her, yet still sensing her watchful eyes. He was frightened. Eventually, when he ensured that there were no acquaintances around him, he approached her. 
[bookmark: OLE_LINK4]She had no idea of his trepidation when he approached. What she saw was a charming young fair boy walking in the sun! There was a slight excitement inside her, so a smile lit her face. However, upon reaching her, he rebuked her with a hushed tone,
“How dare you smile at such a moment?”
Her beautiful smile was destroyed before it could spread on her face. She nervously met his fierce gaze. The fierceness continued then, and he said, 
“I have repeatedly cautioned you to avoid looking at me and we’d better pretend not to know each other. Why are you always watching me? How annoying!”
She made no visible resistance but quietly averted her gaze from his face, fixating on a yellow leaf on the ground. His words, spoken through gritted teeth, reached her ears,
“When you board the bus, secure a seat initially. If there are no acquaintances, I will sit next to you; if there are, I will stand near the door. Just a reminder, we are to maintain silence during the journey.”
Handing her the ticket, he walked away without waiting for her response. He didn’t walk towards the waiting room; instead, he went to the bridge. 
[bookmark: OLE_LINK7][bookmark: OLE_LINK8]Over ten years had passed, and now this woman, nearly thirty years old, was sitting across from me. We were seated in the dimming room that served as our apartment. The curtains hung at both edges, letting the last rays of the sunset flutter on the windowsill. She occupied a chair by the window, knitting a sky-blue scarf. The length of the scarf now exceeded her height, but she continued to knit it down. At this moment, sitting across from her is I who accompanied her somewhere forty miles away in the autumn of 1977. Our acquaintanceship dates back to the age of five, which after a long journey, blossomed into a marital union. We had our first sexual experience towards the end of our 16 years, which made her pregnant for the first time. For five years, she remained in the same seated position by the window, so how could I look at her with passion? For years, she was always swaying in front of me, which made me depressed. My worst mistake was failing to realize, on the night before my wedding, that she would be swaying in front of me for the rest of her life. That’s why my life has become stagnant. When she was engrossed in knitting her scarf, I held a letter from the writer Hong Feng. The remarkable story of Hong Feng stirred something within me, making me realize there is no reason to continue to live like a discarded newspaper. 
I echoed the words, much like her persistent seated posture, continually emphasizing the horror of childhood sweetheart love. I posed the question to her repeatedly, 
“Don’t you feel we are overly familiar?”
Yet, she continued to gaze at me with an expression of confusion. 
I added, “We have been acquainted since the age of five, and we are still together over two decades later. How can either of us anticipate the other to change who we are?” 
She tends to display a sense of panic at this time.
“You are as transparent to me as the white paper on the wall. And am I not equally transparent to you?” I observed her looking somewhat silly as tears streamed down. I went on, “All that’s left for us is to reminisce. However, too many memories render our past as foreseeable as our daily breakfast.”
    Our first intimate encounter occurred as we approached the age of seventeen. On a night without moonlight, amid the school playground’s grass, we embraced each other, both trembling with fear. A short distance away, someone walked by with flashlights, whose voices were as sharp as daggers cutting through the night air, which several times nearly made me flee in panic. Only because I was tightly held by her can I hardly obviously see my embarrassment when recalling the original scene. 
[bookmark: _Hlk154357882]Recalling that night, I couldn’t help feeling the dampness of the dew on the grass. As my hands reached under her clothes, the warmth of her body made me shiver continuously. As my hand extended down her belly, I started to feel the dampness of the grass. Initially, I hesitated to take any action, content with just touching and feeling. However, later my curiosity grew and I yearned to witness it. On that moonless night, all I could perceive was a flat smell arising from that dark, moist place--- a scent unlike anything I had ever smelled before, not as exhilarating as I had envisioned. Nevertheless, I did have sex with her shortly after. The insatiable desire nearly consumed me, leading to my later thoughts of multiple suicide and escape scenarios. As she began to look more and more like a pregnant woman, I teetered on the brink of despair, bitterly hating the short periods of the whirlwind of joy. In 1977, on an autumn day, I accompanied her to somewhere forty miles away, hoping that the nearby hospital would confirm it was all a false alarm. 
Her nervousness in challenging situations didn’t match the intensity of mine. When I proposed that she should take a check-up at the hospital, she quickly recalled that location forty miles away. I was astonished by her composure and rationality. Her suggestion of that location implied a sense of security--- no one would know about this mysterious examination we were undertaking. But it made me very angry when she later mentioned the place with passion she had been to five years ago, including her vivid description of the street there and the decommissioned seagoing vessels moored on the seashore. 
