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By Fatemeh Seifolahi
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An Interview with Mr. Mohammadhossein Zare
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(part two) How dare the sun rise ?

By Azarmidokht Mohamadi

VOLUME 3, Issuel, WINTER 2019

(pod Cacd)®a 1o O3S £ oth i jgha Ml ea

The chanting grew louder and closer.
“God has given you to us. God has given you

to us.”

Suddenly there was a moment of stillness
outside our tent. Maybe the men were leaving
since it had started raining, | thought. There
were just a few of us left in the tent, so
perhaps they didn’t care. They had killed
everyone else. Maybe they were done.

Then we noticed the sharp fumes of kerosene.
It had not begun to rain, after all: The tent had
been doused in kerosene. We continued to
hide, paralyzed, until we heard some men

come to the entrance of the tent.

“Is anyone still here?” they called. “We’ve
come to rescue you.” At first we stayed quiet.

And then I heard my mother say, “Have you
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really come to help us?”

I had a panicked feeling. I didn’t trust these
men, even if they did speak our language. |
had seen a lot of Jean-Claude Van Damme
movies with my brothers—I knew that if
these men were bad guys, they were not going

to tell us.

“Come outside,” the men said. “We will lead

you to safety.”

My mother seemed to believe them. | guess
she felt she had no alternative but to trust
them—what else could she do? Our tent

would soon be in flames.

“Follow me,” she said. She carried Deborah
on her back and gripped the hands of my two
young cousins on either side. My aunt
crawled along beside her, somehow still
conscious despite the loss of blood. | stayed a
few steps behind, wary. | worried that Mom

was being too trusting.

It was pitch black. | extended my arms to feel
my way through the narrow “hallway” of the
tent. 1 held on to the thick logs that propped
up the tent, telling myself that each log could
bring me a step closer to freedom. The

shadows of the men loomed in the doorway. |
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heard a voice in my head saying: Don’t go.
Stay back. But | needed to stick with my
mother, even if | doubted the intentions of
those men. I couldn’t leave Mom. We had to
stay together.

Still, | remained a few feet back, as the

hallway wasn’t wide enough for all six of us.

Mom came to a stop at the door of the tent.
She stood there, waiting to be saved, as
promised. | was finally close enough to see
the faces of the men who said they would
deliver us from this hell. Their eyes glowed in
the fiery light, their backs to the flames.

They looked young, perhaps in their twenties.
| began to feel a sense of relief: Maybe they
really would help us, after all. They wore
camouflage pants and hats, military-style
clothes. | could see their shoulders bulging
from their tank tops, shining with sweat. One
of the men carried a giant roll of bullets, like
you’d see in action movies. The other carried

a machine gun. They looked at us.

“Bashiriremo!” one of them barked. “Shoot

'9’

them
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Suddenly, | saw sparks—bright blasts of
gunfire—hitting my mother. They looked like
fireworks. The bullets went into her belly, and
she crumpled. She was still carrying my sister
on her back. | turned around and ran inside
the tent.

I didn’t want to leave my mom—children are
supposed to run toward their mothers for
protection, not away from them. But | had
seen the sparks. | knew that | had to hide.
With my arms stretched wide to feel my way
through the hallway, careful not to run-into
the logs, | stumbled back to my mattress
refuge. I kept seeing sparks fly in front of me.

A future as an orphan flashed before my eyes.

I prayed to God. “If you keep my parents
alive, I will be good,” I promised. At the same
time, | knew my mother had just been gunned
down. She must be dead. Deborah must be
dead too. My little six-year-old sister, gone.
That beautiful girl who brushed the sand from
my skin after my secret swims in the lake.
Gone. I couldn’t accept the thought of it. She
and my mother could not leave me. They
simply couldn’t. I kept praying. I begged God

to please let us all survive.
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“I’ll never tell a lie,” I said. “T’ll always do

my
Then | blacked out.

what mom tells me.”

| awoke when something hot hit my leg. A
fiery piece of tent had fallen from above and
burned through the mattress, scorching my
skin. The tent was in flames. Everything was
melting around me. | saw men stealing things
from our suitcases, grabbing whatever they

could. They didn’t notice me.

| felt like | was in a movie scene—a ten-year-
old girl sitting in the center of the frame,

while war raged around her.

The men left, and | called for my mother. |

called and called in the dark.

“Mom! Mom!” | knew my mom would never
abandon me. But | knew what | had seen, the

sparks that sent her to the ground.

The smoke began to choke me, and | needed
to run. | managed to crash my way through
the burning debris of the tent. | emerged in
the decimated camp, standing for a moment,
frozen. Limbs, bones, and bloody bodies lay

everywhere.
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| smelled burning flesh. I saw men with guns,

machetes, torches. They were marching
around the camp, looking for survivors to kill.
They slashed my people with their machetes.
They set my people on fire. They shot my
people in the head. Tents were ablaze. A man
was being burned alive across the camp,

screaming in agony on his knees.

| learned later that he was a beloved pastor
who had led the prayers in the camp every
morning before the sun rose. | had listened to
him preach while sitting on the damp, dewy
grass with my mom and little sister. On chilly
mornings, | would curl up close to Mom,
snuggling beneath her cotton wrap while the
pastor led us in prayer, and Deborah would
sleep in Mom’s lap. Now this man was on

fire.

