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"For as the heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways, and my

thoughts than your thoughts."- Isaiah 55:9Adelaide Westall had always believed that God’s

ways were higher than earthly ways. She had just always imagined that God’s plan and her

plan would have some similarities. A family of penniless orphans facing a hopeless future in a

factory city—a heartbroken noblewoman shut up inside a forbidding fortress of grief and

reserve—and a mysterious painting of a calm-faced pilgrim were all destined to challenge

Adelaide’s faith in unexpected ways. Only God could orchestrate a plan high enough to reach

them all.Set amongst the rolling hills of the English border country, this story of Victorian life is

a poignant reminder that we serve a God who brings light out of darkness, who works good out

of evil, whose ways are higher than our ways—as the heavens are higher than the earth.
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PrefaceFrom my narrow bedroom, high in the castle wall, I could look directly down into the

rugged grey courtyard. That court was then—as I suppose it still is now—one of the gloomiest

spots on this earth. Even a crumbling ruin would have had a more cheerful look than those four

walls of cold, grimy stone streaked with the torch-smoke of centuries past and canopied with a

sky that never seemed to turn blue.It was a strange place to inspire a tale of God’s love and

care.If you go to an ordinary hotel and they put you in a room five feet by ten where a

tapestried curtain is supposed to do duty for a door and the electricity is run in through pipes

standing out on the inside of the walls—if, moreover, the said room is only to be reached by an

interminable spiral of stairs that narrow alarmingly the higher you climb and finally end in a

view which you can conscientiously describe as one of the gloomiest you have ever seen—

well, in general, you don’t consider the holiday much of a success. When, on the other hand,

the hotel also happens to be a castle, you may have stumbled across a form of buried treasure.

For it certainly was in that odd little bedroom overlooking the gloomy grey court that the first

glimmer of As the Heavens Are Higher dawned.That cold, hard, silent castle needed

something. It needed light, and it needed warmth, and it needed hope. Most of all, it needed

the transforming power of a mighty God.And out of those cold, hard walls—and the human

needs for which they stood—a tale of light and hope and power began to grow.That is the

storybook part of the story. Between that first inspiration and the present day there lies a long

track of commonplace, everyday, sometimes boring, frequently frustrating, but on the whole

thoroughly rewarding work. To the many persons whose time and energies have aided me

along this path—as well as to those who made my original trip to Great Britain possible—I owe

a debt of lasting gratitude. They have in so many ways made this story what it is.If you look at a

map of Northumberland you will not find the name of Highbank Castle set down in black and



white—but it is a real place for all that. Its stern grey walls still frown down over the gloomy

court under a sky which never seems to grow blue. Yet there is a little part of me which feels

that it need not always be so. The power that young Adelaide brought with her when she first

trod its echoing passages is still a living power today. It is a power just as capable of

transforming the real Highbank as it was of touching the hearts in this fictitious tale.For we

serve a God who brings light out of darkness, who works good out of evil, whose ways are

higher than our ways—as the heavens are higher than the earth.Courtenay Burden

CHAPTER 1AN ORPHANIt really began at Chathill Station.They all agreed so afterwards,

though Chathill Station itself was not a particularly remarkable place. And Adelaide herself did

not look at all remarkable as she stood on the platform, waiting for the 8:45 train on a sunny

Saturday in the spring of 1853.It is true, she was feeling shy, and nervous, and excited, all at

once. But the more remarkable Adelaide felt, the less remarkable she always looked.She

wanted so much to see her aunt—her own dear Aunt Eliza, who had been away so long, and

whom she longed for so often! And yet—and yet it had been such a long time since her aunt

had married Mr. Laurence Drake and moved away to his home in the south. Adelaide herself

had changed so much in those three years and a half. And it felt as if her memories of Aunt

Eliza were growing dimmer with each passing second. Yes, Adelaide could hardly have told

you whether she would have been sorry, or relieved, if the 8:45 had proved not to be Aunt

Eliza’s train after all.But she only looked like a quiet country girl standing at the back of the

platform in her best blue merino frock with her thoughtful face nearly hidden in a huge old-

fashioned straw bonnet.Just as the distant rumble of the approaching engine had initiated a

sort of expectant bustle in the waiting platform, a twinkle of fun crossed Adelaide’s previously

sober face. Her eyes were fixed on the pocket of a village lad who had been hopping about the

station for the last half-hour, asking everyone whether they wanted any bags carried, or any

luggage checked, or any cabs fetched. Richard, his name was. Adelaide knew this, because he

had nearly knocked her over twice already, by darting up to explain that he was Richard Stone,

and that he would be quite willing to run any errands which Adelaide or her father might like to

have run. But he had such an invincibly merry face and such a comically capable air, that it

would have been difficult to scold him, even if one had wished to.And now, as Adelaide

watched the curious bundle in his pocket, she was very nearly sure that she saw it wriggle.

