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Preface
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Many of us have heard of the disappearance of the Princes in the Tower, but few, if pushed, could give more detail. Yet it remains one of the most intriguing unsolved mysteries of British history. What happened to them? Were they murdered? And if so, by whom? And why?


When I was considering who to focus on for my next historical retelling, Richard III’s dark, enigmatic figure wouldn’t leave me alone. I knew little about this fifteenth-century English king, and what I did know was mostly based on the character of the hunchback who murders his nephews in Shakespeare’s play. But I was also aware of the healthy and growing cohort of people keen to re habilitate his reputation – the Ricardians. And so I began to read up on this intriguing figure, and the various theories on the princes’ disappearance.


I started with an experiment. Without telling them who he was, I sent images of Richard III’s portrait to friends, asking the question, What do you make of that face, that expression? Their answers (haunted; judicial; troubled; tortured; some dark secret in his past …) inspired me to delve deeper into the character of this man, and to explore his relationships, in particular with his wife, Anne Neville, with King Edward IV, and with Elizabeth of York, who, after Richard was killed in battle, went on to marry the man responsible for his death, Henry Tudor (Henry VII).


My developing obsession may have been influenced by the reconstruction of Richard’s skull, created after the discovery of his skeleton in 2012. What a surprise – Richard was a looker! Dare I even say … sexy? And so, I had my main character.


In Notorious, I reimagine the historical figures and events surrounding the Princes’ disappearance in a contemporary setting, and speculate as to who might have been responsible. The historical note at the back gives the facts and context behind the real mystery, and discusses what is fact and what might have been Tudor propaganda – the fake news of its time. To this day, the truth of the matter is unknown, and is still hotly debated.











Cast of Characters


The Snows (House Of York)


EMERALD ‘EMMA’ SNOW
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Elizabeth of York, wife of King Henry VII


Eldest daughter of showbiz royalty. Reporter for the Yorkshire Chronicle. Bookishly beautiful, passionate about the environment. Sees the good in everyone.


TEDDY SNOW
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King Edward IV


Emma’s father. Wildly handsome Oscar-winning actor. Aristocratic background. A libertine; has fathered many children, some of them legitimate.


BELLADONNA ‘BELLE’ SNOW
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Elizabeth Woodville, wife of King Edward IV


Emma’s mother. Singer with folk-rock band Woodville. Ethereal, fertile; an Earth mother. Her flaky persona masks a steely core.







CRYSTAL SNOW
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Cecily of York


Emma’s bubbly younger sister.


PEARL SNOW
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Mary of York


The middle child. A little vague.


ELFRED AND RIVER SNOW
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Edward V and Richard, Duke of York – the Princes in the Tower


Emma’s adorable younger brothers. Fun and feral. Known as Freddie and Riv.


SIR RICHARD SNOW
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Richard, 3rd Duke of York


Emma’s paternal grandfather. Aristocratic and rather buttoned up.







LADY (LILY) SNOW
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Cecily Neville, Duchess of York


Emma’s paternal grandmother. Kind, old-fashioned; always beautifully turned out.


MR AND MRS RIVERS
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Richard Woodville, 1st Earl Rivers, and Jacquetta of Luxembourg


Belle’s working-class parents. Now resident in Spain.


The Theodores (House Of Lancaster)


HENRY THEODORE
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Henry Tudor, King Henry VII


Editor of the Yorkshire Chronicle. Classic if somewhat bland good looks. Smiley, good-natured, Bingley-esque; a sharp business mind. A little tight with money.







LADY MADELINE BEAUREGARD
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Lady Margaret Beaufort


Formidable mother of Henry. An awful snob. Overly ambitious for her only child. Enjoys blood sports, in particular fox hunting.


JASON THEODORE
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Jasper/Edmund Tudor


Henry’s father; a property developer. Ex-husband of Lady Madeline, now married to Emma’s aunt, Kate. Somewhat hen-pecked. Spends much of his time on the continent furthering his business interests.


KATE THEODORE
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Catherine Woodville


Emma’s capable maternal aunt (Belle’s younger sister), married to Jason Theodore.







The Rest


ROWAN BOSWORTH
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King Richard III


Brilliant writer; protégé of Teddy Snow, who mentored him through university and beyond. Dark eyes, dark hair, dark soul; socially awkward. Bullied at school due to teenage-onset scoliosis (curvature of the spine).


NEVILLE WARWICK
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Richard Neville, Earl of Warwick – ‘Warwick the Kingmaker’


Teddy’s flamboyant manager and theatre impresario.


JANE WARWICK
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Cecily Neville, Duchess of Warwick


Wife of Neville. Turns a blind eye to her husband’s sexual adventures.







ABIGAIL WARWICK
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Anne Neville, Queen Anne


Neville and Jane’s daughter. Fragile.


DS SHORE (LIZ)
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Elizabeth Shore, mistress of Edward IV


Detective with North Yorkshire Police; Family Liaison Officer.


ED STUDLEY
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Edmund Dudley, Henry VII’s finance man and administrator*


Hard-nosed reporter on the Yorkshire Chronicle.


* also grandfather of Robert Dudley, favourite of Elizabeth I.


BIRCH
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no historical equivalent


Lady Madeline’s butler. Twinkly.


SUSIE BISHOP
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no historical equivalent


Plain-speaking features editor at the Yorkshire Chronicle.







MR HAWORTH
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no historical equivalent


A bluff Yorkshire farmer. Owns the farm next door to the Bosworths’.


The Animals


GEORGE
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George, Duke of Clarence – brother of Edward IV and Richard III


Rowan’s black Labrador puppy.


GEORGE II


Rowan’s second black Labrador.


TEDDY


Rowan’s third black Labrador.


OWEN


Jason and Kate’s Welsh Corgi.







JACQUETTA
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Jacquetta of Luxembourg, mother of Elizabeth Woodville


Belle Snow’s black cat. Special powers. Possible conduit to the dead.


PERKIN
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Perkin Warbeck, pretender; claimed to be one of the Princes in the Tower


Emma’s ragdoll cat. Doubtful pedigree.


STANLEY
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Thomas Stanley, 1st Earl of Derby


Docile pony from Lady Madeline’s stables.


TUDOR AND JASPER


Horses.


At Middleham


Mr Zwemmer: headmaster


Mr Pickford: Mr Zwemmer’s successor


Meena Desai: pastoral care


Mrs Ollerton: school cook


Miles Portman and Ajay Desai: schoolboys; best friends of Freddie and Riv.














He was close and secret, a deep dissembler, lowly of countenance, arrogant of heart, outwardly companionable where he inwardly hated, not hesitating to kiss whom he thought to kill.


SIR THOMAS MORE (1478–1535)


The History of King Richard III












NOW
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York, September 2012


I am always that girl. The sister of the lost boys.


She saw it in people’s eyes, before they slid away from hers. Poor thing. How awful, the not knowing. After all this time.


Her gaze drifted out of the newsroom window, settling on the towers of York Minster soaring into a leaden sky. The sun, up there somewhere, had only just risen. Emma was first at her desk again, having woken before dawn, her mind churning, needing the distraction of work.


Where are you?


The sound of the lift descending broke her concentration. The moment was gone, her brothers’ sweet faces slipping from her grasp, the echo of their laughter smothered by the hum of the elevator.


