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I. Translate the following into English (50%):

KBS ENXTHRIRFES, Bir—AX—RFER. FEE. 53X,
HELRNAR. EEFUMFKRERREA, LERPRRSIFA, LA IS
EEA, UWRFHEREIEA. BRRANAE SR EEHRTHEA, FHALN]
WALERBAHE AR AERAMEMR, BEX S5 A EXREN. BEXNtaE
XHEE B SRR B RE L. X SEMBAFREE, H%
HYEIR. BRFER AXER. REEHFERNFAHEFHEH. BRELHERH
XERR, #—FPBEEE, BREHERANSHSHEFTKY; KOIREMSE
XALEL. MrsaF MR, BHEETER. BERAR MEERKNERAEE . IBWit
SEXMURERERE, BRAARRS . AtaFEXRE, EITEEFH. BX
FG, BERBEEALLARMPIER . BEFHEBNEKREMHIAAAHET
B, BURHAER)LHE LR

st EBRERE R, RERRAHTUNEZEARTNPLIN. UM
WRR, MRAWIRNR, Ares, AWEE, AHER, MIBeRER
RIRE 4 Hir, RETANERME. BEEKEEERUBRELSSER, At
SARFREPRFAXANEER NP BEEEEM. BEESH2BFEIE X,
FEEN. wEEXBE, RIAKHFSEX. BREX. BRPAEXER
AR, MasE ARMNREGREL. BFEOC. SRR, BEMBITA RN P4ER
AWE .
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I1. Translate the following into Chinese (50%):

Journey into Old Age

By Pat Moore

On a May morning in 1979, I opened the door of my New York City apartment and stepped
nervously into the hall. As an 85-year-old woman, I was apprehensive, I extended my cane, feeling
carefully for the first step of the stairs. My legs strained awkwardly. One step... two... three...
breathe hard... four. After 12 steps, I reached the first landing and leaned against the wall to catch
my breath.

So far, so good, I said to myself.

And then I stopped. Was I overdoing it? Would I really get away with this act? For I wasn’t
really 85. Underneath the trappings of my aged body was the real me, a 26-year-old woman.

[ was pretending to be so much older because I wanted to find out what it is like to be elderly,
and to discover firsthand the problems faced by the elderly.

As a start [ learned how to “age” myself --- a complicated procedure requiring four hours.
With latex foam giving my face its folds and wrinkles, a heavy fabric binding my body, and a gray
wig on my head, | became 60 years older and ready to set forth on my grand adventure.

My destination that first day was a conference on ageing in Columbus, Ohio. Qut on the
street 1 tried to signal a cab for the airport. Taxi after taxi flashed past, all empty. Did they feel that
old ladies don’t tip well? Finally one stopped.

At the airline ticket counter, I found myself in a line of young businessmen. “Good moming,
sir.” the agent exclaimed brightly to each one. “Have a pleasant trip.” When old-lady-me peered
up at him through thick spectacles, however, all I got was a look at my ticket, a mutter of
“Columbus” and an abrupt “Next.” |

The whole purpose of the conference, attended mostly by young professionals, was to study
the problems of the elderly. Yet, incredibly, the participants seemed to ignore the only “old lady”
in their midst. When one of the young males offered coffee to a group of women, I found myself
thinking, what about me? If I were young, he would offer me coffee too.

By day’s end, I was angry. I had been condescended to, ignored, counted out in a way I had
never known before. People, 1 felt, really do judge a book by its cover.

The experience was repeated in my neighborhood drugstore when, as a meek and dowdy old
woman, I asked for a stomach medicine. The owner merely jerked a thumb over his shoulder.
“Back there, bottom shelf.”

Peering around, I quavered, “Can you help me find it?”

He looked up in annoyance, walked to the shelf and pointed down. I stopped to pick up a
bottie and tried to decipher the small type. “Could you please read the directions for me?” I
pleaded. | |

In irritation, he rattled them off, and then dismissed me with, “Okey, that it?” I was afraid to
ask him anything more. | |
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The next morning, I returned to the store as confident, 26-year-old Pat Moore.

“Good moming,” the owner greeted me cheerfully. “How can we help you today?”

I used exactly the same words in asking for the stomach medicine.

“Oh,” he said, smiling, “it’s right over here.” Escorting me to the shelf, he kneeled down,
picked up a bottle and carefully explained the directions, the sizes in which it came and the prices.
Then he rang up the sale and wished me a fine day.

As I walked out of the store my heart cried for the older woman. I could understand how she

would become defensive and intimidated.




