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Introduction

This portfolio is a tribute to the liminal in literature. Liminality refers
to the state of 'being in-between'. The concept of a boundary or a
border is crucial in understanding liminality, as entering the liminal
space means crossing boundaries, whether ontological, social,
cultural, or symbolic (Ruthner 2021, 114). This transgression does
not necessarily mean violation of the boundaries. It can also
encompass their revision and readjustment (ibid, 115). A liminal
state can be a point of transition, a process of becoming.

There are many ways of inbetweenness and the diverse range of the
selected texts attempts to explore some of them. The 'between lives'
of a whale fall is described in Heinrich's Life Everlasting: The Animal
Way of Death. The transition between childhood and womanhood is
thematized in Jires's Valerie and Her Week of Wonders. The liminal
mood of the time between night and day is captured in Hlavacek's
Pozdé k rdnu. Horava's lyrical prose collected in Pdlenka: Prozy z
Bandtu evokes the constant wandering between memories, time
and space. Polidori with his fascinating prose The Vampyre created
the modern literary and cultural phenomenon of this liminal being.
The narrator of McCormack's Solar Bones crosses the borders

between the world of the dead and the world of the living.
Sinopoulos-Lloyd writes in their essay Queer Futurism: Denizens of
Liminality about the experience of liminal identity, and Welsh
explores liminal spaces in his YouTube video Searching for Limbo in
Reality.

This portfolio also aims to make a link between liminality and
translation itself. Translation happens in the liminal space between
the source text and the target text. It is the precondition for bridging
the borders between languages and a translator as a sort of liminal
being, between languages and cultures, is the one who navigates this
liminal space.

Bibliography

Ruthner, Clemens. 2021. “Being ‘Borderline’: Liminality as a
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Muller-Funk, 111-121. Rome: Istituto Italiano di Studi Germanici.



Abbreviations

CEFR = Common European Framework of Reference (for Languages)

SC = source culture
SL = source language
ST = source text

TC = target culture
TL = target language
TT = target text

T-V distinction = from the latin pronouns tu and vos, use of

different pronouns to convey formality or familiarly



Student Number 21330026 Text Number 1
Source Text Target Text

Title Life Everlasting: The Animal Way of death

Year Published 2012 Title Véény Zivot: Kolobéh Zivota a smrti v pfirodé

Author Bernd Heinrich

Language English (USA) Language Czech

Word Count 671 Word Count 467

Description of Source Text

understanding of source text
knowledge of genre within
source contexts

situation of source text

familiarity with the formal
features of a text (language
variation(s), register, dialect)

(200 words max)

The source text is a popular science text about the ecology of death and the cycle (and recycling) of life in nature. The text
demonstrates 'how to be boldly curious in the face of death,' (Jeffery and Shackelford 2013, 814) and in its discussion
of death 'the emotional veil is lifted, the intellectual heavy lifting can begin' (ibid). This particular fragment chosen for
translation describes a whale fall, a process of decomposition of a whale’s carcass. It is a phase between the whale's death
and complete decomposition (transformation into a new life). The text is written in standard English with elements of
narration — the biological process is described as a journey on which the whale carcass travels through different worlds
and is encountered by various sea creatures. Beside the description of the whale decomposition process itself the text
also provides descriptions of these creatures and their habitat (ST: 26-33, 35-48). Occasionally, scientific terminology is

used — e. g. photosynthesis, adaptation (ecological), Eocene.

Strategy

identification of translation
problems

knowledge of genre within
target context and situation
of target text

justification of translation

production of genre for
target context

The target audience are children, aged 6-8. The aim of this translation is to educate the readers about the cycle of life in
nature. Such translation poses the following problems:

e the readers may not be familiar with terms and notions from the field of biology (e. g. photosynthesis)

e the descriptions of the deep sea creatures may distract form the main topic of the text (the ‘whale fall’)

e the communication of the notion of death to children in general

To address these problems, the following strategy will be applied:




(200 words max) e Terms the readers may not be familiar with will be replaced by explanation (photosynthesis = plants cannot live
without light).

e To narrow the focus on the main topic of the text, the descriptions of the deep sea creatures will be shortened.
The structure of the text will be adjusted to emphasise the stages of the 'whale fall' (division into four sections,
each section opened with a question or a quote further developed in the following paragraphs)

e Besides the initial question (TT: 1) reference to death will be indirect (TT: 5). After the death of the whale it will be

referred to only as the corpse, parts or remains to create emotional distance.

To increase the educational value of the text, an alternative strategy for dealing with the scientific terms could have been
Critical Reflection applied. They could have been kept in the text and explained outside of the main text, for example as a side note with a
e textual analysis simple accompanying illustration. This would, however, distract the reading flow and conflict with the structure
(200 words max) modification and content adjustments made to strengthen focus on the process of 'whale fall'. Explication of the scientific

terms is therefore more in alignment with the overall strategy of this translation.

Jeffery, Austin J. and Todd K. Shackelford. 2013. “The shallow grave: A review of B. Heinrich, Life Everlasting: The Animal

Works Cited Way of Death.” Evolutionary Psychology 11 (4): 814-817.
® use of sources and reference
material https://www.researchgate.net/publication/255177743 The shallow grave A review of B Heinrich Life Everlasting

The Animal Way of Death.



https://www.researchgate.net/publication/255177743_The_shallow_grave_A_review_of_B_Heinrich_Life_Everlasting_The_Animal_Way_of_Death
https://www.researchgate.net/publication/255177743_The_shallow_grave_A_review_of_B_Heinrich_Life_Everlasting_The_Animal_Way_of_Death

Source Text
Life Everlasting: The Animal Way of death

THE NATURAL PROCESS of whale recycling presumably begins near the
surface of the water. We know little about a whale’s natural death, but we
can imagine a scenario of what it may look like. Perhaps the whale
weakens from old age and then drowns. | suspect that a weakened whale
might easily become prey to orcas (killer whales), who hasten its death.
After the orcas have taken their fill, the blood would attract large sharks,
such as the great white, and various smaller sharks would come flocking
to fresh meat. The whale’s body cavity would be breached, organs
removed, and the lungs deflated. What happens then?

The whale carcass begins to sink, drifting through a netherworld of dark,
cold water populated by an assemblage of creatures that are specialized
to live off the largess that comes down from above. These creatures seem
bizarre to us because they are configured differently from those we know
well. Some of the fish have light-generating organs, including one that
resembles a lantern suspended from a stiff rod. Some have mouths that
are larger than their bodies, with huge teeth. There are females who carry
around tiny males that are like parasites embedded in their flesh, an
adaptation that compensates for the difficulty of meeting a mate—

something we take for granted in a world of light.
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Target Text
Vécny Zivot: Kolobéh Zivota a smrti v pfirodé

CO SE STANE S VELRYBOU, KDYZ UMRE?

O ptirozené smrti velryb toho vime zatim jen malo. DokdZzeme si ale
predstavit, jak to asi probiha. Velryba oslabena starim se pohybuje tésné
pod hladinou mofe. ProtoZe uz nema moc sily, snadno se stane kofisti pro
dravé kosatky.
Potom co se kosatky dostatecné nasyti, prilaka velrybi krev vétsi zraloky
(jako treba Zraloka bilého). | rGzni mensi Zraloci ptispéchaji pro svidj podil
Cerstvého masa. Télesna dutina velryby je po téhle hostiné otevrena, jeji
vnitfnosti snédené a

plice vyfouknuté.

co SE DEJE POTOM?
Velrybi télo se zacne potapét do temného a studeného svéta morskych
hlubin. Toto vodni podsvéti je obyvané podivuhodnymi tvory vybavenymi
k Zivotu hluboko pod hladinou mofre. Zvifata, na kterd tu narazime, se ndm
zdaji opravdu prapodivnd, protoZe vypadaji jinak nez ta, na kterd jsem
zvykli. Patfi sem tfeba ryby se svétélkujicimi ¢astmi téla. Jeden takovy

druh ryby vypada, jakoby by mu z ¢ela trcela tycka s lucernou, kterou si

sviti na cestu. Jini ZivoCichové maji pusu vétsi nez télo, a v ni spoustu



But these creatures don’t catch all the manna that drifts down. Some parts
of the whale continue to drift all the way to the bottom. Below a depth of
150 meters, photosynthesis cannot occur, so only animals, not plants,
exist at lower depths. Those that have adapted to survive there either live
on the largess from above or they catch and eat each other. Many are
transparent. No light would be visible to us in this deep-water world, but
the eyes of some of the animals are enlarged and especially well
developed; those with some vision can more easily prey on those who see
less and swim above them. Still farther down, where there is absolutely
no light from above and no animal can see images, as we do by the light
reflected from objects, the animals generate their own light. Prey animals
obviously do not “want” to be seen, but they may need to be visible in

order to be found by potential mates.

At these depths beyond sunlight, there is a continuous light show of
flashing and glowing blue lights that have different meanings, from
(presumably) attracting mates to luring prey to faking out potential
predators; one copepod has been observed to discharge its own light-
generating matter (bacteria?) into the water to hide its location, much as
some octopi conceal themselves by squirting ink. This is the world of the
“engulfer eel,” which hangs in the water and presents a long tail to make

contact with drifting edible debris or swimming animals. It has a mouth
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obrovskych zubG! Tihle zvlastni tvorové ale nesnédi vSechno.

HOSTINA POKRACUJE.

Zbylé ¢asti velryby se potdpéji hloubégji, bliz k samotnému dnu. Do hloubky
vic nez 150 metr( uz nepronika zadné svétlo a bez néj tu tedy nemohou
byt ani zadné rostliny. Ziji tu jesté prapodivnéjsi tvorové. Néktefi z nich
jsou dokonce pruhledni! Jini maji obrovské specialné vyvinuté oci, aby
alespori trochu vidéli. Clovék by v takové tmé nevidél vibec.
Ti, kteti tu dokdazi prezit lovi sebe navzajem, nebo se zZivi pravé tély vétsich

zivocich(, kterd se sem potopi z vysSich vrstev oceanu.

Tmu obcas prerusi zablesky a zafe modrého svétla. Tyto temné konciny
totiz obyvaji i tvorové, ktefi sami vytvari svétlo. Bud aby nalakali kofist,

nebo aby zmatli predatory.

Ti bez zraku a bez vlastniho svétla pouzivaji k hledani potravy ostatni
smysly. Sirotlamka pelikdnovitd nahmatava plovouci &astecky potravy
pomoci svého dlouhého ocasu. Zubatice obecna, trochu legracni ryba,
vyuziva specialnich senzorl vystupujicich z jejiho téla. Dokaze ve tmé

zaznamenat pobliz plovouci potravu pomoci doteku a nebo pohybu vody.

JAK TO KONCI?



big enough to swallow animals its own size. A forty-meter-long colonial
jellyfish has plenty of surface area for contact with drifting food particles.
Here lives the fangtooth, a grotesque fish with an appropriate name. It
moves very slowly and uses sensory filaments extending from its body to
detect nearby objects in the dark by touch or subtle movements of the
water.

Finally, the whale, after sinking through strange dark worlds for many
miles, comes to rest at the bottom. Here temperatures are near the
freezing point, and bodies could potentially pile up forever in this
refrigerator. But whales have been on earth in recognizable form since the
Eocene, about 54 to 34 million years ago, and through all this time they
must have been recycled, or the oceans would now be filled to the brim
with their cold carcasses. Such a massive food bonanza as whale carcasses,
drifting down to the ocean bottom over millions of years, would
presumably have prompted a retinue of specialized scavengers to evolve
to make use of them. Until recently we had no idea who these scavengers

were or how they recycled the world’s largest mammals.
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Kdyz velrybi télo nasyti obyvatele vSech téch prazvlastnich temnych svétq,
kterymi se potdpi, spocine nakonec na Uplném dné ocednu. Teploty se tu
pohybuji skoro kolem bodu mrazu. V takové morské lednicce by se mohly
ostatky velryb klidné uchovat a postupné nashromazdit. Jenze velryby na
nasi planeté Ziji uz od eocénu (zhruba pred 34-54 miliony let). Za tak
dlouhy cas by se nashromazdilo tolik ostatk( velryb, Ze by jich byly oceany
plné aZz po okraj. VSechny ty ostatky tedy musely byt néjak zrecyklovany.
Za ty miliony let, co velryby existuji, umiraji a jejich téla se potdpi ke dnu,
se nejspiS museli vyvinout néjaci specializovani mrchozrouti, ktefi cely
tenhle proces dokondi. Jesté do nedavna jsme ale netusili, kdo tihle

mrchozrouti jsou a jak zbytky tél nejvétsich savcli na svété recykluiji.



Student Number

21330026 Text Number 2

Source Text Target Text
Title Pozdé k ranu
: 1
Year Published 896 Title Late before morning
Author Karel Hlavacek
Language Czech Language English
Word Count 242 Word Count 162

Description of Source Text

® understanding of source text

® knowledge of genre within
source contexts

e situation of source text

familiarity with the formal
features of a text (language
variation(s), register, dialect)

(200 words max)

This prose poem is one of the most prominent texts of the decadent movement in Czech literature (PeSat 1974, 475). It
captures a mood with a sequence of poetic images rich in symbols (ST: 2-5, 13-16), and by evoking sensory perceptions
(visual, auditory, olfactory — e. g. nahorkla viiné feniklového oleje [a bitter aroma of fennel oil]). The mood is conveyed by
a lyrical subject (the voice in the poem), who is strongly present in the text (references to himself, his feelings or activity
by means of 1st person singular pronouns or verb forms occur 10 times, in 4 out of 10 sentences).

Syntactic features are used to create a sequence of the poetic images presented in the poem. Ellipses (appearing in the
end of 50% of the sentences) add ambiguity and obscurity to the text and separate the individual images, to provide space
for the reader to absorb the previous image before moving onto the next one. Lexical choices related to the fields of music
and visual art (ST: 11-13, 16-18) intensify the multi-sensory effect of the poem. The register is formal and literary (e. g. use

of present indicative verb forms ending with -i).

Strategy
e jdentification of translation

problems

The text has been translated into English as a part of a publication targeting an academic audience. This translation targets
the readers of BOMB (an online magazine of experimental art and literature) — artists, writers and translators. The goal

of this translation is to convey the mood of the source text, but in the form of an experimental poem.

