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Başlık :  Çeviri Yoluyla Kültür Aktarımı: Virginia Woolf Öykülerinin   

   Değerlendirilmesi 

 

Yazar : Özge ĐŞBECER 
 
 

ÖZET 
 

Günümüzün modern dünyasında çeviri oldukça önemli bir etkinliktir. 

Uluslar ve toplumlar arasındaki giderek artan ilişkiler ile birlikte çeviri farklı 

kültürler arasındaki iletişimin bir yolu haline gelmiştir. Bu sebeple, bu çalışmanın 

amacı Virginia Woolf’un kısa hikâyelerindeki çeviri yoluyla aktarılan kültürel 

öğeleri belirleyerek çevirinin ne ölçüde kültürlerarası bir bildirişim aracı olduğunu 

ortaya koymak ve çevirinin Đngilizce öğretimindeki kültür aktarıcı rolünü 

değerlendirmektir. Kültürel olarak farklı olan öğeleri belirlemek amacıyla Woolf’un 

en çarpıcı kültürel öğeleri içeren sekiz kısa hikâyesi kapsamlı okuma ve özgün 

metinleri Türkçe çevirileriyle karşılaştırmak suretiyle incelenmiştir. 

 

Çalışmanın Giriş Bölümünde araştırma problemi tanıtılarak, çalışmanın 

amacına ve önemine değinilerek çalışmanın sınırlılıklarına yer verilmektedir. Đkinci 

bölümde çeviri ve kültür tanımları, çeviri ve kültür arasındaki ilişki, kültürel çeviri, 

çeviri tarihi, modern çeviri kuramları ve yaklaşımları, çeviri türleri ve çeviride 

karşılaşılan sorunlar, Đngilizce öğretiminde kültürün yeri ile birlikte sunulmaktadır. 

Üçüncü bölüm araştırma modeli, veri toplanması ve toplanan verinin 

değerlendirilmesi ve yorumlanmasını içermektedir. Dördüncü bölümde, bulgular 

tartışılmakta ve öneriler sunulmaktadır. Son bölümde ise, çalışmanın özeti ve sonuç 

bölümü yer almaktadır. 

 

Anahtar Kelimeler: Çeviri, Kültür, Kültür Aktarımı, Çeviri Kuramları 
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Title :  Cultural Transfer Through Translation: The Evaluation of Virginia Woolf’s  

   Short Stories 

 

Author: Özge ĐŞBECER 
 
 

ABSTRACT 
 

In today’s modern world, translation is an activity of great importance. With 

the increasing relationship between the nations and the societies, translation has 

become a means of communication among different cultures. Therefore, the aim of 

this study is to find out to what extent translation is an intercultural tool and to 

evaluate the culture transmitter role of translation in English Language Teaching by 

identifying the cultural elements transferred through translation in the short stories of 

Virginia Woolf. So as to determine the culturally foreign units, Woolf’s eight short 

stories which have the most outstanding cultural elements have been analyzed 

through extensive reading and comparing the original texts with the Turkish 

translations.   

 

In the Introduction part, the problem; the purpose, the significance and the 

limitations of the study are presented. In the second chapter, definition of translation 

and culture, the relationship between culture and translation, cultural translation, 

history of translation, contemporary translation theories and approaches, types of 

translation, and specific problems of translation are presented as well as practicing 

culture in ELT. The third chapter includes research model, data collection and 

analysis, and the interpretation of the data. In the fourth chapter, the discussion on 

the findings and suggestions related to these findings are provided together with the 

limitations of the study. The last chapter presents the summary and conclusion of the 

study.  

 

Key words: Translation, Culture, Cultural Transfer, Translation Theories. 
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CHAPTER I 

 

INTRODUCTION 

 

1.1. Background of the Study 
 

Since the earlier periods of history, people have had an interest in translation 

either oral or written. With the development of communicational eases, such as 

computers and teleconferencing systems, the intercultural interaction between the 

nations is increasing day by day. The fact that nations are in need of learning about 

other nations and cultures brings the idea that the importance of translation cannot be 

neglected.  

 

The question whether translation can be thought separately from culture is 

regarded as the core of many studies. Naturally, the results of these studies have 

shown that there is a reciprocal relationship between translation and culture. Alvares 

and Vidal (cited in Riccardi, 2003: 87) explain the relationship between culture and 

translation as not a production of one text equivalent to another, rather a complex 

process of rewriting running parallel to the overall view of language and influences 

of power between one culture and another.  

 

The study of translation, an interdisciplinary field known as Translation 

Studies, has also developed enormously in the past twenty years. It interfaces with a 

wide range of disciplines from linguistics and modern languages to Cultural Studies. 

With an increasing interest of culture in translation, a great number of people in 

various countries are engaged in the subject and many scholars and translators beat 

their brains out on the questions: how culture is transferred through translation? 

Should culture be transferred, if so, in which ways? To what extent should culture be 

transferred? If the culture is tried to be transmitted through translation, does this 

distort the translation of the text or does it contribute to the translation process? 



2 
 

 

In this study, it is attempted to evaluate eight short stories of Virginia Woolf 

whose short stories are great examples in terms of depicting culture-specific items. 

The stories are translated by Alev Bulut and are published by Đmge Kitabevi in the 

book “Pazartesi ya da Salı” in 1992. After the analysis of the original texts and 

Turkish translations of these texts, the cultural items transferred through translation 

are categorized. The findings obtained from the analysis of the short stories have 

presented a micro study as to the transfer of the cultural knowledge through 

translation. 

 

Lastly, since the language of the thesis is English, Turkish texts in the 

citations used are translated into English by me and the original texts are given in the 

notes section at the end of the thesis.  

 

1.2. Statement of the Problem  
 

Since culture and translation are an inseparable pair, the relationship 

between the phenomena should be well understood and the process of translation 

should not be tackled without the culture issue.  

 

In this study, the research has been carried out on the eight short stories of 

Woolf to discuss whether there exist translation problems while dealing with cultural 

issues in short stories and to evaluate cultural conveyor role of translation in English 

Language Teaching. 

 

1.3. Purpose of the Study  
 

This study aims to describe how cultural points were conveyed from source 

text into target culture through translation and to find out to what extent translation 

is an intercultural tool in English Language Teaching. The sample source texts were 

chosen among Virginia Woolf stories, and their Turkish translations were analyzed 
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keeping the idea in mind that whether there is any translator contribution to the 

Turkish translations of the stories. 

 

1.4. Significance of the Study 
 

One language cannot express the meanings of another; instead, there is a 

distinction between the meanings built in and the meanings that must be captured and 

expressed. In this sense, different languages predispose their speakers to think 

differently, by directing their attention to different aspects of the environment.  

 

Translation is therefore not simply a matter of seeking other words with 

similar meaning but of finding appropriate ways of saying things in another 

language. Different languages, then, may use different linguistic forms. But these 

forms are only one of the aspects of the difference between the two language 

systems. 

 

The cultural implications for translation may take several forms ranging 

from lexical content and syntax to ideologies and ways of life in a given culture. The 

translator also has to decide on the importance to certain cultural aspects and to what 

extent it is necessary or desirable to translate them into the TL. 

 

This study, by identifying the cultural elements transmitted through the 

Turkish translations of Virginia Woolf’s eight short stories regarding the role of the 

translator and with the perspective of contemporary translation theories, offers a new 

look in the translational criticism and this study may provide significant 

contributions for the students and instructors of translation courses while evaluating 

and translating literary texts. 
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1.5. Assumptions 
 

In this study it is assumed that; the findings of translational criticism in this 

study will provide significant contributions for the students and instructors of 

translation while analyzing literary translations. 

 

1.6. Restrictions 
 

1. This analysis in this study is restricted to Turkish translations of Virginia 

Woolf’s eight short stories;  “A Haunted House”, “An Unwritten Novel”, “The 

String Quartet”, “The Mark on the Wall”, “The New Dress”, “Lappin and 

Lappinova”, “The Duchess and the Jeweller”, and “Moments of Being”, which are 

translated by Alev Bulut from the original book named “A Haunted House and Other 

Short Stories” and published by Đmge Kitabevi in April 1992. 

 

2. The stories chosen were analyzed not randomly but according to the 

cultural categories stated in CEF (2000:102). The categories in CEF are adapted 

since they depict a general framework for the cultural component of a society and an 

adaptation is carried out since the stories chosen required such an adaptation since 

some cultural elements in the stories cannot be put under any categories stated in 

CEF. An adapted version of CEF cultural categories is as follows: 1.Everyday 

Living, 2.Living Conditions, 3.Interpersonal Relations, 4.Values, Beliefs and 

Attitudes, 5.Literature, 6.Ritual Behaviour, 7.Appearance and Clothing, 

8.Information about Country, 9.Multiculturalism  

 

3. This thesis study will deal with only one author (Virginia Woolf) and her 

works. 
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1.7. Concepts 
 

Translation: Translation is the action of interpretation of the meaning of a 

text, and subsequent production of an equivalent text, also called a translation, that 

communicates the same message in another language 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Translation). 

 

Translation Studies: Translation studies is the branch of the humanities 

dealing with the systematic, interdisciplinary study of the theory, the description and 

the application of translation, interpreting or both these activities 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Translation_studies). 

 

Cultural Translation: Cultural translation is a concept used in cultural 

studies to denote the process of transformation, linguistic or otherwise, in a given 

culture (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cultural_translation). 

 

Polysystem Theory: Itamar Even-Zohar’s integral contribution is 

internationally known under the umbrella of Polysystem theory and the theory of 

Cultural repertoires, which gave rise to a line of research areas 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Itamar_Even-Zohar). 

 

Target-oriented Approach: Target-oriented approach majors on the text of 

translation and target literature system (Egel, 1999: 17)1. 

 

Skopos Theory: Skopos theory lies within the realm of the Functional 

Linguistic approach to translation theory, that originated in Germany during the 

1970s and 1980 (http://www.translationdirectory.com/articles/article1542.php). 
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Translation Criticism: Translation criticism is an essential link between 

translation theory and its practice, because it painlessly improves the competence as 

a translator, expands the knowledge and understanding of his own and foreign 

language and helps to sort out the ideas about translation (http://www.myg-

traducciones.com.ar/translation-criticism.asp).  

 

Short Story: The short story is a literary genre of fictional, prose narrative 

that tends to be more concise and "to the point" than longer works of fiction such as 

novellas (in the modern sense of the term) and novels 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Short_story). 

 
 
 
1.8. Abbreviations 
 

ST: Source text 

TT: Target text 

SL: Source language 

TL: Target language 

PT: Polysystem Theory  

TOA: Target-oriented Approaches 

SkT: Skopos Theory  

CEF: Common European Framework 

ELT: English Language Teaching 
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CHAPTER II 

 

LITERATURE REVIEW  

 

In today’s world which is gradually becoming a global village, the 

importance of translation cannot be neglected. With the help of the developments in 

communication devices, nearly all of the nations on the world can interculturally 

interact with each other. Translation has an important role and aim for a society’s not 

withdrawing into its shell and feeling alienated.  

 

Beyond that translation helps individuals to learn about other cultures and to 

compare these cultures with theirs. More importantly, people can perceive the world 

with a different understanding via the “culture phenomenon”. 

 

2.1. Definition of Translation 
 

Throughout the history, many scholars and theorists have defined the term 

“translation”. Although their perspectives on the subject were different, each of them 

added a new dimension to the translation phenomenon.  

 

Venti (1997:17) defines translation as a process by which the chain of 

signifiers that constitutes the source-language text is replaced by a chain of signifiers 

in the target language which the translator provides on the strength of an 

interpretation. Derrida defines translation as a differential and deferred entity which 

never represents an original entity due to the different relations among signifiers 

along an endless chain (cited in Venti; 1997:17). 

 

According to Larson (1998: 3), translation is in fact a change of form in the 

surface structure which can be in the form of actual words, phrases, clauses, 



8 
 

 

sentences, paragraphs, etc.  In translation the form of the source language is replaced 

by the form of the target language. 

 

Newmark (1998: 5) explains translation as rendering the meaning of a text 

into another language in the way that author intended the text. It may be thought so 

simple, but this can only be achieved if one has the ability to tell something in one 

language as in another. On the other hand, it may be considered as confusing and 

counterfeit because you are pretending as if someone else you are not by using 

another language. 

 

According to Duff (1989) translation is a communicative activity with a 

rightful place in the framework of a communicative approach in foreign language 

teaching.  

 

Snell-Hornby defines translation as an operation that presents and makes the 

unfamiliarity of the alienated and different ways of thinking of different languages 

and cultures comprehensible (1995: 19). 

 

R. Kloepfer (cited in Snell, 1995:20) defines translation as making the 

unknown apprehensible with the known. Also, according to Wills (1992:18) 

translation is the transfer of a text in one language into another in a deliberate, 

planned and controlled way by bridging over different languages and cultures. 

 

If a general dictionary is searched for the term “translation”, it means: 

 
(n) 1. the act or an instance of translating 2. a written or spoken 

expression of the meaning of a word, speech or book, etc, in 

another language (http://oxforddictionaries.com) 
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As noted in the dictionary definition, while the first explanation aims at the 

role of the translator in taking the original or source text (ST) and turning it into a 

text in another language (the target text, TT), the second explanation focuses on the 

concrete translation product produced by the translator.  

 

This distinction is specified by the definition in the Dictionary of 

Translation Studies (Shuttleworth and Cowie 1997: 181) as follows: 

 

“Translation: An incredibly broad notion which can be understood 

in many different ways. For example, one may talk of translation as 

a process or a product, and identify such sub-types as literary 

translation, technical translation, subtitling and machine 

translation; moreover, while more typically it just refers to the 

transfer of written texts, the term sometimes also includes 

interpreting.” 

 
 

With this final definition, new variables such as audiovisual translation-

reading a written product together with an image on screen- which has been created 

in the recent decades and the machine translation which is a sign that translation is no 

longer the uphold of human translator are added to the definition. More 

professionally, it is a process and product that brings the power of computers and the 

human’s ability to examine and determine the suitable forms in the other language. 

 

The arguments stated above consider translation to be a process. This 

process has been achieved in the diagram of Larson (1984: 4). 
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Figure 1: Translation Process 

 

Whatever the definition is given related to the term translation, they have all 

looked into the phenomenon with a different perspective and throughout the 

centuries in one way or another translation has been one of the issues people are 

curious about.  

 
 
2.2. Translation Theories 
 

Both commercial and literary, translation is an activity that is growing in 

today’s globalized world. Throughout the history, many scholars have contributed 

greatly to the translation becoming such a multidimensional phenomenon.  

 
 
2.2.1. History of Translation 
 

In its widest sense, translation includes the transformation of the objects into 

sounds, written symbols, pictures and dance in nature. The history of written 

translation started with the translation of “Odyssey” by Livius Andronicus around 

240 B.C. In the West, the first studies of translation coincide with the Roman people 

starting to deal with the Greek texts dating from 300 B.C. From that time many 

theories and methods have been produced by the scholars involved in translation 

studies (Opperman, 1992: 56).  
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The place, role and function of translation have varied throughout the 

centuries. The first scholars who have examined word-for-word or sense-for-sense 

translation were Cicero and Horace, in order to develop the richness of the native 

languages. Consequently, sense-for-sense translation was highly accepted in 

explaining the meanings of a text better than literal translations. That is, the 

interpreting role of the translator has been created 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Translation). 

 

With the emergence of Christianity, Bible translations began to spread in 

Western Europe. These studies introduced the ‘question of style’ which is an 

important consideration. The role of translation changed in 15th century by gaining a 

new dimension which is the formulation theories for translation studies (Bassnett-

McGuire, 1980:45).  

 

In the 17th and 18th centuries, during the Renaissance, the theories prospered 

and as the first rule of Poetics, the ‘imitation’ idea of translation was accepted. As a 

result, increasing amount of translated classical texts raised the question of nature 

and essence of the works to be translated. At this point, Dryden (1680) cleared these 

confusions by putting three categories of translation “metaphrase, paraphrase and 

imitation” (cited in Venuti, 2004: 38). 

 

However, the minds of the theorists had still been occupied with the 

problem of recreating the main spirit or nature of the translated works. In the 19th 

century theorists began to refuse the idea of imitation and turned their faces to the 

process of imagination as a recreational act. The creative power of the translator was 

highlighted. This led to the change of definition of the translation as a more creative 

process than a mechanical act. For that reason, the creative role of the translator was 

emphasized in this century more than in any other centuries (Newmark, 1981:38).  
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At that point a new problem rose: how were the meanings related to the 

different cultures transferred from one language to another?  An answer to this 

problem was –as a translator- focusing primarily on the source language and 

examining it as closely as possible. In this way, the primary focus would be the direct 

communication of meanings in the source language and their cultural dimensions.  

 

In the 20th century, by the advent of linguistic theories concerning language 

brought more complicated theoretical issues which highly contributed to the 

development of translation studies. The main trends in translation theory during this 

period were originated from German literary and philosophical traditions. The 

language is assumed not so much communicative as essential in its depict of thought 

and reality and for that reason translation was considered as interpretation which 

renovate and transforms the foreign text. At the beginning of twentieth century, the 

ideas of the previous century such as treating translation as a creative force were re-

evaluated; and experiments with literary form were highly valued for the refreshment 

of the culture. Theoretical speculation and formal innovation were under the focus of 

translation studies in this period (Venuti, 2004: 72). 

 

During 1940s and 1950s the theory of translation was dominated by the 

essential issue of ‘translatability’. Prominent figures in philosophy, literary criticism 

and linguistics considered whether translation can reunite the differences that 

separate languages and cultures. In this period, the deterrents of translation were 

stated clearly and the ideas were shaped by the disciplinary trends varying between 

philosophical skepticism and practical optimism (Venti: 1997). 

 

1960s and 1970s were the periods when ‘equivalence’ was the controlling 

concept for most of the translation theories. By establishing a relationship of identity 

and similarity with it, translating was widely considered as a process of 

communicating the foreign text. Mounin (cited in Venuti 2004:147) argues that 

“equivalence is based on ‘universals of language and culture” questioning the notions 

of relativity that made translation impossible in previous decades. At the same time, 
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not only analytical tools but also standard to evaluate literature on equivalence are 

aimed to provide. During the 1970s, Itamar Even Zohar and Gideon Toury set out 

from the assumption that literary translations are facts of the target system. They 

theorize literature as a ‘polysystem’ of interrelated forms and canons that constitute 

‘norms’ constraining the translator’s choices and strategies (Venuti 2004: 149). 

 

1980s was the decade which opened with the emergence of translation 

studies, overlapping with many other fields of science such as linguistics, literary 

criticism and philosophy as a separate discipline. Translation was known to assert its 

own procedures of indication of different linguistic and cultural contexts. In the mid 

1980s, feminist and postcolonical theorists have given a lesson about being careful 

about trusting our intuitions or capture of cultural knowledge and cultural 

differences. In the late 1980s and 1990s several new trends in culturally oriented 

translation widened and took the place of descriptive translation studies to some 

extent (Robinson, 1999: 233).  

 

The growth of translation studies as a separate discipline was a success story 

of the 1980s. In many parts of the world, the subject was developed and was 

obviously destined to continue developing as well as in the 21st century. Translation 

studies brought together work in a variety of fields including linguistics, literary 

study, history, anthropology, psychology and economics (Venti, 1997: vii). 

 

In the light of historical change of the translation studies, it can be 

concluded that the interest in translation had started earlier in the history. Although, 

the emergence of religious texts, mainly Bible, was focusing on more strict type of 

translation, this strictness took the form of ‘imitation in the 17th and 18th centuries. In 

this way, translations of literary texts became popular, which started to raise the 

question of artistry. In the 19th century, translators began to consider the process of 

imagination, and this brought a new dimension to translation studies. At the end of 

the nineteens’ a huge interest was rose related to the culture. Scholars and translator 

have recognized the culture factor and that translation cannot be realized without 
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cultural awareness. In this sense, the conclusion can be drawn related to the fact that 

translation and culture are closely related with each other; for that reason translation 

performed without caring the culture phenomenon becomes ineffective and 

awkward, most of the time. 

 

2.2.2. Contemporary Translation Theories  
 

Together with the greater need for and diffusion of translation at all levels of 

economic, cultural and social life; translations and their study have been the object of 

uninterrupted scholarly investigation since the mid-twentieth century. In the past, 

most translation studies or theories were the result of translators’ reflections on their 

own activity, which was not a result of a systematic research on the topic. 

 

Contemporary translation discourses have focused on two main, sometimes 

contrasting approaches. On the one hand, there was the linguistic approach to 

translation dominating the 1950s and 1960s which then shifted towards function-and 

culture-oriented approaches in the 1970s and 1980s while, on the other research has 

followed a more traditionally literary approach.  

 

2.2.2.1. The Polysystem Theory 
 

Polysystem Theory (PT) was suggested in 1969 and 1970, sub-sequently 

reformulated and developed in a number of later studies and improved, then shared, 

advanced, enlarged, and experimented with by a number of scholars in various 

countries. But, its foundations had already been solidly laid by Russian Formalism in 

the 1920s (http://www.translationdirectory.com/articles/article1320.php). 

 

Even-Zohar (1978) states that translation plays an important role in the 

formation of national cultures and literary translation should be studied as a separate 

literary system (cited in Ertan: 2005:1). 
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In PT, a literary work is not studied in isolation but as part of a literary 

system. In other words literature is a part of social, cultural, literary and historical 

framework. A literary system can influence other ones. It's to say, the translated 

literature which is being imported to a country can influence the native writings 

(Even-Zohar, 1997:18). 

 

In support of this argument, Even-Zohar (1997) also states that the most 

important pre-requisites of the development of Translation Studies are the careful 

investigation of culture and polysystem; and the translation studies should not be 

limited with linguistic and literary theories. 

 

Another requirement needed by Even-Zohar (1997: 17) is creating a 

‘cultural repertoire’ which can be achieved in two ways: adoption and transfer, which 

are not free from each other. 

 

Yazıcı (2005: 129) states that:  

 

“This theory has shed light on the theories put forward after it in 

three ways. One of them is the interest related to descriptive studies 

has risen. On the other hand, the focus of investigation of translation 

studies has changed from source text and literature to target text and 

literature. Last of all; it has played a mediation role by analyzing 

translation studies in a dynamic system.”2 

 

Above all, the principal contribution of this theory by Even-Zohar to the 

translation studies is bringing the concept of “system” in this discipline and being a 

pioneer in making it a general theory.  
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Figure 2: Polysystem Process 
 

2.2.2.2. Target-oriented Approaches 
 

Target-Oriented Approaches (TOA) major mainly on the text of translation 

and target literature system. Until these approaches have been put forward, most of 

the translation theories were source-text oriented or source language oriented.  

 

According to Gideon Toury, the relation between source text and target text 

is called “equivalence” because translation is a linguistic text which has equivalence 

in another language. The translation of a literary text may be literary or not because 

in order for a text to be a literary translation the source text should be coded as a 

literature system equivalent to the linguistic code of the target language. Similarly, a 

text which is not a piece of literature can find a place in target literature system as a 

text of literature (1980: 7). 
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TOA starts by questioning what exists in the target language. According to 

this approach, there are two types of equivalence: 1) Theoretical: ideal connections, 

2) Descriptive: concrete connections between concrete products. (Egel, 1999: 19)3. In 

the source text oriented theories if target text does not reflect the characteristics of 

source text, then this may not be considered as a translation, moreover, the 

translation is unfavourable or does not reach its aim.  

 

“Inspired by Even-Zohar’s Polysystem Theory, Toury states that the 

translated texts have a place and function in a literary polysystem related to target 

literature and their relations with source text and literature in the target literature” 

(Yazıcı, 2005: 130).4. Although translated texts which are placed in target literature 

remain away from the center for a while in the target literature system, they may find 

a central position after a while when the dynamic structure of target literature is 

considered.  

 

Toury supports the idea of “product and process”, in other words, 

“functional” research in translation studies (1985: 21). In short, while consolidating 

its theory scientifically by using “descriptive and explanatory” method, he takes the 

initiative of its theory being a “complete” and “general” one (Bengi-Öner, 1992: 

18)5. 

 

As was stated, TOA, developed by Toury by taking Even-Zohar’s 

Polysystem Theory as a basis, provides a wider perspective to the researchers and 

linguists in their endless search in translation studies. 

 

2.2.2.3. Skopos Theory 
 

Suggested for the first time by Hans J. Vermeer in 1978, Skopos Theory 

(SkT) follows in the footsteps of Katharina Reiss’ work which moves the concept of 
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“equivalence” away from the micro-level of the word or sentence to that of the 

macro textual level, in which translation options for different text types are proposed 

(Munday, 2001: 73-76). 

 

The basic rules of the SkT as laid down by Vermeer and Reiss (Munday, 

2001: 79) are: 

 
1) The final version of the TT is determined by its skopos and the role it will 

play in the target culture. 

2) The role of the ST in the source culture may be different to the role of the 

TT in the target culture. 

3) The TT must take into account the receiver’s situation and background 

knowledge – it must be “internally coherent”. 

4) The TT must be faithful to the ST – “coherent with the ST”. Here the 

translator is the key, as the information provided by the ST must be 

determined, interpreted and relayed to the target audience. 

5) These rules are in order of importance, so skopos has the prime position.  

 

According to this theory, the most important factor determining the 

translation of the source text is that while transferring a text into a target language a 

translator can take decisions by changing the text according to not necessarily the 

source text but to its aim. For that reason, SkT is considered as target-oriented 

translation theory.  

 

The most distinctive feature of SkT among text-oriented theories is that it 

gives importance to the reader and the translator, which affects the translation 

process. The translator or the ones who demand the translation take some decision 

related to the realization of the aim/function by considering the target reader group. 

Similarly, a critic who will evaluate a translated text should determine the decisions 

taken by the translator before the translation process and then examine the 

consistency of these decisions and the product of translation (Yücel, 2007: 52). 
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Having looked the theories Polysystem Theory, Skopos Theory and Target-

oriented Approaches related to the translation studies, it may be stated that historical, 

cultural and social conditions which affect the translation are in the forefront in all 

theories and approaches. This leads to descriptive approach’s dominating on 

translation criticism. 

 

What is supported in all is not the error resolution; the reason for that is that 

the underlying idea of target-oriented translation approaches is the differences of the 

translated text from the source text, but the reasons that lead to these differences. 

 

While Skopos Theory tries to explain these differences related to the aim of 

the translation, the other two descriptive theories consider the function of translated 

texts which they have in the target culture. 

 

Presenting an objective approach to the criticism of translation necessitates 

the consideration of some procedures containing both source text and target text. 

Various criticism models that have been put forward translation theorists till the 

middle of the twentieth century could only provide a restricted approach since they 

focused only on the linguistic indicators of the source text. For that reason, they 

could not go beyond ‘error hunting’ (Yücel, 2005: 129). 

 

However with the target text’s taking the stage in translation criticism like 

in translation theories, the functional features of the texts start to gain importance. In 

this context, the factors, different from the text, such as translator, cultural structure 

and differences have shown that translation criticism is really a complicated 

phenomenon.  
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2.3. Culture and Translation 
 

Although the definition of culture is always thought to have been beyond 

the scope of translation theory, the trials that have been made by many linguists 

mainly contributed to the studies of translation.  

 

2.3.1. Culture  
 

When all the definitions made till today are closely examined, one thing 

clearly stands out; that is, there is a close link between the languages and the cultures 

in which languages are born and kept. This link can be likened to a shining coin with 

two sides: on one side the culture gleams and on the other side the language that 

reflects the culture gleaming on the other side glitters brightly. 

 

Teppermann et al. (1994:1) defines culture as a humanly created 

environment for all our thoughts and actions. In the light of this definition, it can be 

mentioned that this is a common thing shared by all humans distinguishing us from 

the other creatures. Additionally, it is possible to talk about a particular time or group 

of people such as Roman culture or British culture.  

 

Together with the observable signs of culture such as art, literature, customs 

and everyday life belonging to a group of people; culture has also unobservable sides 

like beliefs, values, norms, and attitudes. The New Encyclopedia Britannica offers a 

definition of culture combining these two aspects of culture (1991: 874): 

 

“…behaviour peculiar to Homo sapiens, together with material 

objects used as an integral part of this behaviour; specifically 

culture consists of language, ideas, beliefs, customs, codes, 

institutions, tools, techniques, works of art, rituals, ceremonies, and 

so on.” 
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The Collins Cobuild English Dictionary (1998: 399) has a long list of the 

definitions on culture. Two of them are, 1. A particular society or civilization 

especially considered in relation to its beliefs, way of life or art 2. The ≈ of a 

particular organization or group consists of the habits of the people in it and the way 

they generally behave.  

 

On the other hand, The Cambridge Advanced Learner’s Dictionary (2008: 

341) defines culture as “the way of life, especially the general customs and beliefs, of 

a particular group of people at a particular time.”  

 

It is an undeniable fact that the world is becoming a global village and the 

curiosity about other cultures is also growing. In this sense, translation gains an 

unavoidable importance since most translations are aimed to serve as a substitute for 

original texts serving them to the people who cannot read the language in its original 

language. Robinson (1999: 224) states that “Instead of looking for differentiated or 

distilled cultural essences, it could be fruitful to look at translations themselves in 

order to see what they have to say about cultural frontiers.”  

 

In the light of the definitions made above, that a translator, at least, has to be 

knowledgeable with are customs, traditional ceremonies, clothing, food, architecture, 

history, geography, literature, music, arts, family and social relationships, politics, 

economics and sense of humor;  in short both visible and invisible sides of culture. 

 

Since there is a close relation between culture and translation, the latter 

cannot be thought without cultural transfer. For instance, translation without 

considering different cultural features would be mechanical and most of the time 

awkward, similarly, different cultures need translation to interact with each other and 

become richer.  
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Alvarez and Vidal, (cited in Riccardi, 2003: 87) depict the relationship of 

culture and translation as follows: 

 

“it is not the production of one text equivalent to another text 

but rather a complex process of rewriting that runs parallel to 

the overall view of language and of the other people have 

throughout the history and to the influences and the balance of 

power that exist between one culture and another.”  

 

According to this definition and the ones previously stated, it is expressed 

that culture and translation is an inseparable couple. Apart from this perspective, 

Newmark (1998: 94) brings a new perspective by defining culture as the way of life 

and its manifestations that are peculiar to a community that uses a particular 

language as its means of expression. 

 

More specifically, he distinguishes ‘cultural’ from ‘universal’ and ‘personal’ 

language. For example ‘die’, ‘swim’, ‘star’ and even almost virtually extensive 

objects like ‘mirror’ and ‘table’ are universals, and usually there occurs no 

translation problem accordingly. However, ‘Monsoon’, ‘steppe’, ‘dacha’, ‘tagliatelle’ 

are cultural words. Unless there is cultural overlap between the source and the target 

language (and its readership), there will be a translation problem. Universal words 

such as ‘breakfast’, ‘embrace’, and ‘pile’ often cover the universal function, but not 

the cultural description of the referent (Newmark, 1998: 94). 

 

Distinguishing ‘cultural’ form ‘universal’ and ‘personal’, Nida (cited in 

Newmark, 1998: 95) categorizes culture and gives some examples to them: 

 

1. Ecology: 

e.g: Flora, fauna, winds, plains, hills: e.g: honeysuckle, sirocco, tundra, 

plateau, savanna 



23 
 

 

2. Material culture (artifacts) 

a) Food: e.g: zabaglione, sake 

b) Clothes: e.g: anorak, kanga (Africa), sarong (South Seas) 

c) Houses and Towns: e.g: kampong, bourg, chalet, tower 

d) Transport: e.g: bike, rickshaw, cabriolet, tilbury 

3. Social Culture- work and leisure 

e.g: ajah, amah, reggae, rock 

4. Organizations, customs, activities, procedures, concepts 

 a) Political and administrative 

 b) Religious: e.g: dharma, karma, temple 

 c) Artistic 

5. Gestures and habits e.g: cock a snook, spitting 

 

When a particular topic (this is usually called ‘cultural focus’) is focused by 

a community of speech, there exists an excess of production of words in order to 

design the special language, that is terminology - the English on sport, notably the 

crazy cricket words (‘a maiden over’, ‘silly mid-on’, ‘howzzat’), the French on wines 

and cheese, the Germans on sausages, Spaniards on bull-fighting, Arabs on camels, 

Eskimos, notoriously on snow, English and French on sex. As Newmark states 

(1998: 94) “Frequently where there is a cultural focus, there is a translation problem 

due to the cultural ‘gap’ or ‘distance’ between the source and target languages.” 

