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    Yonder turns on the pull between the life we inhabit and the life we imagine, and the cost of trying to span the distance between them. E. H. Young builds this tension from quiet rooms and ordinary streets, tracing desires that seldom announce themselves yet direct futures. Rather than grand gestures, the book studies the slow formation of resolve, private rehearsals of bravery, and the negotiations required by companionship. The title’s horizon is less a place than a pressure, the sense that something other might be within reach if one could balance duties and loyalties without betrayal.

First published in the early twentieth century, Yonder belongs to the tradition of the English social novel shaped by close psychological attention. E. H. Young, an English novelist of that era, is known for her clear-eyed portraits of domestic life and the moral texture of everyday decisions. Set within an English milieu, the book observes family, friendship, and community with the poise of a writer attentive to social nuance. Without depending on spectacle, it situates private longing within public expectation, presenting a world recognizable to contemporary readers precisely because of its ordinary details. The result is a supple narrative that feels intimate yet socially alert.

At its outset, the novel gathers a small circle of characters whose lives intersect through kinship, proximity, and habit. Among them is a figure whose imagination is caught by possibilities that lie just beyond the familiar routines, and whose tentative steps toward a different arrangement of life unsettle the surrounding order. Young charts the ripples such initiative causes—gentle, persistent, sometimes comic, sometimes painful—while keeping the stakes firmly rooted in the everyday. The plot advances through conversation, misread signals, and the incremental courage required to act, ensuring readers are concerned less with surprises than with the dawning clarity of motive.

Young’s prose favors lucidity over ornament, irony over accusation, and sympathy over indulgence. Scenes move with measured rhythm, balancing interior reflection with the choreography of social occasions, and the narration allows room for competing interpretations of the same moment. Dialogue is crisp without theatrical flourish, and descriptive passages secure the atmosphere without crowding it. The tone is poised and observant, occasionally wry, always humane, such that the book’s tensions accumulate almost imperceptibly. This restraint gives the novel its force: the emotions feel earned, the revelations plausible, and the judgments provisional, inviting readers to weigh each action against the demands of circumstance.

Across its pages, Yonder studies restlessness and belonging, the claims of duty, and the ethics of compromise. It weighs the desire for self-direction against commitments to family and community, asking how one might change without inflicting harm, or whether harm can ever be entirely avoided. Gendered expectations and the social choreography of respectability shape the field of possibility, and Young examines how characters internalize, resist, or repurpose those pressures. The book is attentive to class inflections without reducing people to categories, and it insists that integrity is enacted in small, repeated gestures rather than slogans, where kindness and courage often look indistinguishable.

For contemporary readers, the novel’s questions are strikingly current: how to reconcile ambition with care; how to locate a home that does not mute one’s voice; how to keep faith with others while remaining honest with oneself. Its measured realism models a way of paying attention that resists cynicism and sensationalism, valuable in an era of quick judgments. The book suggests that change—personal or social—often begins in the texture of everyday life, in conversations and decisions that appear minor until one views them in sequence. In this, Yonder offers a vocabulary of patience, responsibility, and imaginative reach that travels well.

Approached on its own terms, Yonder rewards slow reading and a sensitivity to gesture. The movement is deliberate, the pleasures cumulative: the exact turn of a thought, the twist of a friendship, the surprise of a quiet refusal. Young trusts readers to infer, and the novel leaves spaciousness around motives, avoiding the comfort of easy verdicts. As the title implies, the horizon matters, but so does the path taken toward it, and the company kept along the way. Without resorting to melodrama, the book achieves suspense through moral inquiry, concluding not with thunder but with the steadier satisfaction of recognition.
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    I appreciate the request for a compact synopsis of Yonder by E. H. Young. To uphold accuracy and avoid introducing errors, I must note that I do not have sufficient verifiable detail about this specific novel’s plot, character list, or chapter sequence. Providing a narrative summary without reliable reference points would risk speculation. Instead, I offer context about E. H. Young’s fiction and the narrative movements and conflicts for which she is widely known, so you can situate Yonder within her oeuvre while remaining spoiler‑safe. If you can share brief plot cues or chapter headings, I can supply a precise, neutral synopsis promptly.

E. H. Young was a British novelist renowned for psychologically astute portraits of domestic life and social nuance. Her work frequently examines tensions between personal conscience and communal expectation, with close attention to women’s choices, class pressures, and the ethics of intimacy. She often sets stories in closely observed English communities, depicting ordinary households with unusual clarity rather than relying on sensational incident. The tone is measured, unsentimental, and compassionate, and irony is used to test assumptions. These hallmarks shape the reading experience and frame how developments accrue significance through subtle shifts rather than overt spectacle.

In many of Young’s novels, the opening establishes a household or small social circle and introduces relationships already under strain. The narrative voice often stays close to one central perspective while ranging outward to test other viewpoints, building a mosaic of perceptions. Early chapters lay out practical constraints—money, kin obligations, and reputations—that limit what characters can say or do. Against this fabric, a change of circumstance—new employment, a move, an unexpected visitor, or a public event—nudges the existing order out of balance, exposing fixed routines to scrutiny and making room for competing loyalties to emerge.

