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I ez00e / Part 1

l. ecdn s8dbnme, mwea ufdbnmessl edneddn agd cwesinm.

Explain how translation differs from interpretation.

2. gptlommed: geige oCRmed 8¢dc B cOmdw® e®imine? cervder
@¢@s] e300b wosim.

What are the possible changes to the Source Text in adaptation? Discuss with examples?
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Compare the given Source Text with its translation.

gcogw/ Source Text

BAK (April) 10th

Today Manel is in the kitchen supervising the cooking of the
food for the almsgiving to the priests. Today is the seventh day
after the death of Adelaine. For the past six days Manel has not
spoken to me. She has looked pale and worn but has sought no
comfort from me. Rather she has assumed a new silent strength
of her own which frightens me. Overnight she has taken over the
running of the house. I had thought she would break down,
scream, become hysterical. Instead she walks straight, proud,
withdrawn from me. Though it is pale, her face has assumed a
baffling severity. .

- Where is the giraya?

D took everywhere but I cannot find it. This is another cause
for_ alarr_r_l. Has it been buried along with Lucia?

- i walk into the_k_itchen. Perhaps I can help her, Manel, with
the alms gi_ving. As Lal seems to have disappeared from the house
for the past six days, at least I, his wife, must. play a part in

‘helping with the work,

Noi Hamy has returned before the New Year to cook the
food. Her face is red with weeping. She is clothed in white. Is it
the ghost of Adelaine that T hear, issuing peremptory orders? Old
Loku too is in the kitchen helping his sister. At the sight of me he
begins to tremble from head to toe.

Manel stands in the centre of the kitchen. It is her voice that
resembles Adelaine's. She is ordering old Loku to hire more help
from the estate labour or from the village. There is the firewood
to be chopped and the great number of curries, to be cooked.
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Compare the given Source Text with its translation.

8coge/ Source Text

I

open my windows wide. A stream of
fresh air comes pouring into the room.
In the bluish paling half-light I pore
over the sketches for my new picture.
The sketches are many, for [ have had
to begin at the very beginning again
and again. But it is too eatly to see the
picture as a whole. I haven't found the
main thing yet, that overpowering

something that comes to you as

suddenly and irresistibly as these early

summer dawns growing clearer and

“clearer, and sounding a mysterious and

" elusive note in our soul. I pace the

floor in the silence of the waning light,

. thinking, thinking, and thinking. It
~happens every time. And every time I
- realize that my picture remains no

“-more than a vague idea.

" 1do not believe in talking about my
-+ closest friends. It isn't because I guard
. my work over jealously, but it's
- difficult to tell what a child, still in its

cradle, will be like when it grows up.
And it's just as difficult to judge an
unfinished painting. However, I'm
going to break my rule just this once
because [ want to announce for all to
hear, or rather 1 want to share with
people my thoughts on the yet
unpainted picture. This is no mere
whim.
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Translate into English.
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Translate into Sinhalese.

Sinking sunshine poured through the mighty trees of the jungle and
the dry leaves of the thatched boutique. Siri sat on a wooden chair
fascinated by the shiny glass mugs that mudalali had spread on the table
to sell. Fat Justin mama was examining the mugs, in order to choose
one of the best ones for his son. Sirt has often spotted how beautifully
all the mugs were hung in a line, with a wire through their crystal
handles. Morning and evening, while walking three miles to school or
whenever he came to buy some titbits from the boutique, he gazed so
keenly at this gleaming treasure.

He pestered his father to buy one for him so that he would not need
to beg others to lend him a cup or use a common cup to drink the milk
served at school every morning. But his father, a poor coconut picker in
the village hardly had a sufficient income to manage a family of five
children.

Now the cups spread on the table like the diamonds from a hidden
treasure. He badly wanted to have cone. Justin mama and mudalali were
at the counter filled with colourful bottles of lozenges, sugar balls,
toffees and numerous other knick knacks and they could hardly see Siri
sitting near the table where the glass mugs were. Nobody else was
inside the boutique. After a second's reflection Siri decided that he must,
while there was chance, grab a shiny mug and flee, and which he finally
did with vigilance.






