
   [image: Cover: Two Stories by Virginia Woolf]


   
      
         
            Virginia Woolf
   

            Two Stories
   

         

          
   

         
            SAGA Egmont
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Two Stories

             
   

            The characters and use of language in the work do not express the views of the publisher. The work is published as a historical document that describes its contemporary human perception.

Cover image: Shutterstock

Copyright © 1917, 2021 SAGA Egmont

             
   

            All rights reserved

             
   

            ISBN: 9788726507683

             
   

            1st ebook edition

Format: EPUB 2.0

             
   

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

This work is republished as a historical document. It contains contemporary use of language.

             
   

            www.sagaegmont.com

Saga Egmont - a part of Egmont, www.egmont.com

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Three Jews
   

            By Leonard Woolf.
   

         

         It was a Sunday and the first day of spring, the first day on which one felt at any rate spring in the air. It blew in at my window with its warm breath, with its inevitable little touch of sadness. I felt restless, and I had nowhere to go to; everyone I knew was out of town. I looked out of my window at the black trees breaking into bud, the tulips and the hyacinths that even London could not rob of their reds and blues and yellows, the delicate spring sunshine on the asphalt, and the pale blue sky that the chimney pots broke into. I found myself muttering “damn it” for no very obvious reason. It was spring, I suppose, the first stirring of the blood.

         I wanted to see clean trees, and the sun shine upon grass; I wanted flowers and leaves unsoiled by soot; I wanted to see and smell the earth; above all I wanted the horizon. I felt that something was waiting for me beyond the houses and the chimney-pots: I should find it where earth and sky meet. I did’nt of course but I took the train to Kew.

         If I did not find in Kew the place where earth and sky meet or even the smell of the earth, I saw at any rate the sun upon the brown bark of trees and the delicate green of grass. It was spring there, English spring with its fresh warm breath, and its pale blue sky above the trees. Yes, the quiet orderly English spring that embraced and sobered even the florid luxuriance of great flowers bursting in white cascades over strange tropical trees.

         And the spring had brought the people out into the gardens, the quiet orderly English people. It was the first stirring of the blood. It had stirred them to come out in couples, in family parties, in tight matronly black dresses, in drab coats and trousers in dowdy skirts and hats. It had stirred some to come in elegant costumes and morning suits and spats. They looked at the flaunting tropical trees, and made jokes, and chaffed one another, and laughed not very loud. They were happy in their quiet orderly English way, happy in the warmth of the sunshine, happy to be among quiet trees, and to feel the soft grass under their feet. They did not run about or shout, they walked slowly, quietly, taking care to keep off the edges of the grass because the notices told them to do so.

         It was very warm, very pleasant, and very tiring. I wandered cut at last through the big gates, and was waved by a man with a napkin—he stood on the pavement—through a Georgian house into a garden studded with white topped tables and dirty ricketty chairs. It was crowded with people, and I sat down at the only vacant table, and watched them eating plum-cake and drinking tea quietly, soberly, under the gentle apple-blossom.

         A man came up the garden looking quickly from sic e to side for an empty place. I watched him in a tired lazy way. There was a bustle and roll and energy in his walk. I noticed the thickness of his legs above the knee, the arms that hung so loosely and limply by his sides as they do with people who wear loose hanging clothes without sleeves, his dark fat face and the sensual mouth, the great curve of the upper lip and the hanging lower one. A clever face, dark and inscrutable, with its large mysterious eyes and the heavy lids which went into deep folds at the corners.

         He stopped near my table, looked at the empty chair and then at me, and said:

         “Excuse me, Sir, but d’you mind my sitting at your table?”

         I noticed the slight thickness of the voice, the overemphasis, and the little note of assertiveness in it. I said I didn’t mind at all.

         He sat down, leaned back in his chair, and took his hat off. He had a high forehead, black hair, and well-shaped fat hands.

         “Fine day,” he said, “wonderfully fine day, the finest day I ever remember. Nothing to beat a fine English spring day”.

         I saw the delicate apple-blossom and the pale blue sk y behind his large dark head. I smiled. He saw the smile, flushed, and then smiled himself.

         “You are amused,” he said, still smiling, “I believe I know why.”

         “Yes,” I said, “You knew me at once and I knew you. We show up, don’t we, under the apple-blossom and this sky. It doesn’t belong to us, do you wish it did?.”

         “Ah, he said seriously,“that’s the question. Or rather we don’t belong to it. We belong to Palestine still, but I’m not sure that it doesn’t belong to us for all that.”

         “Well, perhaps your version is truer than mine. I’ll take it, but there’s still the question, do you wish you belonged to it?”

         He wasn’t a bit offended. He tilted back his chair, put one thumb in the arm-hole of his waistcoat, and looked round the garden. He showed abominably concentrated, floridly intelligent, in the thin spring air and among the inconspicuous tea-drinkers. He didn’t answer my question; he was thinking, and when he spoke, he asked another;

         “Do you ever go to Synagogue?”

         “No.”

         “Nor do I, except on Yom Kippur. I still go then everyyear—pure habit. I don't believe in it, of course; I believe in nothing—you believe in nothing—we’re all sceptics. And yet we belong to Palestine still. Funny, ain’t it? How it comes out! Under the apple-blossom and blue sky, as you say, as well as— as—among the tombs.”

         “Among the tombs?”

         ”Ah, I was thinking of another man I met. He belongs to Palestine too. Shall I tell you about him?”

         I said I wished he would. He put his hands in his pockets and began at once.
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