As pressures build, Young’s fiction typically deepens its conflicts through conversation rather than confrontation, letting implications and omissions carry weight. Moral problems are rarely framed as simple transgressions; they concern the cost of choosing among imperfect options. Friendship and family become testing grounds for tact, secrecy, generosity, and resentment. Characters try to reconcile the comfort of familiar roles with a desire for self‑direction, and the plot tracks how small, cumulative decisions reset a community’s expectations. Social settings—teas, walks, musical evenings, church, and civic meetings—provide occasions where private intentions meet public visibility, and where a misstep or kindness can redirect sympathies.

Turning points in Young’s narratives are typically quiet but decisive: a letter answered or withheld, a visit paid at the right or wrong moment, an offer declined with consequences not immediately apparent. The story’s energy comes from altered perceptions—how one person’s revised understanding reshapes what others believe possible. Spaces do complementary work: interiors register constraint or solace, while streets, gardens, or nearby countryside suggest perspective and escape. Without broadcasting outcomes, the narrative often pauses to interrogate motives, ensuring that changes feel earned by temperament and circumstance rather than by arbitrary plot mechanics.

Resolutions in Young’s work tend to avoid dramatic reversals, favoring choices that preserve dignity while acknowledging loss. Endings are seldom punitive or sentimental; instead they balance accommodation with integrity, showing that living well may mean accepting limits without capitulating to them. The final chapters usually crystallize the central question—what kind of freedom is possible here?—while leaving room for readers to imagine consequences beyond the page. Because revelation is measured, the satisfaction lies in coherence: actions align with character, and relationships settle into a form that reflects what has been learned, not simply what has been desired.

E. H. Young’s broader significance lies in her precise attention to ordinary experience and her insistence that ethical stakes are present in everyday choices. A spoiler‑safe synopsis of Yonder would map these concerns onto its specific setting, relationships, and pivotal decisions, following the narrative as it introduces a social world, complicates loyalties, and reaches a restrained, morally clear resolution. To provide that concise, plot‑following account—highlighting key developments without revealing major turns—please share a short outline, character list, or a few chapter summaries. With that anchor, I will deliver a faithful seven‑paragraph synopsis immediately.
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    E. H. Young (Emily Hilda Young, 1880–1949) wrote Yonder early in her career, drawing on the realities of provincial middle-class England before the First World War. After moving to Bristol in 1902, she observed the mores of districts such as Clifton that later appeared, fictionalized as “Upper Radstowe,” in several novels. That milieu—respectable streets, well-governed households, and tightly knit social networks—frames the novel’s concerns. Institutions central to daily life include the Church of England, local councils, grammar and high schools, and the circulating libraries that shaped reading habits. The book engages with the expectations such institutions imposed on individuals seeking space for private choice.

The political atmosphere of the late Edwardian years was defined by Liberal reforms and constitutional controversy. Between 1906 and 1914, measures such as old-age pensions (1908), the People’s Budget (1909), and the National Insurance Act (1911) expanded the state’s role in welfare. The Parliament Act of 1911 curtailed the House of Lords’ veto, marking a decisive shift in power. In provincial cities, municipal government invested in transport, sanitation, and education, reshaping everyday routines. For respectable households dependent on salaries or small businesses, these changes promised security yet stirred debate about independence, taxation, and responsibility—anxieties that inform Young’s interest in prudence, status, and moral duty.

Debates over women’s roles were especially intense. The Women’s Social and Political Union campaigned militantly for votes, leading to mass demonstrations, arrests, and hunger strikes; “Black Friday” in 1910 and the 1913 “Cat and Mouse Act” became national talking points. Educational opportunities expanded through girls’ high schools and women’s colleges, and clerical work and teaching drew growing numbers of middle-class women. Yet domestic service remained the dominant female occupation. Despite Married Women’s Property Acts (1870, 1882), divorce law still advantaged husbands until reforms of the 1920s. Young’s fiction tests these pressures, portraying women negotiating respectability, economic dependence, and the desire for personal authority.

Religion and moral culture structured public and private conduct. The Church of England’s parishes and charitable societies, alongside strong Nonconformist congregations, shaped norms around duty, sobriety, and sexual respectability. The temperance movement enjoyed wide support, and voluntary associations supplied relief, training, and supervision of the poor. Sermons, mothers’ meetings, and parish visiting knit together neighborhoods and reinforced reputations. In such settings, breaches of convention could carry social penalties, yet discreet kindness and local patronage also opened doors. Young’s interest in conscience, kindness, and hypocrisy responds to this environment, where faith and philanthropy coexist with judgment, and where gossip polices boundaries of belonging.

Urban life in prosperous provincial centers was changing rapidly. Electric lighting and tramways expanded access to work and leisure; telephone service and motorcars, still relatively rare, signaled status. Suburbs of terraced and villa housing drew clerks, teachers, and shopkeepers, with districts like Clifton in Bristol exemplifying aspirational respectability. The 1911 census recorded domestic service as the largest employer of women, making servants integral to middle-class households and to the choreography of privacy and display. Department stores and mail-order catalogues broadened consumer choices. Reading flourished through newspapers, family magazines, and subscription services such as Boots Booklovers’ Library, which popularized contemporary domestic fiction.

Literary culture in these years favored realism attentive to manners and motive. Novelists such as Arnold Bennett and John Galsworthy anatomized middle-class property and pride, while writers including May Sinclair advanced psychological exploration. Review organs like the Times Literary Supplement, founded in 1902, and the continuing power of subscription libraries guided reception. Women novelists were prominent and widely reviewed. E. H. Young’s clarity of style and ironic poise fit this landscape; her later Miss Mole won the James Tait Black Memorial Prize in 1930, confirming her reputation for acute social observation that Yonder already exhibits in its interest in motive, compromise, and self-command.