 

Having similar concerns like many scholars, Common European Framework 

(CEF) (2000:102) puts forward a categorization of socio-cultural knowledge: 

 

1. Everyday living, e.g.: 

• food and drink, meal times, table manners; 

• public holidays; 

• working hours and practices; 

• leisure activities (hobbies, sports, reading habits, media). 
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2. Living conditions, e.g.: 

• living standards (with regional, class and ethnic variations); 

• housing conditions; 

• welfare arrangements. 

 

3. Interpersonal relations (including relations of power and solidarity) e.g.              

with respect to: 

• class structure of society and relations between classes; 

• relations between sexes (gender, intimacy); 

• family structures and relations; 

• relations between generations; 

• relations in work situations; 

• relations between public and police, officials, etc.; 

• race and community relations; 

• relations among political and religious groupings. 

 

4. Values, beliefs and attitudes in relation to such factors as: 

• social class; 

• occupational groups (academic, management, public service, skilled    

and manual workforces); 

• wealth (income and inherited); 

• regional cultures; 

• security; 

• institutions; 

• tradition and social change; 

• history, especially iconic historical personages and events; 

• minorities (ethnic, religious); 

• national identity; 

• foreign countries, states, peoples; 

• politics; 

• arts (music, visual arts, literature, drama, popular music and song); 

• religion; 
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• humour. 

 

5. Body language: Knowledge of the conventions governing such 

behaviour form part of the user/learner’s sociocultural competence. 

 

6. Social conventions, e.g. with regard to giving and receiving hospitality, 

such as: 

• punctuality; 

• presents; 

• dress; 

• refreshments, drinks, meals; 

• behavioural and conversational conventions and taboos; 

• length of stay; 

• leave-taking. 

 

7. Ritual behaviour in such areas as: 

• religious observances and rites; 

• birth, marriage, death; 

• audience and spectator behaviour at public performances and 

ceremonies; 

• celebrations, festivals, dances, discos, etc. 

 

With this categorization CEF makes a classification of how culture can be 

put under different classes. Similar to Nida’s categorization, CEF’s classification has 

both visible and invisible categories related to the culture of one country.  

 

The relationship among culture, language and perception is somewhat like 

the chicken-egg question: “Which comes first?” The way people perceive the world 

is closely attached to the language and of course language cannot be thought out of 

its particular culture. Languages and translation in this sense is a way of presenting 
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different cultures’ ideas both within the same community and of exchanging ideas 

with the others.  

 

No two languages are sufficiently similar to depict the same social reality. 

These languages belong to different worlds and societies, sometimes not merely the 

same world labeled differently. However, the fact that a language does not have the 

same range of words for particular distinctions as another language does not mean 

they do not value those things as much. This distinction also does not show that one 

culture is superior or inferior to the other. Each and every culture has its own 

characteristics and a way of expressing itself. 

 

Accordingly Edward Sapir (cited in Newmark, 1998: 94) claims that 

language is a guide to social reality and that human beings are at the mercy of the 

language that he has become the medium of expression for their society. Experience 

is largely determined by the language habits of the community and each separate 

structure represents a separate reality. 

 

Keeping all the definitions of culture and translation, and also their 

relationship in mind, it can be stated that culture is the mirror of one society and a 

translator who wants to reflect the features of a society through translating a text 

belonging to that society, he or she should be very meticulous about adding the 

‘culture’ dimension to the translated texts.  

 

2.3.2 Cultural Translation 
 

Cultural translation is a concept used in cultural studies to denote the 

process of transformation, linguistic or otherwise, in a given culture. The concept 

uses linguistic translation as a tool or metaphor in analyzing the nature of 

transformation in cultures. For example, ethnography is considered a translated 
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narrative of an abstract living culture 

(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Translation_studies). 

 

Translation, involving the transposition of thoughts expressed in one 

language by one social group into the appropriate expression of another group, 

entails a process of cultural de-coding, re-coding and en-coding. As cultures are 

increasingly brought into greater contact with one another, multicultural 

considerations are brought to bear to an ever-increasing degree (Karamanian, 2002: 

1). Concordantly, while translating, expressions related to one society should be well 

resolved and then put in the forms of target culture, of course without denying the 

cultural differences and their interaction with each other.  

 

Most ‘cultural’ words  are easy to detect, since they are associated with a 

particular language and cannot be literally translated, but many cultural customs are 

described in ordinary language (‘topping out a building’, ‘mud in your eye’), where 

literal translation would distort the meaning and a translation may include an 

appropriate descriptive-functional equivalent. Newmark states that “Cultural objects 

may be referred to by a relatively culture-free generic term or classifier plus the 

various additions in different cultures and you have to account for these additions 

which may appear in the course of the SL text” (1998: 95). While Newmark gives 

importance to cultural perspectives while conducting translation, many other 

professionals also greately contribute to the relationship between translation and 

culture by providing various definitions. 

 

According to Riccardi (2003: 86): 

 

“A text to be translated was originally written for people and 

readers of the same country. The translated text is well anchored 

in the target culture, and in transposing the original, the 

translator will often be confronted with culture-bound 

expressions or situations. The text to be interpreted is always 
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produced for a bilingual or even multilingual setting; cultural 

differences are not very marked and can be easily overcome 

because participants belong to an international community and 

have gathered to discuss common topics on a subject decided 

upon well in advance.” 

 

Caught between the need to capture the local color and the need to be 

understood by an audience outside the original cultural and linguistic situation, a 

translator must be aware of both cultures (Thriveni, 2002:1). For that reason, 

inadequacy in one of the cultures, either source or target culture, would turn the 

translation process and also product a simple, mode-to-mode type of translation. 

 

Cultural meanings are intricately woven into the texture of the language. 

The creative writer's ability to capture and project them is of primary importance for, 

and should be reflected in, the translated work. 

 

Since in translation ‘meaning’ is of particular importance, it follows that 

translation cannot be fully understood outside a cultural frame of reference. Those 

meanings are transmitted through translation, but if those meanings are transmitted 

without having necessary and needed cultural specialties of the target culture, some 

accidents may happen, for example if a translator translates the toothpaste company’s 

advertisement text as something like “if you use it, brighter teeth you will have”, he 

or she may have problems if the company sends its goods to some African countries 

whose people use a substance to darken their teeth, since their teeth are already the 

whitest around the world. In this context, the translator should have enough of 

knowledge of the target culture as well as its language.  

 

If an example of what is mentioned until here is desired to be given, one of 

the famous stories of Virginia Woolf, “Monday or Tuesday” can be given. In this 

story, the author uses culture specific elements such as “church, wheels (carriage), 

omnibuses, drinking tea, foggy weather”. A translator who will translate such kind of 
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short story should also be knowledgeable about the significance of these cultural 

elements together with the requisites of literary translation and an author like 

Virginia Woolf.  

 

2.4. Types of Translation 
 

Throughout the centuries, the main problem of translating has always been 

whether to translate literally or freely. The reason for the differences in the translated 

versions of the same source texts translated by two different translators, is actually 

there is not one correct translation of a given text.  A translator may stand 

somewhere on the continuum from literal translation to idiomatic translation.  

 

There are various aspects of the communication situation that may 

determine the choice of type of translation produced. However, whichever way a 

translator chooses, the main goal of him is to produce a translation that will be 

acceptable to the receptor language audience. 

 

According to Newmark (1998: 45) there are eight types of translation, 

which is put in a V diagram below: 

 
 
SL emphasis                                    TL emphasis 

Word-for-word translation      Adaptation 

 Literal translation     Free translation 

  Faithful translation   Idiomatic translation 

   Semantic translation / Communicative translation 

 
 

Figure 3: Types of Translation  

 



30 
 

 

Word-for-word translation:  The Source Language (SL) word order is preserved 

and the words translated by their most common meanings. Cultural words are 

translated literally. The main use of this type of translation is either to understand the 

mechanics of the source language or to explain a difficult text as pre-translation 

process. 

 

Literal Translation:  The SL grammatical constructions are converted to their 

nearest Target Language (TL) equivalents but the lexical items are again translated 

out of context. As a pre-translation process, it indicates the problems to be solved. 

 

Faithful Translation:  It attempts to reproduce the precise contextual meaning of the 

original within the constraints of the TL grammatical structures. It transfers cultural 

words and preserves the degree of grammatical and lexical deviation from SL norms. 

It attempts to be completely faithful to the intentions and the text-realization of the 

SL writer. 

 

Semantic Translation: It differs from faithful translation only in as far as it must 

take more account of the aesthetic value of the SL text, compromising on meaning 

where appropriate so that no assonance, word play or repetition jars in the finished 

version. It does not rely on cultural equivalence and makes very small concessions to 

the readership. While `faithful' translation is dogmatic, semantic translation is more 

flexible. 

 

Communicative Translation: It attempts to render the exact contextual meaning of 

the original in such a way that both language and content are readily acceptable and 

comprehensible to the readership. 

 

Idiomatic Translation:  It reproduces the message of the original but tends to distort 

nuances of meaning by preferring colloquialisms and idioms. 
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Free Translation: It reproduces the matter without the manner, or the content 

without the form of the original. Usually it is a paraphrase much longer than the 

original. 

 

Adaptation (Adaptive Translation):  This is the freest form of translation mainly 

used for plays and poetry: themes/ characters/ plots preserved, SL culture converted 

to TL culture and the text is rewritten. 

 

In the light of these distinctions it can be mentioned that the types of 

translation can either, traditionally, be ‘literal’ or ‘free’. While in semantic 

translation the emphasis is on the meaning, or on the author’s thought processes; 

communicative translation puts emphasis more on the message, reader, or utterance. 

On the other hand, in contrast with semantic translation, communicative translation is 

simpler, cleaner, more direct, more conforming to a particular register of language, 

however; semantic translation is more complex, detailed and concerning with the 

thought processes rather than the intention of the transmitter. 

 

Different from Newmark’s taxonomy, the Russo-American linguist Roman 

Jakobson (cited in Hatim and Munday, 2004: 5) makes a very important distinction 

between three types of written translation in his seminal paper ‘On Linguistic 

Aspects of Translation’. These are as follows: 

 

1. intralingual translation: translation within the same language, 

which can involve rewording and paraphrase 

2. interlingual translation: translation from one language to 

another  

3. intersemiotic translation: translation of the verbal sign by a non-

verbal sign, for example music or image. 
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With these three types of Jakobson’s, it is clear that there is a main problem 

in all three types, that is, while messages may serve as adequate interpretations of 

code units or messages, there is no full equivalence through translations.  Because 

complete equivalence (in the sense of synonym and sameness) cannot take place in 

any of his categories, all poetic art is therefore technically untranslatable.  

 

Catford (1978: 20) makes a broader distinction in terms of extent (Full 

vs.Partial Translation); levels (Total vs. Restricted Translation); and ranks of 

translation. Similar to the other classifications mentioned above, Catford’s 

categorization also deals with the transfer of the ST into TL in with different choices 

considering the aim and the audience. 

 

 With a different perspective, translation is also categorized by Snell and 

Crampton (1983: 109): 

 

a) Translation for pleasure  

b) Translation of promotional and instructional material 

c) Translation of advertising copy 

d) Translation of publicity and sales literature 

e) Translation of captions 

f) Translation of signs and notices 

g) Translation of instructional material 

h) Translation of instructions on forms 

i) Literary and book translation 

 

In short, different perspectives related to the categorization of translation 

have advantages such as; grouping the abstract knowledge in the field and also 

providing a useful tool in translation research, teaching translation and in the 

profession of translation. In this way, a homogeneous corpus for study may be 

created.  
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In the light of the explanations of different types of translation, what can be 

stated is that, after analyzing a text to be translated, a translator has to choose the 

most suitable type together with the aim and audience of that text according to his or 

her priorities. Considering each of the factors playing role in translation process into 

account, the translator tries to produce the most correctly translated version of a text 

by deciding on the most appropriate method that he or she will use while translating 

a text into another language. 

 

Among many text types, literary texts require a special care while 

translating, since they have some features such as imagery, irony, tone, characters 

and idioms. Moreover, these texts have an artistic quality, so the translator should 

also be careful about producing an equally accurate and artistic text in the target 

language. 

 

2.5. Literary Translation 
 

Different from other text types, literary texts have some features that 

distinguishes them from the other texts. First of all, there lies an artistic feature in the 

literary texts. This artistry is conveyed through idioms, metaphors, symbols and 

irony. The translator has to be aware of them and produce a new text which is as 

influential in the target language as it is in the source language. 

 

Considered as art texts; poem, novel, story, epic and drama necessitate a 

special attention to be paid in terms of form, style, sound, syntax and semantic while 

translating. Since literary language is different from any other type of texts, a 

different process has to be followed while translating them.  

 

Aksoy (1999:25) makes the point clear effectively with the following 

words:  
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“Literal translation, at the same time; reproduce the original style of 

the writer in the text. Here the style is used as the usage of the 

language for a special purpose in the text. Every writer and every 

text have their own specialties. Translator has to show styles that 

are signs of literary, the words that the writer has chosen and how 

these words change the meaning and what kind of symbols and irony 

has been used.” 

 
 

Translation is of course a rewriting of an original text. All rewritings, 

whatever their intention, reflects a certain ideology and a poetics and as such 

manipulate literature to function in a given society in a given way. Rewriting is 

manipulation, undertaken in the service of power, and in its positive aspect can help 

in the evolution of a literature and a society. 

 

Rewriting can introduce new concepts, new genres, new devices and the 

history of translation is the history also of literary innovation, of the shaping power 

of one culture upon another (Venti, 1997: vii). 

 

One of the main goals of literary translation is to initiate the target-language 

reader into the sensibilities of the source-language culture. The process of 

transmitting cultural elements through literary translation is a complicated and vital 

task. Culture is a complex collection of experiences which conditions daily life; it 

includes history, social structure, religion, traditional customs and everyday usage. 

This is difficult to comprehend completely. Especially in relation to a target 

language; one important question is whether the translation will have any readership 

at all, as the specific reality being portrayed is not quite familiar to the reader.  

 

Obviously, literary translation needs some privileges since preserving the 

artistic quality, the tone and elements of the original text and producing a text which 

is as effective in the target language as it is in the source culture is not a simple job.  
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Trying to bridge the gaps not only between source and target language but 

also between the corresponding elements that constitute their respective cultures and 

societies, one should always keep in mind that language of the literary text is far 

from the ordinary language. Having the intelligence and capability of feeling and 

understanding the literary text, a translator is not the one who is faithful and close to 

the original text but the one who is closed to mentality and thinking as well as to the 

experience of the writer (Aksoy: 2000:3). 

 

Among many literary texts which are more or less equally difficult to 

translate, the translation of fiction, in this context, short stories and novels, has a 

different place. Together with the concern to continue the artistic quality in the target 

culture, there is also a need to bridge the gaps between the source and the target 

culture. Since translation of fiction is different from non-literary texts, the translator 

should create the meaning of the original text together with examining the 

correspondents of all components that make a text literal such as metaphors, ironies, 

etc. 

 

2.5.1. Translation of Fiction 
 

Considered the second most difficult literary form to translate by many 

translators, fiction translation has a simpler structure than a poem and is easier to 

translate consequently.  

 

Belloc (cited in Bassnett-McGuire, 1980: 116) lays down six general rules 

for the translator of fiction text: 

 

1. The translator should not ‘plod on’, ‘word by word’ or ‘sentence by 

sentence’. 

2. The translator should render ‘idiom by idiom’ and idioms of their nature 

demand translation into another form that of original.  
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3. The translator must render ‘intention by intention’ bearing in mind that 

the intention of a phrase in one language may be less emphatic than the 

form of the phrase, or it may be more emphatic.  

4. The translator must be careful about les faux amis (bad friends); those 

words or structures that may appear to correspond in both SL and TL 

but actually do not 

5. The translator is advised to ‘transmute boldly’ and the essence of 

translating is the resurrection of an alien thing in a native body. 

6. The translator should never embellish. 

 

In the light of the six rules put forward by Belloc, it is obvious that there is a 

need for the translator to consider the prose text as a structured whole while keeping 

in mind also the stylistic and syntactical needs of the TL. Despite the challenges 

encountered in prose translation, the only way for a work of art to gain universality is 

translation, by means of which the gaps are bridged through the possibility of 

translation. 

 

A distinguished linguist and translation theorist Anton Popovic (cited in 

Aksoy, 2000:3) believes that the aim of the translation is to transfer certain 

intellectual and aesthetic values from one language to another. Obviously, this 

transfer is not conducted directly; on the contrary, there are difficulties along with it. 

In the translation process, there appears some loses yet, Popovic (cited in Aksoy, 

2000: 3) states that the act of translating is the most difficult and complex work of 

art. 

 

To put Popovic ideas in other words, it may be stated that literary and 

linguistic norms and conventions of both the source text and target text belong to, are 

encountered in the translation process. The changes that occur in the process of 

translation are determined by the different features of the two languages, the two 

authors, the two cultures.  
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At this point, the importance of ‘style’ must be underlined, since in order to 

understand the linguistic and semantic content of the original text; the style of this 

text should be analyzed and understood well by the translator. What is more, this 

study must be realized in the context of the literature and the literary conventions. 

 
  
2.6. Specific Problems of Translation 
 

The differences between SL and TL and the variations in their cultures turn 

the translation process into a real challenge. As a result, the problem of translatability 

or untranslatability becomes closely related to the nature of language, meaning and 

translation.  

 

Nord (1991:21) puts the problems encountered in four categories: 

 

1. Pragmatic problems: They refer to the fact that there may be differences 

between the situations in the source culture and the target culture. These 

differences include time, place, etc. The receiver’s lack of orientation may 

give birth to this kind of problems as well as text function.  

 

2. Linguistic problems: They arise from differences of structure in the 

vocabulary and syntax of the SL and TL which are “caused by an 

inadequate translation when the focus is on language structures. 

 

3. Cultural problems: They are the result of the differences in norms and 

conventions that guide verbal and non-verbal behavior in the two cultures 

involved as every culture has its own habits and convention. 

 

4. Text-specific problems: They are the one that cannot be included in any 

of the other three categories. They refer to specific situations of 

communication that are unique and depend on a certain context. 
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A common fallacy is to think that all human beings use some type of 

language to represent their thoughts and exchange ideas and they all talk about the 

same world of reality. For that reason, translating from one language into another 

should not be a difficult process, which is easy to be carried out. Because of the fact 

that the translators are always confronted with a number of problems some of whose 

reasons stated in the categorization above, they have to deal with them consciously, 

consistently and accurately.  

 

Since there is no one to one correspondence between two languages, the 

problem of translatability and untranslatability is one of the major concerns of the 

translators in the process of translation. While rendering texts, a translator may tackle 

with a number of problems caused by different ways. One of problems encountered 

may be the problem of the adequate comprehension of the original text with all its 

complexities. For that reason, a thorough survey of the original text should be 

conducted by the translator related to all characteristics of that text. In other word, 

the translator should decode the original text in a detailed way.  

 

In consistent with the first problem, another problem may be the 

inefficiency of the translator’s mastery of the target language. For that reason, it 

should be kept in mind that being a native speaker of a language is not enough to 

produce an equally well translated text.  

 

Another problem related to the problems of the translation can be the 

procedures undergone between the two stages, that is, the stage of comprehending 

the source language text and manipulation of the target language. The differences 

related to the lexical, syntactic, semantic, pragmatic and cultural perspectives 

between the two languages slow down or block the process of correct translation.  
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In other words, no matter what causes the problem, the translator should be 

careful about the problems that may be encountered and should act according to the 

different essences of both the source and the target language.  

 

2.7. Practicing Culture and Translation in ELT 
 

Among literary texts, fiction is one of the most popular ones that are widely 

translated. Since these texts have specific features such as style, tone, metaphor, 

irony; the translation of these special texts also requires an attentive care.  

 

When looked at translation from the teaching perspective, it can be 

concluded that translation is an effective way of teaching a foreign language. Despite 

an ongoing debate of the usage of translation in teaching and learning a foreign 

language, it is also widely agreed that the students find it easier to find 

correspondences between their native language and the language they are learning. 

This ease can, most of the time, be provided via translation activities, or sometimes 

comparing two versions of a text, both one in their own language and one in the 

target language. Moreover using literary texts in translation courses is another way of 

making students familiar with the target culture.  

 

The role of translation in foreign or second language education is still under 

debate. Although some translation scholars think that translation is a separate 

scientific discipline, and for that reason should be studied separately; other scientists 

and educators argue that utilizing translation in foreign or second language education 

is very helpful; moreover this belief continues to spread each day.  

 

Because of the continual rise in the international relations, it is very 

important to communicate through foreign languages. In this sense, knowing a 

foreign language has become a necessity no matter which occupational group a 
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person belongs to. For that reason, educators and scientists try to develop new 

approaches which are suitable to the needs of the century.  

 

In the language classroom whose aim is not to train professionals, learners 

are helped to develop their knowledge of English. In other words, it is a means to an 

end, not an end to be reached.   

 

Bantas (1989: 22) contributes to the idea by stating: 

 

“[Soon it] was understood that translation has so much to give that 

it should be a part of foreign language teaching. Decreasing mother 

tongue interference, clarifying problem points, explaining 

vocabulary more clearly are only a few of many benefits translation 

has to offer.” 

 

Contrary to common belief, translation can enhance focusing on meaning as 

well as raising the students’ awareness in terms of similarities and differences 

between learners’ L1 and L2. Atkinson (1993: 18) claims that translation makes 

learners concentrate on meaning, as opposed to mechanical grammar exercises which 

only focus on form. 

 

Besides when students perform translation activities they have to compare 

their native language with the foreign language. In this way, they become more 

aware of the differences between the two languages. 

 

Although it is a cognitively demanding process and which is believed to 

require a high level of proficiency, if properly designed translation activities can be 

successfully applied at all levels and ages.  
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According to Newmark (1991: 44):  

 

“Translation can contribute to language teaching regardless of the 

proficiency level of the students. In the early stages, it can be useful 

in terms of using class time economically, and of making 

explanations about grammar and vocabulary. In intermediate 

stages, it enables teachers to remediate student errors through 

translation activities.” 

 
 

He adds one dimension to his idea by stressing that at this stage translation 

might prove useful in terms of increasing students’ vocabulary in the target language. 

Finally, in advanced levels, translation into and from the target language can be 

introduced as a ‘fifth skill’, in which students make use of the four skills in the final 

and the most challenging skill since it requires an understanding of two different 

linguistic systems. 

 

According to Prodromou (2001:6), “the learner journeys back and forth 

within [the L1 and L2 cultures] in search of a ‘third place’ – in other words, the 

interaction between one culture and another.” 

 

Bilingual and second language educators most frequently conceive of 

culture in the categories of ideas, behaviors or products which are shared by 

members of a group. While behaviorists treat culture as observable actions or events, 

functionalists focus on the underlying structure or rules which govern and explain 

observable events.  

 

Various definitions of culture different theoretical concepts about what 

culture is and what should be studied in the quest for cultural understanding and the 

most suitable methodology. As previously mentioned, translation activities need not 

to be pursued in isolation, but should rather be included in existing courses. 
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Awareness of cultural behaviors and underlying rules help people predict or 

at least anticipate how others are going to act and why. By combining concepts of 

culture and learning which therefore have been treated fairly independently, 

approaches to developing cross-cultural understanding in bilingual, second or foreign 

language instruction are likely to be more effective.  

 

In the context of English as an international language, the 

bilingual/bicultural teachers are in a position to enrich the process of learning by 

using the mother tongue as a resource, and by using the culture which the mother 

tongue embodies they can facilitate the progress of their students towards the other 

tongue, the other culture. (Prodromou, 2001: 8). 

 

Lastly, Obiliteanu (2003) states that:  

 

“Several years ago the communicative approach was introduced in 

our country in ELT which meant that the tendency was to put 

emphasis on communicative skills. In view of this change the role of 

translation was drastically diminished as not being essential for 

successful communication. Every day classroom practice, however, 

urged teachers to re-examine the status of translation in ELT.” 

 

Having examined the interwoven relationship of translation, culture and 

foreign language teaching, that is, English Language Teaching in this context, it can 

be concluded that the practice of translation together with culture in the foreign 

language classrooms is an essential component which helps student to learn the 

language, contributing to the developments of students’ cognitive abilities and 

analysis capabilities. 
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2.8. Relevant Research 
 

Although translation and culture are among the mostly studied subjects, 

some of the studies will be given as examples in relation to the subject of this study.  

 

In her master thesis study, Tuksal (2003) studies “Over-Interpretatıon in the 

Translation of Cryptic Poetry” with an aim to show how easily the difficulty in 

interpreting cryptic poetry leads to over-interpretation and explication in the 

translation. 

 

Yılmaz (2004) conducts a study titled “A Translational Journey: Orhan 

Pamuk in English” with an aim to examine the factors instrumental in the 

translational journey of Orhan Pamuk into English. 

 

Kaya (2006) conducts a study with a title “ A Source Text Analysis And 

Translator Decisions Through Three Different Turkish Translations Of Jane Austen's 

Pride And Prejudice.” The aim of the study is conduct a descriptive translation 

criticism based on the target-oriented theory. 

  

In another study, Mercan (2006) studies “The Role of Translation in Culture 

Transfer-in Friedrich Rückert-Cemil Meriç Works” with an aim to show the 

translation as means for communication of the cultures. 

 

In a thesis study Erer (2006) conducts a study on “Translation as an 

Integrated Approach in ELT.” The aim of the study is to investigate the problematic 

areas in paragraph translation from Turkish into English and to examine the effect of 

interaction on group work while students translated from Turkish into English in 

translation courses. 
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In the thesis study, Sertkan (2007) studies “The Ideology of Lexical Choices 

in the Turkish Translations of Oliver Twist” with an aim to scrutinize the ideological 

aspect in five different abridged Turkish versions of Charles Dickens’ Oliver Twist 

published by different publishing houses in terms of the lexical choices made in the 

translation process.   

 

In another thesis study, Yıldırım (2007) studies, “Criticism of Edgar Allen 

Poe’s translations of short stories ‘The Black Cat’ and ‘The Fall of The House of 

Usher’ in the context of Gothic Literature.” The aim of the study is to examine the 

features of gothic literature and the stories of Edgar Allan Poe and to compare the 

translations of two Poe stories in Turkish in terms of text types.  

 

Sürücüoğlu (2007) conducts a thesis study with a title “A Critical Look on 

the translations of Peter Hartling’s ‘Ben Liebt Anna’ and Christine Nöstlinger’s 

‘Lollipop’”.  The aim of the study is to determine artistic language, target language or 

source language focused translation methods, preferences and attitudes that the 

translator adopts. 

 

Koçak (2007) conducts a study titled “Problematizing Translated Popular 

Texts On Women’s Sexuality: A New Perspective On The Modernizatıon Project in 

Turkey From 1931 to 1959.” The aim of the study is analyze the complexities 

underlying translations, which bear significant consequences for the study of 

Republican Translation history. 

 

Ayluçtarhan (2007) studies “Dr. Abdullah Cevdet’s Translations (1908-

1910): the Making of a Westernist and Materialist “Culture Repertoire” in a 

“Resistant” Ottoman Context.” with an aim to reflect specifically on the Turkish 

translation history of the Second Constitutional period within a modern paradigm of 

translation studies. 
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When some of the studies given above are closely examined, it can be 

mentioned that all of them try to deal with translation phenomenon from a different 

perspective, while some of them are looking this phenomenon as a cultural invasion, 

some of them compare two translated text of two different translators. On the other 

hand some studies deal with only one author and his or her translation adventures 

from English to Turkish or vice versa. At the end of their studies, most of them reach 

their aims. However, not many of them deal with the culture in translation.  

 

In order to bring a new look into the translation and culture relationship, this 

study is designed and the short stories are analyzed. As can be seen in many studies, 

an example is chosen to conduct the analysis. In this study, one author is chosen and 

some of her short stories are chosen to evaluate as an example, as is seen in some 

studies stated above.   

 

When all the translation process is considered, it can be concluded that 

translation is an important tool for intercultural communication. Via translation; the 

borders between the languages and cultures become invisible. 

 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



46 
 

 

CHAPTER III 

 

METHODOLOGY 
 

3.1. Research Method 
 

In this study descriptive method was used to identify the cultural elements 

conveyed through translation.  

 

Descriptive is defined by McNabby, as “a research involving gathering data 

that describe events and then organizes, tabulates, depicts, and describes the data. 

Descriptive method uses description as a tool to organize data into patterns that 

emerge during analysis” Also this method often uses visual aids such as graphs and 

charts to aid the reader. (http://www.slideshare.net/hamidehkarimy/descriptive-

method-2163479). 

 

3.2. Data Collection 
 

The data needed for this study was collected from Turkish translations of 

Virginia Woolf’s eight short stories:  “A Haunted House”, “An Unwritten Novel”, 

“The String Quartet”, “The Mark on the Wall”, “The New Dress”, “Lappin and 

Lappinova”, “The Duchess and the Jeweller”, and “Moments of Being”, which were 

translated by Alev Bulut from the original book named “A Haunted House and Other 

Short Stories” as “Pazartesi ya da Salı” and published by Đmge Kitabevi in April 

1992. 

 

The reason for choosing these stories among others is that they were the 

most striking ones in terms of including cultural elements from the source culture. 

Levy (2006) mentions about this in his article as “There is a good deal to be learnt 
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about multiculturalism from examining Woolf’s early life” since her familial roots are 

so wide. In this sense, it can be concluded that the stories used for this study are rich 

in terms of cultural components. 

  

3.3. Data Analysis and Interpretation 
 

In this part, eight short stories of Virginia Woolf that have been mentioned 

so far were studied by comparing the original texts with their Turkish translations 

and analyzing these stories by regarding the role of the translator and contemporary 

translation theories. The data acquired as a result of such a descriptive may open a 

new way to the readers and researchers studying and dealing with translation and 

culture studies. 

 

The cultural elements detected in the eight short stories of Woolf were 

categorized by the help of cultural categorization stated in CEF (2000:102). Other 

than the categories given in CEF (2000: 102), some other categories were added 

where needed since some cultural elements could not be put under any categories 

given in CEF. For that reason, an adapted version of the cultural categories was used 

for analyzing the stories. 

 

The aim of such an evaluation is to determine that whether the mentioned 

stories transmit culture. If they transmit culture, “Is there any change of cultural 

elements or is there any localization implemented by the translator?” is another issue 

that is in need of determination.  

 

3.3.1. Analysis of Virginia Woolf’s Short Stories 
 

Born into a distinguished literary family in 1882 in London, Virginia Woolf 

was recognized as one of the major figures of modern literature. In her short fiction, 
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she explored such themes as the elusive nature of storytelling and character study by 

using an innovative fiction technique-stream of consciousness (Urgan, 2004: 9). 

 

Like her novels, these highly individualized, stylistic works are noted for 

their subjective explorations and detailed poetic narratives that capture ordinary 

experience while depicting the workings and perceptions of the human mind.  

 

In her short fiction, Woolf typically focused on minute physical detail and 

experimented with stream-of-consciousness techniques, interior monologue, and 

symbolism to capture the subjective workings of human thought. 

(www.enotes.com/short-story-criticism/ woolf-virginia)  

 

In this study, stories which were described in terms of cultural transfer were 

taken from her only short story book: “A Haunted House and Other Short Stories” 

and translated into Turkish as “Pazartesi ya da Salı” by Alev Bulut. 

 

For the analysis of the stories the categorization of CEF was used, but there 

appeared a need to adapt this categorization. An adapted version of the categories 

according to which the stories would be analyzed is as follows: 

 

1. Everyday Living 

2. Living Conditions 

3. Interpersonal Relations 

4. Values, Beliefs and Attitudes 

5. Literature 

6. Ritual Behaviour 

7. Appearance and Clothing 

8. Information about Country 

9. Multiculturalism 
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3.3.1.1. Everyday Living 
 

In the analysis of the stories, under each category, there will be a short 

introduction as to what this category is about. After the short introduction, the order 

of the analysis of the sentences will be; Sentence in English; Sentence in Turkish and 

explanation related to why these sentences were put under that specific category. 

Additionally, near the sentences taken from the stories, there will be Appendix 

numbers and page numbers (pages of the thesis were taken for the English versions 

of the stories; and original page numbers were taken for the Turkish versions of the 

sentences). The following two sentences are from the story “An Unwritten Novel” 

which have cultural elements such as a kind of cheese, napkins or a way of folding a 

napkin, referring to the daily lives of the people living in that society.  The translator 

gives the elements exactly as they are in the source culture, so the reader of the target 

language may learn new cultural elements but he or she may have problems about 

what these cultural elements really refer to, or whether they have a special meaning 

or not. 