People fled for a nearby farm. But before I
could run, a man grabbed me by the shirt. He
looked at him.

looked at me and |

“Mbabarira,” I said. “Forgive me.”

I don’t know why I said it. I suppose at ten
years old, | thought I must have done
something terribly wrong to bring on such
wrath. My parents had always taught me to be

polite and to apologize when | did something
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wrong. The man pointed a gun to my head.
Sld Hhitie a3 )S elual o) 4885 (55 5 4alul Al

| felt the metal barrel on my temple. | waited 2o sl jaa dat a3 S SEalaal (4l a0

for the blast. In that moment, | thought it was

Sy Ladlalad ?.\sg

all over.

“Good-bye, life,” I said.
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A Poison tree

By Sara Dahesh

A Poison Tree
William Blake - 1757-1827
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I was angry with my:friend:
I told my wrath, my wrath did end.
I was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.
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And | watered it in fears
Night and morning with my tears,
And | sunned it with smiles

And with soft deceitful wiles.
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And it grew both day and night,
Till it bore an apple bright,
And my foe beheld it shine,

And he knew that it was mine,--
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And into my garden stole
When the night had veiled the pole;

In the morning, glad, | see

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.
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My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun
By SHaghayegh GHafari

William Shakespeare (bapt.26 April 1564-23 April 1616) was an English poet, playwright, and
actor, widely regarded as the greatest writer in the English language and the world's greatest
dramatist. He is often called England's national poet and the BARD OF AVON. His extant works
including collaborations, consist of some 39 plays, 154 sonnets, two long narrative poems, and a
few other verses some of uncertain authorship. His plays have been translated into every major

living language and are performed more often than those of any other playwright.
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My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun

by William Shakespeare

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun

- .

-

Coral is far more red than her lip's red paiy b 5 Lol (s ye (A s 2iilen Cla 180

- .

-

If snow be white , why then her breasts are | 2ilea 3l 1 5 SUy 5) o sla o sadinn sla 4 K5 )
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If hairs be wires , black wires grow on her | 25U a i )3 (e (b 435 5 O et o)l ) sl S
head

| have seen roses damasked red and white
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but no such roses see | in her cheeks a8 ) o Gy O g Wl al s

And in some perfumes is there more delight
than in the breath that from my mistress

reeks
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| love to hear her speak , yet well I know

that music hath a far more pleasing sound
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| grant | never saw a goddess go my
mistress' when she walks treads on the

ground
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And yet, by heaven | think my love as rare.
as any she belied with false compare
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Summary of this poem

The speaker describes the eyes of the woman he loves, nothing that they are not like the sun. He
then compares the color of her lips to that of coral that her lips are much less red. Next he
compares her breasts to the whiteness of snow. He suggests that his lover's hair is like black
wires. Then he notes that his lover's cheeks lack such colors like rosy pink .He then notes that
some perfumes smell better than the breath his wife exhales. He loves to listen to her talk but he
understand that music sounds better. Though the speaker has never seen a goddess move he is
still sure that his lover moves like an ordinary person. To sum up the speaker swears the woman

he loves is as unique, as special and beautiful.
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The story of an hour

By Ahdieh Saleh

The story of an hour
Kate Chopin (1894)
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Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with
a heart trouble, great care was taken to break
to her as gently as possible the news of her
husband's death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in
broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in
half Her
Richards was there, too, near her. It was he

concealing. husband's  friend
who had been in the newspaper office when
intelligence of the railroad disaster was
received, with Brently Mallard's name leading
the list of "killed.” He had only taken the time
to assure himself of its truth by a second
telegram, and had hastened to forestall any
less careful, less tender friend in bearing the

sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women
have heard the same, with a paralyzed
inability to accept its significance. She wept
at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in

her sister's arms. When the storm of grief had
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spent itself she went away to her room alone.

She would have no one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a
comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she
sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion
that haunted her body and seemed to reach

into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her
house the tops of trees that were all aquiver
with the new spring life. The delicious breath
of rain was in the air. In the street below a
peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a
distant song which someone was singing
reached her faintly, and countless sparrows

were twittering in the eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here
and there through the clouds that had met and
piled one above the other in the west facing

her window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the
cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except
when a sob came up into her throat and shook
her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep

continues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose

lines bespoke repression and even a certain
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strength. But now there was a dull stare in her
eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder
on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not
a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a
suspension of intelligent thought.

