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"It's gettinj? on for ten, deary," Bonne said, as she

roused Consolata. "No, he isn't come yet, deary-n°

deary-but there's a man been asking for him vrhat looks

like Peter Neigh, only dressed up, as says lies had a

telec^ram about him, and Seer's asking for you, as is that

exert d he don't know ^vhat he's doing w th Ij^BseH, and

you sleeping like this, my beauty, it isn't^ natural, law I

So there, deary, eat a bit o' something, do 1

Outside on the terrace, well round the corner from

the widow-sills of Consolata's room, M. de Grandemaison s

chair stood vacant, and the pile of small white grapes on

the table under the awning had hardly been touched. M
de Grandemaison had gone "^t^ the workshop for the

moment. In and out of his workshop he V- oeen flitting

—if so portly and magnificent a person cs "^r be saia

to flit-in aid out of his workshop had le takmg

up the file and the key, laying them dow., go^^g out to

liLn for Stewart's automobile, P^^^^ing a grape or two,

and then trotting back to the room of the bench and the

v?ce M. de Grandemaison was feeling very anxious and

troubled, more troubled and anxious than ever he h^

felt before, since he had come to dw;ell m France The

waiting and the suspense were troubhng him. No tele-

gram had come to him from Stewart, and that in itself

Vvas an evil augury, M. de Grandemaison fPPf;*!-^,, . .

What news would the young sir bring ? That, ot

course was the question troubling M. de Grandemaison.

No doubt it had annoyed his pride at first, that ne,

Charles-Louis de Bourb6n, King of France and Navarre,

shou d be beholden to any young sir, particularly to aW sir from England, for aid and protection m a