The pre-war public climate—often called the Great Unrest—brought strikes, rallies, and anxieties into daily conversation. Industrial disputes peaked between 1910 and 1914; the 1911 national railway strike and the 1913 Dublin Lockout drew national attention. The 1912 sinking of the Titanic symbolized modernity’s risks, while the naval arms race with Germany and the Irish Home Rule crisis, including the Ulster Covenant of 1912, kept politics heated. Such events seldom intruded violently into respectable drawing rooms, yet they colored newspaper reading and dinner-table talk. Young’s focus on private choices proceeds against this unsettled backdrop of risk, solidarity, and the fragility of assurance.

Within this context, Yonder reads as a study of how conventions both stabilize and constrict provincial life. Young examines the claims of duty—to family, church, and neighborhood—alongside the longing for autonomy that modern education and urban variety encourage. Her characters weigh appearances against candor, hesitation against resolve, aware that social verdicts can determine livelihood and belonging. The novel’s measured ironies and lucid prose align with contemporary realist practice while questioning the authority of inherited rules. In doing so, it reflects its era’s tensions and quietly critiques the narrowness that respectability, however humane its intentions, can impose on moral imagination.
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A boy, slim and white as the silver birches[1] round him, stood at the edge of a pool, in act to dive. The flat stone was warm to his feet from yesterday's sun, and through the mist of a September morning there was promise of more heat, but now the grey curtain hung in a stillness that was broken by his plunge. He came to the surface, shaking his black head, and, when he had paddled round the pool, he landed, glistening like the dewy fields beyond him. Slowly he drew on his clothes, leaving the quiet of the wood unruffled, but his eyes were alert. If there were any movement among the birches, with their air of trees seen mirrored in a lake, he did not miss it. He, too, was of the woods and the water, sharing their life and taking mood and colour from them[1q]. He sat very still when he had dressed, with lean hands resting on his raised knees, and eyes that marked how the water in the pool was sinking for lack of rain and how the stream that fed it had become a trickle. In a wet season his flat stone was three feet under water, and there was a rushing river above and below his bathing-place, tearing headlong from those hills which, last night, had been hidden in heavy cloud and might be wrapped in it still for all the low mist would let him know. He saw how the bracken was dried before its time, and the trees were ready to let fall their leaves at the first autumn wind, and how some of them, not to be baulked of their last grandeur, had tried to flame into gold that their death might not be green. There were blackberries within a yard of him but he did not move to get them for the mist was like a hand laid on him; but when at length it stirred a little, thrust aside by a ray of sun, he rose, whistling softly, to take the fruit, and then, barefooted and bareheaded, he walked home across the fields.

The sun came out more boldly and Alexander broke into louder, gayer whistling, welcoming the sunshine and warning his mother that it was breakfast-time. From the back of the low, white house he heard her answering note, and thus assured that the bacon was in the pan, or near it, he took a seat on the old horse-block[2] and waited.

Behind him was the house-front and the strip of low-walled garden, where lad's love, and pinks, and tobacco-plant grew as they chose among the straggling rose-bushes; before him were the fields he had crossed, the trees bordering the stream, and, topping the mist, the broad breast of the Blue Hill. On his left hand the rough road before the house dwindled to a track that led upwards to the pass between the sloping shoulder of the Blue Hill and the jagged, precipitous rocks of the Spiked Crags, and between these and the hill behind the house a deeply cut watercourse was grooved, hardly more than an empty trough at this moment, but in the time of rain lashed by a flood of waters that looked from the house like a white and solid streak. Alexander called this water the mountain-witch's hair, for it streamed to his fancy like the locks of an old hag, and when the sound of its roaring came to him through the winter night he thought she was shrieking in anger, and he pulled the bed-clothes about his ears. But he told no one of that secret name, and, like other people, he spoke of it as the Steep Water[3], because of the cascades in which it fell. Broad Beck[4] was the name of the stream in which he bathed, and, but for the one deep pool, it went over stony shallows to the lake of which Alexander, sitting on the horse-block, could see a glimmer at his right hand, like a grey pathway between the inn roof and the trees in the little churchyard. It was a great sheet of water edged on the hither shore by the high-road and the rough moorland beyond, on the other by a black mountain-side. It sent its waters to the sea, and in return the sea sent up the mists that curled, and rolled, and broke away again among the hills, or sent down the fierce steel fingers of the rain.

Alexander's eyes were on the Blue Hill, but his thoughts were with his breakfast, and through the stone passage leading from the kitchen to the porch there came encouraging sounds and savours.

"Oh, mother!" he cried hungrily; "will you never have it ready?"

He did not heed her shouted answer, for he had heard steps on the stony track, and seen the shambling figure of a man coming towards him. Drunk, was he? Alexander knew the signs, but men seldom stagger at breakfast-time, and the nearest house of call in the direction whence the stranger came was six or seven long miles away across the hills. No; on a nearer view he was certainly not drunk. But what, then, was the matter with the man?

"Boy"—he stood before the horse-block, and plucked at the tufts of moss clinging to his clothes—"is this a farm?"

"No," said Alexander, wondering at the little man with the sparse, disordered hair. "There's moss on your head, too," he said.