 

� “…yellow oblongs of cheese, white squares of biscuit…” (App.1B, p. 

122)  

�  “…dikdörtgen şekilli sarı peyniri, beyaz kare bisküvileri…” (App. 2B, 

p. 16)  

 

This piece which was taken from the story “An Unwritten Novel” can be put 

under the category of Food and Drink because it gives information about the 

nutrition and the quality of the nutrition of people at that time. 

 

� “…napkin tucked diamond–wise…” (App. 1B, p.126)  

� “…peçete dörtgen katlanmış…”  (App. 2B, p. 21) 
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This expression taken from the same story stated in the previous paragraph 

can be regarded under the category of Table Manners. That is, people use napkins 

while eating which is also a sign of high society as well as polite table manners. 

 

3.3.1.2. Living Conditions 
 

The sentences taken from the story “A Haunted House” have cultural items 

that necessitate their being regarded under the category of Living Conditions since 

they have references related to living standards or housing conditions of the people 

of that culture. Similarly in the previous category, the translator does not change any 

cultural item while translating; she just gives the Turkish equivalents of these items 

without providing information about their equivalences in the target language and 

culture. 

 

� “The candle burns stiff and still” (App. 1A, p. 119) 

� “Mum sessiz sessiz yanıyor.” (App. 2A, p. 8)  

 

The sentence taken from the story “A Haunted House”; can be put under the 

category of Housing Conditions because it shows that the people use lamps and 

candles for being lightened up instead of electricity, which can limit the number of 

activities a person can perform at nights.  

 

� “…ornaments, curtains, trefoil china plate…” (App. 1B, p. 122) 

� “…süslemeleri, perdeleri, yonca desenli porselen tabakları…” (App. 

2B, p.16) 

 

The expressions taken from another story “An Unwritten Novel” can be put 

under the sub-category of Housing Conditions because in this excerpt information 

about the decorations of the house is given. It is clear that the owner of the house is a 
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tasteful person regarding the ornaments, curtains and plates. It can be understood that 

people use ornaments, curtains and special plates for decorating their houses.  

 

� “little bedroom looking out over the roofs of Eastbourne—zigzagging 

roofs like the spines of caterpillars, this way, that way, striped red and 

yellow, with blue–black slating.” (App. 1B, p. 122) 

� “Eastbourne evlerinin damlarına bakan küçük bir yatak odası – tırtıl 

sırtı gibi bir o yana bir bu yana zigzaglı damlar, kırmızı-sarı çizgili, 

mavi-siyah ahşap kaplamalı.” (App. 2B, p. 16) 

 

In the same story, there is another piece of sentence which can be put under 

the category of Housing Conditions. The reason for that is it gives information about 

the appearances of the houses that people live in, they are colorful and have zigzag 

shapes which is a special feature of the houses in that region. 

 

� “So now I think of the fire; the steady film of yellow light upon the 

page of my book; the three chrysanthemums in the round glass bowl 

on the mantelpiece.” (App. 1D, p. 134)  

� “Onun için şu an ateşi; sarı ışığın kitabımın sayfaları üzerindeki 

durağan yansısını; şöminenin üstündeki yuvarlak cam kasedeki üç 

krizantemi düşünüyorum.” (App. 2D, p. 43) 

 

In another story “The Mark on the Wall”, there is an excerpt. This sentence 

can make the reader of the target language aware that people use mantelpieces for 

keeping their houses warm, since there is no central heating system in those times.  

 

� “The rule for tablecloths at that particular period was that they 

should be made of tapestry with little yellow compartments marked 

upon them, such as you may see in photographs of the carpets in the 

corridors of the royal palaces.” (App. 1D, p. 137) 
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� “Masa örtülerinin kuralı üzerlerinde markalı küçük sarı bölmeler 

olan desenli duvar halılarından yapılmış olmakmış; şu fotoğraflarda 

gördüğümüz saray koridorlarındaki halılar gibi.” (App. 2D, p. 47-48)   

 

This sentence taken from the same story can be regarded under the category 

of History since what is transmitted to the reader of the target culture is that even 

table clothes in the royal palaces has a rule, they have to be produced out of a special 

cloth in those times. It is understood from the expression that the author sees this rule 

in the photographs; this is not valid for all times. 

 

 
3.3.1.3. Interpersonal Relations 
 

Considering the following sentences and their translations in the category of 

Interpersonal Relations, it is possible to say that the translator tries to depict the class 

structure of society, relation between sexes, generations or family structures of the 

source culture not changing their meaning or not trying to give the equivalents in the 

target culture.  

 

� “Well, well, with two children these days one can’t do more.” (App. 

1B, p. 122) 

� “Eh, tabii ya, bu zamanda iki çocuklu biri daha fazlasını nasıl 

yapsın?” (App. 2B, p. 15) 

 

This excerpt taken from the story “An Unwritten Novel” can be put under 

the sub-category of Family Structures and Relations. The reason for that is a family 

with two children has limited opportunities that for the sake of fulfilling the needs of 

the children parents sometimes may postpone their needs. It is clear that, similar to 

Turkish culture, having more than one child can be a problem in terms of fulfilling 

the needs of every member in the family. 
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� “one light low in the skylight of a drapery emporium; another high in 

a servant’s bedroom—this one goes out.” (App. 1B, p. 122)  

� “Manifaturacı dükkanının çatı penceresinden görünen bir ışık, 

hizmetçilerin odasından görünen bir başka ışık-ama bu dışarı 

süzülüyor.” (App. 2B, p. 16) 

 

The excerpt taken from the same story can be put under the sub-category of 

Social Class because it shows that the people have servants to help them at home, 

which is a sign of belonging to a high social class.  

 

� “Also in jolly old fishwives, squatted under arches, oh scene old 

women, how deeply they laugh and shake and rollick, when they walk, 

from side to side, hum, hah!” (App. 1C, p. 131)  

� “Su kemerleri altına tünemiş ağzı bozuk yaşlı kadınların, neşeli yaşlı 

balıkçı kadınların da öyle; bir yandan öbür yana yürürken nasıl da 

katılırcasına, sarsıla sarsıla keyifle gülüyorlar, hah, hah, ha.” (App. 

2C, p. 30) 

 

The sentence taken from the story “The String Quartet” can be put under the 

sub-category of Class Structure of Society and Relations Between Classes because 

this sentence shows kinds of people living in that society and also that there are 

different classes in the society. 

 

� “…For all her dreams of living in India, married to some hero like Sir 

Henry Lawrence, some empire builder…” (App. 1E, p. 146)  

� “Sir Henry Lawrence gibi bir kahramanla, bir imparatorluk 

kurucusuyla evlenip Hindistan’da yaşamak yolundaki tüm ümitleri…” 

(App. 2E, p. 60) 
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This fragment taken from the story “The New Dress” has a name of title 

given to important people in the society, like ‘Sir’. Although there is no explanation 

about the position of a ‘Sir’ in the society, it is clear that there are some different 

people in the society, and these people are different from others in terms of political 

power or richness and for that reason some special titles are given to these people in 

order to show their difference. 

 

� “…when they wanted a gamekeeper, or a poacher or a Lord of the 

Manor, they amused themselves by distributing the parts among their 

friends.” (App. 1F, p. 150) 

� “Bazen bir koru bekçisi ya da kaçak bir avcı veya Derebeyi 

gerektiğinde bu rolleri dostlarına paylaştırıp eğleniyorlardı.” (App. 

2F, p. 79) 

 

In the story “Lappin and Lappinova” there is a sentence including a title. 

Though there is no explicit information about who ‘the Lord of the Manor’ is, it can 

be inferred by the target reader that this title may be given to some people who have 

accomplished great successes and who may have important positions in the 

government of the country. The reason for this sentence being put under the category 

of Class Structure of Society is, it shows that there are many people belong to 

different groups in the society, very simply to the ones who govern the country and 

the ones who are being governed.  

 

� “…he would rip his letters open with his long pointed nails and would 

extract thick white cards of invitation upon which the engraving stood 

up roughly from duchesses, countesses, viscountesses and Honourable 

Ladies.” (App. 1G, p. 156) 

� “mektuplarını sivri tırnaklarıyla kendisi açacak, düşesler, kontesler, 

vikontesler ve Saygıdeğer Hanımefendilerin armalarıyla dikkati çeken 

davetiyeleri bir kenara ayıracaktı.” (App. 2G, p. 103) 
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The sentence taken from the story “The Duchess and The Jeweller”; has 

some culture-specific items such as ‘duches’, ‘countess’, ‘viscountess’, or ‘lady’ 

which all refer to some titles given to some specific people, ‘ladies’ in this context, in 

the country. The different names given to some women may be the result of the 

different status of these women in the society, although there is not enough 

information given on this differentiation.  It is clear that there are classes in this 

society due to the different titles given to people for that reason this sentence can be 

regarded under the category of Interpersonal Relationships-Class Structure of Society 

and Relations between Classes.  

 

� “…and Mademoiselle used to pick one every morning and stick it in 

his buttonhole.” (App. 1G, p. 157) 

� “… Matmazel her sabah bir gül koparıp ceketinin yakasına 

ili ştiriyordu.” (App. 2G, p. 104) 

 

There is another cultural reference to the different classes of the society in 

those times. In this sentence taken from the same story stated in the previous 

paragraph the title ‘Mademoiselle’ is given without any further explanation as to who 

a mademoiselle can be, however, the target reader can easily understand that this is a 

title given to a woman who has an important position in the society in terms of 

wealth or prestige.  

 

� “…ducal coronets…” (App. 1G, p. 158) 

� “…dükalık taçları…” (App. 2G, p. 106)  

 

The expression, taken from the story “The Duchess and The Jeweller”, 

related to the titles which are a characteristics of that culture, ‘ducal’ in this context, 

is again a sign that the society has some different classes and some people have some 

titles according to their positions and accordingly, the names or the titles given to 

them change.  
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� “The Duchess of Lambourne waited his pleasure; the Duchess of 

Lambourne, daughter of a hundred Earls.” (App. 1G, p. 158) 

� “Lambourne Düşesi onun paşakeyfini bekliyordu. Yüzlerce kontun 

soyundan gelme Lambourne Düşesi…” (App. 2G, p. 107) 

 

As can be understood from the title of the story; this expression ‘the 

Duchess of Lambourne’ is taken from the story “The Duchess and the Jeweller”. 

Without being provided with the identity of a duchess, the target reader can again 

understand that ‘duchess’ is a culture-specific title given to some privileged women 

in the society.  

 

� “And Oliver, rising, could hear the rustle of the dress of the Duchess 

as she came down the passage. Then she loomed up, filling the door, 

filling the room with the aroma, the prestige, the arrogance, the pomp, 

the pride of all the Dukes and Duchesses swollen in one wave.” (App. 

1G, p. 159) 

� “Oliver doğrulurken koridor boyunca ilerleyen Düşesin elbisesinin 

hışırtısını duyabiliyordu. Derken Düşes göründü, önce kapı sonra 

odanın içi bir anda koskoca bir dalga halinde gelmiş geçmiş tüm Dük 

ve Düşeslerin kokusu, saygınlığı, kibiri, gösterişi ve gururu ile 

dolmuştu.” (App. 2G, p. 108)  

 

This long sentence which has titles specific to that culture such as ‘Duke’ or 

‘Duchess’ was taken from the same story “The Duchess and the Jeweller”. Like in 

other sentences mentioning about the same titles, there is no explicit information as 

to these titles. The target reader may only learn that they are important people in the 

society; they wear extravagant clothes which can produce some sounds while they 

are walking and also they are respected when they enter a place.  
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3.3.1.4. Values, Beliefs and Attitudes 
 

The sentences and their translations chosen for this category have cultural 

items related to social class, occupational groups, wealth, regional cultures, history, 

politics, arts, religion and humor, etc. Like in the previous categories, there is not 

much about the equivalences of the cultural elements with the target culture. These 

items are given as they are without references to the target culture.  

 

� ““But I do know,” I answered silently, glancing at the TIMES for 

manners’ sake.” (App. 1B, p. 120)  

� ““Ben zaten biliyorum” dedim usulca görgü kuralları uğruna gözümü 

Times’dan ayırmadan” (App. 2B, p. 12) 

 

This excerpt which is taken from the story “An Unwritten Novel” can be put 

under the category of Regional Cultures. According to the manners of the society, it 

can be accepted rude to fold your paper and answer a question while you are reading 

a newspaper. Instead, a person can answer politely without ceasing reading the paper.  

 

� “births, deaths, marriages, Court Circular, the habits of birds, 

Leonardo da Vinci, the Sandhills murder, high wages and the cost of 

living—oh, take what you like,” I repeated, “it’s all in the TIMES!” 

(App. 1B, p. 120)  

� “doğumlar, ölümler, evlilikler, dava tutanakları, kuşların 

alışkanlıkları, Leonardo da Vinci, Sanhills cinayeti, yüksek ücretler ve 

hayat pahalılığı – evet ne isterseniz seçin,” diye yineledim, ‘hepsi 

Times’da!” (App. 2B, p. 13) 
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Similarly in the same story the excerpt  give information about the main 

issues that the society is related to in that times and the problems of the people living 

in that society.  

 

� “Peace between Germany and the Allied Powers was yesterday 

officially ushered in at Paris” (App. 1B, p. 120) 

� “Dün Paris’te Almanya ve Müteffikler arasında barış resmen ilan 

edildi.” (App. 2B, p. 13) 

 

This excerpt taken from the same story “An Unwritten Novel” can be put 

under the category of Politics. The reason for that is it gives information about a 

peace treaty signed by Germany and the allied powers in Paris yesterday, which may 

mention about the political issues of the country at that time.  

 

� “…and she may rub the pane too, as though to see God better; but 

what God does she see? Who’s the God of Minnie Marsh, the God of 

the back streets of Eastbourne, the God of three o’clock in the 

afternoon?...” (App. 1B, p. 123) 

� “…pencere camını da temizleyebilir; sanki Tanrı’yı daha iyi görmeye 

çalışır gibi; acaba hangi Tanrı’yı görüyor? Minnie Marsh’ın Tanrı’sı 

hangisi, Eastbourne’ın arka sokaklarının Tanrısı mı, öğleden sonra 

saat üç’ün Tanrı’sı mı?...” (App. 2B,  p. 16-17) 

 

Another excerpt from the same story; may give information how they live 

and accept religion, and this piece may show that they may see the Gods and may 

believe that there may be more than one God.  

 

� “…More like President Kruger than Prince Albert…” (App. 1B, p. 

123)  

� “…Prens Albert’dan çok Başkan Kruger…” (App. 2B, p. 17) 
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This excerpt can be regarded in the category of Politics. They may be given 

intentionally to mention about the prominent names in the government at that time. 

 

� “… for now the church door opens, the hard wooden pew receives 

her; on the brown tiles she kneels; every day, winter, summer, dusk, 

dawn (here she’s at it) prays. All her sins fall, fall, for ever fall.” 

(App. 1B, p. 123-124) 

� “…şimdi kilise kapısı açılıp sert tahta sıra onu buyur ediyor; 

kahverengi döşeme üzerinde diz çöküyor; her gün kış, yaz, gün 

doğumu, gün batımı (işte orada) dua ediyor.” (App. 2B, p. 18) 

 

This sentence taken from the same story stated above can be put under the 

category of Religion. From this sentence, information about the place of worship, the 

feelings of people while praying and how do perform praying can be learned.  

 

� “Down the slopes of the Andes the white blocks of marble go 

bounding and hurtling, crushing to death a whole troop of Spanish 

muleteers, with their convoy—Drake’s booty, gold and silver.” (App. 

1B, p. 125)  

� “Andların eteklerinden aşağı mermer bloklar dökülüyor, bütün bir 

katırlı Đspanyol birliğini yerle bir ederek, tümünü birden-Drake’nin 

yağmaladıkları, altın ve gümüş.” (App. 2B, p. 20) 

 

This sentence taken from the same story can be regarded in the category of 

History. The reason for that is the scene described is a war scene which gives 

information about the history of that country. 

 

� ““Did you see the procession?””  

� “The King looked cold.” (App. 1C, p. 130) 
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� ““Töreni izlediniz mi?””  

� ““Kral çok soğuktu.”” (App. 2C, p. 29)  

 

This short dialogue taken from the story “The String Quartet” can be put 

under the category of Politics. This dialogue may be a depiction of how the country 

is governed and what the people’s perceptions about the people ruling the country 

are. 

 

� “Was it the sound of the second violin tuning in the ante–room? Here 

they come; four black figures, carrying instruments, and seat 

themselves facing the white squares under the downpour of light; rest 

the tips of their bows on the music stand; with a simultaneous 

movement lift them; lightly poise them, and, looking across at the 

player opposite, the first violin counts one, two, three” (App. 1C, p. 

131)  

� “Bu ses girişte akordunu yapan ikinci kemandan mı çıktı? Đşte 

geliyorlar; dört kara silüet, ellerinde enstrümanları, yüzlerini ışığın 

altındaki beyaz karelere vererek oturuyorlar; yaylarını nota 

sehpasına dayıyorlar; hepsi aynı anda eline alıyor; yavaşça dik tutup 

karşıdaki kemancıya bakıyorlar ve başkeman sayıyor bir, iki, üç” 

(App. 2C, p. 30)  

 

Similarly, the sentence taken from the same story: can be put under the 

category of Arts-Music because this sentence gives a detailed description about the 

preparation of the musicians, instrumentalists in this context, before the performance.  

 

� ““That’s an early Mozart, of course—”” (App. 1C, p. 131) 

� “Bu Mozart’ın ilk yapıtlarından tabi-” (App. 2C, p. 30) 
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In the same story the sentence can be considered under the sub-category of 

Arts-Music, because it mentions about one of the most eminent musicians of that 

time and of all times.  

 

� “…it must have been for a miniature—the miniature of a lady with 

white powdered curls, powder–dusted cheeks, and lips like red 

carnations.” (App. 1D, p. 134)  

� “…olsa olsa bir minyatür içindi-bukleleri beyaz pudralı, yanakları 

fondöten içinde, dudakları kırmızı karanfilleri andıran bir bayan 

minyatürü.” (App. 2D, p. 43-44) 

 

This sentence taken from another story “The Mark on the Wall” has an 

example of arts, for that reason should be under the category of Arts-Visual arts. It is 

clear that, one may come across miniatures of a lady, as a piece of art which is used 

in the decorations of the houses. 

 

� “…look at the dust on the mantelpiece, for example, the dust which, so 

they say, buried Troy three times over…” (App. 1D, p. 135) 

� “…şömine rafının üzerindeki şu tozdan, dediklerine göre Truva’yı üç 

kez gömüp örtecek tozdan da belli…” (App. 2D, p. 45) 

 

Since this sentence has a historical reference: Troy, also a wooden horse full 

of enemy soldiers given as a present of peace, it can be put under the category of 

History. However, the reader of the target language may not know what Troy is and 

may be confused about why the author put this name in the story, since there is no 

reference regarding to the meaning of Troy.  

 

� “The seed, I said, must have been sown in the reign of Charles the 

First. What flowers grew in the reign of Charles the First?” (App. 

1D, p. 136) 
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� “Tohumu dedim, I. Charles zamanında dikilmiş olmalı. I. Charles 

zamanında hangi çiçekler yetişiyordu?” (App. 2D, p. 46) 

 

The same story has another sentence. The historical reference which is 

Charles the first in this sentence refers to a prominent King in England in history. 

Although the translator does not make clear the issue about why she put this name 

there, it can be inferred that this person gives importance to the gardens around the 

country and the seeds and the flowers grown out of these seed in his time are 

different from the newly grown up.  

 

� “…which establishes Whitaker’s Table of Precedency…” (App. 1D, p. 

137)  

� “…Whitaker’ın Öncelikler Listesi’ne (*) önayak olan…” (App. 2D, p. 

48) 

 

The sentence taken from the same story “The Mark on the Wall” has a 

reference to a list which is not explained in the story but the star sign which comes 

after the translation of the list is given intentionally by the translator. At the end of 

the page, she puts a footnote and explains that this list is about religious precedencies 

of women and men. In that way, the target language reader can learn a culturally 

foreign issue. After reading the footnote it is thought that it would be better to put 

this sentence under the category of Religion. 

 

� “…which is now in the case at the local museum, together with the 

foot of a Chinese murderess, a handful of Elizabethan nails, a great 

many Tudor clay pipes, a piece of Roman pottery, and the wine–glass 

that Nelson drank out of---” (App. 1D, p. 138) 

� “…şu an yöre müzesinde duran o okbaşı Çinli bir kadın katilin ayağı, 

Elizabeth devrinden bir avuç dolusu tırnak, Tudor zamanından bir 
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yığın kil pipo, Roma çömleklerinden bir parça ve Nelson’un içtiği 

kadehin yanında yerini almış…” (App. 2D, p. 49) 

 

Another sentence from the same story can transmit some culturally 

historical elements to the target reader, for that reason it is classified under the 

category of History. Like in the other sentences which have cultural elements, there 

is no clear reference what these historical items refer to or who are the people who 

govern the states once upon a time.  

 

� “The Archbishop of Canterbury is followed by the Lord High 

Chancellor; the Lord High Chancellor is followed by the Archbishop 

of York.” (App. 1D, p. 138-139) 

� “Lordlar Kamarası Başkanı Canterbury Başpsikoposu’ndan sonra 

gelir; York Başpsikoposu Lordlar Kamarası Başkanından sonra 

gelir.” (App. 2D, p. 50) 

 

This sentence from the same story; gives information about political ranking 

of the government, political positions and also how the country is governed in the 

source culture.  

 

� “…as if she were crossing herself …” (App. 1E, p. 142) 

� “…sanki haç çıkarıyormuş …gibi…” (App. 2E, p. 55) 

 

Another sentence in another story “The New Dress” communicates the idea 

that crossing herself is a special movement while praying or making a wish that God 

saves the people from the evil souls, so this sentence has a cultural element which 

can be regarded under the category of Values, Beliefs and Attitudes-Religion. 

 

� “as Rose Shaw would have done—Rose would have looked like 

Boadicea—…” (App. 1E,  p. 143) 
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� “Rose Shaw gibi (Rose, Boadicea (*) gibi görünürdü)…” (App. 2E, p. 

57) 

 

Another fragment in the same story can be regarded under the category of 

Values, Beliefs and Attitudes-History. Interestingly, there is a star sign near the 

Turkish translation of the cultural item, Boadicea, pointing the footnote at the end of 

the page. With that footnote, what is desired to be given to the reader of the target 

culture, is Boadicea, a queen who is famous for her beauty and disdainfulness of an 

English tribe which fights against the Romans who invaded The Great Britain around 

A.C. 60.  Without this footnote it is impossible for a person to know or understand 

who this person is or why the author chose to put this name there. 

 

� “But her present was only a little pinchbeck box pierced with holes; 

an old sand caster, an eighteenth–century relic, once used to sprinkle 

sand over wet ink.” (App. 1F, p. 151) 

� “Onun armağanı ise sadece üzeri delikli altın taklidi küçük bir 

kutuydu; bir zamanlar ıslak mürekkebi kum serperek kurutmada 

kullanılan, onsekizinci yüzyıldan kalma küçük bir kumluk.” (App. 2F, 

p. 80) 

 

In another story “Lappin and Lappinova” there is an expression pointing out 

a historical object whose origin dates back to the eighteenth century. In this 

expression, the translator transmits the date of the historical object exactly, but still 

there is no information about the features of that century. 

 

� “…trifles from eighteenth–century dressing tables…” (App. 1F, p. 

152)  

� “…onsekizinci yüzyıl tuvalet masalarından bir yığın ıvır zıvır…” 

(App. 2F, p. 82) 
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In the same story there is also a similar expression: Similar to others, there 

is no explanation of the characteristics of this century. However, because of the 

reason that this expression has a historical reference, it is considered under the 

category of Values, Beliefs, and Attitudes-History. 

 

� “…the swords and spears of Agincourt…” (App. 1G, p. 161) 

� “…Agincourt’un kılıç ve mızrakları…” (App. 2G, p. 111) 

 

In the story “The Duchess and The Jeweller” there is a fragment. The 

translator does not give information about the identity of Agincourt; however, 

because of the words; swords and spears, it is easy to understand that Agincourt may 

be a hero or heroine who took place on the stage of history. For that reason, this 

sentence is put under the category of Values, Beliefs, and Attitudes-History. 

 

� “The words gave her an extraordinary shock, as Miss Craye struck 

the last chord of the Bach fugue.” (App. 1H, p. 162) 

� “Mrs. Craye’in Bach fügünün son noktasında ettiği bu sözler; 

Fanny’yi çok şaşırtmıştı.” (App. 2H, p. 113)  

 

In another story “Moments of Being” the sentence has a reference to a 

famous composer and for that reason can definitely be put under the category of 

Values, Beliefs, and Attitudes-Arts-Music. 

 

���� “…to take one or two pupils at the and only consenting Archer Street 

College of Music (so the Principal, Miss Kingston, said) as a special 

favor to herself…” (App. 1H, p. 162) 

���� “…Sadece Archer Street Müzik Okulu’nda (Okulun müdüresi Miss 

Kingston’ın dediğine göre) sırf kendisine faydası olsun diye…” (App. 

2H, p. 113) 
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In the same story there is another fragment of sentence referring to a college 

of music, for that reason this fragment is put under the category of Values, Beliefs, 

and Attitudes-Arts-Music.  

 

� “Yes, she had been rather a tomboy; she had bounced in and set all 

those green Roman glasses and things jumping in their case.” (App. 

1H, p. 162)  

� “Evet, oldukça erkeksi tavırlı bir kız olduğu doğruydu; içeri lambur 

lumbur dalıp Romalılardan kalma bütün yeşil bardak ve eşyaları 

dolaplarında şöyle bir zıplatırdı.” (App. 2H, p. 114) 

 

Another sentence from the same story “Moments of Being” can be put in the 

sub-category of Values, Beliefs, and Attitudes-History, since the sentence has a 

reference to some objects which depict the characteristics of the Roman time.  

 

� “They kept cats; the cats, one used to feel, knew as much about the 

Roman urns and things as anybody.” (App. 1H, p. 162) 

� “Kedi beslerlerdi; insana sanki kedileri de Roma devri kap kacak ve 

eşyaları konusunda herkes kadar bilgi sahibi gibi geliyordu.” (App. 

2H, p. 114) 

 

 Another sentence in the same story can be put under the sub-category of 

History. 

 

� “…had slammed the door and made the Roman vases jump…” (App. 

1H, p. 163) 

� “…kapıyı hızla çarpıp Roma vazolarını şöyle bir titrettiğinde…” 

(App. 2H, p. 114) 

 



67 
 

 

 Similarly in the same story there is one more reference to the Roman time, 

which makes the reader of the target culture think that this period of time must be 

famous for its vases.  

 

� “She saw the green Roman vases stood in their case…” (App. 1H. p. 

167) 

� “Vitrindeki yeşil Roma vazolarını gördü…” (App. 2H, p. 121) 

 

Once again in the same story there is another reference to the period of the 

Roman. This sentence, like the other related to the historical Roman culture is 

regarded under the category of Values, Beliefs, and Attitudes-History.  

 

3.3.1.5. Literature 
 

Although there is no class in the categorization of CEF, however, there 

emerged a need to put a new main category, since many of the stories have cultural 

elements related to ‘literature’ which can also be seen as a characteristic of the author 

Woolf. 

 

� “To steady myself, let me catch hold of the first idea that passes. . . 

Shakespeare. . .” (App. 1D, p. 135) 

� “Bir dakika, önümden akan düşüncelerden ilkine tutunup durayım… 

Shakespeare…” (App. 2D, p. 46) 

 

This sentence taken from the story “The Mark on the Wall” provides the 

reader of the target language with the name Shakespeare who is a well-known 

author, poet and playwright. However, there is no explanation related to this name 

and the reader may be confused if he or she does not know this name by general 

culture.  
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� “…leaving the description of reality more and more out of their 

stories, taking a knowledge of it for granted, as the Greeks did and 

Shakespeare perhaps--” (App. 1D, p. 136) 

�  “Öykülerinde gerçeğin tanımına giderek daha az yer verecek, onu, 

Yunanlıların ve belki Shakespeare’ın yaptığı gibi bir olgu olarak 

kabul edecekler.” (App. 2D, p. 47) 

 

There is another reference to the famous playwright in the same story “The 

Mark on the Wall”. This second reference to the same cultural element in the same 

story is again not clear because the reader still cannot understand the reason why it is 

used for the second time since there is no additional explanation or local color. 

 

� “And at once the misery which she always tried to hide, the profound 

dissatisfaction—the sense she had had, ever since she was a child, of 

being inferior to other people—set upon her, relentlessly, 

remorselessly, with an intensity which she could not beat off, as she 

would when she woke at night at home, by reading Borrow or 

Scott…” (App. 1E, p. 141) 

� “Ve hep saklamaya savaştığı o bela, o büyük hoşnutsuzluk hissi-ta 

çocukluğundan beri taşıdığı herkesten aşağı olma duygusu- hiç vakit 

kaybetmeden acımasız, amansızca, silkip atamayacağı bir yoğunlukla 

üzerine çöküverdi, bazen gece evde uyanınca Borrow ya da Scott 

okuyarak atabiliyordu oysa…” (App. 2E, p. 53)  

 

There is a sentence from the story “The New Dress” which can be regarded 

under the category of Literature since it has some referents of the names of the two 

famous writers, though the significance of these writers is not transmitted by the 

translator.  

 

� “…Tags of Shakespeare…” (App. 1E, p. 142) 
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� “Shakespeare’dan alıntılar” (App. 2E, p. 55) 

 

There is an expression, in the same story “The New Dress”. This expression 

has the name of the famous playwright. Although there is no explicit explanation 

regarding the identity or the occupation of that person, it is easily understood by the 

target reader that this is a person who has written a piece of literature-for that reason 

this expression is put under the category of Literature and what is tried to be 

transmitted to the target reader is some parts of what he has written. 

 

� “They would come down in the summer; row her on the river; 

continue the argument about Browning by letter…” (App. 1H, p. 165) 

� “Yazın gelip onu nehirde kayıkla gezdirmiş, Browning’i tartışmayı 

mektuplarında sürdürmüş…” (App. 2H, p. 117) 

 

Another fragment of sentence from the same story “Moments of Being” has 

a reference to a writer and it is not easy to understand his or her occupation without 

the word ‘argument’. By the help of this word, it may be inferred by the target reader 

that this person could be a writer whose piece of writings are subjects of arguments.  

 

3.3.1.6. Ritual Behavior 
 

The following sentences and their translations which have cultural items 

exemplifying the specialties of source culture, have such items that they are mainly 

related to religious observances and rites, birth, marriage, death, celebrations, 

festivals, dances, etc. The translator, like in the other categories, does not try to add 

anything to the target culture; she just depicts the situations as they are in the source 

culture. 
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� “All her savings on the tombstone— wreaths under glass—daffodils in 

jars.” (App. 1B, p. 123) 

� “Kenardaki tüm parası mezar taşına, camın altındaki çelenklere- 

vazodaki nergislere.” (App. 2B, p. 17) 

 

In the story “An Unwritten Novel” there is an excerpt and this sentence can 

be put under the category of Birth, Marriage and Death depicting how rituals are held 

while sending the beloved ones to the eternity.  

 

� “They would say she kept her sorrow, suppressed her secret—her sex, 

they’d say—the scientific people.” (App. 1B, p. 123)  

� “Yasını tuttu, sırrını derinlere gömdü diyecekler-kadınlığını da 

diyecekler- şu bilgiç insanlar” (App. 2B, p. 17) 

 

Similary, there is another sentence in the same story. This sentence can be 

regarded in the category Religious Observances and Rites because it is clear that 

people mourn, sometimes excessively, when somebody close is dead.  

 

� “what a passing bell for the souls of the fretful to soothe them and 

solace them, lap them in linen, saying, “So long. Good luck to you!” 

(App. 1B, p. 127) 

� “Sıkıntılı ruhları sakinleştirip avutmaya çalışan, onları ketenden 

bezlere sarıp ‘Güle güle gidin.” (App. 2B, p. 23) 

 

Another sentence from the same story can be put under the category of 

Religious Observances and Rites because people generally perform the same rituals 

while making dead bodies ready for their voyage to the eternity.  
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� “…and there comes to the lips some prayer for the departed, some 

obsequy for the souls of those one nods to, the people one never meets 

again.” (App. 1B, p. 127) 

� “…dudaklarda gidenler için dualar; insanın öylesine tanıdığı, bir 

daha da göremeyeceği insanların ruhları için bir çeşit gömme 

töreni.” (App. 2B, p. 24) 

 

One other sentence from the story mentioned previously can be regarded, 

again, under the category of Religious Observances and Rites. The actions mentioned 

in this sentence give information about how people behave when someone has died. 