Sighing, she reached for her coffee, and noticed her neglected fingernails – different lengths, a couple of them chipped; and she’d been gnawing at the side of her left thumb again. She was losing control of her body, like she seemed to be losing control of her mind.


Her mother wouldn’t be impressed. In spite of what she’d been through these past two years, Belladonna Snow, ethereal lead singer of Woodville, had perfectly maintained, witchy nails, which she used to great effect as she performed: twisting her hands, twirling them above her head, running her long fingers through her waterfall of fair curls.


Emma smiled sadly. We all have our ways of coping with grief.


To look at Belle, you’d think she floated through life making things happen by casting spells. But behind that beautiful, flaky, Bohemian façade was a remarkably resilient woman who’d carried on in the face of unthinkable pain.


While Emma immersed herself in her writing, Belle had channelled her despair into her last album, Missing. The nation had cried along to the haunting lyrics – ‘I dream I find you, then your little hands slip from mine’ – still unable to come to terms with the disappearance of those two beloved little boys, to grasp the tragedy that had befallen Britain’s favourite show-business family.


When our family of seven became a family of six, and then four.


Emma rubbed her temples, feeling the effects of the interrupted sleep, the stress of the past weeks; the growing realisation that everything she’d discovered might be pointing to that very conclusion she’d subconsciously set out to disprove.


Think. Think.


Her vision blurred as she tried to free her mind, let it follow that elusive scent. She could sense the truth – there, in her subconscious, hovering just beyond her grasp. Like a note too high to hear, a colour on the edge of the spectrum.


The lift clunked to a halt. Henry was probably in it. Normally he was first to arrive; this week’s burst of early-birdery was out of character for Emma. But then she wasn’t usually gnawing her fingers with anxiety, either.


She put her coffee down. She shouldn’t be caffeinating herself, tired or not. The last thing she needed was additional jitters.


Not wanting Henry to find her staring into space, she opened the Daily Telegraph, the rustle of the newspaper disturbing the still air of the empty office.




PARALYMPICS IN PICTURES


THE BATTLE FOR HEATHROW





She found what she’d been looking for, a few pages in:




2012 – THE YEAR OUR WEATHER TURNED DANGEROUS





It was under their own reporter’s byline, but they’d credited her: Emma Snow, of the Yorkshire Chronicle … Now all she needed was for Telegraph readers to make the connection between their gas-guzzling four-wheel drives and the fact that Britain’s weather this year had been a new level of terrible. Driest spring, wettest April, floods, more floods …


The double doors to the newsroom swung open, making her jump. Yes, Henry. Editor of the Yorkshire Chronicle, and Emma’s fiancé.


‘You beat me to it again,’ he called, striding towards her desk, which was on the opposite side of the newsroom to his own private office. EDITOR was picked out in gold lettering on his door, a relic from this venerable old newspaper’s past. The building was heritage listed, like most in York’s ancient town centre, and had been beautifully renovated, retaining the exposed stone walls and timber beams. Emma loved the place, loved the job. It was just her personal life causing the sleeplessness.


Still distracted, Emma found herself viewing Henry as if from a distance, as if assessing a stranger. That friendly, open face; that blue-eyed gaze, apt to skewer you, giving the impression he found your views deeply fascinating, even if they were only comments on the weather. It was the secret of his success. People opened up to him, and before they knew it were sharing their best-kept secrets, which his gaze implied he’d take to the grave.


Do I really know this man?


*


‘He’s adorable – such a Bingley,’ Emma’s sister Crystal, a Jane Austen fan, had said, when Emma had first taken Henry home three years ago. ‘I didn’t think it possible a man could be that good-looking and so nice.’


Emma had to admit the comparison with Mr Darcy’s winsome friend was spot on.


‘Also rich,’ Belle had murmured.


‘He must have a dark side,’ said Pearl, the youngest of the three sisters.


‘He’s perhaps a little bland,’ their mother had remarked, crushingly.


Emma was used to the Snow women passing judgement on absolutely everything in her life. The concept of privacy was beyond them.


‘No dark side that I’ve come across,’ Emma had replied. ‘Which is a surprise, considering his mother.’


Henry’s niceness, together with an uncanny nose for a story, was another secret of his success. His skill as an extractor of truths had seen his star quickly rise on the far side of the Pennines, where he’d started on the Lancaster Post, before his mother, the formidable Lady Madeline Beauregard, had bought the failing Yorkshire Chronicle, injected a vast amount of capital to bring the technology and premises up to date, then presented it on a golden platter to her only child. Just as well he was such an affable, likeable man, otherwise his staff, mostly headhunted from successful news organisations, would have loathed him on principle.


Reaching Emma’s desk, Henry leaned down to kiss her. He smelt of the fresh, damp, autumn air beyond the window. She noticed the faded yellow-green remnants of bruising on his cheek, the result of a recent horse-riding accident.


Apparently.


Rowan. His dark image flashed into her head, usurping her ponderings on Henry. Where was he? It was two weeks since she’d seen him, and all her texts and messages remained unanswered.


Emma bit back an impulse to voice her suspicions. That Henry’s bruise and Rowan’s recent disappearance were connected. The office wasn’t the place. She’d tackle him tonight.


‘Yes, I woke up early again,’ she said, thoughtfully tracing the discolouration with her fingertips. She met his eye. ‘Almost gone.’


He frowned, and straightened. ‘You’re not sleeping again? This investigation … ’ His eyes swept over the piles of paper on her desk. ‘You need a break. I was thinking, maybe we should take some time off.’


No way. Not at the moment.


When she didn’t reply, he reached out, stroked her cheek. ‘We could do with a holiday. The staff can manage for a week. How about we slope off to a Greek island? Reckon it’d do you the world of good.’


I couldn’t handle it, being so far away … not knowing where Rowan is, his state of mind.


‘Hm, it would be nice, but I don’t want to lose momentum on the story, now I’m finally getting somewhere.’


He shook his head. ‘You’re too … bogged down. It’s tough on you, with it being personal. Santorini’s lovely in September.’


‘I’ll take a look at my workload.’


‘I’m your editor. I’ll genie-fy it away.’ He smiled his charming smile.


She smiled back. ‘Maybe. Well, I’d better … ’


‘I’ll leave you to it. Google Santorini. You’ll love it.’


She swivelled her chair, tapped the computer space bar. But she wouldn’t be googling Santorini.


The last thing Emma needed was more time alone with Henry. No matter what her feelings were – and at the moment, conflicted didn’t even begin to cover it – what she needed was space. The chance to think.


Time to herself. As she logged on, she reflected that this had been her challenge for as long as she could remember. Growing up, all she’d wanted was time off from her noisy, chaotic, and above all, famous family, and the hangers-on who surrounded them. To be left alone with her books and her writing. But space and anonymity had been elusive.


Emma had hated growing up in public – an acting legend for a father, a rock star for a mother; five blonde-haired, blue-eyed children, like an English version of the Von Trapp family. One Christmas, they’d actually performed ‘So Long, Farewell’ on a Noel Edmonds BBC Christmas Special.


But of course, you don’t know what you’ve got till it’s gone. In what seemed like the blink of an eye, that rowdy, loving family had been shattered forever, its three adorable males spirited away.


She clicked on the opinion piece she needed to finish this morning, on whether the Yorkshire Dales were suffering irreparable damage beneath the boots of a record number of walkers. The cursor blinked on her heading: Loved to Death?