Yes, it certainly was moving. Something was squirming around between the two pieces of old

brown denim of which the pocket was made. Something which gave a great twitch and flung a

plumed red tail into plain sight.Adelaide could nearly have laughed, so innocently unconscious

was the boy, and so triumphant and victorious the tail!The train was roaring up to the platform

by this time, the screech of brakes blending with the chime of the station clock as it pealed the

quarter-hour. Richard, still blissfully ignorant that his pocket did not present the most

respectable appearance imaginable, was offering his services to a distinguished-looking

passenger who descended from the first-class carriage.The dignified elderly lady in black was

accepting the offer and sending the little porter off to collect her luggage. Apparently neither

she nor the boy were conscious that with another magnificent wriggle the tail had disappeared

and a funny little red head with spiking ears and wide-awake eyes was peeping out curiously

from the boy’s pocket.It was a squirrel!His bright black eyes seemed to twinkle at Adelaide. He

had an engaging, expressive little face which seemed to say, “Aren’t you glad to see me? I’m

very glad to see you!”Oh, what shall I do? Adelaide asked herself helplessly. There was no way

to alert Richard without attracting the attention of his customer. And she certainly did not look

like the sort of traveller who would be pleased to discover a wild squirrel in the pocket of the



person carrying her luggage! The lady had, in fact, a commanding, aristocratic countenance,

although it was ill-suited to the listless, almost indifferent air with which she waited for Richard

to obtain her portmanteaux.She was the sort of lady who ought to have been the descendant

of a notable and illustrious family. But notable or otherwise, she did not strike Adelaide as being

sympathetic to squirrels.Before Adelaide had time to decide whether she would cause more

commotion by speaking or by keeping still, the squirrel settled the question for her. His wide-

awake visage had been turning to and fro, surveying the platform with great interest. Just as

Adelaide was about to tug on her father’s sleeve to make him look in the direction of the lad,

the squirrel spied a stand at the end of the platform. It was a newspaper stand which held the

Daily Chronical, the Weekly Register, and the monthly Bradshaw.1 And—a few bags of

peanuts.Peanuts! The squirrel’s ears stood straight up from his head. For one second he

paused. Then with a gigantic spring he was on the ground.Passengers were everywhere by

this time. Passengers coming off the train, and passengers going into it. Passengers looking for

the waiting room, and passengers looking for the road. There was even one lady—Adelaide

realized with a gasp that it was the very lady whose luggage the boy was supposed to be

collecting—who was picking up a newspaper from the stand!The squirrel had his eyes on the

peanuts. The lady had hers on the newspaper.Consequently, it would be difficult to say who

was more astonished at the collision.“Oh, take care!” Adelaide cried.At the same instant,

Richard whirled around and exclaimed, “Rufus, I told you to stay in my pocket! I say! Please

don’t step on him!”This last was directed at the lady in black who jumped backwards and

somehow avoided the squirrel. But Rufus had been severely frightened, and he cast about

quickly for some place of refuge.Darting away from the newspaper rack, he dove for the most

sheltered corner he could find. One leap and he was beside Adelaide. Another, and he was on

the window ledge behind her. A third, and he had upset a bottle of traveller’s ink with which a

gentleman inside the window was trying to fill out a telegraph form.“Rufus!” called Richard,

rushing after the delinquent. “Rufus, come here at once!”Rufus dove back out the window. His

inky paws landed for a moment on Adelaide’s shoulders, and then the next second he was safe

in the boy’s arms.Adelaide was so astonished she could barely speak. But as she looked at the

alarmed little face staring out at the frightening world, she really could not help it—she had to

laugh.Richard laughed too.“I really do not see the cause for so much mirth,” observed the first-

class lady with some displeasure. “Your rat has done a great deal of damage.”“He’s not a—”

