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The article I intend to translate





The article I studied on its 
translation methods









I think this is a God-like perspective translation method, like making a movie. 
It switches between different characters in the story, using each character as 

the narrator, and showing the story from their point of view. In this case, it's like 
unfolding this brief segment by focusing on the different people on the bus's 

observations or discoveries about the event.



Melania's square repeats the same conversation! Good heavens! 
Every time I step into this place, it's always the same people! Even 
if their faces change, their identities and conversations remain the 
same! Don't they realize it? The roles are always the same: boastful 
soldiers and parasites, stingy wicked fathers, young prostitutes, 
brothel owners! How boring!

Blurred and indistinct, I dimly perceived 
figures of people. I discerned, or rather, 
I assumed their identities to be those: 
maidservants, soldiers, vagrants, men, 
women. As I walked onward, I could hear 
them conversing. Continuing my way, the 
people shifted, yet they seemed to remain 
the same. I could not seem to traverse 
this stretch of path, and I awoke with a 
start.

Surprises

Rêve/Dream 
My filtered text

You will live a repetitive life, drawn into 
similar conversations each time you step 
into Melania. Perhaps it's a soldier and a 
vagrant, a poet and a prostitute, or a father 
and daughter. You will endlessly repeat 
these conversations. They are somewhat 
different, yet almost identical. You won't 
notice that when someone dies, a new 
person takes their place, even yourself. 
You will, as a member of Melania, repeat 
your actions. Wandering, repeating, until 
the very last moment of your life.

Pronostications
My filtered text

original



I ran into my daughter again today. She's still the same, with no 
intention of changing her job. As her father, I tried to persuade 
her again. She'll only repeat the mistakes of those people in the 
square. But she remains unrepentant, even mocking me for not 
giving her a single penny. God! Of course I won't give her any. If I 
did, she wouldn't know what she'd do with the money. She's never 
thought of using her earnings to reward her father, and she even 
plans to ask him for money. This money is what I've saved since I 
was in the army; it's a considerable sum, and I won't touch it. I'm 
furious that my daughter is eyeing this money! I absolutely will not 
take it out! I'll hide it even better, so no one will find out how much 
I'm using it. And then she actually said I'm as stingy as that old 
man. How ridiculous!

Autre subjectivité/Second-person 
perspective

Melania's Square repeats the same dialogue, forever the same 
characters, faces changing yet identities and conversations 
remain unchanged. The roles are perpetually the same: the 
boastful soldier and the parasite, the miserly, cruel father, the 
young prostitute, the old madam. These characters cycle through, 
sometimes even overlapping. Roles are inherited, yielding subtle 
distinctions, yet they persist endlessly.

Autre subjectivité/Second-person 
perspective

original



Le coté subjectif /Subjective perspective

Each time I set foot in Melania, I find myself drawn into a 
conversation. I witness a boastful soldier and a vagrant exiting the 
gate, a prodigal son returning home only to encounter a prostitute. 
Or a miserly father issuing his final warning to his heartbroken 
daughter, interrupted by a foolish servant. I left this place many 
years ago, yet when I returned to Melania, the conversation still 
raged on. Now, the parasite, the prostitute, and the miserly father 
are all dead. The boastful soldier, the heartbroken daughter, 
and the foolish servant have been replaced by a hypocrite, a 
confidant, and an astrologer respectively. Yet simultaneously, the 
irascible old man responds to the witty maid, the moneylender 
anxiously searches for the missing youth, and the nanny comforts 
her stepdaughter. I know Melania's inhabitants change one by 
one. Those participating in the dialogue die one after another, 
while new lives are born in their place or take on different roles. 
As I scrutinised the scenes that followed, I noticed the dialogue 
shifted between different settings. The lives of Melania's residents 
are fleeting and difficult to fully comprehend.

original



Act I, Scene 1
(One midday, Melania Square)
Soldier: The lord praised my work and patted me 
on the shoulder. This is the first time a soldier 
has received such attention; everyone was 
looking at me. I'm sure I'll be promoted soon!

