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The First China International Translation Contest (originally named China
International Translation Contest 2013), which was held in September 2013, was
aimed at encouraging the initiative of translators in China and abroad in present-
ing Chinese culture to the world, extending the international influence of Chinese
culture, and promoting the cultural prospetity of the whole world.

The contest was sponsored by China’s State Council Information Office, Chi-
nese Writers Association and China International Publishing Group (CIPG), and
co-organized by the Task Group for “China Book International,” Translators As-
sociation of China, Research Department of the Chinese Writers Association and
People’s Literature Magazine. The event received support from Penguin Books, Le
Groupe Hachette Livre, West Asia-Spain Popular Publishing Company, Oriental
Literature Publishing Company of Russia, and Egypt-China Cultural Communica-
tdon Association.

The First CITC organizing committee provided 30 contemporary Chinese
short stories as source texts for translation, which had been selected by the Chi-
nese Writers Association. Participants could choose one or more of the stories to
translate into one of the following languages: English, French, Russian, Spanish or
Arabic.

The contest drew 1,006 entries altogether from more than 30 countries and re-
gions, with 22 percent of entries contributed by foreign contestants or by teams of
Chinese and foreign translators working together. The translations submitted were
of a high standard. Many of the contestants are sinologists or have been translat-
ing Chinese works into foreign languages for many years.

The jury, which was composed of 52 literature translation experts, sinologists,



college teachers and editors of publishing groups inside and outside China, named
the prize winners after three rounds of reviews over the course of three months.

Thirty-seven translated works (by 58 translators) in English, French, Russian,
Spanish and Arabic won first, second and third prizes, and another 35 works
received honorable mentions. The full list of the prize-winning works was an-
nounced in early August 2014. Of them, 26 percent were contributed by Chinese
translators and 49 percent by foreign translators, while a further 25 percent by
teams of Chinese and foreign collaborators.

This collection presents the nine prize-winning English-language translation
entries, which were selected from the 24 entries that had entered the final round of
reviews, together with the original Chinese texts. No editorial changes were made
to the authentic translations, except for necessary typological error corrections.

The First CITC received a warm response from translators in China and
abroad who love Chinese culture and are dedicated to the translation of excellent
contemporary Chinese works. Its success has also encouraged the organizing com-
mittee to organize more such events in the future. It is hoped that the CITC will
gather more outstanding translators, and encourage them to study Chinese culture

and disseminate Chinese literature to a wider audience around the world.

Organizing Committee of the First China International Translation Contest

October 2014

II



BB KA e iE TS AR T AL, R ALK E
GHvhf, RAERCAAEREAA, BFEHAPOE, ¥ B AE K
Afad BB F 201359 ABAHE T FESEF— “TH L R A
Vo EFEEXR . BATESRAEFLERMFELR (RA “2013
b E Y REESEFRELRRT , B WEAR ) b “F B A 5
shAs R AR, PESFHA & B4 241 53 fe (AR
3y eEABASAS, TEEREKRER, SBES, i B BT B4 R
H., ®IE&HIEF KR BB, 1B M A 7 T A A i P UL SR PR

BiEXEARRCH 30 HPEERKEAES, A& A 30 {29 H
4 RKia b HE R, P EREBLARGHRALER SHLRE. AFEATA
AL T — &R S BEEREE, KiE, RIE, & 9 F 5 AT 424045
P AT — A E S, ERAAM, g1iF KRB R h 30 AAE T X8
1006 B AKEL, AKRBLIAARME: —RIMEFEALAS, #
FEOHE A E B 22%, —RAKREEARTES, EP A2 KM
WF F i b TAp I F RAGF TARFE T

11T



fBiEAFAELRIETES L HFTRERGERTR, 22T HE
Mo da s XEEFER, RFR, Skt TR R uR e 5 AE
A, kit 52 AMERIFFHAN, 240F, LFARLFATT, &4
H B 5B LT BR L (PR 58 LiEA) o 55 BIREHE,
2014 3 8 AAMRPsP AT KL L $, KEX T, T RMEFH S 26%, s
#FH & 49%, FIFEES 25%,

At R G BEIERREEHEM 24 BAFANBES PR S 6—,
Z. EZERFEFEIATIBIRA, ARTRABABRK R FFGASK
KF, ABHERAEHHE . fmEFLREFPLESN, KHOHELH
A L, .

b g E R RE RN AR R, AT BASLF RITE A
WA GRMME, WRE T RMNEMFXREEENT L6945, KNEFE
WAL ELIMFEXRBERL SHAGPIMFAL XEZFTELF, HHHT
ik, UHAFHEFOERZIFRALATE.