10




® knowledge of genre within
target context and situation
of target text

® justification of translation

production of genre for
target context
(200 words max)

Prince’s (1985) principles of experimental text will be applied (details in appendix). The challenge posed by this approach
is the rewriting of a text rich in vivid images and highly subjective expressions into an impersonal text focused mainly on

its own linguistic expression (ibid, 211). The strategy chosen for this task is to:

e eliminate the lyrical subject by removal of personal pronouns

e condensate the text — semantic words (substantives, adjectives, verbs) will be left and grammatical words
(prepositions, conjunctions etc.) will be omitted wherever this alternation would not interfere with the meaning

e maintain the visual and auditory dimension of the poem — the images suggesting such perceptions will be
strengthened with visual and sound effects created by the language itself (e. g. graphical form of the text, phonetic

elements).

Syntax separating individual images will be replaced by parcellation of the poem into strophs.

Critical Reflection
e textual analysis

(200 words max)

In certain passages (TT: 35-45) the condensation of the text was not possible to such extent as originally intended, because
the images as presented in the source text would be disrupted. These images are very specific and detailed ('fezané ze
zeleného egyptského dioritu Zensky jemnou a neznamou aristokratickou dlani' [carved from a green Egyptian diorite by a
femininely delicate strange aristocratic hand]), therefore further condensation would create a juxtaposition of seemingly
random words. An attempt to convey these images through graphical modifications (such as TT: 48-57, 61-62) of the poem
would not work well either, because of their complexity. Accompanying the poem with illustrations that contribute to the
meaning of the text could be a possible solution of this problem. It would also heighten the poem's appeal for the target

readers as the magazine is oriented not only on literature, but visual art as well.

Works Cited
® use of sources and reference
material

Pesat, Zdenék. 1974. “Protikladnost a jednota poezie Karla Hlavacka.” [Contradiction and Unity of Karel Hlavacek’s

Poetry] Ceska literatura 22 (6): 472-492. url: https://www-jstor-

org.elib.tcd.ie/stable/43743174?seq=14#metadata info tab contents.
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Prince, Gerald. 1985. “Recipes.” Studies in 20th Century Literature 9 (2): 207-212. doi: https://doi.org/10.4148/2334-

4415.1161.
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Source Text
Pozdé k ranu

Bylo to pozdé k ranu... Sel jsem pfili§ unaven polibky, jeZ snesly se na mne
poprvé v Zivoté jako prudka silice jarniho desté. Mésic ohlasoval bledou
zari zaslého zlata za fekou svij brzky vychod, a celd krajina, neurcita, bez
kontur, plujici v sinavém a bazlivém svétle, zdala se po celou noc jiz od
Casného vecera ocekdvati prvych paprsk( jeho. Bylo takové zvlastni,
napnuté ticho, rusené jenom tahlymi a hlubokymi zvuky trompet daleké
vesnické nedélni hudby, ktera jiz asi dohravala...

Meésic vySel omrzele, zarudly; bledl a pocal se chvéti na rfece; vSe zdalo se
klekati k spole¢né modlitbé... A vSecka ta nedospalost, touha, jemna
mdloba a zavrat rozlila mi v dusi takovou zvlastni, delikdtni a vzacnou
naladu. Bylo to tak néco pro nejhlubsi tény lesniho rohu, pro nejhlubsi
tremolla sklenénych fléten, pro zddumcivé solo zdédéné violy (a jesté
ztlumené kosténou priduskou)... Vlazny melisovy odvar, nahotkld viné
feniklového oleje, tlaceného do staré antiky, fezané ze zeleného
egyptského dioritu Zensky jemnou a neznamou aristokratickou dlani —
dlani, postfikanou dfive silnym aroma karminového laku... Trel jsem
nejdelikatnéjsi nuance barev, vodil svou ruku k nejsubtilnéjSim tah(m,
zkousel harmonie nejhlubSich mollovych akkordd a komponoval v

vevs

realisaci svojich visi. Chytiti vS§e sublimmé, tajemné, anaemické a bazlivé v
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Target Text
Late before morning
Late before morning
The weariness of
First kisses
Fierce
essence
of a spring
rainfall

Descending

Tense

silence

— INTERRUPTED —
deep

sweeping

weeping

trum trum trumpet

in a distant village

music fading



delikatni mystifikaci, v ironii a v hiejivou intimitu — rozSlehnout v nékolika | 21 | THE MOON

pribuznych dusich kratkou modlitbu maga tu vzacnou a tajemnou ndladu, | 22 | palled, bloodshot, paling
zakletou ve dvé slova: pozdé k rdnu — to jest ma domaina, ma raison | 23 | begins to g-U-i-V-e-R
d’étre. 24
25 | Everything kneels in prayer.

26 | drowsiness, desire, malaise, dizziness
27 | amood so rare, strange and delicate
28
29 | muted strings of a viola
30 | humming of French horns

31 | crystal flutes

32 | DEEPEST
33 | TONES
34

35 | tepid decoction of lemon balm

36 | bitter fennel aroma

37 | ancient vase carved from green Egyptian diorite
38 | by afine aristocratic hand

39 | with a faint scent of crimson paint

40

41 | the most delicate nuances of colours

42 | the most subtle brush strokes

14
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a harmony of the deepest minor chords
to compose

in treacherous clefs, and daring key signatures

Realisation of visions.

/ A \
/ sublime\
| mysterious |
| anaemic |
| timorous |

|

v
to encapsulate

in delicate mystification

inirony

in warm intimacy
inCltE

the short prayer

the rare, mysterious mood
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raison d’étre
three words:

Late before morning



Student Number

21330026 Text Number 3

Source Text Target Text

Title

Valerie a tyden divi

Year Published

1970 Title Valerie and Her Week of Wonders

Jaromil Jires

Author
Language Czech Language English
Word Count 296 Word Count 369

Description of Source Text

® understanding of source text

e knowledge of genre within
source contexts

® sjtuation of source text

familiarity with the formal

features of a text (language

variation(s), register, dialect)
(200 words max)

The film depicts a week when Valerie witnesses and experiences strange things, which is an analogy of her transition from
childhood to womanhood and discovering of sexuality. It is a film adaptation of Vitézslav Nezval’s 1930s surrealist text
inspired by the genre of Gothic novel, especially in its horror elements and plot featuring a young woman threatened by
a monster (Botting 1996, 2). The film is considered part of the 1960s Czechoslovak New Wave, a cinema movement picking
up threads of the pre-WWII literary avant-garde and enjoying an extended creative freedom in the communist regime
temporarily loosened by reforms (Owen 2011, 36-37).

The historical settings of the narrative are not clear, but a ‘past’ is implied by visual elements like costumes and interiors
(Owen 2011, 167), as well as the language and communication style, mainly by the use of T-V distinction between family

members (Valerie-Grandma), and between young people of similar age (Valerie-Orlik).

Strategy
e identification of translation

problems

e knowledge of genre within
target context and situation
of target text

® justification of translation

The target audience is English-speaking users of easterneuropeanmovies.com, a streaming platform specialised in Eastern

European cinema. The goal of this translation is to maintain the historicising linguistic features, so that the audience can
access the unique aesthetic of the movie not only through its visuals, but through the language as well. As the T-V
distinction is not directly available in the TL, it will be substituted with other linguistic means that imply the power

imbalance between the characters:

17
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production of genre for
target context
(200 words max)

e a higher occurrence of formal vocabulary and syntax in the letter addressed to Valerie (substituting Orlik
addressing Valerie as V)

e more frequent addressing of Valerie as 'child' or 'dear' in Grandma's utterances (substituting Grandma addressing
Valerie as T)

e the utterances of the missionary during the sermon addressed to the maidens will use the archaic pronoun thou
and corresponding verb forms (are = art) to follow the source text, where the crowd is addressed in first person
singular, and to accentuate the liturgical character of the speech, because these archaic pronoun and verb forms
are used in English liturgy (Norton 1975, 72).

The Proposed Set of Subtitling Standards in Europe (Karamitroglou, 1997) will be followed in producing the TL subtitles.

Critical Reflection
e textual analysis

(200 words max)

As a result of applying the three different alternatives to T-V distinction, each in the utterances of a different character, a
distinct style of each of these characters has been created in the TL. For two of these characters (Orlik, Constable) the
style matches their style in the SL and the overall attitude of the character. In the case of Valerie's Grandma, the frequent
use of endearments such as 'my dear' or 'my child' evokes affection and warmth, which is in conflict with the cold and
stern nature of the character. An alternative way of addressing Valerie could have had a different effect. A more formal
term of address such as 'young lady' would better suit the reserved communication style Grandma demonstrates in the
ST.

Some of the passages containing formal language came out longer than in the source text (36, 39, 41), therefore it was
challenging to match the TT subtitles with the real time of the ST utterance. These passages needed to be further adjusted

to align with the subtitling guidelines used.

Works Cited
® use of sources and reference
material

Botting, Fred. 1996. Gothic. Abingdon: Routledge.
Karamitroglou, Fotios. 1997. “A Proposed Set of Subtitling Standards in Europe.” Translation Journal 2 (2).

https://translationjournal.net/journal/04stndrd.htm.
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Owen, Jonathan L. 2011. Avant-Garde to New Wave: Czechoslovak cinema, surrealism and the sixties. Oxford: Berghahn
Books.

Norton, Dan. 1975. “Usage Patterns of Thou, Thee, Thy and Thine Among Latter-day Saints.” Deseret Language and
Linguistic Society Symposium 1 (1): Article 8, 71-74. https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/dlls/vol1/iss1/8
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Valerie:

Grandma:

Valerie:

Grandma:

Valerie:

Grandma:

Valerie:

Source Text

Valerie a tyden divi

Babicko, pfijeli herci.

Tebe by mélo spis zajimat,

Ze prijedou misionafi.

Kdy?

Dnes, nebo zitra.

Jeden bude bydlet u nas.

Snad si nehrajes s nausnici, dité?
Nejsem uz dité, babicko.

Pravé dnes v noci, vite?

Ve tfinacti letech,

jako tva matka.

Varuji té,

zbav se téch nausnic.

Tva matka je odlozila v den,
kdy vstoupila do klastera.

TvUlj otec byl biskup.

Jak vis, oba jsou jiZz na nebesich.
A to je v téch ndusnicich

néjaké tajemstvi?
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Target Text

Valerie and Her Week of Wonders

0:07:15.40 — 0:07:17.30
0:07:18.60 — 0:07:21.30

0:07:21.42 — 0:07:22.00
0:07:23.56 — 0:07:24.84
0:07:25.50 — 0:07:27.10
0:07:30.76 — 0:00:33.15
0:07:35.00 — 0:07:36.76
0:07:38.20 — 0:07:39.76
0:07:47.50 — 0:07:49.20
0:07:50.56 — 0:07:52.05
0:07:56.02 — 0:07:57.03
0:07:59.08 — 0:08:00.55
0:08:02.92 — 0:08:05.90

0:08:06.44 — 0:08:07.75
0:08:08.84 — 0:08:11.00
0:08:11.86 — 0:08:14.45

Grandma, the actors have arrived.

My dear, you should be rather interested
that the missionaries will come.

When?

Today or tomorrow.

One of them will stay with us.

Are you playing with your earring, child?
I am no longer a child, Grandma.
Tonight... You know?

At the age of 13,

just like your mother.

| am warning you,

get rid of those earrings.

Your mother gave them away

the day she entered the convent.

Your father was a bishop.

As you know, they are both in heaven now.
Do these earrings

hold some kind of secret?



Grandma:

Valerie:

Grandma:

Valerie:

Grandma:

Valerie:

Grandma:

Valerie:

Valerie:

(a voice from

outside):

Ach, ne.

Ziskala jsem je pfi drazbé

toho domu od jistého konstabla.

Vy jste ho znala?

Babicko, herci jdou.

Ale to je prece svatba.
Hedvika se vdava.

Uboha Hedvika.

Proc?

Bude z ni bohata statkarka.
Babicko!

Babicko, ptisera!

To nemuze byt on.

Vidyt prece zemfel.

O kom to mluvite, babicko?
Jdi a zopakuj si

prstoklad mékkych stupnic.
Ano, babicko.

Ondfreji!
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0:08:17.16 — 0:08:18.28
0:08:18.70 — 0:08:22.60

0:08:22.88 — 0:08:24.20
0:08:42.86 — 0:08:44.40
0:08:45.90 — 0:08:47.45
0:08:48.76 — 0:08:50.13
0:09:06.42 — 0:09:07.74
0:09:10.52 — 0:09:11.24
0:09:12.28 — 0:09:14.06
0:09:39.06 — 0:09:39.70
0:09:40.54 — 0:09:41.76
0:09:52.32 — 0:09:54.24
0:09:55.08 — 0:09:56.34
0:09:57.34 — 0:09:59.20
0:10:02.56 — 0:10:05.54

0:10:06.48 — 0:10:07.45
0:11:08.96 — 0:11:11.02
0:11:38.74 — 0:11:40.25
0:11:41.04 — 0:11:44.54

Oh no, not at all.

| got them from a certain Constable
at the auction of this house.

Did you know him, Grandma?
Grandma, the actors are coming!
It is just a wedding, my dear.
Hedvika is getting married.

Poor Hedvika.

Why?

She is marrying a rich farmer.
Grandmal!

Grandma, a monster!

It cannot be him.

Surely he is dead.

Who are you talking about, Grandma?
Go on, my child,

and practice your minor scales.
Yes, Grandma.

Ondfrej!

O Fairest of Maidens,

it was | who robbed

you of your earrings



(Orlik's voice
reading a letter

while off-screen):

Grandma:

Valerie:

Krdsnd panno,

byl jsem to jd, kdo uloupil vase ndusnice

a opét vratil do vasich rukou.
Miij stryc, konstdbl,

se touZi téchto ndusnic zmocnit.
Zahubil mého otce i matku.

a ja se bojim o vds osud.

Dnes bude v kostele...

Dnes bude v kostele kazani pro panny.

Prosim, poloZte do altdnku své Saty,
abych v prestrojeni mohl

s vami promluvit nékolik slov.

Vas nestastny Orlik.

Valerie?

Valerie?

Kde jsi, dité?

Valerie?

Valerie?

Je Cas, aby ses oblékla na poboZnost.

Babicko, smim si vzit

42
43
44
45
46
47
48
49
50
51
52
53
54
55
56
57
58
59
60
61
62
63

22

0:11:44.80 — 0:11:47.45

0:11:48.40 — 0:11:51.90

0:11:53.14 — 0:11:55.30
0:11:55.58 — 0:11:57.59

0:11:57.84 — 0:11:59.10
0:12:01.94 — 0:12:04.90

0:12:05.68 — 0:12:08.04

0:12:08.34 — 0:12:11.85
0:12:12.96 — 0:12:15.20
0:12:15.40 — 0:12:16.20
0:12:19.30 — 0:12:20.66
0:12:22.66 — 0:12:23.82
0:12:24.88 — 0:12:26.14
0:12:27.70 — 0:12:29.06
0:12:32.42 — 0:12:35.34
0:12:37.42 — 0:12:40.90

and then returned them

to your gentle hand again.

