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Chapter One

The twins stood
side by side on the closely cropped mound. It gave a commanding
view of the estate. It was a perfect English summer’s day and the
endless blue sky stretched in every direction, fading only at the
horizon. The meandering outline of a stream glistened exuberantly
as it snaked across the grounds. Mature oak trees billowed out
across the landscape in waves
of leafy greenness. Then at the centre of it all the great grey
classical outline of the hall itself which was prone to mysterious
moods. In the summer sunlight it shone honey coloured yellow, in
the winter austere and bleak grey. To the outer fringes of the
estate were tenant farmers. It felt good to be master of all you
surveyed. It felt good to own the soil on which you stood, to know
that no one could take a leaf away without permission. The twins
felt the warm breeze softly buffeting their faces as they gazed
into the dancing heat haze. It didn’t get much better than this.
What could possibly intrude on such a special moment?

There was a
faint barely audible noise. It sounded vaguely mechanical, out of
sync with the quiet burble and buzz of nature. Gradually the noise
grew louder. It was an annoying tinny sound, a sound that stole
your enjoyment and concentration. Eventually the offending article
hove into view. Four tiny black helicopter blades made the thing
hover unnaturally. Sighting the drone Tom straightened the shotgun,
which had been broken in the crook of his arm, loaded it and took
aim. There was an almighty bang and suddenly the drone was
obliterated in a puff of smoke and the detritus of the stricken
drone fell to earth. Then there was silence once again.

“Good
shot.”

“Thanks.”

“What are you
going to do if they phone up again asking what happened to the
drone?”

“Send them the
bits in a jiffy bag. If they want to put it back together that is.
The bottom line is that this is private land. They have no business
flying their drones over here without permission.”

“But would you
ever give permission?”

“Of course
not!”

“Well there you
go then.”

“Surely that’s
the point isn’t it? An Englishman’s privilege. His right to do
exactly what he wants on his own land and not to have some witless
idiot piloting his drones all over the place.”

“I’m sure he
means no harm.”

“Maybe he
doesn’t but that doesn’t give him the right to go snooping on my
land.”

“You have
really changed. Tom.”

“How do you
mean?”

“A few weeks
ago you took no interest in this place, and couldn’t wait to see
the back of it. Now you act like it’s been yours forever
more.”

“That’s the
difference between waiting to inherit and owning it yourself. I own
this place, lock, stock and barrel. But for a quirk of fate it
could have been yours”

“primogeniture.”

“What’s that?
Sounds like a women’s magazine.”

“It is how the
English held together the great estates throughout history. The
first born son gets everything. Otherwise great estates like this
would get subdivided every generation, and gradually become
smaller.”

“A bit harsh on
the younger sibling though right? Especially a twin. In most of
Europe they divide the inheritance equally”

“I’m alright
with it all. If we didn’t have this system there would be nothing
left to inherit anyway. Our family has owned this place since the
Norman conquest. It’s something I have always known about. That’s
just the way it goes. If we were the Royal family you would be
King. You can only have one King. You popped out first. You get to
be King.”

“All the same,
thanks for being so good about it all. I hope you know you will
always be welcome to visit, to stay, and if you are ever stuck for
money let me know, but also you must remember that these places
cost an arm and a leg to run. I’m asset rich but cash
poor.”

“Then sell some
assets.”

“If only it
were that simple.”

“I say this in
all seriousness but if Dad was looking down on us now, he would
recognise that the estate is in safe hands. I know you had your
differences but you seem to have risen to the occasion now that you
are actually in the saddle.”

“So you think
the old man would approve?”

“Absolutely! So
are you really going to send the poor fellow the bits of his
drone?”

“Why not? It
will give him something to do in the long winter
evenings.”

“Promise me one
thing.”

“What’s
that?”

“On this date
every year let’s meet on this spot and raise a toast to the old
man.”

“You’re
on.”


Chapter Two

Sebastian
Oldfield climbed into his twenty year old Rolls and rejoiced at the
quiet purr of the engine. There was nothing better than sweeping
down the sunlit country lanes
on a summer evening, the hedges each side of the winding road like
some great fortress wall, and every so often the view would open
out to see hills and mountains in the far distance, glorious
verdant, green. Eventually he swung into his driveway and heard the
crunch and crackle of gravel pinging under the tyres. It felt glad
to be home and yet there was a sense of anticlimax. It wasn’t
really necessary to have a five bar gate marking the entrance to
his property and although the home was solid and roomy it was, when
all was said and done, a pastiche, a fake. Mock Tudor. Why did mock
Tudor look and sound so bad and mock Greek or Roman so good? The
mansion was itself a pastiche but somehow it worked. Was this all
his life amounted to? Was this all he had achieved. He greeted
Angela with a smile but inwardly the sight of her only increased
his disappointment. She had ticked all the right boxes, beautiful,
well connected, well educated but something there was something
missing. Not that they didn’t love each other. Perhaps they lived
with so many pretentions that they didn’t really know who each
other really was. Sebastian had sometimes asked himself if He or
Angela were to find each other on the street in some alternate
universe, would they still love each other, truly, deeply? Or was
it the ephemera that surrounded them that they loved.