HETESRILAFLBIRSFARALEZR
2014 510 A



—FK

Backflow River
i)

&R
Li Thirteen Works the Millstone
A=A = HERE

Pinewood

A

=R
Dear Potatoes
B3 S iy

Crescent Lake

HF R

Shooting the Bull
WA

The Kitchen
Bt

Ta Pu

i

The Death of Phil White
WA Z 5

Nicky Harman #
FOFM

Philip hand #
%‘E‘i %

Dana Lutenegger #
e &

WEe #
BFE #
Breanna Chia (57it15) #
£ o F

Zachary haluza (fT&%) #
a woE

o #F
(I

William G. Carpenter #
XER #

Damon T. Cagle (#f8H8]) #

& W #

003
041

067
087

101
126

145
169

187
218

241
256

267
291

307
340

365
387



Backflow River Nicky Harman i#
MR _ FHORM #






EENE

Nicky Harman, %, REE{E, FEESXFFT (F#) , RUFREMNEXS,
BRRE. TEBFFR: TREN (SHIER), FEh (BE), R (HUR) ., (&
FFE) , I¥ (K) , SHET (FR) . mHF (2k+=%) , k8 (sl) &.

Backflow River

Jia Pingwa

Backflow River had two small towns on its north side and three on
the south side. If you wanted to cross the river, there was no bridge, only
Dumbo’s boat. So, when people got to the river crossing, they yelled: ‘Bring
the boat over, Dumbo!” And Dumbo put down his water pipe and poled
across as hard as he could. He was not as strong as he had been, but there
was a hawser strung across the river which the boat was roped to, so it was
unlikely to be swept downstream.

The passengers stepped on-board. Dumbo knew Shun Shun from a
nearby village. Today she had a new clip in her hair, so shiny and green it
looked as if a dragonfly had just alighted on her head.

Everyone started making fun of Dumbo’s teeth. The front ones were
missing, which made the eyeteeth on either side look very long. There were
wisecracks like: ‘Are you growing tusks?” and ‘Most people smoke their pipe

relaxing on the kang. You take yours on board. It must be because you’ve
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been a boatman so long, You’re such a poset! You old show-off!” Dumbo
laughed: “You people walk perfectly well on two legs south of the river,
why are you off north to crawl around underground on all fours?” Dumbo
certainly had a sharp tongue in his head. His passengers jumped on him to
shut him up, and the boat rocked violently and spun round on the water.

Above them, the sky was covered with pimply clouds. When they got
to the other side, Dumbo took another suck from his pipe. As he puffed
gently, teasing the strands of tobacco alight and listening to the glug-glug
in the pipe bowl, he watched his passengers scrambling up the slope. The
slope was covered in what looked like tufts of white flowers, though actual-
ly it was floss that had burst from the wormwood seed heads and dried out
over the winter. South of the river, the cherry trees were in bloom, while
here, on the north side, this ‘cotton wormwood’ floss still fluttered in the
wind.

North of the river was a coal-producing region and was dotted with
small pits. If you saw a shooting star at night and went looking for a mete-
orite where the star fell to earth, you might spot a hole slanting down into
a hillock or ridge, which you could squeeze into. These holes were usually
four or five li from a village, along a dark road. During the long hours of
daylight, mules padded silently from them, laden with baskets of coal. The
deep, hard ruts scored in the road by the occasional passing lorries or trac-
tors made the mules slip and stumble, and the muleteers yell obscenities at
them.

Their curses could be heard right up on the hillocks and ridges and if
a traveller up there was a muleteer too, he always tried to shout back. But
the words scrambled and buzzed in the air, so the muleteers had to content
with waving greetings instead.

This particular hole in a gully bottom was different from the others.
A shack had been erected next to the entrance and someone had planted
a patch of pumpkins. After the plentiful rains, the leaves of the pump-

kin vine were as big as heads and had grown up and over the roof of the
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shack. Under them sat a group of women with the lunch tins they had
brought for their menfolk. It was a long wait, and they spent the time
counting which of the brilliant yellow pumpkin flowers had set fruit, with
tiny buds visible under the flowers petals, and which had not and were just
‘fibber’ flowers. Shun Shun stopped counting and went off to sit on her
own. She unwrapped the food tin from its cloth, then wrapped it up again.
Then she tried to take the cloth off again, but this time the knot was too
tight and she struggled with it, pulling a face. The other women exchanged
glances, and quickly changed the subject: “The food tins go cold before you
even leave the house,’ they said.