My uncle, the Constable,

wishes to seize them.

He slew my father and my mother
and now | fear

for your precious life.

Today...

Today, a sermon for maidens

will take place in the church
Leave your dress

in the pavilion, | implore you,

so | shall talk with you in disguise.
Forever yours in desolation, Orlik.
Valerie?

Valerie?

Where are you, my child?
Valerie?

Valerie?

It is time to get dressed for church.
Grandma, may | bring

a sprig of rosemary?



Missionary:

(girls in the

audience):

s sebou snitku rozmarynu?

Ja, sluha boii,

misionar,

prisel jsem mezi vas, panny,

abych vam poskytl pouceni a posilu.

0, panno,

vis, co jsi?

Jsi alabastrové podani ruky,

jsi dosud nerozplilené granatové jablko,
jsi lodicka listu,

rozevirajici se rlze.

Hruba ruka, ktera se dotkne tvého riadra
zanechdava na ném nesmazatelny otisk.
Ale ja jsem s tebou, md panno.

Namisté andéla strazného

skldanim se k tobé.

A Zehnam nejskvélejSim olejem

tva Usta, tva nadra

tvaj klin.

Amen.

Amen.
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0:14:24.40 — 0:14:27.34
0:14:28.03 — 0:14:29.31
0:14:30.72 — 0:14:33.45
0:14:34.64 — 0:14:37.05
0:14:37.78 — 0:14:39.18
0:14:40.10 — 0:14:41.62
0:14:42.30 — 0:14:44.98
0:14:45.84 — 0:14:50.20

0:14:51.94 — 0:14:53.95
0:14:54.40 — 0:14:56.66
0:14:58.56 — 0:15:02.31

0:15:03.38 — 0:15:07.00
0:15:09.16 — 0:15:12.04
0:15:13.44 — 0:15:17.1

0:15:19.86 — 0:15:22.52
0:15:23.02 — 0:15:25.50
0:15:27.14 — 0:15:28.20
0:15:31.12 — 0:15:32.62
0:15:33.64 — 0:15:35.20

I, servant of God,

a missionary,

| came here among you maidens
to teach you a lesson and provide support.
Oh, maiden

dost thou know what art thou?
Thou art an alabaster handshake.
Thou art a pomegranate

not yet split open.

Thou art a leaf boat.

An unfurling rose.

The rough hand

that should touch thy breast
leaves an indelible mark.

But | am with thee, dear maiden.
In place of thy Guardian Angel

| bend over thee.

And | bless with the finest oil

thy mouth, thy breasts,

thy loins.

Amen.

Amen.
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Student Number

Text

21330026 4
Number

Source Text Target Text
Title The Vampyre
Year Published 1819 Title Upir
Author John William Polidori
Language English (UK) Language English
Word Count 1409 Word Count 1122
Description of Source Text
e understanding of source The source text is a short gothic novel (Twitchell 1981, 6). A young man accompanies an attractive aristocrat on his travels and
text gradually discovers the evil supernatural power of this character. In his first and most successful novel Polidori introduced the
® knowledge of genre
within sogurcggontexts romantic aristocratic (Macdonald and Scherf 2008, 13) vampire archetype into modern literature (Twitchell 1981, 103) and
e situation of source text inspired other, more famous work of prose such as Le Fanu's Carmilla or Stoker's Dracula (Wordsworth 2001, 5).

familiarity with the
formal features of a text

(language variation(s),
register, dialect)

(200 words max)

The sentences are long (44 words on average) and complex (composed of 5 clauses on average). Semicolons are frequently
used (56% sentences have at least one) to connect clauses. The text contains words from literary register (amidst), formal

register (upon), archaic words (ere), idioms (made their blood freeze) and formal phrases (begged of him to return).

Strategy

identification of
translation problems
knowledge of genre
within target context and
situation of target text

The target readers of the translation are Czech students of English (B2 level of CEFR). The TT will be an intralingual translation
and it will be presented in parallel with its Czech translation (in appendix), such as in a bilingual book. The aim of the translation
is to make the story accessible for the reader at their language level and to provide

them with an opportunity to practice and improve their language skills.
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® justification of
translation

production of genre for
target context
(200 words max)

The strategy is to create a simplified English version of the ST based on the grammar and lexical knowledge of a B2 English
student. This includes:
e simplification of syntax — parcellation of long complex sentences (ST: 1-19 - TT: 1-18), substitution of frequently
used semi-colons and hyphens with comma or full stop.
e adjustments of grammar features to B2 level knowledge (based on a grammar profile available on

http://www.englishprofile.org/english-srammar-profile/egp-online)

¢ adjustments of vocabulary to B2 level (based on a vocabulary profile available on

https://www.englishprofile.org/wordlists/evp)

To create an opportunity to expand the reader's vocabulary, words that are not included in the B2 vocabulary profile will also

be used (e. g. mock, virtue).

Critical Reflection
e textual analysis

(200 words max)

| asked a Czech student of English with B2 level to read the TT and reflect on its comprehensibility, as well as on the
opportunities to learn new vocabulary the text provides. They confirmed that they understood the text in general (the plot, the
sequence of events, the characters, the settings), however some passages (e. g. TT: 30-32, 39-40) were difficult to grasp and
the respondent needed to use Google Translate to understand these passages fully. Further research would be needed to
identify whether these difficulties in understanding were due to the composition of the TT and the grammatical choices made,
or due to the respondent's gaps in knowledge. The respondent confirmed that they learned several new words from the text,
such as conviction, chills, persuade, virtues etc. The translation therefore achieved its goal of providing the target reader with

an opportunity to expand their vocabulary.
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Source Text
The Vampyre

Her earnestness and apparent believe of what she narrated,
excited the interest even of Aubrey; and often as she told him the tale
of the living vampyre, who had passed years amidst his friends, and
dearest ties, forced every year, by feeding upon the life of a lovely
female to prolong his existence for the ensuing months, his blood would
run cold, whilst he attempted to laugh her out of such idle and horrible
fantasies; but lanthe cited to him the names of old men, who had at last
detected one living among themselves, after several of their near
relatives and children had been found marked with the stamp of the
fiend’s appetite; and when she found him so incredulous, she begged of
him to believe her, for it had been remarked, that those who had dared
to question their existence, always had some proof given, which obliged
them, with grief and heartbreaking, to confess it was true. She detailed
to him the traditional appearance of these monsters, and his horror was
increased, by hearing a pretty accurate description of Lord Ruthven; he,
however, still persisted in persuading her, that there could be no truth
in her fears, though at the same time he wondered at the many
coincidences which had all tended to excite a belief in the supernatural

power of Lord Ruthven.
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Target Text
Upir

Aubrey was very interested in the stories she was telling so
seriously and with apparent conviction. Often she told him the tale of the
living vampyre, who had passed years living among his friends and
acquaintances, but every year had to feed on the life of a lovely female to
maintain his existence for the following months. These stories would give
Aubrey chills, although he tried to show lanthe how ridiculous such
horrible fantasies were. But she would name various old men who had
discovered at least one vampyre living among themselves, after some of
their close relatives and children fell victim to the monster’s hunger.
When she saw he would not believe her, she begged him saying it is
known that those who dare to question the vampyre's existence are
always given some sad and heartbreaking proof that forces them to
believe. She described to him the appearance of these monsters and his
horror was increased, because it seemed like an accurate description of
Lord Ruthven. However, he still tried to persuade her that there was no
reason for her fear, though at the same time he could not stop thinking
about the many coincidences which made him suspect that Lord Ruthven

may actually have some kind of supernatural power.



Aubrey began to attach himself more and more to lanthe; her
innocence, so contrasted with all the affected virtues of the women
among whom he had sought for his vision of romance, won his heart;
and while he ridiculed the idea of a young man of English habits,
marrying an uneducated Greek girl, still he found himself more and
more attached to the almost fairy form before him. He would tear
himself at times from her, and, forming a plan for some antiquarian
research, he would depart, determined not to return until his object was
attained; but he always found it impossible to fix his attention upon the
ruins around him, whilst in his mind he retained an image that seemed
alone the rightful possessor of his thoughts. lanthe was unconscious of
his love, and was ever the same frank infantile being he had first known.
She always seemed to part from him with reluctance; but it was because
she had no longer anyone with whom she could visit her favourite
haunts, whilst her guardian was occupied in sketching or uncovering
some fragment which had yet escaped the destructive hand of time. She
had appealed to her parents on the subject of Vampyres, and they both,
with several present, affirmed their existence, pale with horror at the
very name. Soon after, Aubrey determined to proceed upon one of his
excursions, which was to detain him for a few hours; when they heard
the name of the place, they all at once begged of him not to return at

night, as he must necessarily pass through a wood, where no Greek
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Aubrey started to like lanthe more and more. Her innocence was
so different from the pretended virtues of the other women of which he
had thought romantically in the past. While he ridiculed the idea of a
young man of English habits marrying an uneducated Greek girl, he could
not help falling in love with her. He was always planning to research the
antique ruins around, but he found it impossible to focus his attention on
anything else than her. lanthe was not aware of his love and was still the
same childlike being. She liked to spend time with him, but it was because
she did not have anyone with whom she could share her favourite spooky
stories and Aubrey would listen to them while sketching or uncovering
some fragments not yet destroyed by the ravages of time. Once lanthe
talked about the vampyres in front of her parents and they both, their
faces pale with horror, affirmed their existence. Soon after, Aubrey was
getting ready to leave for a day on one of his expeditions. When lanthe
and her parents heard the name of the place he was going to visit, they
all begged him not to return after nightfall. They told him that the woods
he had to pass on his way were very dangerous at night and no one dared
to go there. It is the place of the vampyres’ nocturnal orgies and he who
dared to cross their path would experience the most gruesome evils.
Aubrey tried again to show how ridiculous those vampyre stories were,
but when he saw that mocking these evil powers made them even more

terrified, he was silent.



would ever remain, after the day had closed, upon any consideration.
They described it as the resort of the vampyres in their nocturnal orgies,
and denounced the most heavy evils as impending upon him who dared
to cross their path. Aubrey made light of their representations, and tried
to laugh them out of the idea; but when he saw them shudder at his
daring thus to mock a superior, infernal power, the very name of which
apparently made their blood freeze, he was silent.

Next morning Aubrey set off upon his excursion unattended; he
was surprised to observe the melancholy face of his host, and was
concerned to find that his words, mocking the belief of those horrible
fiends, had inspired them with such terror. When he was about to
depart, lanthe came to the side of his horse and earnestly begged of
him to return, ere night allowed the power of these beings to be put in
action;—he promised. He was, however, so occupied in his research,
that he did not perceive that day-light would soon end, and that in
horizon there was one of the specks with, in the warmer climates, so
rapidly gather into a tremendous mass, and pour all their rage upon the
devoted country.—He at last, however, mounted his horse, determined
to make up by speed for his delay: but it was late. Twilight, in these
southern climates, is almost unknown; immediately the sun sets, night
begins: and ere he had advanced far, the power of the storm was

above—its echoing thunders had scarcely an interval of rest—its thick
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Next morning Aubry was going to leave for his trip. He was
surprised to see how worried lanthe looked and he felt bad for causing
her such terror by mocking her beliefs the previous day. Just before he
left lanthe came to the side of his horse and begged him to return before
dusk. He promised. He was, however, so occupied with his research, that
he did not realise the sun was going down. When he took notice of it, he
mounted his horse and tried to quickly return, but it was too late. There
is almost no twilight in these southern climates, the night begins
immediately when the sun sets. Before he managed to leave the woods a
storm came. A heavy rain was falling and he could hear one thunder after
another. A blue lightning fell near him and scared his horse, which started
to run fast through the forest. At last the animal got tired and stopped.
Aubrey looked around and saw an old shack. He got off the horse and
came closer hoping to find someone to guide him to the town, or at least
a shelter from the raging of the storm. As he came closer, the thunders
fell silent for a moment and he could hear the dreadful cries of a woman
and a mocking laugh of another voice. He was terrified, but because the
thunder grew stronger again, he quickly opened the door of the shack and
entered. Inside he found himself in complete darkness, the sound,
however, guided him. He was apparently unnoticed — even though he
called, no one heard him and the sounds continued. He stumbled upon

someone in the darkness, when a voice cried: “Again baffled!” after which



heavy rain forced its way through the canopying foliage, whilst the blue
forked lightning seemed to fall and radiate at his very feet. Suddenly his
horse took fright, and was carried with dreadful rapidity through the
entangled forest. The animal at last, through fatigue, stopped, and he
found, by the glare of lightning, that he was in the neighbourhood of a
hovel that hardly lifted itself up from the masses of dead leaves and
brushwood which surrounded it. Dismounting, he approached, hoping
to find some one to guide him to the town, or at least trusting to obtain
shelter from the pelting of the storm. As he approached, the thunders,
for a moment silent, allowed him to hear the dreadful shrieks of a
woman mingling with the stifled, exultant mockery of a laugh,
continued in one almost unbroken sound; —he was startled: but, roused
by the thunder which again rolled over to his head, he, with a sudden
effort, forced open the door of the hut. He found himself in utter
darkness: the sound, however, guided him. He was apparently
unperceived; for, though he called, still the sounds continued, and no
notice was taken of him. He found himself in contact with some one,
whom he immediately seized; when a voice cried, “Again baffled!” to
which a loud laugh succeeded; and he felt himself grappled by one
whose strength seemed superhuman: determined to sell his life as
dearly as he could, he struggled; but it was in vain: he was lifted from

his feet and hurled with enormous force against the ground:—his
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a loud laughter followed. He found himself grappled by someone whose
strength seemed superhuman. Determined, he tried to defend himself as
well as he could, but it was in vain. He was lifted from his feet and thrown
with enormous force against the ground. The enemy threw himself upon
Aubrey, kneeled on his chest and placed his hand on Aubrey’s throat.
Suddenly, a light of many torches fell into the shack from the outside and
disturbed the offender. He let go of Aubrey, stood up and rushed through
the door. There was a crashing of branches as he hurried through the
woods. Then everything fell silent. The storm had now abated and
Aubrey, unable to move, was soon heard by those outside. They entered,
the light of their torches fell on the clay walls, and Aubrey asked them to
search for the woman that had been crying. He was again left in darkness,
but to his horror, when the light of the torches appeared again, he could
see that the people were carrying lanthe's dead body. He closed his eyes
hoping that it had been just a vision of his disturbed imagination, but
when he opened them again, he saw the same image. There was no
colour on her cheeks, nor on her lips. Yet her face was as calm as when
she was alive. There was blood on her neck and breast and on her throat
a mark of teeth that opened the vein. The men pointed at it and all cried
in horror: “A Vampyre! A Vampyre!” They took both Aubrey and lanthe,
and carried them away side by side. Aubrey was suffering greatly, lying

next to the lifeless body of the one who was so dear to him. The group



enemy threw himself upon him, and kneeling upon his breast, had
placed his hands upon his throat—when the glare of many torches
penetrating through the hole that gave light in the day, disturbed him; —
he instantly rose, and, leaving his prey, rushed through the door, and in
a moment the crashing if the branches, as he broke through the wood,
was no longer heard. The storm was now still; and Aubrey, incapable of
moving, was soon heard by those without. They entered; the light of
their torches fell upon the mud walls, and the thatch loaded on
individual straw with heavy flakes of soot. At the desire of Aubrey they
searched for her who had attracted him by her cries; he was again left
in darkness; but what was his horror, when the light of the torches once
more bursted upon him, to perceive the airy form of his fairy
conductress brought in a lifeless corpse. He shut his eyes, hoping that it
was but a vision arising from his disturbed imagination; but he again saw
the same form, when he unclosed them, stretched by his side. There
was no colour upon her cheek, not even upon her lip; yet there was a
stillness about her face that seemed almost as attaching as the life that
once dwelt there:—upon her neck and breast was blood, and upon her
throat were marks of teeth having opened the vein:—to this the men
pointed, crying, simultaneously struck with horror, “A Vampyre! a
Vampyre!” A litter was quickly formed, and Aubrey was laid by the side

of her who had lately been to him the object of so many bright and fairy
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was soon met by different parties which were also searching for the girl,
who had gone missing earlier that day. Her parents heard the cries of the
men as they were approaching the town and understood that a tragedy
had happened. No words could describe their grief, they both died

broken-hearted.