began the boy but evidently thought better of it.“I have not seen such a profusion of ink since I

was a child,” said the lady, looking at the windowsill where the telegraph-man was doing his

best to repair the damages. Adelaide almost fancied the recollection of the ink story from her

childhood might have amused the lady, for she paused a moment. But when she spoke again it

was only to say, “There is even some on this young lady’s dress.”Adelaide craned her neck to

look at the shoulder of her frock. Yes, it was certainly splattered with ink. Of all the articles of

clothing upon which ink might have been splattered, Adelaide did wish it had not been her new

blue merino. It had only been finished last week, and Adelaide knew quite well that it would be

a long, long time before she could have another.But Richard and Rufus both looked so

concerned that Adelaide tried to sound cheerful as she said, “Never mind, Rufus didn’t mean

to do it.”“You ought to take a wet handkerchief to your frock at once,” said the lady decidedly.

“My great aunt Eleanor—whose portrait still hangs in the West Gallery—used to tell of an

instance when, by a strange accident, the crown of a Leghorn hat was covered with the syrup

of preserved plumbs.”Richard’s eyes twinkled again.“Did she get it out?” he asked hopefully.“By

wiping it immediately, with a clean wet napkin,” the traveller concluded, “not the slightest stain

was left. It is my personal opinion that the sugar neutralized the acid naturally occurring in the



fruit.”Richard looked very much impressed. “Perhaps you’d like some sugar to sprinkle on the

ink,” he suggested cheerfully to Adelaide. “There’s nothing like sugar, I’ve always said. Rufus

thinks so, too. I’d like to find Rufus a nice place where they’d feed him sugar once in a while. I’d

feel better about him, you know,” he added confidentially.“But you aren’t selling him, are you?”

asked Adelaide uncertainly.“Oh, no,” said Richard evidently shocked. “I wouldn’t sell Rufus. But

I’ve got to get him adopted. I’m not allowed to keep him at home any more. He eats too much,

and he wants such a lot of looking after. There’s too many of us at home, you see, to keep a

pet. But I’m very fond of him, and I should like him to go to a nice family in the neighbourhood.

You’d like that, wouldn’t you Rufus?”And he looked at the little red animal with such a

sorrowfully affectionate glance that even the dignified traveller looked slightly softened.“My

grandfather, Sir Richard Bradstock, was known to take such care of his wild rabbits,” she

remarked, “that he refused to sell a plot of land to a gentleman who wished to cut down their

favorite plantation. You rather put me in mind of him.”“I expect that’s because I’m named after

him,” said Richard earnestly. “I’m named Richard too, you know.”“But,” said the lady, looking a

trifle amused, “that doesn’t promise you are named after my ancestor. There are many

Richard’s in the kingdom.”“Well, I’ll always think I’m named after your ancestor,” said Richard

companionably. “I rather like you,” he added. “I wonder whether you would be able to take

Rufus? He could live where Sir Richard’s rabbits did, you know. And he’s an orphan. It would

be very kind of you to adopt him. People ought to be especially kind to orphans, don’t you

think?”The lady’s brows drew together sharply.“On the contrary,” she replied rather grimly, “we

have not had domestic rabbits on my estate since my late husband’s time. Wild animals are

hardly the province of a lady.”Richard sighed, and Rufus looked up beseechingly.Adelaide

hesitated a moment. There were rabbit hutches on her own farm. Adelaide was not at all

certain that a squirrel could live in a rabbit hutch, but she was fairly confident that somewhere

in the barn or outbuildings, there would be a corner large enough to house one tiny squirrel.

And Rufus looked up so hopefully, with one inky paw on Richard’s rather disheveled

shirtsleeve. If sugar was a cure for stains, Richard’s clothing was certainly in need of a liberal

dose.“Do you know,” said Adelaide thoughtfully while Richard began wiping the squirrel’s feet

with a much-dilapidated handkerchief, “I believe I could take Rufus home to our farm.”“Could

you indeed?” squealed Richard his face lighting up again. “He would be very much obliged to

you. Rufus is a very good squirrel, really. He doesn’t bite at all. I know, for our little Hubert

pulled his tail once—he’s only small, Hubert is, and doesn’t know any better—but Rufus didn’t

bite him. He only looked rather puzzled!”“Well, I don’t think my father will mind if we adopt him,”

said Adelaide, turning around to look for her father. He was just coming toward them with a

smiling lady who caught Adelaide in her arms, exclaiming, “My dear Adelaide—you haven’t

changed a bit!”And that was the much-dreaded introduction.Adelaide privately thought that it

was her aunt who hadn’t changed a bit. But there was no leisure to do more than return Mrs.