Rowan’s voice in her head: Seriously, Ems? Cliché!


She sighed, her gaze once again drifting out of the window. No matter how hard she tried to lock him out, Rowan was always there.


An hour later, Emma had written only two paragraphs. Henry was right. It was too much, trying to manage her usual features and forge ahead with the investigative piece on her brothers’ disappearance.


And now, Rowan’s, too.


Focus!


She typed: How many is too many? While tourism stakeholders rub their hands in glee, fragile ecosystems are suffering.


Her desk phone rang. She was never going to meet today’s deadline.


It was Henry. ‘Emma, can you come through?’ There was something in his voice.


‘What is it?’


‘Just come through – and close the door behind you.’


Henry was an open-door man.


She looked across the office, and saw him perched on the edge of his desk, waiting for her. He wasn’t looking her way.


Oh god, he’s going to kill the investigation. He’s actually going to kill it.


And for all the wrong reasons.


As she made her way over to his office, Emma was aware of a chill creeping along her veins. No way am I giving up. Not now.


‘Emma,’ he said, as she shut the door. ‘Sit down.’ Frowning, he raked his fingers through his red-blonde hair.


‘What’s going on?’ she said, not sitting down. If she was going to fight her corner, she’d rather be standing.


‘You saw the papers this morning?’


Oh. She let out a breath. He was going to congratulate her on being picked up by the Telegraph.


‘You mean the Telegraph?’


‘The body found in Leicester. Under a car park.’


‘Body?’ she said, stupidly. What did this have to do with anything? Unless …


‘Emma … ’


She sucked in a breath, suddenly petrified by the look on his face.


Oh please god, no. Not Rowan.









THEN









Chapter One
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Thirteen years earlier
Middleham, Yorkshire


Necks were discreetly craned as Belladonna Snow ushered her three daughters into the front row of Middleham College’s ancient, lofty hall.


A whisper from the row behind: ‘Mum, it’s Belle Snow!’


‘Shh! And don’t stare,’ hissed the mother.


At the age of eleven, Emma was used to the glances, the whispers, whenever the Snow family ventured out in public. Which was rarely, as one parent or the other was usually on location, or touring, or starring in a West End run.


So tonight was special. Her father, Oscar-winning actor Teddy Snow, was returning to his alma mater to guest star in this year’s school play, a modern retelling of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. The hall was packed, every last seat taken, parents crowding in at the back. The air was heavy with anticipation (and expensive scents – a Middleham education didn’t come cheap). Acting royalty was in the house.


As they took their seats, Emma’s sister Crystal, two years her junior, flicked back her long blonde hair, wriggled in her seat and sighed. ‘Honestly, it’s like being a Windsor.’ Then she gazed around, a gracious smile on her face.


‘Eyes forward, Crystal,’ said Belle, quietly but firmly, shrugging off her crushed-velvet jacket. She glanced to the side of the hall, and magically a boy in school uniform (optional – Middleham was as liberal as it was expensive) appeared in front of her. ‘Can I take your coat for you, Mrs Snow?’


‘That’s very kind.’


‘Gosh, thanks!’ Reverentially, he laid the jacket across his arm. ‘Can I bring it back to you after?’


‘That would be sweet of you.’


‘What’s a Windsor?’ asked Pearl, sitting between Belle and Crystal. At seven, she was the youngest in the Snow party.


‘That’s the Queen’s surname,’ said Emma. ‘So all her children are Windsors too.’


‘Oh,’ said Pearl, vaguely. ‘I didn’t know they had names like us. Queen Windsor.’


‘No—’ began Crystal.


‘We’ll explain later, darling,’ said Belle. ‘Settle down now.’


On Emma’s left, her father’s manager, Neville Warwick, chuckled. Teddy had invited Uncle Neville (not a real uncle; he was Emma’s godfather) to tonight’s performance.


‘You’re in for a treat like you won’t believe,’ her father had said when they’d popped into his dressing room earlier. He scooped up Pearl and sat her on his knee.


Teddy was prone to exaggerate, as Emma well knew. He was a larger-than-life figure himself, with his resonant, booming voice, his broad shoulders, his handsome, instantly recognisable face.


‘Seriously, Teddy?’ Neville had replied, bushy eyebrows raised. ‘You drag me hundreds of miles to the wilds of – where the actual fuck are we? – Yorkshire, for an am dram? A school dram? I fear your famously green eyes may be somewhat clouded by sentimentality. But still, an evening in the company of floppy-haired schoolboys … I suppose one can’t complain.’ He raised his eyebrows again, in an entirely different way.


‘Stop it, you old ham,’ said Teddy. ‘Just you wait. And don’t swear in front of my girls.’


‘Are we to be treated to Teddy’s Bottom?’ asked Neville, winking at Pearl.


The girls giggled.


‘No, I’m playing Oberon,’ he said. ‘But tonight you won’t be bothering about me.’ He smiled mysteriously.


‘What a divine scent,’ said Belle. She held back her cascade of hair in one hand as she leaned forward, sniffing delicately at a vase of white roses on Teddy’s dressing table.


‘From the cast and crew,’ said Teddy. ‘One of whom is going to blow your socks off, my love. But I’ll say no more for now.’


Emma didn’t really care whether or not this play was worthy of her father’s hype. She was just thrilled her family was enjoying a night out together, like normal people.


The lights dimmed and the noise in the hall died down. Middleham’s tweed-suited headmaster appeared on stage and welcomed everyone. ‘This play might not be what you’re expecting, ladies and gentlemen,’ he said. ‘This is A Midsummer Night’s Dream like you’ve never seen it before. I have a strong hunch Shakespeare would have approved. And so, without further ado … ’


The headmaster was right. And so was Teddy. The production was sensational. Mystical, magical, funky, the language updated to appeal to the teens in the house, while retaining its Shakespearean core. Thanks to Teddy’s involvement, no doubt, the acting was exuberant.


The audience was spellbound. There was no shuffling in seats, no coughing, no whispering or fidgeting.


Emma was riveted by the lyrical dialogue. As a bookworm with writerly pretensions, she appreciated a well-turned phrase, a clever juxtaposition of words.


She’d seen her father perform in various Shakespeare plays, and while she enjoyed them, it was always difficult to follow what was going on, in spite of the summaries he gave her. Shakespeare was hard. This was different. There was no need to concentrate, the words swept Emma along – their rhythm, their poetry, the emotion they conveyed. She found herself holding her breath.


The play concluded with Cobweb and Moss performing one of Woodville’s best-loved songs, ‘Dreams’, in the moonlit green-wood, dry ice swirling around the faeries’ bare feet.


As the curtain fell, the hall was silent for a moment, the air humming with emotion. Belle and Teddy were always talking about that connection with the audience, about moving them, transporting them. Emma now understood – this was what they meant.


Then, the hall erupted into a standing ovation.


‘Well well, Belle,’ said Neville, looking over the girls’ heads to their mother. ‘I’ll eat my feathered cap. A few tweaks and that play’s going straight to the West End. His Majesty’s, perhaps. Produced by yours truly.’


‘Incredible!’ called Belle over the rowdy applause. ‘Did you enjoy it, darlings?’ she asked the girls.


‘Mummy, it was amazing!’ said Crystal. ‘I’m going to be an actress when I grow up.’


‘And I’m going to be the cobwebby fairy!’ said Pearl.


