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Author’s Note

I met Daphne du Maurier in 1987, two years before she died. We met at Kilmarth, the dower house on the Menabilly Estate, to discuss a book called Enchanted Cornwall, which I was to edit and co-publish, and which first led me to a close scrutiny of her autobiographical writings, her Cornish novels, and the places that had inspired them.

In 1915, D. H. Lawrence had been so inspired by Cornwall that he wrote: ‘It seems as if the truth were still living here, growing like the sea holly, and love like Tristan, and old reality like King Arthur . . .’ The effect of Cornwall on Daphne was similar. In her novel Castle Dor the Tristan myth erupts from the Cornish furze into the present day, and her communication with the spirit of place in other books is such that by the end of my research into Enchanted Cornwall I felt I really understood something about Daphne’s imagination and empathised with it, a feeling many get from reading her novels.

Even then, however, there were intimations that her acute sense of place was not the whole story. In press clippings and documentaries she spoke of a life of pretence, of immersing herself in the make-believe of taking on the role of an imagined other.

Twenty years later I was the guest of Daphne’s son, Christian Browning, this time at Ferryside, where Daphne wrote her first novel. During our conversation he let slip that before her death his mother had placed a fifty-year moratorium on publication of her adolescent diaries, which I knew to have been described by a friend of hers as ‘dangerous, indiscreet and stupid’.

What, I wondered as I made my way home to Yorkshire, had Daphne been so desperate to keep under wraps until 2039?

After Daphne’s death, letters which suggested she had had lesbian affairs were released. Other letters interested me more, in particular one that she wrote to Maureen Baker-Munton on 4 July 1957, in which she revealed that she drew on real people and relationships in her novels and short stories. I was also struck by letters written to Oriel Malet over three decades, in which Daphne said she drew on fantasy persona and applied them to her own life.

In 1964 she wrote: ‘When I was younger I always had to have some sort of Peg to hang things on, whether it was a character in a book developing from a real person, or a real person being pegged from a character (very muddling!).’

She claimed to have lived like that ‘for most of my life’. She habitually pretended to be another person, an alter ego. Equally, she invested others with imaginary qualities irrespective of whether they actually had them. Sometimes it worked because people do often become what you want them to be; at other times, the fantasy could ‘explode like bubbles and vanish, or else turn catastrophic’.

Her supposedly lesbian relationship with Gertrude Lawrence, which Daphne described as purely imaginary, was a case in point. When Gertie died she didn’t miss the woman at all. She had never known her, she said, except ‘in character’. The qualities that Daphne had found in Gertie were an expression of her own needs and desires, and had not truly, in an objective sense, existed. Living like this reduced love to an illusion, as Daphne realised, but she revelled in the insight, not seeing it as the sad result of her way of life.

Living like this had empowered her since her teenage years. And in 1937, at thirty, she looked into the mirror of imagination and discovered Rebecca, a whole person with no insufficiency, someone whom she had always wanted to be. ‘No one got the better of Rebecca. She did what she liked, she lived as she liked.’

As she admitted to Oriel, Daphne became her most famous creation.

The psychoanalyst Jacques Lacan wrote that this is how we all behave. We catch sight of ourselves in the mirror and mistake an image of the whole person, in psychoanalytical terms the ideal ego, for our true self.

Whether or not this is so, Daphne did it and made a terrible mess of her personal life, but wrote some of her best novels out of the mess she created. She could never write anything unless there was a personal emotional trigger, and her adopted persona ensured that there was emotional devastation everywhere.

Eventually her fantasy life led to a nervous breakdown in 1957. Things had been under pressure since the 1940s, when she began pegging fictional characters on real people and seeking to write them out of her life by killing them off in a story.

Oriel Malet was deeply concerned. It was clear that Daphne was a victim of her imagination, but Oriel suspected more. She became convinced that something had occurred in Daphne’s childhood to seal her in to this way of thinking, to cut her off from reality and to give her this dark fantastic view of life. She begged Daphne to share it with her, but Daphne refused.

Towards the end, Oriel watched with dismay as her friend’s health deteriorated. She became convinced that suppression of this ‘something’, which had to do with Daphne’s imaginative life, lay behind the mental and emotional agonies she suffered, which included a suicide attempt.

I began to look into Daphne’s childhood, and came at once to J. M. Barrie, or Uncle Jim as she called him. I learned that he was part of the family even before she was born; that her father Gerald found fame in eight of Barrie’s plays; that in the first play in which Barrie cast Gerald he placed him opposite Daphne’s future mother in an amorous situation on stage that resulted in their marriage; that from as early as Daphne could remember he was in the habit of playing with her and her two sisters; and that he was so interested in Daphne, in particular in the special relationship that developed between her and her father, that when she was ten he wrote a play about it, which troubled her deeply, even into old age.

The more I looked, the more I saw Barrie at the very centre of Daphne’s inner life. ‘I grew up not wanting to be on the stage but always imagining myself to be someone else, which again links with this world of imagination which I think was Barrie’s,’ Daphne said in her sixties, alerting me also to a curious opaqueness of memory that I would come to recognise as endemic to Barrie’s influence over children.

At fourteen she wrote her first full-length story, ‘The Seekers’, which revealed his method of captivating a child by telling him a story in which both he and the child figured, so consuming the child’s interest with a narrative full of menace that man and child were soon alone together in a place far from the real world.

Uncle Jim must have been a part of her diaries because he was so much a part of her imagination. She wrote that the first entries showed ‘no budding woman ripe for sex instruction, but someone who perhaps had been left behind on the Never Never Island in Peter Pan’.

Always Barrie’s influence turned on the trick of reaching Neverland, ‘that silent shadow-land that marches a hand’s breadth from our own,’ as Daphne described it. In her thirties she wrote to a friend that Barrie had told her how to get there on her own, by concentrating her mind in a particular way.

I was amazed that I had hitherto failed to pick up the many references to Barrie in Daphne’s work. When I began to read Barrie’s books after reading Daphne’s letters, I was struck by the fact that he too had used real people, including himself, as models for his fictional characters, and that ‘Tommy’, who was Barrie’s alter ego in his two most important novels, Sentimental Tommy and Tommy and Grizel, was the original ‘voice piece’ of her view that all emotion is illusory. Here was Daphne’s notion that people are pegs on which we hang our emotions, that we all live a life of fantasy anyway, that our feelings for others are anything but true. I also found in Barrie the genesis of her notion about the power of texts: that a person’s life can be transmuted in fiction, that the author’s dream may intrude on reality, ‘as a wheel may revolve for a moment after the spring breaks.’

As I was working on this, the film Finding Neverland was first showing in cinemas. It was loosely based on Barrie’s captivation of the five Llewelyn Davies boys, the ‘lost boys’ of Peter Pan, who now took on special significance as Daphne’s first cousins. I knew, of course, about the games of pirates and redskins that Uncle Jim played with them; recalled on stage in the Neverland of Peter Pan. But I was interested to know more about their relationship to Barrie and to Daphne, and in particular I wondered what had happened to them when they grew up.


	Piers Dudgeon,

	Yorkshire,

	May 2008





‘Now we are again at our wits’ end, where you mortals lightly slip over into madness. Why dost thou seek community with us if thou canst not carry it through?’


	Mephistopheles in Faust by Goethe





PART I

1945–1960

The Lost Boys and Daphne
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‘The child’s map of Kensington Gardens’



CHAPTER ONE

Peter’s suicide: a case to answer

London, 1960. Tuesday, 5 April: 9 a.m. In the restaurant of the Royal Court Hotel, Sloane Square, a melancholy man in his early sixties takes breakfast alone. Some time later he walks out of the hotel, telling no one where he is going. He is not seen again until a little before 5 p.m., when he crosses the square and enters the Underground station. He buys a ticket, moves past the little sentry box with its attendant, and turns sharp right down the steps to the platform, where, absorbed in his thoughts, he trudges up and down, up and down, staring at the ground, as if not part of this world. A train arrives, leaves, then another, but the man gives no sign that he is either about to depart or is expecting to meet someone. Then comes the rattle in the darkness and the echo of sound in the tunnel of the train he chooses. Suddenly, and with immaculate timing, he points his body towards it and hurls himself forward, just as it emerges into the light.

The death of Peter Llewelyn Davies, 63-year-old chairman of respected book publisher Peter Davies Ltd, provoked wide press coverage and speculation, perhaps because some reporters remembered that he had been one of the ‘lost boys’ of Peter Pan, and noted that the tragedy more or less coincided with the centenary of the birth of J. M. Barrie.

There was no question that the death was suicide. An inquest opened on Friday, 8 April 1960, and concluded the following Tuesday that Peter Llewelyn Davies had taken his own life while the balance of his mind was disturbed. Cause of death was certified on Wednesday the 13th as ‘multiple injuries (legs and skull). Threw himself in front of an Underground train. Killed himself.’

Peter’s brother Nicholas (known as Nico) accepted the inquest’s verdict: ‘Peter’s death – I shan’t forget while I have any faculties left – it was indeed suicide,’ he wrote to Andrew Birkin.* ‘After hours, days? of walking up and down the platform of Sloane Square Underground station he jumped in front of the train. Terrible for the driver – terrible from most points of view.’

