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The source text for this year’s competition, Inoue Areno’s short story “Nijuu-nin-me
ruuru,” is a fascinating study of character and voice, as well as a classic—and challenging—
example of an unreliable narrator. As such, it provided the translators with a perfect
canvas to display their skills, as they navigated between the matter-of-fact tone of much of
the narrative and the slow revelation of the disturbing, slightly uncanny, and ultimately
touching inner drama. The attraction of this text was apparent in the large total number of
submissions and in the larger-than-usual pool of talented finalists. Many translators created
original, insightful renderings of important passages in the story. Our Grand Prize Winner
and Second Prize Winners demonstrated their accuracy and creativity across the whole of
the text. It was a pleasure to see how competently and imaginatively they negotiated such
issues as foreshadowing, consistent (age-appropriate) narrative voice, and the complicated
tense structure of the original, and to see their translations come together as exciting,
vividly imagined English-language texts that nevertheless carefully recreate Inoue’s

compelling story.

Grand Prize: Chelsea Marie Bernard

Grand Prize Winner, Chelsea Marie Bernard pays careful attention, in her rendering, “The
Rule of Twenty,” to the issue of voice, a critical aspect in a text whose central theme is
aging in a multi-generational household. The inner dialog she creates for the elderly
narrator consistently reflects his lifeworld and his growing confusion and embarrassment as
his inner and outer worlds collide. At the same time, in sections of dialog, she fashions
authentic voices for the younger characters in the story as well. Rendering dialog naturally
is a challenge for any translator, and it proved to be a central one for this text, which has a
higher-than-average percentage of quoted speech. One of Chelsea Bernard’s many

strengths as a translator is her ability to create voices for her characters and bring them



together in natural conversation. At one of the crucial moments in the story, we find this
simple, evocative exchange between the narrator and the young man who has initiated him

into the “Rule of Twenty” and is explaining why he agreed to the project in the first place:

“Did it ever cross your mind that she might’ve been . . . a little off? Or making
the whole thing up?” I asked. Of course, 1 silently added to myself, #he same could just as
eastly be true of you.

“You can just tell with these kinds of things, can’t you? From someone’s
expression, the way they talk—jyou can tell if they’re lying or delusional. And even if
she was, well, I figured that was okay, too. In the end, whether to believe or not is up
to you.”

His eyes were sparkling, and I found myself wondering what, if anything, they
could reveal to me about him.

“So why me? What about this old man caught your eye?” I asked.

“You just did, that’s all,” he said with an easy laugh.

I had to laugh, too. It was a good answer. He hadn’t picked me because I had

some special quality or aura. I had just so happened to be there, that was all.

The combination of accuracy, sensitivity to the form and content of the original text, and
the ability to render its quiet power in equally effective English makes Chelse Bernard’s
translation worthy of the Grand Prize for the 10 JLLPP International Translation

Competition.

Second Prizes:

The translations by the Second Prize Winners, Joseph Peter Sabatino and Nicolas Keen,
are also prize-winning efforts in every sense. They, too, capture the literary qualities of
“Nijuu-nin-me ruuru” in accurate, evocative—at times haunting—FEnglish prose, and, like
the work of the Grand Prize Winner, their translations demonstrated a marked degree of

excellence that separated them from the large pool of highly competent submissions.

Second Prize: Joseph Peter Sabatino

Joseph Peter Sabatino’s translation shows how completely he has digested the original story
and how fully he is able to recast it in literary English that is not overly dependent on that

original. He takes some interesting risks with colorful phrasing, most of which work out
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well, though others somewhat miss the mark. The prose is natural and fluent, and the
handling of tense and voice is expert. Joseph Sabatino’s translation shows its quality
perhaps most clearly in the passages of quiet description, the interior dialog of the elderly

protagonist:

I was staying in a room upstairs, a small tatami room right across the hall from
my grandson Natsuo’s. I could hear his music playing—safe to say he was already
home.

Natsuo was eighteen, and had recently been rejected from his dream school.
He sulked his way all through April, but by May he was back to his usual self. He
wasn’t the kind of person to dwell on things, much like his father. He was shy, sure,
but there was a kindness about him too. Allin all, I thought he’d turned out rather
well.