visions, now fallen with the flower of life that died within her. He knew
not what his thoughts were—his mind was benumbed and seemed to
shun reflection, and take refuge in vacancy—he held almost
unconsciously in his hand a naked dagger of a particular construction,
which he had found in the hut. They were soon met by different parties
who had been engaged in the search of her whom a mother had missed.
Their lamentable cries, as they approached the city, forewarned the
parents of some dreadful catastrophe.—To describe their grief would

be impossible; both died broken-hearted.
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Source Text

Target Text

Title Pdlenka: Prézy z Bandtu

Year Published 2014 Title Distilled Spirit: Stories from Banat
Author Matéj Horava
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Word Count 1256 Word Count 1625

Description of Source Text

® understanding of source text

® knowledge of genre within
source contexts

e situation of source text

familiarity with the formal

features of a text (language

variation(s), register, dialect)
(200 words max)

The ST comes from a collection of autobiographical lyrical prose set primarily in the South Romanian Czech-speaking rural
area of Banat. There are two main levels of the prose. The first one being the narrator's present, when he lives in the
mountainy landscape of Banat among the local people. The second one being the narrator's memories, which he is
frequently retreating to, taking the reader on a constant voyage between the present and the past and between Banat
and other places where he had lived at or visited. The first level mainly depicts the local atmosphere, while the second
level is meditative.
Clauses are cumulated in long complex sentences often ending with ellipses (65%). This syntax captures the constant flow
of the narrator's thoughts, memories and recalled perceptions. Clauses in parenthesis are common (14 in total), serving
as the narrator's comments on his own words, or their further explanation. The local atmosphere is created by poetic

images, especially those involving landscape and flora (ST: 8-9, 31-32, 100-104, 107-108), and by the use of Banat-Czech

expressions (ST: 14, 15, 17), showcasing the archaic form of Czech spoken in this area (Utéseny 1962, 201).

Strategy
e jdentification of translation

problems

The text will be published by a small not-for-profit Irish university press specialising in foreign literature. The target
audience is academics (especially in the field of literature and cultural studies) and adult readers of lyrical prose with an

interest in memory and the region of Eastern Europe. The aim of the translation is to convey the local atmosphere to the
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® knowledge of genre within
target context and situation
of target text

® justification of translation

production of genre for
target context
(200 words max)

readers, who may not be familiar with the region, and to capture the narrator's constant movement between time and
space. This will be achieved by:

e following the ST's complex cumulative syntactic structures and clauses in parenthesis

e conveying the local atmosphere captured in the ST by recreating the poetic images that suggest it

The local expressions will be translated into English as their standard, contemporary Czech equivalents would be. Instead,
this element of local atmosphere will be replaced by adding attributes to these words, that are in alignment with the
overall character of the place — e. g. ‘krchov’ (local word for cemetery) becomes ‘cemetery staining the lush green

hillside’.

Critical Reflection
e textual analysis

(200 words max)

| gave the TT to two native English speakers to read. They were asked to pay special attention to the syntax, and to confirm:

1. whether it is possible to follow the text without confusion

2. whether the syntactic structure of the TT evokes the free flow of memories, perceptions and thoughts.

Both respondents agreed that the syntax is intelligible and it does evoke the roaming of the mind between memories and
thoughts.

The replacement of the local expressions by standard forms with attributes posed difficulties. Only one case out of the
tree (ST: 15, TT: 20) contributes to the development of the image of the place. A different approach to the translation of
the local expressions may better serve the aim of conveying the local atmosphere. They could have been translated by

archaic words in the TL, as they are themselves archaic in the SL.

Works Cited
® use of sources and reference
material

Utéseny, Slavomir. 1962. “O jazyce ¢eskych osad na jihu rumunského Bandtu.” [About the language of the Czech

settlements in the south of Romanian Banat.] Cesky Lid 49 (5): 201-209. http://www.jstor.org/stable/42698567.
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Source Text

Pdlenka: Prozy z Bandtu
Bozi posel
Po banatskych vrscich neni radno chodit za boure: blesky tu nejsou k lidem
zdaleka tak lhostejné jako v moravskych ¢i bavorskych vlidnych rovinach...
Ve Skole mi kdysi dvé dcerky hospodské Marje vypravély, jak si jejich dédu
odnesl BozZi posel: kdyz Sel za boure z pole, s vidlemi na rameni. Poprvé
jsem tehdy slysel to uctivé oznaceni: Bozi  posl.
O par let pozdéji si BoZi posl odnesl pravé Marjiny dcerky. Sly po nedéInim
obédé natrhat prvni tfesné; az do té strané za kfizkem, odkud jiZ lze dole
spatfit blyStivou vodu Dunaje stisnéného skalami. Od Srbska se nahle pfi-
hnala boufe a divenky (schované pod tim vonavym, zmoklym,
rozkoSatélym stromem) srazil blesk jednou ranou (rok poté se mi zatocila
hlava, kdyZ jsem si uvédomil, Ze trhdm a jim tfesné pravé z toho stromu;
tfesen prezila se Sramem a poldmanou vétvi).
Na pohtbu plakala celd ves, véetné faldre. Koné tahli viz s dvéma bilymi
rakvickami prasnou cestou ke krchovu ve strani; vcely bzucely v
dopolednich kvétech a nebe bylo prizraéné Cisté; chlapi se potili a
nevykladali si cestou jako o jinych funusech; divenkam se zvrtaly kotniky
ve vysokych botdch na podpatcich; a Zenské zpivaly faleSné, strasné
faleSné...

AZ neddvno mi Marje vyprdvéla, jak své dcerky (BoZe, pravé ona!) nasla:

O 00 N o uu B~ W N
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Target Text

Distilled Spirit: Stories from Banat
Messenger of God
It is not advisable to walk the Banat hills in a thunderstorm: here the
lightning is not as indifferent to people as in the benign Moravian or
Bavarian plains... Once, at school the daughters of Marja, the innkeeper,
told me how the Messenger of God had taken away their grandpa: when
he was returning in a storm from the field carrying a pitchfork on his
shoulder. This was the first time | heard this respectful name: Messenger
of God.
A few years later the Messenger of God took away the girls themselves.
They went to pick cherries, the first of the season, after a Sunday lunch;
all the way up the hillside past the little cross, down from there you can
already see the waters of the Danube glittering between the rocks. A
sudden storm came from the Serbian side and the girls (hidden
underneath the sweet-smelling, drenched, patulous cherry tree) were
both at once struck by lightning (it made me dizzy when a year later |
realised that the cherries | was picking and eating came from that tree;
the cherry tree survived with only a scar and a broken branch).
At the funeral the whole village was weeping, including the old priest. The
horses pulled a cart with two little white coffins along the dusty road

leading up to the cemetery staining the lush green hillside; bees buzzing



tvaricky pry mély bilé, nepopalené; jen na hrudnicku a pod koleny mély
cervenou ¢mouhu; a byly (pry jako ostatni bleskem zasaZzeni neboZztici)
vyzuté z paradnich nedélnich boticek, které uz na svou cestu
nepotiebovaly, ale které jim — Marje a jeji mama — presto jesté za dva
dny obuly, nez je ulozily do rakvi...
Stado

Stado je tvor; stado je kapka, ktera stéka strani, nebo do ni — proti vSem
pfirodnim zdkonim — pluje vzhlru. MoZnd pes dokaZe rozbit tuto kapku,
roztristit ji; zkuSenéjsi pastevec mozna téz; ne ja, rozhodné ne ja... Pes
stéka, ale nejde za mnou; fve; Rumun spi pod kosatym stromem; skryty
pfed sluncem raného odpoledne a zpity slabou palenkou; blazené zpity.
Medvéd snad nepfijde; vikll je malo; a Sakali, kteri se sem zatoulali nejspis
z Utrob Asie (ale ten rumunsky dédula nema ponéti o jinych hranicich, nez
je méstecko Oras a Dunaj a kousicek Srbska na druhém brehu), snad téz
daji stadu pokoj... Pes fve; pastyi spi; stddo prezivykuje, pochrupuje,
pobekavad; jdu pres hrby a hiebeny pastvin, po kratické travé (takhle ji
dokdzou spast pouze ovce Ci kozy, kravy ne); vini matefidousky a ovciho
trusu prostupuje jesté starsi viiné: viiné Orientu, viné zaslibené zemé; a
vané jalovcovych jihomoravskych strani...

Bylo to téZz v horkém lété: pasl jsem stddo sto dvaceti ovci v jalovcovych

stranich kdesi u Svafce. Spal jsem v maringotce a hlidal stado. Udrzoval
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on the morning blossoms and the sky crystal clear; the men were
sweating and would not chat as at the other funerals; the girls twisting
their ankles in high heels; and the women singing out of tune, so much
out of tune...
Just recently Marja told me how she (Oh God, out of all people!) found
the girls: pale faces, not burned at all; only with red marks on their chests
and behind their knees; and their little shoes were off (as it supposedly
happens to all killed by lightning), their pretty Sunday shoes, which the
girls no longer needed for their journey, but which they — Marja and her
mother — put on them, when laying them in their coffins...
Herd

A herd is a being; a herd is a drop dripping down the hillside, or up —
against all natural laws — dripping up. A dog might be able to disrupt this
drop, to splash it all over; a more experienced shepherd probably too; not
me though, definitely not me... A dog is barking, but does not follow me;
just barks; a Romanian sleeps under a patulous tree; hidden from the
early afternoon sun and drunk with a light distilled spirit. Hopefully, a bear
won’t come, there are not many wolves around here either; and the
jackals which have strayed from the depths of Asia (but this Romanian

Grandpa has no clue of the world beyond the borders of his town of Oras,

the Danube and a small piece of Serbia on the other bank) may hopefully



jsem v chodu elektricky ohradnik, napajedlo, liz soli; cely horky den jsem
pouze sedél ve stinu jalovcl, hral slovenské lidové balady na Sesti-
dirkovou pravékou pistalu (vyrobil mi ji kamarad, ale technikou, ktera se
uzivala uz pred paméti); pil jsem kavu, rum, vodu; cetl jsem Stary zdkon; a
poprvé chapal: vyprahlost a orientalni tvar lebek ovci, prohlizel jsem si
jako u vytrZeni ta domnéle znama zvirata a pochopil, Ze jsou odjinud a Ze
jsou hodna vSech téch podobenstvi... Chodival jsem se modlit do stinu
lidové hornické kaple; koupal jsem se v nedalekém ledovém potoce; v
podvecer jsem prohanél stado stranémi: teklo jako kapka, jako Zivy tvor:
kdykoli mélo stado strach, srazilo se v jednoho tvora a prchalo v
nepochopitelné jednoté, bezchybné sevienosti. V noci jsem snil o vilach a
rdano mé budil hned za svitani bekot: to stado padalo doll k napajedlu,
tentokrat neseviené, rozptylené; jednotlivé ovce fvaly do modrého rana
svoji modlitbu; pily, lizaly kostku soli; slavily novy den: a ja téz, nad
plechackem kavy a nad starozdkonni strankou... Obcas se mladiéci beranci
domluvili a prorazili ohradnik, aby se napasli na Cerstvé travé vedlejsi
louky; to jsem pak musel zahnat stddo zpét do jiz vyprahlé strané, vypnout
elektriku a pomoci Stipacek a dratu ohradnik spravit, obnovit jednotu té
paléivé hranice, za niZ je stadu zapovézeno jit... A nasaval jsem vilné,
nasaval jsem vSechny mozné viné: vinijalovcl, dobromyslu, ovéiho trusu,
levandule a cehosi jeSté starSiho, nade vSe vyprahlejsiho; drtil jsem v
prstech kulicky  jalovce, drtil mezi

jsem je zuby...
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leave the herd alone too... The dog is barking; the shepherd is sleeping;
the herd is chewing, grunting, bleating; | am walking over the ridges of
the pastureland, stepping on the short grass (only sheep and goats can
graze it down like this, not cows); besides the scent of thyme and sheep
droppings there is an even older scent pervading the air; the scent of
Orient; the scent of the promised land; the aroma of the juniper hillsides
of Southern Moravia...
It was also a hot summer: | was herding a flock of hundred and twenty
sheep on the juniper hillsides somewhere near Svarec. | slept in a trailer
and looked after the herd during the day, maintaining the electric fence,
the watering place and the salt licking spot; | would just sit in the shade
of the junipers hiding from the heat of the day, playing Slovakian folklore
ballads on an ancient-type six-hole flute (my friend made it for me using
a very ancient technique); | drank coffee, rum, water; read the Old
Testament; and for the first time | understood: the oriental shape of the
parched sheep skulls, fascinated | was observed the seemingly familiar
animals and | realised that they are from someplace else and that they
are worthy of all the parables... | used to pray in the shade of a local
miners’ chapel; | bathed in a near-by ice-cold brook; in the late afternoon
| would chase the herd through the hillsides: dripping like a drop, like one
being: when the herd got scared, it would flock into one being and flee in

an incomprehensible unity, in a perfect togetherness. At night | dreamed



Ta vané byla kdysi tam; ta vyprahld viiné je nyni zde: stddu nezalezi na
¢ase a prostoru; chce stran, v které se Ize past: Svarec, Banat, Palestina, to
je jedno. A mné uz téz nezdlezi na Case a prostoru: Ize jen jit tou odvékou
vani, pravékou, ba predvékou vini; pes sice Stéka, ale nikoho nepodési,
dokonce neprobudi ani svého pod stromem spiciho pana. Kracim tou
jednou jedinou spasenou strani: po koberci z trav, matefidousky a ovc¢iho
jednom z koberct samotného

trusu: po raje...