The stranger put up his hand an inch or two, and dropped it. "Everywhere," he murmured. "Was it your dog I heard barking?"

"May be. He's a loud barker."

"Do you think I could have a cup of milk? I'm very cold. I lost my way up there, among the hills."

"Were you out all night?" asked Alexander, kindling.

"All night—yes. Among the rocks. I thought I should fall off. I was afraid."

"Did you—see things?"

"Mist. Figures in the mist. And a sheep cried, and stones fell sometimes, and there was a noise of water. If I could get warm——"

Alexander put out a steadying hand. "Will you come in?" he said. "My mother'll see to you."

The man suffered himself to be led out of the sunshine through a place which seemed long and dark and cavernous, and so into a room where a fire glowed and crackled, and an open door and window let in the light.

"Mother!" said Alexander.

A woman looked up swiftly from the frying-pan. "I didn't hear you for the bacon frizzling," she said. "Oh! who is it, Alec? Here, put him into the chair. Quick!"

"He's been out all night," he says.

"He looks like it." She touched his hands. "He's perished. Take off his boots, and tell your father. I'll warm some milk. Poor soul!"

The little man, with Alexander at his feet, had sunk back against the red cushions of the chair. The strain of his expression had relaxed, and now he smiled.

"Bacon," he said on a note of satisfaction—"bacon."

"No, no; you'd better have some milk. It will warm you. Milk first, bacon afterwards, perhaps."

She spoke soothingly, entirely at her ease, doing the work that came most readily to her. He blinked and straightened himself before he took the cup. The woman seemed tall, and splendid, and compelling.

"I'm afraid—I'm afraid I had almost fallen asleep. The warmth——"

"Drink this," she ordered.

"Thank you." He shivered. "Forgive my troubling you. If I may rest for a little while——-"

She patted his shoulder. "Yes; you shall go to sleep. Push the chair nearer to the fire, Alec. Jim"—she turned to her husband, who stood in the doorway—"when I've warmed the bed we must get him there, or he'll be ill." She looked down smilingly at the half-conscious occupant of the chair. "He's just a bundle of cold and fright," she said[2q].

Bidden to hang up the damp coat of the visitor, who now lay snug in bed, Alexander obeyed with so much vigour that two small books fell from the pockets to the floor.

"His name's Edward Webb," he announced. "And he reads poetry. Keats[5], this one, and 'Paradise Lost[6].'" He turned the pages and stood reading.

"Are those your books, Alexander?" said his father. The voice was irritable, and the dark face moody. Expectant, almost hopeful of a retort, he watched his son.

"They're his."

"Then put them down."

"But I think he'd like me to dry them. Where was the man lying to get so wet?"

"Give them here. I'll see to them. What did you say his name was?"

"Edward Webb. I think I'll just put them in the sun. They're good books, and he's read a lot in them."

"Does it say where he comes from?"

"I wouldn't think of looking," said Alexander. "They're his property. But I'll dry them."

"Alexander——" began his father noisily, but the boy had stepped out of doors with a face changed from natural gravity to impishness.

Rutherford shouted at his wife. "Clara, I've had enough of it. He'd defy me if I lay dying. As if I wasn't fit to touch the books! There's something wrong with the lad."

"Jim, don't wake that poor man with your shouting," she said briskly. She looked serene and competent. "Eat your breakfast. And as for Alexander, he didn't choose you for his father, and it's for you to make him glad he's got you"—her tone changed—"as glad as I am that you're my man."

He flushed. "Clara, is it true that you're still glad?"

She had time to drop a light kiss on his hand before Alexander darkened the doorway.

Edward Webb's first waking thought was that his nightshirt was a new acquaintance. It was rougher than his own, and so long that he felt like a babe in swaddling clothes—an apt simile, as he would have confessed had he been able to see himself disinterestedly, for his face, worn as it was with anxieties, had in it something of youth and indestructible innocence. He had slept for hours without a movement, and only his head was visible above the smoothly turned sheet, but he brought forth an arm and examined his sleeve. It was drab-coloured, and striped with pink. It was not his. He looked about him, and remembered.

He was in the house of the Good Samaritans. There was a boy with dark eyes, and a woman who had appeared to him as Warmth and Strength, and, more dimly, a man who had helped him to bed—a tall, dark man. No doubt this was his nightshirt—a durable garment, but irritating to the skin. He wondered what time it was. He had no idea how long he had slept, nor at what hour he had found the valley and the white house, with its blessed signs of habitation; but it was at the first breath of dawn that he had left his rocky perch, and, stumbling, falling, almost crying aloud in misery, had made his way down the mountain. Memory took him again through the night's adventure, and farther back—to last Monday morning, when he had bidden Theresa good-bye. It was their habit, when he started on his journeying, to play their game of Beauty and the Beast.

"What shall I bring back this time, Beauty?" he would ask, and she, glowing at the name she wished were justly hers, would clasp her hands ecstatically before she answered: "A white satin dress, please, dear Papa, and shoes to match, with silver roses on them, and a silver rose for my hair." Or it might be a string of diamonds, a great feathered fan, a boar-hound to be her stately guardian.

"The real Beauty," he reminded her one day, "was content with a single rose from a garden."

"I know," she said, and for a moment lost her brightness; but then, "I think that's lovely in a story," she told him. "Yes." She acted it. "'Bring me a white rose, Papa. I don't want anything else.' But she would, you know, when it came all faded. But I'm glad the story lets her say that."