There was something coming to her and she
was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She
did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to
name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky,
reaching toward her through the sounds, the

scents, the color that filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously.
She was beginning to recognize this thing that
was approaching to possess her, and she was
striving to beat it back with her will--as
powerless as her two white slender hands
would have been. When she abandoned
herself a little whispered word escaped her
slightly parted lips. She said it over and over
under the breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant
stare and the look of terror that had followed
it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and
bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing
blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her
body.

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a

monstrous joy that held her. A clear and
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exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the
suggestion as trivial. She knew that she would
weep again when she saw the kind, tender
hands folded in death; the face that had never
looked save with love upon her, fixed and
gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter
moment a long procession of years to come
that would belong to her absolutely. And she
opened and spread her arms out to them in

welcome.

There would be no one to live for during
those coming years; she would live for
herself. There would be no powerful will
bending hers in that blind persistence with
which men and women believe they have a
right to impose a private will upon a fellow-
creature. A Kind intention or a cruel intention
made the act seem no less a crime as she
looked upon it in that brief moment of

illumination.

And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often
she had not. What did it matter! What could
love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the
face of this possession of self-assertion which
she suddenly recognized as the strongest

impulse of her being!

"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept
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whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed
door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring
for admission. "Louise, open the door! | beg;
open the door--you will make yourself ill.
What are you doing, Louise? For heaven's

sake open the door."”

"Go away. | am not making myself ill." No;
she was drinking in a very elixir of life

through that open window.

Her fancy was running riot along those days
ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days,
and all sorts of days that would be her own.
She breathed a quick prayer that life might be
long. It was only yesterday she had thought
with a shudder that life might be long.

She arose at length and opened the door to her
sister's importunities. There was a feverish
triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself
unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She
clasped her sister's waist, and together they
descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting

for them at the bottom.

Someone was opening the front door with a
latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered,

a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his
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grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from Ssd ousl a0 Al B3 S ES s ey
the scene of the accident, and did not even

know there had been one. He stood amazed at

Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick | o3 0 05 ales i1 0 58 a8 ami windd b i€y

motion to screen him from the view of his AESae 48 gald -

wife.

When the doctors came they said she had died
of heart disease--of the joy that kills.
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MEN WITHOUT WOMEN: A SIMPLE ENQUIRY

By Fatemeh Azad

Men without Women: A Simple Enquiry
By Ernest Hemingway
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OUTSIDE, the snow was higher than the
window. The sunlight came in through the
window and shone on a map on the pine-
board wall of the hut. The sun was high and
the light came in over the top of the snow. A
trench had been cut along the open side of the
hut, and each clear day the sun, shining on the
wall, reflected heat against the snow and
widened the trench. It was late March. The
major sat at a table against the wall. His

adjutant sat at another table.
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Around the major’s eyes were two white
circles where his snow-glasses had protected
his face from the sun on the snow. The rest of
his face had been burned and then tanned and
then burned through the tan. His nose was
swollen and there were edges of loose skin

where blisters had been.

While he worked at the papers he put the
forgers of his left hand into a saucer of oil and
then spread the oil over his face, touching it
very gently with the tips of his fingers. He
was very careful to drain his fingers on-the
edge of the saucer so there was only a film of
oil on them, and after he had stroked his
forehead and his cheeks, he stroked his nose
very delicately between his fingers. When he
had finished he stood up, took the saucer of
oil, and went into a small room of the hut
where he slept. “I’'m going to take a little
sleep,” he said to the adjutant. In that army an
adjutant is not a commissioned officer.
“You’ll finish up.”

“Yes, Signor Maggiore,” the adjutant
answered. He leaned back in his chair and
yawned. He took a paper-covered book out of
the pocket of his coat and opened it; then laid

it down on the table and lit his pipe. He
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leaned forward on the table to read and puffed
at his pipe. Then he closed the book and put it
back in his pocket. He had too much paper-
work to get through. He could not enjoy
reading until it was done. Outside, the sun
went behind a mountain and there was no
more light on the wall of the hut. A soldier
came in and put some pine branches, chopped
into irregular lengths, into the stove. “Be soft,
Pinin,” the adjutant said to him. “The major is

sleeping.”

Pinin was the major’s orderly. He was a dark-
faced boy, and he fixed the stove, putting the
pine wood in carefully, shut the door, and
went into the back of the but again. The
adjutant went on with his papers.

“Tonani,” the major called.
“Signor Maggiore?”
“Send Pinin in to me.”

“Pinin!” the adjutant called. Pinin came into
the room. “The major wants you,” the
adjutant said. Pinin walked across the main
room of the but toward the major’s door. He
knocked on the half-opened door. “Signor
Maggiore?” “Come in,” the adjutant heard

the major say, “and shut the door.”
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Inside the room the major lay on his bunk.
Pinin stood beside the bunk. The major lay
with his head on the rucksack that he had
stuffed with spare clothing to make a pillow.
His long, burned, oiled face looked at Pinin.

His hands lay on the blankets.

“You are nineteen?” he asked. “Yes, Signor

Maggiore.”

“You have ever been in love?”