DUm na pobfezi
Ten pohled mam vidy na svém stole, at jsem kdekoli; zdobil stoly mych
prechodnych domovl i stoly hotel(l a hotylkU; a je na mém stole i zde (za
okenici Sumi bujné balkdnské jaro vsi svou krasou; ale ja sedim v
poloSerém pokoji a zirdm na pohlednici)... Podlouhly ¢ernobily pohled;
fotografie osamélého domu; domu, ktery stoji na bfehu rozboureného
more (Sed mrak( a ddlky; ostra bél zpénénych vin, které jako by se chystaly
dim pohiltit, polknout, pozfit)... Ten pohled mi dosel toho jara, kdy jsi
prchla: nejprve ode mne (v zimni den, z toho kopce nad Dunajem, ktery
jsem pokladal za rajsky pahrbek; z toho kamenného mésta, které jsem
uzuz povazoval za domov; nas domov), a potom i od svého minulého
Zivota: uletéla jsi na samy sever Islandu, na farmu pobliz méstecka
Akureyri; ke kravam, malym détem; a pry¢ ode mne, pry¢ od svéta a rodné

redi...
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of fairies and at dawn | was woken up by bleating right at dawn: the herd
was rushing down to the watering place, not in flock, but dispersed this
time; each sheep was shouting its prayer in this blue morning; they were
drinking, licking the salt; celebrating a new day: and so was |, with a coffee
in a tin can cup and another page of the Old Testament... Sometimes the
young rams would conspire and break through the fence together to
graze the fresh grass of a neighbouring meadow; in this case | would have
to chase the herd back to their parched hillside, switch off the electricity
and fix the fence with a wire and wire cutters to reestablish the unity of
the burning border separating the herd from the prohibited world
beyond... And | inhaled the scent, all kinds of scent: the scent of junipers,
of oregano, of sheep droppings, lavender and something even older, even
more parched, above all; | crushed the juniper berries with my fingers,
grinding them with my teeth...
The scent that used to be there; the scorched scent that is now here: the
herd does not care for time or space: it only wants a land to graze on:
Svarec, Banat, Palestine, it does not matter. And neither do | care for time
and space anymore: just inhaling the ancient aroma, prehistoric,
primaeval; the dog does bark, but scares no one, neither does he wake up
his owner still sleeping under the tree. | am walking through the grazed
hillside: on a carpet of grass, thyme and sheep droppings: on the very

carpet of paradise...



Tehdy, tésné pred Tvym utékem, se stfibrnym prstynkem na prsté a s
nadéji v srdci, jsem mél naposledy pocit, Ze by bylo mozné se vratit; Zit
opét v té zemicce uprostied Evropy; opét naslouchat té blahé, mékké,
krasné feci; vysnival jsem si (a potom uz jsme si to vysnivali oba) domek se
zahradou a sadem a zvifaty nékde na Ceskomoravské vysociné... Ale pak
to nahle vSechno padlo; v zimnim dni, na tom kopci nad Dunajem; vse
prasklo... Zoufale jsem bloudil tim kdysi sladkym méstem; némcina zacala
bodat div ne har nez matefstina; a pak jsem jednoho dne nasel ve
schrance tvUj islandsky pohled: ten viemi a v§im opustény, Zivly zmitany a
Zivlim na milost a nemilost vydany dim... Dival jsem se na néj vecer co
vecer v tom podkrovnim pokoji v bavorském kamenném mésté (ten pokoj
znal TvUj hlas, Tvé vlasy, Tvlj usmév), dival jsem se na néj vecer co vecer
v hotelech na svych zbésilych cestach; divam se na néj vecer co vecer i zde,
kdyz se za Tebe modlivdm... Divam se na néj i ted... Za oknem Sum jara a
Zivota (lidé chodi okopavat a dfit na pole; kvétiny buji; k vybuchnuti se uz
chystaji Sefiky, a potom pfijde hrliza akatt, uz brzy, uz brzy); ale ja civim
na tu ¢ernobilou fotku: a ndhle se mi zdd, Ze mdj dim nestoji v rozkvetlych
stranich plnych morusi, jabloni, ofesakd a kdouloni; ndhle mam pocit, Ze
ten Sum neni blahy Sum balkanského jara, ale vzrlstajici Sum oceanu,
nemilosrdného, bilého, vrazedné bilého oceanu... Tfesu se hrizou v tom
opusténém domé (nepodoba se mému banatskému bilému staveni s

modrymi okenicemi a tyrkysovymi vraty, vibec se mu nepodoba; a jesté
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House on a shore
| always keep this postcard on my desk, wherever | am; it decorated desks
of my previous homes as well as desks of hotels; it is now on my desk here
as well (lush Balkan spring in its full beauty behind the window shutters;
but | am sitting in this dim room staring at a postcard)... Wide black-and-
white postcard; a photograph of a solitary house; a house on the shore of
a stormy sea (the grey clouds against a grey distance; the sharp whiteness
of the foamy waves, which seem to be about to engulf the house, swallow
it, devour it)... | received the card that spring, when you fled: first from
me (on a winter's day, down the hill above the Danube, which | considered
to be a hill of paradise; from the stone town which | almost considered to
be a home; our home), a later also from your whole life: you flew off to
the very north of Iceland, to a farm near the town of Akureyri; to cows, to
small children; away from me, away from the world and from your native
language...

Back then, right before your escape, with a silver ring on my finger and a
hope in my heart, it was the last time that | could perhaps return; return
and live again in the small country in the middle of Europe; again listen to
the language, soft and beautiful; | was (and later we both were) dreaming
of a house with a garden and orchard and animals, somewhere in the

Bohemian-Moravian Highlands... And then it all suddenly fell apart; on a



méné se podobad tomu naemu vysnénému domu na Ceskomoravské
vysociné ); tfeskot vodou drcenych kamend, tfeskot vin a vétru, ktery viny
chytily do svych vodnich spartd a pohrbily pod hladinu; tfeskot prilivu, ktery
se ne a ne zastavit... ZdéSené jsem vybéhl do jarniho podvecera a chytl se
prvniho morusového kmene, jako se namornik za vichru a boute v hrlize

chyta stozaru plachty...
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winter day, on that hill above the Danube; it burst... In despair | roamed
through the town that had once been so sweet; the German language
started stinging my ears even worse than my mother tongue; and then,
one day, | found your Icelandic postcard in my post box: the abandoned
and forsaken house, entirely at the mercy of the natural elements... | used
to look at the house evening after evening in the attic room in the stone
Bavarian town (the room knew Your voice, Your hair, Your smile), | used
to look at the house evening by evening in hotel rooms during my frantic
travels; and | look at the house evening by evening here as well, when |
pray for You... | am looking at it right now... The humming of spring and
life beyond the window (people toiling in the fields, weeding, flowers
flourishing, lilacs ready to explode, and then the terror of locust trees,
soon, very soon); But | am staring at the black-and-white photo: and
suddenly it seems to me that my house is not standing on flowering slopes
full of mulberry trees, apple trees, walnut trees and quince trees;
suddenly | feel that the humming of the Balkan spring is in fact a roaring
ocean, a merciless, white, fatally white ocean... | am shaking with horror
inside of that abandoned house (nothing like my house here in Banat,
white washed, with blue window shutters and a turquoise gate, not at all
similar, and definitely not similar to our dream house in the Bohemian-
Moravian Highlands); the cracking sound of crushed stones, the roaring

of waves and wind, the wind which the waves caught in their watery claws



131
132
133
134
135
136
137

42

and buried beneath their surface; the bubbling sound of the tide, coming
in, relentlessly... | run out in fright, to the spring air of an early evening,
holding on to the first mulberry tree trunk as a frightened sailor holds on

a mast in a gale and storm...



Student Number 21330026 Text Number 6
Source Text Target Text

Title Solar Bones

Year Published 2016 Title Sluneéni kosti

Author Mike McCormack

Language EngllSh (IrEIand) Language CzeCh

Word Count 451 Word Count 362

Description of Source Text

understanding of source text
knowledge of genre within
source contexts

situation of source text

familiarity with the formal
features of a text (language
variation(s), register, dialect)

(200 words max)

The ST is a novel in the form of a prose poem. The narrator, an ordinary middle-aged man from county Mayo, is dead and
his consciousness temporarily returns to this world on All Souls’ Day. He reflects on his life experience as father, husband,
neighbour and civil engineer. The translated passage is from the beginning of the novel. The narrator describes the details
of the moment when he reappears on Earth, and reflects on the landscape of the area where he used to live.

The novel is “formally ambitious, stylistically dauntless and linguistically spirited”

(https://dublinliteraryaward.ie/books/2018-solar-bones/). It is written in the form of one long sentence with no full stops,

yet its visual layout makes the text flow and easy to read

(https://www.thejournal.ie/how-a-new-generation-of-writers-are-changing-irish-literature-3954282-Apr2018/).

No personal pronouns referring to the narrator are used and verbs describing his actions are all in gerund form (e. g.

‘hearing the bell as standing here’) to create an impersonal feeling indicating the narrator's incorporeal presence.

Strategy

identification of translation
problems

knowledge of genre within
target context and situation
of target text

The target audience is readers of Plav, a Czech magazine of world literature and translation (translators, writers, academics
and students of literature). The translation sample will be published in an issue dedicated to contemporary Irish literature
along with essays on this topic. The aim of this translation is to illustrate experimentality in contemporary Irish literature

(https://www.thejournal.ie/how-a-new-generation-of-writers-are-changing-irish-literature-3954282-Apr2018/).
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e justification of translation

production of genre for
target context
(200 words max)

The strategy is therefore ST- and SC-oriented, and strives to create a TT that is as close to the ST as possible (especially in

its form and linguistic features), yet possesses its easy readability. This will be achieved by:

e following closely the visual form and layout of the ST — lines of approximately the same length (not shorter and
not longer than % of the ST line) will be produced

e re-creating the ST's rhythm — because Czech has no articles (Cummins 1998, 171), demonstrative pronouns will
be used instead (such as in 1-5, ‘ten zvon’ [this bell] to translate ‘the bell’)

e omitting personal pronouns and using infinitive verb forms to re-create the impersonal feeling of the text

e following the one long sentence form, but using commas according to the TL syntactic rules to ensure easy

readability (21-24)

Critical Reflection
e textual analysis

(200 words max)

| gave the TT to three native Czech speakers to reflect on its flow and readability. Two of them confirmed that the text is
easy to read. One respondent reported slight difficulties in a particular passage (25-29). However, they found the TT easy
to read in general as well.

Replacing the infinitives or action nouns with active verb forms in some instances (e. g. nyni unaven, tak rychle, ten sprint
ke kostelu a ten zvon = nyni unaven, tak rychle, sprintuji ke kostel a ten zvon [exhausted now, so quickly, sprint to the
church and the bell = exhausted now, so quickly, | am sprinting to the church and the bell]) would ensure more clarity
and therefore easier readability. However, the impersonal feeling, as well as the rhythm and form, would not be recreated.

For this reason the strategy of using infinitive verb forms suits the ST-oriented overall strategy better.

Works Cited
® use of sources and reference
material

Cummins, George. 1998. “Indefiniteness in Czech.” Journal of Slavic Linguistics 6 (2): 171-203.

http://www.jstor.org/stable/24599695.
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Source Text

Solar Bones

the bell

the bell as

hearing the bell as

hearing the bell as standing here

the bell being heard standing here

hearing it ring out through the grey light of this

morning, noon or night

god knows

this grey day standing here and

listening to this bell in the middle of the day, the middle of the day bell,

the Angelus bell in the middle of the day, ringing out through the grey light to

here

standing in the kitchen

hearing this bell

snag my heart and

draw the whole world into

being here

pale and breathless after coming a long way to stand in this kitchen
confused

no doubt about that
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Target Text
Slunecni kosti

ten zvon

ten zvon jak

slySet ten zvon jak

slySet ten zvon jak tu stojim

ten zvon je slySet, jak tu stojim

slySet ho vyzvanét Sedym svétlem tohoto

rana, poledne nebo vecera

buh vi

tohoto Sedého dne tu stat a

poslouchat ten zvon uprostied dne, poledni zvon uprostied dne,
ten Andélsky zvon uprostred dne, vyzvani skrze to Sedé svétlo az
sem

stat v kuchyni

slySet ten zvon

chytit se za srdce a

vtahnout cely svét

sem

bledy a bez dechu po dlouhé cesté tu stat v této kuchyni
zmateny

o tom neni pochyb



but hearing the bell from the village church a mile away as the crow
flies, across the street from the garda station, beneath the giant sycamore
trees which tower over it and in which a colony of rooks have made their
nests, so many and so noisy that sometimes in spring when they are nesting
their clamouir fills the church and

exhausted now, so quickly

that sprint to the church and the bell

yes, they are the real thing

the real bells

not a transmission or a broadcast because

there’s no mistaking the fuller depth and resonance of the sound
carried
towards me across the length and breadth of this day and which, even at this
distance reverberates in my chest

a systolic thump from the other side of this parish, which lies on the
edge of this known world with Sheeffry and Mweelrea to the south and the
open expanse of Clew Bay to the north

the Angelus bell
ringing out over its villages and townlands, over the fields and hills and
bogs in between, six chimes of three across a minute and a half, a summons
struck on the lip of the void which gathers this parish together through all its

primary and secondary roads with
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ale slySet ten zvon z venkovského kostela vzdusnou ¢arou mili
vzdaleného, pres ulici od stanice gardy pod obrovskym platanem, ktery se
nad ni tyci, a ve kterém si polni havrani postavili sva hnizda,
tak pocetni a tak hlucni, Ze ob¢as na jare, kdyz hnizdi,
kostel je plny jejich povyku a

