SNOWY

(Real name: Stephen White)}
(Age: 45. Born: 1947)

Born and raised in Coleraine, County Londonderry ('Derry').
Northern Ireland. His father was Night Manager of the
Edgewater Hotel., Strand Road., Portstewart. Snowy was
trained from birth to be quiet during the day - that
was when his father slept. When his father went to
work, Snowy was inclined to go mad and scream and shout
- anything to break the enforced silence. (This contrast
between noise and silence is something that's remained
with Snowy into later life: he does run hot and cold

.. up one minute., down the next.) His mother was a
hypochondriac who suffered from agoraphobia, claustrophobia,
migraines and anything else that was going. She had
a permanent cold and Snowy always thinks of her with
a wet hankie in her hand ... She was also very strict.
Fair - but, strict. She laid down house rules and expected
them to be followed. She chickened-out of actual corporal
punishment though: "You do that, and 1I'll tell your
father!'" And, as father was a dab hand in the backside-
tanning department, Snowly learned quickly to behave.
He was a plump kid (Mum was a seolid if wunimaginative
cock), ‘and his schoolfriends were a little scared of
that fact - which was a shame, because he didn't have
a nasty bone in his body. (At puberty he thinned out
to the size of a comb. To this day, people are always
trying to force food on to him: "You need building up.
Snowy! Stand sideways and you disappear!") Mother's
strictness didn't mean she was grim. Far from it. As
long as the house was running smoothly and the rules
were being obeyed, she could be a jolly, energetic woman.
She had a passion for playing the piano and singing
(despite her 'sinus') and was an ardent fan of the radio-
particularly the ‘plays.’ She had a very dry sense
of humour, too. In fact it took Snowy years to work




out when his mother was actually being funny. (Something
he's inherited. You're never sure if .he's being amusing,
or serious or taking the piss. He's a great one for
the wind-up.) Father was a more shadowy figure. Fast

asleep when Snowy left for school in the morning and
only around for a couple of hours in the afternoon before
he left for work in his black jacket and pinstripe trousers.
Snowy  was frogmarched to Morning-Service and Sunday
School at the local Church of Ireland church every Sunday.
and before 1long he was a choirboy. (Always doing the
descant bit in 'Silent Night' every Christmas, and picking
up a half-a-crown every Saturday if there was a Wedding.)
His family was very extended. A collection of aunts,
uncles and cousins too numercus to calculate. sSnowy
was one of the Jew people in the world who could claim
a happy childhood. It meant he was relaxed. safe and
secure about life. Which reflected itself in his attitude
to school. He loved it. And, fortunately he had an
intelligent, interested and enthusiastic mother who
gave him bags of encouragement and '@support. She was
hoping that her son would gravitate towards an interest
{(or even career?) in the arts. An actor. Writer. Something
like that ... But Snowy was drawn to science. He turned
out to be an absolute whizz, picking up a stack of GCE's.
In 1965 he was at the University of Ulster, in Coleraine.
studying science and all set to be the next Albert Einstien.
Although still living at home he got thoroughly 'caught
up in student-life, Jjoining in every activity going.
Up to now, he'd really been a boy. (And quite a sheltered
and protected boy at that.) Now. he was slowly turning
into a man. His mother noticed that the phone never
stopped ringing for him. He had friends now. Parties.
Meetings. Clubs. Societies. She was starting to lose
him ... And, she released him - reluctantly., but firmly.
He blossomed, and found a perscnality. Gradually, he
became a person in his own right =-leosing his childhood
ways as quickly as he lost his puppy-fat. Part of that
new personality was a noticeable increase in adrenalin
leading to a breathless and breakneck-speed delivery




of speech. He hardly drew breath, and no-one could
get a word in edgeways. It was as if he had so much
to say and so ‘little time in which to say it that he
had to blurt everything out in one mad babble ...

He was popular with the other students. (It was hard
not to like him.) They liked his cheeky wvitality. his
unpredictable humour and his passionate  swings from
very high to very low. He was honest, loyal, and reliable
without being a sickening goody-goody - and his mother
had every right to pat herself on the back for the way
she's brought him up. He was still a sexual wvirgin
and not hung-up about the fact. Things would happen
in their own good time, and he was content to wait.
Although girls found his personality attractive they
weren't actually attracted to him: maybe something to
do with the fact that he looked like a stringy beanpole!
After University he was snapped-up by a local engineering
company . He stuck this job for a couple of years, and
kept living at home. The computer-industry was relatively
new at this time and it was something that Snowy
became fascinated by. Before long., he'd changed & jobs.
He stayed with this one five vyears - being able
to work more on his own, and even come up with his own
ideas. At thirty, he was still living at home, and
the family even went abroad on holiday together. It
was during these times that Snowy actually got to know
his 'mystery' father - who turned out to be a very nice
man. A man who liked his privacy, and was rather quiet-
but, a man who was easy to get on with. Also, without
saying anything, he was obviously very proud of his
son. Snowy was still very slow in the girl-department
(maybe he was a bit shy), though he got on with them.
Trouble was, they always saw him as a bit of a clown,
and never took him seriously ... Snowy's -interest in
computers had led him to start inventing his own games.
He even sold a couple. This got him interested in perhaps

starting his own business ... He was saving his cash
and would obviously have no difficulty in getting a
loan if he wanted one. He was a good investment. This