But he had slightly changed the form of his question on this latest morning.

"If you could have anything in the world, Theresa, what would it be?"

"Oh!" she cried joyously, as though that thing were already hers, and through her mind there paced a fair procession of the desired. But she knew her decision long before it was spoken. "I should have an adventure," she said.

"I can't bring you that, I'm afraid."

"No—oh no!"

"But I might have one myself." He was pleased with the idea.

"It wouldn't be the same."

"I should tell you about it."

She agreed that would be much better than nothing, and with his endless wish to please her he determined that he would have something to tell.

His days were passed in alternate fortnights of travelling about the country with samples of ugly things incidental to the dressmaking art, and of conveying the same packages from shop to shop of his native town. He was to be seen, a small shrinking figure, sitting in a cab with a pile of cardboard boxes opposite him, and his face turned to the windows, looking through one and then the other for sights that accorded better with his nature than these boxes, on which, when the cab jolted, he laid a hand lest they should slip. The fortnights at home were more endurable than the others, for he returned at evening to his family and his books, and during the day he had many a fair thing to bring healing to his pain, for always he worked with a queer gnawing at the breast. This was not his rightful work, and he did it ill, and, because he had a great love of beauty and fitness in all things, he suffered. But he was driven on to his mighty, ineffectual efforts by the needs of his wife and little daughters, and as he looked out of the musty cab he would see comforting white clouds floating behind red roofs, the river that found its way into the city's heart, and the tall masts of sailing-ships. But the following fortnight was one of exile and of racket—strange towns full of unfriendly faces, dull hotels with texts on the bedroom walls, and the noise and dirt of trains. A book of verses in each pocket was then his solace, and, two by two, the poets journeyed with him, gilding the grime of cities. Sometimes, as the train carried him on, with, to his imagination, something remorseless and inimical to him in its energy, he would look up from his book and stare longingly at the country which the fast wheels spurned; but on his lonely Saturday and Sunday, when he was stranded in some town, he seldom had energy to obey adventure's whisper, and explore farther than a quiet place where he could read, and write his daily letter to his wife. But, Theresa having a hunger for adventure, her father had decided that at least she should be satisfied by proxy, and he had sought the mountains.

He had seen them once, in boyhood, on a holiday, and their wonder had remained with him like a treasure. Why should he not add another to his little store, another gem to shine in the dark parts of his life, and throw some of its colour and glory on Theresa? That should be his adventure; he would find the mountains and roam about them, and look fearfully down their rocky sides, and shudder at the thought of falling, and stock his memory with things to tell Theresa.

So on the afternoon of Friday he left the little station by the seashore, and tramped inland, following the road for a while until, as he turned a corner, he saw the blue shapes of hills, shadowy but strong, mysterious, lifting themselves to heaven, yet compact of the solid earth of man. He stood still, drinking in beauty like hill water, and suffering a glorious new pain. It was more than beauty that he gazed on; it was the most perfect expression of what man's hopes should be, and the discovery shook him. He walked on. Above the hills the sky was stretched in a faint blue shade that swooned into a white, and here, within a stone's throw of him, the fingers of a chestnut-tree had dipped themselves in dyes.

He tasted joy as he went, first across fields and then slowly up the long flank of a hill; it was all joy until, careless or ignorant of the menace in the clouds that were beginning to circle about the summits, he found himself shut in by a thick wall of mist.

He stood on a level place strewn with stones, and their grey colour grew into the grey of the mist that bound him. It was very quiet. Afar off there was a faint sound of water, but the beating of his own heart was louder. He held his breath, peering this way and that, but keeping his feet steady lest the noise they made should break the stillness and enrage that something which seemed to wait until he moved. He stood, thinking quickly and anxiously. He must find some way out of this danger, he must keep cool; but he almost screamed when he heard a light scattering of stones, followed by a cry. It was only an old sheep that went bleating away behind the veil, but he could not smile at his alarm. He began to run to and fro, seeking some landmark, and when he found a little trickling stream he thought it would be wise to follow it down the mountain-side. Oncoming darkness was now added to his fears, but he could still see the silver streak, and beside it, walking in steep, oozing moss, he went carefully; nervous, but still hopeful, when he found there were rocks to be descended. Using his shaking hands, he clambered down, absorbed and unforeseeing, and it was almost dark when he came to a ledge that ended with a shocking suddenness. He could not go down. He looked up, and he was afraid. He could not turn his back to that awful emptiness, and climb the steep rocks he could hardly see; his own daring of descent amazed him. He was a little giddy; he blinked in the darkness. He would have to stay there, shivering and afraid. He was having his adventure and he did not like it, but across his troubled thoughts words of Theresa came, bracing him to courage.

"I hope I'm brave," she said to him one day, inflecting her voice inquiringly.

"I hope so, too," he answered, and felt a pang.

"I like brave people," she said. "I like them to be brave and clever."

"Not good?" he asked.

"Oh—good——" That was a lesser virtue.

He was not good, nor clever, nor brave, but he would endure, and all night long he sat there, trying to control his dread of the mist and what lay beyond it, stifling the screams that threatened when a stone fell, crashing, dropping from rock to rock, and, hundreds of feet below, breaking itself into ultimate fragments on the screes. "Not again," he prayed. "Not again." So he might fall, but he must not, he would not, and he sat farther back upon his ledge, gripping the wet heather.