“How was
it?”

“Tom’s getting
more like Dad by the day. You will never guess what he
did.”

“Tell
me.”

“He Only
blasted a drone out of the air.”

“That’s got to
be illegal.”

“Well the guy
didn’t have permission.”

“I’m not sure
that means you can blow up his property.”

“Well I found
it funny anyway. How’s it going with sorting through the
stuff?”

“I honestly
think Sebastian should be doing this. Dad never threw anything away
and now we are left with the task of going through it all. Frankly
I’m fed up. Why don’t we dump it all?”

“You know very
well why not. We need to keep some control of this whole situation.
Who knows what could be in amongst this stuff. Maybe something of
value, sentimental at least. I simply don’t trust Tom to do a good
job. Take for example this box of books. Some of these could be
first editions.”

Sebastian picked up a book
gently and let it fall open in his hands.

“First edition
toilet paper.”

“Look at this
one for example.” He said, ignoring Angela’s comment.

Sebastian
picked up a brightly coloured
but now faded paperback. On the cover was a scantily clad painting
of an impossibly thin girl.

“This could be
worthy anything up to a thousand pounds, and there are literally
thousands of these books here.”

“What makes you
think it is so valuable.?”

“It’s never
been read.”

“Why’s that
good? Maybe it’s never been read because it’s a terrible book. In
any case, I think you mean toys, toys are the things that are worth
more if they have never been out the box. Tragic really. Why do we
value toys that are left at the back of a storeroom rather than
lovingly played with.”

“Good question. Don’t worry, you have definitely been out the box. No danger of anyone
thinking you are unloved!”

“Very funny. I
could take that two ways.”

“Take it
exactly which way you like. You pay your money, you take your
choice.”

“It has been
read.”

“What do you
mean?”

“The book. It
has been read.”

“How do you
know that?”

“There’s
something sticking out of it. Like a bookmark... See?”

“What is that
anyway?”

“Some old
photos.”

“Let me
see.”

“Wow I have
never seen these photos before. It’s me and Tom. On the day we were
born.”

“And here’s
another one.”

“That will be
Tom.”

“How can you
tell? You look identical.”

“I can tell
because there is just one baby. The photo must have been taken
after he was born but before I was born.”

“Such joy on
your mother’s face. Little did she know!”

“Alright less of the mickey taking please.”

“Tom hasn’t
changed a bit. Same hairstyle.”

“Well he had a
little bit, in the intervening period!”

“That has come
and gone!”

“And not much
missed. It was always under a cap anyway.”

“Wait a minute,
there’s something strange about this photo.”

“What’s
that?”

“Look
closely.”

“What am I
looking for?”

“Tom doesn’t
have a birthmark on his face. You do.”

“So?”

“So what’s that
on the baby’s face? Take a closer look.”

“I have no
idea.”

“Yes you do,
you just don’t want to see it. Look can’t you get this into your
head. Its you. The first born. There must have been a mix-up. That
baby on its own, the first born, it’s you.”

“Are you
serious?”

“100%”

“So I should be
the one sitting pretty at Oldfield Manor.”

“Precisely.”

Sebastian stood up and walked
purposely away from the chairs where they had been sitting.

“Where are you
going?”

“To phone
Tom.”

“Can’t it wait
until tomorrow?”

“No. I have
waited long enough.”

Those words
seemed to Angela to be loaded, laden with passion and hidden
meaning. Like something deep that had been stirred and
aroused. It was then that she
began to wonder why she had even said anything about the
photo.


Chapter Three

The ancient timber framed pub
was twisted and warped and falling over on itself. It has the
appearance of something that had grown rather than been built and
the upper story thrust out over the street like the stern of a
sailing ship. In fact the interior was very much like a ship even
down to the floors canted on an angle. Tom and Sebastian sat down
at a worn oak table with two glasses of foaming ale.

“So what is it
that’s so urgent it can’t wait? It’s not like you to arrange
something like this as a social call.”

“Tom, I’m not
sure how to put this but this is big, really big.”

“Oh?”

“There is no
easy way to put this. But, you are not the first born.”

“Come
again?”

“You are not
the first born. I was.”

“Have you been
smoking something?”

“No it’s true.
Take a look at these photos. What do you see?”

“A
baby.”

“Which
baby?”

“Me.”

“Don’t you see
a birthmark on the face?”

“Oh OK. I can
now. Alright so what baby is you. What does that prove?”

“That I’m the
first born.”

“Hold on one
minute. That proves nothing. If that is you then I have probably
been put down somewhere out of camera shot.”

“Really Tom?
Come on! No mother puts her new born baby down while she takes a
photo of his brother.”

“So what are
you trying to
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