I conveyed to her that this trip was not for enjoyment but a crucial inspection that determined our survival. I explained that if the results confirmed her pregnancy, we’d not only face expulsion from our homes but also be driven out by our respective parents. Rumors about us would linger like dust on the street, and our prospects would be: 
 “Suicide” 
That was the only moment she appeared panicked. Years later, she told me that my face was horrified at that time. It was evident that she was astonished by my envision of our ending. Despite her panic, she never truly exhibited despair. She held the belief that, at the very least, her parents wouldn’t disown her, although she acknowledged they would likely punish her. She tried to comfort me,
“Punishment is better than suicide.” 
On that day, I was the final passenger to step onto the bus. I observed her from behind as she continuously glanced back at me. Despite my repeated requests for her not to look, my reminders seemed as ineffective as a blank sheet of paper. The bus had already set in motion by the time I boarded it. Instead of proceeding directly to my seat, I lingered by the door. I surveyed all the faces in the car and recognized at least twenty familiar faces I had encountered before. Unable to walk to my seat, I had to stand in the running bus. 
[bookmark: _Hlk152675311][bookmark: _Hlk152670625]I observed how the ragged road played tricks on our car. I felt like I was packed into a bottle which then was shaken continuously. Later I heard her voice calling me, filling me with an overwhelming fear suddenly. Becoming enraged by her ignorance, I didn’t give a response, hoping she would cease her bothering cries, yet they persisted incessantly. I had to turn my head, knowing that my face was as horribly purple as the eggplants hanging on the vine. 
[bookmark: OLE_LINK10]However, her face was filled with an innocent smile. She pretended to be surprised, suggesting that our encounter was accidental. Then she invited me to occupy the vacant seat beside her. I complied and, as I sat down, I sensed that she deliberately moved closer to me. She continuously talked, but I didn’t hear any of them. I just constantly kept nodding to mask my lack of attention. The entire situation left me feeling agitated. At that moment, she covertly squeezed my finger, and I immediately pulled her hand away. It infuriated me that she would engage in such an act at a time like this. Then she was aware of my anger and dared not to speak, nor did she reach over her hand. She turned away as if she was quite aggrieved, looking out at the bleak landscape outside. However, her silence was short-lived. Following a sudden violent jolt of the bus, she burst into laughter, then approached me closely and whispered, 
[bookmark: _Hlk152678025]"The baby in my abdomen is being shaken violently to come out."
Her joke only fueled my anger, so I leaned in closely and whispered through gritted teeth, 
"Shut your mouth."
[bookmark: _Hlk152677770]Then I noticed several ships on the shore, two of them in a state of disrepair, with only one remaining intact for the time being. A handful of grey birds were hovering over the seaside weeds. About a few minutes after the bus arrived at the station, two teenagers emerged from the exit. As a truck passed by them, the kicked-up dust painted and transformed their figures.  
Wearing a stern, iron-blue expression, the boy proceeded forward without uttering a word. The girl followed him in fear, stealing occasional glances at his face. When the boy came to a back-alley entrance, he did not go towards the hospital but walked into the alley. The girl followed him and went in. The boy continued walking until he reached the center of the alley, and the girl stopped as well. They observed a middle-aged woman approaching them and then exiting the alley. Following this, the boy emitted a low growl from deep in his throat, 
窗体顶端
“Why did you speak to me?”  
The girl cast an aggrieved look at him and then spoke, 
“I am concerned that you might be tired standing on the bus.”
The boy continued,
"I've repeatedly instructed you not to gaze at me, yet you persistently did so. You even addressed me by name and resorted to pinching me with your hands."
At this moment, two men emerged from the entrance of the alley. The boy fell silent, and the girl refrained from offering any explanation. The two men cast curious glances at them as they walked by. Once they had passed, the boy went to the alley mouth, and the girl followed him after a short moment of hesitation. 
They proceeded down the street toward the hospital in silence. The boy's anger had dissipated, replaced by a growing sense of concern as they neared the hospital. Glancing at the girl beside him, he noticed her fixed gaze ahead. In her bewildered eyes, he sensed that the hospital was just ahead.
Then they came to the outpatient department of the hospital. The registration office was empty. The boy was suddenly afraid and could not help going out of the hall and standing outside. At this moment, he had not the slightest courage to venture into the next step for he suddenly feared that he would be caught. As the girl emerged from the hall, he found a reason to conceal his cowardice. He wanted the girl to embark on the adventure alone, and he was ready to escape. He conveyed to her that it was too dangerous for him to accompany her because it would be obvious for other people to see what wrongdoings the boy and girl had done. He told her, 
"You go alone."
Not objecting, she nodded her head and walked in. He observed her stroll to the window of the registration office, displaying no sign of tension as she extracted money from her pocket. He heard her providing false information to the person inside of what her name was and that she was twenty years old. Both the name and age were fake. He didn’t plan it out in advance. Then he heard her saying, 
"Gynecology."
