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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

[image: image]

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

[image: image]

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

[image: image]

Mary of York

The middle child. A little vague.

ELFRED AND RIVER SNOW

[image: image]

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

[image: image]

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


ops/images/cmn.jpg





ops/images/pre.jpg





ops/images/9780349431000.jpg
'NOTORIOUS

OLIVIAHAYFIELD