Geraldine (Gerrie), Peter’s sister-in-law, commented: ‘Peter went out after breakfast, and as far as I know, nobody knew what he did all day until five in the evening, when he jumped in front of this train. So where he spent the whole day, God alone knows... They’d moved out of the flat they were in then. They had stored their furniture and they had gone to the Royal Court Hotel and Peter was ill and P wasn’t the right kind of wife, she couldn’t cope... hopeless... He realised he was going to get worse and apparently he thought of sleeping pills and then he thought of how dreadful it would be if they pulled him round. That was apparently his reasoning, I have been told. What it really was I don’t know, but I can’t think of a more grim way.’1

‘P’ was Peter’s wife Peggy, the Hon. Margaret Leslie Hore-Ruthven, one of four daughters of the 9th Baron Ruthven (pronounced ‘Riven’). She and her twin sister Alison often dressed alike and came to be known in London society as ‘A and P’. Peggy and Peter had been living on the opposite side of Sloane Square to the Underground station, at 20 Cadogan Court, before packing up their furniture and moving to the Royal Court Hotel, en route to Gibraltar and retirement.

Peter’s childhood has been so sentimentalised as to turn it into a myth almost as famous as that of Peter Pan.

The story goes that in 1892 beautiful and enigmatic Sylvia du Maurier, the daughter of famous Punch magazine illustrator and bestselling author George du Maurier, married handsome young barrister Arthur Llewelyn Davies, son of a chaplain to Queen Victoria. She was 26, he 29. They settled at number 18 Craven Terrace, Lancaster Gate, on the north side of Kensington Gardens, and between 1893 and 1903 produced five sons: George, Jack, Peter, Michael and Nico.

In 1897, the year Peter was born, he was out in his pram in Kensington Gardens with his nanny, Mary Hodgson, and his elder brothers George (4) and Jack (3), when they met toast-of-the-town playwright and novelist J. M. Barrie, with his St Bernard dog.

Mr Barrie, who lived with his pretty actress wife Mary Ansell on the south side of the Gardens, at 133 Gloucester Road, was well known in the park for his antics with this dog. Once let off its leash, the huge animal would be up on its hind legs wrestling his master. Barrie stood five feet three and a half inches (the half was terribly important to him), but seemed to grow strong in the unlikely contest, which children loved to watch. When the show came to an end he would start talking to his young audience, take one or two of them aside and captivate them with stories of fairies and make-believe woods, or do sleight-of-hand magic tricks, or pretend to hypnotise them with his eyebrows, for he had an unusual ability to elevate and lower his eyebrows separately, while gazing intently with his large, morose, staring eyes, set in a peculiarly large head, out of scale with his boyish body.

A child, who knew him then, said:


	He was a tiny man, he had a pale face and large eyes and shadows round them... He looked fragile, but he was strong when he wrestled with Porthos, his St Bernard dog. Mr Barrie talked a great deal about cricket, but the next moment he was telling us about fairies, as though he knew all about them. He was made of silences, but we did not find these strange, they were so much part of him... his silences spoke loudly.2



For the three Davies boys, meeting Barrie in the park became a regular event, the cheeky but imaginative George building a particular rapport with him. In Barrie’s company the Gardens took on their own geography and mythology: the Figs, the Broad Walk, the Hump, the Baby Walk, St Govor’s Well, the cricket pitches, the Round Pond and Serpentine were all discovered, explored, mapped, and made their secret domain, each district ‘freighted’ with its own stories to be recalled in bed at night, and later to be made part of a book called The Little White Bird* in which Peter Pan made his first appearance. Peter Pan was supposed to have flown out of the window of his nursery to join the fairies and birds in Kensington Gardens and live with old Solomon Caw on Birds’ Island on the Serpentine, a lake well known to the boys, but never the same again after Mr Barrie spoke of it:


	The Serpentine... is a lovely lake, and there is a drowned forest at the bottom of it. If you peer over the edge you can see the trees all growing upside down, and they say at night there are also drowned stars in it. If so, Peter Pan sees them when he is sailing across the lake in the Thrush’s Nest. A small part only of the Serpentine is in the Gardens, for soon it passes beneath a bridge too far away where the island is on which all the birds are born that become baby boys and girls. No one who is human, except Peter Pan (and he is only half human) can land on the island, but you may write what you want (boy or girl, dark or fair) on a piece of paper, and then twist it into the shape of a boat and slip it into the water, and it reaches Peter Pan’s island after dark.



On New Year’s Eve, the last day of 1897, J. M. Barrie met the parents of the three boys at a dinner party given by society hosts Sir George and Lady Lewis, after which Sylvia and Arthur Llewelyn Davies began to see a great deal of James and Mary Barrie.

Barrie and his wife would walk the boys home from the park almost every day, Mary befriending Sylvia while Barrie continued his fun and games with the boys upstairs in the nursery. So close did the two families become that in 1899 Barrie and his wife thought nothing of showing up uninvited when the boys were on holiday with their parents in Rustington-on-Sea, which had been the Davieses’ south coast holiday retreat for some five years. The boys had been thrilled to see Mr Barrie, as they called him then – it was some time before they called him ‘Uncle Jim’ (George would do it first). Barrie turned out to be quite the little photographer, taking pictures which had a dreamy fairy-like quality about them.

Then, in 1900, the Barries bought Black Lake Cottage, a simple house in a pretty garden across the road from a lake set in a pine forest in the shadow of the twelfth-century ruins of Waverley Abbey, at Tilford in Surrey. For the next three summers the Llewelyn Davies family joined them there.

The boys were off with Barrie every day. In the magical company of their friend, the black lake that gave the cottage its name became a South Seas lagoon, the pine wood a tropical forest where all kinds of danger lurked. With complete abandon Mr Barrie presided over games of derring-do and redskins and desert islands, heroic adventures in which he played the pirate Captain Swarthy and the boys survived his attentions and once even strung Swarthy up, while the St Bernard, Porthos, played the pirate’s dog or a tiger in a papier-mâché mask.

Nothing could have been more fun or more natural. ‘That strange and terrible summer’, Barrie took scores of photographs, thirty-five of which were turned into a book, professionally bound. Two copies were made and entitled The Boy Castaways of Black Lake Island, Being a record of the terrible adventures of the brothers Davies in the summer of 1901. Peter, though only four, was named on the front cover as its author.

Many of the scenes enacted over the years at Black Lake Cottage were incorporated into Peter Pan, which was first staged in 1904. ‘The play of Peter,’ wrote Barrie in the Dedication to the first published edition, ‘is streaky with you still, though none may see this save ourselves... As for myself, I suppose I always knew that I made Peter Pan by rubbing the five of you violently together, as savages with two sticks produce a flame.’

But in 1906, tragedy struck. The boys’ father, Arthur, contracted cancer of the face and the following year, aged 44, he died a horrible death.

Barrie, by then a very rich man – within two years Peter Pan had grossed over half a million pounds, a fabulous amount in those days – offered to help Sylvia and the boys, and they were housed at 23 Campden Hill Square, with Barrie a frequent visitor.

Then, in 1910, tragedy struck again. Sylvia died, also from cancer, again aged only 44. And Barrie made the boys his own.

But the deaths continued. In 1915, the eldest brother, George, was killed in the First World War in France, and in 1921 Michael drowned – many believed in a suicide pact with another boy. Almost forty years later, Peter committed suicide. Jack endured depression and ill health and died shortly before Peter. By 1960 Nico, the youngest, was the only surviving brother.

When Nico first heard of Peter’s death, he felt comforted that at long last Peter’s ‘cares were over’, for he had been in a terrible state for some time. Nico wrote to Nanny Hodgson the very next day, on 6 April: ‘His health – mental even more than physical I would say – had deteriorated so that he was a real melancholic: he would have lived with hardly a smile.’ He suggested that ‘the 1914 War ditched Peter, really.’ Peter had joined up at 17 in 1914, poised between Eton and Cambridge. Barrie’s official biographer, Denis Mackail,3 wrote that on Peter’s demobilisation in February 1919, ‘what was left of him was for a long time little more than a ghost’.

But even in letters to Barrie from the Front, Peter comes across as unemotional, stable, composed, intelligent. According to Nico he was the ‘least athletic’ of the brothers, and in Nanny’s eyes, ‘the delicate one’, but he was bright, the only scholar among the Davies boys. He emerged from the war a gentleman, reserved certainly but standing tall, with an independent streak and a very attractive self-possession, something of a loner, but quite the urbane Londoner, with plenty of friends; and, as Nico conceded, he was ‘a superbly witty and funny talker – few days now go by without either Mary [Nico’s wife] or I remembering some wonderfully funny remark of Peter’s.’

In 1917, while back in England on leave, Peter had fallen in love with a woman much older than himself, Vera Willoughby. After the war he and Vera lived together, a unit independent of Barrie, who disapproved. Defying Uncle Jim was not the action of a man unable to cope with his own life.

Six years later, the affair over, Peter was tempted back into the fold by a plan to set him up as a publisher. Barrie organised and paid for Peter’s training, first with Walter Blaikie in Edinburgh and then in London with his publisher, Hodder and Stoughton, before setting him up with an imprint of his own, Peter Davies Ltd.

Thereafter, over a period of three decades, largely through his own personality and acumen, as well as the efforts of employees including Nico, who worked for the firm as an editor, Peter made it a success, respected throughout the industry. In fact, Peter Davies Ltd still existed in the 1970s as part of Sir Sidney Bernstein’s Granada Publishing Group. Does this sound like the career of a man who was ‘ditched by the War’?

Another line of enquiry into the suicide is triggered by a remark made by Peter’s secretary at the Queen Street, Mayfair, offices of Peter Davies Ltd.4 She said: ‘He didn’t care for the suggestion that he was Peter Pan.’