The word made him shudder, and he detected a hint of weariness in her voice. Then she shifted her gaze from the window to him and ascended the stairs. The medical record in her hand quivered as she climbed.
The boy watched her figure disappear on the stairs before looking away. He felt his heart grow heavier and harder not to breathe. His gaze on the street was now disorganized. He lingered there for a long time. People consistently descended the staircase, but she never appeared. An unsettling fear gripped him as he felt that what he had done had been unveiled by others in that upstairs room. The notion grew increasingly tangible, intensifying his anxiety. Opting to distance himself from here, he crossed the street, and in the process, he felt as if he were losing his sanity. When he reached the other side of the street, he did not stop but immediately burrowed into a store. 
[bookmark: _Hlk152676928]It was a grocery store. An unattractive young woman stood at the counter looking seemingly idle. Two men were carrying glass on the other side. He went close and looked at them while occasionally glancing across the street at the hospital. It was a piece of cyan glass, and there were small piles of cigarette ash on it for the two men who were smoking. The evident boredom of the two men made his heart heavier. He observed the diamond scratching the glass, creating a white mark with an echoing sound resembling a crack. Shortly after, the girl emerged across the street, standing by a sycamore tree and seemingly searching for the boy somewhat at a loss. Through the dusty store window, he spotted her. Finding no suspicious individuals behind her, he promptly exited the store. As he approached her, she offered a wry smile and whispered,
“I am pregnant.” 
The boy, like a tree, remained motionless for a moment, and the only glimmer of hope was utterly shattered at that moment.

(To be continued)

Commentary

[bookmark: OLE_LINK2]I selected this story for translation for three reasons. First, the form and content are attractive. “Love Story” is very similar to “Hills Like White Elephants” in terms of dramatic plot description and highly symbolic depiction of the geographical environment (Cosgrove & Daniels, 1988). It’s Yu Hua’s tribute to Hemingway. The core of their narrative is a man and a woman, an abortion or a pregnancy examination, and similarly, each man and woman have something in mind, and his mind and her mind are different dimensions. The two stories have almost the same amount of blank-leaving, the unique experience default that readers can fill in and imagine with their experience. eg.  
“The fall of 1977 was about two teenagers. On that bright-sky day, they took a creaking bus to somewhere forty miles away”(Yu, 2002, p.82). 
[bookmark: _Hlk152633404]From the beginning, the reader can guess what happened to the boy and girl from personal experience and environmental description, as well as their conversation. In a way, “Love Story” is an intertextual writing based on Hemingway's “Mountains Like White Elephants”, with discoveries, cognition, and experiences. In “Love Story”, in addition to the typical objective narrative perspective in which the narrator shoots the main characters, just like a fixed-camera, it also adopts the first-person perspective. This is a story that “I” talk about myself and my love. 
[bookmark: _Hlk152666730]Second, as a vanguard novel, this story is characterized by unique cultural capital. With the theme of “the terrible childhood love”, the “love story” without love in this novel completely subverts the love myth in traditional Chinese contexts in which childhood lovers grow together and become sweet couples. Therefore, in the name of “love”, it overturns and dispels the traditional narrative mode and norms, enriching the spatial writing in novels (Deng, 2014). eg.
“A girl's voice had settled down by the time she was sixteen. For more than a decade, her voice would circle around my ears almost every day. This all-too-familiar sound has swept away my passion. So now, in the evening, I look at my wife sitting across from me and feel more and more tired” (Yu, 2002, p.90). 
Third, the language in this story is characterized by exquisite structure, sophisticated narration, and abundant poetry. In addition to a large number of vivid rhetorical devices like metaphors and repetitions, Hemingway's Iceberg Theory (Johnston, 1984) is frequently used in this story, creating rich meaning between the lines. 
[bookmark: _Hlk152668526]I mainly employ the literal translation method, based on the Jerome model to make my translation faithful to the original text in terms of content, form, and style. Meanwhile, the Horatian model (Bassnett & Lefevere, 1998) is also taken into consideration to make the English translation version accessible to English readers (the target reader) so as to ensure that they can understand and resonate. In addition, some complex factors such as cultural differences, cultural context of the source text, etc. should be considered to promote communication and negotiation between the two cultures. I will take some of my translations as examples.  
Fidelity---faithful to the original text
1. “On that bright-sky day, they took a creaking bus to somewhere forty miles away.” 
“在那个天空明亮的日子里， 他们乘坐一辆嘎吱作响的公共汽车，去四十里以外的某个地方。”(Yu,2002, p.82) 
The sentence is a simple and short sentence with an objective description and there are equivalent expressions in both English and Chinese. Therefore, a literal translation can be performed directly in the order of the original sentence.