The cast returned to the stage, led by Teddy, who was whipping the audience up, applauding the young actors as they hugged each other.


Finally, after three curtain calls, the commotion died down to the occasional hoot and whistle, and the actors left the stage. Then Teddy reappeared, and the cheering started up again. After an elaborate bow, he held up his hand for silence.


‘Ladies and gentlemen, girls and boys. From your response, I’d guess that you’ve been as astonished by this production of A Midsummer Night’s Dream as I was when I first read the script.’


More cheers.


‘I must confess, when Mr Zwemmer approached me to perform in the school play … ’ he beamed across at the headmaster, ‘I was, shall we say, hesitant.’ He pulled a face. There was a ripple of laughter.


‘But then I read the script.’ He paused for effect, letting his glance fall on random members of the audience. ‘And I can say in all honesty, it was up there with the first time I read Shakespeare’s original version.’


There were gasps. Such praise, from Britain’s most revered stage actor.


‘So it’s high time I introduced you to the genius behind this play – a young man whose name I predict will one day be up there with the likes of Miller, Stoppard, Wilde … ’


Emma didn’t know the names, but Belle said ‘wow’ under her breath, so they must have been good.


‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ said Teddy, looking into the wings. ‘Allow me the enormous pleasure and privilege of introducing you to … Mr Rowan Bosworth.’


As the applause started again, a boy walked onto the stage, his head lowered, staring at the floor. He came to stand next to Teddy. In the front row, Emma had a good view of this genius her father was so clearly smitten with.


Apart from his pale face, everything about him was dark – curly black hair tumbling to his shoulders, coal-dark eyes; black T-shirt, black jeans and boots. Black … bracelets?


As he finally looked up, flicking his hair out of his eyes, she saw … the boy was beautiful. She could hardly tear her eleven-year-old eyes from his arresting face.


But … Emma’s gaze dropped to his shoulders, one of which seemed a little higher than the other. And when she looked some more, it wasn’t the way he was standing, it was just how he was. Kind of … a bit lopsided. Some of it was an illusion created by the boy’s obvious shyness. He looked awkward, embarrassed, as if he’d rather be somewhere else; as if he were turning slightly away from the audience. He probably hated being in the spotlight because of his … whatever it was.


‘Well, I’ll be … ’ said Neville.


Then Teddy put his arm around the boy and gave him a squeeze, and with her father’s big hand splayed across his shoulder, his – Rowan’s – face finally broke into a smile, and he straightened, holding his head high as he took strength from Teddy’s encouragement.


In spite of the difference in their ages, Emma felt an immediate affinity with this unusual boy, whose natural response to attention was, it seemed, much the same as hers. She found herself willing him to look at her as she cheered and clapped. Those words that had touched her so deeply – they’d been written by him.


Teddy spoke in Rowan’s ear, and looked down at his family. Rowan’s glance fell on Belle (of course), who gave him a sweet smile and a wave. He smiled shyly back, then his gaze moved on to Crystal, Pearl, and stopped on Emma. She felt herself blush. Oh – did she have a crush? Her friends at school were always discussing their crushes (mostly the boys in Take That), but the only grown-up man she’d ever found appealing was Mr Darcy in Pride and Prejudice, and he wasn’t real.


But Mr Darcy was dark, very handsome, and quite mysterious, too.


Rowan smiled at her, and Emma quietly gasped. Then Teddy pointed out Neville, and the moment was gone.


As the pair left the stage and the audience rose to leave, Crystal said, ‘Can we go and see Daddy again? And meet his new friend?’


‘No, girls, it’s way past your bedtime,’ said Belle firmly. ‘We have a long drive back to Grandma and Grandpa’s, and I need to get back in case Elfred wakes up.’ The latest addition to the Snow family – a boy, finally! – was six months old.


They were staying at Sandal Manor, Teddy’s parents’ ancient country house an hour or so from the school.


‘Please, Mummy,’ said Emma, quietly. ‘I’d really like to … I want to tell … Rowan how much I loved his play.’


Belle stopped as the boy from earlier came rushing up with her jacket. ‘Thank you so much, that’s lovely of you,’ she said, taking the pen and exercise book he was also holding out, signing her loopy signature.


‘Why don’t you take Crystal and Pearl home,’ said Neville, ‘and Teddy and I will follow on with Emma?’


‘Hm. Okay,’ said Belle. ‘But careful how you go with that boy. I know that look.’ She raised her eyebrows at Neville.


‘Belle, sweetheart. When one is an impresario, one cannot pass over a talent such as has been presented to us tonight. It would be criminal to let it go ignored, un-nurtured. And if I don’t snaffle him, someone else will.’


‘You know what I’m saying,’ Belle answered, giving him a dark look. ‘Keep it professional.’


‘Whatever can she mean?’ Neville said, winking at Emma.


Emma had no idea, though having recently started at Elsyng Girls’ School, where she shared a common room with older girls, she’d begun to look at her parents in a new light. ‘Do you know what an open marriage is?’ a Year Ten had asked her. ‘Cos my mum says your parents do that.’


Rumours about her parents were many and constant, and Emma usually managed to ignore them. But now she was approaching puberty, and learning about all those adult … things, she found herself watching her parents with interest.


An open marriage was probably one where the husband and wife told each other everything. Teddy and Belle loved each other very much, everyone knew that. Theirs was a great British love story. Teddy was from a rich, noble family – his parents, Grandma and Grandpa Snow, were a Sir and a Lady! – and he’d married a girl from the local village, which they hadn’t approved of at all. But now, of course, they loved Belle, probably because she’d given them so many grandchildren.


But that same mean girl who’d told her about the open marriage had also said something very rude about Emma’s father and his leading ladies. Well, if you’re an actor, you have to kiss other women, of course. It made Emma feel horrible inside, seeing him do that in films, but Belle just laughed about it and said there would have been loads of people on the set watching, and a director shouting things like ‘put your hand there’ and ‘turn this way a bit’, so it wouldn’t have been at all romantic. And anyway, her parents had just had another baby so obviously they still loved each other in that way, so why would her dad want anyone else? Especially when Belle was one of the most beautiful women in Britain – the papers were always saying so.


Uncle Neville and Emma made their way to the dressing room, which was actually the headmaster’s study with a special mirror with lights around it, and a dressing screen, brought in for Teddy. A large gold star had been stuck on the door.


Neville knocked and entered, and she followed him in. Teddy was seated in front of the mirror removing his stage make-up; he’d already changed out of his fairy king outfit into a long white robe.


The boy, Rowan, was sitting on the edge of the headmaster’s desk, drinking a can of cola. On his middle finger Emma noticed a chunky silver ring with a boar’s head.


She found herself staring again. She noticed how his black eyebrows turned up slightly at the inner corners. It made him look sad.


‘Ah!’ said Teddy. ‘Rowan – meet my manager, Neville Warwick. And my daughter Emerald, who prefers to be an Emma.’


Neville shook Rowan’s hand, pumping it up and down. ‘Marvellous, marvellous. We need to have a talk, dear boy. How much longer have you at school?’


Emma wanted to talk to Rowan too, to tell him how much she’d loved his clever play. But Neville and Teddy were sucking up all the air, all the space, taking over. As usual. She sat down on the leather sofa and watched, instead.


‘This is my last year,’ said Rowan. He spoke softly, with a Yorkshire accent.