“How do you mean, Signor Maggiore?”
“In love—with a girl?”

“I have been with girls.”

“I did not ask that. I asked if you had been in

love—with a girl.”
“Yes, Signor Maggiore.”

“You are in love with this girl now? You

don’t write her. I read all your letters.”

“I am in love with her,” Pinin said, “but I do

not write her.”
“You are sure of this?”

“T am sure.”
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“Tonani,” the major said in the same tone of

voice, “can you hear me talking?”
There was no answer from the next room.

“He cannot hear,” the major said. “And you

are quite sure that you love a girl?”
“I am sure.”

“And,” the major looked at him quickly, ‘that

you are not corrupt?”
“I don’t know what you mean, corrupt.”

“All right,” the major said. “You needn’t be

superior.”

Pinin looked at the floor. The major looked at
his brown face, down and up him, and at his
hands. Then he went on, not smiling. “And
you really don’t want—" the major paused.
Pinin looked at the floor. “That your great
desire isn’t really—" Pinin looked at the
floor. The major leaned his head back on the
rucksack and smiled. He was really relieved:
life in the army was too complicated. “You’re

a good boy,” he said.

“You’re a good boy, Pinin. But don’t be
superior and be careful someone else doesn’t

come along and take you.”
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Pinin stood still beside the bunk.

“Don’t be afraid,” the major said. His hands
were folded on the blankets. “I won’t touch
you. You can go back to your platoon if you
like. But you had better stay on as my servant.

You’ve less chance of being killed.”

“Do you want anything of me, Signor

Maggiore?”

“No,” the major said. “Go on and get on with
whatever you were doing. Leave the door
open when you go out.” Pinin went out,
leaving the door open. The adjutant looked up
at him as he walked awkwardly across the
room and out of the door. Pinin was flushed
and moved differently than he had moved
when he brought in the wood for the fire. The
adjutant looked after him and smiled. Pinin
came in with more wood for the stove. The
major, lying on his bunk, looking at his cloth-
covered helmet and his snow-glasses that
hung from a nail on the wall, heard him walk
across the floor. The little devil, he thought, |

wonder if he lied to me.
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A Strange Story by O. Henry

By Fatemeh Amjadi

A Strange Story
by O. Henry

In the northern part of Austin there once
dwelt an honest family by the name of
Smothers. The family consisted of John
Smothers, his wife, himself, their little
daughter, five years of age, and her parents,
making six people toward the population of
the city when counted for a special write-up,

but only three by actual count.

One night after supper the little girl was

seized with a severe colic, and John
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Smothers hurried down town to get some

medicine.
He never came back.

The little girl recovered and in time grew up

to womanhood.

The mother grieved very much over her
husband's disappearance, and it was nearly
three months before she married again, and
moved to San Antonio.

The little girl also married in time, and after
a few years had rolled around, she also had a

little girl five years of age.

She still lived in the same house where they
dwelt when her father had left and never

returned.

One night by a remarkable coincidence her
little girl was taken with cramp colic on the
anniversary of the disappearance of John
Smothers, who would now have been her
grandfather if he had been alive and had a
steady job.

"I will go downtown and get some medicine
for her," said John Smith (for it was none

other than he whom she had married).
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"No, no, dear John," cried his wife. "You,
too, might disappear forever, and then forget

to come back."

So John Smith did not go, and together they
sat by the bedside of little Pansy (for that

was Pansy's name).

After a little Pansy seemed to grow worse,
and John Smith again attempted to go for

medicine, but his wife would not let him.

Suddenly the door opened, and an old man,
stooped and bent, with long white hair,

entered the room.
"Hello, here is grandpa,” said Pansy.

She had recognized him before any of the

others.

The old man drew a bottle of medicine from
his pocket and gave Pansy a spoonful.

She got well immediately.

"l was a little late," said John Smothers, "as |

waited for a street car."
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Two brothers, one served the king and the
other stood on his own feet. Nonetheless, this
wealthy man told dervish that why don’t you
serve to get rid of hardship work? He said,
why don't you work to get rid of serve
degradation? Those wise men have told that
being on your own feet is better than golden

sword's waist to serve.
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I'm walking, there is a road in front of me but
no beginning and no end. | look around and
there is nothing as far as my tired eyes can
see, | stop to take a breath while listening to

the sound of silence.
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| look back and suddenly | began to fall
down, my eyes are shot I'm screaming but
nobody can hear me. As nothingness and the
silence screams in my head | fall in an endless
loop of pitch darkness, the darkness is
strangling me | open my eyes to desperately
search for a ray of light and finally | see it, |

see a blurry vision of light far away from me.
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I try reaching for it. When I reach it I find it to
be a flashing light dancing like fireflies. There
| see a door grabbing the door knob going to
the other side of the door I turn around to face

a hallway and as I'm looking around I hear the
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noise of the closing door.
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It's an unknown place, | start walking slowly,
taking my steps like a new born baby, my
heart beat rising, I'm listening to the music
festival in my chest with every step . After
walking for a long time I find myself lost in
the maze like hallway, lost in my thoughts,
not paying much attention to my surrounding;