The food tins were all the same but the contents varied. Some held red
beans and rice with fried potato shreds or stewed radish. Some had laomian
noodles flavoured with oil. One held four gangtou buns, split open and
filled with chilli paste and green onions and topped with garlic. (‘My man’s
got a big appetite,” she said.) Liben had suffered from a stomach complaint
a while ago, and Shun Shun had made him pancakes because they were soft
and digestible, and had shredded zucchini into the mixture. Her pancakes
came apart when she fried them and she was embarrassed to let anyone see
them. She clutched the food tin to her chest, enjoying the warmth.

A safety helmet was flung out of the hole and landed on the ground
with a thud. A man crawled out, followed by five or six more. Each man
looked around and smiled at his wife, but it took the wife a minute or two
to recognize her man — they all looked the same with their blackened
clothes and faces. Shun Shun was the first to move, running over to Liben
with the food tin. (The whites of Liben’s eyes were very white, much more
so than the other men’s, and now they looked even whiter.) Liben reached
for a pancake, leaving black fingerprints on it. ‘Don’t be in such a hurryl’
Shun Shun scolded him, and gave him a torn-off pumpkin leaf to wipe his
hands on.

After the men had eaten, the women all left and the men sprawled on

the ground in the sun, smoking and talking about their wives. “The mo-
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ment I get home in the evening, mine is ladling my noodles into the bowl,
said one. ‘I get straight onto the kang and she wipes her hands and comes
running, however busy she is,” said another. Liben gave a few snorts. What
baloney, he thought to himself. When I get in, Shun Shun brings me my
dinner in one hand, het other hand holding up her trousers and asks me
which I'd like first... He shut his eyes and dozed. “‘What’s that “huh!” sup-
posed to mean, Liben?” asked the man next to him. ‘Liben? Liben!” But
Liben was fast asleep. Shouting at him made no difference so someone qui-
etly slipped a coin into his hand, which immediately closed in a tight grip.
Liben got so annoyed that they all shouted with laughter. Just look at him,
the old bastard!”

But there were often tears at the pithead too. You never knew when
a man would come out, hauling on a rope attached to a galvanised iron
tub which held, not lumps of coal, but a mangled body. Then the pithead
would echo to loud weeping and wailing.

When the vine tendrils of the pumpkin plants next to the shack with-
ered, they revealed heap after heap of ash from spirit money. Unburnt
scraps of paper fluttered in the wind and stuck to people’s clothes. One
landed on Liben’s trouser leg, and he spat and said: “You and I never fell
out, and I don’t owe you money, leave me alone!’

There was a small store on the edge of the village four li away, where
the coal miners bought liquor. The villagers called the miners ‘blackies’.
Most blackies bought their liquor on tick — the shopkeeper chalked up
each man’s name and how much he owed, on the wall. Some of the ac-
counts were still up there but the man had long gone from this world. In
that case, his debt was treated as spirit money and written off, and a cross
was made against his name on the wall. There were rumours that one
windy, moonless night not long ago, three blackies knocked at the store and
asked for cigarettes, liquor and instant noodles. ‘On tick?’ the shopkeeper
asked. “We’ll pay cash!” the men said. When the shopkeeper came to count

the money in the morning, he discovered it was all spirit money.
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After that, the miners’ wives all pasted pictures of Guanyin on the walls
of the homes they rented in the village, and burned incense to her every
day. Shun Shun pushed a longevity knot or a bit of cinnabar wrapped in
paper, into Liben’s breast pocket whenever he went to the pit. Liben was a
bit of a show-off and, once, he unwrapped the packet to show his mates.
Inside was not cinnabar but a bloody scrap of cloth. His mates took the
mickey out of Liben — they knew just what kind of blood that was. He
had a go at Shun Shun when he got home but she just said that a yin-yang
master had come to the village and told her that menstrual blood was the
best thing to ward off evil. Liben calmed down at that, but he already had
a bowl in his hand ready to hurl to the ground so he picked a broken one
to smash instead.

In this particular pit, there were some blackies from the east or west of
the county, but most were from north or south of the river. Of the eight
from south of the river, five were dead within six years, one had a broken
leg and another lay on the kang, a vegetable, unable to speak. But Liben
was very much alive. He boasted to his mates that it was the lucky mole
he had down there that kept him safe, but they reckoned it was down to
having Shun Shun. Liben thought Shun Shun was good for him too, and
he went home and took her in his arms and kissed her. Then he kissed her
belly.