Peter was seven in 1904 when Peter Pan first opened at the Duke of York’s Theatre in London’s West End. Fairies were all the rage, thanks to actor/writer Seymour Hicks’s huge Christmas hit, Bluebell in Fairyland, in which Hicks and his actress wife, Ellaline (Ella) Terriss, starred, and which ran at the Vaudeville for some 300 performances from 1901.

Bluebell in Fairyland took London’s children by storm, and the Davies boys were no exception. Barrie took them to see it and re-enacted bits of it with them in the nursery at home, taking the role of the terrifying ‘Sleepy King’ to overwhelming effect. It was always their number one favourite play, even after Peter Pan came out. When it was revived in December 1905, Barrie wrote to Ella Terriss: ‘I was talking about Peter [Pan] to the little boys the other day & in the middle of my remarks one of them said “Is it true that Bluebell is coming back?” You will see us all there.’5

Hicks and his wife were huge celebrities to thousands of children at that time. They had long been friends of Barrie. Hicks had played opposite Barrie’s wife Mary Ansell in Barrie’s first play, Walker, London, ten years earlier, and he had been earmarked for Captain Hook in Peter Pan, and Ella for Wendy, but they had pulled out when Ella became pregnant.

These celebrities were a significant part of the boys’ lives. In October 1903, when Ella had to call off a date with them to watch a performance of Barrie’s hit play Quality Street, George, Jack and Peter were so fed up that Barrie had to occupy them in the theatre by paying them twopence every time the audience laughed. The play passed them by. ‘They were mostly occupied in counting the laughs,’ he lamented.

Living such a life, with one foot behind stage as it were, the boys were no doubt the envy of their friends at school. And one can easily imagine that Peter was ragged for having the same name as Peter Pan, and that his embarrassment deepened when it became known that the play was based on adventures he and his brothers had had with J. M. Barrie.

But why did it rankle for so long? It was in the late 1940s that Peter wrote:


	What’s in a name! My God what isn’t? If that perennially juvenile lead, if that boy so fatally committed to an arrestation of his development, had only been dubbed George, or Jack, or Michael, or Nicholas, what miseries would have been spared me!6



Peter’s eldest son Ruthven (known as Rivvy and in his twenty-seventh year at Peter’s death) believed he had the answer:


	From the moment I was old enough I was aware that my father had been exploited by Barrie and was very bitter... He didn’t really like him. He resented the fact that he wasn’t well off and that Barrie had to support him. But when he was cut out of the will, he was livid and tremendously disappointed... and he started drinking heavily. My first memory of my father was with a gin bottle tipped up at his mouth. He was virtually a down-and-out by the time he died... My father hoped to inherit Barrie’s money but at the last minute he changed his will. Our lifestyle was reasonable until then.7



Barrie died in 1937, and there is no doubt that Peter did have money worries, but the only recorded threat to the family’s relatively comfortable lifestyle came in 1953, when there was some difficulty in paying school fees. Peter wrote to Nanny: ‘We are so hard up that I can’t do anything to amuse the boys in their holidays, and we have got to leave our pleasant home near Eton for something cheaper!’ Peter did indeed move house, but there was no danger of bankruptcy. We know from Nico that in 1954 Peter Davies Ltd, which Peter had by that time sold for a tidy sum to a bigger publisher, William Heinemann, was in ‘quite a healthy state of affairs’. What’s more, Peter was kept on by Heinemann as chairman, and all the time his family was growing up and becoming less of a financial burden. Also, Cadogan Court SW3 was not an address that suggested poverty.

However, poverty is a relative term, and it is true that Peter did feel he had lost out in Barrie’s will. Peter Pan had made Barrie fabulously wealthy, and although he cared little for money and gave much of his wealth away, there was still a net amount in the pot at his death – after £40,475 had been paid as duty – of £167,694 16s. 7d.

Out of that, Peter was left the second largest legacy – £6,000 – still a decent sum in 1937. But he had always expected that as the family publisher he would husband the artistic rights in Barrie’s works after his death, and he was tricked out of them at the eleventh hour by Lady Cynthia Asquith, daughter-in-law of the Liberal Prime Minister. Barrie’s secretary for the last twenty years of his life, she was a woman who looked after her own interests as a priority, and one of very few people who ever got the better of him.

Barrie had excellent relations with his doctor and had been on daily doses of heroin for some time before his death. The narcotic, originally prescribed to help him sleep, was soon being taken for the dramatic rush it gave him. Cynthia described Barrie as in ‘a state of ecstasy and inspiration’ while under the influence of it.

According to Nico, it was in a heroin-induced stupor that he finally yielded to Cynthia’s representations that he should sign a new will, leaving her £30,000 and all the rights in his plays and books (other than Peter Pan, already the property of the Great Ormond Street Hospital for Sick Children). Peter had been present in the room when the fatal dose was administered at Cynthia’s suggestion. ‘When Uncle Jim got really ill,’ Nico told Andrew Birkin, ‘and was not expected to last the night, Peter made the Greatest Mistake of his Life and telephoned [Cynthia] down in Devon or Cornwall. She hired a car and motored through the night. Meanwhile, Peter, I and General Freyberg [a war hero and loyal friend of Barrie] went on watch – 8 to 12, 12 to 4, 4 to 8 am – each of us expecting to see JMB die. Cynthia arrived towards the end of Bernard Freyberg’s watch... still alive... got hold of surgeon Horder and solicitor Poole with the will... Horder gave an injection, and sufficient energy was pumped into Uncle Jim so that he could put his name to the will that Poole laid before him.

‘When Peter and I... were cut out from the will* we talked and thought and eventually went to consult a leading solicitor, Theodore Goddard. What did he advise? If, he said, we would get 1. Freyberg to state in Court how unconscious JMB was etc etc, and 2. Frank Thurston† to agree with the repeated manoeuvres of Cynthia [what Nico referred to as Cynthia ‘crying her woes: talking of her oldest (dotty) son and her poverty etc etc etc’] then we couldn’t fail – in his opinion – to win the case. We did get Bernard and Frank to say they would back us up; but then we each thought how horrid the whole thing was going to be, and we decided not to sue.’8

Peter’s feud with Cynthia continued and was well known to the family. As fate would have it, the antagonists died within a few days of one another, Cynthia on the Thursday before Peter. But he had long given up the fight for control of the Barrie Estate, and was indeed on the point of retirement. Barrie’s will had been published twenty-three years before Peter stepped under the train at Sloane Square. It would surely not, on its own, have driven him to take his life. In any case, Peter had no reason to feel that Barrie had exploited him financially. On the contrary, from 1910 Barrie generously financed Peter’s upbringing, including his schooling at Eton, and he founded the publishing firm of Peter Davies Ltd for him. If Peter continued to agonise over Barrie’s will, Cynthia was to blame, not Barrie, and her all too human greed was surely not enough to persuade a man like Peter to commit suicide.

Neither the legacy of the Great War nor the association with Peter Pan nor Cynthia’s actions were sufficient alone to topple Peter into depression. Stronger by far was the shock of investigating his family background, a project which had obsessed him for fifteen years before his death. After the Second World War, Peter began to research and write a family history, making use of the thousands of letters he had inherited from Barrie, along with ‘pencilled notes of conversations’ with Arthur who had been unable to talk after an operation to remove his upper jaw. A six-part history, not for publication, was originally envisaged and in 1946, to extend his primary source material, Peter began consulting family friends and personal witnesses, including Nanny Hodgson.

The first part, dealing with the coming together of his father and mother, had gone well, a snapshot of late Victorian grace, charm and dignity; but, wrote Peter to Nanny, ‘The entry on the scene of JMB introduces a strange and unavoidably controversial element into this compilation.’

That this was understatement was clear by December 1946, when Peter was admitting to Nanny that his work on it was ‘melancholy and sad enough’, and by April 1949: ‘Alas, the more one learns of those sad days, the sadder the tale becomes.’ So depressed did the research make him that he took to calling the history The Morgue, and eventually had to bring it to an early end.

One of the questions that first troubled Peter, who had with equanimity published the ‘lives’ of so many other people, concerned Arthur’s apparent reluctance when Sylvia welcomed Barrie into their lives, and almost daily into their home when Arthur was out at work.

Peter was shocked for example to discover that his mother and father had begun to take separate holidays only a few years into their marriage.

‘It was, I think, during the Easter holidays of this year [1905, when Peter was 8] that S. [Sylvia] with Jack and Michael went to Normandy with JMB and Mary B [Barrie’s wife], while G [George] and I went with A [Arthur] to Kirkby. It has always seemed to me, looking back, that this arrangement can hardly have been come to without a good deal of argument and protest... I have no letters referring to the episode.’

On 25 November 1946, Peter wrote to Nanny: ‘I am going to ask you one or two questions which you may not care to answer. If you don’t want to, that’s all right of course. If you find you can, I shall be grateful to you.’ Beneath each of the questions he asked Nanny, Peter wrote the word ‘Answer’ and left a space for her to fill in her response.

There was no love lost between Barrie and Nanny Hodgson, who resented his intrusion on her territory and disliked what she regarded as his subversive way with the boys. Barrie admitted there were ‘many coldnesses and even bickerings between us... We were rivals.’* Still fiercely loyal to her employers forty years after their deaths, and still protective towards Peter, her answers are nevertheless fair – even diplomatic. But the truth shines through.


	Q. Did JMB’s entry into the scheme of things occasionally cause ill-feeling or quarrelling between father and mother?

	A. What was of value to the One had little or no value to the Other.



On the question of whether there was argument over Sylvia going with Barrie to France, she wrote:


	A. Any difference of opinion was never ‘Public Property’ – in the House... Your father was always more than willing where your mother’s happiness was concerned. [On the other hand] the Barries were overwhelming (and found your Mother’s help – grace – & beauty a great asset in meeting the right people etc). . .