Drake’s embrace.“My dear, you have ink all over your frock,” said her aunt laughingly. “Oh, I

see. There’s been an inkstand upset. But how did the squirrel get into it?”The first-class lady,

with a slight nod, excused herself while Adelaide began to explain. Richard, who had to

relocate her portmanteaux, only paused to assure the party that he would bring Rufus back in

a minute, if they would wait.“I hope you don’t mind, Papa,” said Adelaide to her father as she

concluded her story. “He seemed so sorry to part with the little fellow, and I thought perhaps he

could come up to our farm sometimes and see him.”Mr. Westall was a prudent, cautious

farmer, and he waited to ask the lad how he had acquired the squirrel and how long it had

been domesticated. Having been satisfied with the information that Rufus had come from a

villager with whom Mr. Westall was acquainted, and that the squirrel had been cared for by



humans from its infancy, and (perhaps the sheep farmer’s greatest concern) that it was quite

free from pest or disease, he said that Adelaide was welcome to adopt Rufus if she thought

she could take care of him properly.Richard beamed a congratulatory smile. “I shall miss him

dreadfully,” he said a shadow crossing his merry face. “I’ve had Rufus for months and months—

ever since he was a baby, really. But if you live in these parts, I’ll be sure to come and see him

sometimes. It isn’t really saying goodbye. You be good now, Rufus,” he added in a whisper. And

then, as if not trusting himself to say any more, he pushed the squirrel into Adelaide’s hands

and darted off.“Oh,” he cried, reappearing a second later. “I forgot to ask where you lived? Is it

anywhere near Chatwick? That’s where our lodgings are, you know, and I should like to be able

to see Rufus without going too far. Sometimes, you see,” and a shrewd, merry look crossed his

face again, “sometimes, if people live too far, I get lost!”Mr. Westall told Richard where to find

their farm and assured him that it was located at no great distance from the village. In truth, the

Chatwick blacksmith was the individual who had shod all Mr. Westall’s horses for time

immemorial. Richard would have plenty of opportunities of meeting with Rufus again. The boy

grinned happily, and in another second, he was gone.“Well,” said Mrs. Drake as they made their

way out to the cart, “you have an unusual charge, Adelaide. Do you know anything about

raising squirrels?”Adelaide shook her head with a smile. “He is a dear little thing, though, isn’t

he?” she asked, holding him up to view.“He has an engaging face, at any rate,” said her aunt,

laughing. “But I should think he was a mischievous little creature. He doesn’t look as if he could

sit still for two minutes together!”“He hasn’t since I’ve seen him, anyhow,” said Adelaide,

running her hand down Rufus’ soft back. “I’m afraid I was nearly cross when he splattered the

ink. You know, Aunt Eliza, I’ve only had this dress a fortnight. And I expect it is stained for

life.”“We’ll see about that,” said Mrs. Drake optimistically. “I dare say we can find a bottle of

oxalic acid, and that will work wonders.”“Well, I was very sorry when it spilled,” Adelaide went

on, “but then I thought of the verse I read yesterday, ‘For as the heavens are higher than the

earth, so are my ways higher than your ways, and my thoughts than your thoughts.’ 2 Of

course, kindness and consideration are part of the ‘way’ God means us to take. And it seems to

me,” Adelaide finished a little shyly, “that we shouldn’t get vexed over the disagreeable things

that come along. Because they might be part of a bigger plan.”“Yes,” said her aunt, “I should

think they generally are. Or more precisely, they are part of a higher plan. We can’t say whether

a splattering of ink is a link in some great and noble chain, or merely a call to everyday

kindness. I was thinking—in my solitary train ride—whether little things, after all, don’t make up

the most important part of life. They certainly make up the greater.”“After all,” said Mr. Westall,

