I
LONDON WHERE THE KING LIVES

THE boat-train had disgorged its passengers, who
had huddled together in a crowd round the luggage
as it was dragged out of the vans, and then had
jostled their way out into the London they had
been so long approaching. When the crowd
scattered it left like a deposit a little knot of
strange-looking people in brilliant clothes who
stared about them pathetically and helplessly.
There were three old men who seemed to be
strangers to each other and a handsome Jewess
with her family—two girls and three boys. The
two elder boys carried on their backs the family
bedding, and the youngest clung to his mother’s
skirts and was frightened by the noise, the hurry-
ing crowds of people, the vastness and the ugly,
complicated angular lines of the station. The
woman looked disappointed and hurt. Her eyes
searched through the crowds, through every
fresh stream of people. She was baffled and
anxious. Once or twice she was accosted, but
she could not understand a word of what was
said to her. At last she produced a piece of

M paper and showed it to a railway official, who

came up thinking it was time these outlandish
folk moved on. He could not read what was
written on it, for the paper was very dirty and
the characters were crabbed and awkwardly
written. He turned to the old men, one of whom
said excitedly the only English words he knew
—*“London—Jewish—Society.” The official looked
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