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			The Quarry

			A BUNNY SLYE STORY
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			We were playing billiards late one June evening when Digby, that most excellent butler, let my host know that he had a caller. I glanced at the mantel clock and raised my brows. It was just past eleven.

			“Wishy?” Bunny asked, calmly completing his shot.

			“Yes, sir,” Digby replied.

			“Slye,” I protested, “how could you possibly know—”

			“Few other people would come to visit me at this hour, Max, and fewer still would manage to persuade Digby to let them in. And only one or two of those would ruffle Digby’s feathers.”

			“Not at all, sir,” said Digby, eyeing him as only a servant who has known one from one’s diaper days may do.

			A voice halloed from the hallway outside the door. “Bunny! You in there, Bunny?”

			Digby’s nostrils flared.

			“It’s all right, Digby,” said Slye. “Aloysius is untrainable.”

			“Yes, sir,” the butler replied with deep feeling.

			Anyone who had not previously met Aloysius Hanslow might be forgiven for imagining that the man who burst into the billiards room at that moment had come directly from a stage play about Sherlock Holmes, one in which he had the starring role. He was dressed in a deerstalker and caped coat, his clothing more suited to London three decades ago than to the country estate of a wealthy New York family.

			I resided at that estate with Bunny, the damaged scion of that family. This is not said to insult him—I was damaged, too. My scarred face drove others away, but I would not trade my superficial wounds for his deeper, invisible ones. Boniface Slye had returned from the Great War seemingly whole. That he survived even a short time in the metropolis without a complete breakdown is a testament to his will and courage. Shell shock, some would call his condition. The less informed used other names. He managed several nerve-racking months in Manhattan before he suffered the episode that so embarrassed his family, they sent him away posthaste, allowing him—after some argument—to take his hideous physician friend with him. So in the city, the 1920s continued to roar, while we sought peace and quiet in the country.

			Digby, aware that any attempt to divest Wishy Hanslow of his hat and coat would be futile, turned toward me and said, “Dr. Tyndale, I rely, as ever, on your good sense.”

			He withdrew.

			Bunny smiled at me. “That’s put me in my place, hasn’t it, Max?”

			“I doubt it.”

			Wishy, who had gradually overcome his inability to look at my face, said, “Oh, hello, Max. Glad you’re here. You’ll be needed. Old Grimes is dead.”

			Bunny frowned. Then seeing my look of puzzlement, he said, “Mr. Everett Grimes owns—owned—several large tracts of land in the neighborhood. Grimes is of my father’s generation, so not as old as Wishy’s appellation would have one believe. Perhaps fifty-five years of age and a bit sporting mad, so I’d venture to say he’s in better condition than the pater. Or was until now.”

			“A friend of the family?”

			“No. Not a very pleasant fellow.”

			“If the man is dead, he can’t possibly need me.”

			“Sheriff Anderson specifically asked me to bring you there,” Wishy insisted. “Bunny, too.”

			“Where might that be, Wishy?” Bunny asked.

			“Marsdale Quarry. I’m to drive you. Explain on the way. Bring your bag, Max, if you would, please. Oh, and you may want a light coat. You know how chilly it is up here in the evenings.”

			Wishy often did his own driving, but that night he left it to his capable chauffeur, Owen. While Owen took the Pierce-Arrow Series 51 limousine up country roads toward our destination, Wishy told us of receiving a call from Sheriff Anderson. “He said again that he wished you would get a telephone, Bunny.”

			“Sometimes I wish you didn’t have one either, Wishy.”

			“Nonsense! For one thing, how would I be able to let you know others were trying to reach you?”

			“Indeed.”

			This arrow went wide of the mark. Wishy nodded in satisfaction and continued. “Sheriff said you might be able to see something he’s missing. I’d be happy to tell you the particulars—”

			Bunny held up a hand, smiled, and said, “Do you know, Wishy, I think I’ll ask you not to say more, if you don’t mind. I would like to view this scene without any preconceived notions.”

			“Quite right,” Wishy said. “Quite right.”

			This agreement did not mean that he fell silent. It was Slye who did so, slipping into a reverie while I was left to uphold conversation with Wishy. This required little effort on my part.

			In a friendly spirit, Wishy proceeded to give me a hopelessly tangled history of the Grimes family, whose residency in the local area dated from just after the War of 1812. This tenancy of slightly over one hundred years made them new arrivals by Wishy’s standards. Grimes, described by Wishy as a ruthless businessman, until recent months had spent most of his time in the city, only coming to the country in the summer. At the end of March, though, he had sold his Manhattan home and retired to his estate here. He had greatly increased his fortune during the Great War, mostly as a result of investments in a Massachusetts shipbuilding yard.