‘And then?’ said Teddy.


‘Uni, if I get in.’ Rowan didn’t look at the men. Instead, he watched his finger as it traced the gold edging on the leather-topped desk. His long hair fell forward, hiding his expression.


‘Which one? And to study what?’ said Neville.


Without looking up, Rowan shrugged, and Emma noticed his uneven shoulders again. ‘Don’t know and don’t know.’


‘Don’t bombard him with questions,’ Teddy said. ‘You’ll scare him off.’


Emma had a strong sense the boy was already looking to escape. The two men could be quite overwhelming.


She cleared her throat, and he glanced over. ‘Your play was fantastic,’ she said, in a voice that came out a lot smaller than she’d intended – although any voice tended to sound small if it followed her father’s. ‘I want to be a writer too. I think it’s amazing that you wrote a Shakespeare play I could understand.’ She felt herself blushing again.


She saw the interest spark in his eyes. He hopped down from the desk and came over, sitting down beside her. ‘Yeah, Shakespeare’s awesome, but it can be a real pain at first. Takes ages to understand it. Don’t give up. Watch some movies, start with the easy ones, like Twelfth Night and As You Like It. Save the biggies, like Hamlet and Richard the Third, for later.’


‘Oh yes, I will,’ she said. ‘Thank you.’


He smiled, and it transformed his face, from dark to light.


‘Rowan,’ said Neville. ‘We need to talk, dear boy. Obviously you should do English or drama at university, and I would very much like to take you under my wing. You can write alongside your studies; Teddy and I will open doors for you – beautiful, gilded, West End ones. Do you have other scripts, treatments, as well as what we witnessed this evening?’


‘No,’ said Rowan. The light had faded. He wasn’t looking thrilled at the prospect of working with Neville. Emma wondered why that was. ‘Just poems,’ he said, head down again, picking at a thread on his jeans. ‘I’m focusing on my A levels now.’


‘Of course,’ said Neville. ‘Perhaps we should speak to your parents about how we might sponsor your studies and lock in optioning rights on your work.’


Emma felt Rowan go still beside her. He didn’t reply. The silence lengthened.


‘Are they here tonight?’ said Neville.


More silence, then, ‘Nope.’ He started picking at his jeans again. Then he suddenly stood up. ‘I’m going now. But thank you for being in my play, Teddy. It was … ’ he took a breath. ‘I’ll never forget it.’


‘And there will be many more!’ announced Neville. ‘Come, be our wunderkind, our protégé. Together we’ll conquer the West End with your Midsummer Night’s Dream and then onward to theatrical legendry.’


‘Goodbye,’ said Rowan. He looked down at Emma and said, ‘Keep writing, girl.’ Then he headed to the door, yanked it open and left, not shutting it behind him.


‘Rather rude?’ said Neville. ‘We just offered him a stellar career on a plate and he walked out.’


‘You blew it,’ said Teddy. ‘Neville, you have to tread carefully with Rowan. He’s a tricky one. There are issues, obviously.’


‘Is there something wrong with his back, Daddy?’ said Emma.


‘Yes, sweetheart. He’s got scoliosis. It’s when the spine doesn’t grow quite straight. Rowan’s isn’t too noticeable, but it would have been hard for him standing there under the spotlight tonight.’


‘Does it hurt?’ said Emma.


‘Not that he’s ever said. But he’s quite sensitive about it; it’s probably why he’s so shy. This school – it’s meant to be inclusive and whatnot, but bullying happens. My guess is it happens to him. Teenagers can be brutal.’


‘I know,’ said Emma, thinking of the comments the girls at school had made about Belle and Teddy. God, your mum’s clothes! Move on from the seventies, why doesn’t she?


‘Poor beautiful boy,’ said Neville.


Yes, poor Rowan. Poor, poor Rowan. So clever, so nice looking, and he’d been lovely to her. But he was bullied for having a not-quite-straight back. And his mum and dad didn’t come to his show.


As they drove home, Emma gazed out of the window into the darkness. She often wished for normal parents, who didn’t attract attention wherever they went. But even though Teddy and Belle were often away, Crystal, Pearl, Emma, and even Elfred, knew they were loved.


No one from Rowan’s family had come to see him. No one. How would that feel, to write something so brilliant, and the only people who told you how great it was were other children’s mums and dads?









Chapter Two
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Glastonbury, summer 2004


‘Far too cute,’ said Rowan, watching Emma’s brothers.


‘Monsters, Inc,’ replied Emma, pulling a face.


The Snows were renting a rambling old manor just outside Glastonbury. Woodville were headlining at the music festival, and Emma’s father was between movies, so they were spending three months in the depths of the Somerset countryside – along with many, many guests, some of whom had also been appearing at the festival.


One was Marty Christian from the band Heat, who, according to Belle, had been the festival’s stand-out act. Marty had been invited for Sunday lunch, and afterwards played a few songs with Elfred and River on the baby grand piano in the music room. Emma was impressed – he was the only grown-up who’d managed to get her brothers to sit still for more than five minutes all week. Discipline was way below self-expression on Belle’s list of childrearing priorities.


Elfred, now five, was on grade 1, and had just played Marty his latest piece.


‘That was great, Freddie!’ the singer said, as the boy finished thumping the keys. (Like Emma, Elfred had ditched his full name as soon as he’d become name-aware.) ‘The best “Mary Had a Little Lamb” I’ve heard in all my life.’


Emma was leaning on the piano watching, along with Rowan. She’d met Neville and Teddy’s protégé again several times over the years. Neville had finally lured him into his fold, and during Rowan’s time at Cambridge he’d made his mark as part of the Footlights team, and at the Edinburgh Fringe, with two productions that had launched his career as a playwright. His success didn’t seem to have changed him; he still avoided the limelight, still dressed in black, still took the time to chat with Emma about her writing. And since Teddy and Neville had become his mentors, that awkward shyness had morphed into quiet self-confidence.


Rowan had been adopted as a baby, Teddy had told Emma on the way home from the play that night. His childhood had been lonely. He’d been brought up on a remote farm on the Yorkshire moors, his only friends the farm dogs. (Emma’s heart had broken a little at that part.) He’d been expected to help out, but, as Rowan had put it, he’d been more of a farm hazard than a farm hand.


Dick Bosworth, his father, was a down-to-earth Yorkshireman who didn’t hold with non-productive occupations like reading, and his mother, Celia, just agreed with everything Dick said. Rowan suspected their happiness at adopting a child had been short-lived, when that baby had turned out to be ‘less than useful’.


But then he’d won a scholarship to Middleham, and the three of them had breathed a collective sigh of relief when the school had offered him board, including holidays if required. By then, the first signs of scoliosis had been making themselves noticed. Celia had made a half-hearted attempt to see if something could be done, but baulked at the thought of helping Rowan through treatment. There was far too much to do on the farm. They simply didn’t have the time to be toing and froing to hospital, miles away.


In Rowan’s second year at Middleham, Dick had suffered a debilitating stroke. The farm had been leased, and the Bosworths had moved south to live with Celia’s sister. Rowan hadn’t seen them since.


‘Very cool, Freddie,’ Rowan said, clapping. He glanced at Emma and smiled, and her heart flipped. ‘How about you, Riv?’ he said. The youngest Snow, aged three, was perched next to Freddie on the piano stool. ‘You got anything for us?’


