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relieved. These people did not look like Jews, 
and the eldest girl and the little boy were lovely. 
He went away, and the woman, whose hopes had 
risen, once more looked disconsolate. The little 
boy buried his face in her apron and wept.

A suburban train came wheezing into the plat­
form, which was at once alive with hurrying men 
in silk hats and tail-coats. Catching sight of the 
brilliantly attired group, the handsome woman 
and the lovely girl, the boys with their heads 
bowed beneath the billowing piles of feather 
bedding, some of them stopped. The little boy 
looked up with tears in his eyes. One man put 
his hand in his pocket and threw down a few 
coppers. Others followed his example, and the 
little boy ran after the showering pennies as they 
bounced in the air, and rolled, span, and settled. 
He danced from penny to penny and a crowd 
gathered ; for, in his bright jerkin and breeches 
and little top-boots, dancing like a sprite, gay and 
wild, he was an astonishing figure to find in the 
grime and ugliness of the station. Silver was 
thrown among the pennies to keep him dancing, 
but at last he was exhausted and ran to his 
mother with his fists full of money, and the 
men hurried on to their offices.

The official returned with an interpreter, who 
discovered that the woman’s name was Kiihler, 
that she had expected to be met by her husband, 
that she had come from Austrian Poland, and that 
the address written on the piece of paper was 
Gun Street. The number was indecipherable.

The three old men were given instructions and 
they went away. The interpreter took charge of 
the family and led them to a refuge, where he left 
them, saying that he would go and find Mr. Kiihler. 
With a roof over her head and food provided for 
her children, Mrs. Kiihler sat stoically to wait for 
the husband she had not seen for two years. She 
had no preconceived idea of London, and this bleak,