 

� “The wedding march pealed out. The pigeons fluttered. Small boys in 

Eton jackets threw rice…” (App. 1F, p. 148) 

� “Dü ğün marşı gürültüyle çalındı. Güvercinler kanat çırptı. Süslü 

ceketler giymiş küçük çocuklar pirinç attılar.” (App. 2F, p. 75)  

 

In the story “Lappin and Lappinova”, the sentence transmits the ceremonial 

rituals of a wedding to the target reader, in that sense, it is clearer than other 

sentences including cultural elements; since the target reader may visualize this scene 

by the help of explanatory expressions.  

 

� “One could have sworn, thought Fanny Wilmot, as she looked for the 

pin, that at parties, meetings (Miss Kingston’s father was a 

clergyman), she had picked up some piece of gossip, or it might only 

have been a smile, or a tone when his name was mentioned, which had 

given her “a feeling” about Julius Craye.” (App. 1H, p. 163) 

� “Fanny Wilmot iğneyi ararken, insan bu kadının partilerde, ayinlerde 

(Miss Kingston’un babası rahipti” bir parça dedikodu, bazen sadece 

bir gülümseme ya da kendisine Julius Craye ile ilgili ‘bir fikir’ 
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verecek bir konuşma yakaladığına yemin edebilir, diye düşündü.” 

(App. 2H, p. 115) 

 

 In another story “Moments of Being” there is a long sentence which has a 

cultural element referring to a religious ritual. Although there is not a word 

explaining the situation, the translator gives this word as “ayin” in the Turkish 

translation and the target reader gets the idea that this is not an ordinary ‘meeting’.  

 

3.3.1.7. Appearance and Clothing  
 

In addition to the categories stated by CEF, there appeared to put a new 

category: Appearance and Clothing. In this category, the sentences and their 

translations were searched through according to their cultural items related with 

appearance and clothing. Although there is no local equivalence of the cultural items 

in the target culture, the translator tries to draw a picture of their appearance and the 

clothes they wear.  

 

� “Some methodical disposition of hat–pins.” (App. 1B, p. 122) 

� “Düzgün hareketlerle şapkanı tutan iğneleri çıkar.” (App. 2B, p. 16) 

 

The excerpt taken from the story “An unwritten Novel” gives information 

about the fashion of that time. It is clear that people, especially women wear hats as a 

decoration to their clothes.  

 

� “The feathers in the hat next me are bright and pleasing as a child’s 

rattle.” (App. 1C, p. 132) 

�  “Yanıbaşımdaki şapkanın tüyleri bir çocuğun çıngırağı kadar parlak 

ve hoş” (App. 2C, p. 32) 
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This sentence can be categorized with Appearance and Clothing because in 

those times people were wearing hats with feathers and the quality of the feathers 

was showing the degree of their prosperity. 

 

� “And he sat down at his desk and looked at the heads of the Roman 

emperors that were graved on his sleeve links.” (App. 1G, p. 158) 

� “Sonra masasının başına oturup kol düğmelerindeki kabartma Roma 

Đmparatorluğu kafalarına baktı.” (App. 2G, p. 107) 

 

In the story “The Duchess and the Jeweller” there is a sentence including 

references as to the clothing of the people living that time, for that reason this 

sentence is put under the category of Appearance and Clothing. The reader of the 

target language may not have enough knowledge about why the author used the 

expression “sleeve links with Roman emperors since there is no explanatory 

sentence.  

 

3.3.1.8. Information about Country  
 

The cultural items detected in the following sentences and their translations 

are mainly related with the names of cities, towns, streets, stations, types of 

transportation, waterfalls, rivers, mountains, etc. Similar to other categories, the 

translator does not put a personal view with the aim of finding the Turkish 

equivalents of these cultural items or; does not at least try to give the local colors of 

these items.  

 

� “So we rattled through Surrey and across the border into 

Sussex….Here was Three Bridges station… talked of stations and 

holidays, of brothers at Eastbourne” (App. 1B, p. 121) 

� “Böylece Surrey’e ve sınırın ötesine, Sussex’e dek sarsıla sarsıla yol 

aldık…Đşte Üçköprü Đstasyonundaydık… Đstasyonlarından, tatillerden, 
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Eastbourne’daki erkek kardeşlerden …dem vurup durdu.” (App. 2B, 

p. 13-14)  

 

 The sentence, taken from the story “An Unwritten Novel” has some special 

names of cities, towns, and stations. They are given on purpose for mentioning the 

special names in that geographical area.  

 

� “Passing down the streets of Croydon twenty years ago, the violet 

loops of ribbon in the draper’s window spangled in the electric light 

catch her eye.” (App. 1B, p. 123) 

� “Yirmi yıl önce, Craydon sokakları’nda yürüyor, manifaturacının 

vitrininde elektrik ışığında parıldayan deste deste eflatun kurdele 

gözünü alıyor.” (App. 2B, p. 17) 

 

This sentence has the special name of the street on purpose because it is one 

of the famous streets which have stores selling ribbons. In that way, an example of 

what is sold in the stores is given, which can be a slight sign of trade, around that 

time, in that city, Craydon. 

 

� “Well, here we are, and if you cast your eye over the room you will 

see that Tubes and trams and omnibuses, private carriages not a few, 

even, I venture to believe, landaus with bays in them, have been busy 

at it, weaving threads from one end of London to the other.” (App. 

1C, p. 130) 

� “Evet işte geldik, camdan dışarı bir göz atarsanız Metro’yu 

tramvayları, otobüsleri, üç beş atlı araba ve hatta doğru görüyorsam 

içleri özel bölmeli landonları seçebilirsiniz; hepsi de Londra’nın bir 

ucundan diğerine ağ örmekle meşgul.”   (App. 2C, p. 28) 
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In another story of Woolf, “The String Quartet”, there is a group of 

musicians who plays Mozart and in the story the fragmented sentences of the 

audience before the concert take place. This sentence gives information about the 

transportation and types of transportation used in that country at that time.  

 

Similarly in this story, we have special names like “Regent Street” or 

“Venice.” The reason for mentioning the street is it is a popular street that everyone 

wants to take part in this street in one way or another. Moreover, Venice is given 

intentionally, because it is one of the centers of arts and music. 

 
 

� “…Niagara’s ahead” (App. 1B, p. 128) 

� “…Niagara önümüzde.” (App. 2B. p. 25) 

 

Once again the same story has a sentence with a special name of a waterfall. 

This is again mentioned intentionally for giving information about the geographical 

elements.  

 

� “But the waters of the Rhone flow swift and deep…” (App. 1C, p. 

131)  

� “Fakat Rhone’un suları sert ve derinden akıyor.” (App. 2C, p. 30) 

 

Similarly in the story “The String Quartet”, the sentence mentions the name 

of the river which is one of the important geographical features of that region. 

 

� “…the Queen Anne coal–scuttle…”  (App. 1D, p. 135) 

� “…Kraliçe Anne devri  kömür kovaları…” (App. 2D, p. 144) 
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The sentence taken from the story “The Mark on the Wall” can give the idea 

that people used to have a kind of coal scuttles which are special to Queen Anne 

time, most probably because these scuttles were started to be produced at her time. 

 

� “I said how I’d seen a flower growing on a dust heap on the site of an 

old house in Kingsway.” (App. 1D, p. 136) 

� “Ben de Kingsway’de eski bir evin çevresinde, tozlu bir 

tepeciktegördüğüm çiçekten söz ettim.” (App. 2D, p. 46) 

 

The same story has another sentence. Although there is no clear explanation, 

it may be understood that Kingsway which is obviously a region in England, is a 

special place with its gardens. 

 

� “As we face each other in omnibuses and underground railways…” 

(App. 1D, p. 136) 

� “Otobüslerde, metro raylarında yüzyüze geldikçe…” (App. 2D, p. 47)  

 

This sentence taken from the same story “The Mark on the Wall” gives 

examples to the transportation at that time in the country. 

 

� “Generalizations bring back somehow Sunday in London, Sunday 

afternoon walks, Sunday luncheons…” (App. 1D, p. 137)  

� “Genellemeler nedense Londra’da Pazarları, Pazar öğle sonrası 

yürüyüşlerini, Pazar öğle yemeklerini…” (App. 2D, p. 47) 

 

In the same story there is another sentence referring to the source culture. 

With the help of this sentence, it can be understood that it is a tradition of Sunday 

and Sunday afternoons to have walks and have lunch with the acquaintances.  
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� “…a smooth tumulus like those barrows on the South Downs which 

are, they say, either tombs or camps.” (App. 1D, p. 137) 

� “…hani Güney düzlüklerinde mezar ya da karargah olduğu söylenen 

tepeciklere benzeyen yumuşak bir tümsek gibi.” (App. 2D, p. 48) 

 

Similarly in the same story this sentence gives information about the 

geographical features of the South parts of the country. 

 

� “…fashion meant cut, meant style, meant thirty guineas at least…” 

(App. 1E, p. 141)  

� “…şıklık kesim demekti, şekil demekti, en azından otuz gine 

demekti…” (App. 2E, p. 54) 

 

This fragment from the story “The New Dress” has a culture-specific item, 

guinea, which is a form of currency in that culture. However, there is no explicit 

information about the worth of this currency in the target culture.  

 

� “…as if it were a halfpenny when it ought to have been a pound…” 

(App. 1E, p. 145)  

� “bir pound olması gerekirken bir peni gelmiş gibi şüpheyle” (App. 

2E, p. 59) 

 

Similarly there is another reference to the currency of the source culture in 

the fragment of sentence. As is stated before, there is no clear information about how 

much a halfpenny or a pound is. 

 

� “…or down by the sea on the sand in the sun, at Easter…” (App. 1E, 

p. 146) 

� “ya da Yortu’da güneş altında deniz kıyısındaki kumlara uzanışı…” 

(App. 2E, p. 61) 
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In another expression in the same story “The New Dress”, the reader of the 

target culture reads the word ‘Yortu’ however he or she cannot learn about it in 

detail. The reader may only think that this can be some kind of holiday that people 

can lay on the beach by the sea.  

 

� “…carving the mutton for Sunday lunch…” (App. 1E, p. 146)  

� “…Pazar öğle yemeklerine eti keserken…” (App. 2E, p. 61) 

 

In another piece of sentence in the same story: provides the target reader 

with the information that Sundays are the days that people come together and eat 

meals. Most probably, this is a popular kind of meeting around the people living in 

that country.  

 

� “She would go to the London Library to–morrow” (App. 1E, p. 146) 

� “Ertesi gün Londra Kütüphanesi’ne gitmeye karar verdi.“ (App.2E, 

p. 62)  

 

Here, there is another sentence from the same story “The New Dress”. 

Regarding the special name of the country, it can be inferred by the target reader that 

this library may be one of the famous ones in that country and this fame may come 

from its size in terms of books owned.  

 

�  “…or she would walk down the Strand…” (App. 1E, p. 147) 

� “…ya da Strand boyunca yürüyüp…” ( App. 2E, p. 62) 

  

By the help of another fragment of sentence in the same story mentioned in 

the previous paragraph, what is provided to the reader of the target culture is a name 

of a street. The reader may also think that it is one of the mostly preferred ones to 

have a walk on, although there no reference to it.  

 



79 
 

 

� “…steel engravings of the Prince Consort with his family…” (App. 

1F, p. 148) 

� “…Prens Consort ailesinin çelik üzerine kabartma resimlerini…” 

(App. 2F, p. 75) 

 

In another story “Lappin and Lappinova” the title, Prince, provides the 

target reader with the idea that ‘prince” should be somebody in a higher position in 

the country so that his pictures are engraved on steel. In addition, if the reader was 

supplied with more information related to the identity of ‘prince’ or what kind of 

people could take the title ‘prince’, it would be better for the reader to understand 

this cultural element which is specific to the source culture. 

 

� “The name suggested…her mother–in–law’s dining–room in 

Porchester Terrace in short.” (App. 1F, p. 148) 

� “ Đsim … tek bir kelimeyle kayınvalidesinin Porchester Terrace’teki 

yemek odasını çağrıştırıyordu.” (App. 2F, p. 75) 

 

By the help of this sentence it is clear that ‘Porchester Terrace’ is a place 

where people have a house, that is, it is a residential area. Like in many sentences, 

the translator does not give any detail about the environment of that stated name 

‘Porchester Terrace’. For that reason, the target reader could only think that this 

place may be a region, a street, etc. on which people prefer to live, most probably a 

famous one.  

 

� “…born at Porchester Terrace, educated at Rugby…” (App. 1F, p. 

149) 

� “…Porchester Terrace’da doğmuş, Rugby’de okumuş…” (App. 2F, p. 

77) 
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 As a continuation of the previous fragment of sentence, by the help of this 

sentence taken from the same story “Lappin and Lappinova”, the reader of the target 

culture can only understand that ‘Rugby’ is a famous school or college which people 

prefer to be educated there. It would be better to give the type or maybe a summary 

of admission rules to that school in order to show that why it is so popular or hard to 

be admitted.  

 

� “…now a clerk in His Majesty’s Civil Service.” (App. 1F, p. 149) 

� “…şimdi de Majestelerinin Devlet Hizmeti’nde memurluk yapan bir 

Đngilizdi.” (App. 2F, p. 77)  

 

There is another sentence in the same story which has a culture-specific 

element which mentions about the government of the country. Though, the identity, 

the duties or responsibilities of the Majesty is not mentioned whether implicitly or as 

a footnote, it may inferred by the target reader that he is an important or the top 

executive person of the country since people work for him as clerks.  

 

� “…or when John, Ernest’s sporting brother, told them what price 

rabbits were fetching that autumn in Wiltshire, skins and all.” (App. 

1F, p. 150) 

� “…ya da Ernest’in av meraklısı kardeşi John o güz Wiltshire’da ada 

tavşanlarının derileriyle filan kaç para ettiklerini anlatırken…” (App. 

2F, p.   

 

Another fragment of sentence in the same story “Lappin and Lappinova” 

has a name of a place about which the translator does not mention explicitly. 

Different from other sentences, the translator translates the word ‘sporting’ as 

‘avcılık’ regarding the context and this type of contribution to the translation 

provides the reader of the target language with the idea that Wiltshire is a place 

where people go for hunting and it is a famous pastimes in those times in that culture.  
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� “And then she looked at her mother–in–law—whom they dubbed The 

Squire.” (App. 1F, p. 152) 

� “Onu geçip omzuna kılıç dokundurulup Soylu ilan edilmiş 

kayınvalidesine baktı.” (App. 2F, p. 82) 

 

In the same story “Lappin and Lappinova” the sentence; has two cultural 

elements; the verb ‘dub’ and the title ‘the Squire’. The translator transmits the 

culture-specific title ‘the Squire’ and she gives explanatory information about the 

identity of a Squire and how a person may become a Squire, which is touching the 

sword on the shoulder and being declared as a Squire, keeping the context of the 

story in mind.  

 

� “They had a nice little home; half a house above a saddler’s shop in 

South Kensington, not far from the tube station.” (App. 1F, p. 153) 

� “Küçük şirin bir evleri vardı; Güney Kensigton’da metro istasyonuna 

yakın bir saraçhanenin üstünde ufak bir ev.” (App. 2F, p. 83)  

 

Similarly in the same story; the sentence has a name of a place “South 

Kensington”. This is again a culture-specific name in that city and again the reader of 

the target culture is not supplied with the environment of that place and why the 

author chose to mention this place. It can only be thought by the target reader that 

this place is one of the suitable places to live since transportation to the center can be 

provided by the Tubes, another characteristic of the culture, which is near to the 

house mentioned.  

 

� “ She walked along the Cromwell Road…” (App. 1F, p. 154) 

� “Cromwell Yolu boyunca yürürken…” (App. 2F, p. 85) 
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Another fragment of sentence from the same story “Lappin and Lappinova” 

is the one which has a special road name. The target reader is, once again, provided 

with a road name, “Cromwell Road”, without any further information as to what kind 

of road this is, or why it is a preferable road to walk on.  

 

� “At last she reached the Natural History Museum” (App. 1F, p. 154) 

� “Derken Doğa Tarihi Müzesi’ne vardı.” (App. 2F, p. 85) 

 

In this sentence in the same story “Lappin and Lappinova” the target reader 

comes across with the special name of a library ‘Natural History Museum’; actually 

this is a special name and, in this case there is localization in the name of the 

museum. The reason for localizing the name of the museum may be the concern of 

the translator who wants to emphasize that this is a museum similar to the ones in the 

source culture. However there is no further information about the specialty of that 

museum. It would be better if the target reader was provided with the information 

why the person mentioned in the story went to that library especially, instead of 

localizing the name of the museum. 

 

� “Oliver Bacon lived at the top of a house overlooking the Green 

Park.” (App. 1G, p. 156) 

� “Oliver Bacon Green Park’a bakan bir binanın en üst katında 

yaşıyordu.” (App. 2G, p. 103)   

 

In another story “The Duchess and the Jeweller”, what is come across is 

another place name ‘Green Park’. However, the translator transmits only the name of 

the park mentioned, but there is no information as to the characteristics of that park 

and what kind of feeling it is to live in a building facing ‘Green Park’.  
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� “And from the middle window he looked down upon the glossy roofs 

of fashionable cars packed in the narrow straits of Piccadilly.” (App. 

1G, p. 156) 

� “Oliver ortadaki pencereden aşağıya, Picadilly’nin dar sokaklarına 

yığılmış son model arabaların parlak tepelerine baktı.” (App. 2G, p. 

103)   

 

In the same story “The Duchess and the Jeweller”, the translator provides 

the reader of the target language with a name of a place ‘Picadilly’ which is one of 

the famous regions of the city. Though there is no explicit information about the 

fame of this region, the target reader can get the idea from the context which 

mentions about the fashionable cars parked on the streets of that region ‘Picadilly’.  

 

� “He had once thought that the height of his ambition—selling stolen 

dogs to fashionable women in Whitechapel.” (App. 1G, p. 156) 

� “O zamanlar Whitechapel’deki zengin hanımlara çalıntı köpek satmak 

idealiydi.” (App. 2G, p. 104) 

 

Similarly in the same story stated in the previous paragraph, the sentence 

has a reference to a place name as ‘Whitechapel’ whose informative explanation is 

not provided by the translator. The significance of this place can only be understood 

from the context given, that is, this is a well-known, popular place especially for 

women who want to own a dog.  

 

� “After that he went into the private room behind the shop in Hatton 

Garden; the room with the scales, the safe, the thick magnifying 

glasses.” (App. 1G, p. 156) 

� “Ondan sonra Hatton Garden’daki dükkanın arkasında terazileri, 

kasası, kalın camlı büyüteçleri ile özel bir odası olmuştu.”  (App. 2G, 

p. 104) 



84 
 

 

In the same story “The Duchess and the Jeweller” the sentence; has a 

cultural element, a place name ‘Hatton Garden’. Although the reader is not provided 

with the information as to the significance of this place, it can be understood from 

the context that this is a place where many shops can be found and a suitable 

environment for shopping, maybe a one of the centers of shopping in those times in 

the city.  

 

� “And he had a villa at Richmond, overlooking the river, with trellises 

of red roses…” (App. 1G, p. 157) 

� “Richmond’da nehre bakan, etrafı güller içinde bir villa almıştı.”  

(App. 2G, p. 104) 

 

Another sentence in the same story has again a culture-specific place name 

‘Richmond’ with which information the target reader is not supplied. The target 

reader can infer the information about what kind of place this can be only by the help 

of the context which tells that this is a place where one can see villas, so this is a 

place in which rich people who can afford to buy a villa can live in.  

 

� “…he was the richest jeweller in England…” (App. 1G, p. 157) 

� “… Đngiltere’nin en zengin kuyumcusuydu…” (App. 2G, p. 105) 

 

Similarly in the same story “The Duchess and The Jeweller” there is a 

sentence with a reference to the name of the country ‘England’ and since in most of 

the stories the target reader is provided with culture-specific items only with the 

names not with their detailed information; it is still the same in this sentence. The 

target reader can only learn that England has many shops selling jewels, and the 

jeweller mentioned in this sentence is one of the richest ones.  

 

� “So Oliver snuffed always in the rich earth of Mayfair another truffle, 

a blacker, a bigger further off.” (App. 1G, p. 157) 
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� “ Đşte Oliver da Mayfair’in zengin topraklarında hep derinlerdeki 

daha siyah, daha büyük bir mantarın kokusunu alıyordu.” (App. 2G, 

p. 105) 

 

In the same story “The Duchess and The Jeweller” there is another sentence 

referring to a place name ‘Mayfair’. The significance of ‘Mayfair’ is not stated either 

implicitly or with a footnote, but the target reader can get the idea that this place has 

productive soils so that people deal with agriculture in that region.  

 

� “The cries of Bond Street came in; the purr of the distant traffic.” 

(App. 1G, p. 158)  

� “Bond Caddesinin gürültüsü, uzaktaki trafiğin uğultusu içeri doldu.” 

App. 1G, p. 106) 

 

Another sentence in the same story; has again a street name ‘Bond Street’, a 

culture-specific name which is foreign to the reader of the target culture. The only 

thing which can be learned about this street is the one which can be learned out of 

context, that; this street is one of the most crowded streets. 

 

� “…a cigar costing one guinea…” (App. 1G, p. 158) 

� “…bir ginelik purolardan” (App. 2G, p. 107) 

 

In the expression taken from the same story “The Duchess and The 

Jeweller”, the currency of that country is given without the worth of that amount in 

the target culture, for that reason, though the target reader learns about the currency 

used in that country, he or she will not be able to learn the equivalence of a ‘guinea’ 

in the target culture.  

 

� “From the Appleby cincture,” she mourned. “The last . . . the last of 

them all.” (App. 1G, p. 159) 
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� “Appleby kemerinden,” diye üzgün üzgün söylendi “ Kalanlar…son 

kalanlar.” (App. 2G, p. 109) 

 

In the same story “The Duchess and the Jeweller”, there is an expression 

including a culture-specific place name ‘Appleby’. The target reader is not supplied 

with the significance of this place, but it can be inferred from the context that this 

place may be ruins of a historical structure, and the character is sad because of the 

destruction occurred within time.  

 

� “…a Cheque for twenty thousand pounds with his signature…” (App. 

1G, p. 161) 

� “…onun imzasını taşıyan yirmi bin poundluk çek” (App. 2G, p. 111) 

 

 Once again in the same story “The Duchess and the Jeweller”; the 

expression has a form of currency ‘pound’. Although the reader of the target culture 

does not know what is the equivalence of a ‘pound’ in his or her culture, he or she 

learns that ‘pound’ is one form of the source culture’s currency.  

 

� “Oh, they used to have such lovely things, when they lived at 

Salisbury…” (App. 1H, p. 162) 

� “Ah, Salisbury’de yaşadıkları günler ne güzeldi…” (App. 2H, p. 114) 

 

In another story “Moments of Being”, the author mentions another name of 

a place ‘Salisbury’ in a sentence and there is no explicit information about the 

features of this place. It can only be inferred by the target reader that this is a nice 

place to live because the context mentions that the character in the story remembers 

the old good days they have lived in ‘Salisbury’.  

 

� “My family had always known them—they were regular Canterbury 

people,” Miss Kingston said” (App. 1H, p. 162) 
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� “Ailem onları eskiden beri tanırdı-Canterbury’nin köklü 

ailelerindendiler’ diyordu Miss Kingston.” (App. 2H, p.114)   

 

Another sentence in the same story has a similar reference as to place 

names, ‘Canterbury’. The reader of the target culture may not know the significance 

of this city since there is no explicit information. He or she can only infer that there 

are many noble families living there and it’s a famous city of that country.  

 

� “Much the nicest part of London—Kensington (I’m speaking of fifteen 

or twenty years ago),” she had said once.” (App. 1H, p. 165) 

� “Kensington,’ demişti bir keresinde ‘Londra’nın en güzel yeri (tabii 

onbeş yirmi yıl öncesinden söz ediyorum.” (App. 2H, p. 117) 

 

Another similar reference in the same story “Moments of Being” is the 

sentence including a region name ‘Kensington’ which is well-known in that culture 

but not transmitted to the target reader. It can only be inferred by the target reader 

that ‘Kensington’ is one of the most famous and nicest parts of London.  

 

� “Here she broke off, to denounce acridly the draughts in the Tubes.” 

(App. 1H, p. 164) 

� “Sözünün burasında durup kızgınlıkle Metro’daki hava akımından 

yakınmıştı” (App. 2H, p. 117)  

 

In the same story the expression ‘the Tubes’ supplies the target reader with 

the culture-specific knowledge that this city is famous with its Tubes. There could be 

more information related to the transportation system, or the Tubes in this context, so 

as to show that this city is famous with its subway.   

 

� “She had attracted them first, and then her brother’s friends from 

Oxford or Cambridge.” (App. 1H, p. 165) 
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� “Öncelikle onları cezbetmiştir, sonra da kardeşinin Oxford ya da 

Cambridge’den arkadaşlarını” (App. 2H, p. 117) 

 

There is another sentence in the same story “Moments of Being”, similar to 

the one stated in the previous paragraph. This sentence has also some special names 

of some parts of London, ‘Cambridge’ or ‘London’ whose specialties or differences 

from the other parts are not given clearly. What is also not clear here is whether these 

names are given as parts of London or name of the famous colleges.  

 

� “…and arrange perhaps, on the rare occasions when she stayed in 

London, to show her—Kensington Gardens?” ( App. 1H, p. 165) 

� “Londra’da kaldığı zamanlar ona Kensington Bahçeleri’ni 

gezdirmeyi planlamışlardır.” (App. 2H, p. 117) 

 

Again in the same story “Moments of Being”, there is a sentence including a 

special name of gardens ‘Kensington Gardens’. Although this is not mentioned 

clearly, it can be understood by the target reader that this part is famous with its well-

cared gardens.  

 

� “They compared it with the Avon.” (App. 1H, p. 165) 

� “O nehirle Avon’u karşılaştırmışlardır.” (App. 2H, p. 118) 

 

Another similar reference related to the country’s geographical features in 

the story “Moments of Being” is the name of the river ‘Avon’. Although the reader 

does not have enough knowledge of the river Avon, he or she can think that it is also 

comparably important river in the country.  

 

� “It might be Ravenna; or Edinburgh, where she had kept house for 

her brother.” (App. 1H, p.165) 
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� “Ravenna’da ya da kardeşi için bir ev aldığı Edinburgh’da 

olabilirdi.” (App. 2H, p. 118) 

 

Similarly in the same story “Moments of Being”, the sentence has country-

specific elements such as ‘Edinburg’ or ‘Ravenna’ that is transmitted to the reader of 

the target language, but it would be better to supply the target reader with more 

information about these cities or places to get the significance of these places. 

 

� “When, therefore, from time to time, she managed her forces adroitly 

and brought off a visit to Hampton Court the week the crocuses—

those glossy bright flowers were her favourite—were at their best, it 

was a victory.” (App. 1H, p. 166) 

� “Bu nedenle zaman zaman gücünü toplamayı başarıp çiğdemlerin en 

göz alıcı olduğu hafta Hampton Court’a gezmeye çıkabilse bu bir 

zafer oluyordu.” (App. 2H, p. 120) 

 

Once again in the same story “Moments of Being”, what is come across is a 

name of a place ‘Hampton Court’ about which the reader of the target language has 

no information. What can overtly be understood by the reader of the target culture is 

that Hampton Court is a nice place where people prefer to go for walking, or a place 

which is famous for its glossy bright flowers.  

 

� “So she had gone off to Waterloo on her great undertaking—to visit 

Hampton Court—alone.” (App. 1H, p. 166) 

� “Demek ki tek başına Waterloo’ya-Hampton Court’a gezmeye 

gitmişti.” (App. 2H, p. 120) 

 

In the same story “Moments of Being”, there is another sentence referring to 

a special place name ‘Waterloo’ which is specific to that country. Again there is no 
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clear explanation as to where ‘Waterloo’ is or what the most important features of 

that part of the city are that the author chose to mention about it.  

 

� “She lived in a little house off the Brompton Road entirely alone.” 

(App. 1H, p. 166)  

� “Brampton Yolu’nun aşağısında küçük bir evde yapayalnız 

yaşıyordu.” (App. 2H, p. 120)  

 

The sentence taken from the story “Moments of Being”, the target reader is 

provided with only the name of the road without the importance of that road. If the 

target reader would be given a little bit more information on the features of 

‘Brampton Road’ it would be easier to draw the picture of that road in mind in terms 

of understanding the general atmosphere of the story.   

 

� “…heard the choristers playing cricket…” (App. 1H, p. 167) 

� “…korodaki çocukların kriket oynayışını duydu…” (App. 2H, p. 121) 

 

In the same story “Moments of Being”, the expression ‘playing cricket’ is a 

country-specific type of sports which was a well-known and famous sports in those 

times. Without being supplied with the necessary information about this sport, the 

reader of the target culture may wonder about what kind of sports it is, what the rules 

are, how it is played. For that reason a footnote summarizing the most basic rules of 

‘cricket’ could be given for clarifying the target reader  

 
 

3.3.1.9. Cultural elements related to Multiculturalism 
 

� “And, getting up, she had taken that old fashion book of her mother’s, 

a Paris fashion book of the time of the Empire…” (App. 1E, p. 141) 

� “Kalktı, annesinin eski moda dergisini, ta Đmparatorluk zamanından 

kalma Paris moda dergisini aldı.” (App. 2E, p. 54) 
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This is the second time of this sentence, taken from the story “The New 

Dress”, being put under a category, other than History. This time this sentence was 

put under the category of Multiculturalism because with a cultural element, like 

Paris, this sentence goes one step further and gives an example of French culture and 

with this sentence, it is clear that Paris is one of the centers of fashion, although there 

is no clearance by the translator.  

 

� “…which was blue like a smooth china egg…” (App. 1E, p. 146) 

� “…bir Çin yumurtası denli sıkı, katı, masmavi…” (App. 2E, p. 61)  

 

In the same story “The New Dress” this expression refers to an item ‘a 

smooth china egg’ which can be regarded as a sign of multiculturalism. The reason 

for that is, although the source and target cultures are different, the author mentions 

about a third culture which is different from both the source and target languages in 

order to bring a new dimension to culture aspect.               

 

� “…and wrapped herself, round and round and round, in the Chinese 

cloak she had worn these twenty years.” (App. 1E, p. 147) 

� “… ve yirmi yıldır üstünden çıkarmadığı Çin işi pelerine sıkı, sımsıkı 

sarındı” (App. 2E, p. 63) 

 

Another sentence in the same story gives a similar example of 

multiculturalism which is ‘Chinese cloak’. Although it is something  contributive for 

the reader of the target culture to learn about a new cultural item different from the 

source culture of the original story, it would be more illuminating to the target reader 

to learn about what the specific features of a ‘chinese cloak’ is.            

 

� “Then he had gone behind a counter; had sold cheap watches; then 

he had taken a wallet to Amsterdam…” (App. 1G, p. 156)  



92 
 

 

� “Derken tezgah başına geçip ucuz saatler satmış, ardından 

Amsterdam’a mal kaçırmıştı…”  (App. 2G, p. 104) 

 

In the story “The Duchess and The Jeweller”, the sentence has a name of a 

city which adds something more to the reader of the target culture. Having not much 

knowledge about ‘Amsterdam’, the target reader may only learn that there is a kind 

of smuggling between London and Amsterdam in those times. As different from the 

others, the translators translates the expression “take a wallet” as “mal kaçırmak’, in 

that way the target reader can understand the type of relationship between these two 

cities.  

 

� “When he passed through the knots of jewellers in the hot evening 

who were discussing prices, gold mines, diamonds, reports from South 

Africa…” (App. 1G, p. 156) 

� “Sıcak akşamüstleri fiyatları, altın madenlerini, elmasları, Güney 

Afrika’dan gelen haberleri tartışan kuyumcuların önünden her 

geçişinde…”  (App. 2G, p. 104) 

 

In the same story mentioned in the previous paragraph, there is a name of 

country ‘South Africa’. With this expression what is provided to the reader of the 

target culture is the name of a different country than England, which may make the 

target reader curious about this new country. In this sense, he or she can only get the 

idea that this country is a place in which important events are happening so that 

people are eager to learn about the news from that country. 