suddenly I hear foot steps behind me.
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| break in cold sweat and shivers playing on
my spine, | couldn't muster the courage to
look behind my back. The stranger's footsteps
rhythm were ringing in my head like death
knells while speeding up. My legs started to
move, speeding up more by the passing time,
my mind screams run and my body follows in

frenzy mood.
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Suddenly, in front of me appears another door
I open it and fly to the other side to find
myself stuck in another closed room. I try to
close the door but it's too late for that. The
stranger was getting close with every heart
beat; when I looked at his face | saw my face,
it was me, no not me but another with my

face, his face was covered in blood.
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He grabbed my neck and in a second | was

choking, dying from lack of oxygen and fear |
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touched my last moments; my eyes were
about to shut down, | was saying my last
goodbyes; suddenly I woke up to a familiar
voice saying:(( to all prisoners, wake up it's 6
in the morning)). And once again | survived

another nightmare.
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Fancy dreams

By Zahra CHeraghian

| swear by the quiet silence of your paper
house, | know your dreams are as beautiful as
my fancies believable. You have gotten the
mystic believe of love from my silence. | have
got the final point of belief from your silence.
Maybe it is not possible to feel that the words
we say about the paper world we have made
are hearable. But we can start to paint the
gray branches of the paper trees green. | know
painting, you know painting too. So why

don’t you start...
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When I was a child, I didn’t have any water
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color. I used to go to little garden near stream
and cut all the color flowers and paint. If we
search the paper garden near paper house for

a short time, there have to be flowers to paint

our believes the red color of love.

G LG L g e | S sla K ded 5 25 5e
ald S 50 2l gL duis 4 S S S
[P VR PR G S NS O\ EEQPAYSTS

A e e B 80 Bie 4 5 an S o Gladla b

By Zahra CHeraghian

My darling

If You Forget Me
Pablo Neruda
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If each day,
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Each hour,
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You fell that you are destined for me
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With implacable sweetness,
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If each day a flower
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Climbs up to your lips to seek me,
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Ah my love, ah my own,
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In me all that fire is repeated,
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In my nothing is extinguished or forgotten,
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My love feeds on your love, beloved,
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And as long as you live it will be in your arms
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Without leaving mine
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Tomorrow, at dawn

By Fatemeh Asadi

A POEM BY VITOR HOGO
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Tomorrow, At Dawn
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Tomorrow at dawn, at the hour when the
countryside whitens
I will set out .You see, | know that you wait

for me.
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| will go by the forest, I will go by the
mountain,

I can no longer remain far from you.
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I will walk with my eyes fixed on my
thoughts,

Seeing nothing of outdoors, hearing no noise.
Alone, unknown, my back curved, and my
hands crossed.

Sorrowed, and the day for me will be as the

night.
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I will not look at the gold of evening which

falls,

, 050 S8 s ) n (e el Al




Journal of Elite Translator

VOLUME 3, Issuel, WINTER 2019

Nor the distance sails going down towards 02 0L il A4S (el AS Ly (g pha0 () e el L

harfleur...
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And when | arrive, | will place on your tomb o)) ) ey 4S a8 ) 0

A bouquet of green holly and of flowering

heather.
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By Tara GHeibi

A Psalm of Life

A Psalm of Life
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
October1838
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Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream!

For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are not what they seem.
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Life is real! Life is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal;
Dust thou art, to dust returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.
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Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,
Is our destined end or way;
But to act, that each to-morrow

Find us farther than to-day.
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Artis long, and Time is fleeting,

And our hearts, though stout and brave,
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Still, like muffled drums, are beating e JsoW dib (A5 s a8 el b
Funeral marches to the grave. L i 3l ol &
In the world’s broad field of battle, Lis Jlaa 5 Kia 1 e

In the bivouac of Life, BYSRLY-Iggw

Be not like dumb, driven cattle! Uhsan (ilxiisad 5ol il ¢

Be a hero in the strife! Kia 5 e yed

Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant! i ) an 81 a8 S0 ol 4y Cady
Let the dead Past bury its dead! L osondysda Sy s Sa
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Footprints, that perhaps another, Sy pubpa £
Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, o oy 4SS IS o

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 1 ol i

Seeing, shall take heart again. A2 glic Al g o, &

Let us, then, be up and doing, e ) Sy a8 5 il o L G
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Hi i have seen you light two!

Sir, I am grateful for your Rana height and with your Shahla eyes, fly electricity of my head.
Do not dance the cat because | am tired and exhausted of dancing for centuries!

My hand on your skirt, what wet wood did | sell to you that you rejected me?!

Come down to the Five, get out of the devil's donkey!

Come on and ruin the sugar in this ruined heart!

These naughty creatures tell me, you saw the camel, you didn't see the camel!

oy
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But Aman!

Away from the heartless!

