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bare room was London to her, quite acceptable. 
The stress and the anxiety of the detestable 
journey were over. This was peace and good. 
Her husband would find her. He had come to 
make a home in London. He had sent for her. 
He would come.

Hours passed. They slept, ate, talked, walked 
about the room, and still Mr. Kiihler did not 
come. The peace of the refuge was invaded 
with memories of the journey, the rattle, rattle, 
rattle of the train-wheels, the brusque officials 
who treated the poor travellers like parcels, the 
soldiers at the frontiers, the wet, bare quay in 
Holland, the first sight of the sea, immense, 
ominous, heaving, heaving up to the sky ; the 
stinking ship that heaved like the sea and made 
the brain oscillate like milk in a pan ; the solidity 
of the English quay, wet and bare, and of the 
English train, astonishingly comfortable. . . . And 
still Mr. Kiihler did not come.

The girls were cold and miserable. The boys 
wrestled and practised feats of strength with each 
other to keep warm, and looked to their mother 
for applause. She gave it them mechanically 
as she sat by the little boy, whom she had laid 
to sleep on the bedding. He would be hungry, 
she thought, when he woke up, and she must get 
him food. There was the money which had been 
thrown to him, but she did not know its value. 
People do not throw much money away. At 
home people do not throw even small money 
away. There such a thing could not happen. 
There money, like everything else, avoids the 
poor. But this was rich England, where it 
rained money.

Whiten the boy woke up she would go out and 
buy him something good to eat, and if Mr. Kiihler 
did not come to-morrow she would find some 
work and a room, or a comer of a room, to live 
in. Perhaps Jacob had gone to America again.


