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s sud- now and then they heard snatches of their own
|denl language and were comforted. They came to shops
a ‘sald bearing Yiddish characters and London no longer
hee a8 seemed to them forbiddingly foreign, though tlgei\;
 sould began to feel conscious of their clothes, whic
steal made them conspicuous. The boys cursed and
& e growled under the bedding and began to com-
z plain that they had so far to go. Mr. Kiihler

s S found the child too heavy and had to put him
th of down. Mendel took his mother’s hand and trotted
1 and along by her side.

They turned into a darkish street which ran

Jacob for some length between very tall houses. It
white was obscure enough to allow the clear sky to
2 and be seen, patched with cloud and degp })lue, starry
e felt spaces. At the end of it was a building covered
1 the with lights and illuminated signs. Theg shone
n' bae golden and splendid. Never had Mendel seen

‘table anything so glorious, so rich, so dream-like, so
g clearly corresponding to that marvellous region
Sieas where all his thoughts ended, passed out of his

' that reach, and took on a brilliant and mighty life of
&y $o their own, a glory greater than that of the
dien Emperor at home. But this was England and
I the had only a King. )
Joped “Does the King live there?” he asked his
\enita: mother,

“No; that is a shop.”

thae, 4 Has fathor got a shop liko that?”
nnot “ Will he soon have a shop like that ?”

“Very soon.”

Mendel would have liked to have stood and
mil gazed at the glorious, glittering shop. He felt
me)s' sure the King must buy his boots there, and he

ana thouﬁht that if he stayed long enough he would
prher see the King drive up in his crystal coach, with his
f crown on his head, and go into the shop. But his

e father led the way out of the darkish street into
very another that was still darker, very narrow, and