			Even before moving here permanently he had enlarged upon the family’s original holdings, and bought up properties of several neighbors who had been unable to weather the Panic of 1893.

			“One such had been Mr. Marsdale, whose railroad failed after the stock market crash.”

			“Marsdale couldn’t make money from the quarry?” I asked.

			“Oh, heavens no. The quarry closed down in his grandfather’s time. Been abandoned for years. Full of brush and water now. Old Grimes uses Marsdale’s house as a hunting lodge, I’m told. One would think the main house here in the country—but if a man can afford it, why not?”

			“Perhaps his wife does not wish him to fire guns on the property,” Bunny said, and I could see him falling back into a brown study.

			I could also see that Wishy was about to remark on this and quickly said, “Not the season, is it? Are there fish in the quarry?”

			“Yes, he stocks it,” Wishy said. “Or so I’ve heard. Don’t know if all three wives objected to such pursuits.”

			“Three wives!”

			“Old Grimes has been lucky in business, unlucky in love.”

			It was enough to distract Bunny. “Wishy, perhaps you should clarify that Grimes did not maintain a harem.”

			“Not what I meant at all! Which isn’t to say—what I mean is, married younger women, every time. Beautiful women. Didn’t help him. First wife went mad. Eleanor Grimes—Eleanor Delfontaine that was—her parents were dead by then, but the rest of her family disowned her. Aunts and uncles and such. Grimes had her locked up. Divorced. She escaped from the asylum, but do you know what I think?”

			“No, what do you think?” Slye asked.

			“Dead.”

			“Really?”

			“Stands to reason. Hasn’t been seen in years. Mad. No family to run to. Doubt she could survive in the woods, or go unseen in the countryside.”

			“You make perfect sense.”

			Wishy beamed, and continued. “Second wife, Anastasia Morgan Grimes, died. Some say of a broken heart, but that’s nonsense. Had a heart attack, but the Morgans are known for their bad tickers. I knew Anastasia, and you ask me, she didn’t care a rap for Grimes. Long as she could live out here and socialize with her old friends, she was happy. Didn’t like Manhattan. Didn’t bother her that he was having an affair with a woman in the city—”

			“This was widely known?” I asked.

			“There are few secrets out here in the countryside,” Bunny said.

			“Few?” Wishy said. “None. Anyway, that woman is now the third Mrs. Grimes.”

			“The Manhattan mistress?”

			“Yes.”

			“Any children by any of these marriages?” I asked.

			Slye smiled. “No.”

			“The third wife—”

			“Susannah Carfield Grimes,” Wishy said.

			“—inherits all?”

			“So it would seem,” Slye said.

			As we reached this point in my history lesson, Owen slowed the vehicle and turned up a lane that had signs reading DANGER—KEEP OUT! and NO TRESPASSING! liberally posted at its entrance. A few yards in, a deputy stood guard at a simple metal gate, recognized us, and opened it to us. “You’ll see another man up ahead. He’ll guide you.”

			The dark, winding road was designed not for automobiles but for oxen teams and wagons. Eventually we came to a fork in the road where another deputy stood holding a lantern. He signaled to us to stop.

			“You’ll be going to the right here, on the narrower road. You’ll see a couple of pillars after a sharp curve. Tricky there, so take it slow. The drive leads to a stone house. Sheriff Anderson will be waiting for you there, but be damned careful once you step out of the car—you’re at the top of the cliffs now.”

			Owen’s skillful driving took us past the imposing pillars. These anchored a pair of spiked iron gates, open at the moment. The property immediately near the home was surrounded by a fence of similar design.

			“This seems an awkward road for a quarry crew to use,” Slye said.

			“This road’s just for the house, sir,” Owen said. “The place where we made the turn? That other fork leads off to the entrance to the quarry, the one that used to be used by the teamsters. Goes all along the old pit’s edge to the other side of the quarry. That’s where the main works were, way back when. Had all kinds of rigging and such. There were once stables and pens for the oxen there, and an old wooden bunkhouse. Don’t know if any of that’s still there, though.”

			“Be like Old Grimes to have torn it all down,” said Wishy.

			Once past the gates, we reached the center of activity. A two-story stone cottage stood in a large clearing, lights shining from its windows. Near a much smaller dwelling, a Hudson limousine was parked. The front fenders on both sides were damaged.

			“What on earth has Billy done to that Hudson!” Wishy exclaimed.

			“I thought you said his name was Everett,” I said to Slye.

			“Billy Westley is Everett Grimes’s chauffeur.”