For the first time Peter had to entertain the possibility that Barrie had been a divisive force in his family, that he had come between his father and mother.


	Q. It is clear enough that father didn’t like [Barrie], at any rate in the early stages. Would you say that father nevertheless became much fonder of him towards the end [i.e. on his deathbed], and was much comforted, in his last months, by the thought that JMB’s money would be there to help mother and all of us after his death?



Nanny’s answer was unequivocal.


	A. Your father acquiesced to the inevitable with astonishing Grace and Fortitude – it would help your mother – & further than that he never desired. Nor was able to go. [Her emphasis].



Peter began to confront the picture of a wife colluding with a third party (Barrie) in the emasculation of a husband. The picture threatening to emerge was that Barrie had insinuated his way into the family against Arthur’s wishes, that Sylvia had encouraged him and that, on account of his love for Sylvia, Arthur had bottled up his resentment, before, in 1906, it had found physical expression in the deadly sarcoma on his mouth and jaw.

Peter learned from other letters that ‘a state of tension’ existed between Sylvia and her elder sister, Beatrice, known as Trixy, who became exasperated by Sylvia’s insensitivity to Arthur’s feelings about her friendship with Barrie.

He began to question his own memory of his mother. What was true and what had become confused with photographs and hearsay? In desperation he found solace in the reminiscence of others of both sexes on whom Sylvia had left the indelible impression ‘of something rarer than mere charm, and deeper than mere beauty’.


	Crompton Llewelyn Davies [Arthur’s brother], most unemotional of men and as a rule pretty reticent, once, shortly before his death, tried to talk about her to P and me; and it was as if he spoke of a being of more than earthly loveliness. He broke down and had to stop, though not before he had brought the tears to the eyes of both his listeners. This was more than 20 years after Sylvia’s death.9



In the summer of 1946, Peter decided to take his sons Rivvy and George to stay with his elder brother Jack, partly for a holiday, partly to get Jack’s views about The Morgue.

Jack, who had risen to Commander in the British Navy, lived with his wife Gerrie in a cottage called Pilchard’s Corner, at Port Gaverne, St Endellion, in north Cornwall. He had been the adventurous one of Sylvia’s boys, athletic, devastatingly attractive and, in Nico’s memory, ‘a womaniser. He used to take me to such places as The Palace Theatre and thrill me to the quick at his getting glorious smiles from the chorus girls.’

Their cousin Daphne du Maurier, daughter of Sylvia’s brother Gerald, had a particular fix on Jack as a result of a shared family holiday at Slyfield House, near Stoke d’Abernon in Surrey. Jack could climb nearly to the top of the great cedar tree on the lawn and she was in awe of him: ‘Had I known, at the age of five, six, seven, how the Greeks felt about their Olympian gods,’ she recalled, ‘I would have shared their sentiments.’10

Jack was obviously a sensitive boy as well as athletic and good looking, perhaps more sensitive at root than any of his brothers. When he was 12 Arthur told him he had cancer. ‘I remember very clearly indeed father walking me up and down the right hand (looking up the garden) path & telling me more or less what he was in for,’ he told Peter. ‘He drove me to tears – an easy matter! And he could talk perfectly clearly, so presumably it was at the latest before the big operation . . .’11

This attractive combination of adventurousness and sensitivity made Jack a favourite of Sylvia, more or less equally with No. 4 son, Michael, the most beautiful of her boys. Jack had adored his mother and, as Peter wrote, ‘loved and worshipped his father’, but he had a changeable and susceptible temperament, for which Nanny said Sylvia had had to ‘make allowances’.

When Peter went to Pilchard’s Corner to talk to him about The Morgue, things did not go well. ‘We began squabbling in next to no time,’ he wrote to Nanny.

Jack was not against the idea of the family history in principle. Indeed dialogue with Peter continued, and they found some interesting, if rather disconcerting, common ground while talking about childhood. In April 1949, Peter wrote again to Nanny, saying, ‘Jack and I, while not very closely resembling each other in general, are both “clouded over a good deal and among those whom melancholy has marked their own.” I am dimly aware of a great many “complexes” in myself, which are traceable to 1907–1910 . . .’

With Uncle Jim, the five brothers had ‘lived in the boy world to the exclusion of any other’, said Peter, which meant that they ‘were little troubled’ by the loss of both their parents. All that was remembered were the games they played, the fly fishing (their favourite pastime with Jim), the holidays in Scotland, everything a beautiful fantasy beyond which neither boy could gain access, even though by then Jack had been 16 and Peter 13.

Peter wrote to Nanny in December 1946, ‘I have been a little surprised, and rather disgusted too, to find, on the evidence of old letters and the memories they recall, how little I can have felt at the time, thanks to dwelling in the selfish and separate world of childhood.’

In January 1950 Peter sent Jack the first instalment of The Morgue, and Jack surprised him with the strength of his feelings about it. Going straight to the heart of the matter – the Barrie-Arthur-Sylvia triangle – he wrote that


	it is to me so important that I wonder if you could mention my disagreement somewhere, as there are to be several copies. I couldn’t at all agree that father did anything but most cordially dislike the bart [the boys’ nickname for Barrie after he accepted a baronetcy in 1913]. I felt again & again that [their father Arthur’s] remarks & letters simply blazoned the fact that he was doing all he could poor man to put up a smoke screen & leave Mother a little less sad & try & show her he didn’t grudge the bart being hale & hearty & rich enough to take over the business. I realised of course that I might too easily be biased, so I asked Gerrie, & she agreed with me. I’ve no doubt at all father was thankful, but he was a proud man, & it must have been extraordinarily bitter for him. And altogether too soft and saint-like to like the little man as well... I’d be grateful... if some small sign of my disagreement could go in.12



As to the question of their mother’s character and whether she had colluded with Barrie in a situation that had deeply wounded their father, the line Jack took was that the family had never been Sylvia’s first priority anyway after Barrie arrived: ‘If one of the boys was ill, it was never Sylvia who held their heads or took their temperatures – it was always Arthur who did that kind of thing.’ After Uncle Jim made the boys famous, Jack wrote, ‘she wore her children as other women wear pearls or fox-furs’.

Given Peter’s statement that Jack was, like himself, ‘clouded over’ about their childhood, one has to wonder whether the forceful hand of Jack’s wife Gerrie could be seen in his so certain response. When Andrew Birkin interviewed her twenty-five years later, she made a point of insisting that no one in her family had ever fallen under Barrie’s influence.

Birkin asked whether she had ever watched Barrie captivate a child. ‘Yes, he tried to captivate Timothy and Jane [Jack and Gerrie’s children],’ Gerrie replied. ‘He completely failed, particularly with Jane.’

‘How did he set about it? He had a rather special way, didn’t he?’

‘He had a rather special way, but it didn’t rub off on Jane. I suppose he was trying to tell her stories, I don’t know. But I do know that as far as she was concerned he cut no ice at all. I think he would go to her because she was younger and more impressionable, more likely to be captivated, but it didn’t work at all.’

Again, she was absolutely insistent that ‘Nothing of Barrie’s personality rubbed off on Jack at all. They were poles apart.’ In her own mind Gerrie had cleansed her family of Barrie, and cleansing, she clearly felt, had been needed. It was an act which she saw as supportive of her husband.

Holed up with Jack in their isolated cottage in north Cornwall, Gerrie convinced herself that she had eradicated the ‘curse’ of their association with Barrie. Even their daughter, baptised Sylvia in 1924, was re-named Jane, emphatically distancing the family unit from the woman who had welcomed Barrie in. Then, in the 1970s, Gerrie introduced a competitive edge with Peggy, calling Peter’s wife ‘hopeless... useless, poor darling’ – the implication being that she failed where Gerrie succeeded, which was why Peter and not Jack had committed suicide.

Lady Jane Barran, daughter of Peggy’s prettier twin sister Alison, confirms that Peggy was ‘difficult’, but Gerrie was no more successful ultimately than she. For during the 1950s, in parallel with Peter, Jack descended into a deep depression. Cousin Daphne visited him at Pilchard’s Corner in February 1959 and was shocked at what she found, writing to Oriel Malet* that she ‘called on a cousin of mine – one of the “Peter Pan” boys, now sixty-five – and I became very depressed, at him and his brusque wife, living in a dreary little house with an east wind biting at them. I thought back to being there, when he was a midshipman and very menacing, and brought me back a balloon, and jigged me up and down, and was very gay and entertaining... and now he is that grousing, grey-haired man.’

Jack died the following September, seven months before Peter walked under a train. His creeping emotional and mental trauma, and parallel physical disintegration, replicated Peter’s physical and mental decline almost exactly.

None of it made sense. Why should either of the brothers become so deeply depressed in later life? And what hold had Barrie over Sylvia to change her so?

It is possible that Sylvia was blinded by love for the interloper, and didn’t care if she made her husband unhappy. But there is no evidence that she loved Barrie. On the contrary, all the evidence suggests that she loved Arthur deeply up to and beyond his death in 1907. They continued to conceive children long after Barrie entered the scene. Both so beautiful and in love in 1892 when they married, Sylvia and Arthur had seemed the embodiment of the romantic ideal. That both should die young had been a tragedy that went beyond their individual loss.

So, how had Barrie’s intervention in their lives brought Sylvia to such self-centredness that she could persecute her husband, and turn to wearing her children ‘as other women wear pearls or fox-furs’? And what was Barrie’s hold over the boys that half a century later they were still ‘clouded over’ about what went on?

