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    At its core, Brat Farrar turns the knife on the unsettling question of who we are—what the world says, what family remembers, and what conscience can bear—by following an outsider who tests whether a meticulously assumed identity and the belonging it promises can outweigh the claims of truth, even as inheritance, memory, and the quiet pressures of community gather into a reckoning that makes every choice a gamble with loyalty, selfhood, and the irreparable costs of being believed.

Brat Farrar, a psychological mystery by Josephine Tey, was published in 1949 and set in the English countryside, where a family horse-breeding farm anchors village life and social expectations. Tey, a leading voice in mid-twentieth-century British crime fiction, builds suspense not through forensic detail but through character, motive, and carefully observed manners. The novel’s world is intimate and watchful, its stables and training routines forming a calendar that quietly governs the household. While the book belongs to the mystery tradition, it is as interested in the moral weather of its people as in the mechanics of a case, framing crime as a test of character and community.

The premise is straightforward and haunting: an orphaned young man, long untethered and working odd jobs, is told that he bears a striking resemblance to a missing heir from a country family who vanished years earlier and is presumed dead. Persuaded to pose as the lost son, he studies the details of a life that is not his own and steps into a household where grief has hardened into routine. From the first encounter with the family estate to the rituals of the stables, the novel offers an experience of measured, psychological suspense—quiet, atmospheric, and intimate—where every polite conversation seems to ask who belongs and who is merely playing a part.

Tey’s treatment of identity is both rigorous and humane. The book probes how memory can be coached, how lineage confers authority, and how love complicates truth. It examines the seduction of reinvention alongside the unease of deception, asking what we owe those who welcome us and what we owe ourselves when a new life is within reach. Questions of inheritance and legitimacy are not only legal puzzles; they become moral landscapes in which trust, affection, and duty blur. In this way, the mystery widens into a study of conscience, showing how the desire to belong can be as powerful—and perilous—as the desire to prevail.

Stylistically, the novel is understated and exact. Tey uses the rhythms of rural life—the grooming of horses, early mornings in the yard, the preparation for shows—to ground the narrative and heighten tension through detail rather than spectacle. Dialogue is crisp and economical, revealing character through small hesitations and confident claims. The pacing is patient but inexorable, allowing suspicion to accumulate through gestures, routines, and the gradual tightening of social scrutiny. Readers will find an atmosphere of quiet peril, a close-knit cast drawn with empathy, and a structural elegance that rewards attention to nuance more than to clue-hunting bravura.

For contemporary readers, Brat Farrar resonates with its exploration of performance and authenticity in an age of curated selves. It considers the boundaries between the stories we tell to survive and the truths we must face to live with ourselves. The novel’s focus on community memory—what a neighborhood believes, what a family repeats—anticipates modern debates about reputation, narrative control, and the durability of trust. It also engages enduring questions about class and access: who is permitted to belong, who gets to inherit power or place, and how institutions guard themselves through tradition, etiquette, and quiet gatekeeping.

Approached as a mystery, the book offers steady, thoughtful suspense rather than pyrotechnics; approached as a character study, it offers the satisfactions of empathy, ambiguity, and moral inquiry. It is suitable for readers who enjoy psychologically driven crime fiction, village settings with a keen sense of place, and prose that invites lingering over implication as much as event. As an introduction to Josephine Tey, it exemplifies her interest in character over puzzle while still honoring the genre’s pleasures. Brat Farrar promises an absorbing encounter with identity and conscience—an elegant, unsettling journey that asks what it costs to be believed and to believe.
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    In the English countryside, the Ashby family of Latchetts has lived for years with an absence at its center. Patrick Ashby, the elder of twin boys, vanished as a teenager, leaving a note that suggested despair and an apparent death that was never proved. His brother Simon stepped into the role of heir, while their capable aunt Bee kept the estate solvent by running a riding school. Into this world comes Brat Farrar, an orphaned young man returning from years abroad. A skilled horseman with no roots and little money, he is about to encounter a chance that will test identity and loyalty.

In London, Brat meets Alec Loding, a minor actor who once moved in the Ashbys’ social circle. Struck by Brat’s remarkable resemblance to the missing Patrick, Loding proposes a daring scheme: Brat will present himself as the lost heir and claim the Ashby inheritance. He supplies detailed knowledge of the family, the house, and local people. Brat hesitates, aware of the moral risk, but the offer promises stability, belonging, and money. Persuaded by circumstance as much as by Loding’s plan, he agrees to try, setting in motion a carefully staged introduction that relies on confidence, memory, and the plausibility of survival.

Preparation is meticulous. Brat studies photographs, letters, and family anecdotes, learning the layout of Latchetts and the rhythms of the riding school. Loding drills him in names, habits, and small mannerisms that would anchor a claim. A story of years spent abroad, gaps in memory, and a gradual return to self is shaped to answer likely questions. To avoid shocking the family, Loding advises going through the Ashbys’ solicitor, ensuring legal channels frame the approach. With a credible account assembled and his horsemanship as a natural credential, Brat steps toward a meeting that will test both his nerve and the plan’s foundations.