			“The car is rather small for a man of Grimes’s wealth, isn’t it?”

			“Oh, he owns several larger ones,” Wishy said. He reluctantly added, “Grimes bought a certain yellow Rolls-Royce I had in mind.”

			“Outbid you?”

			Wishy nodded, as if the experience was too bitter for words.

			Owen parked near the porch, where a group of men stood talking. One of them was the sheriff, whose Model T was also parked nearby. Sheriff Anderson was speaking to the coroner. Our local coroner, who had been reelected to this three-year position four times, was a mortician with a kind heart, excellent when it came to dealing with bereaved families and processing paperwork, but utterly lacking in medical and investigative training. He looked relieved to see us.

			“I’ll transport the body to the hospital after you’ve had a look,” he said. “Dr. Clermont will perform the autopsy, but he’s in the city for a meeting and will not be able to get back until tomorrow afternoon. I do appreciate your coming by tonight, Dr. Tyndale.”

			“I can’t give you any sort of official opinion.”

			“Oh, I understand, but Dr. Clermont did hope you’d be able to make some initial observations, given how helpful you were to us on other cases.”

			“Thank you. I’ll do what I can, of course.”

			“I never cared much for Grimes,” the sheriff said, “but—well, I know how you like to work, so I’ll accompany you while you have look around. And, Mr. Hanslow, given your expertise, if you don’t mind, would you please stay here with Deputy Bell, and examine this car a little more closely? I need your assistance.”

			Wishy, puffing out his chest a bit, said he would be glad to be of service.

			As we climbed the steps leading to the front door, the sheriff murmured to us, “Noticed the last time you helped me that Wishy became a bit queasy.” He hesitated, then added, “You two all right?”

			Slye nodded toward me. “I believe the good doctor can look upon nearly anything with fortitude. I try to emulate him. Any of your men likely to set off fireworks or discharge a weapon?”

			“No,” Anderson said. “And I hope you know I have never thought less of you for seeking a bit of peace and quiet out here.”

			Slye smiled. “I do know it, and thank you.”

			“You probably wish I wouldn’t call on you—”

			“No, indeed, the reverse is true. I may tease Wishy, but in truth, being able to help you is . . . therapeutic.”

			“If you’d get a telephone—”

			“But then Wishy would be denied what is doubtlessly therapeutic for him, as well.”

			Slye continued ahead, leaving the sheriff to stare after him for a moment.

			The “cottage,” far too large to be called such, was in a remote location but in no way lacking in modern amenities—electricity, telephone, and indoor plumbing. The kitchen was also modernized. Grimes was lying on the floor between the dining table and an alcove that held the only telephone. He was wearing a silk dressing gown, and had apparently chosen this casual attire because he was dining alone. Strewn about the floor near him were a silver soup tureen, dinner rolls, a fine china bowl and plate, a crystal water glass, flowers, a vase, and monogrammed silverware. The bowl and glass were in fragments. It was clear the table had been set for one. The soup-stained lace tablecloth lay half atop him, as if he had grabbed on to it as he fell and brought everything on the table crashing down with him. Carrot or pumpkin soup, judging by the color.

			In life, I realized, he would have had great strength. His arms were well-muscled, his shoulders broad, his general physique was that of a fit and active man. But one meal had changed all that—no amount of muscle would have protected him from the onslaught he had faced.

			Grimes had been violently ill. His face was blue. His mouth and lips were a cherry-red color, and livid red blotches mottled his skin. His lips and teeth were covered with a dried bloody foam. Leaning close, I could just make out the faint odor of bitter almonds.

			“Cyanide, at a guess. Lab tests could easily make certain. No one should touch any of this food—no one should eat or drink anything in this house.” I spent a few moments studying the body closely, making notes, and then indicated to Bunny that I had done all I could do on the score of making initial observations. “It will take lab work and an autopsy to learn anything definitive.”

			“Who found the body?” Bunny asked.

			“Housekeeper and a maid, apparently,” the sheriff said. “They were in the lower house while he ate. They came up to gather the dishes and saw what you see now. Housekeeper was smart enough not to touch anything, once she felt for his heartbeat. Quite shaken. Called us, and we asked them not to call anyone else or speak of this to anyone until we had a chance to ask questions.”

			“Excellent. Are they here?”

			“No, we took them home, but I’ve got deputies there, keeping an eye on everyone, and keeping members of the household separated until I come back.”

			“Let’s continue to look around, then,” Slye said.