“pure religion is described as being, ‘To visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction, and to

keep himself unspotted from the world.’ ” 3“But it seems rather irreverent to apply that to a

squirrel,” said Adelaide doubtfully.“I think I was rather applying it to the boy,” said Mrs. Drake,

smiling a trifle. “He may not be an orphan, but he is certainly a poor child, to whom your little

kindness must have meant a great deal.“Oh! These dear, fresh hills!” Mrs. Drake suddenly

exclaimed as the cart rolled out of town and the rugged northern scenery extended on every

side. “Now that I am really once back, I wonder how your uncle ever persuaded me to leave in

the first place!”Mrs. Drake was a brisk, merry lady, and Adelaide found that however long it had

been since their last meeting, it did not take more than a second to become reacquainted.She

chatted happily to her aunt as the horses trotted off down the western road.Mr. Westall had

borrowed a neighbour’s cart and driving mares, for the twelve miles between Chathill and the

Westalls’ farm were too many for his own plodding draft horses. But Mr. Pierce’s greys were as

fast as they were sleek. Mile after mile rolled under the wheels while Mrs. Drake’s merry laugh

rang out across the hills, and Rufus, curled up in a ball in Adelaide’s lap, slept as peacefully as



a baby.“I must own you gave me a surprise,” said Mrs. Drake. “I fancied some of you would

meet me at the station, but I didn’t know what grand company my nieces keep.”Adelaide looked

confused.“Haven’t you any idea who you were talking to at the station?” said the aunt, laughing

again.“Richard?” said Adelaide, still puzzled.“No, Lady Bradstock!” returned Mrs. Drake.

“Really, you don’t mean you didn’t recognize her!”“Was that the lady?” asked Adelaide in

surprise. “The Lady Bradstock who owns the famous Bradstock sheep? To be sure, she did

mention that her grandfather was named Richard Bradstock. But then, I was so busy thinking

about Rufus that I didn’t have time to wonder who the lady—Rufus!” Adelaide exclaimed,

breaking off suddenly. “Oh, Aunt Eliza. Rufus isn’t it my lap! I can’t possibly have lost him

already! But if I haven’t lost him, then where has he gone?”1. Bradshaw’s Railway Guide, the

standard 19th century railway handbook.2. Isaiah 55:93. James 1:27

CHAPTER 2ONCE TRESPASSERSRufus had certainly disappeared. Mr. Westall stopped the

horses, and Adelaide jumped down from the cart.“Really, this is ludicrous,” sighed Mrs. Drake.

She bent over to check beneath her seat. “He was here only a moment ago!”But wherever he

might have been a minute before, Rufus was unquestionably not there now.“Oh, Richard will be

so very sorry,” lamented Adelaide, wondering how she could have let Rufus escape out of her

lap.“He most likely tried to get back to Richard on his own,” observed Mr. Westall.“Well, I’ll get

down and help you look for him,” said Mrs. Drake briskly. “You don’t mind waiting, do you,

John?”“I wouldn’t mind for myself,” said Mr. Westall after a moment’s thought. “But I told Mr.

Pierce I’d have his cart back by half past ten. He wants to go into Wooler this morning.”“Is

something wrong with the cart?” called a voice along the road.Looking up, Adelaide saw a

short, rosy-cheeked maiden running toward them as fast as she could go.“Gail!” Adelaide

exclaimed as her sister panted up to the trio.“Mamma sent me,” Gail explained, brushing her

black curls out of her eyes. “And I had to catch you before you got home, because Mamma

wants you to go up to Norcock Farm. Their girl was here this morning, and she said their wash

kettle’s lost its hand. Lost its handle, I mean. And the master’s gone to the market town, and

the mistress’s rheumatism is bad, and the girl can’t lift it—it’s too heavy. So, Mamma said you

should go up to Norcock Farm and bring it back to Mr. Pierce in the cart. Mr. Pierce is the

blacksmith and he can fix it,” finished the breathless speaker by way of explanation to Mrs.

Drake.“And I am Gail,” she added very much as an afterthought. “But I expect you guessed that

already.”“If I’m to go up to Norcock we’d best be off,” said Mr. Westall decidedly. “It’s a good mile

there and back, and we’ll have to drop your aunt’s trunk at the farm besides.”“Oh, where can

Rufus be?” cried Adelaide, looking up and down the road. It was in vain. No small red squirrel

was in sight.“Who is Rufus?” asked Gail curiously. “Did you bring a little boy with you, Aunt

Eliza?”“No,” said Mrs. Drake. She laughed merrily. “I don’t have any little boys, Gail.”“Yes, I

know, but I thought perhaps you’d adopted one,” Gail answered readily.“Suppose you go on to

Norcock Farm,” said Mrs. Drake, turning to Mr. Westall. “You can get their kettle, and leave my

trunk at home, and the girls and I can either meet you here on the road or walk home by

ourselves. It’s not far now, is it?”Mr. Westall agreed willingly to this proposal, and the cart

jogged off down the road, leaving Adelaide and Gail alone with their aunt.“Now,” said Mrs.