After Barrie’s death in 1937, Peter commissioned Denis Mackail to write the official biography, The Story of J.M.B. Mackail is supposed to have written it as therapy following a nervous breakdown, not perhaps the wisest prescription, but Mackail – a novelist and short story writer – had been an obvious choice. His mother Margaret was the daughter of Edward Burne-Jones, the Pre-Raphaelite artist and pupil of Rossetti, one of the artistic set in which Sylvia’s father, George du Maurier, moved. Mackail also had the advantage of personal acquaintance with Barrie, Sylvia and the boys, even at one stage playing for Barrie’s cricket team. His one problem was Lady Cynthia, who kept an eagle eye on everything he wrote, dramatically slashing whole pages with a blue pencil when it looked as if he might be damaging Barrie’s reputation.

In the end, Peter declared that Mackail had made a ‘searching and efficient’ job of it, and his jaunty style, a response to the Asquith pressure, enabled him to get away with a great deal. Nevertheless, one reader was less than satisfied – Barrie’s wife. Mary Ansell took issue over remarks that made her out to have been the daughter of a seaside landlady and, more intriguingly, over Mackail’s failure to tackle head on Barrie’s sexuality and his relationship with the boys. She wrote to Peter:


	J.M.’s tragedy was that he knew that as a man he was a failure and that love in its fullest sense could never be felt by him or experienced, and it was this knowledge that led to his sentimental philanderings. One could almost hear him, like Peter Pan, crowing triumphantly, but his heart was sick all the time. There was so much tragedy in his life that Mr Mackail has ignored – tragedy not to be treated humorously or lightly. Mr Mackail has a passion for the word ‘little’, and after a time it becomes boring. I would suggest that it should be placed on the title page and left there.13



Mary Ansell was suggesting that Barrie was impotent with women and that his relationship with the boys – his ‘sentimental philanderings’ – had been a form of compensation, an astonishingly frank allegation from someone who, according to Mackail, ‘had refused to cooperate with the writing of the biography in any way, on the grounds that “Barrie would not have wished any biography to be written at all.”’

Mary Ansell would have been aware of Barrie’s curse – ‘May God blast any one who writes a biography of me’ – and had certainly known him well enough to believe that he was unlikely to conspire with God in any matter, but might yet call on powers from darker quarters.

Gossip and sexual innuendo about Barrie and the boys had been rife. A friend of Peter’s had been at a literary cocktail party where (‘as so often’) the talk had got on to homosexuality among authors:


	‘Anyone in particular?’ she asked.

	‘Well, think of Barrie!’

	‘Good Lord, surely not J. M. Barrie?’

	‘Heavens, yes! Don’t you know about him and his five wards?’14



Nico had not been impressed by this anecdote.


All I can say is that I, who lived with him off and on for more than 20 years: who lived alone with him in his flat for five of these years: never heard one word or saw one glimmer of anything approaching homosexuality or paedophiliacy [sic] – had he had either of these leanings in however slight a symptom I would have been aware. He was an innocent – which is why he could write Peter Pan!



Nico had been born too late to participate in the Peter Pan years – the play had not been made ‘streaky’ with the youngest of the Davies boys. He had been too young to appreciate much about Barrie’s relationship with Sylvia, but at least he was not ‘clouded over’ like Peter and Jack, and was clear that he himself had not been interfered with by Uncle Jim.

He was, however, aware that Barrie had a special interest in two of his brothers. ‘In due course, we all knew that George and Michael were “The Ones”,’ he wrote to Andrew Birkin, but he could not say that Uncle Jim was sexually abusing them. ‘I haven’t the skill – or gift, or whatever – to judge your comment about JMB being “in love” with George and Michael. Roughly, yes – I would agree: he was in love with each of them, as he was in love with my mother [Sylvia]... For myself, Peter and Jack at our different times different again – nearer to normal deep affection.’

It was possible for Barrie to have sexually abused George, Jack and Peter without Nico being aware of it, as he was ten years younger than George, nine years younger than Jack, and six years younger than Peter. But Nico had lived with Barrie and Michael alone for the last three years of Michael’s short life, and as he was only three years younger than Michael, it has to count for something that he professed himself ‘200% certain there was never a desire [on the part of Uncle Jim] to kiss (other than the cheek!).’ As for Barrie being homosexual, when it came to captivating children, wrote Nico, ‘he had just the same success with girl children and I cannot conceive for a moment that in fact there was an important difference’.15

His comment that Barrie ‘was an innocent – which is why he could write Peter Pan’ is interesting, because there is much to identify Barrie with Peter Pan, perhaps not least that Peter, like Barrie, according to Mary Ansell, did not know what a kiss is. But whether an innocent did write Peter Pan, or indeed The Little White Bird, the book that first introduced Peter Pan to the reading public, is not as clear as might at first seem.

It is a feature of all the so-called fictional works (plays and novels) on which our story turns that they carry a strong autobiographical content. I am not the first to claim this. One of the most interesting books about Barrie, W. A. Darlington’s J. M. Barrie, published a year after his death, in 1938, scores because the author is of Barrie’s era and knows Barrie’s novels, plays and journalism inside out. Darlington was indeed a critic, but he was also the first person to point to the autobiographical nature of Barrie’s work.

As for The Little White Bird, Barrie’s own notes make it clear that David, the leading boy in the ‘novel’, is based on George, who was ten and had been introduced to Kensington Gardens by Barrie just as David is introduced to them by the narrator (‘the Captain’) in the ‘fiction’. So clear is it that the whole book is autobiography that Mackail was able to write without attracting Lady Cynthia’s blue pencil that there was ‘a complete breakdown of any pretence that this was a novel’.

Yet, any such notion is extremely damaging to Barrie. For even convinced Barrie supporters throw their hands in the air when they read his description of the night the Captain spent with young David:


	David and I had a tremendous adventure. It was this – he passed the night with me... at last Mary [his mother, a dead ringer for Sylvia] consented to our having it . . .

	We were both so excited that, at the moment of greeting, neither of us could be apposite to the occasion in words, so we communicated our feelings by signs; as thus: David half sat down in a place where there was no chair, which is his favourite preparation for being emphatic, and is borrowed I think from the frogs, and we then made the extraordinary faces that mean, ‘What a tremendous adventure!’

	. . . Then [soon after half-past six] I placed my hand carelessly on his shoulder, like one a trifle bored by the dull routine of putting my little boys to bed, and conducted him to the night nursery, which had lately been my private chamber. There was an extra bed in it tonight, very near my own, but differently shaped, and scarcely less conspicuous was the new mantelshelf ornament: a tumbler of milk, with a biscuit on top of it, and a chocolate riding on the biscuit. To enter the room without seeing the tumbler at once was impossible. I had tried it several times, and David saw and promptly did his frog business, the while, with an indescribable emotion, I produced a night-light from my pocket and planted it in a saucer on the washstand.

	David watched my preparations with distasteful levity, but anon made a noble amend by abruptly offering me his foot as if he had no longer use for it, and I knew by intuition that he expected me to take off his boots. I took them off with all the coolness of an old hand, and then I placed him on my knee and removed his blouse. This was a delightful experience, but I think I remained wonderfully calm until I came somewhat too suddenly to his little braces, which agitated me profoundly.

	I cannot proceed in public with the disrobing of David.

	Soon the night nursery was in darkness but for the glimmer from the night-light, and very still save when the door creaked as a man peered in at the little figure on the bed. However softly I opened the door, an inch at a time, his bright eyes turned to me at once, and he always made the face which means, ‘What a tremendous adventure.’

	‘Are you never to fall asleep, David?’ I always said.

	‘When are you coming to bed?’ he always replied, very brave but in a whisper, as if he feared the bears and wolves might have him. When little boys are in bed there is nothing between them and bears and wolves but the night-light.

	I returned to my chair to think, and at last he fell asleep with his face to the wall, but even then I stood many times at the door, listening.

	Long after I had gone to bed a sudden silence filled the chamber, and I knew that David had awaked. I lay motionless, and, after what seemed a long time waiting, a little far-away voice said in a cautious whisper, ‘Irene!’* 

	‘You are sleeping with me tonight, you know, David,’ I said.

	‘I didn’t know,’ he replied, a little troubled, but trying not to be a nuisance.

	‘You remember you are with me?’ I asked.

	After a moment’s hesitation he replied, ‘I nearly remember,’ and presently he added very gratefully, as if to some angel who had whispered to him, ‘I remember now.’

	I think he had nigh fallen asleep again when he stirred and said, ‘Is it going on now?’

	‘What?’

	‘The adventure.’

	‘Yes, David.’

	Perhaps this disturbed him, for by and by I had to inquire, ‘You are not frightened, are you?’

	‘I am not frightened now,’ he whispered,

	‘And there is nothing else that you want?’

	‘Is there not?’ he again asked politely. ‘Are you sure there’s not?’ he added.

	‘What can it be, David?’

	‘I don’t take up very much room,’ the far-away voice said.

	‘Why, David,’ said I, sitting up; ‘do you want to come into my bed?’

	‘Mother said I wasn’t to want it unless you wanted it first,’ he squeaked.

	‘It is what I have been wanting all the time,’ said I, and then without more ado the little white figure rose and flung itself at me. For the rest of the night he lay on me and across me, and sometimes his feet were at the bottom of the bed and sometimes on the pillow, but he always retained possession of my finger, and occasionally he woke me to say that he was sleeping with me. I had not a good night. I lay thinking.