Shun Shun knew what that meant and, that night, she stretched out as
innocent as a pussy-cat and let him have his way with her. When they had
finished, she was about to get up and pour him some warm water to wash
when he said: ‘Don’t you dare let it run out!” He propped her bottom on a
pillow and Shun Shun hung her head over the edge of the bed.

Shun Shun had already chosen a name, Anran, meaning ‘safe and
sound’, for her future child. But another year went by and she was still not
pregnant.

Then prices for coal slumped and the coal from their pit had a lot of

gangue in it, which made it even harder to sell. The pit owner encouraged
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them to go out selling door-to-door, and offered them half of whatever
they earned on each ton. Shun Shun said to Liben: “You’re over your stom-
ach trouble now. I'll go out selling for us. Two can earn more than one,
and once we earn enough, we can build a new house. We should be able to
go back home next year” “Then who’s going to make my dinners?” asked
Liben. ‘Old Wei’s wife.” This woman was taking Wei’s food anyway, so Wei
agreed and she agreed, and Shun Shun paid her a bit of money to take
food for Liben too.

Shun Shun started by going back to their home south of the river. In
other people’s fields, the paddy rice was in flower, but hers had been at-
tacked by pests and the leaves had rusty-coloured spots all over them. It
took her three days working non-stop to pick the grubs from the plants.
Each time she worked from one end of the field to the other, she collected
nearly half a basket full of the grubs. These she tipped out on the bank
and smashed them to a pulp with a piece of wood. Her legs wetre covered
in leaches, which fastened onto her flesh so she couldn’t pull them out.
Blood streamed down her legs. ‘Hit them!” a passet-by advised her. ‘Hit
them and they’ll let go.” Three slaps and the leeches dropped off. ‘And you
think you’re going to get a crop out of that mess?’ the other said, looking
at her field. Liben hadn’t made any money at the pit, the rice crop had
failed, and now Shun Shun was being laughed at. She vowed to make a suc-
cess of selling the coal.

Every state-owned organization in the county town had a coal-fired
boiler, and people’s homes were all heated by coal, so Shun Shun went
knocking door-to-door, putting on her most persuasive mannet. For the
first couple of months, she cycled there on her own, but it made a very
long day. Then she got an old uncle of Liben’s to go with her. He was a
fat man and, with him sitting behind her on the bike, Shun Shun poured
with sweat. She rode into someone three times, landing the old man on
the ground. He broke one of his teeth in the fall and Shun Shun promised
she’d get him fitted with a gold one. They always started from the town’s
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east gate and the old man would cover the north part of town and Shun
Shun the southern part. Before she set off, she went behind a willow tree
and changed her old jacket for a loose red flowery one, She liked that jacket
so much she always had to have a good look at her reflection in the river.

Shun Shun found it hard when, just as she was about to strike a deal
with the boiler men, they demanded their cut. This was sometimes 500
yuan, sometimes as much as 1,000. At first, Shun Shun forked out the cash
from her own pocket. Then she got wise and wrote out an invoice instead.
If she sold a load of ten tons, she invoiced for 13 tons, and the boiler man
got his cut that way. But when the coal was unloaded and he asked her
to take him out to dinner, she said no to that. Instead, she gave him the
money for a meal, threw in a packet of cigarettes and helped him with the
unloading, As they worked, he eyed her up and asked: “Is it true that if you
work in the mines for a year, you piss black pee for three years?” “You spit
black spit too,” said Shun Shun. They laughed. ‘It’s the pot calling the kettle
black! What we’re doing’s just as dirty!’

Shun Shun’s sales were good. Every week or so she would go back to
the mine to receive her share of the takings. She stayed the night, wanting
to be a good wife to Liben, but he always went off drinking at the end of
his shift and staggered home blind drunk. Then he would throw a wad of
notes down in front of Shun Shun: ‘Here, dammit!” Shun Shun just smiled
and pulled out her own wad of cash from her jacket pocket. Her wad was
much thicker than Liben’s.

That autumn, Dumbo the ferryman started complaining that he had
backache. His passengers swatted him with the soles of their shoes. The
doctor said he was suffering from the damp and prescribed daily guasha
scrapes at the town clinic. His son rode him there on the bicycle once,
but then he said: ‘It’s only scraping your body with an ox bone. Give the
money to me and I'll do it for you every night.” Dumbo snorted and hastily
pressed his hat down on his head. He had a hundred yuan in notes stuffed
inside its lining,
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