nyni unaven, tak rychle

ten sprint ke kostelu a ten zvon

ano, jsou to opravdové

opravdové zvony

ne prenos nebo vysilani, protoze

si nejde splést tu hloubku a rezonanci toho zvuku, ktery
se nese
ke mné, pres délku a hloubku tohoto dne, a ktery, i pres tu vzdalenost,
rezonuje v mé hrudi

systolicky uder z opaéné strany této farnosti, ktera lezi na
okraji mné znamého svéta se Sheeffry a Mweelrea na jihu a se
zatokou Clew otevirajici se na severu

ten Andélsky zvon
znéjici nad vesnicemi a méstecky, nad poli a kopci a nad
raselinisti, Sestkrat tfi Udery za minutu a pal, svolani
vetknuté do okraje prazdnoty, jez drzi tuto farnost pohromadé

vSemi jejimi hlavnimi a vedlejSimi cestami



all its schools and football pitches all its bridges and graveyards
all its shops and pubs

the builder’s yard and health clinic the community centre

the water treatment plant and

the handball alley

the made world with

all the focal points around which a parish like this gathers itself as

surely as

the world itself did at the beginning of time, through
mountains, rivers and lakes

when it gathered in these parts around the Bunowen river which rises

in the Lachta hills and flows north towards the sea, carving out that floodplain
to which all roads, primary and secondary, following the contours of the

landscape, make their way and in the middle of which stands

the village of Louisburgh

from which the Angelus bell is ringing, drawing up the world again
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se vSemi jejimi Skolami, fotbalovymi hfisti, mosty a hibitovy

se vsemi jejimi obchody a hospodami

se stavebninami, polyklinikou a komunitnim centrem

svodarnou a

s handbalovymi hristi

ten utvoreny svét se

vSemi fokalnimi body, okolo kterych se farnost shromazduje
jisté jako

samotny svét ve svém pocatku, okolo

hor, fek a jezer

kdyz se shromazdil v téch mistech okolo feky Bunowen, ktera tece
vrchovinou Lachta a severné k mofi, a hloubi udolni nivu,
do které vSechny cesty, hlavni i vedlejsi, sméruiji, jak
opisuji kontury krajiny, a uprostied které stoji

vesnice Louisburgh

ze které zni ten Andélsky zvon, spradajici znovu cely svét



Student Number

21330026 Text Number 7

Source Text Target Text

Title Queer Futurism: Denizens of Liminality

Year Published 2017 Title Queer futurismus: Obyvatelé liminality
Author Pinar Sinopoulos-Lloyd

Language English (USA) Language Czech

Word Count 538 Word Count 559

Description of Source Text

understanding of source text
knowledge of genre within
source contexts

situation of source text

familiarity with the formal
features of a text (language
variation(s), register, dialect)

(200 words max)

The ST is an essay dealing with the relationships between queerness, gender, liminality, nature and indigenous cultures.
It is written by an indigenous eco-philosopher and Earth-based skills educator Pinar Sinopoulos-Lloyd and it was published
as a blog post on their blog. The text contains source language and source culture specific terms (e. g. pachacuti, gender
neutral suffix -x). As a source culture can be in this case considered the culture of the USA, where the author lives and to
which this text is situated, as well as the Quechua culture, which is the culture of the author's ancestors and which is also
discussed in the text. Many people mentioned in this text are gender non-binary (including the author themselves) and
the absence of grammatical gender in English (Hord 2016, n. p.) allows to refer to them with gender neutral language

without the need to use non-standard grammatical forms.

Strategy

identification of translation
problems

knowledge of genre within
target context and situation
of target text

justification of translation

The target audience is readers of A2larm (a Czech leftist newspaper) with a higher level of education, interested in social
and cultural issues. The aim of this translation is to introduce the readers to a different perspective on queerness, one
that challenges the idea of queerness as a historically new phenomenon 'imported' from the West, prevailing in the Central

and Eastern European space (Navickaité 2014, 168). The challenges posed by the ST are:

¢ keeping the gender neutral language of the ST, as Czech, unlike English, uses gendered nouns, gender-marked adjectives
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production of genre for
target context
(200 words max)

and past participle verb forms

¢ SL and SC specifics

The strategy to deal with these challenges is:
e gendered noun forms will be substituted with gender neutral alternatives (TT: 21-22), the gendered suffixes in
adjectives, possessive pronouns and past participle verb forms will be neutralised by the use of graphical adjustment (e.
g. vedli/y), as this strategy is the one the Czech non-binary community finds the most suitable in translation (Wehle 2020,
94-95)

¢ SL and SC specifics will be explained in translator’s note

Critical Reflection
e textual analysis

(200 words max)

| gave the TT to read to two native speakers asking them to reflect on the use of graphical adjustments. Both stated that
the adjustments had a distracting effect on their reading flow, however, they got used to it as the text progressed. An
alternative strategy could have been used — either using the gender assigned at birth, the neuter gender or switching
between feminine and masculine when referring to one person. Neither of these strategies would be visually distractive,
they would, however, bring different sets of issues. Using gender assigned at birth implies that the translator ignores the
person’s gender identity and can be seen as unethical or even transphobic (Wehle 2020, 85). Using the neuter gender may
sound dehumanising, because it usually refers to inanimate objects (ibid, 88). Switching between genders would cause
confusion in understanding whom the text is referring to at which point. Graphical adjustments were therefore considered
the most suitable strategy for this translation. Despite their distractive aspect, they do not entail any of the other issues

and are also approved by the Czech non-binary community.

Works Cited
® use of sources and reference
material

Hord, Levi C. R. 2016. "Bucking the Linguistic Binary: Gender Neutral Language in English, Swedish, French, and German."
Western Papers in Linguistics / Cahiers linguistiques de Western 3 (1): Article 4.

https://ojs.lib.uwo.ca/index.php/wpl clw/article/view/966/456.
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Navickaité, Rasa. 2014. "Postcolonial queer critique in post-communist Europe - Stuck in the Western progress

narrative?" Tijdschrift voor Genderstudies 17 (2): 165-185. https://doi.org/10.5117/TVGEND2014.2.NAVI.

Whale, Toby. 2020. Breaking the Silence: Translating Non-binary Identities in Literary Texts from English to Czech.

Olomouc: Palacky University Olomouc. https://theses.cz/id/93cvev/Wehle Diplomova prace.pdf
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Source Text

Queer Futurism: Denizens of Liminality

My homeland is liminality.

Etched across my body in scars is a map Home.

Motherland from the Andes and China; fatherland from the Altai mountains.

Hybridity is a maddening gift of confluence,

Landscapes simultaneously longing and being longed for across continents.

In my work with queer rites of passage and queer ecopsychology, what |
have come to know is that queerness is an ecological formation. From my
matrilineage, | come from a lineage of culturally-rooted gender-variance
known as Quariwarmi. The Incas summoned a queer mountain deity of the
jaguars, the chuqui chinchay, during a pachacuti—a cataclysmic change
(Horswell, 2005). This deity is the patron of dual-gendered indigenous
peoples. In Incan cosmology, the creative force of the Universe is
androgynous; Quariwarmis, the embodiment of this liminal space. In
essence, a cultural death doula was summoned during times of great
unknown. When the conquistadors invaded, the Quariwarmis were one of
the first to be targeted and killed by the Spaniards. Many Quariwarmis had

to go into hiding to survive Pizarro’s brutality.
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Target Text

Queer futurismus: Obyvatelé liminality

Mdj domov je liminalita.

V jizvdch napri¢ mym télem vyryta je mapa Dom.

Matefskd viast v Anddch a v Ciné; otcovskd vlast v Altaiskych hordch.
Hybridita je zkrusujici dar spolupisobicich vlivda,

Krajiny touZici a krajiny, po nichZ se zdroven touZi, napri¢ kontinenty.

Béhem své prace s queer prechodovymi ritualy a queer ekopsychologii,
jsem dosel/a k poznani, Ze byt queer je ekologickd formace. Z matciny
strany pochazim z linie Quariwarmi, genderové variantnich lidi vlastnich
nasi kultufe. BEhem pachacuti’, kataklyzmatické zmény (Horswell,
2005), svolali Inkové queer horské bozstvo jaguaru, chuqui chinchay?.
Toto bozZstvo je patronem indigennich lidi dudiniho genderu. V
kosmologii Ink( je tvofiva sila vesmiru androgynni a Quariwarmi jsou
ztélesnénim této liminality. BEhem prechodnych fazi do velkého
neznamého byli/y vidy povolani/y jako duly kulturni smrti. Po invazi
$panélskymi dobyvateli se Quariwarmi stali/y teréem pronasledovani a
byli/y zabijeni/y. Mnoho z nich se muselo skryvat, aby prezili/y

Pizarrovu brutalitu.



In many indigenous cultures, there are gender-liminal community members
who hold a similar role of midwife/doula/medicine/person/undertaker/
initiator/underworld guide (Jkharij, 2016). How do we honor the emergent
gifts that the queer and gender-creative youth of our time are bringing in
the midst of our own pachacuti—or what ecophilosopher Joanna Macy
refers to as the Great Turning (1998)? What are the consequences—to the
human and more-than-human community—of not honoring this

emergence?

Since 2013, the School of Lost Borders has offered a Queer Quest for adults
through the co-vision of Ruth McMillan and Pedro McMillan. My spouse, So
Sinopoulos-Lloyd, and | participated in the Queer Quest in 2015 which
stoked our passion to bring queer rites of passage into the world. Through
another co-vision of Ruth and Pedro, they invited So and myself to co-guide
the school’s very first Queer Youth Quest (QYQ) alongside Pedro as queer
elder. This past Summer Solstice the QYQ was held on Mountain Ute
hunting territory. It began directly after summer Queer Quest and four

gueer adult fasters welcomed in the youth.

The six youth who came with their longings, their struggles, their resilience,
and brilliance made me realize the depth of the consequences of not

honoring their gifts. According to a study at UCLA, lead author Bianca D. M.
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V mnoha indigennich kulturach existuji jedinci s limindlni genderovou
identitou, ktefi zastavaji podobnou funkci, kdy asistuji u zrozeni, 1éci,
iniciuji zmény, staraji se o mrtvé a prevadéji do podsvéti (Jkharij, 2016).
Jak ctime ten dar, ktery nam prindsi i sou¢asna genderové nekonformni
mladez uprostfed nasi vlastni pachacuti — ¢i, slovy ekofilozofky Joanny
Macy, uprostied 'Velkého zvratu' (1998)? Jaké dopady ma necténi

tohoto daru na lidi a na vic-nez-lidské spolecenstvi?

Od roku 2013 poradaji Ruth McMillan a Pedro McMillan ze School of
Lost Borders Queer Quest pro dospélé. Ja a muj/oje chot, So
Sinopoulos-Lloyd, jsme se Queer Questu zucastnili/y v roce 2015, coz
podnitilo nasi vasen pro poradani queer prechodovych ritualG. Ruth a
Pedro pozvali/y mé a So, abychom spolu s Pedrem vedli/y jejich viibec
prvni Queer Youth Quest (QYQ). Lorisky QYQ se konal o letnim
slunovratu v horské oblasti na Gzemi kmene Ute3, nasledoval hned po
letnim Queer Questu pro dospélé, jehozZ Ctyri Ucastnici/e mladez

privitali/y.

Téch Sest Uzasnych mladych, se svymi touhami, strastmi a
houzZevnatosti, mi pomohlo pochopit zavaznost nasledkd, které z
necténi tohoto jejich daru plynou. Podle studie UCLA vedené Dr.

Biancou D. M. Wilson ,vice neZ jeden ze Ctyf kalifornskych mladistvych



Wilson, the Rabbi Barbara Zacky Senior Scholar of Public Policy at the
Williams Institute states, “more than one in four California youth express
their gender in ways that go against the dominant stereotypes” (as cited in
Dowd, 2017). Queerness is not a new phenomenon; that narrative is a
product of colonization and is erasure in action. Queerness is as old and
complex as lichen; it informs our soul’s work. It is an aspect of the soul
likened to the anima and animus; it is the animx. When speaking of
energetic forces and only acknowledging feminine and masculine, the
liminal walkers continue to be erased. We are liminal—not invisible. In
contrast to the chronically binary language used in the dominant western
culture—and in rites-of-passage work—we could acknowledge the feminine,

masculine, and the liminal.
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vyjadfuje svou genderovou identitu zplisobem, ktery se vymyka
prevladajicim stereotypim® (citovano v Dowd, 2017). Queer identity
nejsou novy fenomén; tento narativ je produktem kolonizace a
systematického vymazavani*. Queer identity jsou tak starodavné a
komplexni jako lisejniky®; ovlivriuji fungovani nasich dusi. Jsou
aspektem nasi duse, néco jako anima a animus; je to animx®. Kdyz
mluvime o energetickych silach a zahrnujeme pouze feminni a
maskulinni, pfispivdame tim k vymazavani téch limindlnich. Jsme
limindlIni, ne neviditelni/é. V kontrastu k chronicky binarnimu jazyku
pouZivanému v dominantni zapadni kultufe — a v praci s prechodovymi

ritudly — mlzeme ctit jak feminni a maskulinni, tak i limindini.

Poznamka prekladatelky:

" Pachakuti (¢ti pacakuty) znamena v kecuanstiné pohyb Zemé, ktery
znaci zakonéeni dosavadniho cyklu a poéatek nové éry.

2 ¢ti Cikvi Cinkaj

3 Uzemi na jiho-zdpadé soucasného statu Colorado.Pdvodnimi obyvateli
této oblasti jsou lidé kmene Ute.

4 jak indigennich kultur, tak queer lidi z historie

> Lisejnik je symbiotickym souZitim houby a Fasy i sinice. Hybridni
forma tohoto organismu byva v queer pristupech k biologii oznacovana

jako queer forma existence.
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& Sufix -x se v angli¢tiné i jinych jazycich nékdy pouziva k vytvoreni
genderové neutralni alternativy slov, jejichZ standardni verze existuje
pouze v maskulinni a feminni formé (napt. maskulinni Mr, feminni Ms a

Mrs, neutralni alternativa Mx).



