
[image: no cover]


E. Phillips Oppenheim
The Grassleyes Mystery
Warsaw 2018



Contents
CHAPTER I
CHAPTER II
CHAPTER III
CHAPTER IV
CHAPTER V
CHAPTER VI
CHAPTER VII
CHAPTER VIII
CHAPTER IX
CHAPTER X
CHAPTER XI
CHAPTER XII
CHAPTER XIII
CHAPTER XIV
CHAPTER XV
CHAPTER XVI
CHAPTER XVII
CHAPTER XVIII
CHAPTER XIX
CHAPTER XX
CHAPTER XXI
CHAPTER XXII
CHAPTER XXIII
CHAPTER XXIV
CHAPTER XXV
CHAPTER XXVI
CHAPTER XXVII
CHAPTER XXVIII
CHAPTER XXIX
CHAPTER XXX


CHAPTER I
Mr. Frank Woodley looked up from the ledger which he was studying, rose to his feet and approached the mahogany counter behind which he and his desk were entrenched. He was an elderly man with unkempt grey hair, a tired expression and various irregularities of toilet accounted for by the heat wave then prevailing from the Estérels to Monte Carlo. Business was uncertain at this time of the year with the firm of Spenser & Sykes, the well-known house-agents, and Mr. Woodley, the manager, scarcely expected a client of interest.

What can I do for you, sir? he enquired of the caller who had summoned him.

The latter leaned a little forward. His back was towards the door, through which the sunlight was streaming. He was a lean, broad-shouldered man of apparently between thirty and thirty-five years of age, with firm features, clear grey-blue eyes and resolute expression.

I am looking for an apartment, he announced. I do not wish to go to an hotel. I would not consider an ordinary boarding-house. But I should prefer some sort of service.

In the town of Nice? Mr. Woodley asked.

Certainly not, was the concise reply. I wish to be somewhere within a twenty-mile radius of either Nice or Cannes, but I also wish to be entirely in the country. I have a great deal of research work to do and it is my habit to seek as much seclusion as possible.

The manager scratched his chin thoughtfully. His visitors calm, decisive manner of speech was in its way impressive, but his appearance, when closely studied, was a little puzzling. He was a youngish man and looked like a worker, Mr. Woodley decided. He certainly had not the air of a pleasure seeker or a lounger through life.

What name, sir? he asked, drawing a printed form towards him.

The other hesitated.

Is it necessary for me to give my name before you can tell me whether you have anything likely to suit me?

It is usual, sir.

My name is Granet, then. David Granet.

And your nationality?

British.

The manager returned to the desk at which he had been seated and turned over some leaves of the opened ledger.

We have any number of apartments to offer, he confided, bringing over the volume and laying it on the counter. Quite half of these are in the country or in the suburbs. Do you wish a farm or garden?

Nothing that requires outside service. I want quietude and reasonable proximity to the sea, if possible.

Might I ask what price you are willing to pay?

If I can find what I am looking for price is not a matter of import. I do not want the trouble of housekeeping. I do not desire the company of my fellows. I wish, in short, to pursue my own life in my own fashion.

Mr. Woodley looked his possible client up and down. Again he scratched his chin thoughtfully.

Of course I dont know, sir, he said, but there are one or two farms up in the mountains where they let off part of their premises to boarders, but they none of them speak any English–

I can speak French, the other interrupted, but, as I have already told you, I do not wish to be a boarder. I possess a small car so I have no objection to being some little distance away.

There is the Manoir of Lady Grassleyes, of course, the manager reflected, taking off his pince-nez and wiping the lenses.

Well what about it?

Lady Grassleyes is a widow whose husband was in the Indian Civil Service. She has a rather lonely but very beautiful estate about thirty kilometres away. It is entirely in the country and is at least twenty kilometres from the sea.

If it is a guest house it would be no use to me.