The first encounters at Latchetts are cautious. Aunt Bee, practical and kind, receives Brat with measured scrutiny, balancing hope with responsibility. The younger Ashbys respond variously, from guarded curiosity to tentative warmth. Simon, whose position as heir is threatened by any return of Patrick, remains cool and watchful. Brat’s familiarity with horses and stable routines gives him an authentic footing, and his recognition of places and objects—some learned, some instinctive—helps bridge doubt. He begins to live among the family, moving carefully through daily work at the riding school, while the household and community weigh his claim against memory, rumor, and need.

Verification follows. The family solicitor arranges interviews and examinations; doctors, acquaintances, and long-time servants observe Brat’s knowledge and likeness. Questions probe dates, relationships, and small past incidents. Though not everyone is convinced, many find the combination of resemblance, detail, and demeanor persuasive. Formal steps toward legal recognition are contemplated, and community interest grows around the unfolding story. Throughout, financial implications are clear: legitimacy would alter inheritance, management of the estate, and future prospects. Under this scrutiny, Brat experiences the strain of deception alongside genuine attachment to Latchetts, the horses, and the people whose lives could be profoundly changed by his assertion.

Living inside the role, Brat begins to notice discrepancies in the old account of Patrick’s disappearance. Timelines fail to align neatly; recollections conflict over location, weather, and routine; small physical details seem inconsistent with a presumed suicide. Quietly, he retraces steps associated with that vanished day, studies local geography, and listens closely to offhand remarks. He compares formal statements with casual memories and looks for objects and records that might confirm or contradict the accepted story. A growing unease leads him to suspect that the past may hold deliberate concealments, and that the truth, if uncovered, could unsettle more than his own precarious position.

As legal proceedings move forward, tension intensifies at Latchetts. Simon’s watchfulness hardens, and the household feels the pressure of attention from neighbors and the press. A significant equestrian event draws public scrutiny and raises the stakes for reputation, money, and pride. Minor accidents and ambiguous warnings suggest that Brat’s presence may be provoking risks beyond social discomfort. He must balance a commitment to the plan with a developing responsibility toward people he increasingly cares about. His quiet inquiries sharpen into focused investigation, directed not merely at securing acceptance but at establishing what really happened, and why the narrative of loss took the shape it did.

The story builds toward confrontation. In settings charged with danger—stables, lanes, and familiar fields—private grievances surface, and guarded conversations turn pivotal. Pieces of evidence cohere into a probable explanation of the long-ago disappearance. Brat faces a decisive choice: continue an imposture that might succeed or disclose information that could upend the claim yet serve the truth. Loyalties are tested, and the competing demands of safety, justice, and belonging reach a critical point. The culminating scenes revolve around risk, courage, and revelation, bringing hidden motives into the open and forcing decisions that will determine the fate of Latchetts and its heirs.

After the crisis, the past is clarified and responsibilities are realigned. Legal matters find resolution, and the future stewardship of the estate is settled in accordance with what has been established. Relationships within the family adjust to new understanding, while the riding school and daily life at Latchetts regain their rhythm. The novel closes with an emphasis on identity and honor, underscoring how truth can restore order and how belonging may arise as much from character and shared work as from blood and name. Without lingering on judgment, the narrative affirms the persistence of facts and the sustaining power of chosen loyalty.
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    Set in the late 1940s, the novel unfolds chiefly in rural southern England around a coastal district of downs and chalk cliffs, centering on Latchetts, a working riding stable attached to an old family estate. The landscape’s lanes, market towns, and seaside escarpments anchor a society still marked by wartime austerity, ration books, and shortages. The social milieu is the “county” world of small landed families, veterinary surgeons, solicitors, and horse people, where reputation and lineage still carry weight. Yet post-war change—demobilization, taxation, and the shrinking of domestic service—presses visibly on estate economics. Against this backdrop, the story’s imposture and inheritance dispute acquire real-world plausibility and stakes.

Post-war Britain (1945–1951) frames the book’s economic and social logic. The Labour government of Clement Attlee instituted sweeping reforms—National Insurance (1946), the National Health Service (1948), and nationalizations—while maintaining rationing (bread 1946–48; meat until 1954) and controls that shaped daily life. Crucially, successive Finance Acts steepened Estate Duty: the top rate reached 75% by 1946 and rose further in 1949, prompting sales, subdivisions, or commercialization of many country houses. Latchetts’ evolution into a riding school mirrors this nationwide adaptation as county families sought cash income to meet taxes, repairs, and wages in a depleted rural labor market. The novel’s financial tensions—trustees, tight margins, and the high value of an heir—arise directly from these post-war fiscal realities.

English property and succession rules underpin the plot. The Law of Property Act and Settled Land Act (both 1925) regularized trusts and life interests; age of majority remained 21 until 1969, so heirs commonly came of age under trustees’ control. English common law also recognized the presumption of death after seven years’ unexplained absence, enabling probate and inheritance without a body—a principle long established before its later statutory codification. Coroners’ inquests, governed by the Coroners Act 1887 and updated in 1926, could return open verdicts in cliff disappearances on the south coast, a locale notorious for such cases. Brat Farrar’s claim collides with these frameworks: a presumed-dead boy reappears, reopening settled trusteeship and succession in line with real legal practice.

