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Emma Darwin was born in 1964. The Mathematics of Love, her first novel, was acclaimed in nine countries; A Secret Alchemy  is her second. She lives in London.




Praise for The Mathematics of Love:

‘A daring debut novel . . . Emma Darwin’s prose is golden and convincing. Addictive’ Daily Express

‘Convincing and involving . . . a book to lose yourself in’  Daily Mail

‘The reader is spellbound . . . electrifying’ Independent

‘This sweeping tale of nineteenth-century war and courtship and twentieth-century teenage rebellion has a real flavour of its own that will grip you to the end . . . an accomplished, vividly realised debut’ Marie Claire

‘Absorbing . . . will fit comfortably beside Birdsong or Captain Corelli’s Mandolin’ Tatler

‘A beautifully written, intelligent book . . . as historically graphic and passionately romantic as Sebastian Faulks’s  Birdsong’ Waterstone’s Books Quarterly

‘Fascinating . . . If you’re in a book club torn between lovers of nineteenth-century and modern fiction, The Mathematics of Love may be just the thing to square the circle . . . hauntingly beautiful’ Washington Post




Also by Emma Darwin and available from Tinder Press

The Mathematics of Love




Two murdered princes; a powerful queen betrayed; a nobleman riding towards his certain death...

The story of the Princes in the Tower has been one of the most fascinating – and most brutal – murder mysteries in history for more than five hundred years.

In a brilliant feat of historical daring, Emma Darwin has recreated the terrible, exhilarating world of the two youngest victims of the War of the Roses: the power struggles and passion that lay behind their birth, the danger into which they fell, the profoundly moving days before their imprisonment, and the ultimate betrayal of their innocence.




In memory of my father




The Woodvilles
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The House of Lancaster
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The House of York

[image: 003]

The type is cast in a mould that can be opened and shut very quickly. The metal, which is ladled into it, consists of lead, arsenic and regulus of antimony. At the same time as the metal enters the mould . . . a rapid movement is made by the hand holding the mould, which increases the pressure on the bottom where the actual letter is formed.

 

R. R. Angerstein on Baskerville’s type foundry




Prologue

 

 

 

What I have known, I shall not set down. My habit is silence, and it is a habit that has served me well. Words set on paper are dangerous. Wise men will write no more than is needful, and give it into the hand of their most trusted messenger. No more, that is, than gains the messenger stabling for his horse and safe conduct into the hall, and a privy hearing with its lord. All else is a tale for the messenger to tell: arms and allegiances, open war and secret plans, love and hate and the safety of the realm. So it is with me. After a lifetime of such tales there is no house so safe they may be told within it, no castle so strong it may not be breached at the turn of Fortune’s wheel. At the hour of my death my memories, my tales, will die with me. The great men and their masters, whom I have served with so much diligence and secrecy, expect it.

There are men, and women too, who have witnessed these events and others that I have not. Like pilgrims we have travelled the same road, stumbled over the same  stones, knelt at the same shrines, yet each one of us has made a different journey and met a different end. And what our journey truly was, what story each has to tell, none can discern until all journeying is done.

Even the one I loved above all others did not know everything that I have known. He was spared that much sorrow. I sang the ‘Chanson de Roland’ and he spoke of Gawain. I held him in my arms while he wept for his father’s murder, and side by side we shed the blood of traitors and the infidel. We rejoiced in our love: body and soul together. Though seas and mountains and the enmities of princes kept us apart, there was no distance between our hearts. That I could do nothing for him when his boy was taken is the great bitterness of my long life. That he is dead is my great grief.

But my greatest secret he cannot know, and that is a mercy for which I thank God. For I know what came to his boy, and the younger one too. I know as few others do, for few others could have found it out. I could not tell my love, so I told the woman he loved most in the world, as he would have wished. She is wise, and discreet, and lives retired. She will not speak of it.

No human creature knows all. That is the power of God alone, and to God alone shall my story be told.

Louis de Bretaylles




Part One

Beginning

 

 

 

MATERIA PRIMA is that which has been stripped of every form by putrefaction, so that a new form can be introduced.

 

Sir Isaac Newton, Index Chemicus
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Two Princes in the Tower.
One woman searching for the truth
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