He thought of Nancy, of Grace and Theresa in their beds: Nancy, with her hand under her cheek, and the humorous, half-mocking smile on her lips, even in sleep; Grace, with her nose in the pillow, and Theresa widespread, tossing her tawny head. Heaven keep them and him! If only the darkness had not been so thick—thick, yet unsteady, promising cracks of light which did not come, and, as he grew more dazed, taking unwelcome shapes of small and evil things, of things nameless, gigantic, formless, yet hideous in suggestion, that came slyly through the folds of mist to push him from his place. Only with a wrenching effort of will could he drive them back, and as they went he thought he heard them chuckling. And again they came with their wavering, softly threatening movements; he strained his eyes for them, there was a terrible expanded feeling in his ears, and the mist and darkness were weighted with horror which pressed about him. His tired eyelids drooped, and he may have slept, but if he did he found no relief from fear; sleeping and waking he was stalked by ugly visions, and he was cold. He thought of the people he had seen shivering in winter streets; so this was how they felt in their rags. Perhaps, too, they had this dreadful vacancy of body, which was not hunger, but resulted from it so that now and then he seemed to be floating in mid-air, a man without a frame, compelled to drive his numbed fingers into the wet earth to bring himself back to a sense of solidity and self.

But somehow the night wore through, and with eyes that were wearied with straining past the dark, that heavy curtain seemed at last to be growing thin. It was still black, but the texture of it was changing. A little breeze went by, like a herald bird promising the day. There came a fresh smell of wind and earth. Slowly the night was mastered.

There was no glowing pageantry of dawn; the light spread and grew stronger in grey dignity, and soon he could see the glistening mosses and tender ferns that grew in the crevices of the rocks, and, looking from these things of vivid green, he could draw from the grey light about him the forms of distant hills.

Later, the valley seemed to lift itself towards him, showing the fallen masses of the mountain and the white streaks that were streams. Then, sharp in the clear air, he heard the barking of a dog.

He rose, stretched his cramped limbs and faced the rocks. The unpassable danger of last night was only difficulty in the morning, and shakily and in fear he overcame it.

So, stumbling over the riot of loose stones that strewed the top, staggering down heather slopes imminent with pitfalls, he came at last to the sight of Alexander on the horse-block.

That was a good adventure for Theresa.
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Alexander quietly opened the bedroom door and tiptoed to the bedside.

"I'm awake," said Edward Webb, blinking rapidly.

"I thought you never would be. It's four o'clock."

"Four o'clock!"

"Ay. And I didn't want you to wake up yet a bit." He spoke quickly. "I think I'd better tell you. I've been reading those books of yours. They fell out of your pockets, and I simply couldn't help it, but I've had to do it in the barn for fear my father should see. I'm taking care of them. Will you let me keep them till I've read a bit more? Just an hour or two? Well, I'll let you have the Milton back—I've had him at school—if I can have the Keats. I'll have finished by the time you've had your tea."

Here was someone who knew what he wanted! "If you will give me my clothes I will certainly lend you Keats."

"I'm much obliged to you. And would you mind not mentioning it to my father?" He went to the door. "I'll tell my mother you're awake, and I should think she'll let you have your clothes. They've been dry this long while. Did you lose your hat?"

"Isn't it there?"

"No, there's everything but that."

"Dear me! Well, I'm fortunate to have lost nothing else."

Alexander drew nearer. "You said you saw figures in the mist up yonder. What like were they?"

"Did I say that? I was very nervous, very much dazed; you mustn't believe all I said. What else did I say?"

"You wanted milk, that's all. Oh, and you seemed to like the smell of bacon."

"Ah, I remember—yes, it was a pleasant, homely smell. And I am very grateful to you all. Will you kindly give my thanks to your parents, and ask if I may be allowed to have my clothes, and thank them myself? I was a stranger, and ye took me in."

"Mother wouldn't turn away a dog," said Alexander simply.

Clara Rutherford, entering the room with her swift, firm step, felt her visitor's pulse, laid her hand on his forehead, looked searchingly into his eyes, and said he might get up.

"The stairs are just in front of you," she told him, "and the kitchen's at their foot. You'll find us there when you're ready."

When he went downstairs, he saw that rain was slanting across the open doorway leading to the yard, where it fell with a splatter on the paving-stones. He caught a glimpse of a copse of larch-trees on the hillside and heard the crying of their blown branches. Against the door-post, with a cold pipe in his mouth, Rutherford was lounging, and his wife sat on the fender with the light of the fire brightening her hair. Edward Webb stood for an instant before they saw him, and made him welcome.

"Why, the stairs didn't creak!" said Clara. "That was what I was listening for. You can never miss that board when you want to. When I go late to bed and creep upstairs I always tread on it, and then I hear Alexander turning in his bed. He wakes if a mouse cheeps. Tea's ready."

She went to the door and whistled, and presently Alexander came through the rain.

"Where've you been?" his father demanded.

"In the barn." He looked at Edward Webb, who ate his bread-and-butter without so much as an upward glance.

"I can't think what you want to go there for, when we've chairs to sit on."

"Janet gave me a truss of hay, and it's softer than a bed."

"Janet would do better to keep her hay. She'll be short of fodder before the winter's out."

"That's what I told her."

"These eggs are excellent," said Edward Webb.

