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THE PHENOMENON OF
A WOMAN OF SUBSTANCE

Leaving a career in journalism, Barbara Taylor Bradford gained
international fame with the publication of her first novel, A
Woman of Substance. Immediately, it was a publishing land-
mark. A hardcover bestseller (three months on The New York
Times bestseller list), it has sold to-date more than three
million copies in paperback, logging a record-breaking 45
weeks on The New York Times mass market bestseller list.
Also a bestseller in England, France, Italy, Holland, Spain,
Cermany and Portugal, as well as 22 other countries, A
Woman of Substance has been translated into 11 languages
and was produced as a major television mini-series. When
the acclaimed sequel, Hold the Dream, was published, it too
became a worldwide bestseller and mini-series. Mrs. Brad-
ford’s heroine, Emma Harte, is one of popular literature’s
most enduring and captivating characters.

“A LONG, SATISFYING NOVEL OF MONEY AND
POWER, PASSION AND REVENGE . . . IT TELLS THE
DRAMATIC AND OFTEN MOVING STORY OF EMMA

HARTE, WHO RISES FROM SERVANT GIRL TO
BECOME AN INTERNATIONAL CORPORATE POWER
AND ONE OF THE RICHEST WOMEN IN THE
WORLD. INTERWOVEN ARE THEMES OF HIGH
FINANCE, ROMANCE, AND REVENGE, SET
AGAINST THE SWEEP OF 20TH-CENTURY
HISTORY.”

—Los Angeles Times Syndicate
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The value of life lies not in the length of days, but
in the use we make of them: a man may live long,
yet get little from life. Whether you find satisfaction

in life depends not on your tale of years, but on your
will.

—MONTAIGNE, Essays

I have the heart of a man, not of a woman, and I am
not afraid of anything . : .

—ELIZABETH I Queen of England



PART ONE

The Valley
1968

He paweth in the valley and rejoiceth in his strength:
he goeth on to meet the armed men.
—]Jos






ONE

mma Harte leaned forward and looked out of the win-

dow. The private Lear jet, property of the Sitex Oil
Corporation of America, had been cﬁmbing steadily up through
a vaporous haze of cumulus clouds and was now streaking
through a sky so penetratingly blue its shimmering clarity
hurt the eyes. Momentarily dazzled by this early-morning
brightness, Emma turned away from the window, rested her
head against the seat, and closed her eyes. For a brief instant
the vivid blueness was trapped beneath her lids and, in that
instant, such a strong and unexpected feeling of bittersweet
nostalgia was evoked within her, she caught her breath in
surprise. It's the sky from the Turner painting above the
upstairs parlor fireplace at Pennistone Royal, she thought, a
Yorkshire sky on a spring day when the wind has driven the
fog from the moors.

A faint smile played around her implacable mouth, curving
the resolute line of the lips with unfamiliar softness, as she
thought with some pleasure of Pennistone Royal. That great
house that grew up out of the stark and harsh landscape of
the moors and which always appeared to her to be a force of
nature engineered by some Almighty architect rather than a
mere edifice erected by mortal man. The one place on this
violent planet where she had found peace, limitless peace
that soothed and refreshed her. Her home. She had been
away far too long this time, almost six weeks, which was a
prolonged absence indeed for her. But within the coming
week she would be returning to London, and by the end of
the month she would travel north to Pennistone. To peace,
tranquillity, her gardens, and her grandchildren.

This thought cheered her immeasurably and she relaxed in
her seat, the tension that had built up over the last few days
diminishing until it had evaporated. A sigh escaped her lips,
one of mingled weariness and relief. She was bone tired from
the raging battles that had punctuated these last few days of
board meetings at the Sitex corporate headquarters in Odessa;
she was supremely relieved to be leaving Texas and returning
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to the relative calmness of her own corporate offices in New
York. It was not that she did not like Texas; in point of fact,
she had always had a penchant for that great state, seeing in
its rough sprawling power something akin to her native York-
shire. But this last trip had exhausted her. I'm getting too old
for galavanting around on planes, she thought ruefully, and
then dismissed that thought as unworthy. It was dishonest
and she was never dishonest with herself. It saved so much
time in the long run. And, in all truthfulness, she did not feel
old. Only a trifle tired on occasion and especially when she
became exasperated with fools, and Harry Marriott, president
of Sitex, was a fool and inherently dangerous, like all fools.