 

� “…that was famous in France, in Germany, in Austria, in Italy, and 

all over America…” (App. 1G, p. 157) 

� “Fransa, Almanya, Avusturya, Đtalya ve Tüm Amerika’da tanımayan 

yoktu bu dükkanı…” (App. 2G, p. 106)        
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 The story “The Duchess and The Jeweller” has sentence which can be 

regarded as the most suitable example of multiculturalism among other sentences in 

the stories, because this sentence has the many names of the countries in Europe, 

‘France’, ‘Germany’, ‘Austria’, ‘Italy’ and different from others, name of a continent 

and country ‘America’. In this way the reader of the target language are provided 

with the names of the countries which are different from the source culture.  

 

3.4. Findings and Interpretation 
 

It is a known fact that Virginia Woolf is such a writer that she uses so many 

cultural elements in her novels and short stories. In that sense, using elements that 

are reflecting the features of her own culture is like a piece of her artistic writing. She 

has many novels and short stories that play the role of a transparent glass showing 

the culture-specific items. However, in this study only eight of her short stories 

which have numerous cultural items in them were analyzed. Although all of her short 

stories have sentences and expressions that point out some characteristics of the 

source culture, the ones which have many of them were chosen and analyzed.  

 

In the scope of this study, so far, eight Virginia Woolf short stories which 

have the most prominent culture-specific elements have been analyzed. 

Consequently, it has been found that these stories have cultural elements that can be 

put under nearly all categories. The categories which have most examples were 

Everyday Living (e.g: yellow oblongs of cheese), Living Conditions (e.g: zigzagging 

roofs), Interpersonal Relations (sub-category: class structure of society and relations 

between classes (e.g: Lord, Duchess)), Values, Beliefs and Attitudes (sub-category: 

history, politics, arts, religion (e.g: Easter, church)), and Ritual Behaviour (e.g: 

wedding ceremony). In addition to these categories, there emerged a need to add four 

more categories; which are Literature (e.g: Shakespeare), Appearance and Clothing 

(e.g: hat pins), Information about Country (e.g: Kensington, Canterbury) and 

Multiculturalism ( Chinese cloak).  
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Because of the reason that the translations of the stories were produced by 

only one translator, the comparison between different translators did not take place. 

Instead of this, the role of the translator in terms of localizing, changing or giving 

explanations in the translated text or as a foot note of the culture-specific items were 

considered. Consequently, it is found that, although the author uses so many cultural 

elements, the translator does not change the cultural figures nor does she localize 

them or give explanatory information about them. The reader of the target language 

can only learn the new culture-specific units; however, except one or two footnote 

explanation, he or she cannot understand the significance of these elements. If he or 

she was given more detailed explanations as to why the author used them specifically 

in her stories, it would be more helpful for the target reader to understand the general 

atmosphere of the story he or she is reading with the aim of learning about a culture 

different from his or hers.  
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CHAPTER IV 

 

DISCUSSION AND SUGGESTIONS 
 

Since no two languages are the same and it is impossible for a language to 

express the meaning of another, a distinction lies between different languages. For 

that reason, translation is not a matter of changing the words by finding their 

equivalents in the target language. On top of this, it is a multi dimensional 

phenomenon because each language is born in a new culture and has the 

characteristics of its own. With the help of translation, people learn about other 

cultures and learn that the world is not only composed of their own place in which 

they live.  

 

What gains importance in this process of translation is transferring cultural 

items in such a way that the reader of the target language is able to understand the 

special cultural elements. Robinson (1999: 224) states that “Instead of looking for 

differentiated or distilled cultural essences, it could be fruitful to look at translations 

themselves in order to see what they have to say about cultural frontiers.”  

 

In order to find out whether there is cultural transfer through translation in 

the short stories of Virginia Woolf, eight stories, rich in terms of cultural elements, of 

hers which are “A Haunted House”, “An Unwritten Novel”, “The String Quartet”, 

“The Mark on the Wall”, “The New Dress”, “Lappin and Lappinova”, “The Duchess 

and the Jeweller”, and “Moments of Being”, translated from the original book named 

“A Haunted House and Other Short Stories” by Alev Bulut were analyzed.  

 

Since the translations of the short stories were a product of only one 

translator, this study was not a comparative one among different translators. On the 

other hand, this study was comparative in terms of comparing the original texts with 

their Turkish translations.  
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In the first story “A Haunted House” telling about a dead couple who turn 

back to the house they were leaving centuries ago. They turn back to the house to 

find the meaning of life. In this poetic story, there are some cultural elements some 

of which are related to living conditions of the society in those times. Although the 

translator does not change any cultural elements or give explanation related to these 

items, the target reader can draw a general picture of living conditions of the source 

culture, roughly though. 

 

Compared to “A Haunted House”, another story “An Unwritten Novel” has 

a little bit more culture-specific items related to the category “Everyday Living” such 

as ‘yellow oblongs of cheese’, ‘napkin tucked diamond-wise’, related to the category 

“Living Conditions”, such as ‘ornaments, curtains, trefoil china plate’, ‘zigzagging 

roofs of Eastbourne’, related to the category “Interpersonal Relations-Family 

Structures”, and sentences such as “a person with two children cannot do much”. 

With regard to other categories this story has cultural items more in the Values, 

Beliefs and Attitudes category. With its sub-categories, the target reader can have 

information about one of the newspapers ‘TIMES’ in that culture or s/he learns about 

the current issues that are being discussed in the country in those times. Under the 

same category, target reader can learn about the Politics of that country as depicted in 

the sentence “Peace between Germany and the Allied Powers was yesterday 

officially ushered in at Paris”. A reader of the target culture may also learn about the 

social classes of that society as depicted in the sentence “one light low in the skylight 

of a drapery emporium; another high in a servant’s bedroom—this one goes out.”. 

There are also references to the religion of that society in this story as depicted in the 

sentence “for now the church door opens, the hard wooden pew receives her; on the 

brown tiles she kneels; every day, winter, summer, dusk, dawn (here she’s at it) 

prays” A cultural item, mentioning about troop of Spanish muleteers, so that related 

to History, can be found in the same story. Other references are related to ritual 

behaviors such as ‘tombstones’, ‘daffodils’, ‘lapping the dead bodies in linens’ and 

‘prayers’. Some other cultural elements are related to Appearance and Clothing such 

as ‘hats and pins’, ‘hats with feathers’. And, of course, there are some special names 
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which are specific to the country such as ‘Sussex’, ‘Surrey’ or ‘Craydon’. 

Consequently, although the story “An Unwritten Novel” is full of culture-specific 

items from many different categories, it can be said that the story is a good example 

in terms of depicting the target culture. The translator translates the cultural items as 

they are without changing them according to the target culture to ease the 

understanding pain of the target reader. Since there is no localization, the target 

reader may only learn about the specific cultural items superficially. Only s/he can 

understand the significance of a culture-specific item from the content if it is given. 

Otherwise, there is no help provided to the target reader.  

 

In another story of Woolf, “The String Quartet”, there is a group of 

musicians who plays Mozart and in the story the fragmented sentences of the 

audience before the concert take place. Like the previous two stories, this story has 

also cultural elements related to Interpersonal Relation-Class Structure of Society 

such as ‘a scene old women, squatted under arches’; related to Interpersonal 

Relations-Relations Between Sexes such as ‘exchange of compliment now 

culminating in a sob of passion’; related to Values, Beliefs and Attitudes-Politics 

such as ‘King’, related to Values, Beliefs and Attitudes-Arts such as ‘Mozart’. In 

addition to these; there is country knowledge transmission such as ‘Tubes, trams, 

omnibuses, private carriages’, ‘ Regent Street’, ‘Niagara’, or ‘the River Rhone’. In 

the light of these cultural items translated into Turkish, it can easily be said that there 

is a cultural transfer from the source culture. However, the target reader is not certain 

about why the writer chose these elements or what the importance of these culture-

specific items is, since translator does not localize any of these items and transfer 

them as they are in the original text. There is not one single footnote given in this 

story and also the style of context makes the reader uneasy about understanding the 

referent of these culture-specific items.   

 

Another story that was analyzed was “The Mark on The Wall”. In this story, 

a woman sees a stain on the wall above the mantelpiece and she tries to remember 

when it happened. With so many ideas in mind, she gets lost in the ideas, till her 
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husband comes and tells her that it is a snail. This story has also, like previous two 

stories, cultural elements that are aimed to be transferred to the target reader. Some 

of them are related to Living Conditions-Housing Conditions like ‘mantelpiece’; 

some of them are related to Values-Beliefs and Attitudes-Arts such as ‘miniature’ or 

‘Shakespeare’; or related to Values-Beliefs and Attitudes-History such as ‘Troy’, 

‘Charles the First’, ‘historical table manners’; related to Values-Beliefs and 

Attitudes-Religion such as ‘Whitaker’s Table of Precedency *’, ‘ Elizabethian nails’, 

‘Quenn Anne coal scuttle’; related to Values-Beliefs and Attitudes-Politics such as 

‘The Archbishop of Canterbury’ , ‘Lord High Chancellor’ or ‘the Archbishop of 

York’. Apart from these, this story is also full of culture-specific items mentioning 

about the country knowledge of that country such as ‘Kingsway’, ‘omnibuses’, 

‘underground railways’, ‘Sundays in London’, ‘Sunday afternoon walks’, ‘Sunday 

luncheons’ and ‘South Downs’. For most of the cultural items, there is one to one 

translation, without illuminating the target reader. As an exception the translator 

gives a footnote for one of the culture-specific item which is the one given for 

‘Whitaker’s Table of Precedency *’. The translator puts a footnote at the end of the 

page and explains this list of precedency and in that way, the readers of the target 

language can easily understand what kind of list it is easily, can put this item under 

the category of Religion since s/he is given a clear explanation by a footnote; or if it 

is possible it would be beneficial for the reader to get an access to the original table 

of Whitaker’s Precedency which is supplied by the translator. 

 

Similar to the previous stories, another short story that was evaluated in 

terms of cultural items was “The New Dress”. This story has also culture-specific 

items related to Interpersonal Relation-Class Structure of Society such as ‘Sir’; 

related to ‘Values-Beliefs and Attitudes-Arts such as ‘reading Borrow or ‘Scott’, 

‘Shakespeare’; related to Values, Beliefs and Attitudes-Religion such as ‘crossing 

herself’; related to Values, Beliefs and Attitudes-History such as ‘Boadicea*’; related 

to Country Knowledge such as ‘guinea (currency)’, ‘pound (currency)’, ‘Easter’, 

‘Sunday lunch’; ‘London Library’; ‘Street Strand’; related to Multiculturalism such 

as ‘Paris fashion book’, ‘china egg’ or ‘Chinese cloak’. By the help of these cultural 
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elements in mind, it can be mentioned that this story is also full of cultural elements 

depicting some characteristics of source culture. However, as was in the previous 

stories, the reader of the target culture is not provided with enough information 

related to the culturally foreign elements except one in this story. It is the Boadicea, a 

historical queen who is famous for her beauty and disdainfulness of an English tribe 

which fights against the Romans who invaded The Great Britain around A.C. 60. 

Without this footnote the reader of the target culture will not be able to understand 

who she is, since it is really hard from the context to understand the identity of that 

woman. Giving footnote in such kind of translations which are rich in cultural items 

is such a helpful way to help the target reader. 

 

Woolf’s another story that was analyzed in this study was “Lappin and 

Lappinona”. In this story two lovers; Ernest and Rosalind gets married and in order 

to protect themselves from the ugliness of the real life, they start to play a game by 

giving themselves the  names of animals. After a couple of happy years, Ernest 

cannot continue the game and they broke up. Similar to other short stories this story 

has also many cultural elements related to Interpersonal Relation-Class Structure of 

Society such as ‘the Lord of the Manor’; related to Values, Beliefs and Attitudes-

History such as ‘an eighteenth–century relic’, ‘trifles from eighteenth–century 

dressing tables’; related to Ritual Behaviour-Marriage such as ‘The wedding march’ 

and ‘Small boys… threw rice’; related to Knowledge of Country such as ‘Prince 

Consort’, ‘Porchester Terrace’, ‘Rugby(college)’, ‘Majesty’s Civil Service’, 

‘sporting (hunting)’, ‘The Squire’, ‘South Kensington’, ‘Cromwell Road’, and 

‘Natural History Museum’. Different from transmitting other cultural elements, in 

this story, the translator gives the meanings of the two elements ‘sporting’ and ‘the 

Squire’ as ‘avcılık’ and ‘Soylu’. In this way, without giving a footnote, the translator 

gives the meanings of these two cultural words in the story by the help of context. 

Thus, the reader of the target language can easily understand the aim of the author by 

choosing and using these two culturally different words.  
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In another short story which was analyzed in this study was “The Duchess 

and The Jeweller”. Oliver Bacon who is a rich jeweller was earning his life by giving 

back pet dogs which he stole from them in exchange for money. He wants to earn 

more money and Duchess of Lambourne is one of his clients. One day the Duchess 

comes to his shop again because she wants to sell a pearl necklace. Although Oliver 

realizes that this necklace is fake; he gets it and pays much money to the Duchess 

because he is in love with one of the Duchess’s daughters. In such a story it is normal 

that there are so many cultural elements some of which are related to Interpersonal 

Relation-Class Structure of Society such as ‘duchesses, countesses, viscountesses 

and Honourable Ladies’, ‘Mademoiselle’, ‘ducal coronets’, ‘The Duchess of 

Lambourne’, ‘Dukes and Duchesses’; related to Values, Beliefs, and Attitudes-

History such as ‘the swords and spears of Agincourt’; related to Appearance and 

Clothing ‘sleeve links with Roman emperors’ and lastly the ones related to 

Knowledge of the Country such as ‘Green Park’, ‘Picadilly’, ‘Whitechapel’, ‘Hatton 

Garden’, ‘Richmond’, ‘richest jeweller in England’, ‘Mayfair’, ‘Bond Street’, ‘a 

cigar costing one guinea’, ‘Appleby’, ‘Cheque’. One of the most outstanding stories 

of Woolf in terms of cultural items, The Duchess of the Jeweller is rich especially 

items pointing to Knowledge of Country. Like in the other stories, the reader of the 

target language is not supplied with the significances of these special items; instead, 

they are supplied with the titles that are given to men and women, or place names. If 

the target reader were given explanatory information on these items, then it would be 

easier for the reader to get the general atmosphere of the story told.  

 

  In the last story studied for in this thesis was “The Moments of Being”. 

Fanny Wilmot is a student of Julia Craye, a famous pianist. Fanny regards Miss 

Craye as a musical genius and one day she plays Bach for Fanny. On this exact 

moment Miss Craya says an absurd sentence such as ‘Slater’s pins have no points’ 

and Fanny got shocked since she can’t imagine such a woman to make such an 

ordinary sentence. In this last story the general picture is not different from the other 

stories in terms of being rich in cultural elements, being fine with cultural transfer 

and being poor in explanatory information. The cultural elements transferred through 
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translation in this story are related to Values, Beliefs, and Attitudes-Arts such as 

‘Bach fugue’, ‘Archer Street College of Music’, ‘Browning’; related to Values, 

Beliefs and Attitudes-History such as ‘Roman glasses and things’, ‘Roman urns and 

things’, ‘Roman vases’; related to Ritual Behavior such as ‘meeting (ayin), and lastly 

related to Knowledge of Country such as ‘Salisbury’, ‘Canterbury’, ‘Kensington’, 

‘ the Tubes’, ‘Oxford or Cambridge’, ‘Kensington Gardens’, ‘Avon’, ‘Ravenna’, 

‘Edinburgh’, ‘Hampton Court’, ‘Waterloo’, ‘Brompton Road’, ‘playing cricket’. 

Like the previous short story ‘The Duchess and The Jeweller’, this short story is also 

rich in cultural elements reflecting the source culture and the country which the story 

takes place in. Only for one of the cultural items, ‘meeting’, the translator gives 

explanatory-like expression ‘ayin’. By the help of the context it can be understood 

that the meeting is not an ordinary one but a religious one for praying. However, for 

the others, although there are many special names of places, towns, streets, roads, 

parks for example, there is not enough illuminating idea to clear the obscurities being 

formed in the minds of the reader of the target language. 

 

In the light of the analysis of each of the eight stories of Virginia Woolf, it 

can easily be stated that, the short stories chosen and their translations accordingly 

have numerous cultural elements transmitted through translation.  

 

This analysis of the short stories in terms of cultural transfer through 

translation brings new dimensions to the students and instructors dealing with 

translation while analyzing literary works.   

 

In a world that multiculturalism and plurilingualism is on the increase, 

translation plays an important role in conveying the different cultures. In one way or 

another, each person on the earth makes use of translation. Similarly, the need 

emerges as to learning about other cultures, which in turn brings the necessity of 

communicate interculturally.  
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Since culture is a shared system of symbols, beliefs, attitudes, values, 

expectations, and norms of behavior. There should be some principles guiding the 

process of exchanging information across the cultural boundaries. With the aim of 

providing accurate translated texts, the translators should be careful about the 

specialties of intercultural communication so that the people on the both ends of 

intercultural communication process are equally understood. In this sense, the 

translators may provide the reader with a preface at the beginning of their translated 

works explaining the roots of their knowledge of culture and how he or she deals 

with the cultural elements in that specific translated work. For that reason, what is 

easily thought is that if the translator is deprived of the cultural knowledge, the 

translation he or she produced would be barren. 

 

Translation is one of the most frequently referred ways of communication in 

an intercultural context. In this sense, it is not necessary to change the meanings of 

words in one language into another, but to bridge the gaps between two cultures 

considering the methods, principles and importance of intercultural communication.  

 
 
4.1. Suggestions  
 

The analysis of the short stories indicated relevant results since all of the 

stories chosen were found to be rich in cultural items to be transferred through 

translation. Although there was no problem in terms of culture-specific items to be 

transmitted, the translator’s color cannot be seen as there was no localization or 

changing the cultural elements to help the readers understand the significance of 

these cultural elements. Apart from some footnotes given and some explanation via 

context, the rest of the cultural elements were just transmitted without being 

understood fully, with their importance in the source culture.  

 

For that reason, in some cases the translator may provide the reader of the 

target language with much more clarifying explanations, either via footnotes, or 

inserting the indirect explanation into the context. In that way, both the translator and 



103 
 

 

the target reader would share the same experiences because the translator could 

translate not only the word but also the cultural significance and meaning of those 

items and also the reader could learn about the source culture in an effective way.  

 

In addition to these, it can also be suggested that to see a big picture of 

cultural transfer through translation, other short stories and also novels that were 

translated into Turkish by different translators may be analyzed in detail to see the 

process of cultural translation.  

 

4.2. Limitations 
 

In order to conduct such a study it is thought that, out of many works of 

Virginia Woolf, only some examples should be chosen. With this idea in mind, only 

eight stories of Woolf were chosen, they are “A Haunted House”, “An Unwritten 

Novel”, “The String Quartet”, “The Mark on the Wall”, “The New Dress”, “Lappin 

and Lappinova”, “The Duchess and the Jeweller”, and “Moments of Being”, which 

were translated by Alev Bulut from the original book named “A Haunted House and 

Other Short Stories”, translated as “Pazartesi ya da Salı” and published by Đmge 

Kitabevi in April 1992. 

 

The stories were chosen regarding their cultural elements which clearly 

reflect the characteristics of the culture in which they were produced.  

 

In addition, only one author’s (Virginia Woolf) works were studied and also 

the translations of only one translator were being analyzed due to the limited time of 

the study. 
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CHAPTER V 

 

CONCLUSION 
 

The main aim of this study is to identify whether there are cultural elements 

existing in the Turkish translations of the eight short stories of Virginia Woolf as 

samples, and to find out to what extent translation is an intercultural tool and also to 

evaluate the culture transmitter role of translation in ELT by keeping the question in 

mind whether there is any translator contribution to the Turkish translations of the 

stories. 

 

In the Introduction chapter of the present study, the background of the study 

presented together with the problem, purpose and significance of the study. For that 

reason, eight short stories which are rich in cultural elements, of Virginia Woolf were 

chosen. After determining the short stories which are “A Haunted House”, “An 

Unwritten Novel”, “The String Quartet”, “The Mark on the Wall”, “The New Dress”, 

“Lappin and Lappinova”, “The Duchess and the Jeweller”, and “Moments of Being”, 

the Turkish translations of these stories were read and they were compared with the 

original texts.  

 

In the second chapter, definition of translation and culture, the relationship 

between culture and translation, cultural translation, history of translation, 

contemporary translation theories, types of translation, and specific problems of 

translation were presented together with practicing culture in ELT. 

 

In the Methodology Chapter, the chosen stories and their translations into 

Turkish were compared by determining cultural items one by one. After that, the 

transfer realized by the translator was evaluated. 
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In the Fourth Chapter, the findings of the evaluation was considered and 

found that there was not much contribution of the translator since she just translated 

the cultural items without providing the reader of the target language with necessary 

illuminating explanation related to the significance of the culture-specific items. 

Additionally, some suggestions were presented for further research. 

 

In the light of the analysis conducted by evaluating the eight short stories of 

Virginia Woolf, regarding the contemporary translation theories and the role of the 

translator, in terms of cultural elements of the source culture, it can be concluded that 

translation is not an easy task which involves the transformation of the words in one 

language into another.  

 

Translation from one language to another is not a mechanical activity but it 

also means translating the culture of the source language. Considering the 

importance of culture in translation especially in literary texts, since they are the 

most fruitful resources in terms of cultural elements, it can be stated that short stories 

of Woolf is a good example in terms of including the culture-specific items.  

 

Analysis of such kind of literary texts in terms of cultural transfer through 

translation provides an opportunity for not only the students but also the instructors 

who deal with translation and culture to learn about the other cultures. By the help of 

such an evaluation, the readers of the target language can make inferences about the 

source culture, although, except one or two footnotes, they were not given enough 

information about the source culture in this example. In these cases, it should be kept 

in mind that the existence of the translator must be more distinctive since the target 

reader is not supplied with necessary information as to the source culture. This 

necessary, explanatory, illuminating information can be provided in different ways 

by the translator, either via footnotes or inserting this detailed information into the 

translated text in the target culture.  
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Since the role of the translator was found to be so important for the target 

reader to learn about the source culture, it can be thought in the same way that 

teaching and learning culture is so much related to the teacher in ELT. Putting the 

role of the teacher aside for a while, among other lectures, translation courses can be 

one of the best ways to teach and learn about other cultures, and especially the 

culture whose language the students are trying to learn. In addition, teaching of 

culture should be integral and systematic component. For that reason, students’ 

intercultural understanding and communication can be developed through different 

tasks and activities aiming at enhancing cultural awareness. 

 

Consequently culture should not be neglected while learning and teaching a 

foreign language since they are inseparable. For that reason in the future, culture 

teaching should be given more and more importance and the syllabuses, course 

contents and materials should be arranged accordingly. In this sense, teaching culture 

efficiently means bringing a range of resources together. These include text books, 

surveys, histories, interviews, biographies, photos, maps, adverts, television 

programmes, music, songs, films, literature, and the Internet. Cortazzi and Jin 

(1999:198) maintain that EFL and ESP textbooks are expected to reflect a range of 

cultural contexts and include intercultural elements. These, consequently, raise 

learners’ awareness of intercultural issues and enable them to communicate 

effectively and appropriately in a variety of communicative contexts. 

 

In this context, using translation in learning and teaching a foreign language, 

in other words, learning the culture of a new language has an important role. 

Although the role of translation on the ELT stage is discussed incessantly, it is an 

undeniable fact that translation eases the pains of the students who have difficulties 

in comprehending a new language and on top of this, culture of this new language. 

At this point, translation becomes one of the best assistants that is widely used in 

language teaching and learning institutions. 
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As a last remark it can be stated that this study would give an overview to 

the people, either students, or, lecturers while they are reconsidering their ideas about 

translation, and culture, and also placing these two units into ELT. The idea behind 

that is it is impossible to learn a language separate from its culture and translation, 

the best conveyor of culture.     
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NOTES 

 

1. Erek odaklı yaklaşım çevri metnin ve erek edebiyat dizgesi üzerinde 

yoğunlaşmaktadır. 

2. Bu kuram, çeviribilim açısından kendinden sonra gelenlere üç noktada ışık 

tutmuştur. Bunlardan birincisi, sistemi tanımak açısından betimleyici 

incelemelere ilgi artmıştır, ikincisi, çevirilerin sistemdeki rolünü anlamak 

açısından çeviribilimin inceleme gerecinin odağı, kaynak ekin ve kaynak 

metinden erek ekin ve çevirilere doğru kaymıştır, üçüncüsü ise, çeviribilim 

araştırmalarının devingen bir sistem içerisinde ele alınarak bu disiplinin 

durağanlıktan kurtulup dinginlik kazanmasına aracı olmuştur. 

3. Bu yaklaşıma göre iki çeşit eşdeğerlilik vardır: 1-Kuramsal: ideal bağlantılar, 

2-Betimleyici: somut ürünler arası somut bağıntılar. Kaynak metin odaklı 

kuramlarda erek metin özelliklerini yansıtmıyorsa sonuçta çeviri sayılmaz 

çünkü eşdeğerlik sağlanmamıştır. 

4. Bu durumda, Toury’nin Even Zohar’ın Çoğul Dizge Kuramından yola 

çıkarak çevirilerin erek ekine özgü yazınsal çoğul dizgede bir konumu ve 

işlevi olduğunu öne sürdüğü görülür.  

5. Kısaca, betimsel ve açıklayıcı metodu kullanarak yaklaşımı bilimsel olarak 

desteklerken, yaklaşımın bütün ve genel bir yaklaşım olmasına öncülük 

etmiştir.  
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Appendix 1.A. 
 
 

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. 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 

window panes 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 burnt 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; sought the house, found it 

dropped beneath the Downs. “Safe, safe, safe,” the pulse of the house beat gladly. 

“The Treasure yours.” 
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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.” 

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.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



120 
 

 

Appendix 1.B. 
 

AN UNWRITTEN NOVEL 
 

Such an expression of unhappiness was enough by itself to make one’s eyes slide 

above the paper’s edge to the poor woman’s face—insignificant without that look, 

almost a symbol of human destiny with it. Life’s what you see in people’s eyes; life’s 

what they learn, and, having learnt it, never, though they seek to hide it, cease to be 

aware of—what? That life’s like that, it seems. Five faces opposite—five mature 

faces—and the knowledge in each face. Strange, though, how people want to conceal 

it! Marks of reticence are on all those faces: lips shut, eyes shaded, each one of the 

five doing something to hide or stultify his knowledge. One smokes; another reads; a 

third checks entries in a pocket book; a fourth stares at the map of the line framed 

opposite; and the fifth—the terrible thing about the fifth is that she does nothing at 

all. She looks at life. Ah, but my poor, unfortunate woman, do play the game—do, 

for all our sakes, conceal it! 

As if she heard me, she looked up, shifted slightly in her seat and sighed. She seemed 

to apologise and at the same time to say to me, “If only you knew!” Then she looked 

at life again. “But I do know,” I answered silently, glancing at the TIMES for 

manners’ sake. “I know the whole business. ‘Peace between Germany and the Allied 

Powers was yesterday officially ushered in at Paris—Signor Nitti, the Italian Prime 

Minister—a passenger train at Doncaster was in collision with a goods train. . .’ We 

all know—the TIMES knows—but we pretend we don’t.” My eyes had once more 

crept over the paper’s rim She shuddered, twitched her arm queerly to the middle of 

her back and shook her head. Again I dipped into my great reservoir of life. “Take 

what you like,” I continued, “births, deaths, marriages, Court Circular, the habits of 

birds, Leonardo da Vinci, the Sandhills murder, high wages and the cost of living—

oh, take what you like,” I repeated, “it’s all in the TIMES!” Again with infinite 

weariness she moved her head from side to side until, like a top exhausted with 

spinning, it settled on her neck. 

The TIMES was no protection against such sorrow as hers. But other human beings 

forbade intercourse. The best thing to do against life was to fold the paper so that it 

made a perfect square, crisp, thick, impervious even to life. This done, I glanced up 

quickly, armed with a shield of my own. She pierced through my shield; she gazed 
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into my eyes as if searching any sediment of courage at the depths of them and 

damping it to clay. Her twitch alone denied all hope, discounted all illusion. 

So we rattled through Surrey and across the border into Sussex. But with my eyes 

upon life I did not see that the other travellers had left, one by one, till, save for the 

man who read, we were alone together. Here was Three Bridges station. We drew 

slowly down the platform and stopped. Was he going to leave us? I prayed both 

ways—I prayed last that he might stay. At that instant he roused himself, crumpled 

his paper contemptuously, like a thing done with, burst open the door, and left us 

alone. 

The unhappy woman, leaning a little forward, palely and colourlessly addressed 

me—talked of stations and holidays, of brothers at Eastbourne, and the time of year, 

which was, I forget now, early or late. But at last looking from the window and 

seeing, I knew, only life, she breathed, “Staying away—that’s the drawback of it—” 

Ah, now we approached the catastrophe, “My sister–in–law”—the bitterness of her 

tone was like lemon on cold steel, and speaking, not to me, but to herself, she 

muttered, “nonsense, she would say—that’s what they all say,” and while she spoke 

she fidgeted as though the skin on her back were as a plucked fowl’s in a poulterer’s 

shop–window. 

“Oh, that cow!” she broke off nervously, as though the great wooden cow in the 

meadow had shocked her and saved her from some indiscretion. Then she shuddered, 

and then she made the awkward angular movement that I had seen before, as if, after 

the spasm, some spot between the shoulders burnt or itched. Then again she looked 

the most unhappy woman in the world, and I once more reproached her, though not 

with the same conviction, for if there were a reason, and if I knew the reason, the 

stigma was removed from life. 

“Sisters–in–law,” I said—— 

Her lips pursed as if to spit venom at the word; pursed they remained. All she did 

was to take her glove and rub hard at a spot on the window–pane. She rubbed as if 

she would rub something out for ever—some stain, some indelible contamination. 

Indeed, the spot remained for all her rubbing, and back she sank with the shudder and 

the clutch of the arm I had come to expect. Something impelled me to take my glove 

and rub my window. There, too, was a little speck on the glass. For all my rubbing it 

remained. And then the spasm went through me I crooked my arm and plucked at the 

middle of my back. My skin, too, felt like the damp chicken’s skin in the poulterer’s 
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shop–window; one spot between the shoulders itched and irritated, felt clammy, felt 

raw. Could I reach it? Surreptitiously I tried. She saw me. A smile of infinite irony, 

infinite sorrow, flitted and faded from her face. But she had communicated, shared 

her secret, passed her poison she would speak no more. Leaning back in my corner, 

shielding my eyes from her eyes, seeing only the slopes and hollows, greys and 

purples, of the winter’s landscape, I read her message, deciphered her secret, reading 

it beneath her gaze. 

Hilda’s the sister–in–law. Hilda? Hilda? Hilda Marsh—Hilda the blooming, the full 

bosomed, the matronly. Hilda stands at the door as the cab draws up, holding a coin. 

“Poor Minnie, more of a grasshopper than ever—old cloak she had last year. Well, 

well, with too children these days one can’t do more. No, Minnie, I’ve got it; here 

you are, cabby—none of your ways with me. Come in, Minnie. Oh, I could carry 

YOU, let alone your basket!” So they go into the dining–room. “Aunt Minnie, 

children.” 

Slowly the knives and forks sink from the upright. Down they get (Bob and Barbara), 

hold out hands stiffly; back again to their chairs, staring between the resumed 

mouthfuls. [But this we’ll skip; ornaments, curtains, trefoil china plate, yellow 

oblongs of cheese, white squares of biscuit—skip—oh, but wait! Half–way through 

luncheon one of those shivers; Bob stares at her, spoon in mouth. “Get on with your 

pudding, Bob;” but Hilda disapproves. “Why SHOULD she twitch?” Skip, skip, till 

we reach the landing on the upper floor; stairs brass–bound; linoleum worn; oh, yes! 

little bedroom looking out over the roofs of Eastbourne—zigzagging roofs like the 

spines of caterpillars, this way, that way, striped red and yellow, with blue–black 

slating]. Now, Minnie, the door’s shut; Hilda heavily descends to the basement; you 

unstrap the straps of your basket, lay on the bed a meagre nightgown, stand side by 

side furred felt slippers. The looking–glass—no, you avoid the looking–glass. Some 

methodical disposition of hat–pins. Perhaps the shell box has something in it? You 

shake it; it’s the pearl stud there was last year—that’s all. And then the sniff, the 

sigh, the sitting by the window. Three o’clock on a December afternoon; the rain 

drizzling; one light low in the skylight of a drapery emporium; another high in a 

servant’s bedroom—this one goes out. That gives her nothing to look at. A moment’s 

blankness—then, what are you thinking? (Let me peep across at her opposite; she’s 

asleep or pretending it; so what would she think about sitting at the window at three 

o’clock in the afternoon? Health, money, bills, her God?) Yes, sitting on the very 
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edge of the chair looking over the roofs of Eastbourne, Minnie Marsh prays to Gods. 