The transformation of the British gentry after 1918—and dramatically after 1945—forms a major historical substratum. War casualties, income tax rises, and post-1945 Estate Duty unraveled the finances of many estates; between 1918 and 1950 thousands of houses were demolished or sold. At the same time, the 1944 Education Act expanded secondary schooling, and wartime service accelerated social mobility, thinning the supply of domestic servants and recasting the “county set.” Equestrian culture adapted rather than vanished: new middle-class riders emerged; Badminton Horse Trials were founded in 1949 by the 10th Duke of Beaufort at Badminton House, Gloucestershire, signaling a shift from hunting prestige to competitive sport. Latchetts, training horses and riders for shows and point-to-points, exemplifies this pivot from landed display to professionalized equestrian enterprise, with status now earned in arenas more than on ancestral acres.

The National Registration Act (1939) introduced identity cards and ration books for all civilians, measures kept until 1952 (the system’s demise followed the Willcock v Muckle case in 1951). Wartime disruption, evacuations, and the destruction of records complicated personal verification, especially across borders. In provincial England, however, identity still often rested on memory, resemblance, and parish knowledge. The novel’s central imposture exploits the period’s tension between bureaucratic documentation and community recognition: Brat’s bodily likeness, horsemanship, and command of local detail can outweigh papers in the eyes of neighbors and family solicitors. The book thus echoes a historical moment when state surveillance expanded while traditional credibility systems still governed social acceptance.

The interwar and immediate post-war British theatre world shapes the novel through the character of Alec Loding, an actor who coaches the impersonation. Theatre remained under the Lord Chamberlain’s censorship until 1968, but the 1920s–30s West End had already popularized star-centered productions and repertory craft. Josephine Tey herself—under the name Gordon Daviot—wrote Richard of Bordeaux (1933), a sensation starring John Gielgud and produced at the New Theatre (now the Noël Coward Theatre) in London. Her immersion in stage practice informs the book’s meticulous attention to gesture, voice, and costume as instruments of social persuasion. In historical terms, the story draws on a culture that understood identity as a performance honed in rehearsal rooms and touring companies.

Changes in child welfare directly shadow Brat’s backstory. Early twentieth-century Britain relied on a patchwork of Poor Law institutions, charitable homes (e.g., Dr. Barnardo’s, founded 1866), and local authority children’s residences. Scandals during the Second World War prompted the Curtis Committee (1944–46), whose report led to the Children Act 1948, creating children’s departments and emphasizing foster care. Simultaneously, the National Assistance Act (1948) dismantled the old Poor Law. Brat’s institutional upbringing, precarious apprenticeships, and search for belonging reflect the transitional moment before the post-war welfare state fully restructured care. The novel’s emotional engine—an orphan seeking a place in a family and on the land—echoes the era’s policy debates over identity, guardianship, and the rights of children without kin.

By scrutinizing inheritance, class habit, and the price of appearances, the book offers a quiet social critique of late-1940s Britain. It exposes how primogeniture and trusteeship can warp family relations, how county deference shields wrongdoing, and how wealth and land concentrate legitimacy. The riding school’s hard economics under estate taxation punctures nostalgia for the country house, while the impersonation narrative questions the moral authority of “birth” when competence and care are elsewhere. The story registers anxieties about the surveillance state and post-war bureaucracies, yet shows how social capital can outmaneuver documents. In doing so, it critiques both old hierarchies and new systems that fail the vulnerable orphan at their margins.
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"Aunt Bee," said Jane, breathing heavily into her soup, "was Noah a cleverer back-room boy than Ulysses[1], or was Ulysses a cleverer back-room boy than Noah?"

"Don't eat out of the point of your spoon, Jane."

"I can't mobilise the strings out of the side."

"Ruth does."

Jane looked across at her twin, negotiating the vermicelli with smug neatness.

"She has a stronger suck than I have."

"Aunt Bee has a face like a very expensive cat," Ruth said, eyeing her aunt sideways.

Bee privately thought that this was a very good description, but wished that Ruth would not be quaint.

"No, but which was the cleverest?" said Jane, who never departed from a path once her feet were on it.

"Clever-er," said Ruth.

"Was it Noah or Ulysses? Simon, which was it, do you think?"

"Ulysses," said her brother, not looking up from his paper.

It was so like Simon, Bee thought, to be reading the list of runners at Newmarket, peppering his soup, and listening to the conversation at one and the same time.

"Why, Simon? Why Ulysses?"

"He hadn't Noah's good Met. service. Whereabouts was Firelight in the Free Handicap, do you remember?"

"Oh, away down," Bee said.

"A coming-of-age is a little like a wedding, isn't it, Simon?" This was Ruth.

"Better on the whole."

"Is it?"

"You can stay and dance at your own coming of age. Which you can't at your wedding."

"I shall stay and dance at my wedding."

"I wouldn't put it past you."

Oh, dear, thought Bee, I suppose there are families that have conversation at meals, but I don't know how they manage it. Perhaps I haven't been strict enough.

She looked down the table at the three bent heads, and Eleanor's still vacant place, and wondered if she had done right by them. Would Bill and Nora be pleased with what she had made of their children? If by some miracle they could walk in now, young and fine-looking and gay as they had gone to their deaths, would they say: "Ah, yes, that is just how we pictured them; even to Jane's ragamuffin look."

Bee's eyes smiled as they rested on Jane.