Student Number

21330026 Text Number 8

Source Text Target Text

Title Searching for Limbo in Reality

Year Published 2021 Title Hledadni limba v realité
Author Marcus Welsh

Language English (UK) Language Czech

Word Count 1507 Word Count 1206

Description of Source Text

understanding of source text
knowledge of genre within
source contexts

situation of source text

familiarity with the formal
features of a text (language
variation(s), register, dialect)

(200 words max)

The ST is a video made by Marcus Welsh and published on his YouTube channel. In this video the author uses academic
and non-academic sources and his own experiments to explore liminal spaces, feelings related to them, nostalgia and
nostalgic feelings induced by music. The video is divided into six chapters and the first four of them will be used as a ST
for this translation.

The register of the ST is informal and because of its oral character, many sentences (32%) start with filler words such as
‘and’, ‘so’ or ‘but’. This informal tone is in contrast with the occasional use of poetic figures and literary language (ST: 12-
17, 57-58, 75, 104-105, 182), which creates a unique style of the speaker. Visual elements, such as usage of audiovisual
filters (04:29-05:13), VHS footage (03:46—04:05) or video effects (00:06—00:38) create an atmosphere that is nostalgic,

mysterious and eerie.

Strategy

identification of translation
problems

knowledge of genre within
target context and situation
of target text

This translation will serve as a material for research of the author's voice translation in subtitles. Therefore, the target
audience will be Translation Studies researchers. The aim of this translation is to recreate the speaker’s style and tone

and the general mood of the video in the TL subtitles. To achieve this:

e the filler words at the beginning of sentences (e. g. 8, 10, 22, 30) will be maintained
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e justification of translation

production of genre for
target context
(200 words max)

e the informality of the speaker’s style will be imitated by occasional use of colloquial Czech expressions (jety
[used], brejle [glasses]) and non-standard suffixes (standard 'divny' = non-standard 'divnej' [weird])
e |exical features evoking the nostalgic, mysterious and eerie feelings will be used to re-create the mood of the
video
The challenge posed by this approach is to apply the strategy while following the standards of subtitling (such as words
per second ratio or character limit of on-screen text) defined by Karamitroglou (1997), because adding extra lexical

features will result in longer ST.

Critical Reflection
e textual analysis

(200 words max)

The strategy adopted to capture the speaker’s style and tone was implemented without any significant challenges. The
strategy to convey the mood and atmosphere of the video by lexical features, however, failed. There was not much
opportunity to develop the atmosphere further through extra lexical features, as it proved to be already sufficiently
embedded in the lexical features of the ST. Adding more words or expressions evoking nostalgia or mysterious and eerie
feelings would lead to redundancy and exaggeration. It would also interfere with the style of the speaker, which would
undermine the strategy of capturing his distinct style. Perhaps choosing to translate the video with closed captions instead
of subtitles would provide more opportunity to reflect the non-linguistic features establishing the atmosphere of the

video.

Works Cited
® use of sources and reference
material

Karamitroglou, Fotios. 1997. “A Proposed Set of Subtitling Standards in Europe.” Translation Journal 2 (2).

https://translationjournal.net/journal/04stndrd.htm.
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Source Text

Searching for Limbo in Reality

Oh, hi.

You OK?

Yeah, so bad news you've died.

We're just taking you

into limbo now to be processed.

Shouldn't be too long,

maybe a couple of thousand years.

But honestly, it'll just fly by.

| know what question you're going to ask.
And no, there is no meaning of life.

Get over yourselves.

However, you probably want to know about the things that
are a mystery to your species.

What's beyond the stars you can see at night?
Where does it all go?

What happens at the end?

What is nothingness?

Well...

Oh, we're here.
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0:00:03.62
0:00:05.58
0:00:07.25
0:00:11.33

0:00:14.83

0:00:18.00
0:00:20.00
0:00:21.83
0:00:23.83
0:00:25.37
0:00:27.62
0:00:29.83
0:00:32.62
0:00:34.00
0:00:36.00
0:00:38.00
0:00:40.00

0:00:04.79
0:00:06.58
0:00:10.58
0:00:14.62

0:00:17.83

0:00:19.83
0:00:21.62
0:00:23.62
0:00:24.87
0:00:27.54
0:00:29.58
0:00:32.00
0:00:33.79
0:00:35.25
0:00:37.33
0:00:39.00
0:00:41.41

Target Text

Hledani limba v realité

0, ahq;j.

Jsi OK?

Jo, Spatnd zprdva, umfel jsi.

Pravé té bereme do limba,

abys byl odbaven.

Nemélo by to trvat dlouho,

mozna par tisic let.

Ale popravdé, utece to jako nic.

Vim, na co se zeptas.

A ne, Zivot nemad zadny smysl.

Tak se s tim smif.

Nicméné, chces nejspis védét o téch vécech,
které jsou tvému druhu zahadou.

Co je za hvézdami, které vidis v noci?
Kam to vSechno spéje?

Co je na konci?

Coje nicota?

No...

A jsme tady.



So | have a question for you.

What does your in limbo look like?

And do you think you could just go out and find it?

Well, that's my plan.
Now let's see how | do.
Alright,

I'm Marcus Welsh,

and | use books, articles, websites and your emails

to investigate, discuss
and go on adventures.
And if you can tell me

what this video is all about,

then that would be really helpful. Thank you.
If you do get any enjoyment out of this video,

please LIK and SUBSCRIB. Thank you, bye.

So | came across this article,
'Why do liminal spaces

feel like an altered reality?"

| hadn't heard of liminal spaces
until | came across this,

despite there being a good many
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0:00:42.00
0:00:45.00
0:00:48.83
0:00:51.79
0:00:53.00
0:01:00.00
0:01:01.83
0:01:03.33
0:01:07.20

0:01:10.41

0:01:12.79
0:01:15.62

0:01:21.04
0:01:24.41

0:01:28.62
0:01:30.41

0:01:33.41

0:00:44.00
0:00:48.00
0:00:51.12
0:00:52.79
0:00:54.00
0:01:00.83
0:01:03.08
0:01:06.83
0:01:10.25

0:01:12.70

0:01:14.91
0:01:18.87

0:01:23.87
0:01:28.45

0:01:30.16
0:01:33.00

0:01:37.50

Mdam na tebe otazku.

Jak vypada tvoje limbo?

A myslis, Ze mlzZes prosté jit ven a najit ho?

To je mUj plan.
Podivejme se na to.
Tak jo,

Jsem Marcus Welsh

a pomoci knih, ¢lankd web( a vasich emailQ

zkoumdm a rozebiram véci

a vydavam se za dobrodruzstvim.
A kdyZz mi feknete,

o ¢em tohle video vlastné je,

budu vdm moc vdécny. Diky.
Pokud vas tohle video potési,
Dejte prosim like a odbér. Diky, cau.
[Kapitola 1: Liminalni prostory]
Tak, narazil jsem na tenhle ¢lanek,
'Proc se liminalni prostory

zdaji jako jina realita?'

Pfed tim jsem o liminalnich
prostorech neslysel,

ackoli o nich existuje spousta



articles and YouTube videos about the subject.
This is a liminal space.

It's an image that seems a bit weird.
Gives you 50 percent deep,

nostalgic melancholy

and 50 percent a sense of dread.

It's a transitional place,

like you've been there before

and you'll be there again one day.

It's like your old life is gone.

You only retain a fleeting memory of it.
In fact, | wouldn't even call it a memory,
it's just a feeling.

This famous example looks like

a 70s wallpaper post death waiting room.
It's like the start of a never ending maze,
a labyrinth of futility.

You turn one corner to find it looks

the same, but the feeling

washes over you again, anew.

It reminds me of those old first person shooter games

like Doom, where you scroll through endless walls in the
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0:02:20.12

dobrych ¢lank( a YouTube videi.

Tohle je limindlni prostor.

Ten obrazek se zda trochu divne;.

D4 ti 50% hluboké

nostalgické melancholie

a 50% procent hrazy.

Je to pfechodné misto,

na kterém jako bys uz nékdy byl

a jednoho dne budes zas.

Jakoby tv(j predesly Zivot zmizel.
Zlstane ti jen prchava vzpominka na néj.
Vlastné bych to ani nenazyval vzpominkou,
je to jen pocit.

Tenhle zndmy pfiklad vypada jako
posmrtna ¢ekarna s tapetou ze 70. let.
Je to jako zacatek nekonecéného bludisté,
labyrintu marnosti.

Popojdes za roh a vypada

to tam stejné, ale ten pocit

té zalije znovu, nanovo.

Pfipomina mi to staré first-person stfilecky



same pattern.

You think you're exploring and finding new areas
when all you're really doing is going in a circle,
ending up where you started.

And isn't that a good metaphor for life?

| guess a true liminal space

has to remind you of something that you do know.
There are so many images of empty shopping malls,
waiting rooms, bedrooms and long mazy corridors.
But when we see them like this,

empty with a lower image quality,

that's where it enters the uncanny valley zone.

So that's a liminal space

described about as basic as | can.

(to his dog) Carrot?

You know what, | think it's

probably the perfect place to start

the search for my in limbo here on Earth.

So let's explore a bit further.

I'm going to ignore the weird feeling

you get from most of these images,

because a lot of things
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jako Doom, kde se motas mezi
nekone¢nymi zdmi, porad stejné.

Myslis si, Ze prozkoumadvas nova mista,

ale ve skutecnosti jen chodi$ v kruhu,

koncis tam, kde jsi zacal.

A neni to dobrd metafora na Zivot?

Myslim, Ze pravy liminalni prostor

ti musi pfipominat néco, co znas.

Existuje mnoho fotek prazdnych obchoddaku,

¢ekaren, loznic, a dlouhych chodeb.
Ale kdy? je vidime takto,
prazdné, na nekvalitni fotce,
zdaji se nepfirozené a podivné.
Tak, takhle bych asi v zakladu
popsal limindlni prostor.

Mrkev?

Vite co? Myslim, Ze tohle je

asi to nejlepsi misto, odkud zadit
hledat moje limbo zde na Zemi.
Pojdme to tedy prozkoumat bliz.
Budu ignorovat ten divnej pocit,

kterej mate z vétsiny téch fotek,



give you a weird feeling.
The associated nostalgic melancholy
that goes with it,

that's what I'm interested in here.

Any time a nostalgic feeling comes up,

so does sadness.

You can't remember those good times
without a melancholic desire

to live there again,

even if it's just for a bit.

That's how nostalgia works.

It's... it's a trap, really.

It's happiness with a sheen of sadness.

It's all your memories, your photos,

your family holidays, your school days.

It's your experiences

tinged in sepia,

completely unreachable as

the sad truth of reality and adulthood take over.
The issue | find with most of these images is

that they are very US centric.
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protoze spousta véci

nam dava divnej pocit.

Ta nostalgickd melancholie,

ktera se s tim poji,

to je to, co mé zajima.

[Kapitola 2: Nostalgie]

Kdykoli se objevi nostalgicky pocit,
objevi se i smutek.

Nejde si vybavit ty dobré casy

bez melancholické touhy

Zznovu v nich Zzit,

i kdyby jen na chuvili.

Takhle funguje nostalgie.

Je to ve skutecénosti past.

Je to radost s pfichuti smutku.
Jsou to vSechny tvé vzpominky, fotky,
rodinné dovolené, Skolni dny.
Tvoje zkusenosti zbarvené
sépiovym filtrem,

zcela nedosazitelné potom,

co prevladne smutna realita dospélosti.

Problém s témito fotkami je,



And obviously I'm from the UK.

So these American suburbs,

lifeless Chuckie Cheeses

are not something

we can feel the full pull of nostalgia for.

| even have a slight advantage in that

| lived there for a year when | was younger
and we all have the bias

of films and TV shows set in the US too.

So let's do a bit of an experiment.

Most of the liminal spaces

I've shown you so far

are from US sources.

Most of the videos and information you can find online
are from US sources.

And the theory is that

no matter where these images come from,
if these really are places

we've been, between worlds,

the same sense of nostalgia

and unease should still exist.

So I've put together
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0:04:37.25
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0:04:12.25
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0:04:18.66
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0:04:26.91

0:04:33.41
0:04:37.00

0:04:38.50

0:04:42.25

0:04:43.70

0:04:47.62

0:04:50.83

0:04:54.41

Ze vétsina z nich je hrozné americka.
A ja jsem samoziejmé z Britanie.
Takze tyhle americka predmésti

a prazdné Chuckie Cheese

nejsou néco, co by

v nds vyvoldvalo nostalgii.

A to mam jistou vyhodu,

Ze jsem tam rok Zil, kdyz jsem byl maly

a vSichni mame urcitou predstavu,
diky americkym filmim a poraddm.
Tak, zkusme tedy maly experiment.
Vétsina téch liminalnich prostor,
které jsem vam zatim ukazal,

je z americkych zdroja.

VétSina téch videi a informaci online
je také z americkych zdroja.

A ta teorie je, Ze at

jsou ty fotky odkudkoliv,

pokud jsme na téch mistech

uz opravdu byli, mezi svéty,

méli bysme pocitovat

tu stejnou nostalgii a neklid.



a collection of images from the UK.

My question to you is, do you feel

nostalgic for some of these?

Do you feel like you've been here before,

even if you've never lived

or even been to the UK?

And for the UK viewers, did you feel it

for the American images | showed you before?
Or is this possibly all just a load of old nonsense?
Let me know yeah?.

I'm going to break all the rules of YouTube now.

I'm going to leave some time and space in a video.

Nothing's really going to happen for a few minutes.

Images are going to flash by slowly
with some music in the background.
But for this experiment to work,

| need your patience with it.

Your ability to immerse

yourself in something is crucial.
That way we can see

how you really feel about these images.
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0:05:03.29
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0:05:15.41
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0:05:35.41

0:04:57.29

0:05:01.25

0:05:03.08
0:05:05.62

0:05:10.04

0:05:13.41

0:05:14.37

0:05:17.66

0:05:21.00

0:05:23.70

0:05:27.16

0:05:31.41

0:05:35.25

0:05:38.41

Posbiral jsem tedy

fotky z Britanie.

Ma otazka zni, vyvolavaji

v tobé nékteré z nich nostalgii?

Mas pocit, Zes tam uz nékdy byl,

i kdyZ jsi v Britanii

nikdy nezil, nebo ani nebyl?

A pro britské sledujici: mate

stejny pocit z téch americkych fotek?

A nebo je to moznd vSechno jen nesmysl?
Dejte mi védét, jo?

Porusim ted vSechny pravidla YouTube.
Necham néjaky volny ¢as a prostor ve videu.
Nic moc se tu par minut nebude dit.
Jen se tu budou pomalu stridat

ty fotky s hudbou v pozadi.

Aby ten experiment fungoval,
potfebuju vasi trpélivost.

Vase schopnost

ponofit se do toho, je zasadni.