			We began going through the rooms on the lower floor. Other than the mess in the dining room, the place was clean and neat. The surfaces were clutter-free and polished, the wooden floors gleamed. No dusty shelves, no cobwebs. The kitchen was likewise immaculate. Even the kettle on the stove, which held more soup, was shiny. The pantry was nearly bare, but the few staples and preserves it held were in clean containers and stored in an orderly fashion. Slye and I looked for possible sources of the poison, but there was no rat killer on hand nor could I find anything else that contained cyanide. I kept an open mind about the possible agent used to poison Mr. Grimes, and made note of anything that might even remotely be toxic. There were some products that contained arsenic and other poisons, but such a large amount of these substances would need to be used to reach the required toxicity, I doubted that Grimes would have so much as tasted such a meal.

			Recent articles in the newspapers about the fatal side of Prohibition, particularly concerning those who died from the ingestion of wood alcohol, made me search for something of that nature, even though I did not believe it was consistent with what signs I had seen on Grimes. No illegal stash of alcohol, neither the “good stuff” nor bathtub gin, was hidden in the kitchen or pantry.

			A search of the other downstairs rooms, which included a billiards room and a gun room, yielded nothing of special interest. Slye did note that several of the guns seemed to be missing, but since Grimes had not been shot, I didn’t think this meant much.

			We climbed the stairs.

			Upstairs, we found three large bedrooms. There was also a bathroom, which the sheriff informed us had been converted from a former bedroom. “Not too long ago, and at great expense,” he added.

			Two of the bedrooms, those facing the clearing, appeared to be unoccupied. One contained no bed, although a handsome carpet had marks that showed there had been one in the room until recently. Each of these bedrooms had a fireplace, and while wood and kindling stood ready, neither fireplace bore the appearance of recent use, and both were swept clean. Each room had a large wardrobe, and a quick look showed these to be empty, as were the dressers.

			On the opposite side of the hallway, the third and largest bedroom was luxurious. It included a spacious area before the fireplace with two large chairs and side tables. With the exception of the bed itself, which was rather plain, all the furniture was heavy and ornate. A maple drop-leaf secretary with complex inlay work stood out not only because of its beauty, but because it was the one surface in the house that seemed not to have been dusted or straightened. A hodgepodge of papers and envelopes, an expensive fountain pen, a silver letter opener, and a pair of scissors were among the items that covered its surface. Unlike the other bedrooms, this room held personal effects—clothing, a razor, a watch, jewelry, and so on.

			Like everything else in the room, the fireplace was on a grander scale than those in the rooms across the hall. But like them, all was swept clean, and logs and kindling stood ready on the grate.

			On the opposite side of the room, a row of south-facing windows looked out at the quarry. The moon was up now, bright and full, laying a silver strand of light across the water. Some of the windows were open, making the room chilly.

			“This was Grimes’s room,” the sheriff said. “Only room on this side of the house with a view. Lovely view, yet no one working in the kitchens or sitting in any of the downstairs rooms can get a glimpse of it. Stupid design, if you ask me.”

			Bunny said nothing in response, caught up in studying not the contents of the secretary, as I thought he ought to, but the headboard. He moved closer to it, ran his fingers over it, then used a flashlight to peer down the narrow space between the headboard and the wall behind it. He then got down on all fours and examined the floor beneath the bed.

			The sheriff, watching him, asked, “Do you think he was poisoned in here?”

			“Hmm? Oh no, no. That was most likely the soup. Max, how long would you say it takes cyanide, ingested, to have a fatal effect?”

			“Depending on the dose and how much an individual had eaten of other foods, which might act as a buffer—fifteen to forty-five minutes, although the sensation of feeling suffocated might set in sooner.”

			Bunny stepped to the windows and studied them as well. He unlatched one of the screens and leaned out, farther than I thought safe. He played his flashlight on something below.

			“Careful!” the sheriff said. “Nothing but a straight drop down the cliff from here.”

			“Thank you. But I see there must be some less daring way to get down to the water—there is a boat dock just to the east.” He pulled his head back in, to my relief, and refastened the screen.

			“Yes, a set of stone steps leads down to it, but it’s a bit of a walk from the house.”

			“No boat, though?”

			“Grimes owned a rowboat that he used for fishing. We noticed it’s not at the dock. Could be adrift, but I won’t let my men look for it until the sun’s up—”

			“No, it is certainly not a matter over which any of your men should risk their lives. It will keep a few more hours.”

			“May I know why you are interested in that headboard?” the sheriff asked.

			“Oh, it’s probably the key to everything, since the room has been swept and the wall repaired.”

			“Repaired?”

			Bunny had moved on to peer into the wardrobe, in which men’s clothes were neatly hung or folded. “The house is distinctly masculine. Does Mrs. Grimes never come here?”