The twins were nine-going-on-ten and identical. Identical, that is to say, in the technical sense. In spite of their physical resemblance there was never any doubt as to which was Jane and which was Ruth. They had the same straight flaxen hair, the same small-boned face and pale skin, the same direct gaze with a challenge in it; but there the identity stopped. Jane was wearing rather grubby jodhpurs and a shapeless jersey festooned with pulled ends of wool. Her hair was pushed back without aid of mirror and held in the uncompromising clasp of a kirby-grip so old that it had reverted to its original steel colour, as old hairpins do. She was slightly astigmatic and, when in the presence of Authority, was in the habit of wearing horn-rimmed spectacles. Normally they lived in the hip pocket of her breeches, and they had been lain-upon, leant-upon, and sat-upon so often that she lived in a permanent state of bankruptcy: breakages over the yearly allowance having to be paid for out of her money-box. She rode to and fro to lessons at the Rectory on Fourposter, the old white pony; her short legs sticking out on either side of him like straws. Fourposter had long ago become a conveyance rather than a ride, so it did not matter that his great barrel was as manageable as a feather-bed and almost as wide.

Ruth, on the other hand, wore a pink cotton frock, as fresh as when she had set off on her bicycle that morning for the Rectory. Her hands were clean and the nails unbroken, and somewhere she had found a pink ribbon and had tied the two side-pieces of her hair in a bow on the top of her head.

Eight years, Bee was thinking. Eight years of contriving, conserving, and planning. And in six weeks' time her stewardship would come to an end. In little more than a month Simon would be twenty-one, and would inherit his mother's fortune and the lean years would be over. The Ashbys had never been rich but while her brother lived there was ample to keep Latchetts—the house and the three farms on the estate—as it should be kept. Only his sudden death had accounted for the near-poverty of those eight years. And only Bee's own resolution accounted for the fact that her sister-in-law's money would, next month, come to her son intact. There had been no borrowing on the strength of that future inheritance. Not even when Mr. Sandal, of Cosset, Thring and Noble, had been prepared to countenance it. Latchetts must pay its way, Bee had said. And Latchetts, after eight years, was still self-supporting and solvent.

Beyond her nephew's fair head she could see, through the window, the white rails of the south paddock, and the flick of old Regina's tail in the sunlight. It was the horses that had saved them. The horses that had been her brother's hobby had proved the salvation of his house. Year after year, in spite of all the ills, accidents, and sheer cussedness that afflict horseflesh, the horses had shown a profit. The swings had always paid a little more than the roundabouts. When the original small stud that had been her brother's delight seemed likely to be a doubtful prop, Bee had added the small hardy children's ponies to occupy the colder pastures half-way up the down. Eleanor had schooled doubtful hacks into "safe rides for a lady," and had sold them at a profit. And now that the manor was a boarding-school she was teaching others to ride, at a very respectable price per hour.

"Eleanor is very late, isn't she?"

"Is she out with La Parslow?" Simon asked.

"The Parslow girl, yes."

"The unhappy horse has probably dropped dead."

Simon got up to take away the soup plates, and to help out the meat course from the sideboard, and Bee watched him with critical approval. At least she had managed not to spoil Simon; and that, given Simon's selfish charm, was no small achievement. Simon had an air of appealing dependence that was quite fallacious, but it had fooled all and sundry since he was in the nursery. Bee had watched the fooling process with amusement and something that was like a reluctant admiration; if she herself had been gifted with Simon's particular brand of charm, she felt, she would in all likelihood have made it work for her as Simon did. But she had seen to it that it did not work with her.

"It would be nice if a coming-of-age had something like bridesmaids," Ruth observed, turning over her helping with a fastidious fork.

This fell on stony ground.

"The Rector says that Ulysses was probably a frightful nuisance round the house," said the undeviating Jane.

"Oh!" said Bee, interested in this sidelight on the classics. "Why?"

"He said he was 'without doubt a—a gadget-contriver,' and that Penelope was probably very glad to be rid of him for a bit. I wish liver wasn't so smooth."

Eleanor came in and helped herself from the sideboard in her usual silent fashion.

"Pah!" said Ruth. "What a smell of stables."

"You're late, Nell," Bee said, inquiring.

"She'll never ride," Eleanor said. "She can't even bump the saddle yet."

"Perhaps loony people can't ride," Ruth suggested.

"Ruth," Bee said, with vigour. "The pupils at the Manor are not lunatic. They are not even mentally deficient. They are just 'difficult.'"

"Ill-adjusted is the technical description," Simon said.

"Well, they behave like lunatics. If you behave like a lunatic how is anyone to tell that you're not one?"

Since no one had an answer to this, silence fell over the Ashby luncheon table. Eleanor ate with the swift purposefulness of a hungry schoolboy, not lifting her eyes from her plate. Simon took out a pencil and reckoned odds on the margin of his paper. Ruth, who had stolen three biscuits from the jar on the Rectory sideboard and eaten them in the lavatory, made a castle of her food with a moat of gravy round it. Jane consumed hers with industrious pleasure. And Bee sat with her eyes on the view beyond the window.

Over that far ridge the land sloped in chequered miles to the sea and the clustered roofs of Westover. But here, in this high valley, shut off from the Channel gales and open to the sun, the trees stood up in the bright air with a midland serenity: with an air, almost, of enchantment. The scene had the bright perfection and stillness of an apparition.

