
THE FRUIT OF THE TREE

fully known how she had the welfare of the mills at

heart—how it was really .r |y her work that he was
carrying on there! Wei' '.e had made that perfedly

clear—and no doubt Cif i 'y was being taught to follow

in her mother's footsteps: everyone had noticed how
her step-father was associating her with the work at

the mills. And his little speech would, as it were, con-

secrate the child'd relation to that work, make it appear

to her as the continuance of a beautiful, a sacred

tradition. . .

And now it was over. The building had been in-

spected, the operatives had dispersed, the Hanaford

company had rolled off down the avenue. Cicely, among
them, driving away tired and happy in Mrs. Dressel's

victoria, and Amherst and his wife were alone.

Amherst, after bidding good-bye to his last guests,

had gone back to the empty concert-room to fetch

the blue-print lying on the platform. He came back

with it, between the uneven rows of empty chairs,

and joined Justine, who stood waiting in the hall. His

face was slightly flushed, and his eyes had the light

which in happy moments burned through their veil of

ihought.

He laid his hand on his wife's arm, and drawing her

toward a table spread out the blueprint before her.

"You haven't seen this, have you?" he .said.
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