	Of this little boy, who, in the midst of his play while I undressed him, had suddenly buried his head on my knee.

	Of the woman who had been for him who could be sufficiently daring.

	Of David’s dripping little form in the bath, and how when I essayed to catch him he had slipped from my arms like a trout.

	Of how I had stood by the open door listening to his sweet breathing, had stood so long that I forgot his name and called him Timothy.



Timothy is the name the Captain gives to the child he longed to have fathered, but for whatever reason could not. Timothy is called upon to effect a technique often used by Barrie – to defuse with sentimentality anything cruel, sadistic or possibly paedophiliac. At the end of the novel Barrie tells us to think of the whole experience as a wonderful expression of thwarted fatherly love. He gives David’s fictional mother Mary the manuscript to read. So, in the novel, Mary is reading the novel she is in. This is Barrie staking a claim to the territory on the borders of illusion and reality that he regarded as exclusively his own. When Mary finishes reading it, he finds her ‘laughing and crying, which was no surprise, for all of us would laugh and cry over a book about such an interesting subject as ourselves; but said she, “How wrong you are in thinking this book is about me and mine, it is really all about Timothy.”’

The Times fell over itself to think what it was told to think: ‘If a book exists which contains more knowledge and more love of children, we do not know it,’ the critic wrote. And one can indeed read Barrie’s story and The Times review in full and feel one has wandered into a production of The Emperor’s New Clothes.* For in The Little White Bird, while there is evidence to suggest that Barrie was sexually aroused by little boys, he is so frank that we find ourselves thinking that if we cannot see his innocence, the problem must be ours, not his. Otherwise, how could he have got away with it?

Many a critic and biographer has come forward to claim that Barrie’s love of small boys was not sexual. Andrew Birkin was so convinced of it that when Alison Lurie wrote an article in the New York Review of Books (6 February 1975), he is supposed to have offered $10,000 to anyone who could prove that Barrie was a paedophile. Safe money, one might say, after more than half a century, and possibly an over-reaction, as Lurie had suggested not sexual abuse but that, as the boys grew older, they had become ‘embarrassed’ by ‘this odd little man who looked like an aged child’.

In 1989, Gerald du Maurier’s biographer, James Harding wrote, ‘Barrie, in the manner of Lewis Carroll and his nude photographs of little girls, was consciously innocent.’16

But how did he know that Barrie’s innocence was conscious? And if he did not know, where does his desire to vindicate or protect Barrie come from?

Harding developed his theme, alluding to many of the issues that concern Barrie’s accusers: ‘His snapshots of the tiny lads frolicking bare-bottomed on the beach, the cowboy and Indian adventures he made up for them, the coy letters he wrote and the amateur dramatics he organised were a means to enjoy the pleasures of fatherhood with none of the pains. In Sylvia du Maurier’s children he discovered an ideal outlet for the frustration which obsessed him.’

One might consider that his phrase ‘consciously innocent’ would not send the British judicial system into meltdown, and that a barrister may yet be found to argue against the notion that it is acceptable to use another person’s family as an outlet for one’s obsessive frustrations.

In the end, even Harding found the scene in the night-nursery a step too far.


	One needs a tough stomach to put up with Barrie in this mood. No writer today would publish such an account without inviting accusations of paedophilia and worse.



There were many letters between Barrie and the boys when they were young. One of the few that survive was written to Michael (3) and Peter (6) in 1903:


	Dear Petermikle, i thank u 2 very much 4 your birth day presents and i have putt your portraitgrafs on mi wall and yourselves in my hart and your honey lower down, i am your friend, J.M.B.



Five years later Barrie wrote to Michael on the eve of his eighth birthday, just as he was becoming ‘The One’:


	I wish I could be with you and your candles. You can look upon me as one of your candles, the one that burns badly, the greasy one, that is, bent in the middle, but still, hurray, I am Michael’s candle. I wish I could see you putting on the Redskin’s clothes for the first time... I am very fond of you, but don’t tell anybody.



Peter was out of the family – at the Front and living with Vera Willoughby – while the relationship between Barrie and Michael had been at its most profound. Michael’s story is desperately tragic. In 1921 when he was only 20 he drowned in Sandford Pool, just outside Oxford, in the arms of his friend, Rupert Buxton. One has to wonder what, in a non-tidal pool, could lead to two fit lads drowning? A man bore witness that the pool had been glassy calm. Suicide was widely suggested. Fellow student Robert Boothby,* a homosexual and friend of both young men, stated categorically that they were not lovers, but that both had had their reasons for suicide.

Michael’s reason was clear to Jack’s wife, Gerrie: ‘It was very bad for Michael to be so much the centre of Barrie’s world.’ Boothby agreed. To him and Gerrie, Michael’s death was definitely suicide, and in the end Nico came round to the same view.

When Peter researched The Morgue he found no fewer than 2,000 letters between Barrie and Michael. The intensity must have come as a shock. Peter destroyed these letters. ‘They were too much,’ was all he said to Nanny.

Letters to George, who earlier had been ‘The One’, were less plentiful, though Barrie corresponded regularly with him when George was serving at the Front during the First World War. The last he wrote is indeed extraordinary – and extraordinarily ironic and tragic, as George was killed shortly afterwards. Having informed George of the death in action of his uncle Guy (Sylvia’s elder brother), he said:


	Of course I don’t need this to bring home to me the danger you are always in more or less, but I do seem to be sadder today than ever, and more and more wishing you were a girl of 21 instead of a boy, so that I could say the things to you that are now always in my heart. For four years I have been waiting for you to become 21 & a little more, so that we could get closer and closer to each other, without any words needed. I don’t have any little iota of desire for you to get military glory. I do not care a farthing for anything of the kind, but I have one passionate desire that we may all be together again once at least. You would not mean a featherweight more to me tho’ you come back a General. I just want yourself. There may be some moments when a knowledge of all you are to me will make you a little more careful, and so I can’t help going on saying these things.

	It was terrible that man being killed next to you, but don’t be afraid to tell me such things. You see it at night I fear with painful vividness. I have lost all sense I ever had of war being glorious, it is just unspeakably monstrous to me now.

	Loving,

	J.M.B.



Barrie revered manly valour and encouraging George not to engage in heroics was, in the context of his peculiar vision of the world, a huge admission of how fiercely he felt for George personally. It could have been written by George’s mother – or by his lover.

That is what Peter concluded, describing Uncle Jim’s feelings for George as ‘a dash of the paternal, a lot of the maternal, and much, too, of the lover – at this stage Sylvia’s lover still imperfectly merged into the lover of her son’. Peter was ‘very British’ and fair as the British system of justice is fair. A man is innocent until proven guilty. Believing this brought him out, at this stage, on Barrie’s side:


	Surely no soldier in France or Flanders ever had more moving words from home than those in this tragic, desperately apprehensive letter... taking all the circumstances into consideration, I think it must be one of the great letters of the world. Its poignancy is so dreadfully enhanced, too, by the realisation that... far, far the most pathetic figure in all the world was the poor little genius who wrote these words.



Peter’s mature comments are not those of someone who felt tarnished or diminished by Barrie’s sexual appetites. The revelation of just how intense was Barrie’s love for the boys, and the discovery that Barrie had opened a rift between his parents, had made Peter, by his own admission, sad and depressed. But, while working on The Morgue, he had other intimations, and that is why, in 1949, he approached his cousin Daphne.

* Andrew Birkin, writer and film-maker, carried out extensive interviews with surviving members of the family. He wrote the script for The Lost Boys (BBC TV, 1978) and published a book with the same title in 1979.

* Barrie’s first ‘collaboration’ with the boys, published in 1902.

* In fact, Nico inherited £3,000, as did the only other surviving brother, Jack.

† Frank Thurston, Barrie’s manservant.

* J. M. Barrie, The Little White Bird (1902), in which Nanny Hodgson is lightly disguised as Nurse Irene.

* The writer Oriel Malet was a close friend of Daphne du Maurier and corresponded with her from 1950. She edited a collection of Daphne’s letters to her – Letters from Menabilly: Portrait of a Friendship – in 19930.

* The name Barrie gives the nanny. In Edwardian times, it was customary for Nanny to sleep in the night nursery with her charges.

* Hans Christian Andersen’s fairy tale in which the people of the Empire refuse to acknowledge the Emperor’s nakedness in the royal parade after they have been convinced by a couple of swindlers, who have made off with the gold cloth out of which they were supposed to make his clothes, that only those with a true aesthetic sense will be able to see them.

* Later the politician Lord Boothby.



CHAPTER TWO

What is the secret?

In April 1949, Peter wrote to Nanny:


	I have some very interesting letters from my du Maurier grandfather when a young man, to his mother. They lead to the conclusion that he changed very much after marriage: and I think that my mother inherited a good deal from him.



What Sylvia had inherited from her father, George du Maurier (always known as Kicky), goes to the very heart of our story. It was for an opinion on it that Peter invited Daphne to come to see him.

Daphne and Peter, who shared this grandfather, had known one another in the old days and on occasion holidayed together. But Daphne was ten years younger than Peter and the age and gender difference meant that they had rarely if ever played together as children. Now, however, Peter identified her as having a particular insight into their grandfather. Two years earlier she had written a biographical Introduction to an omnibus edition of Kicky’s novels, published by Peter’s firm in association with Pilot Press. There was good reason to expect her also to have a view about Barrie. Her father Gerald, Sylvia’s brother and a well-known actor-manager, owed his career in theatre to Barrie, and Barrie was as much ‘Uncle Jim’ to Daphne and her two sisters as he was to the five Llewelyn Davies boys.