2ol el Cpim el s o le e S
Hey you!
Whats up!
Shahla and Raana must be extraordinary gifted beloved who with their eyes can supply
electricity of a city and shut your head down. You have to announce them to NASA!
Also I am not a drummer who plays for cats and pets and make them dance even if you are a cat
and ask for it personally!
3rdly, I do not wear skirts and even if I did, | don't know what your hands doing on my skirt!
4thly, you did sell me anything specially woods and until your letter arrived, | didn't know devil
has a donkey because he seems to have a giant hound!
| don't know who are the Fives but maybe they are the ones who establish a sugar factory and
you are owed to them.
And finally | am not a siiirrrrr, | am a lady!
And really I do not know where the camels go when you see me.
By the way, | suggest you get doctor appointment and give yourself some time to rest!
| am sick of hearing from you!

By your departure makes me happy!

Ailad ot ye sla R348 Gl 5 sm s Ol el o35 253 45 S (5 L

A a5l o2 il S Ay | 258 5 258 A (55 ) dea e Gl Ol e 4S 254
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(gone with the wind) 4 s& »

By SHakiba Gozarabadi
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By Hanieh Fathi
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By Maedeh Ghorbani

Once upon a time, after a long day strolling over the city and carrying all those heavy pockets,
Mr and Missis Foreigners sank into the chairs in the restaurant. "Hey, John watch out" Missis
Foreigner “they might break”. He took a cursory glance into the packets and said: "All's right
dear". Both of them were feeling pleasant fatigue. Missis Foreigner said:" It wasn't a bad idea to
choose Iran for our annual trip”. Mr. foreigner smiled and nodded his head. The waiter arrived
with menus. Going through the menus, with those perennial foods, simultaneously, they exclaim
"fish out of ozone". They looked at the waiter with great wonder and asked for an explanation.
The waiter could reply just “no, English" Inevitably, to satisfy their curiosity he asked for two
dishes. "It may seem as incredible as alien and that's why they call it like that,” said Mr
foreigner. "It may survive whit out the effect of the ozone layer," said Missis Foreigner "or above
the it". They were so eager that they couldn't wait anymore. Finally, the white elephant came

prancing. As soon as the dishes were put on the table, the flame of curiosity and enthusiasm died.

He looked at his wife's face and started laughing. "I'm so sorry darling, know that you can't stand
starry sturgeon,” said Mr foreigner. "Why did we leave the tour?" she said while she was starring
furiously at the dish. "Maybe it is a mistranslation of this word!" said Mr foreigner while he was

pointing to “0s» 05 AL
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Crossword Puzzle

By Hanieh Fathi
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Vertica Horizontal

spy-barrier solid-sailor

skew -back cemetery- hair
mom cement - separate
temperature- brain cholera- dignity
treasure dread-wide

we- water- pottage(lranian van- that
traditional food) poison- meteorite
accent- perpetuity valley-became-clay
forceps ready- male

10- new- narcissus
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Crossword Puzzle

Application Social Media
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CEP: JOURNAL

Cognitive Linguistic Studies
Developments in Cognitive Translation and Interpreting Studies

This special issue aims to present the most up-to-date research and developing trends
within Cognitive Translation and Interpreting Studies (CTIS). The editors welcome
contributions that explore cognitive theoretical models of translation/interpreting,
empirically investigate cognitive aspects of translation or interpreting, or critically
engage with the philosophical foundations of Cognitive Translation and Interpreting
Studies (CTIS).

Possible topics include (but are not limited to):

[ Translation/interpreting production or reception

1 Cognitive aspects of translator/interpreter behavior

[0 Human-machine interaction/collaboration in translation/interpreting
O Translation competence and/or translation expertise

(1 Situated translation/interpreting

[ Cognitive aspects of translator/interpreter training

Important Dates

Please submit an abstract of approximately 500 words including the title, references
(not included in the word count), author's names, affiliations and contacts to both Dr.
Kairong Xiao (kairongxiao@163.com) and Prof. Sandra L. Halverson
(sandra.l.halverson@uia.no).

(1 Deadline for abstract submission: 15 May 2020.

1 Acceptance of abstracts: 1 June 2020

[1 Submission of full papers: 1 October 2020

[ Acceptance of papers: 1 December 2020

[1 Submission of final versions of papers: 1 March 2021
(1 Publication: July/ August 2021.

https://benjamins.com/catalog/coqgls



https://benjamins.com/catalog/cogls
https://benjamins.com/catalog/cogls
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CEP: CONFERENCE

New Trends in Translation and Technology

The aim of the conference is to bring together academics in linguistics, translation
studies, machine translation and natural language processing, as well as developers,
practitioners, language service providers (LSPs) and vendors who work on or are
interested in various aspects of technology for translation. The conference will be a
distinctive and interdisciplinary event for discussing the latest developments and
practices in translation technology. NeTTT has been received with great enthusiasm
from academia and industry alike, attracting renowned invited speakers and sponsors.

