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By Barbara Taylor Bradford

TO BE THE BEST
ACT OF WILL
HOLD THE DREAM
VOICE OF THE HEART
A WOMAN OF SUBSTANCE






FOR BOB
who 1s.
With my love.
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To be on my team, you've got to be the best.
And to be the best, you've got to have character.
Emma Harte in 4 Woman of Substance







Paula left Pennistone Royal just before dawn.

It was still dark as she eased the car out of the tall iron gates
and turned left, heading for the moors. But as she came up onto
the road which cut through the Pennine Chain of hills, the sky
was already beginning to change. Its blurred mass of anthracite
grays was giving way to amethyst and pink and a cold and fading
green, and on the far horizon the first rays of the sun shimmered
like shards of silver against the dark rim of the moors. It was an
eerie hour, neither day nor night, and the silent spacious moors
seemed emptier and more remote than ever. And thén unex-
pectedly there was a sudden burst of radiance and that crystal-
line light so peculiar to the north of England filled the entire sky
and day finally broke.

Paula rolled down the window and took a deep breath, then
leaned back in the seat, relaxing as she pushed the car forward at
a steady speed. The breeze that blew in was cool, but then it was
always cool up here on the “tops” whatever the time of year and
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hardly the right place to gauge the weather. She knew it would
be a scorching day again, and she was glad she had set out for
Fairley early.

It was the end of August when the heather always blooms in
Yorkshire and the wild, untenanted moors were glorious. Grim
and daunting for most of the year, they were breathtaking in
their beauty this morning, a sea of violet and magenta rippling
under the wind, rolling ahead as far as the eye could see. On an
impulse Paula stopped the car and got out, glancing around,
filling her eyes. The landscape was awesome . . . stunning. She
felt her throat tighten with emotion. Grandy’s moors, she mur-
mured, thinking of Emma Harte. I love them just as much as she
did . . . as my own daughters, Tessa and Linnet, have grown to
love them too.

Paula stood for a moment by the car, savoring her surround-
ings, looking and listening. She could hear the sharp trilling of
the larks as they soared and wheeled high on the clouds and in
the distance was the tinkling of water as a little beck rushed down
over rocky crags, and on the cool and lucent air were the min-
gled scents of heather and bilberry, wildflowers and bracken.
She closed her eyes briefly, remembering so many things, and
then she lifted her head and looked up. The inverted bowl of a
sky was China blue and filled with white puffball clouds and
brilliant sunshine. The beginning of a pretty day, she thought,
smiling inwardly. There is nowhere like the moors when the
weather is beautiful, nowhere in the whole world. It was a long
time since she had been up here. Too long really. My roots are
here, just as Grandy’s were, she thought, lingering a moment
longer, the memories flooding her fully, carrying her back . . .

Abruptly, Paula turned away, got into her Aston Martin DB
2-4, and drove on, following the winding moorland road for
another hour until it finally started its descent into the valley
below, and Fairley. Because it was so early, the village still slum-
bered. The streets were entirely deserted. Paula parked in front
of the ancient gray stone church with its square Norman tower
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and stained-glass windows, then she alighted, went round to the
passenger door, and opened it. She had wedged the cardboard
box on the floor near the seat, and now she lifted the vase of
summer flowers out of the box and closed the door with her
knee.

Carrying the vase with both hands, she pushed through the
lych-gate that led into the cemetery adjoining the church.

Her steps carried her down the flagged path until she came to
the far corner, secluded, bosky, infinitely still. Here, near the
ancient moss-covered stone wall and shaded by a gnarled old
elm tree, were a cluster of graves. For a while she stood staring at
one headstone.

Emma Harte was the name engraved upon the dark green mar-
ble, and below were the dates 1889-1970.

Eleven years ago, Paula thought. She died eleven years ago
today. Whatever has happened to the time? It has spun away
from me so fast . . . it seems like only yesterday she was alive
and vigorous and running her business and ordering us all
around in her inimitable way.