was also the time of the up and coming wvideo industry,
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and Snowy took to it like a duck to water. He was getting
itchy feet to make his own world, to create something
that was his ... He took some time off and drove around
Northern Ireland on his motorbike (he'd got interested
in bikes ever since he'd watched the race every Way
in Portstewart - one of the principal races in the British
calendar) looking for suitable premises, and visiting
relatives at the same time. A vast new industrial estate
was being built on the outskirts of Derry - and units
were for sale at a price he could afford. So, he bought
one, and - with the help of a loan from the bank - opened
a 'small studio, making commercials and information
filmes ... Getting in at the s=start of =something meant
that Snowy was to make a killing ... Still the home-
loving man, mstead of moving into a place of his own,
he stayed with an aunt and wuncle. Aunt (like Snowy's
dad) was in the hotel-business (tourism was a rapidly
growing industry in Ireland) - daytime receptionist
at The Everglades Hotel, and Uncle was & mcAanic - They
had a daughter, Margaret, who was Snowy's cousin. Snnqﬂ

fell for Margaret in a big way ... It took him a long
time to get up the courage to make an approach - but,
when he did , she seemed to respond. At first the family
(on both sides) was a bit nervous about the idea of
an attraction between two cousins, but soon realised
there was nothing they could do about it. They liked
each other, and were happy ... As Snowy's business
went from strength to strength (by now he was being
asked to make programmes from UTV and BBC-Northern ireland)

so his relationship with Margaret deepened. It was
all very chaste, and proper. By the time Snowy was
thirty-five they were still going out together but there
was no sign of a marriage date. In matters of the heart
it seemed that Snowy needed a push. So, Margaret took
the bull by the horns and proposed marriage. Snowy
accepted. His father, back in Coleraine, became 1ill.

so it seemed a good moment for Snowy to return home,
visit his dad, and tell both his parents about his decision
to get married. While he was back in the North,




Uncle. Aunt and his beloved Margaret were all killed

in a shopping-mall bomb-blast ...
Snowy was destroyed, and

hardly even spoke for the mnext =ix months. His heart
went out of everything ... Eventually he returned to
his business and - for the first time 'in his 1life -
actually lived in his own place. This only made matters
worse ... He was unused to living alone - he didn't
actually know how to do it - and, 'being alone, gave

him lots of time to ponder the massive tragedy in his
life ... He couldn't get H&rgurat out of his head.
He'd loved her much more than he'd realised, and he
would never find the likes of her again. Everywhere
he went there were memories of her - and the days he
hated most of all were those when another bombing was
reported. Then, everything was brought back to ‘him.
If his life was to carry on like this, he'd go mad.
He left a manager in charge of the business - the business
was practically running itself by now anyway - and went
home to his parents for a while ... But he couldn't
settle, couldn't remove his memories and couldn't put
back together the pieces of his broken heart ... He
went for a holiday alone (another first) in Spain, and
while he was there saw a slight light at the end of

the tunnel ... Maybe if he removed himself from Northern
Ireland and started again somewhere else, things might
improve for him ... And that's how he ended up (at
the age of forty) in Little England ... His family

was shocked but sympathetic to realise that if the move
would give their son a little happiness then it couldn't
be wrong ... They, and everyone, assumed that he would
start a video-business in Spain. But they were wrong.
Snowy kept his company going on (with managers) in London-
derry and decided that in Spain he would do nothing.
His interest in business had gone too - he was after

all only doing it for Margaret and himself. Now there
seemed no point ... Once in Spain, no-one knew him
of course ... He could present a new face to the world.
whichever one he decided to choose ... Remembering

that he'd been popular as a 'clown' that's the performance
he opted for ... 'Snowy - the madcap Irishman' was




soon famous in the community - tearing around everywhere
{(yet nowhere) on his motor-scooter and making everyone
laugh. He was still a manic chatterbox and once he
started it was almost impossible to stop him. He also
turned into something of a gossip, slowly becoming the
local jungle-telegraph ... "If you want something passed
on tell Snowy. If you want something kept secret, DON'T
tell Snowy ..." His gossiping was {(and is) to get him
into wvarious scrapes ... After 'a while the residents’
committee decided to employ Snowy (for a nominal fee)
as the handyman for the complex ... He was practjcal
and good with his hands. This appointment proved something
of a disaster though. Whenever anything went wrong

(the water supply was cut off, or there was a flood,
or the electricity failed) Snowy was never to be found.
He's quite unreliable, doesn't wear a watch and hardly
knows 'what day it is ... Somehow, though, no-one has
the heart to give Snowy the sack ... He drinks Guinness
(Bushmills sometimes) and loves nothing better than
playing backgammon with the old fellers down in the
Marina ... Snowy, in and out of (but not getting too
involved with) other peoples lives is a marvellous link
between all the characters .

The essential points of Snowy's character: he's aw

unreliable, 'chatterboxing gossip ... He 1likes nothing
better than a lengthy chin-wag where he can astound
his audience with local information he's picked up about

so-and-so ... Unkindly, some people might refer to
him as a bit of an old woman ... But, he's harmless,
a good-guy and with a heart of gold ... He'd do anything
for anyone - you only have to ask. Problem is, can
you find him, and will he turn up. and will he do the
job properly or even finish it ... ?

He's Tunning away from: the troubles ...

His SECERET is: that wunderneath the ‘'clown' exterior
is '"Hamlet'




Snnqjs long-term storyline:

a lie, his long-term story will
about what happened to him in
probably end up being a secret
(and of
from that moment onwards we'll

person the audience,

as he's basically living
probably be the revelation
the past This' will

between him and one other
course) - ‘but at
know what lies wunderneath

least

that jolly and scatterbrained exterior ...