Riv said, ‘Yes!’ and shoved Freddie, who fell off the stool.


Freddie hopped back on and pushed Riv off.


Emma intervened. Her brothers’ love–hate relationship was hard work.


When they were sitting properly again, Riv played ‘Chopsticks’. Emma smiled – on the rare occasions when they weren’t trashing whichever room they were in, they looked like a pair of cherubs, with their long fair curls and sweet faces.


‘Very good, maestro,’ said Rowan, ruffling Riv’s hair.


‘Well, I can play “The Grand Old Duke of York”!’ said Freddie, loudly.


‘Shit song,’ said Marty. ‘Shall I teach you “Orange”?’ It was Heat’s big summer hit.


Neville Warwick came into the room, pausing theatrically in the doorway. He was wearing a cream-coloured linen suit, and his long silver hair was tied back in a ponytail. ‘Would you look at this room full of such sweet boys,’ he announced. His eyes appraised Marty, swept across Freddie and Riv, then settled on Rowan.


Neville had recently come out as gay, which was probably the least-surprising revelation of the decade. But he and his wife, Jane, were still together – just – and Rowan was now dating their daughter, Abigail. All three Warwicks were here for the weekend.


‘He and Jane will work it out,’ Belle had said airily, when she’d told Emma about Neville’s coming out. ‘Jane must have suspected, when she married him, and they’ve rubbed along all these years.’


Hm. Emma now knew enough about her parents’ marriage to understand where that statement was coming from.


However, Neville and Jane’s marriage problems, and Neville’s ongoing media notoriety – in particular his preference for beautiful men about half his age – had deeply affected their daughter.


‘Poor Abigail,’ Belle had said. ‘She was fragile to start with, always an anxious little thing. I hear she’s … well, she has issues. But it’s lovely that she’s dating dear Rowan.’


Emma agreed. She liked Abigail, who’d always been kind to the Snow children. She wondered what Abigail’s issues were.


Emma went over to the sofa, and Rowan followed, sitting down next to her as the boys watched Marty, entranced.


‘How’s your summer going?’ he asked.


‘Exhausting,’ she said, looking over at her brothers. ‘Mum and Dad said something about the peace and quiet of the English countryside. Maybe it was, until the Snows arrived. And I’m expected to babysit the monsters.’


‘Don’t knock it, Ems. Your family’s awesome. Teddy’s been like a father to me.’ He smiled, and she felt the familiar knotting of her stomach. His black eyelashes were so long – it wasn’t fair.


‘You probably see more of him than I do,’ she said. ‘And even when we’re together, he’s always … ’ In an attempt to hide her crush, which her eyes must surely be betraying, she looked out of the French doors to the terrace, where their guests were gathered … and saw her father’s hand move down from the slim waist of an actress whose name she didn’t know, but who was always in things like Midsomer Murders, to her pert behind. The actress turned slightly to look at him, a small smile on her face.


Rowan had followed her gaze; he noticed Teddy’s hand too, and his eyes moved back to Emma’s.


‘Yeah. He’s really awesome,’ she said, her voice flat.


‘Try not to … ’ Rowan stopped as he noticed Neville’s eyes on him. ‘Fancy a walk?’ he said quietly. ‘You been up the tor yet?’


Her heart lifted. ‘No. I mean yes, I’d like that. Will Abigail come?’


‘She’s having a nap.’


‘Oh, right. I totally get her exhaustion.’


Rowan chuckled and stood up. ‘Your footwear all good for a climb?’


They set off down the lane in companionable silence. The sky was a gentle blue, with the odd puffy cloud aimlessly floating about, and from somewhere high above them the sweet notes of a skylark’s song fell like a benediction. It was the only sound, and Emma breathed deeply, experiencing a burst of pure happiness.


Rowan glanced over at her. ‘Good to have some space?’


‘This is perfect.’


He looked at her some more. ‘Your dad … ’


She could tell he was weighing up whether to broach the subject. ‘I hate him for it,’ she said.


‘Try not to.’ He touched her arm, and a little thrill ran through her. ‘You and me – writers – we try to understand behaviour, right? What motivates people to act in certain ways.’


‘Well – I don’t understand him. They make out they’re this lovey-dovey couple, but everyone knows he’s … he’s not faithful.’


‘It doesn’t mean he doesn’t love Belle, though,’ said Rowan. ‘Humans are complex. Who knows why he feels the need to act that way. Maybe he’s proving something to himself.’


‘How can Mum stand it? She pretends she doesn’t care, but she so does.’


‘You know what though, Ems? She’s the strong one in that relationship.’


They passed through the kissing gate marking the start of the ascent to St Michael’s Tower.


‘Do you know about this place?’ said Rowan, as they stopped for breath on the way up. Below, the flat, green patchwork of the Somerset Levels reached to the hazy horizon. ‘The Isle of Avalon, so they say.’


‘God, yes. Mum’s obsessed with this bloody hill,’ said Emma, hands on her hips, gazing out at the view. ‘She’s been meditating in the mornings, facing the tor, banging on about absorbing its energy.’


Rowan grinned. ‘Perhaps she is in fact a reincarnation of the Lady of the Lake. She looks like every cover of a fantasy novel.’


The warm breeze whipped his long, dark hair across his face, and he pushed it back, tucking it behind his ears. His cheeks were rosy from the climb. Emma tried not to stare.


‘She reckons she’s got an actual river goddess in her family tree,’ she said. ‘Her maiden name was Rivers – that’s why she called the smaller monster brother River. Sometimes I think she’s properly mad. Oh yes, and we’re on a ley line, apparently. Whatever the fuck one of those is.’


She probably shouldn’t have sworn, but she wanted Rowan to know she wasn’t a child any more. She was sixteen, the same generation as him, practically.


‘Don’t be too quick to dismiss all that,’ he said. ‘This place has a lot of power, even if that’s only because of its history. And you can’t deny it’s quite magical, when you see it sticking up above the plain from miles away. All those people coming here, for thousands of years. Pilgrims, pagans—’


‘Weirdo stoners,’ said Emma, ‘dancing naked at the solstice. Oh my god, I bet Mum will.’


‘Seriously,’ he said, ‘we should watch the sunrise one morning – you’ll feel it then.’ He moved to the side of the path to allow a middle-aged couple in windbreakers past. ‘While the anoraks are still asleep in bed.’


He rolled his shoulders and took a deep breath, grimacing a little.


‘Does it ever hurt?’ she blurted, without thinking. ‘Oh, I’m so sorry,’ she said immediately, horrified she’d drawn attention to his back. ‘I didn’t mean to pry.’


He smiled. ‘Don’t apologise for caring, Ems. It’s better than pretending not to notice. It aches sometimes, but it’s no big deal.’


‘Dad said … he said you were bullied at school about it. That must have been horrible.’


‘They called me a freak.’ He watched a bird of prey wheeling above them.


‘That’s so cruel. And you can’t even notice it, usually.’


‘It’s just part of who I am. I don’t really think about it any more.’ Emma was quiet for a moment. ‘I’m glad you have a nice girlfriend.’


‘Yep.’ He fished in his hoodie pocket and produced a KitKat, snapping off half and handing it to her. ‘I’m in a good place right now. The writing’s going great; Neville does the wheeling and dealing so I don’t have to. I have Abigail. I’m lucky.’ He put his arm round her shoulder and gave her a squeeze. ‘And I bloody love your family. Right – come on, girl, let’s summit this creepy old hill.’