A fine inheritance; a fine rich inheritance. She hoped that Simon would do well by it. There were times when she had—no, not been afraid. Times perhaps when she had wondered. Simon had far too many sides to him; a quicksilver quality that did not go with a yeoman inheritance. Only Latchetts, of all the surrounding estates, still sheltered a local family and Bee hoped that it would go on sheltering Ashbys for centuries to come. Fair, small-boned, long-headed Ashbys like the ones round the table.

"Jane, must you splash fruit juice round like that?"

"I don't like rhubarb in inches, Aunt Bee, I like it in mush."

"Well, mush it more carefully."

When she had been Jane's age she had mushed up her rhubarb too, and at this same table. At this same table had eaten Ashbys who had died of fever in India, of wounds in the Crimea, of starvation in Queensland, of typhoid at the Cape, and of cirrhosis of the liver in the Straits Settlements. But always there had been an Ashby at Latchetts; and they had done well by the land. Here and there came a ne'er-do-well—like her cousin Walter—but Providence had seen to it that the worthless quality had been confined to younger sons, who could practise their waywardness on subjects remote from Latchetts.

No queens had come to Latchetts to dine; no cavaliers to hide. For three hundred years it had stood in its meadows very much as it stood now; a yeoman's dwelling. And for nearly two of those three hundred years Ashbys had lived in it.

"Simon, dear, see to the cona."

Perhaps its simplicity had saved it. It had pretended to nothing; had aspired to nothing. Its goodness had been dug back into the earth; its sap had returned to its roots. Across the valley the long white house of Clare stood in its park, gracious as a vicereine, but there were no Ledinghams there now. The Ledinghams had been prodigal of their talents and their riches; using Clare as a background, as a purse, as a decoration, as a refuge, but not as a home. For centuries they had peacocked over the world: as pro-consuls, explorers, court jesters, rakes, and revolutionaries; and Clare had supported their extravagances. Now only their portraits remained. And the great house in the park was a boarding-school for the unmanageable children of parents with progressive ideas and large bank accounts.

But the Ashbys stayed at Latchetts.
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As Bee poured the coffee the twins disappeared on ploys of their own, this being their half-holiday; and Eleanor drank hers hastily and went back to the stables.

"Do you want the car this afternoon?" Simon asked. "I half promised old Gates that I would bring a calf out from Westover in one of our trailers. His own has collapsed."

"No, I don't need it," Bee said, wondering what had prompted Simon to so dull a chore. She hoped it was not the Gates daughter; who was very pretty, very silly, and very commonplace. Gates was the tenant of Wigsell, the smallest of the three farms; and Simon was not normally tolerant of his opportunism.

"If you really want to know," Simon said as he got up, "I want to see June Kaye's new picture. It's at the Empire."

The disarming frankness of this would have delighted anyone but Beatrice Ashby, who knew very well her nephew's habit of throwing up two balls to divert your attention from the third.

"Can I fetch you anything?"

"You might get one of the new bus timetables from the Westover and District offices if you have time. Eleanor says they have a new Clare service that goes round by Guessgate."

"Bee," said a voice in the hall. "Are you there, Bee?"

"Mrs. Peck," Simon said, going out to meet her.

"Come in, Nancy," Bee called. "Come and have coffee with me. The others have finished."

And the Rector's wife came into the room, put her empty basket on the sideboard, and sat down with a pleased sigh. "I could do with some," she said.

When people mentioned Mrs. Peck's name they still added: "Nancy Ledingham that was[2], you know;" although it was a decade since she had stunned the social world by marrying George Peck and burying herself in a country rectory. Nancy Ledingham had been more than the "débutante of her year;" she had been a national possession. The penny Press had done for her what the penny postcard had done for Lily Langtry: her beauty was common property. If the public did not stand on chairs to see her pass they certainly stopped the traffic; her appearance as bridesmaid at a wedding was enough to give the authorities palpitations for a week beforehand. She had that serene unquestionable loveliness that defeats even a willing detractor. Indeed the only question seemed to be whether the ultimate coronet would have strawberry leaves or not. More than once the popular Press had supplied her with a crown, but this was generally considered mere wishful thinking; her public would settle for strawberry leaves.

And then, quite suddenly—between a Tatler and a Tatler, so to speak—she had married George Peck. The shattered Press, doing the best they could for a shattered public, had pulled out the vox humana stop and quavered about romance, but George had defeated them. He was a tall, thin man with the face of a very intelligent and rather nice ape. Besides, as the society editor of the Clarion said: "A clergyman! I ask you! I could get more romance out of a cement-mixer!"

So the public let her go, into her chosen oblivion. Her aunt, who had been responsible for her coming-out, disinherited her. Her father died in a welter of chagrin and debts. And her old home, the great white house in the park, had become a school.

But after thirteen years of rectory life Nancy Peck was still serenely and unquestionably beautiful; and people still said: "Nancy Ledingham that was, you know."

"I've come for the eggs," she said, "but there's no hurry, is there? It's wonderful to sit and do nothing."

Bee's eyes slid sideways at her in a smile.

"You have such a nice face, Bee."

"Thank you. Ruth says it is a face like a very expensive cat."

"Nonsense. At least—not the furry kind. Oh, I know what she means! The long-necked, short-haired kind that show their small chins. Heraldic cats. Yes, Bee, darling, you have a face like a heraldic cat. Especially when you keep your head still and slide your eyes at people." She put her cup down and sighed again with pleasure. "I can't think how the Nonconformists have failed to discover coffee."

