A Haunted House by Virginia Woolf

A strange story about a house with memories and a couple who lived there — very poetic and

mysterious.

A Haunted House

Whatever hour you woke there was a door
shutting.

From room to room they went, hand in
hand, lifting here, opening there, making
sure--a ghostly couple.

"Here we left it," she said.

And he added, "Oh, but here too!"

"It's upstairs," she murmured. "And in the
garden," he whispered.

"Quietly," they said, "or we shall wake
them."

But it wasn't that you woke us. Oh, no.

"They're looking for it; they're drawing the
curtain," one might say,

and so read on a page or two. "Now they've
found it,' one would be certain,

stopping the pencil on the margin. And then,
tired of reading,

one might rise and see for oneself, the
house all empty, the doors standing open,
only the wood pigeons bubbling with content
and the hum of the threshing machine
sounding from the farm.

"What did I come in here for? What did I
want to find?"

My hands were empty. "Perhaps it's upstairs
then?"

The apples were in the loft.

Hayaletli Ev

Ne saatte uyanirsaniz uyanin bir kapi
garpiyordu.

Odadan odaya, el ele, buray! kaldirip, orayi
actiklarindan emin olan bir hayalet cift.
“Iste burada biraktik,” dedi kadin.

Ve adam ekledi, 0o, ama burasi da!”

"0 yukarisi,” diye mirildandi kadin. “Ve
bahcede de,” diye fisildadi adam.
“Sessizce,” dediler, “yoksa onlari
uyandiracagiz.”

Ama bu bizi uyandirmaniz degildi. Yo, hayir.
“Onu anyorlar; perdeyi ¢ekiyorlar,”diyebilir
biri,

ve bdyle yazd bir iki sayfada. “"Simdi onu
buldular,” diye emin olabilir biri,

kalemi sayfanin kenarinda durdurarak. Ve
sonra, okumaktan yorulmus,

biri kalkip bitiin evin bombos
oldugunu,kapilarin agik, sadece
yusufcuklarin memnuniyetle kabardiklarini
ve giftlikten gelen harman makinesinin
ugultusunu kendi bizzat gorir.

“Buraya ne igin geldim? Ne bulmak istedim?”
Ellerim bostu. O zaman muhtemelen
yukarida?”

Elmalar tavanarasindaydi.
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And so down again, the garden still as ever,
only the book had slipped into the grass.

But they had found it in the drawing room.

Not that one could ever see them.

The windowpanes reflected apples, reflected
roses;

all the leaves were green in the glass.

If they moved in the drawing room, the
apple only turned its yellow side.

Yet, the moment after, if the door was
opened, spread about the floor, hung upon
the walls, pendant from the ceiling--what?

My hands were empty. The shadow of a
thrush crossed the carpet;

from the deepest wells of silence the wood
pigeon drew its bubble of sound.

"Safe, safe, safe" the pulse of the house
beat softly. "The treasure buried; the room .
. ." the pulse stopped short. Oh, was that
the buried treasure?

A moment later the light had faded. Out in
the garden then?

But the trees spun darkness for a wandering
beam of sun.

So fine, so rare, coolly sunk beneath the
surface the beam I sought always burned
behind the glass.

Death was the glass; death was between us,
coming to the woman first, hundreds of
years ago, leaving the house, sealing all the

windows; the rooms were darkened.

He left it, left her, went North, went East,
saw the stars turned in the Southern sky;

Ve yine asadida, bahge hala her zaman
oldugu gibi, sadece kitap cimenlerin igine
kaymis.

Ama onu cizim odasinda buldular.

Onlar birinin g6rebileceginden degil.

Pencerenin camlan elmalan yansitti, gdlleri
yansitti;

camdaki batldn yapraklar yesildi.

Cizim odasinda kimildandiklarinda elma
sadece san tarafini gevirdi.

Ancak bir an sonra eder kap! acildiysa,
déseme boyunca yayilip, duvarlara asili,
tavandan sarkan sls - -ne?

Ellerim bostu. Ardigkusunun gdlgesi halidan
gecti;

sessizligin en derin kuyularindan kabaran
sesini aldi yusufcuk.

“Gulvenli, guvenli, glvenli” diye evin nabzi
atti usulca. “"Hazine gomuli; oda . . . ™ nabiz
birden durdu. Oo, bu gémulli hazine miydi?

Bir an sonra isik zayifladi. Disarida bahgede
0 zaman?

Ama adaclar etrafta dolasan bir gines
hizmesine karanligin agini érduler.

O kadar ince, o kadar ender, ylzeyin altina
serince alcaldi aradigim hizme hep camin
ardinda yand:.