From December 1943, Daphne had buried herself in Cornwall, living in her beloved house, Menabilly, a sixteenth-century, seventy-room pile set in magical woodland leading down through a rhododendron-strewn valley to the sea. Her publishers had long ago given up trying to extricate her from Menabilly to promote her novels. But when she received Peter’s call she took it very seriously indeed. First reference to their revitalised relationship appears in a letter Nico wrote to Nanny Hodgson on 14 October 1950 in which Daphne’s sisters – Jeanne (younger than Daphne by four years) and Angela (older by three) – are also mentioned. ‘Jeanne du Maurier has her first exhibition of pictures in London next week. Angela I see a good deal of as we publish her. Her autobiography – Only the Sister – comes next year. I’m correcting it now! No great literature but great fun! Daphne the really successful one is still published by Gollancz tho’ she is doing an excellent preface for us for a marvellous book of Grandfather’s letters... which we publish next Spring. Peter deals with Daphne . . .’

Reading Kicky’s letters had led to a commission from Peter for Daphne to write not, in fact, a preface, but a lengthy Introduction to an edition entitled The Young George du Maurier: A Selection of his Letters, 1860–1861, which Peter published in 1951.

Given that George du Maurier, though famous in his day as an illustrator on Punch and the author of the international bestseller Trilby (1894), meant precious little to readers in 1951, a selection of his letters (let alone a selection restricted to seven years of his life) would seem on the face of it to be a rather risky project. Peter and Daphne did not see it as such, however, and today their decision is at last justified. For The Young George du Maurier represents an important source of the truth about Barrie. It is one of a series of literary clues, or stepping-stones, that Daphne saw fit to leave in her work for future generations to follow – a key piece of the jigsaw that presents a completely new picture of Kicky, Barrie and Daphne and brings new significance to the three fictional characters with which we associate them – Svengali, Peter Pan and Rebecca. Along the way, the completed jigsaw also explains why Peter Llewelyn Davies committed suicide in 1960; and why Michael died in a suicide pact in 1921; and why Peter, Jack and Daphne herself suffered nervous breakdowns in the late 1950s.

Judith Cook, who knew Daphne in the 1960s, wrote that Daphne and Peter became ‘special friends as well as cousins and he was one of the few people with whom she could happily talk for hours’.1 This was no mere editor-author relationship, or polite huddle of first cousins. ‘Daphne got to know Peter very well in his later years,’ Nico confirmed in 1976.2 They became absorbed in each other’s company, she as preoccupied with the family history as he.

‘We never discussed the world of today,’ Daphne wrote after Peter’s death, ‘only the past. Always the past . . .’ Their meetings initially took place in the Grill Room at the Café Royal in Regent Street, but they could never have sustained the relationship over a decade had Daphne not also had her London base.

Daphne’s London apartment was on the sixth floor of Whitelands, a block at the convergence of King’s Road with Cheltenham Terrace, round the corner from Peter and Peggy’s flat at Cadogan Court. Daphne’s second daughter Flavia described it as ‘a dreary little flat with squeaky floorboards and no carpets. There were two small bedrooms, a sitting-room, a tiny kitchen and bathroom. It smelt faintly of gas and my father’s eau-de-cologne.’3It was not the kind of place that would attract Daphne away from her beloved Menabilly, unless there was good reason. Originally the flat had been leased as the weekday base of her husband, known as Tommy, who, after demobilisation in 1947, served the Royal household.* Daphne was ‘anxious to support him in his new job, [and] went up to London more frequently to attend royal functions and other social events’.

In 1949, Daphne had a play running in the West End, September Tide, and she was seeing a great deal of its starring actress, Gertrude Lawrence. From the early 1950s, being in London became even easier. Daphne’s elder daughter Tessa flew the nest and was soon to be married, and Flavia and brother Christian (known as Kits) both took up places at boarding-school, Kits following in the footsteps of four of the Llewelyn Davies boys to Eton.

The more Peter and Daphne talked about family, the more family became the focus of Daphne’s work, so that in May 1954 Peter wrote to Nanny, ‘My rich and famous cousin Daphne is having lunch with me today. She has just written a novel about our naughty great-great-grandmother Mary Anne Clarke . . .’† 

Later in the decade, marital problems were further reason for Daphne’s presence in London, and when in July 1957 her husband collapsed and was hospitalised, ‘Daphne put her own wishes aside to be with him in London, and to give him her support.’ She was still writing letters from the King’s Road flat in December that year, and ‘trying hard to establish a new London routes [routine].’4 And when Tommy handed over the reins to his successor at Buckingham Palace in the summer of 1959, returning to live full-time at Menabilly, Daphne began looking to Whitelands as an escape. She understood that Tommy needed her, but also knew she had to get away as often as possible, and fortuitously research for her biography of Branwell Brontë necessitated frequent trips to the British Museum.

So it was that Daphne was in London on and off during the entire decade, the period of Peter’s descent into depression, feeding and being fed by his obsession with Barrie. She knew that Peter had fallen into a melancholia while working on the family history. Seemingly no one interviewed her or asked her why he had committed suicide. And Daphne was elusive and secretive by nature. She told no one what she and Peter had discovered.

The only person she wrote to after Peter died was Nico. In the knowledge that Nico knew nothing of deep significance about Barrie, she tried to settle his mind by suggesting that Cynthia’s death had upset Peter – ‘I would think Cynthia’s very recent demise triggered something off in Peter’s mind, almost an imp who said, “Anything you can do I can do better.” Let them have it out, with Uncle Jim telling them both where he himself got off (and he had plenty of time to find that out) and then to the huge relief of Granny* (who would hate any unpleasantness) both Cynthia and Peter shake hands, everything settled at last, and Cynthia evaporates to her own clan, and Peter rushes to aunt Sylvia’s arms, because really it was about time he did, having regretted them for about 50 years.’5

But the only imp in this story is Barrie, and Daphne’s fantasy of Uncle Jim in Purgatory with Cynthia and Peter was a smokescreen for Nico’s benefit. She knew well enough why Peter had taken his own life, but to speak or ‘write openly about herself, or others, was against her nature’.6 Except, that is, in her fiction.

Had Daphne indeed been interviewed in April 1960, she might for amusement have given her inquisitor a copy of The Breaking Point, which had been published a few months earlier. Having a sense of humour cut with satire, and no respect for people who took things at face value, she would have enjoyed doing that. Although its title begged ominously for association with Peter’s dramatic demise, no one, certainly not Daphne’s publisher, Victor Gollancz, or the press, had suspected that the book, a collection of short stories, might offer a key to the suicide. For the fact is that hardly anyone associated Daphne du Maurier with Peter Llewelyn Davies or Daphne du Maurier with J. M. Barrie, except in passing.

Like Barrie, Daphne used fiction to sort out her emotional life. All her novels and short stories have autobiographical triggers. I am not the first to claim this, and Daphne herself admitted it. Indeed, she depended on the autobiographical trigger to get herself going. Her stories emerged from ‘something observed’, but would only mature, or ‘brew’ as she called the process, if in the hidden places of her mind they attached to something of personal emotional significance. Daphne was no formula writer. ‘Everything I write comes from some sort of emotional inner life,’ she said.7

It was inevitable that her meetings with Peter, which struck at the heart of her emotional life, would yield telling stories. First, in 1952, three years after Daphne’s association with Peter began, she published a collection called The Apple Tree. Her biographer Margaret Forster was struck by the new note they rang: ‘These were strange, morbid stories, in which deep undercurrents of resentment and even hatred revealed far more about Daphne’s inner life than any novel had ever done.’8  All of them, wrote Daphne, ‘have inner significance for problems of that time’.9

Her second collection, The Breaking Point, written after her breakdown and published shortly before Peter’s suicide, is yet more transparent, a chilling reappraisal of the happy legend of Peter Pan trotted out by journalists after Peter’s death. The Barrie figure, often an uncle and readily identifiable as ‘Uncle Jim’ (he is actually named in two stories), is presented as an interloper, a psychological controller, a perpetrator of evil. Malevolence, morbidity and psychological disturbance attend him. Evil is tangible, and invariably he wears a trilby hat. The trilby reference is not lost on those in the know, for Kicky’s novel had given the soft felt hat its name.

Trilby introduced to a mass audience for the first time the notion of the unscrupulous attainment of power by one individual over another by means of hypnosis, the incredible fact that people can be made, even as they know what is going on, to do something they would not otherwise do, and be unable to remember it afterwards. The fictional musician Svengali is the agent of mind control in the novel. Trilby, an artist’s model, is his victim. In Daphne’s stories the trilby hat is the symbol of Svengali’s hypnotic power, its appropriator the personification of pure evil.

In Daphne’s story, ‘Ganymede’, set in Venice, the villain is an uncle who wears ‘a broad-brimmed trilby’ just like Svengali’s. On setting eyes on him, the narrator has a premonition of disaster: ‘The aroma of evil is a deadly thing. It penetrates and stifles, and somehow challenges at the same time. I was afraid.’ He has every reason to be, for Uncle will change his life for ever.

In ‘The Alibi’, the smooth-talking trilby-wearer is middle-aged Fenton, who insinuates himself into the Kaufman family: Anna Kaufman and her young son, Johnnie. Fenton’s excuse is that he is an artist, one ‘Marcus Sims’. He wants to put Anna and Johnnie on canvas, wants to ‘make it streaky’ with them. At every point Anna falls over herself to facilitate his plan – as, in reality, Sylvia apparently helped Barrie – even offering herself to him on a plate: ‘And now, Mr Sims, which would you prefer first? Come to bed, or paint Johnnie?’