"Discover it?"

"Yes. As a snare. It does far more for one than drink. And yet no one preaches about it, or signs pledges about it. Five mouthfuls and the world looks rosy."

"Was it very grey before?"

"A sort of mud colour. I was so happy this week because it was the first week this year that we hadn't needed sitting-room fires and I had no fires to do and no fireplaces to clean. But nothing—I repeat, nothing—will stop George from throwing his used matches into the fireplace. And as he takes fifteen matches to light one pipe——! The room swarms with waste-paper baskets and ash trays, but no, George must use the fireplace. He doesn't even aim, blast him. A fine careless flick of the wrist and the match lands anywhere from the fender to the farthest coal. And they have all got to be picked out again."

"And he says: why don't you leave them."

"He does. However, now that I've had some Latchetts coffee I have decided not to take a chopper to him after all."

"Poor Nan. These Christians."

"How are the coming-of-age preparations getting on?"

"The invitations are about to go to the printers; which is a nice definite stage to have arrived at. A dinner for intimates, here; and a dance for everyone in the barn. What is Alec's address, by the way?"

"I can't remember his latest one off-hand. I'll look it up for you. He has a different one almost every time he writes. I think he gets heaved out when he can't pay his rent. Not that I hear from him often, of course. He has never forgiven me for not marrying well, so that I could keep my only brother in the state to which he had been accustomed."

"Is he playing just now?"

"I don't know. He had a part in that silly comedy at the Savoy but it ran only a few weeks. He is so much a type that his parts are necessarily limited."

"Yes, I suppose so."

"No one could cast Alec as anything but Alec. You don't know how lucky you are, Bee, to have Ashbys to deal with. The incidence of rakes in the Ashby family is singularly low."

"There was Walter."

"A lone wolf crying in the wilderness. What became of Cousin Walter?"

"Oh, he died."

"In an odour of sanctity?"

"No. Carbolic. A workhouse ward, I think."

"Even Walter wasn't bad, you know. He just liked drink and hadn't the head for it. But when a Ledingham is a rake he is plain bad."

They sat together in a comfortable silence, considering their respective families. Bee was several years older than her friend: almost a generation older. But neither could remember a time when the other was not there; and the Ledingham children had gone in and out of Latchetts as if it were their home, as familiar with it as the Ashbys were with Clare.

"I have been thinking so often lately of Bill and Nora," Nancy said. "This would have been such a happy time for them."

"Yes," Bee said, reflectively; her eyes on the window. It was at that view she had been looking when it happened. On a day very like this and at this time of the year. Standing in the sitting-room window, thinking how lovely everything looked and if they would think that nothing they had seen in Europe was half as lovely. Wondering if Nora would look well again; she had been very pulled down after the twins' birth. Hoping she had been a good deputy for them, and yet a little pleased to be resuming her own life in London to-morrow.

The twins had been asleep, and the older children upstairs grooming themselves for the welcome and for the dinner they were to be allowed to stay up for. In half an hour or so the car would swing out from the avenue of lime trees and come to rest at the door and there they would be; in a flurry of laughter and embracing and present-giving and well-being.

The turning on of the wireless had been so absent-minded a gesture that she did not know that she had done it. "The two o'clock plane from Paris to London," said the cool voice, "with nine passengers and a crew of three crashed this afternoon just after crossing the Kent coast. There were no survivors."

No. There had been no survivors.

"They were so wrapped up in the children," Nancy said. "They have been so much in my mind lately, now that Simon is going to be twenty-one."

"And Patrick has been in mine."

"Patrick?" Nancy sounded at a loss. "Oh, yes, of course. Poor Pat."

Bee looked at her curiously. "You had almost forgotten, hadn't you?"

"Well, it is a long time ago, Bee. And—well, I suppose one's mind tidies away the things it can't hear to remember. Bill and Nora—that was frightful, but it was something that happened to people. I mean, it was part of the ordinary risks of life. But Pat—that was different." She sat silent for a moment. "I have pushed it so far down in my mind that I can't even remember what he looked like any more. Was he as like Simon as Ruth is like Jane?"

"Oh, no. They weren't identical twins. Not much more alike than some brothers are. Though oddly enough they were much more in each other's pockets than Ruth and Jane are."

"Simon seems to have got over it. Do you think he remembers it often?"

"He must have remembered it very often lately."

"Yes. But it is a long way between thirteen and twenty-one. I expect even a twin grows shadowy at that distance."

This gave Bee pause. How shadowy was he to her: the kind solemn little boy who should have been coming into his inheritance next month? She tried to call up his face in front of her but there was only a blur. He had been small and immature for his age, but otherwise he was just an Ashby. Less an individual than a family resemblance. All she really remembered, now she thought about it, was that he was solemn and kind.

Kindness was not a common trait in small boys.

Simon had a careless generosity when it did not cost him inconvenience; but Patrick had had that inner kindness that not only gives but gives up.

"I still wonder," Bee said unhappily, "whether we should have allowed the body that was found on the Castleton beach to be buried over there. A pauper's burial, it was."

"But, Bee! It had been months in the water, hadn't it? They couldn't even tell what sex it was; could they? And Castleton is miles away. And they get all the corpses from the Atlantic founderings, anyhow. I mean, the nearer ones. It is not sense to worry over—to identify it with——" Her dismayed voice died into silence.

