16 MENDEL

flanked with little low houses. One of these they
entered, and in a small, almost unfurnished room
they had supper, and Mendel went to sleep hearing
his father say to his mother, “ Thirteen shillings.”
Just before that his father had held his hands out
under the candle, and they were raw and bleeding.

One room was luxury to them. At home in
Austria they had had a corner of a room, and
the three other corners were occupied by the
carpenter, the stableman, and the potter. In
the centre of the room stood the common water-
bucket and the common refuse-tub. London had
showered money on them and provided them with
a whole room. They felt hopeful.

Mr. Kiihler made thirteen shillings a week
polishing walking-sticks, and when that trade
was bad he could sometimes get work as a
furrier. He had intended to take his family
over to America, but finding work in London,
he thought it better to stay there. Besides, he
had a grudge against America, for while there
he had invented a device for twisting tails of
fur, but his invention had been stolen from him
and he had missed his chance of making a
fortune. America was evil and living was very
dear. London was the more comfortable place
for the struggle. And in London he had found
Abramovich, the friend of his boyhood, the one
creature in the world upon whom he relied. He
had no reason for his faith. Abramovich had
never done him any good, but he was not of those
who pass. He might disappear for years, but he
always came back again, and time made no dif-
ference. He was always the same. If help was
needed he gave it, and if he needed help he asked
for it. Abramovich was a very strong reason for
staying in London. . . . The boys would soon be

working and the eldest girl was a beauty. The
match-makers would be busy with her.
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