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BACHELOR OF ARTS EXAMINATION, 2023
(2" Yeat, 4" Semester)
COMPARATIVE LITERATURE
Course — CBCS/UG/CL/GE/4.4A
(Translation Studies)

Full Marks: 30 Time: T'wo Houts

All guestions carry equal marks.
Answer all questions either in English or in Bangla
as per instructions.

1. a) Discuss some of the major preoccupations of Translation Studies in the Western World.
Or,

b) Do you think that translation practices in India within a multi-lingual environment differ from
those of in a culture which is dominated by a single language? Explain your opinion critically
with relevant references. '

2. Translate the following section into English:
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3. Translate the following section into English:

a) “The political civilization which has sprung up from the soil of Europe and is overrunning
the whole world, like some prolific weed, is based upon exclusiveness. Tt is always watchful to
keep at bay the aliens or to exterminate them. Tt is carnivorous and cannibalistic in its tendencies,
it feeds upon the resources of other peoples and tries to swallow their whole future. Tt is always
afraid of other races achieving eminence, naming it as a petil, and tries to thwart all symptoms of
greatness outside its own boundaries, forcing down races of men who are weaker, to be eternally
fixed in their weakness. Before this political civilization came to its power and opened its hungry
jaws wide enough to gulp down great continents of the earth, we had wars, pillages, changes of
monarchy and consequent miseries, but never such a sight of fearful and hopeless voracity, such
wholesale feeding of nation upon nation, such huge machines for turning great portions of the
earth into mincemeat, never such terrible jealousies with all their ugly teeth and claws ready for

tearing open each othet's vitals. This political civilization is scientific, not human. It is powerful



becausc it concentrates all its forces upon one purpose, like a millionaire acquiring money at the
cost of his soul. Tt betrays its trust, it weaves its meshes of lies without shame, it enshrines
gigantic idols of greed in its temples, taking great pride in the costly ceremonials of its worship,
calling this patriotism. And it can be safely prophesied that this cannot go on, for there is a moral
law in this world which has its application both to individuals and to organized bodies of men.
You cannot go on violating these laws in the name of your nation, yet enjoy their advantage as
individuals”.

Or,
b) Again and again through the day

I meet a cat.

In the tree's shade, in the sun, in the crowding brown leaves.
After the success of a few fish bones

Or inside a skeleton of white earth

I find it, as absorbed in the purring

Of its heart as a bee.

Still it sharpens its claws on the gulmohar tree

And follows the sun all day long.

Mow I see it and then it is gone,

Losing itself somewhere.

On the autumn evening I have watched it play,
Stroking the soft body of the saffron sun

With a white paw. Then it caught

The darkness in paws like small balls

And scattered it all over the earth.