Jen tak mUzZeme zjistit,

jaky mate z téch fotek opravdu pocit.



So the plan for this video originally was

to go find my liminal space here

in the wild, which is what | call

the outside since Pokemon Yellow,

but | can't because of covid.

And | can't be bothered, it's cold.

So instead, I've got to use

my imagination, which is really annoying,
but I've also looked through some old video
and photo collections, which has been fun.
| came to an early conclusion

my liminal shot would be

in a supermarket car park

at night, in around 2004.

I'd be sitting in my friend's Rover Metro,
in the car park where we used to work.

A group of us, all

drinking blue WKDs.

Girlfriends would come and go

just as | would come and go to them.

We hold hands
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[Kapitola 3: Vzpominky

na Seré parkovisté]

Takze, pavodni plan byl,

jit najit maj limindlni prostor zde,
v divocing, jak fikam prostoru
venku od dob Pokemon Yellow.
Ale nemUzu, kvali covidu.

A nechce se mi, je zima.

Misto toho jsem tedy musel pouzit
predstavivost, coz je fakt otravny,
ale taky jsem prosel néjaka stara videa
a fotky, coz byla zdbava.

Brzy jsem dosel k zavéru,

ze mUj limindlni prostor je
parkovisté u supermarketu,

v noci, kolem roku 2004.

Sedim v kamaradové Roveru Metro,
na parkovisti nasi tehdejsi prace.
Jsme v parté a vsichni

pijeme modré WKD.

Stfidaly se tam nase holky,

tak jako ja stridal je.



on the incapacitated adjustment for the passenger seat.
Our ages, a restriction from the pubs and

the clubs that have since betrayed us.

There was something of a liminal space about it then.
We're used to seeing our workplace in the day,

full of life and activity,

but it's now dormant in the darkness,

with only the supermarket light flickering on and off.
All in the haze of our intoxication.

It may be a liminal space to me,

but it can't be my in limbo.

It can't be my place between worlds.

It hasn't got that sense of dread.

There's too much happy nostalgia.

So surely the best liminal space I've ever had

is in my own head, in my imagination somewhere.
Music is the ultimate creator of feelings, of memories.
It makes you laugh, makes you cry.

A liminal space can be music

because music creates space.

However, for this to work,
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Drzeli jsme se za ruce

na nepohodIné sklopeném sedadle.
Nepustili nas do hospod

a klubd, zradil nas nas vék.

Bylo na tom tehdy néco liminalniho.

Byli jsme na to misto zvykli za dne,

Zivé, plné aktivity,

ale ted' je nehybné, ve tmé,

jen svétla supermarketu poblikdvaji.

To vSe v oparu nasi podnapilosti.

Mozna je to m{j limindlni prostor,

ale nemuze to byt moje limbo.

Nemd(zZe to byt moje misto mezi svéty.
Postrada to ten pocit hrizy.

Je tam moc Stastné nostalgie.

[Kapitola 4: Pfizraky v hudbé]

Nejlepsi liminalni prostor, ktery jsem kdy mél,
je urcité v moji hlavé, nékde v moji fantazii.
Hudba je ten nejvétsi tvlrce pocitd, vzpominek.
Rozesméje té&, rozplace té.

Hudba mze byt liminalni prostor,

protoZe hudba utvati prostor.



| feel like there is one key rule.

The music, that gives, the liminal aesthetic
must be new to you.

That is to say, it puts you

in a nostalgic frame of mind

despite it not occurring

within that nostalgic time.

So to understand the feeling of nostalgia

music gives you

and to solidify how that feels in my head,

I'm gonna listen to a song

that will put me right back into the days I'm nostalgic for.
The song Weak Become Heroes by The Streets,
puts me back to the mid 2000s every time

| hear it.

To get in the mood even further,

| thought I'd attend a rave via my green screen.
So to look the part

| need to wear some tatty clothes.

So I've got my

Welsh twins merch on

and really, really stupid glasses.
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Ale aby to tak fungovalo,

musi tam byt jedno pravidlo.

Hudba, ktera vytvari tu limindlni estetiku,
pro tebe musi byt nova.

To znamena, Ze v tobé

vyvolava nostalgicky pocit,

i kdyZ ji nemas spojenou

s tou nostalgickou dobou.

Abych porozumél nostalgii,

kterou hudba vytvari

a pochopil, jak se to déje v moji hlavé,
poslechnu si ted song,

ktery mé vrati do té nostalgické doby.
Weak Become Heroes od The Streets
mé posle zpét do poloviny 2000s vzdy,
kdyz to slySim.

Abych se jesté vic naladil,

Zucastnim se pres svoje zelené platno raveu.
A abych zapadl,

potiebuju néjaky jety obleceni.

Oblékl jsem si tedy

Welsh Twins merch



And full respect for those people
that do sort of reaction videos
where they sit listening to music,

because | just felt like a tit the whole time.

What's happening here is the music is lighting up my brain's visual

cortex. Means as I'm hearing the song,

I'm starting to associate it with the memories.

The memories in our formative years are already stronger.

These are the times that shape us, make us, destroy us.
Therefore, the music that is with us at the time

is only down the road on that same neural pathway.
Every time we hear it and reminisce,

it strengthens that bond even further.

That feeling is coming over me now, the memories.
And | just don't understand how | can feel the same way
for songs that weren't with me during that time.

The songs - Eutow by Autechre, #3 by Aphex Twin

and the whole Burial Untrue album

gives me a longing for a time

| think | had.

But the music sounds like memory,

fading like the photo image quality,
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a néjaky fakt blby brejle.

Velky respekt lidem,

ktefi délaji reakcni videa,

kde sedi a poslouchaji hudbu,

protoze ja se citil fakt trapné.

Tady hudba aktivuje vizualni kortex mého mozku.
To znamena, Ze jak slySim ten song,

za€nu ho spojovat se vzpominkami.

Vzpominky z naSich formativnich let jsou silné.
Je to to obdobi, které nds utvari, formuje i nidi.
A tak hudba, ktera nas v té dobé obklopovala,
aktivuje ty samé neuronové drahy.

Pokazdé, kdy vzpominame,

se toto spojeni upevnuje jesté vic.

Ted se mi vraci ten pocit, ty vzpominky.

A prosté nechapu, jak to, Ze mam ty samé pocity
ze songu, ktery jsem tehdy neposlouchal.

Ty songy - Eutow od Autechre, #3 od Aphex Twin
a celé Burial Untrue album

vzbuzuji touhu po ¢asech,

ktery si myslim, Zze jsem prozil.

Ale ta hudba zni jako vzpominka,



unclear, unobtainable.
I'm nostalgic for no particular memory,

and yet simultaneously all of them at once.
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blednouci jako fotografie,
nejasnad, uz necitelna.
Necitim nostalgii po konkrétni vzpomince,

ale po vsech vzpominkach zaroven.



Appendix

Gerald Princes' principles of experimental text

focus on a form rather than content

‘the rewriting bears (primarily) on the formal and not the contentual level’
(Prince 1985, 211)

exploration of textual sites rather than those of the phenomenal world

‘the rewriting must have as a dominant the process of elaborating its own
textual space rather than the exploration of another space; it must
foreground the limits and possibilities of writing rather than of self or world;
it must formalize rather than thematize’ (Prince 1985, 211)

programmatic, systematic

“it connotes systematicity, programming, control, continuity (it is
etymologically linked to ‘receive’), and reproducibility. The experimental
text is the production and product of a retrievable recipe” (Prince 1985, 211)

the ‘ingredients’ of this recipe are: impersonality, explicitness, massiveness,
newness (Prince 1985, 211)

Link to the subtitled passage of Valerie and Her Week of Wonders

https://youtu.be/Olwznnebg7w (includes the TL subtitles, ratio of the frame was altered due to format change)



https://youtu.be/O1wznnebg7w

Czech translation of B2 version of The Vampyre

Aubreyho velmi zajimaly ptibéhy, které vypravéla s takovou vaznosti a se zjevnou virou. Casto mu vypravéla o Zivoucim upiru, ktery mnoho let %il mezi
svymi prateli a znamymi, ale musel se kazdy rok nasytit Zivotem spanilé Zeny, aby zachoval svou existenci po nadchazejici mésice. Tyto pfibéhy nahanély
Aubreymu husi kdzi, presto se vsak snazil lanthe ukazat, jak smésné takové hrlizostrasné historky jsou. Ona ale jmenovala rizné staré muze, kteri odhalili
je zndmo, tomu, kdo si troufd zpochybrovat existenci upirli, se vidy dostane néjakého smutného srdcervouciho dikazu, ktery ho donuti uvérit. Popsala mu
vzhled téchto pfiser, coz jesté umocnilo jeho hrizu, protoze, jak se zdalo, to byl presny popis Lorda Ruthvena. Presto se ji stale snazil presvédcit, Ze neni Zzadny
dlvod k obavam, ackoli ve stejnou chvili nemohl prestat myslet na tu spoustu nahod, které ho pfivedly k podezieni, Zze Lord Ruthven moznd prece jen ma
néjakou nadpfirozenou silu.

Aubrey mél lanthe rad vic a vic. Jeji nevinnost byla zcela odliSna od téch predstiranych ctnosti jinych Zen, na které v minulosti romanticky myslel. | kdyz
mu predstava, Ze by se mlady muz anglickych zplsobt ozZenil s nevzdélanou feckou divkou, prisla smésnd, nemohl si pomoci nezamilovat se do ni. Planoval, Ze
bude zkoumat antické zticeniny v okoli, ale bylo pro néj nemozné soustredit svou pozornost na cokoliv jiného, neZ na ni. lanthe si nebyla védoma jeho lasky,
byla stale tou stejnou détskou bytosti. Rada s nim travila Cas, ale to proto, Zze neméla nikoho jiného, s kym by sdilela své straSidelné historky a Aubrey ji
poslouchal, zatimco délal nacrtky, nebo odkryval néjaké fragmenty, jesté nezni¢ené vékem. Jednou lanthe mluvila o upirech se svymi rodici a ti oba, s tvafemi
bledymi hrlizou, potvrdili jejich existenci. Brzy na to se Aubrey chystal odjet na cely den na jednu ze svych vyprav. Kdyz lanthe a jeji rodice slySeli ndzev mista,

jez se chystal navstivit, viichni ho prosili, aby se nevracel v noci. Rekli mu, Ze ty lesy, kterymi bude projizdét na své cesté, jsou v noci velmi nebezpeéné a nikdo

vvvs

vvvvv

Pristiho rana mél Aubrey odjet na vypravu. Byl pfekvapen, kdyZ spatfil, jak ustarané lanthe vypada a citil se zle kvali tomu, Ze ji zpUsobil takovy dés, kdyz
predchoziho dne zesmésnoval jeji viru v upiry. JeSté nez vyrazil, pfisla lanthe k boku jeho koné a Zadonila, aby se vratil, nez za¢nenoc. Sliboval. Byl pak vSak tak

zaméstnany badanim, Ze si nevSiml zachazejiciho slunce. Kdyz si to uvédomil, sedl na koné a snazil se rychle vratit, bylo ale pozdé. V téchto jiznich podnebich
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neni témér zadny soumrak, noc zacina hned, jak zajde slunce. NeZ se mu podafilo vyjet z les(, pfihnala se boure. Padal tézky dést a ozyval se jeden hrom za
druhym. Modry blesk udefil pobliz ného a poplasil koné, ten se zacal rychle hnat lesem. Nakonec se zvife utahalo a zastavilo. Aubrey se rozhléd| a kolem a
spatfil starou chatré. Sesedl| z koné a pfribliZil se k chatrci, doufaje, Ze najde nékoho, kdo mu pomuzZe najit cestu do mésta, nebo Ze alespon nalezne ukryt pred
bésnici bouti. Jak se pfiblizil, hromy na moment utichly a on uslySel straslivé natikani Zeny a druhy posmivajici se hlas. Byl vydésen, ale protoze hromy zase
zesilily, rychle otevrel dvere a vesel do chatrce. Uvnitf se ocitl v Uplné temnoté, ty zvuky ho vsak vedly. ZUstal zjevné nepovsimnut — i kdyz zavolal, nikdo ho
neslysel a zvuky pokracovaly dal. Najednou citil, Ze na nékoho narazil, okamzité ho popadl, kdyz v tom néjaky hlas zvolal: ,Opét bezradny!“ po cemz nasledoval
hlasity smich. Najednou zapolil s nékym, jehoz sila se zddla byt nadlidska. Odhodlané se snazil branit se, co jen mohl, ale bylo to marné. Byl vyzdvizen a ohromnou
silou mrstén o podlahu. Nepfitel se na Aubreyho vrhnul, klekl mu na hrudnik a poloZil mu své ruce na hrdlo. Nahle do chatrée zvendéi dopadlo svétlo mnoha
pochodni a Utocnika vyrusilo. Ten pustil Aubreyho, zvedl| se a vybéhl dvefmi ven. Za moment uz zvuk praskajicich vétvi, jak se uto¢nik hnal lesem, nebylo slyset.
Boure byla nyni klidna a ti venku zaslechli Aubreyho, ktery nebyl schopen se hnout. Vesli dovnitf, svétlo pochodni dopadalo na hlinéné stény a Aubrey je pozadal,
aby hledali Zzenu, kterd nafikala. Byl opét ponechan ve tmé, a ke své hrize, kdyz se svétlo pochodni opét objevilo, uvidél, Ze ti lidé nesou mrtvé télo lanthe.
Zavtel oci, doufaje, Ze je to jen vidina jeho pohnuté mysli, ale kdyZ je opét oteviel, vidél stale ten samy obraz. Jeji tvare byly bez barvy a stejné tak jeji rty. Pfesto
byla jeji tvar klidna jako zaZiva. Na jejim krku a prsou byla krev a na jejim hrdle otisk zubU, které otevrely Zilu. MuZi na to ukazovali a vSichni v hrlze kficeli:
,Upir! Upir!“ Popadli Aubreyho i lanthe a nesli je bok po boku pry¢. Aubrey velice trpél, kdyz musel lezet vedle mrtvého téla té, kterd mu byla nejdrazsi. Skupina
brzy narazila na dalsi lidi, ktefi téZ patrali po divce, jeZ se toho dne ztratila. Jeji rodice uslyseli narek muzd, jak se ptiblizovali k méstu, a pochopili, Ze se stala

tragédie. Je nemozné popsat jejich zarmutek, oba zemfteli se zlomenym srdcem.

Link to Searching for limbo in reality

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_-ulchARS8EM (does not include the TL subtitles, they would have to be added by the author of the video)
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_-u1chAR8EM
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