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Home! She looked round the rootn, reviewing all its
familiar objects which she had dusted once a week for so
many years, wondering where on earth all the dust came
from. Perhaps she would never see again those familiar ob-
jects from which she had never dreamed of being divided...
She had consented to go away, to leave her home. Was that
wise? She tried to weigh each side of the question. In her
home anyway she had shelter and food; she had those whom
she had known all her life about her. But she had to work
hard, both in the house and at business.

In her new home, in a distant unknown country, it
would not be like that. Then she would be married — she,
Eveline. People would treat her with respect then. She
would not be treated as her mother had been. Even now,
though she was over nineteen, she sometimes felt herself in
danger of her father’s violence. Besides, the invariable
squabble for money on Saturday nights had begun to weary
her unspeakably. He said she used to squander the money,
that she had no head, that he wasn’t going to give her his
hard-earned money to throw about the streets, and much
more, for he was usually fairly bad on Saturday nights. It
was a hard life — but now that she was about to leave it she
did not find it a wholly undesirable life.
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