When I opened the door to my room, I heard the music get a little quieter.

Grandson-speak for “Welcome home.”

Second Prize: Nicolas Keen

Nicolas Keen’s version of the story, entitled ““The Rule of Number Twenty,” is another
highly accurate, idiomatic rendering of Inoue’s original. Mr. Keen’s language is vivid, and
he has an excellent grasp of tone for the sections of dialog, like his fellow prize-winners.
The judges identified a number of places in the text that needed to be handled with
particular skill in order to help the reader understand the shifting sense of reality in the text.
Mr. Keen negotiated these challenges very effectively. He, too, is at his best in simple
passages that are crucial to the character development. Here, the narrator is laughing
inwardly as his son-in-law makes the same sort of verbal misstep he’d once made in his

own marriage:

I felt wryly amused, though not at Yosuke’s expense. The fact was I had no
special fondness for cream stew. If anyone did, it was my wife. More exactly, what
she truly seemed to enjoy was making it, and since she would ask for my verdict on
those occasions, I'd tell her how good it was. Over time, the perception took hold in

our house that cream stew was a favourite dish of mine.



All three of our winners are to be congratulated on their prize-winning translations,
each of which distinguished itself for conspicuous excellence in a large and strong pool of
submissions. The quality of all this work was noted with pleasure by the judges, and it is a
pleasure to be able to recognize our Grand Prize and Second Prize Winners for their
remarkable achievements. As always, we note the extraordinary potential represented by
these efforts and we encourage our winners—and the other contestants—to continue their

work in the field of literary translation.
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“Did it ever cross your mind that she might've been . . . a little off? Or
making the whole thing up?” I asked. Of course, I silently added to myself,
the same could just as easily be true of you.

“You can just tell with these kinds of things, can’t you? From someone’s
expression, the way they talk—you can tell if they’re lying or delusional. And
even if she was, well, I figured that was okay, too. In the end, whether to
believe or not is up to you.”

His eyes were sparkling, and I found myself wondering what, if anything,
they could reveal to me about him.
“So why me? What about this old man caught your eye?” I asked.
“You just did, that’s all,” he said with an easy laugh.



I had to laugh, too. It was a good answer. He hadn’t picked me because
I had some special quality or aura. I had just so happened to be there, that
was all.
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[ was staying in a room upstairs, a small tatami room right across the hall
from my grandson Natsuo’s. I could hear his music playing—safe to say he was
already home.

Natsuo was eighteen, and had recently been rejected from his dream school.
He sulked his way all through April, but by May he was back to his usual self. He
wasn’t the kind of person to dwell on things, much like his father. He was shy,
sure, but there was a kindness about him too. All in all, I thought he’d turned out
rather well.

When I opened the door to my room, I heard the music get a little quieter.

Grandson-speak for “Welcome home.”
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[ felt wryly amused, though not at Yosuke’s expense. The fact was I had no
special fondness for cream stew. If anyone did, it was my wife. More exactly, what
she truly seemed to enjoy was making it, and since she would ask for my verdict on
those occasions, I'd tell her how good it was. Over time, the perception took hold

in our house that cream stew was a favourite dish of mine.

(FAMITEZE N L7z, Bl AlCf LTTIE RV, LoD e 2 AT, 27V — 4
CF 2R BAFEL VI DT TIERVRLRE, Ebbhd vz XFED
YIc, ZNHRDBE ST, BRZ LW X 0EZ008ki3drE ., F57-0
I T5HDIIES 2] (EIPNEZbBLLLBLLWEEZ TV L, WO
DN HFADUFI L 5 T L ICKIEN TR I N T L E 272D 72,)



SANDZEEZEOFHRIT T ND, JEEHDS  ENFIEREE O CBRY LS BE -
oo COEDOZELZ LI BRHL T2, FEE M., MiRoE & X 2 FRCEE
fliLTHh, HEFESIVOCEFEXEETORFEL LVWIIHEZM A2, b0k
EVECRC I 22 E 2. XEE. 2 L ULEED. 5] ZHi & CEFERO
WESENS 2 ERMEL O,