"No, of course it isn't!" Bee said briskly. "I am just being morbid. Have some more coffee."

And as she poured the coffee she decided that when Nancy had gone she would unlock the private drawer of her desk and burn that pitiful note of Patrick's. It was morbid to keep it, even if she had not looked at it for years. She had never had the heart to tear it up because it had seemed part of Patrick. But of course that was absurd. It was no more part of Patrick than was the despair that had filled him when he wrote: "I'm sorry, but I can't bear it any longer. Don't be angry with me. Patrick." She would take it out and burn it. Burning it would not blot it from her mind, of course, but there was nothing she could do about that. The round schoolboy letters were printed there for always. Round, careful letters written with the stylograph that he had been so attached to. It was so like Patrick to apologise for taking his own life.

Nancy, watching her friend's face, proffered what she considered to be consolation. "They say, you know, that when you throw yourself from a high place you lose consciousness almost at once."

"I don't think he did it that way, Nan."

"No!" Nancy sounded staggered. "But that was where the note was found. I mean, the coat with the note in the pocket. On the cliff-top."

"Yes, but by the path. By the path down the Gap to the shore."

"Then what do you——?"

"I think he swam out."

"Till he couldn't come back, you mean?"

"Yes. When I was in loco parentis that time, when Bill and Nora were on holiday, we went several times to the Gap, the children and I; to swim and have a picnic. And once when we were there Patrick said that the best way to die—I think he called it the lovely way—would be to swim out until you were too tired to go any farther. He said it quite matter-of-factly, of course. In those days it was—a mere academic matter. When I pointed out that drowning would still be drowning, he said: 'But you would be so tired, you see; you wouldn't care any more. The water would just take you.' He loved the water."

She was silent for a little and then blurted out the thing that had been her private nightmare for years.

"I've always been afraid that when it was too late to come back he may have regretted."

"Oh, Bee, no!"

Bee's sidelong glance went to Nancy's beautiful, protesting face.

"Morbid. I know. Forget I said it."

"I don't know now how I could have forgotten," Nancy said, wondering. "The worst of pushing horrible things down into one's subconscious is that when they pop up again [1q]they are as fresh as if they had been in a refrigerator. You haven't allowed time to get at them to—to mould them over a little."

"I think a great many people have almost forgotten that Simon had a twin," Bee said, excusing. "Or that he has not always been the heir. Certainly no one has mentioned Patrick to me since the coming-of-age celebrations have been in the air."

"Why was Patrick so inconsolable about his parents' death?"

"I didn't know he was. None of us did. All the children were wild with grief to begin with, of course. Sick with it. But none more than another. Patrick seemed bewildered rather than inconsolable. 'You mean: Latchetts belongs to me now?' I remember him saying, as if it were some strange idea, difficult to understand. Simon was impatient with him, I remember. Simon was always the brilliant one. I think that it was all too much for Patrick; too strange. The adrift feeling of being suddenly without his father and mother, and the weight of Latchetts on his shoulders. It was too much for him and he was so unhappy that he—took a way out."

"Poor Pat. Poor darling. It was wrong of me to forget him."

"Come; let us go and get those eggs. You won't forget to let me have Alec's address, will you? A Ledingham must have an invitation."

"No, I'll look it up when I go back, and telephone it to you. Can your latest moron take a telephone message?"

"Just."

"Well, I'll stick to basic. You won't forget that he is Alec Loding on the stage, will you?" She picked up her basket from the sideboard. "I wonder if he would come. It is a long time since he has been to Clare. A country life is not Alec's idea of amusement. But an Ashby coming-of-age is surely something that would interest him."
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But Alec Loding's main interest in the Ashby coming-of-age was to blow the celebrations sky-high. Indeed, he was at this moment actively engaged in pulling strings to that end.

Or, rather, trying to pull strings. The strings weren't pulling very well.

He was sitting in the back room at the Green Man[3], the remains of lunch spread before him, and beside him sat a young man. A boy, one would have said, but for something controlled and still that did not go with adolescence. Loding poured coffee for himself and sugared it liberally; casting a glance now and then at his companion, who was turning an almost empty beer glass round and round on the table. The movement was so deliberate that it hardly came under the heading of fidgeting.

"Well?" said Loding at last.

"No."

Loding took a mouthful of coffee.

"Squeamish?"

"I'm not an actor."

Something in the unaccented phrase seemed to sting Loding and he flushed a little.

"You're not asked to be emotional, if that is what you mean. There is no filial devotion to be simulated, you know. Only dutiful affection for an aunt you haven't seen for nearly ten years—which one would expect to be more dutiful than affectionate."

"No."

"You young idiot, I'm offering you a fortune."

"Half a fortune. And you're not offering me anything."

"If I'm not offering it to you, what am I doing?"

"Propositioning me," said the young man. He had not raised his eyes from his slowly-turning beer.

"Very well, I'm propositioning you, to use your barbarous idiom. What is wrong with the proposition?"

"It's crazy."

"What is crazy about it, given the initial advantage of your existence?"

"No one could bring it off."

"It is not so long since a famous general whose face was a household word—if you will forgive the metaphor—was impersonated quite successfully by an actor in broad daylight and in full view of the multitude."