			“I’m about to head over to the Grimes estate to ask. Want to come along?”

			“She has not yet been informed?”

			“Oh yes—only that he is dead and that we are investigating—and one reason we’re stretched thin here is that I’ve had to leave several deputies there to keep an eye on things. Don’t want them all cooking up stories.”

			“An excellent precaution. May I ask, what was her reaction to the news?”

			He scratched his head. “I’ve been doing this a long time, Mr. Slye, and I’d swear she was surprised. But she had a career on the stage before she married Grimes, so who knows. And while she was surprised, I’d never say she was grief-stricken.”

			“Did she pretend to be?”

			“Not in the least.”

			“Is your photographer still here?”

			“Yes.”

			“You might want to ask him to photograph the bed and the wall behind it.”

			“Why?”

			“Nothing I’m sure of yet, but—do you notice that only two pieces of furniture in this room do not match the others? The secretary and the bed. The secretary is as finely crafted as the rest. There are signs that it has been in use for some time. The bed, however, is unadorned maple, and while it fits in size, it does not match the carved mahogany of the wardrobe, the dresser, the side tables, the chair—which are not only of the same wood, but all carved with the same pattern. It appears to me that someone hastily replaced the bed—mattress, bedstead, and all. Perhaps with the one that previously stood on the carpet in the room across the hall.”

			The sheriff frowned. “I confess I’m still at a loss.”

			“And so we must both be, until we spend some time talking to Mrs. Grimes and those in her household.”

			Once we were outdoors again, Bunny paused, staring at the small building on the other side of the clearing.

			“Servants’ quarters?”

			“So it seems,” the sheriff said.

			“A moment, then,” he said, and crossed over to it.

			Wishy, who was directing some activity near the gateposts, waved to us, then returned to an intense conversation with Owen.

			With the sheriff, I followed Slye to the door of the small stone structure.

			It was more akin to a true cottage: one open room with a fireplace, a sleeping loft, a rough table, two chairs, and an oil lamp. A book sat on the corner of the table, with a bookmark placed at about the halfway point. There were two small windows, one of which faced the road, the other the woods. The latter gave a fine view of an outhouse. Obviously the craze for modern plumbing had not extended to the servants’ quarters.

			“You’ve already looked through this house?” Slye asked the sheriff.

			“Yes. It’s empty, other than the furnishings and a few books.”

			“How odd.”

			“The main house is not far away. Perhaps they did not make use of this place, but returned home and slept in their own beds.”

			“Leaving Mr. Grimes here without transportation, a cook, or other assistance.”

			“I see your point.”

			Slye picked up the book on the table. He opened it to the marked page and smiled. “ ‘Toxicology.’ ”

			“It’s a book on poisons?” the sheriff exclaimed. “And my men missed that!”

			“Oh no, absolve them. The book is Alexandre Dumas père’s The Count of Monte Cristo. The title of the chapter is ‘Toxicology.’ ”

			“You think the owner of that book is our poisoner?”

			“Our poisoner could be nearly anyone. We are still gathering facts. But no, if I recall correctly, that chapter of the book discusses arsenic, not cyanide.” Slye spoke absently while looking toward the loft. “Are the cook-housekeeper and the chauffeur a married couple?”

			“Married?” The sheriff followed his gaze. “I see what you mean. Not suitable accommodations for a mix of unmarried male and female employees, is it? We’ll need to ask Mrs. Grimes about the situation here.”

			Wishy rejoined us, and the sheriff accepted a ride to the Grimes estate. As Owen smoothly negotiated the difficult turn, the sheriff commended him. “Tell you the truth, I thought I was going to have a smashup on my way in here.”

			“Billy did,” Wishy said. “Twice.”

			Owen, overhearing him, said, “Not Billy Westley, sir.”

			Wishy looked irritated by the contradiction.

			“Perhaps he was drunk,” the sheriff suggested.

			“No, sir. If you’ll forgive my intruding into the conversation.”

			“Your knowledge of him could be very helpful to us, Owen,” Slye said, and Wishy subsided. “Why are you so certain he could not have been drunk?”

			“Took the pledge a long time ago—before Prohibition passed, sir. And kept to it. Billy’s a cheeky bastard who knows how well he drives and how good he looks, but he’s a sober one, for all that. His father was a drunkard who died in a carter’s accident. It’s why his mother ended up working for Old—for Mr. Grimes.”

			“In what capacity?”

			“Isidora Westley is the housekeeper now, sir. Billy grew up in that house, learned to be a chauffeur there. And if he ever so much as caused a scratch on any of Mr. Grimes’s cars, I’d like to know who saw it happen.”
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