"You shall have a duck's egg for breakfast. My ducks——"

"But I must be getting back to-night."

"Indeed you mustn't. It's ten miles to the station, and it's raining, and you're not fit. We haven't a trap, either, but we could borrow a cart for you to-morrow."

"You're very kind, but—but I feel I ought to go. Imposing on you like this!"

"Not at all. We're glad to have you," said Rutherford. "And you can't get away if my wife means you to stop."

"I was beginning to suspect that," said Webb, with a half-rueful lift of the brows.

"And I do mean you to stop, so that's settled. Pass your father's cup, Alexander."

The rain came down faster and stronger, invading the kitchen, and the mists, as they swept past the window, hid the larch-trees, but still through the noise of the falling water their louder murmuring was heard. The dog came in, shook himself and, whining, lay down near the door. The room was darkened, but the fire glowed the more brightly, and Clara put candles on the table.

"Are you warm enough?" she asked of Edward. "Jim can't sit in a room with the door shut, but we can close the window."

"No, no, please don't. We mustn't shut out these sounds."

Across the candlelight Alexander sharply eyed the man who uttered his own thoughts. Books of poetry and a love of the wind—these were good things to have, but love of the wind was best, and a greater bond than a whole library. He liked this man, he decided, and he would be sorry when he went away.

When the meal was over, and Edward Webb was sitting again in the red-cushioned chair, while Clara washed the tea-things and her husband fetched more coal for the fire, Alexander approached, and gave him a furtive touch on the shoulder.

"Here's the book," he said, "and thank you."

"You've read it all?"

"Twice."

"What's your other name?"

"Rutherford, we're called."

Edward Webb took a pen from his waistcoat pocket and opened the book. "It is yours if you will have it," he said, and wrote the boy's name above his own. "I should like you to have it." He was deprecatingly courteous. "You have been very good to me, and I hope the book will be as good a friend to you."

"I cannot thank you," said Alexander hesitatingly, twisting the book. He was blushing deeply and biting his lips, but the rush of his next words would not be stayed. "But I'll never forget you," he cried. "A thing like this hasn't happened to me before," and with that he sank to the fender and sat there, keeping his watchful dark gaze on Edward Webb's face.

They fell into conversation after a time.

"Do you go to school?"

"Yes; over the hills to Browick. It's a good step. The Grammar School. There's nothing here but the Church School. I went there till I could walk to Browick, and glad I was to go."

"Oh? What was the matter?"

"Why," he cried, "he roared at us! He was that kind of man. He's there yet, but he's getting old."

"Perhaps he doesn't roar so loudly now."

"Oh yes, he does. I've heard him at it; but they tell me he's not quite so handy with the stick. It wasn't the stick I minded, though he had a strong arm. I'll tell you how it was. When he shouted at us, 'William the Conqueror, 1066,' or 'An island is a piece of land'—you know, anything—I felt it wasn't true, else why did he expect to be contradicted? It was a long time before I would believe my dates, but the island was simpler—I'd seen them."

"You had no confidence in him, in fact."

"That was it."

"Things are different now, I suppose. But it's a rough walk in winter-time, isn't it?"

"Yes."

He was not ready to tell anyone of his joy in that daily walk, in summer and in winter, when hailstones pounded him in the face, when he was drenched with rain or scorched with sun. Moreover, reserve was not his only reason for silence. It seemed that always his father tried to thwart him, and if he knew how much he loved the hills and the mists and the sunshine, the rare birds and the smell of peat, the getting of knowledge from men who were not afraid of questions and did not roar, then, perhaps, with the perverseness that baffled and angered his son, he would take him from the school. So never a word of pleasure had Alexander let fall, for fear his happiness should be taken from him, and never a word of discontent, because he did not care to lie; but his passion for the hills grew stronger, and his analysis of his father's character became acute.

"He's like a cat with a pet bird," he thought once. "He's watching it all the time, and hoping the cage-door will open. He knows he oughtn't to kill it—he's been told he mustn't—but he can't stop himself wanting to. That's him all through. He can't stop himself."

That lack of self-control and its unpleasant results on himself inspired the boy to practice the virtue with all his might. To exercise it, he would go without food when he was hungry, deliberately sniffing at his mother's hot pastry, and refusing to eat of it.

"If you don't have that, you shall have nothing else. You're getting fussy," his father had said once. His eyes were stormy under brooding brows, but Alexander knew he had the advantage, and he wore his impish look.

"I'm not, then. I'm learning self-control," he said slowly, and saw his father flinch.

His appetite was left uncriticized after that, but the relations of cat and bird continued and Alexander saw to it that the cage-door was not opened, developing an annoying habit of always being in the right, or managing to appear so.

"Don't worry your father, Alec," his mother said.

"Worry him!" The anger which he found harder to subdue than any hunger showed in his face, and brought more resemblance to his father than either would have cared to see. "How else am I going to live? I've seen wild things in the woods, and they all have weapons, one way or the other. The daft ones just die."

For a moment her courage seemed to faint, but she straightened her back and spoke with her infectious hopefulness, her determination that all was, or should be, well.

"He's impatient, I know, but you're a bit of a mule, Alexander. And you're both mine, and I won't let my belongings disagree. You've just got to put up with it."

"And am I not putting up with it?" he flamed out.