The new dates are the following:
* 3-4 July 2021: Summer School on Neural Machine Translation
* 5-7 July 2021: NeTTT’2021 Conference

https://nettt-conference.com/

CEP: CONFERENCE

International Symposium PaCor 2020

The research group TRALIMA/ITZULIK GIC IT 1209-19 of the University of the Basque
Country/Euskal Herriko Unibertsitatea (UPV/EHU) is pleased to organise the Il
International Symposium on Parallel Corpora, PaCor 2020. This conference will take
place on 19-20 November 2020 at the Micaela Portilla Research Institute in Vitoria-
Gasteiz (University’s Campus of Alava).

PaCor 2020 aims to contribute to the scientific dissemination initiated by the research
group SpatiAlEs, from the University of Santiago de Compostela, in 2016, later
reinforced by the Instituto Universitario de Lenguas Modernas y Traductores (ULMYT),
at the University Complutense of Madrid, in 2018. TRALIMA/ITZULIK together with the
abovementioned research groups, and many others, take part in CORPUSNET. The
goal of this network is the development of (parallel or comparable) corpus-based tools,
applications and resources to satisfy needs in the realms of research, teaching and/or
intercultural communication (http://corpusnet.unileon.es/).

Vitoria-Gasteiz, 19-20 November 2020

https://www.ehu.eus/en/web/pacor2020/aurkezpena



https://nettt-conference.com/invited-speakers/
https://nettt-conference.com/sponsors/
https://nettt-conference.com/
https://www.ehu.eus/en/web/pacor2020/aurkezpena
https://www.ehu.eus/en/web/pacor2020/aurkezpena
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CEP: CONFERENCE

Pragmatics of translation

In 2021 the 13th meeting of the international Symposium on (Im)Politeness and the 7th
meeting of the biannual iMean (interaction and meaning) conference will be merged for
a meeting on the “pragmatics of translation” on 24-26 June, 2021. We hope that you will
hold the dates and be able to join us.

We will invite papers on translation outcomes and processes which highlight a
pragmatic angle of understanding the transfer of language phenomena across cultures
and intra-culturally. We approach translation from a broad perspective, including written
textual translation from source to target language as well as other modalities such as
signing, simultaneous translation or audiovisual translation by professional and lay
people. We also include topics such as explaining meaning to each other or translating
sensual experience into language.

The conference takes place from 24-26 June 2021.

https://sympol-imean21.philhist.unibas.ch/en/home/

CEP: CONFERENCE

Fifth International Conference on Research into the Didactics of Translation

PACTE (Process of Acquisition of Translation Competence and Evaluation) is
organising the Fifth International Conference on Research into the Didactics of
Translation (didTRAD), which will be held at the Universitat Autonoma de Barcelona, 8-
10 July, 2020. This conference aims to provide a forum for researchers in the field of
translator training.

Important dates

Presentation of abstracts: deadline January 19, 2020. Further information in the
second circular (October 2019).

Notification of acceptance: March 20, 2020.

Registration: March 23 — May 1, 2020 (reduced rate); May 2 — June 19, 2020
(normal rate).

http://grupsderecerca.uab.cat/pacte/en/circularlen



https://sympol-imean21.philhist.unibas.ch/en/home/
https://sympol-imean21.philhist.unibas.ch/en/home/
http://grupsderecerca.uab.cat/pacte/en/circular1en
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CFP: Seminar

Fourth Specialist Seminar on the Didactics of Translation

The Specialist Seminar on the Didactics of Translation is designed to provide a forum
for the discussion of issues of interest to translator trainers.
The main aims of the Specialist Seminar are to:

1. Discuss innovative teaching practices in translator training.
2. Discuss aspects of the teaching of other disciplines involved in translator training.

Important dates

Presentation of abstracts: deadline January 19, 2020. Further information in the
second circular (October 2019).

Notification of acceptance: March 20, 2020.

Registration: March 23 — May 1, 2020 (reduced rate); May 2 — June 19, 2020
(normal rate).

7 July, 2020

http://grupsderecerca.uab.cat/pacte/en/circularlen

CALL FOR UNIVERSITY ASSISTANT

University Assistant (prae doc) at the Centre for Translation Studies

The Centre for Translation Studies is seeking a University assistant (prae doc) in the
field of Transcultural Communication (Prof. Dr. Cornelia Zwischenberger) with a focus
on the use of the translation concept beyond Translation Studies (“translational turn™)
from a transdisciplinary/transcultural perspective on translation.