Emma opened her eyes and sat up impatiently, her mind
turning again to business, for she was tireless, sleepless,
obsessive, and expedient when it came to her vast business
enterprises, which rarely left her thoughts. She straightened
her back and crossed her legs, adopting her usual posture, a
posture that was contained and regal. There was also an
imperiousness in the way she held her -head and in her
general demeanor, and her green eyes, as cold as steel, were
full of enormous power. She lifted one of her small, strong
hands and automatically smoothed her stylishly cut silver
hair, which did not need it, since it was as impeccable as
always. As indeed she was herself, in her simple yet elegant
dark gray worsted dress, its severeness softened by the milky
whiteness of the matchless pearls around her neck and the
fine emerald pin on her shoulder.

She glanced at her granddaughter sitting opposite, dili-
gently making notes for the coming week’s business in New
York. She looks drawn this morning, Emma thought, I push
her too hard. She felt an unaccustomed twinge of guilt but
impatiently shrugged it off. She’s young, she can take it, and
it’s the best training she could ever have, Emma reassured
herself and said, “Would you ask that nice young steward—
John, isn’t itP—to make some coffee please, Paula? I'm badly
in need of it this morning.”

The girl looked up. Although she was not beautiful in the
accepted sense of that word, she was so vital and arresting she
gave the impression of beauty. Her vividness of colorin
contributed to this effect. Her glossy hair was an ink-blac
coif around her head, coming to a striking widow’s peak
above a face so clear and luminous it might have been carved
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from pale polished marble. The rather elongated face, with
its prominent cheekbones and wide brow, was alert and
expressive and there was a hint of Emma’s resoluteness in
her chin, but her eyes were her most spectacular feature,
being large and intelligent and of a cornflower blue so deep
they were almost violet.

She smiled at her grandmother with eager brightness and
said, “Of course, Grandy. I'd like some myself.” She left her
seat, her tall slender body moving with a facile grace. She’s
so thin, Emma commented to herself, too thin for my liking.
But she always has been. I suppose it’s the way she’s made. A
legﬁy colt as a child, a racehorse now. A mixture of love and
pride illuminated Emma’s stern face and her eyes were full of
sudden warmth as she gazed after the girl, who was her
favorite, the daughter of Emma’s favorite daughter, Daisy.

Many of Emma’s dreams and hopes were centered in Paula.
Even when she had been only a little girl she had gravitated
to her grandmother and had also been curiously attracted to
the family business. Her biggest thrill had been to go with
Emma to the office and sit with her as she worked. While she
was still in her teens she had shown such an uncanny under-
standing of complex machinations that Emma had been truly
amazed, for none of her own children had ever displayed quite
the same aptitude for her business affairs. Emma had secretly
been delighted, but she had watched and waited with a
degree of trepidation, fearful that the youthful enthusiasm
would dissipate. But it had not waned; rather, it had grown.
At sixteen Paula scorned the suggestion of a finishing
school in Switzerland and had gone immediately to work for
her grandmother. Over the years Emma drove Paula relent-
lessly, being more harsh and exacting with her than with any
of her other employees, as she assiduously educated her in all
aspects of Harte Enterprises. Paula was now twenty-three
years old and she was so clever, so capable, and so much
more mature than most girls of her age that Emma had
recently moved her into a position of significance in the
Harte organization. She had made Paula her personal assist-
ant, much to the stupefaction and irritation of Emma’s oldest
son, Kit, who worked for the Harte organization. As Emma’s
right hand, Paula was privy to most of her corporate and
private business and, when Emma deemed fit, she was her
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confidante in matters pertaining to the family, a situation Kit
found intolerable.