When they reached the top, they sat on the grass in the sunshine, a short distance away from the tower and the people milling around it.


‘You still writing?’ he asked.


‘I’ve just done my GCSEs, so I haven’t had much time, but yes. I think … I want to do journalism.’


‘God, you sure?’ He grimaced. ‘You’ve got to be tough for that gig. They start you off knocking on doors asking parents how they feel about losing their children in motorbike accidents.’


‘I want to be an environmental reporter. I run the school eco-committee and edit their newsletter. We’ve got to stop people killing the planet. I mean … look at it.’ She gazed out at the fields stretching into the distance, the green and gold squares stitched together by ancient hedgerows. ‘It’s so beautiful, and we’re destroying it. There are people down there killing badgers, foxes; ripping up woodlands, poisoning the bees. I don’t understand how anyone can do those things. Maybe our generation can still turn things round.’


Rowan smiled, and it was a little sad. ‘Don’t lose that voice, Ems. Why don’t you show me some of your stuff. Email it to me. I’ll help you with it, and then we can get it under the right noses. You’re never too young to make a start.’


‘Gosh, thanks. I will.’


‘Shall I let you into a secret?’ he said, nudging her with his shoulder.


‘What?’


‘I’ve asked Abigail to marry me, and she’s said yes.’


She couldn’t help the crushing disappointment. Why did she have to be so much younger than him? Six years! If only she were a sophisticated twenty-one-year-old.


‘Oh – so you’re engaged. Congratulations,’ she said, wistfully. ‘I hope you’ll be very happy.’ It seemed like the right thing to say.


‘Probably not,’ said Rowan.


‘Huh?’ She looked at him in confusion.


‘What I was saying before, about relationships often being … well, not what they seem. Happy on the surface, but kind of complicated underneath. Like your mum and dad’s.’


‘Oh, I see.’ She didn’t, not really.


‘Love … it’s as weird and magical and inexplicable as this old hill.’ He ran his fingers across the grass beside him. ‘Sometimes I wish I hadn’t fallen in love; life was a lot simpler without it. But I did, and so … I just gotta go with it. Because I can’t imagine not being with her, now.’


‘But why wouldn’t you be happy with Abigail?’ Emma was mystified.


‘When it looked like her parents might split, it messed her up. I helped her, but she’s still working through it. Neville. He … ’ He shook his head. ‘He’s a shit, Emma. It’s like me and her won the world’s worst dads competition.’


‘Not forgetting mine,’ Emma said. ‘When I found out about all his other women … well, I wanted to kill him, to be honest.’


He took her hand, gave it a squeeze. ‘Crap dads for all, eh? Must’ve been hard for you.’


‘Do you know, Rowan, he’s got two other kids? Mum says probably more, he’s … had … so many women.’


‘I know. Most people know. It must be difficult for your mum, too, but she’s one tough cookie, right?’


‘She is.’ Emma shivered; the breeze had cooled.


Rowan put an arm round her and rubbed her shoulder. ‘Shall we go?’


She didn’t want to. She wanted this afternoon to last forever. But he stood up and held out his hand, pulling her up.


‘I guess Belle had a pretty stark choice,’ he said, as they started on the path down. ‘Leave him, and bring you lot up by herself, or put up with it and keep the family together. He’s never going to change his ways. His behaviour makes no sense to me, but … the complexities of human motivation, right?’


‘That’s not an excuse. He’s a shit too.’


‘I’ve watched him, with my writer hat on. I try to figure him out. That eternal battle between good and bad, dark and light. We’re all fighting those internal battles; we’re all flawed, Ems.’


‘Nobody’s perfect isn’t an excuse either, Rowan.’


The path widened, and he fell into step beside her.


‘But it’s a truth. And when you get deep into writing, you find you’re exploring your own internal landscape too. God, the stuff I find out about myself when I’m in the zone.’


She looked over at him. ‘Like what?’


‘I’m … well. The dark side. We all have thoughts and emotions we’re trying to suppress. Sometimes they bubble through when I’m writing. My own fucked-up-ness is undoubtedly the result of my shit childhood. Adults have this horrible habit of messing up their kids’ minds. If your dad’s always telling you you’re a useless waste of space, you tend to believe it.’


‘Well, my dad’s right obviously lost out to his wrong. And I don’t honestly think there was much of a battle.’


Rowan held out his hand as they reached a slippery part of the path, helping her down. Then he didn’t let go.


‘He really loves your mum, though,’ he said. ‘The others never last, he’s always straight back to her. And maybe love’s the redeeming thing? It ultimately triumphs? He adores you lot, he’d never want to hurt you.’


‘But he has.’


They reached the kissing gate again. Rowan passed through then turned as he flipped it back. ‘You’re cool, Emma Snow,’ he said. He leaned over the gate and kissed her cheek.


Emma felt as if her heart might burst. She stared hard at the gate as she swung it away from her, as if it were a complicated thing, so he wouldn’t see her blush.


As they reached the lane, she said, ‘Rowan – why don’t you think you’ll be happy with Abigail?’ She really needed to know.


‘She’s just not a happy person. I’ve kind of accepted that. I have to. I’ve downgraded my expectations from making her happy, to making her not unhappy, if that makes sense?’


‘But what about you? You need to be happy too.’


‘If she’s not unhappy, I’m happy. I love being with her; we’re into the same things – books, dogs, country walks. She’s not into parties and all the shallow bullshit that goes with this business.’


‘But if she’s not happy, you’re not happy?’


‘Bottom line is, I love her, so I need to be with her. That’s just how it is.’


In years to come, after everything changed, Emma would look back on that afternoon, sitting on that magical tor with Rowan, and she’d think … That was the last time I was truly happy. Nobody had died, or disappeared, yet. It was such a perfect afternoon. Even though he’d just told me he was marrying someone else.









Chapter Three
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London, summer 2006
The Snow Residence, Hampstead


Emma’s A level results were in – three As! – and she’d been offered a place at the London School of Economics to study media and communications. But as she flew down the stairs to share her news, she was ambushed by the sight of the detritus from last night. Her smile faded, and she wrinkled her nose in disgust. What fresh level of depravity had these grand, high-ceilinged rooms been witness to?


She picked her way past discarded bottles, glasses and troddenin food to the kitchen, where Belle was alone at the table reading the morning paper.


‘That’s lovely, darling,’ her mother said without looking up, when Emma told her the happy news. ‘While you’re here, can you get me a coffee? Black. Mrs Burbage has gone AWOL again. Really, Emerald, I don’t know what’s going on with the staff these days.’ (Her mother was the only person who still used the full and ridiculous version of Emma’s name.)


Emma could probably answer that one. Who’d honestly want to work for the Snows in any capacity that involved cleaning up after them?


She’d been hoping for more. A hug? A Wow, that’s amazing! Or a Let’s make a special celebration breakfast – pancakes? Surely this was exciting news. Grandma Snow had said she’d be the first girl in the family to go to university.


‘Actually,’ said Belle, finally looking up. ‘Can you fetch me a couple of aspirin while you’re at it?’


‘Big night, was it?’ Emma snapped, filling the kettle via the spout. She turned the tap on full, feeling a grim satisfaction when the water blew back, going everywhere.