That’s all very well; and she may rub the pane too, as though to see God better; but 

what God does she see? Who’s the God of Minnie Marsh, the God of the back streets 

of Eastbourne, the God of three o’clock in the afternoon? I, too, see roofs, I see sky; 

but, oh, dear—this seeing of Gods! More like President Kruger than Prince Albert—

that’s the best I can do for him; and I see him on a chair, in a black frock–coat, not so 

very high up either; I can manage a cloud or two for him to sit on; and then his hand 

trailing in the cloud holds a rod, a truncheon is it?—black, thick, thorned—a brutal 

old bully—Minnie’s God! Did he send the itch and the patch and the twitch? Is that 

why she prays? What she rubs on the window is the stain of sin. Oh, she committed 

some crime! 

I have my choice of crimes. The woods flit and fly—in summer there are bluebells; 

in the opening there, when Spring comes, primroses. A parting, was it, twenty years 

ago? Vows broken? Not Minnie’s! . . . She was faithful. How she nursed her mother! 

All her savings on the tombstone— wreaths under glass—daffodils in jars. But I’m 

off the track. A crime. . . They would say she kept her sorrow, suppressed her 

secret—her sex, they’d say—the scientific people. But what flummery to saddle her 

with sex! No—more like this. Passing down the streets of Croydon twenty years ago, 

the violet loops of ribbon in the draper’s window spangled in the electric light catch 

her eye. She lingers—past six. Still by running she can reach home. She pushes 

through the glass swing door. It’s sale–time. Shallow trays brim with ribbons. She 

pauses, pulls this, fingers that with the raised roses on it—no need to choose, no need 

to buy, and each tray with its surprises. “We don’t shut till seven,” and then it is 

seven. She runs, she rushes, home she reaches, but too late. Neighbours—the 

doctor—baby brother—the kettle—scalded—hospital— dead—or only the shock of 

it, the blame? Ah, but the detail matters nothing! It’s what she carries with her; the 

spot, the crime, the thing to expiate, always there between her shoulders. 

“Yes,” she seems to nod to me, “it’s the thing I did.” 

Whether you did, or what you did, I don’t mind; it’s not the thing I want. The 

draper’s window looped with violet—that’ll do; a little cheap perhaps, a little 

commonplace—since one has a choice of crimes, but then so many (let me peep 

across again—still sleeping, or pretending sleep! white, worn, the mouth closed—a 

touch of obstinacy, more than one would think—no hint of sex)—so many crimes 

aren’t your crime; your crime was cheap; only the retribution solemn; for now the 
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church door opens, the hard wooden pew receives her; on the brown tiles she kneels; 

every day, winter, summer, dusk, dawn (here she’s at it) prays. All her sins fall, fall, 

for ever fall. The spot receives them. It’s raised, it’s red, it’s burning. Next she 

twitches. Small boys point. “Bob at lunch to–day”—But elderly women are the 

worst. 

Indeed now you can’t sit praying any longer. Kruger’s sunk beneath the clouds—

washed over as with a painter’s brush of liquid grey, to which he adds a tinge of 

black—even the tip of the truncheon gone now. That’s what always happens! Just as 

you’ve seen him, felt him, someone interrupts. It’s Hilda now. 

How you hate her! She’ll even lock the bathroom door overnight, too, though it’s 

only cold water you want, and sometimes when the night’s been bad it seems as if 

washing helped. And John at breakfast—the children—meals are worst, and 

sometimes there are friends—ferns don’t altogether hide ’em—they guess, too; so 

out you go along the front, where the waves are grey, and the papers blow, and the 

glass shelters green and draughty, and the chairs cost tuppence—too much—for there 

must be preachers along the sands. Ah, that’s a nigger—that’s a funny man—that’s a 

man with parakeets—poor little creatures! Is there no one here who thinks of God?—

just up there, over the pier, with his rod—but no—there’s nothing but grey in the sky 

or if it’s blue the white clouds hide him, and the music—it’s military music—and 

what they are fishing for? Do they catch them? How the children stare! Well, then 

home a back way—“Home a back way!” The words have meaning; might have been 

spoken by the old man with whiskers—no, no, he didn’t really speak; but everything 

has meaning—placards leaning against doorways—names above shop–windows—

red fruit in baskets—women’s heads in the hairdresser’s—all say “Minnie Marsh!” 

But here’s a jerk. “Eggs are cheaper!” That’s what always happens! I was heading 

her over the waterfall, straight for madness, when, like a flock of dream sheep, she 

turns t’other way and runs between my fingers. Eggs are cheaper. Tethered to the 

shores of the world, none of the crimes, sorrows, rhapsodies, or insanities for poor 

Minnie Marsh; never late for luncheon; never caught in a storm without a 

mackintosh; never utterly unconscious of the cheapness of eggs. So she reaches 

home—scrapes her boots. 

Have I read you right? But the human face—the human face at the top of the fullest 

sheet of print holds more, withholds more. Now, eyes open, she looks out; and in the 

human eye—how d’you define it?—there’s a break—a division—so that when 
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you’ve grasped the stem the butterfly’s off—the moth that hangs in the evening over 

the yellow flower—move, raise your hand, off, high, away. I won’t raise my hand. 

Hang still, then, quiver, life, soul, spirit, whatever you are of Minnie Marsh—I, too, 

on my flower—the hawk over the down—alone, or what were the worth of life? To 

rise; hang still in the evening, in the midday; hang still over the down. The flicker of 

a hand—off, up! then poised again. Alone, unseen; seeing all so still down there, all 

so lovely. None seeing, none caring. The eyes of others our prisons; their thoughts 

our cages. Air above, air below. And the moon and immortality. . . Oh, but I drop to 

the turf! Are you down too, you in the corner, what’s your name—woman—Minnie 

Marsh; some such name as that? There she is, tight to her blossom; opening her 

hand–bag, from which she takes a hollow shell—an egg—who was saying that eggs 

were cheaper? You or I? Oh, it was you who said it on the way home, you remember, 

when the old gentleman, suddenly opening his umbrella—or sneezing was it? 

Anyhow, Kruger went, and you came “home a back way,” and scraped your boots. 

Yes. And now you lay across your knees a pocket–handkerchief into which drop 

little angular fragments of eggshell—fragments of a map—a puzzle. I wish I could 

piece them together! If you would only sit still. She’s moved her knees—the map’s 

in bits again. Down the slopes of the Andes the white blocks of marble go bounding 

and hurtling, crushing to death a whole troop of Spanish muleteers, with their 

convoy—Drake’s booty, gold and silver. But to return— 

To what, to where? She opened the door, and, putting her umbrella in the stand—that 

goes without saying; so, too, the whiff of beef from the basement; dot, dot, dot. But 

what I cannot thus eliminate, what I must, head down, eyes shut, with the courage of 

a battalion and the blindness of a bull, charge and disperse are, indubitably, the 

figures behind the ferns, commercial travellers. There I’ve hidden them all this time 

in the hope that somehow they’d disappear, or better still emerge, as indeed they 

must, if the story’s to go on gathering richness and rotundity, destiny and tragedy, as 

stories should, rolling along with it two, if not three, commercial travellers and a 

whole grove of aspidistra. “The fronds of the aspidistra only partly concealed the 

commercial traveller—” Rhododendrons would conceal him utterly, and into the 

bargain give me my fling of red and white, for which I starve and strive; but 

rhododendrons in Eastbourne—in December—on the Marshes’ table—no, no, I dare 

not; it’s all a matter of crusts and cruets, frills and ferns. Perhaps there’ll be a 

moment later by the sea. Moreover, I feel, pleasantly pricking through the green 
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fretwork and over the glacis of cut glass, a desire to peer and peep at the man 

opposite—one’s as much as I can manage. James Moggridge is it, whom the Marshes 

call Jimmy? [Minnie, you must promise not to twitch till I’ve got this straight]. 

James Moggridge travels in—shall we say buttons?—but the time’s not come for 

bringing them in—the big and the little on the long cards, some peacock–eyed, others 

dull gold; cairngorms some, and others coral sprays—but I say the time’s not come. 

He travels, and on Thursdays, his Eastbourne day, takes his meals with the Marshes. 

His red face, his little steady eyes—by no means. altogether commonplace—his 

enormous appetite (that’s safe; he won’t look at Minnie till the bread’s swamped the 

gravy dry), napkin tucked diamond–wise—but this is primitive, and, whatever it may 

do the reader, don’t take me in. Let’s dodge to the Moggridge household, set that in 

motion. Well, the family boots are mended on Sundays by James himself. He reads 

Truth. But his passion? Roses—and his wife a retired hospital nurse—interesting—

for God’s sake let me have one woman with a name I like! But no; she’s of the 

unborn children of the mind, illicit, none the less loved, like my rhododendrons. How 

many die in every novel that’s written—the best, the dearest, while Moggridge lives. 

It’s life’s fault. Here’s Minnie eating her egg at the moment opposite and at t’other 

end of the line—are we past Lewes?—there must be Jimmy—or what’s her twitch 

for? 

There must be Moggridge—life’s fault. Life imposes her laws; life blocks the way; 

life’s behind the fern; life’s the tyrant; oh, but not the bully! No, for I assure you I 

come willingly; I come wooed by Heaven knows what compulsion across ferns and 

cruets, table splashed and bottles smeared. I come irresistibly to lodge myself 

somewhere on the firm flesh, in the robust spine, wherever I can penetrate or find 

foothold on the person, in the soul, of Moggridge the man. The enormous stability of 

the fabric; the spine tough as whalebone, straight as oaktree; the ribs radiating 

branches; the flesh taut tarpaulin; the red hollows; the suck and regurgitation of the 

heart; while from above meat falls in brown cubes and beer gushes to be churned to 

blood again—and so we reach the eyes. Behind the aspidistra they see something: 

black, white, dismal; now the plate again; behind the aspidistra they see elderly 

woman; “Marsh’s sister, Hilda’s more my sort;” the tablecloth now. “Marsh would 

know what’s wrong with Morrises. . .” talk that over; cheese has come; the plate 

again; turn it round—the enormous fingers; now the woman opposite. “Marsh’s 

sister—not a bit like Marsh; wretched, elderly female. . . You should feed your hens. 
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. . God’s truth, what’s set her twitching? Not what I said? Dear, dear, dear! these 

elderly women. Dear, dear!” 

[Yes, Minnie; I know you’ve twitched, but one moment—James Moggridge]. 

“Dear, dear, dear!” How beautiful the sound is! like the knock of a mallet on 

seasoned timber, like the throb of the heart of an ancient whaler when the seas press 

thick and the green is clouded. “Dear, dear!” what a passing bell for the souls of the 

fretful to soothe them and solace them, lap them in linen, saying, “So long. Good 

luck to you!” and then, “What’s your pleasure?” for though Moggridge would pluck 

his rose for her, that’s done, that’s over. Now what’s the next thing? “Madam, you’ll 

miss your train,” for they don’t linger. 

That’s the man’s way; that’s the sound that reverberates; that’s St. Paul’s and the 

motor–omnibuses. But we’re brushing the crumbs off. Oh, Moggridge, you won’t 

stay? You must be off? Are you driving through Eastbourne this afternoon in one of 

those little carriages? Are you man who’s walled up in green cardboard boxes, and 

sometimes has the blinds down, and sometimes sits so solemn staring like a sphinx, 

and always there’s a look of the sepulchral, something of the undertaker, the coffin, 

and the dusk about horse and driver? Do tell me—but the doors slammed. We shall 

never meet again. Moggridge, farewell! 

Yes, yes, I’m coming. Right up to the top of the house. One moment I’ll linger. How 

the mud goes round in the mind—what a swirl these monsters leave, the waters 

rocking, the weeds waving and green here, black there, striking to the sand, till by 

degrees the atoms reassemble, the deposit sifts itself, and again through the eyes one 

sees clear and still, and there comes to the lips some prayer for the departed, some 

obsequy for the souls of those one nods to, the people one never meets again. 

James Moggridge is dead now, gone for ever. Well, Minnie—“I can face it no 

longer.” If she said that—(Let me look at her. She is brushing the eggshell into deep 

declivities). She said it certainly, leaning against the wall of the bedroom, and 

plucking at the little balls which edge the claret–coloured curtain. But when the self 

speaks to the self, who is speaking?—the entombed soul, the spirit driven in, in, in to 

the central catacomb; the self that took the veil and left the world—a coward 

perhaps, yet somehow beautiful, as it flits with its lantern restlessly up and down the 

dark corridors. “I can bear it no longer,” her spirit says. “That man at lunch—

Hilda—the children.” Oh, heavens, her sob! It’s the spirit wailing its destiny, the 

spirit driven hither, thither, lodging on the diminishing carpets—meagre footholds—
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shrunken shreds of all the vanishing universe—love, life, faith, husband, children, I 

know not what splendours and pageantries glimpsed in girlhood. “Not for me—not 

for me.” 

But then—the muffins, the bald elderly dog? Bead mats I should fancy and the 

consolation of underlinen. If Minnie Marsh were run over and taken to hospital, 

nurses and doctors themselves would exclaim. . . There’s the vista and the vision—

there’s the distance—the blue blot at the end of the avenue, while, after all, the tea is 

rich, the muffin hot, and the dog—“Benny, to your basket, sir, and see what mother’s 

brought you!” So, taking the glove with the worn thumb, defying once more the 

encroaching demon of what’s called going in holes, you renew the fortifications, 

threading the grey wool, running it in and out. 

Running it in and out, across and over, spinning a web through which God himself—

hush, don’t think of God! How firm the stitches are! You must be proud of your 

darning. Let nothing disturb her. Let the light fall gently, and the clouds show an 

inner vest of the first green leaf. Let the sparrow perch on the twig and shake the 

raindrop hanging to the twig’s elbow. . . Why look up? Was it a sound, a thought? 

Oh, heavens! Back again to the thing you did, the plate glass with the violet loops? 

But Hilda will come. Ignominies, humiliations, oh! Close the breach. 

Having mended her glove, Minnie Marsh lays it in the drawer. She shuts the drawer 

with decision. I catch sight of her face in the glass. Lips are pursed. Chin held high. 

Next she laces her shoes. Then she touches her throat. What’s your brooch? 

Mistletoe or merry–thought? And what is happening? Unless I’m much mistaken, the 

pulse’s quickened, the moment’s coming, the threads are racing, Niagara’s ahead. 

Here’s the crisis! Heaven be with you! Down she goes. Courage, courage! Face it, be 

it! For God’s sake don’t wait on the mat now! There’s the door! I’m on your side. 

Speak! Confront her, confound her soul! 

“Oh, I beg your pardon! Yes, this is Eastbourne. I’ll reach it down for you. Let me 

try the handle.” [But, Minnie, though we keep up pretences, I’ve read you right—I’m 

with you now]. 

“That’s all your luggage?” 

“Much obliged, I’m sure.” 

(But why do you look about you? Hilda don’t come to the station, nor John; and 

Moggridge is driving at the far side of Eastbourne). 
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“I’ll wait by my bag, ma’am, that’s safest. He said he’d meet me. . . Oh, there he is! 

That’s my son.” 

So they walk off together. 

Well, but I’m confounded. . . Surely, Minnie, you know better! A strange young 

man. . . Stop! I’ll tell him—Minnie!—Miss Marsh!—I don’t know though. There’s 

something queer in her cloak as it blows. Oh, but it’s untrue, it’s indecent. . . Look 

how he bends as they reach the gateway. She finds her ticket. What’s the joke? Off 

they go, down the road, side by side. . . Well, my world’s done for! What do I stand 

on? What do I know? That’s not Minnie. There never was Moggridge. Who am I? 

Life’s bare as bone. 

And yet the last look of them—he stepping from the kerb and she following him 

round the edge of the big building brims me with wonder—floods me anew. 

Mysterious figures! Mother and son. Who are you? Why do you walk down the 

street? Where to–night will you sleep, and then, to–morrow? Oh, how it whirls and 

surges—floats me afresh! I start after them. People drive this way and that. The 

white light splutters and pours. Plate–glass windows. Carnations; chrysanthemums. 

Ivy in dark gardens. Milk carts at the door. Wherever I go, mysterious figures, I see 

you, turning the corner, mothers and sons; you, you, you. I hasten, I follow. This, I 

fancy, must be the sea. Grey is the landscape; dim as ashes; the water murmurs and 

moves. If I fall on my knees, if I go through the ritual, the ancient antics, it’s you, 

unknown figures, you I adore; if I open my arms, it’s you I embrace, you I draw to 

me—adorable world! 
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Appendix 1.C. 
 

THE STRING QUARTET 
 

Well, here we are, and if you cast your eye over the room you will see that Tubes and 

trams and omnibuses, private carriages not a few, even, I venture to believe, landaus 

with bays in them, have been busy at it, weaving threads from one end of London to 

the other. Yet I begin to have my doubts— 

If indeed it’s true, as they’re saying, that Regent Street is up, and the Treaty signed, 

and the weather not cold for the time of year, and even at that rent not a flat to be 

had, and the worst of influenza its after effects; if I bethink me of having forgotten to 

write about the leak in the larder, and left my glove in the train; if the ties of blood 

require me, leaning forward, to accept cordially the hand which is perhaps offered 

hesitatingly— 

“Seven years since we met!” 

“The last time in Venice.” 

“And where are you living now?” 

“Well, the late afternoon suits me the best, though, if it weren’t asking too much——

” 

“But I knew you at once!” 

“Still, the war made a break——” 

If the mind’s shot through by such little arrows, and—for human society compels 

it—no sooner is one launched than another presses forward; if this engenders heat 

and in addition they’ve turned on the electric light; if saying one thing does, in so 

many cases, leave behind it a need to improve and revise, stirring besides regrets, 

pleasures, vanities, and desires—if it’s all the facts I mean, and the hats, the fur boas, 

the gentlemen’s swallow–tail coats, and pearl tie–pins that come to the surface—

what chance is there? 

Of what? It becomes every minute more difficult to say why, in spite of everything, I 

sit here believing I can’t now say what, or even remember the last time it happened. 

“Did you see the procession?” 

“The King looked cold.” 

“No, no, no. But what was it?” 

“She’s bought a house at Malmesbury.” 

“How lucky to find one!” 
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On the contrary, it seems to me pretty sure that she, whoever she may be, is damned, 

since it’s all a matter of flats and hats and sea gulls, or so it seems to be for a hundred 

people sitting here well dressed, walled in, furred, replete. Not that I can boast, since 

I too sit passive on a gilt chair, only turning the earth above a buried memory, as we 

all do, for there are signs, if I’m not mistaken, that we’re all recalling something, 

furtively seeking something. Why fidget? Why so anxious about the sit of cloaks; 

and gloves—whether to button or unbutton? Then watch that elderly face against the 

dark canvas, a moment ago urbane and flushed; now taciturn and sad, as if in 

shadow. Was it the sound of the second violin tuning in the ante–room? Here they 

come; four black figures, carrying instruments, and seat themselves facing the white 

squares under the downpour of light; rest the tips of their bows on the music stand; 

with a simultaneous movement lift them; lightly poise them, and, looking across at 

the player opposite, the first violin counts one, two, three— 

Flourish, spring, burgeon, burst! The pear tree on the top of the mountain. Fountains 

jet; drops descend. But the waters of the Rhone flow swift and deep, race under the 

arches, and sweep the trailing water leaves, washing shadows over the silver fish, the 

spotted fish rushed down by the swift waters, now swept into an eddy where—it’s 

difficult this—conglomeration of fish all in a pool; leaping, splashing, scraping sharp 

fins; and such a boil of current that the yellow pebbles are churned round and round, 

round and round—free now, rushing downwards, or even somehow ascending in 

exquisite spirals into the air; curled like thin shavings from under a plane; up and up. 

. . How lovely goodness is in those who, stepping lightly, go smiling through the 

world! Also in jolly old fishwives, squatted under arches, oh scene old women, how 

deeply they laugh and shake and rollick, when they walk, from side to side, hum, 

hah! 

“That’s an early Mozart, of course—” 

“But the tune, like all his tunes, makes one despair—I mean hope. What do I mean? 

That’s the worst of music! I want to dance, laugh, eat pink cakes, yellow cakes, drink 

thin, sharp wine. Or an indecent story, now—I could relish that. The older one grows 

the more one likes indecency. Hall, hah! I’m laughing. What at? You said nothing, 

nor did the old gentleman opposite. . . But suppose—suppose—Hush!” 

The melancholy river bears us on. When the moon comes through the trailing willow 

boughs, I see your face, I hear your voice and the bird singing as we pass the osier 

bed. What are you whispering? Sorrow, sorrow. Joy, joy. Woven together, like reeds 
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in moonlight. Woven together, inextricably commingled, bound in pain and strewn in 

sorrow—crash! 

The boat sinks. Rising, the figures ascend, but now leaf thin, tapering to a dusky 

wraith, which, fiery tipped, draws its twofold passion from my heart. For me it sings, 

unseals my sorrow, thaws compassion, floods with love the sunless world, nor, 

ceasing, abates its tenderness but deftly, subtly, weaves in and out until in this 

pattern, this consummation, the cleft ones unify; soar, sob, sink to rest, sorrow and 

joy. 

Why then grieve? Ask what? Remain unsatisfied? I say all’s been settled; yes; laid to 

rest under a coverlet of rose leaves, falling. Falling. Ah, but they cease. One rose 

leaf, falling from an enormous height, like a little parachute dropped from an 

invisible balloon, turns, flutters waveringly. It won’t reach us. 

“No, no. I noticed nothing. That’s the worst of music—these silly dreams. The 

second violin was late, you say?” 

“There’s old Mrs. Munro, feeling her way out—blinder each year, poor woman—on 

this slippery floor.” 

Eyeless old age, grey–headed Sphinx. . . There she stands on the pavement, 

beckoning, so sternly, the red omnibus. 

“How lovely! How well they play! How—how—how!” 

The tongue is but a clapper. Simplicity itself. The feathers in the hat next me are 

bright and pleasing as a child’s rattle. The leaf on the plane–tree flashes green 

through the chink in the curtain. Very strange, very exciting. 

“How—how—how!” Hush! 

These are the lovers on the grass. 

“If, madam, you will take my hand—” 

“Sir, I would trust you with my heart. Moreover, we have left our bodies in the 

banqueting hall. Those on the turf are the shadows of our souls.” 

“Then these are the embraces of our souls.” The lemons nod assent. The swan pushes 

from the bank and floats dreaming into mid stream. 

“But to return. He followed me down the corridor, and, as we turned the corner, trod 

on the lace of my petticoat. What could I do but cry ‘Ah!’ and stop to finger it? At 

which he drew his sword, made passes as if he were stabbing something to death, and 

cried, ‘Mad! Mad! Mad!’ Whereupon I screamed, and the Prince, who was writing in 

the large vellum book in the oriel window, came out in his velvet skull–cap and 
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furred slippers, snatched a rapier from the wall—the King of Spain’s gift, you 

know—on which I escaped, flinging on this cloak to hide the ravages to my skirt—to 

hide. . . But listen! the horns!” 

The gentleman replies so fast to the lady, and she runs up the scale with such witty 

exchange of compliment now culminating in a sob of passion, that the words are 

indistinguishable though the meaning is plain enough—love, laughter, flight, pursuit, 

celestial bliss—all floated out on the gayest ripple of tender endearment—until the 

sound of the silver horns, at first far distant, gradually sounds more and more 

distinctly, as if seneschals were saluting the dawn or proclaiming ominously the 

escape of the lovers. . . The green garden, moonlit pool, lemons, lovers, and fish are 

all dissolved in the opal sky, across which, as the horns are joined by trumpets and 

supported by clarions there rise white arches firmly planted on marble pillars. . . 

Tramp and trumpeting. Clang and clangour. Firm establishment. Fast foundations. 

March of myriads. Confusion and chaos trod to earth. But this city to which we travel 

has neither stone nor marble; hangs enduring; stands unshakable; nor does a face, nor 

does a flag greet or welcome. Leave then to perish your hope; droop in the desert my 

joy; naked advance. Bare are the pillars; auspicious to none; casting no shade; 

resplendent; severe. Back then I fall, eager no more, desiring only to go, find the 

street, mark the buildings, greet the applewoman, say to the maid who opens the 

door: A starry night. 

“Good night, good night. You go this way?” 

“Alas. I go that.” 
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Appendix 1.D.  
 

THE MARK ON THE WALL 
 

Perhaps it was the middle of January in the present that I first looked up and saw the 

mark on the wall. In order to fix a date it is necessary to remember what one saw. So 

now I think of the fire; the steady film of yellow light upon the page of my book; the 

three chrysanthemums in the round glass bowl on the mantelpiece. Yes, it must have 

been the winter time, and we had just finished our tea, for I remember that I was 

smoking a cigarette when I looked up and saw the mark on the wall for the first time. 

I looked up through the smoke of my cigarette and my eye lodged for a moment 

upon the burning coals, and that old fancy of the crimson flag flapping from the 

castle tower came into my mind, and I thought of the cavalcade of red knights riding 

up the side of the black rock. Rather to my relief the sight of the mark interrupted the 

fancy, for it is an old fancy, an automatic fancy, made as a child perhaps. The mark 

was a small round mark, black upon the white wall, about six or seven inches above 

the mantelpiece. 

How readily our thoughts swarm upon a new object, lifting it a little way, as ants 

carry a blade of straw so feverishly, and then leave it. . . If that mark was made by a 

nail, it can’t have been for a picture, it must have been for a miniature—the miniature 

of a lady with white powdered curls, powder–dusted cheeks, and lips like red 

carnations. A fraud of course, for the people who had this house before us would 

have chosen pictures in that way—an old picture for an old room. That is the sort of 

people they were—very interesting people, and I think of them so often, in such 

queer places, because one will never see them again, never know what happened 

next. They wanted to leave this house because they wanted to change their style of 

furniture, so he said, and he was in process of saying that in his opinion art should 

have ideas behind it when we were torn asunder, as one is torn from the old lady 

about to pour out tea and the young man about to hit the tennis ball in the back 

garden of the suburban villa as one rushes past in the train. 

But as for that mark, I’m not sure about it; I don’t believe it was made by a nail after 

all; it’s too big, too round, for that. I might get up, but if I got up and looked at it, ten 

to one I shouldn’t be able to say for certain; because once a thing’s done, no one ever 

knows how it happened. Oh! dear me, the mystery of life; The inaccuracy of thought! 

The ignorance of humanity! To show how very little control of our possessions we 
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have—what an accidental affair this living is after all our civilization—let me just 

count over a few of the things lost in one lifetime, beginning, for that seems always 

the most mysterious of losses—what cat would gnaw, what rat would nibble—three 

pale blue canisters of book–binding tools? Then there were the bird cages, the iron 

hoops, the steel skates, the Queen Anne coal–scuttle, the bagatelle board, the hand 

organ—all gone, and jewels, too. Opals and emeralds, they lie about the roots of 

turnips. What a scraping paring affair it is to be sure! The wonder is that I’ve any 

clothes on my back, that I sit surrounded by solid furniture at this moment. Why, if 

one wants to compare life to anything, one must liken it to being blown through the 

Tube at fifty miles an hour—landing at the other end without a single hairpin in 

one’s hair! Shot out at the feet of God entirely naked! Tumbling head over heels in 

the asphodel meadows like brown paper parcels pitched down a shoot in the post 

office! With one’s hair flying back like the tail of a race–horse. Yes, that seems to 

express the rapidity of life, the perpetual waste and repair; all so casual, all so 

haphazard. . . 

But after life. The slow pulling down of thick green stalks so that the cup of the 

flower, as it turns over, deluges one with purple and red light. Why, after all, should 

one not be born there as one is born here, helpless, speechless, unable to focus one’s 

eyesight, groping at the roots of the grass, at the toes of the Giants? As for saying 

which are trees, and which are men and women, or whether there are such things, 

that one won’t be in a condition to do for fifty years or so. There will be nothing but 

spaces of light and dark, intersected by thick stalks, and rather higher up perhaps, 

rose–shaped blots of an indistinct colour—dim pinks and blues—which will, as time 

goes on, become more definite, become—I don’t know what. . . 

And yet that mark on the wall is not a hole at all. It may even be caused by some 

round black substance, such as a small rose leaf, left over from the summer, and I, 

not being a very vigilant housekeeper—look at the dust on the mantelpiece, for 

example, the dust which, so they say, buried Troy three times over, only fragments of 

pots utterly refusing annihilation, as one can believe. 

The tree outside the window taps very gently on the pane. . . I want to think quietly, 

calmly, spaciously, never to be interrupted, never to have to rise from my chair, to 

slip easily from one thing to another, without any sense of hostility, or obstacle. I 

want to sink deeper and deeper, away from the surface, with its hard separate facts. 

To steady myself, let me catch hold of the first idea that passes. . . Shakespeare. . . 



136 
 

 

Well, he will do as well as another. A man who sat himself solidly in an arm–chair, 

and looked into the fire, so—A shower of ideas fell perpetually from some very high 

Heaven down through his mind. He leant his forehead on his hand, and people, 

looking in through the open door,—for this scene is supposed to take place on a 

summer’s evening—But how dull this is, this historical fiction! It doesn’t interest me 

at all. I wish I could hit upon a pleasant track of thought, a track indirectly reflecting 

credit upon myself, for those are the pleasantest thoughts, and very frequent even in 

the minds of modest mouse–coloured people, who believe genuinely that they dislike 

to hear their own praises. They are not thoughts directly praising oneself; that is the 

beauty of them; they are thoughts like this: 

“And then I came into the room. They were discussing botany. I said how I’d seen a 

flower growing on a dust heap on the site of an old house in Kingsway. The seed, I 

said, must have been sown in the reign of Charles the First. What flowers grew in the 

reign of Charles the First?” I asked—(but, I don’t remember the answer). Tall 

flowers with purple tassels to them perhaps. And so it goes on. All the time I’m 

dressing up the figure of myself in my own mind, lovingly, stealthily, not openly 

adoring it, for if I did that, I should catch myself out, and stretch my hand at once for 

a book in self–protection. Indeed, it is curious how instinctively one protects the 

image of oneself from idolatry or any other handling that could make it ridiculous, or 

too unlike the original to be believed in any longer. Or is it not so very curious after 

all? It is a matter of great importance. Suppose the looking glass smashes, the image 

disappears, and the romantic figure with the green of forest depths all about it is there 

no longer, but only that shell of a person which is seen by other people—what an 

airless, shallow, bald, prominent world it becomes! A world not to be lived in. As we 

face each other in omnibuses and underground railways we are looking into the 

mirror that accounts for the vagueness, the gleam of glassiness, in our eyes. And the 

novelists in future will realize more and more the importance of these reflections, for 

of course there is not one reflection but an almost infinite number; those are the 

depths they will explore, those the phantoms they will pursue, leaving the description 

of reality more and more out of their stories, taking a knowledge of it for granted, as 

the Greeks did and Shakespeare perhaps—but these generalizations are very 

worthless. The military sound of the word is enough. It recalls leading articles, 

cabinet ministers—a whole class of things indeed which as a child one thought the 

thing itself, the standard thing, the real thing, from which one could not depart save 
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at the risk of nameless damnation. Generalizations bring back somehow Sunday in 

London, Sunday afternoon walks, Sunday luncheons, and also ways of speaking of 

the dead, clothes, and habits—like the habit of sitting all together in one room until a 

certain hour, although nobody liked it. There was a rule for everything. The rule for 

tablecloths at that particular period was that they should be made of tapestry with 

little yellow compartments marked upon them, such as you may see in photographs 

of the carpets in the corridors of the royal palaces. Tablecloths of a different kind 

were not real tablecloths. How shocking, and yet how wonderful it was to discover 

that these real things, Sunday luncheons, Sunday walks, country houses, and 

tablecloths were not entirely real, were indeed half phantoms, and the damnation 

which visited the disbeliever in them was only a sense of illegitimate freedom. What 

now takes the place of those things I wonder, those real standard things? Men 

perhaps, should you be a woman; the masculine point of view which governs our 

lives, which sets the standard, which establishes Whitaker’s Table of Precedency, 

which has become, I suppose, since the war half a phantom to many men and 

women, which soon—one may hope, will be laughed into the dustbin where the 

phantoms go, the mahogany sideboards and the Landseer prints, Gods and Devils, 

Hell and so forth, leaving us all with an intoxicating sense of illegitimate freedom—

if freedom exists. . . 