Drake promptly, “we’ll walk back along the road a piece. Perhaps he’s hiding in the hedgerow or

in that stone wall back at the last crossroad.”“I hope not. He’d be trespassing,” Gail remarked,

slipping her hand into Mrs. Drake’s. Gail was never shy with anyone, and she had already

made up her mind that she liked her aunt very much.“That’s one of Lady Bradstock’s sheep

pastures,” Adelaide explained. “She has the most remarkable flock in Northumberland. Just

look at them, Aunt Eliza!”And certainly, the Bradstock sheep were worth looking at. Their faces



and legs were jet black, but their enormous coats were a creamy white.“They certainly are

unusual,” said Mrs. Drake. “I have never seen such voluminous wool. It seems a cruelty to the

poor creatures to make them carry such a load. But the little lambs are very darling with their

black faces and legs and clean, pure wool.”“I do not think they have been known to show any ill-

effects from their heavy coats,” said Adelaide as they drew closer to the pasture. “And there is

not a breed in the country which produces better, in both quality and quantity of wool.”“But no

one is allowed to go into their field except the keepers,” Gail persisted. “Rufus would be

trespassing.”“I expect the keepers would have difficulty keeping Rufus out,” remarked Mrs.

Drake in an amused tone. “Rufus is a squirrel.”“Oh!” Gail’s voice rose in surprise. “But did they

let you take a squirrel on the train, Aunt Eliza?”“Not exactly,” said Mrs. Drake with a sideways

glance at Adelaide. “But they tolerated him in the station, apparently. Your sister will have to

explain the full story, for I only came in for the finale.”“I’ve—well, I’ve adopted him,” said

Adelaide, intending to make Gail laugh by the calm statement.Instead, her sister interrupted

with the sudden exclamation, “Is he a red squirrel with something black on his paws? Because

if that’s Rufus, he’s going to be trespassing in another minute!”Sure enough, there was Rufus,

halfway along the branch of a neighbouring tree. He was looking down at the sheep with

apparent interest. And yes, he was already out over the forbidden pasture.“I’ll get him,” said

Gail, untying her bonnet. “Last time I climbed a tree it got caught coming down,” she explained

as she set it on the grass. “Well, Rufus, here I come!”Gail swung herself up into the tree. Rufus

glanced at her resignedly. Possibly this was not his first experience of escape and retrieval.“I

don’t believe he minds getting caught,” Gail called down. “He’s not even trying to get

away!”Adelaide had a private suspicion that her sister would not have minded if Rufus had led

them on a longer chase. Gail did love an adventure. And life on a country farm did not provide

half as many adventures as she would have enjoyed.“We’ve a wonderful view up here,” Gail

remarked through the branches. “You can see all the way to Highbank. I should like to see the

castle up close. Wouldn’t you, Rufus? He’s letting me hold him, Adelaide! Oh! Now he’s jumped

to my shoulder. That would be a good way to climb down, if he’d only stay there. But I’ll wait a

minute so as not to startle him. Those sheep do look funny from above! They look as if they

were all wool!”Gail was leaning out over the pasture for a better view when something went

wrong. No one, not Mrs. Drake who was looking directly at her, nor even Gail herself ever knew

exactly what happened. The question of whether she lost her balance or the branch broke was

not thought of until it was too late to be determined. All anyone knew was that at one moment

Gail was saying: “I dare say Rufus would let me climb down if—”, and almost the next second,

she was lying on the ground looking stunned.“Oh, Gail!” cried Adelaide, scrambling over the

wall without even noticing how its rough surface scraped her hands. Gail sat up and blinked in

a rather stunned manner.“Are you hurt?” Adelaide exclaimed.“Keep still for a moment, my

dear,” directed Mrs. Drake, kneeling beside Gail.“Are you alright?” Adelaide asked again. “You

didn’t drop Rufus, at any rate.”“Yes—I think—I’m alright,” gasped Gail. She moved her arms

and legs carefully. “It’s only that I fell rather fast and got all my breath knocked out. But Aunt