2. “The girl's mood was as monotonous as a page of text.” 
[bookmark: OLE_LINK6]“女孩此刻的心情像一页课文一样单调。”(Yu, 2002, p.82)
In this sentence, a metaphor is used to express the girl’s mood which is as monotonous as a page of text. Here the vehicle “a page of a text” figuratively describes the specific situation of the tenor “the girl’s mood”. There are no cultural differences or ambiguities here, so it can be translated word for word.
Free translation---accessible to English readers
3. “Nevertheless, I did have sex with her shortly after”. 
“尽管如此，在不久之后我还是干了那桩事。“（Yu, 2002, p.85）
In Chinese culture, sex is a taboo word for it is often seen as a private matter that should not be discussed in public. Chinese people often use other obscure words or expressions to replace sex when they mention it. In contrast, in Western culture, sex is a very natural thing and people can talk about sex on public. The original sentence “干了那桩事” should not be translated into “ have done that thing”, but be translated into “did have sex with her” in front of a Western audience. 
4. [bookmark: _Hlk152671769]“I had to turn my head, knowing that my face was as horribly purple as the eggplants hanging on the vine.”
[bookmark: _Hlk152671745][bookmark: _Hlk154408860]“我只能转过头去，我知道自己此刻的脸色像路旁的杂草一样青得可怕。”(Yu, 2002, p.86)
Similarly, it’s due to cultural differences in terms of colour. In Chinese, “铁青色的“（iron-green face）can be used to mean someone is very angry. In English, “ green face” is not related to being angry; and the colour “purple”（which means someone is angry, ie. purple with rage）can be the equivalence of ”青色“. So in translating, I changed the original expression “像路旁的杂草一样青得可怕” into “as horribly purple as the eggplants hanging on the vine”.
5. “…she gave him a wry smile and whispered, “I am pregnant.”
 她向他苦笑一下，低声说： “有了。”(Yu, 2002, p.88)
The equivalent of “有了” in English is “have”. According to the context, in Chinese, here “有了” means she was pregnant and shouldn’t be translated into “I have got it” literally.

 	I have met with some difficulties in this translation and tried to manage them based on some translation theories or approaches or cultural negotiation between Chinese and English, as well as my own experience. I will take something for example.
[bookmark: _Hlk152673976][bookmark: _Hlk154408932]6. “我不断向她指明的，是青梅竹马的可怕。”(Yu, 2002, p.84)
“青梅竹马“ is a Chinese idiom. “青梅“means green plums” and “竹马” means “bamboo horse”. This idiom is often used to describe a period when a boy and a girl grow up together and establish a very close relationship with each other in their childhood. In Chinese culture, if such a boy and girl get married when they grow up, they will live happily forever based on the love established when they were very young. In this story, the boy or “I” hate such kind of traditional ideology, assuming it destroys freshness and passion between male and female. So in translation, adopting the approach of free translation, I translate “青梅竹马” into “childhood sweetheart love” to help Westerners understand its meaning. 
7. 当我的手侵入她的衣服时，她热烈的体温使我不停地打寒战。（Yu, 2002, p.85）
“As my hands reached under her clothes, the warmth of her body made me shiver continuously.”
The original word “侵入” means invade. According to the context, it does not mean that “I” invaded her clothes, but put “my hand” to “reach under her clothes”. 
8. “我感到自己像是被装在瓶子里，然后被人不停地摇晃。”(Yu, 2002, p.86)
“I felt like I was packed into a bottle which then was shaken continuously.”
“装在” means to be put into a bottle or vessel. If I directly translate it into “be put”, it lacks emotion. I use “pack” here to emphasize that “I” was forced to come with her to get on the bus for a check-up and felt very painful and unwilling.
9.“腹内的小孩震出来了。”（Yu, 2002, p.87）
"The baby in my abdomen is being shaken violently to come out."
	This sentence involves two actions of the subject “the baby”: one is that the baby is being shaken violently, and the other is that the baby comes out. So here it is a series of actions.  
10. “他来到街对面后，没有停留，而是立刻钻入一家商店。”(Yu, 2002, p.88)
“When he reached the other side of the street, he did not stop but immediately burrowed into a store. “
In this sentence, “钻入“ means “get in”. I chose the word “burrow” to signify that at this moment, the boy was very upset and panicked, fearing that he would be recognized and caught by others, so he just wanted to hide himself somehow.  
Finally, through my translation, I hope the English audience can first understand and get pleasure in the story and feel an exotic culture, then begin to understand the language and cultural differences and similarities between the two different language families and expand their interest in Chinese and its culture.
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