In certain lights that mark on the wall seems actually to project from the wall. Nor is 

it entirely circular. I cannot be sure, but it seems to cast a perceptible shadow, 

suggesting that if I ran my finger down that strip of the wall it would, at a certain 

point, mount and descend a small tumulus, a smooth tumulus like those barrows on 

the South Downs which are, they say, either tombs or camps. Of the two I should 

prefer them to be tombs, desiring melancholy like most English people, and finding it 

natural at the end of a walk to think of the bones stretched beneath the turf. . . There 

must be some book about it. Some antiquary must have dug up those bones and 

given them a name. . . What sort of a man is an antiquary, I wonder? Retired 

Colonels for the most part, I daresay, leading parties of aged labourers to the top 

here, examining clods of earth and stone, and getting into correspondence with the 

neighbouring clergy, which, being opened at breakfast time, gives them a feeling of 

importance, and the comparison of arrow–heads necessitates cross–country journeys 

to the county towns, an agreeable necessity both to them and to their elderly wives, 

who wish to make plum jam or to clean out the study, and have every reason for 
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keeping that great question of the camp or the tomb in perpetual suspension, while 

the Colonel himself feels agreeably philosophic in accumulating evidence on both 

sides of the question. It is true that he does finally incline to believe in the camp; and, 

being opposed, indites a pamphlet which he is about to read at the quarterly meeting 

of the local society when a stroke lays him low, and his last conscious thoughts are 

not of wife or child, but of the camp and that arrowhead there, which is now in the 

case at the local museum, together with the foot of a Chinese murderess, a handful of 

Elizabethan nails, a great many Tudor clay pipes, a piece of Roman pottery, and the 

wine–glass that Nelson drank out of—proving I really don’t know what. 

No, no, nothing is proved, nothing is known. And if I were to get up at this very 

moment and ascertain that the mark on the wall is really—what shall we say?—the 

head of a gigantic old nail, driven in two hundred years ago, which has now, owing 

to the patient attrition of many generations of housemaids, revealed its head above 

the coat of paint, and is taking its first view of modern life in the sight of a white–

walled fire–lit room, what should I gain?—Knowledge? Matter for further 

speculation? I can think sitting still as well as standing up. And what is knowledge? 

What are our learned men save the descendants of witches and hermits who crouched 

in caves and in woods brewing herbs, interrogating shrew–mice and writing down 

the language of the stars? And the less we honour them as our superstitions dwindle 

and our respect for beauty and health of mind increases. . . Yes, one could imagine a 

very pleasant world. A quiet, spacious world, with the flowers so red and blue in the 

open fields. A world without professors or specialists or house–keepers with the 

profiles of policemen, a world which one could slice with one’s thought as a fish 

slices the water with his fin, grazing the stems of the water–lilies, hanging suspended 

over nests of white sea eggs. . . How peaceful it is drown here, rooted in the centre of 

the world and gazing up through the grey waters, with their sudden gleams of light, 

and their reflections—if it were not for Whitaker’s Almanack—if it were not for the 

Table of Precedency! 

I must jump up and see for myself what that mark on the wall really is—a nail, a 

rose–leaf, a crack in the wood? 

Here is nature once more at her old game of self–preservation. This train of thought, 

she perceives, is threatening mere waste of energy, even some collision with reality, 

for who will ever be able to lift a finger against Whitaker’s Table of Precedency? 

The Archbishop of Canterbury is followed by the Lord High Chancellor; the Lord 



139 
 

 

High Chancellor is followed by the Archbishop of York. Everybody follows 

somebody, such is the philosophy of Whitaker; and the great thing is to know who 

follows whom. Whitaker knows, and let that, so Nature counsels, comfort you, 

instead of enraging you; and if you can’t be comforted, if you must shatter this hour 

of peace, think of the mark on the wall. 

I understand Nature’s game—her prompting to take action as a way of ending any 

thought that threatens to excite or to pain. Hence, I suppose, comes our slight 

contempt for men of action—men, we assume, who don’t think. Still, there’s no 

harm in putting a full stop to one’s disagreeable thoughts by looking at a mark on the 

wall. 

Indeed, now that I have fixed my eyes upon it, I feel that I have grasped a plank in 

the sea; I feel a satisfying sense of reality which at once turns the two Archbishops 

and the Lord High Chancellor to the shadows of shades. Here is something definite, 

something real. Thus, waking from a midnight dream of horror, one hastily turns on 

the light and lies quiescent, worshipping the chest of drawers, worshipping solidity, 

worshipping reality, worshipping the impersonal world which is a proof of some 

existence other than ours. That is what one wants to be sure of. . . Wood is a pleasant 

thing to think about. It comes from a tree; and trees grow, and we don’t know how 

they grow. For years and years they grow, without paying any attention to us, in 

meadows, in forests, and by the side of rivers—all things one likes to think about. 

The cows swish their tails beneath them on hot afternoons; they paint rivers so green 

that when a moorhen dives one expects to see its feathers all green when it comes up 

again. I like to think of the fish balanced against the stream like flags blown out; and 

of water–beetles slowly raiding domes of mud upon the bed of the river. I like to 

think of the tree itself:—first the close dry sensation of being wood; then the grinding 

of the storm; then the slow, delicious ooze of sap. I like to think of it, too, on winter’s 

nights standing in the empty field with all leaves close–furled, nothing tender 

exposed to the iron bullets of the moon, a naked mast upon an earth that goes 

tumbling, tumbling, all night long. The song of birds must sound very loud and 

strange in June; and how cold the feet of insects must feel upon it, as they make 

laborious progresses up the creases of the bark, or sun themselves upon the thin 

green awning of the leaves, and look straight in front of them with diamond–cut red 

eyes. . . One by one the fibres snap beneath the immense cold pressure of the earth, 

then the last storm comes and, falling, the highest branches drive deep into the 
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ground again. Even so, life isn’t done with; there are a million patient, watchful lives 

still for a tree, all over the world, in bedrooms, in ships, on the pavement, lining 

rooms, where men and women sit after tea, smoking cigarettes. It is full of peaceful 

thoughts, happy thoughts, this tree. I should like to take each one separately—but 

something is getting in the way. . . Where was I? What has it all been about? A tree? 

A river? The Downs? Whitaker’s Almanack? The fields of asphodel? I can’t 

remember a thing. Everything’s moving, falling, slipping, vanishing. . . There is a 

vast upheaval of matter. Someone is standing over me and saying— 

“I’m going out to buy a newspaper.” 

“Yes?” 

“Though it’s no good buying newspapers. . . Nothing ever happens. Curse this war; 

God damn this war! . . . All the same, I don’t see why we should have a snail on our 

wall.” 

Ah, the mark on the wall! It was a snail. 
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Appendix 1.E. 
 

THE NEW DRESS 
 

Mabel had her first serious suspicion that something was wrong as she took her cloak 

off and Mrs. Barnet, while handing her the mirror and touching the brushes and thus 

drawing her attention, perhaps rather markedly, to all the appliances for tidying and 

improving hair, complexion, clothes, which existed on the dressing table, confirmed 

the suspicion—that it was not right, not quite right, which growing stronger as she 

went upstairs and springing at her, with conviction as she greeted Clarissa Dalloway, 

she went straight to the far end of the room, to a shaded corner where a looking–glass 

hung and looked. No! It was not RIGHT. And at once the misery which she always 

tried to hide, the profound dissatisfaction—the sense she had had, ever since she was 

a child, of being inferior to other people—set upon her, relentlessly, remorselessly, 

with an intensity which she could not beat off, as she would when she woke at night 

at home, by reading Borrow or Scott; for oh these men, oh these women, all were 

thinking—“What’s Mabel wearing? What a fright she looks! What a hideous new 

dress!”—their eyelids flickering as they came up and then their lids shutting rather 

tight. It was her own appalling inadequacy; her cowardice; her mean, water–

sprinkled blood that depressed her. And at once the whole of the room where, for 

ever so many hours, she had planned with the little dressmaker how it was to go, 

seemed sordid, repulsive; and her own drawing–room so shabby, and herself, going 

out, puffed up with vanity as she touched the letters on the hall table and said: “How 

dull!” to show off—all this now seemed unutterably silly, paltry, and provincial. All 

this had been absolutely destroyed, shown up, exploded, the moment she came into 

Mrs. Dalloway’s drawing–room. 

What she had thought that evening when, sitting over the teacups, Mrs. Dalloway’s 

invitation came, was that, of course, she could not be fashionable. It was absurd to 

pretend it even—fashion meant cut, meant style, meant thirty guineas at least—but 

why not be original? Why not be herself, anyhow? And, getting up, she had taken 

that old fashion book of her mother’s, a Paris fashion book of the time of the Empire, 

and had thought how much prettier, more dignified, and more womanly they were 

then, and so set herself—oh, it was foolish—trying to be like them, pluming herself 

in fact, upon being modest and old–fashioned, and very charming, giving herself up, 
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no doubt about it, to an orgy of self–love, which deserved to be chastised, and so 

rigged herself out like this. 

But she dared not look in the glass. She could not face the whole horror—the pale 

yellow, idiotically old–fashioned silk dress with its long skirt and its high sleeves and 

its waist and all the things that looked so charming in the fashion book, but not on 

her, not among all these ordinary people. She felt like a dressmaker’s dummy 

standing there, for young people to stick pins into. 

“But, my dear, it’s perfectly charming!” Rose Shaw said, looking her up and down 

with that little satirical pucker of the lips which she expected—Rose herself being 

dressed in the height of the fashion, precisely like everybody else, always. 

We are all like flies trying to crawl over the edge of the saucer, Mabel thought, and 

repeated the phrase as if she were crossing herself, as if she were trying to find some 

spell to annul this pain, to make this agony endurable. Tags of Shakespeare, lines 

from books she had read ages ago, suddenly came to her when she was in agony, and 

she repeated them over and over again. “Flies trying to crawl,” she repeated. If she 

could say that over often enough and make herself see the flies, she would become 

numb, chill, frozen, dumb. Now she could see flies crawling slowly out of a saucer of 

milk with their wings stuck together; and she strained and strained (standing in front 

of the looking–glass, listening to Rose Shaw) to make herself see Rose Shaw and all 

the other people there as flies, trying to hoist themselves out of something, or into 

something, meagre, insignificant, toiling flies. But she could not see them like that, 

not other people. She saw herself like that—she was a fly, but the others were 

dragonflies, butterflies, beautiful insects, dancing, fluttering, skimming, while she 

alone dragged herself up out of the saucer. (Envy and spite, the most detestable of the 

vices, were her chief faults.) 

“I feel like some dowdy, decrepit, horribly dingy old fly,” she said, making Robert 

Haydon stop just to hear her say that, just to reassure herself by furbishing up a poor 

weak–kneed phrase and so showing how detached she was, how witty, that she did 

not feel in the least out of anything. And, of course, Robert Haydon answered 

something, quite polite, quite insincere, which she saw through instantly, and said to 

herself, directly he went (again from some book), “Lies, lies, lies!” For a party makes 

things either much more real, or much less real, she thought; she saw in a flash to the 

bottom of Robert Haydon’s heart; she saw through everything. She saw the truth. 

THIS was true, this drawing–room, this self, and the other false. Miss Milan’s little 
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workroom was really terribly hot, stuffy, sordid. It smelt of clothes and cabbage 

cooking; and yet, when Miss Milan put the glass in her hand, and she looked at 

herself with the dress on, finished, an extraordinary bliss shot through her heart. 

Suffused with light, she sprang into existence. Rid of cares and wrinkles, what she 

had dreamed of herself was there—a beautiful woman. just for a second (she had not 

dared look longer, Miss Milan wanted to know about the length of the skirt), there 

looked at her, framed in the scrolloping mahogany, a grey–white, mysteriously 

smiling, charming girl, the core of herself, the soul of herself; and it was not vanity 

only, not only self–love that made her think it good, tender, and true. Miss Milan said 

that the skirt could not well be longer; if anything the skirt, said Miss Milan, 

puckering her forehead, considering with all her wits about her, must be shorter; and 

she felt, suddenly, honestly, full of love for Miss Milan, much, much fonder of Miss 

Milan than of any one in the whole world, and could have cried for pity that she 

should be crawling on the floor with her mouth full of pins, and her face red and her 

eyes bulging—that one human being should be doing this for another, and she saw 

them all as human beings merely, and herself going off to her party, and Miss Milan 

pulling the cover over the canary’s cage, or letting him pick a hemp–seed from 

between her lips, and the thought of it, of this side of human nature and its patience 

and its endurance and its being content with such miserable, scanty, sordid, little 

pleasures filled her eyes with tears. 

And now the whole thing had vanished. The dress, the room, the love, the pity, the 

scrolloping looking–glass, and the canary’s cage—all had vanished, and here she was 

in a corner of Mrs. Dalloway’s drawing–room, suffering tortures, woken wide awake 

to reality. 

But it was all so paltry, weak–blooded, and petty–minded to care so much at her age 

with two children, to be still so utterly dependent on people’s opinions and not have 

principles or convictions, not to be able to say as other people did, “There’s 

Shakespeare! There’s death! We’re all weevils in a captain’s biscuit”—or whatever it 

was that people did say. 

She faced herself straight in the glass; she pecked at her left shoulder; she issued out 

into the room, as if spears were thrown at her yellow dress from all sides. But instead 

of looking fierce or tragic, as Rose Shaw would have done—Rose would have 

looked like Boadicea—she looked foolish and self–conscious, and simpered like a 

schoolgirl and slouched across the room, positively slinking, as if she were a beaten 
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mongrel, and looked at a picture, an engraving. As if one went to a party to look at a 

picture! Everybody knew why she did it—it was from shame, from humiliation. 

“Now the fly’s in the saucer,” she said to herself, “right in the middle, and can’t get 

out, and the milk,” she thought, rigidly staring at the picture, “is sticking its wings 

together.” 

“It’s so old–fashioned,” she said to Charles Burt, making him stop (which by itself 

he hated) on his way to talk to some one else. 

She meant, or she tried to make herself think that she meant, that it was the picture 

and not her dress, that was old–fashioned. And one word of praise, one word of 

affection from Charles would have made all the difference to her at the moment. If 

he had only said, “Mabel, you’re looking charming to–night!” it would have changed 

her life. But then she ought to have been truthful and direct. Charles said nothing of 

the kind, of course. He was malice itself. He always saw through one, especially if 

one were feeling particularly mean, paltry, or feeble–minded. 

“Mabel’s got a new dress!” he said, and the poor fly was absolutely shoved into the 

middle of the saucer. Really, he would like her to drown, she believed. He had no 

heart, no fundamental kindness, only a veneer of friendliness. Miss Milan was much 

more real, much kinder. If only one could feel that and stick to it, always. “Why,” 

she asked herself—replying to Charles much too pertly, letting him see that she was 

out of temper, or “ruffled” as he called it (“Rather ruffled?” he said and went on to 

laugh at her with some woman over there)—“Why,” she asked herself, “can’t I feel 

one thing always, feel quite sure that Miss Milan is right, and Charles wrong and 

stick to it, feel sure about the canary and pity and love and not be whipped all round 

in a second by coming into a room full of people?” It was her odious, weak, 

vacillating character again, always giving at the critical moment and not being 

seriously interested in conchology, etymology, botany, archeology, cutting up 

potatoes and watching them fructify like Mary Dennis, like Violet Searle. 

Then Mrs. Holman, seeing her standing there, bore down upon her. Of course a thing 

like a dress was beneath Mrs. Holman’s notice, with her family always tumbling 

downstairs or having the scarlet fever. Could Mabel tell her if Elmthorpe was ever let 

for August and September? Oh, it was a conversation that bored her unutterably!—it 

made her furious to be treated like a house agent or a messenger boy, to be made use 

of. Not to have value, that was it, she thought, trying to grasp something hard, 

something real, while she tried to answer sensibly about the bathroom and the south 
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aspect and the hot water to the top of the house; and all the time she could see little 

bits of her yellow dress in the round looking–glass which made them all the size of 

boot–buttons or tadpoles; and it was amazing to think how much humiliation and 

agony and self–loathing and effort and passionate ups and downs of feeling were 

contained in a thing the size of a threepenny bit. And what was still odder, this thing, 

this Mabel Waring, was separate, quite disconnected; and though Mrs. Holman (the 

black button) was leaning forward and telling her how her eldest boy had strained his 

heart running, she could see her, too, quite detached in the looking–glass, and it was 

impossible that the black dot, leaning forward, gesticulating, should make the yellow 

dot, sitting solitary, self–centred, feel what the black dot was feeling, yet they 

pretended. 

“So impossible to keep boys quiet”—that was the kind of thing one said. 

And Mrs. Holman, who could never get enough sympathy and snatched what little 

there was greedily, as if it were her right (but she deserved much more for there was 

her little girl who had come down this morning with a swollen knee–joint), took this 

miserable offering and looked at it suspiciously, grudgingly, as if it were a halfpenny 

when it ought to have been a pound and put it away in her purse, must put up with it, 

mean and miserly though it was, times being hard, so very hard; and on she went, 

creaking, injured Mrs. Holman, about the girl with the swollen joints. Ah, it was 

tragic, this greed, this clamour of human beings, like a row of cormorants, barking 

and flapping their wings for sympathy—it was tragic, could one have felt it and not 

merely pretended to feel it! 

But in her yellow dress to–night she could not wring out one drop more; she wanted 

it all, all for herself. She knew (she kept on looking into the glass, dipping into that 

dreadfully showing–up blue pool) that she was condemned, despised, left like this in 

a backwater, because of her being like this a feeble, vacillating creature; and it 

seemed to her that the yellow dress was a penance which she had deserved, and if she 

had been dressed like Rose Shaw, in lovely, clinging green with a ruffle of 

swansdown, she would have deserved that; and she thought that there was no escape 

for her—none whatever. But it was not her fault altogether, after all. It was being one 

of a family of ten; never having money enough, always skimping and paring; and her 

mother carrying great cans, and the linoleum worn on the stair edges, and one sordid 

little domestic tragedy after another—nothing catastrophic, the sheep farm failing, 

but not utterly; her eldest brother marrying beneath him but not very much—there 
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was no romance, nothing extreme about them all. They petered out respectably in 

seaside resorts; every watering–place had one of her aunts even now asleep in some 

lodging with the front windows not quite facing the sea. That was so like them—they 

had to squint at things always. And she had done the same—she was just like her 

aunts. For all her dreams of living in India, married to some hero like Sir Henry 

Lawrence, some empire builder (still the sight of a native in a turban filled her with 

romance), she had failed utterly. She had married Hubert, with his safe, permanent 

underling’s job in the Law Courts, and they managed tolerably in a smallish house, 

without proper maids, and hash when she was alone or just bread and butter, but now 

and then—Mrs. Holman was off, thinking her the most dried–up, unsympathetic twig 

she had ever met, absurdly dressed, too, and would tell every one about Mabel’s 

fantastic appearance—now and then, thought Mabel Waring, left alone on the blue 

sofa, punching the cushion in order to look occupied, for she would not join Charles 

Burt and Rose Shaw, chattering like magpies and perhaps laughing at her by the 

fireplace—now and then, there did come to her delicious moments, reading the other 

night in bed, for instance, or down by the sea on the sand in the sun, at Easter—let 

her recall it—a great tuft of pale sand–grass standing all twisted like a shock of 

spears against the sky, which was blue like a smooth china egg, so firm, so hard, and 

then the melody of the waves—“Hush, hush,” they said, and the children’s shouts 

paddling—yes, it was a divine moment, and there she lay, she felt, in the hand of the 

Goddess who was the world; rather a hard–hearted, but very beautiful Goddess, a 

little lamb laid on the altar (one did think these silly things, and it didn’t matter so 

long as one never said them). And also with Hubert sometimes she had quite 

unexpectedly—carving the mutton for Sunday lunch, for no reason, opening a letter, 

coming into a room—divine moments, when she said to herself (for she would never 

say this to anybody else), “This is it. This has happened. This is it!” And the other 

way about it was equally surprising—that is, when everything was arranged—music, 

weather, holidays, every reason for happiness was there—then nothing happened at 

all. One wasn’t happy. It was flat, just flat, that was all. 

Her wretched self again, no doubt! She had always been a fretful, weak, 

unsatisfactory mother, a wobbly wife, lolling about in a kind of twilight existence 

with nothing very clear or very bold, or more one thing than another, like all her 

brothers and sisters, except perhaps Herbert—they were all the same poor water–

veined creatures who did nothing. Then in the midst of this creeping, crawling life, 
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suddenly she was on the crest of a wave. That wretched fly—where had she read the 

story that kept coming into her mind about the fly and the saucer?—struggled out. 

Yes, she had those moments. But now that she was forty, they might come more and 

more seldom. By degrees she would cease to struggle any more. But that was 

deplorable! That was not to be endured! That made her feel ashamed of herself! 

She would go to the London Library to–morrow. She would find some wonderful, 

helpful, astonishing book, quite by chance, a book by a clergyman, by an American 

no one had ever heard of; or she would walk down the Strand and drop, accidentally, 

into a hall where a miner was telling about the life in the pit, and suddenly she would 

become a new person. She would be absolutely transformed. She would wear a 

uniform; she would be called Sister Somebody; she would never give a thought to 

clothes again. And for ever after she would be perfectly clear about Charles Burt and 

Miss Milan and this room and that room; and it would be always, day after day, as if 

she were lying in the sun or carving the mutton. It would be it! 

So she got up from the blue sofa, and the yellow button in the looking–glass got up 

too, and she waved her hand to Charles and Rose to show them she did not depend 

on them one scrap, and the yellow button moved out of the looking–glass, and all the 

spears were gathered into her breast as she walked towards Mrs. Dalloway and said 

“Good night.” 

“But it’s top early to go,” said Mrs. Dalloway, who was always so charming. 

“I’m afraid I must,” said Mabel Waring. “But,” she added in her weak, wobbly voice 

which only sounded ridiculous when she tried to strengthen it, “I have enjoyed 

myself enormously.” 

‘I have enjoyed myself,” she said to Mr. Dalloway, whom she met on the stairs. 

“Lies, lies, lies!” she said to herself, going downstairs, and “Right in the saucer!” she 

said to herself as she thanked Mrs. Barnet for helping her and wrapped herself, round 

and round and round, in the Chinese cloak she had worn these twenty years. 
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Appendix 1.F.  
 

LAPPIN AND LAPPINOVA 
 

They were married. The wedding march pealed out. The pigeons fluttered. Small 

boys in Eton jackets threw rice; a fox terrier sauntered across the path; and Ernest 

Thorburn led his bride to the car through that small inquisitive crowd of complete 

strangers which always collects in London to enjoy other people’s happiness or 

unhappiness. Certainly he looked handsome and she looked shy. More rice was 

thrown, and the car moved off. 

That was on Tuesday. Now it was Saturday. Rosalind had still to get used to the fact 

that she was Mrs. Ernest Thorburn. Perhaps she never would get used to the fact that 

she was Mrs. Ernest Anybody, she thought, as she sat in the bow window of the hotel 

looking over the lake to the mountains, and waited for her husband to come down to 

breakfast. Ernest was a difficult name to get used to. It was not the name she would 

have chosen. She would have preferred Timothy, Antony, or Peter. He did not look 

like Ernest either. The name suggested the Albert Memorial, mahogany sideboards, 

steel engravings of the Prince Consort with his family—her mother–in–law’s dining–

room in Porchester Terrace in short. 

But here he was. Thank goodness he did not look like Ernest—no. But what did he 

look like? She glanced at him sideways. Well, when he was eating toast he looked 

like a rabbit. Not that anyone else would have seen a likeness to a creature so 

diminutive and timid in this spruce, muscular young man with the straight nose, the 

blue eyes, and the very firm mouth. But that made it all the more amusing. His nose 

twitched very slightly when he ate. So did her pet rabbit’s. She kept watching his 

nose twitch; and then she had to explain, when he caught her looking at him, why she 

laughed. 

“It’s because you’re like a rabbit, Ernest,” she said. “Like a wild rabbit,” she added, 

looking at him. “A hunting rabbit; a King Rabbit; a rabbit that makes laws for all the 

other rabbits.” 

Ernest had no objection to being that kind of rabbit, and since it amused her to see 

him twitch his nose—he had never known that his nose twitched—he twitched it on 

purpose. And she laughed and laughed; and he laughed too, so that the maiden ladies 

and the fishing man and the Swiss waiter in his greasy black jacket all guessed right; 
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they were very happy. But how long does such happiness last? they asked 

themselves; and each answered according to his own circumstances. 

At lunch time, seated on a clump of heather beside the lake, “Lettuce, rabbit?” said 

Rosalind, holding out the lettuce that had been provided to eat with the hardboiled 

eggs. “Come and take it out of my hand,” she added, and he stretched out and 

nibbled the lettuce and twitched his nose. 

“Good rabbit, nice rabbit,” she said, patting him, as she used to pat her tame rabbit at 

home. But that was absurd. He was not a tame rabbit, whatever he was. She turned it 

into French. “Lapin,” she called him. But whatever he was, he was not a French 

rabbit. He was simply and solely English–born at Porchester Terrace, educated at 

Rugby; now a clerk in His Majesty’s Civil Service. So she tried “Bunny” next; but 

that was worse. “Bunny” was someone plump and soft and comic; he was thin and 

hard and serious. Still, his nose twitched. “Lappin,” she exclaimed suddenly; and 

gave a little cry as if she had found the very word she looked for. 

“Lappin, Lappin, King Lappin,” she repeated. It seemed to suit him exactly; he was 

not Ernest, he was King Lappin. Why? She did not know. 

When there was nothing new to talk about on their long solitary walks—and it 

rained, as everyone had warned them that it would rain; or when they were sitting 

over the fire in the evening, for it was cold, and the maiden ladies had gone and the 

fishing man, and the waiter only came if you rang the bell for him, she let her fancy 

play with the story of the Lappin tribe. Under her hands—she was sewing; he was 

readingthey became very real, very vivid, very amusing. Ernest put down the paper 

and helped her. There were the black rabbits and the red; there were the enemy 

rabbits and the friendly. There were the wood in which they lived and the outlying 

prairies and the swamp. Above all there was King Lappin, who, far from having only 

the one trick—that he twitched his nose—became as the days passed an animal of the 

greatest character; Rosalind was always finding new qualities in him. But above all 

he was a great hunter. 

“And what,” said Rosalind, on the last day of the honeymoon, “did the King do to–

day?” 

In fact they had been climbing all day; and she had worn a blister on her heel; but she 

did not mean that. 

“To–day,” said Ernest, twitching his nose as he bit the end off his cigar, “he chased a 

hare.” He paused; struck a match, and twitched again. 
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“A woman hare,” he added. 

“A white hare!” Rosalind exclaimed, as if she had been expecting this. “Rather a 

small hare; silver grey; with big bright eyes?” 

“Yes,” said Ernest, looking at her as she had looked at him, “a smallish animal; with 

eyes popping out of her head, and two little front paws dangling.” It was exactly how 

she sat, with her sewing dangling in her hands; and her eyes, that were so big and 

bright, were certainly a little prominent. 

“Ah, Lapinova,” Rosalind murmured. 

“Is that what she’s called?” said Ernest—“the real Rosalind?” He looked at her. He 

felt very much in love with her. 

“Yes; that’s what she’s called,” said Rosalind. “Lapinova.” And before they went to 

bed that night it was all settled. He was King Lappin; she was Queen Lapinova. They 

were the opposite of each other; he was bold and determined; she wary and 

undependable. He ruled over the busy world of rabbits; her world was a desolate, 

mysterious place, which she ranged mostly by moonlight. All the same, their 

territories touched; they were King and Queen. 

Thus when they came back from their honeymoon they possessed a private world, 

inhabited, save for the one white hare, entirely by rabbits. No one guessed that there 

was such a place, and that of course made it all the more amusing. It made them feel, 

more even than most young married couples, in league together against the rest of the 

world. Often they looked slyly at each other when people talked about rabbits and 

woods and traps and shooting. Or they winked furtively across the table when Aunt 

Mary said that she could never bear to see a hare in a dish—it looked so like a baby: 

or when John, Ernest’s sporting brother, told them what price rabbits were fetching 

that autumn in Wiltshire, skins and all. Sometimes when they wanted a gamekeeper, 

or a poacher or a Lord of the Manor, they amused themselves by distributing the 

parts among their friends. Ernest’s mother, Mrs. Reginald Thorburn, for example, 

fitted the part of the Squire to perfection. But it was all secret—that was the point of 

it; nobody save themselves knew that such a world existed. 

Without that world, how, Rosalind wondered, that winter could she have lived at all? 

For instance, there was the golden–wedding party, when all the Thorburns assembled 

at Porchester Terrace to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of that union which had 

been so blessed—had it not produced Ernest Thorburn? and so fruitful—had it not 

produced nine other sons and daughters into the bargain, many themselves married 



151 
 

 

and also fruitful? She dreaded that party. But it was inevitable. As she walked 

upstairs she felt bitterly that she was an only child and an orphan at that; a mere drop 

among all those Thorburns assembled in the great drawing–room with the shiny satin 

wallpaper and the lustrous family portraits. The living Thorburns much resembled 

the painted; save that instead of painted lips they had real lips; out of which came 

jokes; jokes about schoolrooms, and how they had pulled the chair from under the 

governess; jokes about frogs and how they had put them between the virgin sheets of 

maiden ladies. As for herself, she had never even made an apple–pie bed. Holding 

her present in her hand she advanced toward her mother–in–law sumptuous in yellow 

satin; and toward her father–in–law decorated with a rich yellow carnation. All round 

them on tables and chairs there were golden tributes, some nestling in cotton wool; 

others branching resplendent—candlesticks; cigar boxes; chains; each stamped with 

the goldsmith’s proof that it was solid gold, hall–marked, authentic. But her present 

was only a little pinchbeck box pierced with holes; an old sand caster, an eighteenth–

century relic, once used to sprinkle sand over wet ink. Rather a senseless present she 

felt—in an age of blotting paper; and as she proffered it, she saw in front of her the 

stubby black handwriting in which her mother–in–law when they were engaged had 

expressed the hope that “My son will make you happy.” No, she was not happy. Not 

at all happy. She looked at Ernest, straight as a ramrod with a nose like all the noses 

in the family portraits; a nose that never twitched at all. 

Then they went down to dinner. She was half hidden by the great chrysanthemums 

that curled their red and gold petals into large tight balls. Everything was gold. A 

gold–edged card with gold initials intertwined recited the list of all the dishes that 

would be set one after another before them. She dipped her spoon in a plate of clear 

golden fluid. The raw white fog outside had been turned by the lamps into a golden 

mesh that blurred the edges of the plates and gave the pineapples a rough golden 

skin. Only she herself in her white wedding dress peering ahead of her with her 

prominent eyes seemed insoluble as an icicle. 

As the dinner wore on, however, the room grew steamy with heat. Beads of 

perspiration stood out on the men’s foreheads. She felt that her icicle was being 

turned to water. She was being melted; dispersed; dissolved into nothingness; and 

would soon faint. Then through the surge in her head and the din in her ears she 

heard a woman’s voice exclaim, “But they breed so!” 
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The Thorburns–yes; they breed so, she echoed; looking at all the round red faces that 

seemed doubled in the giddiness that overcame her; and magnified in the gold mist 

that enhaloed them. “They breed so.” Then John bawled: 

“Little devils! . . . Shoot ’em! Jump on ’em with big boots! That’s the only way to 

deal with ’em . . . rabbits!” 

At that word, that magic word, she revived. Peeping between the chrysanthemums 

she saw Ernest’s nose twitch. It rippled, it ran with successive twitches. And at that a 

mysterious catastrophe befell the Thorburns. The golden table became a moor with 

the gorse in full bloom; the din of voices turned to one peal of lark’s laughter ringing 

down from the sky. It was a blue sky—clouds passed slowly. And they had all been 

changed—the Thorburns. She looked at her father–in–law, a furtive little man with 

dyed moustaches. His foible was collecting things—seals, enamel boxes, trifles from 

eighteenth–century dressing tables which he hid in the drawers of his study from his 

wife. Now she saw him as he was—a poacher, stealing off with his coat bulging with 

pheasants and partridges to drop them stealthily into a three–legged pot in his smoky 

little cottage. That was her real father–in–law—a poacher. And Celia, the unmarried 

daughter, who always nosed out other people’s secrets, the little things they wished 

to hide—she was a white ferret with pink eyes, and a nose clotted with earth from her 

horrid underground nosings and pokings. Slung round men’s shoulders, in a net, and 

thrust down a hole—it was a pitiable life—Celia’s; it was none of her fault. So she 

saw Celia. And then she looked at her mother–in–law—whom they dubbed The 

Squire. Flushed, coarse, a bully—she was all that, as she stood returning thanks, but 

now that Rosalind—that is Lapinova—saw her, she saw behind her the decayed 

family mansion, the plaster peeling off the walls, and heard her, with a sob in her 

voice, giving thanks to her children (who hated her) for a world that had ceased to 

exist. There was a sudden silence. They all stood with their glasses raised; they all 

drank; then it was over. 