The girl returned from the galley kitchen laughing. As she
slid into her seat she said, “He was already making tea for
- you, Grandy. I suppose, like everyone else, he thinks that’s
all the English drink. But I said we preferred coffee. You do,
don’t you?”

Emma nodded absently, preoccupied with her affairs. “I
certainly do, darling.” She turned to her briefcase on the seat
next to her and took out her glasses and a sheaf of folders.
She handed one to Paula and said, “Please look at these
figures for the New York store. I would be interested in what
you think. I believe we are about to take a major step
forward. Into the black.”

Paula looked at her alertly. “That’s sooner than you thought,
isn’t it? But then your reorganization has been very drastic. It
should be paying off by now.” Paula opened the folder with
interest, her concentration focused on the figures. She had
Emma’s talent for reading a balance sheet with rapidity and
detecting, almost at a glance, its strengths and its weaknesses
eﬁgi like her grandmother, her business acumen was formi-

e.

Emma slipped on her horn-rimmed glasses and took up the
large blue folder that pertained to Sitex Oil. As she quickly
ran through the papers a grim smile settled on her face and
there was a gleam of satisfaction in her eyes. She had won. At
last, after three years of the most despicable and manipula-
tive fighting she had ever witnessed, Harry Marriott had
been removed as president of Sitex and kicked upstairs to
become chairman of the board.

Emma had recognized Marriott’s shortcomings years ago.
She knew that if he was not entirely venal he was undoubt-
edly exigent and specious, and dissimulation had become
second nature to him. Over the years, success and the accu-
mulation of great wealth had only served to reinforce these
traits, so that now it was impossible to deal with him on any
level of reason. As far as Emma was concerned, his judgment
was crippled, he had lost the little foresight he had once had,
and he certainly had no comprehension of the rapidly shifting
inner worlds of international business.

As she made notations on the documents for future refer-
ence, she hoped there would be no more vicious confronta-
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tions at Sitex. Yesterday she had been mesmerized by the
foolhardiness of Harry’s actions, had watched in horrified
fascination as he had so skillfully maneuvered himself into a
corner from which Emma knew there was no conceivable
retreat. He had appealed to her friendship of some forty-odd
years only once, floundering, helpless, lost; a babbling idiot
in the face of his adversaries, of whom she was the most
formidable. Emma had answered his pleas with total silence,
the basilisk, an inexorable look in her pitiless eyes. And she
had won. With the full support of the board. Harry was out.
The new man, her man, was in and Sitex Oil was safe. But
there was no joy in her victory, for to Emma there was
nothing joyful in a man’s downfall, nor was she vindictive.

Satisfied that the papers were in order, Emma put the
folder and her glasses in her briefcase, settled back in her
seat, and sipped the cup of coffee. After a few seconds she
addressed Paula. “Now that you have been to several Sitex
meetings, do you think you can cope alone soon?”

Paula glanced up from the balance sheets, a look of aston-
ishment crossing her face. “You wouldn’t send me in there
alone!” she exclaimed. “It would be like sending a lamb to
the slaughter. You wouldn’t do that to me yet.” As she
regarded her grandmother she recognized that familiar in-
scrutable expression for what it truly was, a mask to hide
Emma’s ruthless determination. My God, she does mean it,
Paula thought with a sinking feeling, but nevertheless she
asked somewhat tremulously, “You're not really serious, are
you, Grandmother?”

“Of course I'm serious!” A flicker of annoyance crossed
Emma’s face. She was surprised at the girl’s unexpected but
unequivocal nervousness, for Paula was accustomed to high-
powered negotiations and had always displayed nerve and
shrewdness. “Do I ever say anything I don’t mean? You know
better than that, Paula,” she said sternly.

Paula was silent and, in that split second of silence, Emma
became conscious of her tenseness, the startled expression
that lingered on her face. Is she afraid? Emma wondered.
Surely not. She had never displayed fear before. Paula was
not weak. She was not going to turn out like the others. Or
was she? This chilling possibility penetrated Emma’s cold and
brilliant mind like a steel blade and it was so unacceptable
she refused to contemplate it. She decided then that Paula