Parasite: For someone as outstanding as you, 
this is inevitable. The lord must have seen your 
undeniable virtues!

Scene 2
Father: Aren't you going to quit your awful job?! 
I arranged such a good job for you, with a stable 
salary every week.

Daughter (Prostitute): Oh! Sure, but will you 
share your earnings with me? You won't even 
give me a penny. What can I do back there? Just 
watch you take my labor every time?

Narrator: Years later, the same dialogue is 
repeated, only the actors have changed.

Comédie / Drama

Act II, Scene 1
Narrator: The soldier grows old. He still hasn't 
been promoted and retires as an ordinary 
soldier. He marries a woman and has a 
daughter. The soldier becomes a father.

(Setting unchanged)
Soldier (Father): The lady next door is very 
kind. She found me a good job and introduced 
me to it. It's home weaving, which I know 
you're good at. The weekly wage is good too. 
She'll give it to me; you can withdraw it if you 
need it, otherwise it's just temporarily stored 
here.

Daughter: Yes, Father.

Scene Two:
Daughter: Father, I want to withdraw some 
cash. I want to buy some candles.

Soldier (Father): Why buy candles? That's 
unnecessary. The light outside is so bright; 
why do you need extra candles?

Daughter: But I need them.

Soldier (Father): That's unnecessary. You 
know how hard it is to earn this money. I 
saved it little by little when I was a soldier.

Daughter: (Silence) Yes, Father.

Scene Three:
Madam: We're recruiting young girls. We only 
take a 20% commission each time.

Daughter: (Pauses, focusing her attention)

Narrator: The cycle continues.

original



FEEDBACK

Modern translation can be a cycle within a city/a cycle within a 
building/visualized translation.

Dream translation can be a combination of visual and auditory 
elements.

News-style translation; news layout.

Theatrical translation; can be combined with storyboards.

Add book recommendation-style text and design translation.

Shocked format can be handwritten.

Father's Second subjective perspective can be in diary format.



Translated text

Melania News Today: According to witnesses, another argument 
broke out in Melania's central square today, with a father warning his 
daughter and soldiers clashing with young hooligans once again. 
Such scenes repeat themselves frequently. Statistics show that the 
characters in Melania are constantly being inherited and repeated, 
but the residents of Melania seem oblivious to this.

Récit/Report

Original text I found



Translated text

Blurred and indistinct, I dimly perceived figures of people. I 
discerned, or rather, I assumed their identities to be those: 
maidservants, soldiers, vagrants, men, women. As I walked 
onward, I could hear them conversing. Continuing my way, the 
people shifted, yet they seemed to remain the same. I could not 
seem to traverse this stretch of path, and I awoke with a start.

Rêve/Dream

Original text I found



Act I, Scene 1
(One midday, Melania Square)
Soldier: The lord praised my work and patted me 
on the shoulder. This is the first time a soldier 
has received such attention; everyone was 
looking at me. I'm sure I'll be promoted soon!

Parasite: For someone as outstanding as you, 
this is inevitable. The lord must have seen your 
undeniable virtues!

Scene 2
Father: Aren't you going to quit your awful job?! 
I arranged such a good job for you, with a stable 
salary every week.

Daughter (Prostitute): Oh! Sure, but will you 
share your earnings with me? You won't even 
give me a penny. What can I do back there? Just 
watch you take my labor every time?

Narrator: Years later, the same dialogue is 
repeated, only the actors have changed.

Comédie / Drama

Act II, Scene 1
Narrator: The soldier grows old. He still hasn't 
been promoted and retires as an ordinary 
soldier. He marries a woman and has a 
daughter. The soldier becomes a father.

(Setting unchanged)
Soldier (Father): The lady next door is very 
kind. She found me a good job and introduced 
me to it. It's home weaving, which I know 
you're good at. The weekly wage is good too. 
She'll give it to me; you can withdraw it if you 
need it, otherwise it's just temporarily stored 
here.

Daughter: Yes, Father.

Scene Two:
Daughter: Father, I want to withdraw some 
cash. I want to buy some candles.