Exasperated by her compliance, Fenton excuses himself from having sex with her, pleading impotence, and turns to her son Johnnie instead. Anna ties Johnnie to a chair to keep him steady, and Fenton paints his portrait. As he does so he begins to believe he has a talent and derives ‘a tremendous sense of power’ from capturing both Johnnie and his mother in oils. There is a nasty feeling of the occult, a sense of the Devil about Fenton. What turns Fenton on is ‘the fact that the bulk of a live person... could be transmuted by him upon a blank canvas’. The sense of power he derives from putting them on canvas is more satisfying than sex. In the end, Fenton kills mother and son, and we discover that he wasn’t impotent after all. He is caught disposing of the foetus of his child by Anna in a waste bin.

The references to Barrie putting the Llewelyn Davies family on the ‘canvas’ of Peter Pan are clear enough, but in the lingering morbidity, the callousness of the killings, and the sense that Fenton is drawing on a dark, Mephistophelean power that gives him control over others’ lives, ‘The Alibi’ reaches into the darkest corners of Barrie’s psyche.

In ‘The Menace’, a lighter satire, impotence is again the focus, and Barrie is actually named. The background is the world of films. The talkies are giving way to ‘the feelies’. Audiences will soon be able to measure the potency of their screen idols while watching them on film. But there is a problem for Gigantic Enterprises Ltd. Their number one star, Barry (sic), registers only G on a scale where the high point is A. No matter how sexy his leading lady, nothing can get Barry going. His producer and the star’s posse of male attendants, known as ‘Barry’s boys’, are worried, but they don’t dare ‘let a psychiatrist within a hundred miles of him’. Instead, they take him on a fantastic escapade of sexual titillation and put him on a testosterone-rich diet. But Barry is not turned on and always prefers to eat porridge. Then he meets a childhood friend who shows him photographs of her grandchildren and at last there are stirrings in the undergrowth. Gee-ed up by ‘a snapshot of Pinkie’s second grandson in paddling drawers bending down and patting a sand-castle with a wooden spade . . .’ Barry returns to the set and startles everyone by registering a Force A.

Daphne could well have been looking at the photograph to which this refers. It was once in her possession and is now in the du Maurier archive. Pinkie’s second grandson in paddling drawers is straight out of an album of photographs Barrie took when he turned up at the Davieses’ summer holiday retreat in Rustington-on-Sea in 1899.

In ‘The Blue Lenses’ again Barrie is named, as is his wife. When bandages are removed from Marda West’s eyes after an operation to save her sight, the other people in the nursing home appear to have animal heads instead of their own. It’s funny at first, but then Marda realises that the heads are peculiarly telling of a hidden character. A nurse, who befriended Marda while the bandages were on, and whom Marda has invited to live with her and her husband for the period of her recuperation, turns out to have a serpent’s head. Her name is Nurse Ansel (sic). Snake-in-the-grass Ansel’s friendship with Marda is revealed as a covert means to gain entry to her home in order to pursue an affair with her husband, who is a co-conspirator in the subterfuge. When he arrives in the ward, he has the head of a vulture, a feeder on death, and his name is Jim.

The power of the story is that only Marda can see the heads, only she can see the truth. The weight of this knowledge is shattering because no one believes her. Awakening to truth is the first step to breakdown when no one believes you, when only you can see.

Although she was not thinking of Jim Barrie as the culprit, Margaret Forster wrote perceptively: ‘As an allegory of Daphne’s state of mind this story was painfully clear – she felt betrayed, exploited and, worst of all, fooled.’ It was an allegory of Peter’s state of mind, too, and Daphne recognised it as potentially suicidal.

If, as this and other stories in the collection suggest, Peter’s awakening to Barrie’s betrayal of members of his family was the reason for his suicide, how did Barrie betray them?

‘The Menace’ suggests child abuse. Another story, ‘No Motive’, makes suicide the endgame for child abuse, after something breaks through the mental cloud that has concealed the truth for so long. But there is no reference to Barrie in ‘No Motive’, and sexual abuse is not a major theme of either The Apple Tree or The Breaking Point* On the contrary, sex is sidelined. Time and again these stories suggest that spiritual ecstasy is more intense than sexual orgasm.

After reading ‘Monte Verita’, Daphne’s publisher Victor Gollancz wrote to her: ‘I don’t understand the slight implication that there is something wrong with sex.’ In ‘The Archduchess’, the life of the spirit is brought ‘to such delicacy of interpretation that the coarser methods of so-called love-making are rarely used’, while in ‘Kiss Me Again, Stranger’, physical sex is a cold business between strangers.

From the start, Daphne grasped more keenly than Peter what lay at the bottom of his well of uncertainty about his childhood, and questioned him subtly so that he might find the answers himself. ‘More than once’ she questioned him about Nico,10 pointing to the fact that, unlike Peter and Jack, Nico had apparently escaped the streak of melancholy and depression which haunted the others.

Peter was soon writing to Nanny that Nico’s ‘subconscious doesn’t seem to have been affected, for his disposition and temperament are noticeably, in my opinion, happy and sanguine and optimistic’.

Jack’s wife Gerrie was in agreement: ‘Nico was the odd one out. He was the complete extrovert, completely happy. Nothing has ever gone wrong for him personally. And he still bounces. He is mentally and physically utterly different to all the others.’11

Nico himself recognised how different he was: ‘I was/am just a brother who by the grace of God is more or less normal (or at any rate think I am)... And of course when one – I at any rate – gets on to dreams, one is in a world of lovely non-comprehension.’12

So saying, ironically, Nico put the matter into its proper context: Nico, alone among the brothers, did not participate in the du Maurier world of dreams. Daphne did, always had done. Both she and her grandfather George du Maurier worked within it. They alone of all the family expressed it in their work.

As a young man, ‘Kicky used to feel within himself two persons, the one serious, energetic, full of honest ambition and good purpose; the other a wastrel, reckless and careless, easily driven to the Devil.’13

This last phrase was not hyperbole. Kicky had a talent for hypnosis, which he described as ‘a gift from the Devil’. For years it was a secret known only to the family and friends with whom he practised it. His strait-laced wife Emma Wightwick had objected to it, and he put it behind him when he married her. Kicky changed after marriage, as Peter had written to tell Nanny, adding, ‘Grannie [Emma] seems to me to have been a most excellent and admirable character but comparatively ordinary.’

Emma disapproved and ‘the dreamer vanished’, as Daphne wrote. But the dreamer returned thirty years later to inspire three novels, including Trilby.

Before he died, Kicky prophesied that a girl in the family would carry his gift into the future, and it was to this that Peter alluded when writing to Nanny, ‘I think that my mother [Sylvia] inherited a good deal from him.’

Certainly Sylvia knew all about her father’s secret talent, but Daphne had begun to suspect that Sylvia’s boys had inherited it too, to varying degrees – George and Michael definitely, Peter and Jack less so, Nico not at all.

At Eton, a boy called Roger Senhouse had been immediately struck by the aura around George and Michael, the two boys to whom Barrie was closest. The first time he saw George, ‘standing naked in the shower opposite my room after my first Old Boys match... I shall never forget that Blake-like effulgence,’ he wrote to Nico after Peter’s death. ‘I wanted to extend the Davies family in my mind and those early memories have held an important position in my life.’14

Later, Senhouse became especially close to Michael, ‘I have never again since Michael’s death felt that those astonishing years have been equalled in intensity – the elan vitae in all the phases... I was then in touch with life forces that have since eluded me.’

It has always been assumed that this aura, this Blake-like effulgence around the Llewelyn Davies boys, was inspired by Barrie. But it was, in fact, a du Maurier secret, the very fount of Kicky’s and Daphne’s talent as writers, and the reason why, when Denis Mackail observed Barrie come together with Michael, aged 10, he wrote: ‘He and Barrie draw closer and closer, and perhaps it isn’t always Barrie who leads or steers.’

The du Maurier secret is what drew Barrie in, just as surely as it drew in Roger Senhouse. It was Barrie’s intense desire to share in this secret – to possess it – that drove him to target the Llewelyn Davies boys, and extend his malign power over the whole family.

In ‘The Archduchess’, another of the stories in The Breaking Point, Daphne describes the du Maurier family secret figuratively as delivering the gift of ‘eternal youth’, the Romantic secret of Peter Pan, the boy who would never grow up and therefore retained his intimacy with the supernatural world. Barrie is the disenchanted interloper, maimed by his parents and programmed to maim, and he has come to steal the secret.

* Daphne’s husband was Lieutenant-General Sir Frederick Browning GCVQ, KBE, CB, DSO, wartime commander of Airborne Forces and Chief of Staff to Earl Mountbatten in SEAC. In 1947 he became Comptroller and Treasurer to HRH Princess Elizabeth, and from 1952 Treasurer to the Duke of Edinburgh.

† In the early nineteenth century, Mary Anne Clarke, George du Maurier’s maternal grandmother, was the mistress of the Duke of York. She took the Duke to court for maintenance and struck such a splendid deal that the du Mauriers lived off the settlement into future generations. Daphne’s interest in her family history is also reflected in novels such as The Scapegoat (1957) and The Glass Blowers (1963), both set in the du Maurier heartland of Sarthe in north-west France.

* Emma du Maurier (1843–1914), Peter and Daphne’s grandmother, wife of George (Kicky) du Maurier.

* ‘No Motive’ was in fact withdrawn from The Apple Tree and not published until 1980 in The Rendezvous.
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