Moving closer to her grandmother’s grave, Paula bent down,
placed the flowers on it, then straightened and stood motionless
with one hand resting on the headstone, staring out toward the
distant hills. There was a reflective look in her eyes, and she was
lost for a moment in the sweep of her thoughts.

I've got to do something, Grandy, something drastic you wouldn’t like.
But I'm certain you’d understand my reason . . . that I want to create
something of my own. If you were in my position you'd do exactly the same
thing. I know you would. And it’ll come out right. It must. There is no room
for doubt.

The striking of the church clock split the silence like thunder,
made Paula start, and brought her out of her reverie with a jolt.

After another moment or two she turned away from Emma’s
grave and let her eyes roam over the other headstones. They
came to rest on David Armory’s, then moved on to regard Jim
Fairley’s . . . her father . . . her husband . . . who had lain
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here for ten years. They had both been far too young to die.
Sadness struck at her with such sharpness she caught her breath
in surprise and her heart filled with an old familiar ache. She
steadied herself, spun around, and continued along the path,
clamping down on the pain and sadness the memories engen-
dered in her. She reminded herself that life was for the living.

Paula broke her rapid pace only once, when she passed the
private plot which stood close to the church. Encircled by iron
railings, it was filled with the graves of Jim’s forebears . .
Adam and Adele . . . Olivia . . . Gerald. So many Fairleys
. . . just as there were so many Hartes buried here. Two fami-
lies whose lives had been entwined for three generations . . .
bound together in a bitter feud . . . and in love and hate and
revenge and marriage . . . and finally in death. Here they lay,
together in their eternal resting place under the shadow of the
windswept moors, at peace at last in this benign earth . . .

As the lych-gate clicked behind her, Paula straightened up,
threw back her shoulders, and hurried to the car, a new determi-
nation in her step, a new resoluteness in her expression. There
was so much ahead of her, so many challenges, so much she had
to accomplish.

She got into the car and settled herself comfortably for the
long drive ahead of her.

The tape was on the passenger seat where she had placed it
earlier that morning in readiness for the journey. After slipping
it into the player in the dashboard, she turned up the volume.
The strains of Mozart’s Jupiter Symphony filled the car . . . rich,
melodious, so full of spirit and vivacity and, for her at least, a
soaring hope. It was one of her favorites. Tessa had bought the
tape for her a few weeks ago. It was the latest recording. Herbert
von Karajan conducting the Berliner Philharmoniker. Paula shut
her eyes, letting the music wash over her, thrilling to the first
movement . . . allegro vivace . . . it made her feel . . . up-
lifted.

A moment passed, and then another, and she opened her eyes
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finally, turned on the ignition, and coasted down the hill, making
for the Leeds-Bradford Road, which would lead her onto the
M1, the motorway going south to London. She swung onto it
thirty minutes later and saw at once that the traffic was light.
There were only a few stray cars on the road and no trucks at all.
If she was lucky and continued to have a clear run, she would be
sitting behind her desk at Harte’s in Knightsbridge within four
hours.

Picking up speed, Paula roared ahead, her foot hard down on
the accelerator, her eyes fixed on the road.

The symphony swelled to a crescendo, fell away, rose again,
enveloping her in its beauty, transporting her with its magic. She
experienced a surge of real happiness. Her mind was vividly
alive. She could see the months ahead very clearly, knew with a
sureness that thrust deep into her soul that she was right in
everything she intended to do.

She increased her speed. The Aston Martin flew forward
along the motorway as if it had wings and were airborne. She was
enjoying the feel of this superb piece of machinery under her
hands, enjoying the sense of control she felt . . . control of the
car, of herself, of the future. She had made her plan. Her master
plan. She intended to execute it as soon as possible. It was
watertight. Nothing could possibly go wrong . . .






Call no man foe, but never love a siranger.
Stella Benson

‘Be not forgetful to entertain strangers:
Jor thereby some have entertained angels unawares.
The Bible: Hebrews

My true-love hath my heart, and I have his,
By just exchange one for the other given:

I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss,
There never was a better bargain driven.

Sir Philip Sidney
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