Soldier (Father): Why buy candles? That's 
unnecessary. The light outside is so bright; 
why do you need extra candles?

Daughter: But I need them.

Soldier (Father): That's unnecessary. You know 
how hard it is to earn this money. I saved it 
little by little when I was a soldier.

Daughter: (Silence) Yes, Father.

Scene Three:
Madam: We're recruiting young girls. We only 
take a 20% commission each time.

Daughter: (Pauses, focusing her attention)

Narrator: The cycle continues.

Original text I found
Translated text





You will live a repetitive life, drawn into similar conversations each 
time you step into Melania. Perhaps it's a soldier and a vagrant, a 
poet and a prostitute, or a father and daughter. You will endlessly 
repeat these conversations. They are somewhat different, yet almost 
identical. You won't notice that when someone dies, a new person 
takes their place, even yourself. You will, as a member of Melania, 
repeat your actions. Wandering, repeating, until the very last moment 
of your life.

Pronostications

Original text I found

Translated text I'm trying to make chatgpt perform 
prophecies to reveal the prophecies. This 
makes the "prophecy" system more futuristic 
and more relevant to modern times.



Melania's Square repeats the same dialogue, forever the same 
characters, faces changing yet identities and conversations remain 
unchanged. The roles are perpetually the same: the boastful soldier 
and the parasite, the miserly, cruel father, the young prostitute, the old 
madam. These characters cycle through, sometimes even overlapping. 
Roles are inherited, yielding subtle distinctions, yet they persist 
endlessly.

Le coté subjectif /Subjective perspective

(Sound of footsteps)
Me: I've also stepped into this place today, Melania Square.

This square is located in the heart of a romantic city.

This square is like a microcosm of the city.

(Sound of footsteps) (Sound of crowd) (Scene change)
In Melania Square, the same dialogue repeats endlessly, the 
characters are always the same, faces may change, but identities 
and conversations remain constant.

The roles are also unchanging.

Soldier: A decent job, the annual salary shouldn't be less than this.

Parasite: You're right! Only a small percentage of people can have 
such a decent job as you!

Me: Arrogant soldier and parasite.

Man: Shouldn't it be higher?

Woman: That's the current rate.

Girl: (Silence)

A stingy, cruel father. An elderly madam. A young prostitute.

… These roles take turns appearing, sometimes even overlapping. 
Roles are passed down, with subtle differences, yet they continue 
endlessly.

Sometimes, one person may play two or more roles simultaneously.

What role do I play here?

A role can be replicated, multiplied, and assigned to the hundred 
people of Melania.

How many of me might there be in Melania?



I ran into my daughter again today. She's still the same, with no intention 
of changing her job. As her father, I tried to persuade her again. She'll 
only repeat the mistakes of those people in the square. But she remains 
unrepentant, even mocking me for not giving her a single penny. God! Of 
course I won't give her any. If I did, she wouldn't know what she'd do with 
the money. She's never thought of using her earnings to reward her father, 
and she even plans to ask him for money. This money is what I've saved 
since I was in the army; it's a considerable sum, and I won't touch it. I'm 
furious that my daughter is eyeing this money! I absolutely will not take it 
out! I'll hide it even better, so no one will find out how much I'm using it. And 
then she actually said I'm as stingy as that old man. How ridiculous!

Autre subjectivité/Second subjective 
perspective

Original 
text I 
found



It seems we can delve deeper; all the ideas can be further 
developed.

How can Feedack connect all the ideas? Dreams and diaries 
could be explored further.

Dreams might be connected to tarot cards, or other divination 
methods.

Perhaps connecting them is possible.

Perhaps we could integrate dreams, news, drama, and diaries 
into one game, keeping different styles within a single context.

The newspaper could have its layout adjusted in more detail.

FEEDBACK





Original text I found

My Translation text

Melania's square repeats the same conversation! Good heavens! 
Every time I step into this place, it's always the same people! Even 
if their faces change, their identities and conversations remain the 
same! Don't they realize it? The roles are always the same: boastful 
soldiers and parasites, stingy wicked fathers, young prostitutes, 
brothel owners! How boring!

Surprises