“Oh, King Lappin!” she cried as they went home together in the fog, “if your nose 

hadn’t twitched just at that moment, I should have been trapped!” 

“But you’re safe,” said King Lappin, pressing her paw. 

“Quite safe,” she answered. 

And they drove back through the Park, King and Queen of the marsh, of the mist, 

and of the gorse–scented moor. 
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Thus time passed; one year; two years of time. And on a winter’s night, which 

happened by a coincidence to be the anniversary of the golden–wedding party—but 

Mrs. Reginald Thorburn was dead; the house was to let; and there was only a 

caretaker in residence—Ernest came home from the office. They had a nice little 

home; half a house above a saddler’s shop in South Kensington, not far from the tube 

station. It was cold, with fog in the air, and Rosalind was sitting over the fire, sewing. 

“What d’you think happened to me to–day?” she began as soon as he had settled 

himself down with his legs stretched to the blaze. “I was crossing the stream when—

—” 

“What stream?” Ernest interrupted her. 

“The stream at the bottom, where our wood meets the black wood,” she explained. 

Ernest looked completely blank for a moment. 

“What the deuce are you talking about?” he asked. 

“My dear Ernest!” she cried in dismay. “King Lappin,” she added, dangling her little 

front paws in the firelight. But his nose did not twitch. Her hands—they turned to 

hands—clutched the stuff she was holding; her eyes popped half out of her head. It 

took him five minutes at least to change from Ernest Thorburn to King Lappin; and 

while she waited she felt a load on the back of her neck, as if somebody were about 

to wring it. At last he changed to King Lappin; his nose twitched; and they spent the 

evening roaming the woods much as usual. 

But she slept badly. In the middle of the night she woke, feeling as if something 

strange had happened to her. She was stiff and cold. At last she turned on the light 

and looked at Ernest lying beside her. He was sound asleep. He snored. But even 

though he snored, his nose remained perfectly still. It looked as if it had never 

twitched at all. Was it possible that he was really Ernest; and that she was really 

married to Ernest? A vision of her mother–in–law’s dining–room came before her; 

and there they sat, she and Ernest, grown old, under the engravings, in front of the 

sideboard. . .. It was their golden–wedding day. She could not bear it. 

“Lappin, King Lappin!” she whispered, and for a moment his nose seemed to twitch 

of its own accord. But he still slept. “Wake up, Lappin, wake up!” she cried. 

Ernest woke; and seeing her sitting bolt upright beside him he asked: 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I thought my rabbit was dead!” she whimpered. Ernest was angry. 

“Don’t talk such rubbish, Rosalind,” he said. “Lie down and go to sleep.” 
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He turned over. In another moment he was sound asleep and snoring. 

But she could not sleep. She lay curled up on her side of the bed, like a hare in its 

form. She had turned out the light, but the street lamp lit the ceiling faintly, and the 

trees outside made a lacy network over it as if there were a shadowy grove on the 

ceiling in which she wandered, turning, twisting, in and out, round and round, 

hunting, being hunted, hearing the bay of hounds and horns; flying, escaping . . . 

until the maid drew the blinds and brought their early tea. 

Next day she could settle to nothing. She seemed to have lost something. She felt as 

if her body had shrunk; it had grown small, and black and hard. Her joints seemed 

stiff too, and when she looked in the glass, which she did several times as she 

wandered about the flat, her eyes seemed to burst out of her head, like currants in a 

bun. The rooms also seemed to have shrunk. Large pieces of furniture jutted out at 

odd angles and she found herself knocking against them. At last she put on her hat 

and went out. She walked along the Cromwell Road; and every room she passed and 

peered into seemed to be a dining–room where people sat eating under steel 

engravings, with thick yellow lace curtains, and mahogany sideboards. At last she 

reached the Natural History Museum; she used to like it when she was a child. But 

the first thing she saw when she went in was a stuffed hare standing on sham snow 

with pink glass eyes. Somehow it made her shiver all over. Perhaps it would be better 

when dusk fell. She went home and sat over the fire, without a light, and tried to 

imagine that she was out alone on a moor; and there was a stream rushing; and 

beyond the stream a dark wood. But she could get no further than the stream. At last 

she squatted down on the bank on the wet grass, and sat crouched in her chair, with 

her hands dangling empty, and her eyes glazed, like glass eyes, in the firelight. Then 

there was the crack of a gun. . .. She started as if she had been shot. It was only 

Ernest, turning his key in the door. She waited, trembling. He came in and switched 

on the light. There he stood, tall, handsome, rubbing his hands that were red with 

cold. 

“Sitting in the dark?” he said. 

“Oh, Ernest, Ernest!” she cried, starting up in her chair. 

“Well, what’s up now?” he asked briskly, warming his hands at the fire. 

“It’s Lapinova . . .” she faltered, glancing wildly at him out of her great startled eyes. 

“She’s gone, Ernest. I’ve lost her!” 
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Ernest frowned. He pressed his lips tight together. “Oh, that’s what’s up, is it?” he 

said, smiling rather grimly at his wife. For ten seconds he stood there, silent; and she 

waited, feeling hands tightening at the back of her neck. 

“Yes,” he said at length. “Poor Lapinova. . .” He straightened his tie at the looking–

glass over the mantelpiece. 

“Caught in a trap,” he said, “killed,” and sat down and read the newspaper. 

So that was the end of that marriage. 
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Appendix 1.G.  
 

THE DUCHESS AND THE JEWELLER 
 

Oliver Bacon lived at the top of a house overlooking the Green Park. He had a flat; 

chairs jutted out at the right angles—chairs covered in hide. Sofas filled the bays of 

the windows—sofas covered in tapestry. The windows, the three long windows, had 

the proper allowance of discreet net and figured satin. The mahogany sideboard 

bulged discreetly with the right brandies, whiskeys and liqueurs. And from the 

middle window he looked down upon the glossy roofs of fashionable cars packed in 

the narrow straits of Piccadilly. A more Central position could not be imagined. And 

at eight in the morning he would have his breakfast brought in on a tray by a man–

servant: the man–servant would unfold his crimson dressing–gown; he would rip his 

letters open with his long pointed nails and would extract thick white cards of 

invitation upon which the engraving stood up roughly from duchesses, countesses, 

viscountesses and Honourable Ladies. Then he would wash; then he would eat his 

toast; then he would read his paper by the bright burning fire of electric coals. 

“Behold Oliver,” he would say, addressing himself. “You who began life in a filthy 

little alley, you who . . .” and he would look down at his legs, so shapely in their 

perfect trousers; at his boots; at his spats. They were all shapely, shining; cut from 

the best cloth by the best scissors in Savile Row. But he dismantled himself often and 

became again a little boy in a dark alley. He had once thought that the height of his 

ambition—selling stolen dogs to fashionable women in Whitechapel. And once he 

had been done. “Oh, Oliver,” his mother had wailed. “Oh, Oliver! When will you 

have sense, my son?” . . . Then he had gone behind a counter; had sold cheap 

watches; then he had taken a wallet to Amsterdam. . .. At that memory he would 

churckle—the old Oliver remembering the young. Yes, he had done well with the 

three diamonds; also there was the commission on the emerald. After that he went 

into the private room behind the shop in Hatton Garden; the room with the scales, the 

safe, the thick magnifying glasses. And then . . . and then . . . He chuckled. When he 

passed through the knots of jewellers in the hot evening who were discussing prices, 

gold mines, diamonds, reports from South Africa, one of them would lay a finger to 

the side of his nose and murmur, “Hum—m—m,” as he passed. It was no more than 

a murmur; no more than a nudge on the shoulder, a finger on the nose, a buzz that 

ran through the cluster of jewellers in Hatton Garden on a hot afternoon—oh, many 
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years ago now! But still Oliver felt it purring down his spine, the nudge, the murmur 

that meant, “Look at himyoung Oliver, the young jeweller—there he goes.” Young 

he was then. And he dressed better and better; and had, first a hansom cab; then a 

car; and first he went up to the dress circle, then down into the stalls. And he had a 

villa at Richmond, overlooking the river, with trellises of red roses; and 

Mademoiselle used to pick one every morning and stick it in his buttonhole. 

“So,” said Oliver Bacon, rising and stretching his legs. “SO . . .” 

And he stood beneath the picture of an old lady on the mantelpiece and raised his 

hands. “I have kept my word,” he said, laying his hands together, palm to palm, as if 

he were doing homage to her. “I have won my bet.” That was so; he was the richest 

jeweller in England; but his nose, which was long and flexible, like an elephant’s 

trunk, seemed to say by its curious quiver at the nostrils (but it seemed as if the 

whole nose quivered, not only the nostrils) that he was not satisfied yet; still smelt 

something under the ground a little further off. Imagine a giant hog in a pasture rich 

with truffles; after unearthing this truffle and that, still it smells a bigger, a blacker 

truffle under the ground further off. So Oliver snuffed always in the rich earth of 

Mayfair another truffle, a blacker, a bigger further off. 

Now then he straightened the pearl in his tie, cased himself in his smart blue 

overcoat; took his yellow gloves and his cane; and swayed as he descended the stairs 

and half snuffed, half sighed through his long sharp nose as he passed out into 

Piccadilly. For was he not still a sad man, a dissatisfied man, a man who seeks 

something that is hidden, though he had won his bet? 

He swayed slightly as he walked, as the camel at the zoo sways from side to side 

when it walks along the asphalt paths laden with grocers and their wives eating from 

paper bags and throwing little bits of silver paper crumpled up on to the path. The 

camel despises the grocers; the camel is dissatisfied with its lot; the camel sees the 

blue lake and the fringe of palm trees in front of it. So the great jeweller, the greatest 

jeweller in the whole world, swung down Piccadilly, perfectly dressed, with his 

gloves, with his cane; but dissatisfied still, till he reached the dark little shop, that 

was famous in France, in Germany, in Austria, in Italy, and all over America—the 

dark little shop in the street off Bond Street. 

As usual, he strode through the shop without speaking, though the four men, the two 

old men, Marshall and Spencer, and the two young men, Hammond and Wicks, stood 

straight and looked at him, envying him. It was only with one finger of the amber–
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coloured glove, waggling, that he acknowledged their presence. And he went in and 

shut the door of his private room behind him. 

Then he unlocked the grating that barred the window. The cries of Bond Street came 

in; the purr of the distant traffic. The light from reflectors at the back of the shop 

struck upwards. One tree waved six green leaves, for it was June. But Mademoiselle 

had married Mr. Pedder of the local brewery—no one stuck roses in his buttonhole 

now. 

“So,” he half sighed, half snorted, “so——” 

Then he touched a spring in the wall and slowly the panelling slid open, and behind it 

were the steel safes, five, no, six of them, all of burnished steel. He twisted a key; 

unlocked one; then another. Each was lined with a pad of deep crimson velvet; in 

each lay jewels—bracelets, necklaces, rings, tiaras, ducal coronets; loose stones in 

glass shells; rubies, emeralds, pearls, diamonds. All safe, shining, cool, yet burning, 

eternally, with their own compressed light. 

“Tears!” said Oliver, looking at the pearls. 

“Heart’s blood!” he said, looking at the rubies. 

“Gunpowder!” he continued, rattling the diamonds so that they flashed and blazed. 

“Gunpowder enough to blow Mayfair—sky high, high, high!” He threw his head 

back and made a sound like a horse neighing as he said it. 

The telephone buzzed obsequiously in a low muted voice on his table. He shut the 

safe. 

“In ten minutes,” he said. “Not before.” And he sat down at his desk and looked at 

the heads of the Roman emperors that were graved on his sleeve links. And again he 

dismantled himself and became once more the little boy playing marbles in the alley 

where they sell stolen dogs on Sunday. He became that wily astute little boy, with 

lips like wet cherries. He dabbled his fingers in ropes of tripe; he dipped them in pans 

of frying fish; he dodged in and out among the crowds. He was slim, lissome, with 

eyes like licked stones. And now—now—the hands of the clock ticked on, one two, 

three, four. . . . The Duchess of Lambourne waited his pleasure; the Duchess of 

Lambourne, daughter of a hundred Earls. She would wait for ten minutes on a chair 

at the counter. She would wait his pleasure. She would wait till he was ready to see 

her. He watched the clock in its shagreen case. The hand moved on. With each tick 

the clock handed him—so it seemed—pate de foie gras, a glass of champagne, 

another of fine brandy, a cigar costing one guinea. The clock laid them on the table 
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beside him as the ten minutes passed. Then he heard soft slow footsteps approaching; 

a rustle in the corridor. The door opened. Mr. Hammond flattened himself against the 

wall. 

“Her Grace!” he announced. 

And he waited there, flattened against the wall. 

And Oliver, rising, could hear the rustle of the dress of the Duchess as she came 

down the passage. Then she loomed up, filling the door, filling the room with the 

aroma, the prestige, the arrogance, the pomp, the pride of all the Dukes and 

Duchesses swollen in one wave. And as a wave breaks, she broke, as she sat down, 

spreading and splashing and falling over Oliver Bacon, the great jeweller, covering 

him with sparkling bright colours, green, rose, violet; and odours; and iridescences; 

and rays shooting from fingers, nodding from plumes, flashing from silk; for she was 

very large, very fat, tightly girt in pink taffeta, and past her prime. As a parasol with 

many flounces, as a peacock with many feathers, shuts its flounces, folds its feathers, 

so she subsided and shut herself as she sank down in the leather armchair. 

“Good morning, Mr. Bacon,” said the Duchess. And she held out her hand which 

came through the slit of her white glove. And Oliver bent low as he shook it. And as 

their hands touched the link was forged between them once more. They were friends, 

yet enemies; he was master, she was mistress; each cheated the other, each needed 

the other, each feared the other, each felt this and knew this every time they touched 

hands thus in the little back room with the white light outside, and the tree with its 

six leaves, and the sound of the street in the distance and behind them the safes. 

“And to–day, Duchess—what can I do for you to–day?” said Oliver, very softly. 

The Duchess opened her heart, her private heart, gaped wide. And with a sigh but no 

words she took from her bag a long washleather pouch—it looked like a lean yellow 

ferret. And from a slit in the ferret’s belly she dropped pearls—ten pearls. They 

rolled from the slit in the ferret’s belly—one, two, three, four—like the eggs of some 

heavenly bird. 

“All’s that’s left me, dear Mr. Bacon,” she moaned. Five, six, seven—down they 

rolled, down the slopes of the vast mountain sides that fell between her knees into 

one narrow valley—the eighth, the ninth, and the tenth. There they lay in the glow of 

the peach–blossom taffeta. Ten pearls. 

“From the Appleby cincture,” she mourned. “The last . . . the last of them all.” 
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Oliver stretched out and took one of the pearls between finger and thumb. It was 

round, it was lustrous. But real was it, or false? Was she lying again? Did she dare? 

She laid her plump padded finger across her lips. “If the Duke knew . . .” she 

whispered. “Dear Mr. Bacon, a bit of bad luck. . .” 

Been gambling again, had she? 

“That villain! That sharper!” she hissed. 

The man with the chipped cheek bone? A bad ’un. And the Duke was straight as a 

poker; with side whiskers; would cut her off, shut her up down there if he knew—

what I know, thought Oliver, and glanced at the safe. 

“Araminta, Daphne, Diana,” she moaned. “It’s for THEM.” 

The ladies Araminta, Daphne, Diana—her daughters. He knew them; adored them. 

But it was Diana he loved. 

“You have all my secrets,” she leered. Tears slid; tears fell; tears, like diamonds, 

collecting powder in the ruts of her cherry blossom cheeks. 

“Old friend,” she murmured, “old friend.” 

“Old friend,” he repeated, “old friend,” as if he licked the words. 

“How much?” he queried. 

She covered the pearls with her hand. 

“Twenty thousand,” she whispered. 

But was it real or false, the one he held in his hand? The Appleby cincture—hadn’t 

she sold it already? He would ring for Spencer or Hammond. “Take it and test it,” he 

would say. He stretched to the bell. 

“You will come down to–morrow?” she urged, she interrupted. “The Prime 

Minister—His Royal Highness . . .” She stopped. “And Diana . . .” she added. 

Oliver took his hand off the bell. 

He looked past her, at the backs of the houses in Bond Street. But he saw, not the 

houses in Bond Street, but a dimpling river; and trout rising and salmon; and the 

Prime Minister; and himself too, in white waistcoat; and then, Diana. He looked 

down at the pearl in his hand. But how could he test it, in the light of the river, in the 

light of the eyes of Diana? But the eyes of the Duchess were on him. 

“Twenty thousand,” she moaned. “My honour!” 

The honour of the mother of Diana! He drew his cheque book towards him; he took 

out his pen. 
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“Twenty—” he wrote. Then he stopped writing. The eyes of the old woman in the 

picture were on him—of the old woman his mother. 

“Oliver!” she warned him. “Have sense! Don’t be a fool!” 

“Oliver!” the Duchess entreated—it was “Oliver” now, not “Mr. Bacon.” “You’ll 

come for a long weekend?” 

Alone in the woods with Diana! Riding alone in the woods with Diana! 

“Thousand,” he wrote, and signed it. 

“Here you are,” he said. 

And there opened all the flounces of the parasol, all the plumes of the peacock, the 

radiance of the wave, the swords and spears of Agincourt, as she rose from her chair. 

And the two old men and the two young men, Spencer and Marshall, Wicks and 

Hammond, flattened themselves behind the counter envying him as he led her 

through the shop to the door. And he waggled his yellow glove in their faces, and she 

held her honour—a Cheque for twenty thousand pounds with his signature—quite 

firmly in her hands. 

“Are they false or are they real?” asked Oliver, shutting his private door. There they 

were, ten pearls on the blotting–paper on the table. He took them to the window. He 

held them under his lens to the light. . .. This, then, was the truffle he had routed out 

of the earth! Rotten at the centre—rotten at the core! 

“Forgive me, oh, my mother!” he sighed, raising his hand as if he asked pardon of 

the old woman in the picture. And again he was a little boy in the alley where they 

sold dogs on Sunday. 

“For,” he murmured, laying the palms of his hands together, “it is to be a long week–

end.” 
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Appendix 1.H. 
 

MOMENTS OF BEING 
 

“SLATER’S PINS HAVE NO POINTS” 

 

“Slater’s pins have no points—don’t you always find that?” said Miss Craye, turning 

round as the rose fell out of Fanny Wilmot’s dress, and Fanny stooped, with her cars 

full of the music, to look for the pin on the floor. 

The words gave her an extraordinary shock, as Miss Craye struck the last chord of 

the Bach fugue. Did Miss Craye actually go to Slater’s and buy pins then, Fanny 

Wilmot asked herself, transfixed for a moment. Did she stand at the counter waiting 

like anybody else, and was she given a bill with coppers wrapped in it, and did she 

slip them into her purse and then, an hour later, stand by her dressing table and take 

out the pins? What need had she of pins? For she was not so much dressed as cased, 

like a beetle compactly in its sheath, blue in winter, green in summer. What need had 

she of pins—Julia Craye—who lived, it seemed in the cool glassy world of Bach 

fugues, playing to herself what she liked, to take one or two pupils at the and only 

consenting Archer Street College of Music (so the Principal, Miss Kingston, said) as 

a special favour to herself, who had “the greatest admiration for her in every way.” 

Miss Craye was left badly off, Miss Kingston was afraid, at her brother’s death. Oh, 

they used to have such lovely things, when they lived at Salisbury, and her brother 

Julius was, of course, a very well–known man: a famous archaeologist. It was a great 

privilege to stay with them, Miss Kingston said (“My family had always known 

them—they were regular Canterbury people,” Miss Kingston said), but a little 

frightening for a child; one had to be careful not to slam the door or bounce into the 

room unexpectedly. Miss Kingston, who gave little character sketches like this on the 

first day of term while she received cheques and wrote out receipts for them, smiled 

here. Yes, she had been rather a tomboy; she had bounced in and set all those green 

Roman glasses and things jumping in their case. The Crayes were not used to 

children. The Crayes were none of them married. They kept cats; the cats, one used 

to feel, knew as much about the Roman urns and things as anybody. 
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“Far more than I did!” said Miss Kingston brightly, writing her name across the 

stamp in her dashing, cheerful, full–bodied hand, for she had always been practical. 

That was how she made her living, after all. 

Perhaps then, Fanny Wilmot thought, looking for the pin, Miss Craye said that about 

“Slater’s pins having no points,” at a venture. None of the Crayes had ever married. 

She knew nothing about pinsnothing whatever. But she wanted to break the spell that 

had fallen on the house; to break the pane of glass which separated them from other 

people. When Polly Kingston, that merry little girl, had slammed the door and made 

the Roman vases jump, Julius, seeing that no harm was done (that would be his first 

instinct) looked, for the case was stood in the window, at Polly skipping home across 

the fields; looked with the look his sister often had, that lingering, driving look. 

“Stars, sun, moon,” it seemed to say, “the daisy in the grass, fires, frost on the 

window pane, my heart goes out to you. But,” it always seemed to add, “you break, 

you pass, you go.” And simultaneously it covered the intensity of both these states of 

mind with “I can’t reach you—I can’t get at you,” spoken wistfully, frustratedly. And 

the stars faded, and the child went. That was the kind of spell that was the glassy 

surface, that Miss Craye wanted to break by showing, when she had played Bach 

beautifully as a reward to a favourite pupil (Fanny Wilmot knew that she was Miss 

Craye’s favourite pupil), that she, too, knew, like other people, about pins. Slater’s 

pins had no points. 

Yes, the “famous archaeologist” had looked like that too. “The famous 

archaeologist”—as she said that, endorsing cheques, ascertaining the day of the 

month, speaking so brightly and frankly, there was in Miss Kingston’s voice an 

indescribable tone which hinted at something odd; something queer in Julius Craye; 

it was the very same thing that was odd perhaps in Julia too. One could have sworn, 

thought Fanny Wilmot, as she looked for the pin, that at parties, meetings (Miss 

Kingston’s father was a clergyman), she had picked up some piece of gossip, or it 

might only have been a smile, or a tone when his name was mentioned, which had 

given her “a feeling” about Julius Craye. Needless to say, she had never spoken 

about it to anybody. Probably she scarcely knew what she meant by it. But whenever 

she spoke of Julius, or heard him mentioned, that was the first thing that came to 

mind; and it was a seductive thought; there was something odd about Julius Craye. 

It was so that Julia looked too, as she sat half turned on the music stool, smiling. It’s 

on the field, it’s on the pane, it’s in the sky—beauty; and I can’t get at it; I can’t have 
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it—I, she seemed to add, with that little clutch of the hand which was so 

characteristic, who adore it so passionately, would give the whole world to possess 

it! And she picked up the carnation which had fallen on the floor, while Fanny 

searched for the pin. She crushed it, Fanny felt, voluptuously in her smooth veined 

hands stuck about with water–coloured rings set in pearls. The pressure of her fingers 

seemed to increase all that was most brilliant in the flower; to set it off; to make it 

more frilled, fresh, immaculate. What was odd in her, and perhaps in her brother, too, 

was that this crush and grasp of the finger was combined with a perpetual frustration. 

So it was even now with the carnation. She had her hands on it; she pressed it; but 

she did not possess it, enjoy it, not entirely and altogether. 

None of the Crayes had married, Fanny Wilmot remembered. She had in mind how 

one evening when the lesson had lasted longer than usual and it was dark, Julia 

Craye had said “it’s the use of men, surely, to protect us,” smiling at her that same 

odd smile, as she stood fastening her cloak, which made her, like the flower, 

conscious to her finger tips of youth and brilliance, but, like the flower, too, Fanny 

suspected, made her feel awkward. 

“Oh, but I don’t want protection,” Fanny had laughed, and when Julia Craye, fixing 

on her that extraordinary look, had said she was not so sure of that, Fanny positively 

blushed under the admiration in her eyes. 

It was the only use of men, she had said. Was it for that reason then, Fanny 

wondered, with her eyes on the floor, that she had never married? After all, she had 

not lived all her life in Salisbury. “Much the nicest part of London,” she had said 

once, “(but I’m speaking of fifteen or twenty years ago) is Kensington. One was in 

the Gardens in ten minutes—it was like the heart of the country. One could dine out 

in one’s slippers without catching cold. Kensington—it was like a village then, you 

know,” she had said. 

Here she broke off, to denounce acridly the draughts in the Tubes. 

“It was the use of men,” she had said, with a queer wry acerbity. Did that throw any 

light on the problem why she had not married? One could imagine every sort of 

scene in her youth, when with her good blue eyes, her straight firm nose, her air of 

cool distinction, her piano playing, her rose flowering with chaste passion in the 

bosom of her muslin dress, she had attracted first the young men to whom such 

things, the china tea cups and the silver candlesticks and the inlaid table, for the 

Crayes had such nice things, were wonderful; young men not sufficiently 



165 
 

 

distinguished; young men of the cathedral town with ambitions. She had attracted 

them first, and then her brother’s friends from Oxford or Cambridge. They would 

come down in the summer; row her on the river; continue the argument about 

Browning by letter; and arrange perhaps, on the rare occasions when she stayed in 

London, to show her—Kensington Gardens? 

“Much the nicest part of London—Kensington (I’m speaking of fifteen or twenty 

years ago),” she had said once. One was in the gardens in ten minutes—in the heart 

of the country. One could make that yield what one liked, Fanny Wilmot thought, 

single out, for instance, Mr. Sherman, the painter, an old friend of hers; make him 

call for her, by appointment, one sunny day in June; take her to have tea under the 

trees. (They had met, too, at those parties to which one tripped in slippers without 

fear of catching cold.) The aunt or other elderly relative was to wait there while they 

looked at the Serpentine. They looked at the Serpentine. He may have rowed her 

across. They compared it with the Avon. She would have considered the comparison 

very furiously. Views of rivers were important to her. She sat hunched a little, a little 

angular, though she was graceful then, steering. At the critical moment, for he had 

determined that he must speak now—it was his only chance of getting her alone—he 

was speaking with his head turned at an absurd angle, in his great nervousness, over 

his shoulder—at that very moment she interrupted fiercely. He would have them into 

the Bridge, she cried. It was a moment of horror, of disillusionment, of revelation, for 

both of them. I can’t have it, I can’t possess it, she thought. He could not see why she 

had come then. With a great splash of his oar he pulled the boat round. Merely to 

snub him? He rowed her back and said good–bye to her. 

The setting of that scene could be varied as one chose, Fanny Wilmot reflected. 

(Where had that pin fallen?) It might be Ravenna; or Edinburgh, where she had kept 

house for her brother. The scene could be changed; and the young man and the exact 

manner of it all, but one thing was constant—her refusal, and her frown, and her 

anger with herself afterwards, and her argument, and her relief—yes, certainly her 

immense relief. The very next day, perhaps, she would get up at six, put on her cloak, 

and walk all the way from Kensington to the river. She was so thankful that she had 

not sacrificed her right to go and look at things when they are at their best—before 

people are up, that is to say she could have her breakfast in bed if she liked. She had 

not sacrificed her independence. 
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Yes, Fanny Wilmot smiled, Julia had not endangered her habits. They remained safe; 

and her habits would have suffered if she had married. “They’re ogres,” she had said 

one evening, half laughing, when another pupil, a girl lately married, suddenly 

bethinking her that she would miss her husband, had rushed off in haste. 

“They’re ogres,” she had said, laughing grimly. An ogre would have interfered 

perhaps with breakfast in bed; with walks at dawn down to the river. What would 

have happened (but one could hardly conceive this) had she had children? She took 

astonishing precautions against chills, fatigue, rich food, the wrong food, draughts, 

heated rooms, journeys in the Tube. for she could never determine which of these it 

was exactly that brought on those terrible headaches that gave her life the semblance 

of a battlefield. She was always engaged in outwitting the enemy, until it seemed as 

if the pursuit had its interest; could she have beaten the enemy finally she would have 

found life a little dull. As it was, the tug–of–war was perpetual—on the one side the 

nightingale or the view which she loved with passion—yes, for views and birds she 

felt nothing less than passion; on the other the damp path or the horrid long drag up a 

steep hill which would certainly make her good for nothing next day and bring on 

one of her headaches. When, therefore, from time to time, she managed her forces 

adroitly and brought off a visit to Hampton Court the week the crocuses—those 

glossy bright flowers were her favourite—were at their best, it was a victory. It was 

something that lasted; something that mattered for ever. She strung the afternoon on 

the necklace of memorable days, which was not too long for her to be able to recall 

this one or that one; this view, that city; to finger it, to feel it, to savour, sighing, the 

quality that made it unique. 

“It was so beautiful last Friday,” she said, “that I determined I must go there.” So she 

had gone off to Waterloo on her great undertaking—to visit Hampton Court—alone. 

Naturally, but perhaps foolishly, one pitied her for the thing she never asked pity for 

(indeed she was reticent habitually, speaking of her health only as a warrior might 

speak of his foe)—one pitied her for always doing everything alone. Her brother was 

dead. Her sister was asthmatic. She found the climate of Edinburgh good for her. It 

was too bleak for Julia. Perhaps, too, she found the associations painful, for her 

brother, the famous archaeologist, had died there; and she had loved her brother. She 

lived in a little house off the Brompton Road entirely alone. 

Fanny Wilmot saw the pin; she picked it up. She looked at Miss Craye. Was Miss 

Craye so lonely? No, Miss Craye was steadily, blissfully, if only for that moment, a 
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happy woman. Fanny had surprised her in a moment of ecstasy. She sat there, half 

turned away from the piano, with her hands clasped in her lap holding the carnation 

upright, while behind her was the sharp square of the window, uncurtained, purple in 

the evening, intensely purple after the brilliant electric lights which burnt unshaded 

in the bare music room. Julia Craye, sitting hunched and compact holding her flower, 

seemed to emerge out of the London night, seemed to fling it like a cloak behind her, 

it seemed, in its bareness and intensity, the effluence of her spirit, something she had 

made which surrounded her. Fanny stared. 

All seemed transparent, for a moment, to the gaze of Fanny Wilmot, as if looking 

through Miss Craye, she saw the very fountain of her being spurting its pure silver 

drops. She saw back and back into the past behind her. She saw the green Roman 

vases stood in their case; heard the choristers playing cricket; saw Julia quietly 

descend the curving steps on to the lawn; then saw her pour out tea beneath the cedar 

tree; softly enclosed the old man’s hand in hers; saw her going round and about the 

corridors of that ancient Cathedral dwelling place with towels in her hand to mark 

them; lamenting, as she went, the pettiness of daily life; and slowly ageing, and 

putting away clothes when summer came, because at her age they were too bright to 

wear; and tending her father’s sickness; and cleaving her way ever more definitely as 

her will stiffened towards her solitary goal; travelling frugally; counting the cost and 

measuring out of her tight shut purse the sum needed for this journey or for that old 

mirror; obstinately adhering, whatever people might say, in choosing her pleasures 

for herself. She saw Julia—— 

Julia blazed. Julia kindled. Out of the night she burnt like a dead white star. Julia 

opened her arms. Julia kissed her on the lips. Julia possessed it. 

“Slater’s pins have no points,” Miss Craye said, laughing queerly and relaxing her 

arms, as Fanny Wilmot pinned the flower to her breast with trembling fingers. 
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APPENDIX 2: VIRGINIA WOOLF’UN SEK ĐZ HĐKAYESĐ 
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Appendix 2.A  PERĐLĐ EV 
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Appendix 2.B YAZILMAMI Ş BĐR ROMAN 
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APPENDIX 2.C YAYLI ÇALGILAR DÖRTLÜSÜ 
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APPENDIX 2.D DUVARDAK Đ LEKE 
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APPENDIX 2.E YENĐ ELBĐSE 
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APPENDIX 2.F LAPPĐN ĐLE LAP ĐNOVA 
 

 



195 
 

 

 



196 
 

 



197 
 

 



198 
 

 



199 
 

 

 
 
 
 



200 
 

 

 



201 
 

 

APPENDIX 2.G DÜŞES ĐLE KUYUMCU 
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APPENDIX 2.H VAROLU Ş ANILARI 
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