"That is quite different."

"I agree. You aren't asked to impersonate anyone. Just to be yourself. A much easier task."

"No," said the young man.

Loding kept his temper with a visible effort. He had a pink, collapsed face that reminded one of the underside of fresh mushrooms. The flesh hung away from his good Ledingham bones with a discouraged slackness, and the incipient pouches under his eyes detracted from their undoubted intelligence. Managers who had once cast him for gay young rakes now offered him nothing but discredited roués.

"My God!" he said suddenly. "Your teeth!"

Even that did not startle the young man's face into any expression. He lifted his eyes for the first time, resting them incuriously on Loding. "What's the matter with my teeth?" he asked.

"It's how they identify people nowadays. A dentist keeps a record of work, you know. I wonder where those kids went. Something would have to be done about that. Are those front teeth your own?"

"The two middle ones are caps. They were kicked out."

"They went to someone here in town, I remember that much. There was a London trip to see the dentist twice a year; once before Christmas and once in the summer. They went to the dentist in the morning and to a show in the afternoon: pantomime in the winter and the Tournament at Olympia in the summer. These are the kind of things you would have to know, by the way."

"Yes?"

The gentle monosyllable maddened Loding.

"Look, Farrar, what are you frightened of? A strawberry mark? I bathed with that kid in the buff many a time and he hadn't as much as a mole on him. He was so ordinary that you could order him by the dozen from any prep. school in England. You are more like his brother at this moment than that kid ever was, twins though they were. I tell you, I thought for a moment that you were young Ashby. Isn't that good enough for you? You come and live with me for a fortnight and by the end of it there won't be anything you don't know about the village of Clare and its inhabitants. Nor anything about Latchetts. I know every last pantry in it. Nor anything about the Ashbys. Can you swim, by the way?"

The young man nodded. He had gone back to his glass of beer.

"Swim well?"

"Yes."

"Don't you ever qualify a statement?"

"Not unless it needs it."

"The kid could swim like an eel. There's the matter of ears, too. Yours look ordinary enough, and his must have been ordinary too or I should remember. Anyone who has worked in a life-class notices ears. But I must see what photographs of him exist. Front ones wouldn't matter, but a real close-up of an ear might be a give-away. I think I must take a trip to Clare and do some prospecting."

"Don't bother on my account."

Loding was silent for a moment. Then he said, reasonably: "Tell me, do you believe my story at all?"

"Your story?"

"Do you believe that I am who I say I am, and that I come from a village called Clare, where there is someone who is practically your double? Do you believe that? Or do you think that this is just a way of getting you to come home with me?"

"No, I didn't think it was that. I believe your story."

"Well, thank heaven for that, at least," Loding said with a quirk of his eyebrow. "I know that my looks are not what they were, but I should be shattered to find that they suggested the predatory. Well, then. That settled, do you believe that you are as like young Ashby as I say?"

For a whole turn of the glass there was no answer. "I doubt it."

"Why?"

"On your own showing it is some time since you saw him."

"But you don't have to be young Ashby. Just look like him. And believe me you do! My God, how you do! It's something I wouldn't have believed unless I saw it with my own eyes; something I have imagined only happened in books. And it is worth a fortune to you. You have only to put out your hand and take it."

"Oh, no, I haven't."

"Metaphorically speaking. Do you realise that except for the first year or so your story would be truth? It would be your own story; able to stand up to any amount of checking." His voice twisted into a comedy note. "Or—would it?"

"Oh, yes, it would check."

"Well, then. You have only to stow away on the Ira Jones out of Westover instead of going for a day trip to Dieppe, et voilà!"

"How do you know there was a ship called the Ira Jones at Westover about then?"

"'About then'! You do me scant justice, amigo. There was a ship of that repellent title at Westover the day the boy disappeared. I know because I spent most of the day painting her. On canvas, not on her plates, you understand. And the old scow went out before I had finished; bound for the Channel Islands. All my ships go out before I have finished painting them."

There was silence for a little.

"It's in your lap, Farrar."

"So is my table napkin."

"A fortune. A charming small estate. Security. A——"

"Security, did you say?"

"After the initial gamble, of course," Loding said smoothly.

The light eyes that looked at him for a moment held a faint amusement.

"Hadn't it occurred to you at all, Mr. Loding, that the gamble was yours?"

"Mine?"

"You're offering me the sweetest chance for a double-cross that I ever heard of. I take your coaching, pass the exam, and forget about you. And you wouldn't be able to do a thing about it. How did you figure to keep tabs on me?"

"I hadn't. No one with your Ashby looks could be a double-crosser. The Ashbys are monsters of rectitude."

The boy pushed away the glass.

"Which must be why I don't take kindly to the idea of being a phoney. Thank you for my lunch, Mr. Loding. If I had known what you had in mind when you asked me to lunch with you, I wouldn't have——"

"All right, all right. Don't apologise. And don't run away; we'll go together. You don't like my proposition: very good: so be it. But you, on the other hand, fascinate me. I can hardly take my eyes off you, or believe that anything so unique exists. And since you are sure that my improper proposal to you has nothing of the personal in it, there is nothing against our walking as far as the Underground together."

Loding paid for their lunch, and as they walked out of the Green Man he said: "I won't ask where you are living in case you think I want to hound you
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