It is not a guest house in the ordinary sense of the word, the manager said. Lady Grassleyes has built six bungalows in the woods around the Manoir. Each is provided with the ordinary accessories of life. You can either have your own servant or be looked after from the Manoir and have your meals sent down from there. There are no public rooms and the inhabitants of the bungalows are only expected to visit the Manoir on business or by special invitation.

Are any of the bungalows let?

Most of them, I think, sir.

What rent does Lady Grassleyes ask?

The rent of the one I am offering you, including use of furniture, crockery, plate and linen, is eight mille a month.

That seems a good deal, but I should like a card of inspection, Granet decided.

We have none, sir. If you thought seriously about the place you would have to apply at the Manoir. Lady Grassleyes does not care to let one of her bungalows until she has had a personal interview with the applicant.

David Granet scoffed audibly.

What business is it of hers who I am so long as I pay my rent and keep to myself? he demanded. I can give you a bankers reference, of course.

I am sorry, sir, the manager regretted. Lady Grassleyes instructions are definite. She will only let after a personal interview. The bungalows, you will understand, although they have been carefully built out of sight of the Manoir, are in the park. Madame offers privacy to her tenants. It is not unnatural that she should require to know something about them. If you would care for the address–

Hand it over.

I have not only the address, sir, Woodley pointed out as he took a card from a drawer, but you will find here a small plan which shows you the route to be followed. I hope that we shall hear from you again.

David Granet nodded.

You certainly shall, one way or the other, he promised as he pocketed the card and turned away.


**

*


Outside, the Promenade des Anglais was thronged with the usual half-clad crowd of bathers and loungers in pyjamas, shorts and every variety of beach suit. The blazing sun flashed upon a million wavelets; heads bobbed here and there in the sea; speed-boats were darting about in every direction. David Granet paused for a moment, looking across the road at the gay scene. Then he walked a few paces and stepped into a formidable-looking roadster which was parked against the kerbstone. He glanced at the card which he had drawn from his pocket, handled his starting button and gears with the air of an expert and within half an hour was gliding up the very attractive private way which led to his destination. The Manoir itself was an exceedingly picturesque stone building of Provenal type, red-tiled, admirably restored and set in the midst of precipitous terraces of blossoming shrubs, climbing roses and dark cypresses. He could see no definite trace of the bungalows but the park was everywhere dotted with coppices and small woods which afforded excellent shelter for buildings of that kind. He drew up before the heavy front door of the Manoir with its wrought-iron clampings and huge-ringed handle, alighted from the car and rang the bell. For a moment or two nothing happened. He heard the deep, mellow echoes of his summons die away in the distance. Then he was suddenly aware of a curious sound–the sound of pattering footsteps upon a stone floor. They came nearer every second. David Granet, who was a man accustomed to unusual situations, felt a slight tension of his limbs. The patter of footsteps ceased, the door was smoothly opened. In place of the breathless servitor he had imagined, a carefully dressed butler, wearing a white-linen coat and black trousers, with smooth-shaven, dusky complexion and the slightly oblique eyes of the Oriental, stood looking at him gravely.

Is Lady Grassleyes at home?

The man bowed. He held the door a little wider open.

If monsieur will enter– he invited. The name, if you please?

Does it matter about my name? Granet asked, stepping across the threshold. I have called about one of the bungalows on the estate which I understand is to let.

The man smiled suavely.

Milady will prefer to receive your card.

Granet drew a case from his pocket, took out a card and handed it to the man, who, without glancing at it, placed it carefully in the middle of a silver tray, ranged with several others upon a black-oak chest. He pointed to a straight-backed chair which stood against the wall.

If gentleman will seat himself I will seek milady. Sometimes it is her pleasure to let a bungalow. Sometimes she finds them all full. If gentleman will please wait?

Granet looked at him with searching eyes.

You speak English very well.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.


This is a free sample. Please purchase full version of the book to continue.

OEBPS/images/EPhillipsOppenheimTheGrassleyesMystery.jpg
N

\e
_—
.
N
#
$ 4
B!

E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

THE GRASSLEYES MYSTERY