Eliza—we’re trespassers!”Gail’s face suggested some doubt as to whether this fact ought to

produce excitement or alarm.“Never mind,” said Mrs. Drake as she helped Gail to her feet. “It

isn’t as if we trespassed on purpose. If the Highbank keepers happen to see us, we can easily

explain.”The keepers, however, would not be the first to notice the intrusion. There was another

guard in the pasture, and she held no scruples as to why these foreigners had entered her

domain. The largest of the Bradstock ewes lowered her head and stared fiercely at them. When

this warning went unnoticed, she took action and charged.Adelaide turned her head in time to

see the great, disproportionate mass hurtling toward them. She heard Mrs. Drake utter a quick,



urgent cry, and saw her pull Gail away from its path.In their panic, the little group’s first instinct

was to flee. The sheep was coming along the wall, and they fled from her course, forgetting

that the fastest escape would have been to return the way they had come. In terms of a view

taken down the length of the field, the sheep was now between them and the wall. Impulse

dragged them away from, rather than toward, safety. Out into the pasture they ran.“The tree!”

gasped Mrs. Drake, motioning to a pine which stood a little way across the expanse of grass.

They reached the tree, still with their pursuer in full charge. Adelaide scrambled into the lower

branches. Gail—still clutching Rufus—stumbled up behind. Mrs. Drake, with the sheep now

gaining upon her, reached the tree and with surprising agility joined them in the protective

bows. The ewe ground to a halt and stood glaring up at them, doubtless wishing herself a

squirrel or bird in order that she might follow her infuriating foes.And here we are, thought

Adelaide. She peered down at the woolly mass through the green branches. She obviously had

as little intention of going off and allowing them to escape as they had of descending while she

remained.“Here we are,” Adelaide repeated aloud. “And here we shall have to stay.”
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Bekah, “Lovely Read. This was a lovely story. I enjoyed the old-fashioned writing style and the

slower pace of the story.Adelaide is a sweet character, always ready and willing to help others

though she often wants to do things right now. I found I could sympathize with Adelaide quite a

bit as I tend to be a “now” person too. Gail was such fun! Her energy, enthusiasm and high

spirts made me think we would be good friends. I did find it hard to relate to Anna because I

am not in the least bit like her, but she was still enjoyable.And Richard must not be forgotten

nor his faithful shadow, Mary. I had to laugh at Richard’s plans for when he grew up. Lady

Bradstock and her many relatives (all in paintings and photographs mind you), had me

chuckling.I enjoyed the lessons woven into the story. All were good reminders of growing in

Christ.My one complaint was that I had no idea how old Adelaide and her sisters were. We

were given no age and so I was left to puzzle over it the entire story.Overall, this was a

delightful story and I would recommend it to anyone who likes stories of a vintage nature.*I

received a complimentary copy from the author. A review was not required. All thoughts in this

review about this story are my own.*”

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/MJzMW/As-the-Heavens-Are-Higher-Courtenay-Burden


Kylie Hunt - The Film Director's Wife, “Lovely Faith-Based Hustorical Fiction Read. The author

Courtenay Burden shows her delightful writing skills in this tale of trusting the Lord completely

even when His was do not make sense to us.She brings you into Adelaide Westall's world in a

way that feels real and is gripping.I appreciated that the Author centering the story on the Lord

and scriptures, all while dealing with real life struggles.It was nice the overall theme that only

God can bring light to the darkness and bring good from our pain.I definitely recommend this

book if you are looking for an inspirational read!***I received a complimentary copy of the book

from the author. I was not required to leave a review. All opinions expressed in this review are

solely my own.***”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A lovely old-fashioned children's story.. Although I admit to some

prejudice(the author is my niece), I found this a delightful story, written in an old-fashioned

manner. The characters are very real and endearing and I would love to hear more of their

adventures and the lessons learned, which are applicable to any age group. I was not ready for

this book to end. I'd love to read more about these characters and look forward to future

writings from this young author.”

Karl B., “Review of ‘As the heavens are higher’. One of the best historical fiction books I’ve ever

read. The author draws magnificent word pictures to enhance the storyline. Book is especially

good for teens.”

The book by Nathan D Thomas has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 4 people have provided feedback.
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