The after-show revelry had yet again gone on into the early hours. This house was big, but not big enough that the thumping of the stereo and the guests’ raucous laughter didn’t keep her awake.


Teddy, the loudest of them all, hadn’t yet surfaced. And there was no sign of Pearl who, like her father, probably wouldn’t materialise before lunchtime. But she was a teen now, so that was to be expected. Crystal was in Spain, staying with Grandma and Grandpa Rivers, and Freddie and Riv were … who knew? Playing with fire? Falling out of a tree? Terrorising squirrels on Hampstead Heath? Seven and five now, they were feral, free to do pretty much as they pleased during the holidays.


Emma had put her foot down this year. ‘If you want a babysitter, you can hire one. I’m unavailable.’


The Snows were staying in their London house, a three-storey Georgian mansion on the edge of Hampstead Heath, while Teddy appeared in Rowan’s new play, Twisted, which had taken the West End by storm. The Guardian had called him ‘the Guy Ritchie of London theatre’. Emma considered that way off the mark. Yes, it was full of Cockney wide-boy gangsters, but that was where the similarity ended.


Emma had been disturbed by the darkness in this play. Proper darkness, not mostly fun darkness, like Ritchie’s. The language was ferocious, the characters tearing each other apart. She compared the production to that exuberant Midsummer Night’s Dream, seven years ago at Middleham. That had been magical, light-hearted, whereas Twisted was unrelentingly violent, both emotionally and physically. Was Rowan experimenting? Or was this a reflection of something inside him? She remembered their conversation on the tor, about exploring your dark side through writing, the internal battle between good and bad.


She made Belle’s coffee and poured herself a bowl of muesli. Dirty glasses and empty bottles were scattered over the worktops, and the floor was sticky.


‘Mum, this is gross,’ she said. ‘For god’s sake, can’t you give it a wipe round?’


‘Your father can do it,’ said Belle. ‘He didn’t tell me he and Neville were bringing all those hangers-on back last night. Oh … Rowan was here, by the way. He was asking after you.’


Emma’s heart leapt at the mention of his name. He’d been downstairs, and she hadn’t known! She had a boyfriend now – her first proper one (sort of) – and Rowan and Abigail were married, but she still hadn’t quite kicked that crush.


She busied herself pouring the milk, in case she was blushing. ‘How is he?’


‘Troubled, according to Dad,’ said Belle. ‘You know how tricky he can be. Dark moods, apparently. The play’s doing great, but … I don’t know what’s going on with him. Abigail’s fallen out with Neville, so Rowan’s relationship with him has become difficult. Neville’s … god, that man. No wonder Abigail’s messed up.’


‘Messed up how?’ said Emma, sitting down opposite Belle. With her fingertips, she pushed aside a bowl of dead crisps.


‘I don’t know, exactly. I heard drugs – class A ones – but that could just be gossip. Also she’s looking terribly thin, like she’s wasting away. It’s not good.’


In her dressing gown pocket, Emma’s mobile beeped. It was a message from Carly, who lived close by.




Fancy going to Camden Market to celebrate?





Emma replied: Yes! Lunchtime?




Cool – c u at Camden tube about 12?


OK :)





‘I’m going out,’ she said. ‘We’ll probably get food, so don’t worry about dinner.’ She looked around her again at the kitchen. ‘And for god’s sake, Mum, phone an agency or something. Before someone dies from botulism.’


Emma put on a short black dress with shoestring straps and a ruffled skirt, teamed with a wide, metal-studded belt slung round her hips, and calf-length boots. Rather than brushing her long fair hair, she pulled her fingers through it. She was aiming for tousled, like Sienna Miller. It was so good to release her tresses from their term-time constrictions, and to hang up her school uniform – forever!


Looking in the mirror, she was pleased to see that the eye bags she’d woken up with, courtesy of last night’s revelries, had deflated. She applied liner and mascara to open her eyes further. Emma was still experimenting with her look, forever aware of being compared with her iconic mother. Rather annoyingly, the Bohemian style Belle had adopted way back at the start of her career had recently become on trend. Emma didn’t want to be seen copying her own mother – god forbid – but did enjoy the increasing number of people telling her she was turning out to be just as beautiful as Belle.


As she walked to the tube, Emma pondered her mum’s words about Rowan: troubled … I don’t know what’s going on with him.


She’d give him a call. Maybe they could have lunch or something. Now she’d left school and was heading to LSE, she could call herself a student. She was ready to join the adult world of catching up with friends for coffee or a glass of wine, nights out on the town …


Suddenly overwhelmed with the need to find out how he was, she flipped open her phone. They hadn’t been in touch a great deal over the past two years, but he’d done as he promised and read through a couple of pieces she’d written for the school magazine.


One of those had argued in favour of the proposed fox-hunting ban, which to her delight had become law last year. Result! (Not that she could take all the credit.) The other had started life as a solemn piece begging the ‘Elsyng family’ to think about whether they really needed to take all those fossil-fuel-burning flights to the Caribbean when there was so much beauty on their own doorstep. Rowan had suggested she lighten it up, make it a ‘For and against the Great British Holiday’.


He’d sent the rewritten article to a contact at the Guardian, and they’d run it! Her elation at being discovered as a future environmental features writer was somewhat dampened by the editorial introduction: Teddy and Belle’s eldest daughter, Emma Snow, a pupil at exclusive Elsyng Girls’ School, explains why the common people should shun flying to the Caribbean and instead consider a week in Frinton-on-Sea.


Oh. But it was a start.


‘Yup?’ came Rowan’s voice.


‘Hi! It’s Emma – how are you?’


‘Hi, Ems. Bit shit, since you ask. Big night at your place last night. You were wise to avoid. And you?’


‘I’m great! Hey – I got my A level results. Three As. I’ve got a place at LSE!’


‘Wow, that’s brilliant.’ He sounded genuinely pleased. ‘Congratulations. You’re far and away the brains of that family. I bet Teddy and Belle are thrilled.’


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		Copyright



		Contents



		Dedication



		Preface



		Cast of Characters



		Now



		Chapter 1









		Then



		Chapter One



		Chapter Two



		Chapter Three



		Chapter Four



		Chapter Five



		Chapter Six



		Chapter Seven



		Chapter Eight



		Chapter Nine



		Chapter Ten



		Chapter Eleven



		Chapter Twelve



		Chapter Thirteen



		Chapter Fourteen



		Chapter Fifteen



		Chapter Sixteen



		Chapter Seventeen



		Chapter Eighteen



		Chapter Nineteen



		Chapter Twenty



		Chapter Twenty-One



		Chapter Twenty-Two



		Chapter Twenty-Three



		Chapter Twenty-Four



		Chapter Twenty-Five



		Chapter Twenty-Six



		Chapter Twenty-Seven



		Chapter Twenty-Eight



		Chapter Twenty-Nine



		Chapter Thirty



		Chapter Thirty-One



		Chapter Thirty-Two



		Chapter Thirty-Three



		Chapter Thirty-Four









		Now



		Chapter Thirty-Five



		Chapter Thirty-Six



		Chapter Thirty-Seven



		Chapter Thirty-Eight



		Chapter Thirty-Nine









		Historical Note



		Acknowledgements













		Cover



		Table of Contents









OEBPS/images/cmn.jpg





OEBPS/images/pre.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780349431000.jpg
'NOTORIOUS

OLIVIAHAYFIELD






