2010年“东方正龙杯”第二届广西翻译大赛

(决赛卷)
（2010年12月5日13：00—14：00）

院校名称：

系别/专业：

姓名：                         参赛座位号：

总分：

参赛注意事项：

1、 12：50入场完毕；比赛时间一个小时，即13：00至14：00；
2、 入场后严格按照监考老师安排的座位坐下；

3、 不许携带和翻看任何形式的词典或其他工具书和参考书籍；

4、 严格遵守考场纪律，不许交头接耳，不许偷看抄袭他人答案；

5、 需用圆珠笔或钢笔来答题，尽可能书写清晰、整齐；

6、 参赛选手答题完毕或比赛时间结束时须上交赛卷，不许带走赛卷；

七、凡严重违反考场纪律者被取消参赛资格。

Part  I   Passage Translation from English into Chinese(60%)

Direction: Translate the Following Passage into Chinese

Night after night, she came to tuck me in, even long after my childhood years. Following her longstanding custom, she'd lean down and push my long hair out of the way, then kiss my forehead. 
I don't remember when it first started annoying me — her hands pushing my hair that way. But it did annoy me, for they felt work-worn and rough against my young skin. Finally, one night, I shouted out at her, "Don't do that anymore —your hands are too rough!" She didn't say anything in reply. But never again did my mother close out my day with that familiar expression of her love. 
Time after time, with the passing years, my thoughts returned to that night. By then I missed my mother's hands, missed her goodnight kiss on my forehead. Sometimes the incident seemed very close, sometimes far away. But always it lurked, in the back of my mind. 
Well, the years have passed, and I'm not a little girl anymore. Mom is in her mid-seventies, and those hands I once thought to be so rough are still doing things for me and my family. She's been our doctor, reaching into a medicine cabinet for the remedy to calm a young girl's stomach or soothe the boy's scraped knee. She cooks the best fried chicken in the world... gets stains out of blue jeans like I never could... 
Now, my own children are grown and gone. Mom no longer has Dad, and on special occasions, I find myself drawn next door to spend the night with her. So it was late on Thanksgiving Eve, as I slept in the bedroom of my youth, a familiar hand hesitantly run across my face to brush the hair from my forehead. Then a kiss, ever so gently, touched my brow. 
In my memory, for the thousandth time, I recalled the night my young voice complained, "Don't do that anymore — your hands are too rough!" Catching Mom's hand in hand, I blurted out how sorry I was for that night. I thought she'd remember, as I did. But Mom didn't know what I was talking about. She had forgotten — and forgiven — long ago. 
That night, I fell asleep with a new appreciation for my gentle mother and her caring hands. And the guilt that I had carried around for so long was nowhere to be found. 
Translation:

每一夜，母亲都来为我盖被，甚至在我长大之后也如此。在她为我掖好被子后，她会弯腰为我把长发理好，然后亲吻我的额头。

我记不清是何时开始，她为我整理头发的那双手让我感到厌烦。当那双过度操劳而粗糙的手碰触我的皮肤时，我确实感到烦躁。直到那一晚，我朝她喊道：“别再梳我的头发了，你的手太粗糙！”当时她什么也没说，但是至此之后，母亲再也没有用这种熟悉的爱的方式为我结束一天的生活。
这么多年来，一次又一次的，我的思绪总回到那一夜。每一次，我想念我母亲的手，想念她亲吻我的额头，向我说晚安。有时这情景会特别真切，有时又很遥远。但它总是潜伏着，藏在我的脑海里。
然而，岁月流逝，我已经不再是个小女孩了。妈妈也接近七十四五岁了，她那双我曾认为粗糙的手仍然在为我和我的家庭操劳着。她是我们的医生，从药箱里给找出药物缓解我女儿的腹痛，又或给我儿子擦伤的膝盖上敷药。她能做出世界上最美味的烤鸡。她能把我从来都洗不掉的牛仔裤的污渍除掉。
现在，我自己的儿女已经长成离家，母亲也没有了父亲的陪伴。在某些特别的日子下，我会不禁来到隔壁和母亲一块过夜。那是感恩节的深夜，我睡在儿时的卧房中，一只熟悉的手犹豫地摸过我的脸颊，梳理我额前的乱发。然后一个吻，轻轻地，落在我的眉头上。
我曾无数次的想起那晚，我那年轻的声音抱怨着：“别再梳我的头发了，你的手太粗糙！”我握住母亲的手，脱口说出我对那晚所说的话是多么的后悔和抱歉。
那一夜，我在重新感受母亲的温柔和她那关爱的双手之下，深深睡去。而我多年来心怀的内疚也烟消云散。

Part II  Passage Translation from Chinese into English(40%)

Direction: Translate the Following Passages into English
1、 我的志向是做一个好公民以便能给国家效力。然而，做一个好公民不是一件容易的事情。他有许多责任要尽。一个好公民第一件责任是爱他的国家。他须准备为国家牺牲自己的生命。他第二件责任是服从法律并且帮助政府维持治安。如果人人都能这样做的话，国家必定富强。
2、  一个小心选择朋友的人一定会从他们那里获得益处。为什么？因为在这个世界里假朋友比真朋友要多。有一个真朋友要比有一百个假朋友来得好。凡是当面奉承你的朋友不是真朋友。我们必须和凡是具有良好品格和心地善良的人交朋友。反过来说，我们应尽力避免结交坏人。

Translation:
1.   My aim is to be a good citizen so as to serve the country. However, being a good citizen is not a easy thing. He needs to undertake lots of duties. The first duty of being a good citizen is to love his country. He must be ready to sacrifice even his own life for his country. The second duty is to comply with the law and to help the government to maintain the peace and the order. If everyone can fulfill these duties, the country will be prosperous and strong.

2.  A man who chooses his friends carefully will definitely benefit from them. Why is that? Because there are much more false friends than true friends in this world. Owning a real friends is better than having a hundred of false ones. Those who flatter you to your face is not a real friend. We need to make friends with those who have a good character and a kind heart. Conversely, we should try hard to avoid the association with the bad people.
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