The Centre for Translation Studies (ZTW) at the University of Vienna, Austria is one of
20 academic units (faculties and centres) of the University of Vienna. In addition to the
area of teaching (transcultural communication, translation studies, translation and
interpreting education in 14 languages, etc.), the Centre conducts research in several
key research areas. Cutting-edge research is conducted by professors, habilitated staff
members, predoctoral and postdoctoral researchers, senior lecturers and many more.
More than 120 lecturers teach translation-related subjects to about 3,000 undergraduate
and postgraduate students.

https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew ausschreibung-
flow? flowExecutionKey= c959594EA-A20F-0228-BA21-DA099B78431D k906217C0-3D06-
A35A-111B-1D230EF4AEQ0C&tid=77424.28



http://grupsderecerca.uab.cat/pacte/en/circular1en
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_c959594EA-A20F-0228-BA21-DA099B78431D_k906217C0-3D06-A35A-111B-1D230EF4E00C&tid=77424.28
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_c959594EA-A20F-0228-BA21-DA099B78431D_k906217C0-3D06-A35A-111B-1D230EF4E00C&tid=77424.28
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_c959594EA-A20F-0228-BA21-DA099B78431D_k906217C0-3D06-A35A-111B-1D230EF4E00C&tid=77424.28
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CALL FOR POST-DOCTORAL POSITION

University Assistant (post doc) at the Centre for Translation Studies

A half-day post-doctoral position (with the option to extend it to a full position) with a
focus on online collaborative translation, limited to 6 years is advertised at the Centre
for Translation studies (collaboration with Prof. Dr. Cornelia Zwischenberger). It is
desirable that the successful candidate writes a habilitation dedicated to the issue of
online collaborative translation (e.g. Translation Crowdsourcing, Fansubbing,
Fandubbing, Translation hacking etc.) as a specific type of transcultural communication
where both the translation product and process are characterised by particular hybridity.
Therefore, relevant previous experience with the topic and respective publications
should already be available.

The Centre for Translation Studies (ZTW) at the University of Vienna, Austria is one of
20 academic units (faculties and centres) of the University of Vienna. In addition to the
area of teaching (transcultural communication, translation studies, translation and
interpreting education in 14 languages, etc.), the Centre conducts research in several
key research areas. Cutting-edge research is conducted by professors, habilitated staff
members, predoctoral and postdoctoral researchers, senior lecturers and many more.
More than 120 lecturers teach translation-related subjects to about 3,000 undergraduate
and postgraduate students.

https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew ausschreibung-
flow? flowExecutionKey= cD9F00A14-EAB1-64F9-7C52-5CC74E25F15B k9954COE3-0EF7-
D44F-8573-99FASECFB602&tid=77605.28

PRIZE

The Stephen Spender Prize 2020 for poetry in translation in association with the
Guardian

Translate into English any poem from any language — ranging from Arabic to Uzbek,
from Danish to Somali—and win cash prizes!

You are warmly invited to enter the Stephen Spender Prize for poetry in translation, with
categories for young people (14-and-under, 16-and-under, and 18-and-under) as well
as an open category for adults. All entrants must be UK or Irish citizens or residents, or
pupils at a British School overseas. Please study the guidelines below carefully, as
some elements have changed from previous years. Closing date: 17 July 2020

http://www.stephen-spender.org/spender prize.html

'



https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_cD9F00A14-EAB1-64F9-7C52-5CC74E25F15B_k9954C0E3-0EF7-D44F-8573-99FA5ECFB602&tid=77605.28
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_cD9F00A14-EAB1-64F9-7C52-5CC74E25F15B_k9954C0E3-0EF7-D44F-8573-99FA5ECFB602&tid=77605.28
https://univis.univie.ac.at/ausschreibungstellensuche/flow/bew_ausschreibung-flow?_flowExecutionKey=_cD9F00A14-EAB1-64F9-7C52-5CC74E25F15B_k9954C0E3-0EF7-D44F-8573-99FA5ECFB602&tid=77605.28
http://www.stephen-spender.org/spender_prize.html
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Publication
Essays on Conference Interpreting

This book condenses the important lessons learned at key points during the author’'s
30-year career as an intergovernmental conference interpreter and trainer, seeking to
define what constitutes good interpreting and how to develop the skills and abilities that
are conducive to it, as well as fostering practices and technologies that help to maintain
high professional standards. The book places interpreting in its historical context as a
time-honoured discipline and discusses the effect of modern technology on translating
and interpreting, identifying areas where it is most useful (electronic communications
media, broadcasting) while stressing that professional education and training of linguists
are more important than reliance on technological shortcuts. The book is an invaluable
resource to all those working or training in conference interpreting, as well as being a
stimulating read for those engaged in the wider work of interpreting.

This book covers the intricacies of conference interpreting from linguistic issues and
training to considerations of ethics, etiquette and protocol. It is destined to become an
invaluable reference in the classroom and for anyone interested in the fascinating world
of interpreting. This book is a gift to students of interpretation, fellow interpreters and
trainers alike. It is an invaluable training resource for those specifically interested in the
demanding field of conference interpretation as it addresses many intricacies and

challenges related to our profession.

Author: James Nolan

http://www.multilingual-matters.com/display.asp?isb=9781788927987



http://www.multilingual-matters.com/author_results.asp?sf1=contributor&st1=James%20Nolan&sort=uk_pubdate/d
http://www.multilingual-matters.com/display.asp?isb=9781788927987
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