Olim camdi; 8lim aramizdaydi,

ilk 6nce kadina gelen,ylzyillar 6nce, evden
cikip, batin pencereleri mihtrleyen; odalar
karartiimisti.

Adam onu birakti, kadini birakti, kuzeye gitti,
doguya gitti, Gliney goglinde dénen yildizlari
gérda;
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sought the house, found it dropped beneath
the Downs.

"Safe, safe, safe," the pulse of the house
beat gladly. 'The Treasure yours."

The wind roars up the avenue. Trees stoop
and bend this way and that.

Moonbeams splash and spill wildly in the
rain.

But the beam of the lamp falls straight from
the window.

The candle burns stiff and still.

Wandering through the house, opening the
windows, whispering not to wake us, the
ghostly couple seek their joy.

"Here we slept," she says.

And he adds, "Kisses without number."
"Waking in the morning--"

"Silver between the trees--" "Upstairs--" 'In
the garden--" "When summer came--""In
winter snowtime--"

"The doors go shutting far in the distance,
gently knocking like the pulse of a heart.

Nearer they come, cease at the doorway.
The wind falls, the rain slides silver down the
glass.

Our eyes darken, we hear no steps beside
us;

we see no lady spread her ghostly cloak. His

hands shield the lantern.

"Look," he breathes. "Sound asleep. Love
upon their lips."

evi aradi, onu agagsiz tepelerin altinda
dismdis buldu.

“Guvenli, guvenli, gtvenli,” diye atti evin
nabzi memnuniyetle. “Hazine senin.”

Rizgar agaclkli yolda ugulduyor. Adaglar
egilip bir dyle bir boyle bukultyorlar.

Ay 1siklar yagmurda vahsice garpiyor ve
dokulayor.

Ama lambanin 1sig1 dumduz pencereden
distyor.

Mum dimdik ve duragan yaniyor.

Hayalet cift evin icinde dolasip pencereleri
aclp, bizi uyandirmamak igin fisildayarak
neselerini ariyorlar.

“Iste burada uyuduk,” diyor kadin.

Ve adam ekliyor, “sayisiz 6picik.” “Sabah
uyanmak -"

“Adaglarin arasindaki gimis—" “Yukarida - -
" ‘bahgede—" " Yaz geldiginde—" ‘Kisin kar
zamani—"

“Uzakta kapilar kapaniyor, hafifge tiklatiyor
kalbin atisi gibi.

Daha yakina geliyorlar, kapi girisinde
duruyorlar.

Rizgar esiyor, yagmur camdan asadiya
gimius kayiyor.

Gozlerimiz karariyor, yanimizda adimlar
duymuyoruz;

hayaletimsi pelerinini seren bir bayan

gérmiyoruz. Adamin elleri feneri kapatiyor.

“Bak,” diye nefes aliyor. “Derin uykuda.
Dudaklarinda sevgi.”
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Stooping, holding their silver lamp above us,
long they look and deeply.

Long they pause. The wind drives straightly;
the flame stoops slightly.

Wild beams of moonlight cross both floor
and wall, and, meeting, stain the faces bent;
the faces pondering; the faces that search

the sleepers and seek their hidden joy.

"Safe, safe, safe," the heart of the house
beats proudly.

"Long years--" he sighs. "Again you found
me."

"Here," she murmurs, "sleeping; in the
garden reading; laughing, rolling apples in
the loft.

Here we left our treasure--"

Stooping, their light lifts the lids upon my
eyes.

"Safe! safe! safe!" the pulse of the house
beats wildly.

Waking, I cry "Oh, is this your buried
treasure? The light in the heart."

Egilerek, gimus lambalarini Gzerimizde
tutarak, uzun uzun ve derince bakiyorlar.

Uzun slre duraksiyorlar. Rlizgar dogruca
esiyor; alev hafifge bukdltyor.

Ayisiginin vahsi htizmeleri hem yeri hem de
duvari gegiyor ve birlesiyor, egrilmis yuzleri
lekeliyor;

dislnlp tasinan ylzler; uyuyanlari arayan
ve onlarin sakli nesesini arayan yuzler.

“Gulvenli, guvenli, glvenli,” diye gururla
atiyor evin kalbi.

“Uzun yillar—" diye ig cekiyor adam. “Beni
yaniden buldun.”

“Iste,” diye mirildaniyor kadin, “uyuyarak;
bahcede kitap okuyarak; gllerek,
tavanarasinda elma ezerek.

Hazinemizi burada biraktik ="

Alcalarak, onlarin 1s1g1 g6zlerimdeki kapaklari
kaldinyor.

“Guvenli, guvenli, gtivenli!” diye evin nabzi
vahsice atiyor.

Uyanarak, aghyorum “Ah, bu sizin gomul
hazineniz mi? Kalpteki isik.”
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