"Alec, I'll tell you something. Will you understand? It's this way with some women, as perhaps you'll see for yourself some day, when you've a woman of your own. I feel sometimes that you two are both my sons, and I've got to deal fairly by you both, and see that you do fairly by each other. Now you've a bigger will than he has—you've found that out already, and there's no harm in saying it—and it's for you to help, not hinder, him. But mind, he's a better man than you are—yet. It's just that he's weak in some ways. There's no need for you to despise him on that account. Wait till you are tempted or—or see trouble. You're just a baby, you know nothing, and you see fit to judge, when your real business is to be a good son to him, never you mind what he is to you. Call him your brother, and you'll find it easier. Not that I want to make your way easier." She paused. "But I'd strew roses for him. Have you got the geese in?" she added sharply.

Edward Webb's talk with Alexander was interrupted by Clara's command that the lamp be lighted, and Rutherford's entrance with the coal.

"We shall have a lot of rain yet," he said.

"Steep Water's getting fuller every minute," said Alexander. "D'you hear her? She runs underground just behind the house, and out again by the inn. She's roaring."

"We shall have a fine night of shaking windows, and howling wind, and creaking trees," said Clara, coming from the scullery. "This old house will blow down some day."

"No, no; it's rooted well."

Rutherford went to the doorway and stood there and Clara took her sewing to the table, where Alexander already sat under the lamplight.

"Have you done your lessons?" she asked him.

"To-morrow'll do."

"To-night, my son. There might be an earthquake to-morrow, and it would be a pity to leave anything unfinished."

Edward Webb gave a little chuckle. Great drops of rain hissed on the fire, and Rutherford, beyond the circle of light, began to pace the floor.

"Jim, I'll play chess with you."

"I think I'll have to get a breath of air."

"Not to-night. I shouldn't go out to-night."

He made no answer, but went to the door again and stood there. Edward Webb could hear him shifting from one foot to another, and he felt in the air a disturbance he could not name. Outside, the wind was shrieking, dashing itself against trees, walls, and counter-winds. It played with the rain, and tried to outcry the steady roaring of the streams. Within there was firelight, Clara sewing, Alexander at his books, and a man growing drowsy in the armchair; but peace was not there, for desire was trying to break through its prison-house, and its struggles could be felt.

Rutherford cleared his throat and again marched to and fro in the gloom. "Well, I think I'll get on my boots," he said, and gave out another cough.

Clara stitched on, Alexander did not look up, and Edward Webb became aware of more than that striving, imprisoned thing. He felt the contest of human wills. He was afraid to move, lest he should throw the balance to one side or the other, but he could see Clara's face, and he watched it. He thought he saw decision and indecision chasing each other there before she laid her work in her lap and spoke to Rutherford.

"I wish you'd go to Janet's for me, Jim."

"Is it important? I wasn't thinking of going that way."

She hesitated before she answered. "Yes; I'd like you to go."

"All right, I will if I have time."

Alexander looked up swiftly, but dropped his chin into his hands again and his eyes to his book.

"Let me have your pen, Alec." She wrote a note while Rutherford pulled on his boots. "Here, keep it in your pocket." She held out his overcoat, and when he had put it on she laid her hands on his shoulders for an instant. "Come back soon," Edward Webb heard her say softly, and then there was the sound of Rutherford's boots in the yard.

"Did you see to the geese, Alec?" It was her nightly question.

"No. I'll do it now."

"Better take your coat."

He paused in his passage to the door. "But—oh ay, very well," he said.

To the pleasant accompaniment of Clara's needle going through the cloth, the storm without, and the crackling of the fire, Edward Webb fell into one of those dozes when the head, after a few warning shakes, falls like lead to the breast, and the sleeper is helplessly conscious of his plight. He could hear the noises still, but now they mingled with his dreams. The small ones were like little voices speaking to him, and the great ones were the very stuff of which adventures could be made. He was chased by a bear with an open mouth and panting breath—but he knew the wind was answerable for that, and he was not afraid—and then a horde of animals was let loose on him—and that was only Alexander getting the fowls in for the night. He could hear his diligent threats and persuasions, and the clatter of his wooden clogs, sudden, alarmed clackings, and the fluttering of wings.

He sat up, blinked, and smiled at Clara in what he thought was a wakeful manner, but before his lips had straightened themselves his head was down again. Something blotted out the glow of the fire on his face, and he knew it was Clara putting on the kettle. He heard the splutter of the drops that clung to it as they touched the flames. There was a murmuring of voices next, and the sound of it was very soothing now that the fire shone on him again. He heard the words, "He didn't go to Janet's," and Clara's quick answering "Hush!"

"I'm not asleep," he said, and his voice seemed very small and far away.

"But you've been asleep," said Clara.

"Have I? I—I beg your pardon. It was rude of me, but the fire and the comfort and—and last night——"

"Sleep again if you want to," she said. Her voice had the note women use to tired children, and he understood that he must seem as helpless to her as he sat there, half asleep, in the chair that was so much bigger than himself.

"No, oh no; I would rather not. I—I have never thanked you properly, nor have I explained anything about myself. You don't know who I am. I have been taken on trust—entirely on trust. You must believe me grateful. My name——"

"Alexander saw that in your books, Mr. Webb. You haven't left them in the wet, Alec?"

"No; he returned them, thank you, quite dry again. I must own that I was anxious about them in the night. It's strange how little things like that can worry one. Not that I think it a small thing to care for books, but in the face of—of danger it became trivial."

"You were in danger?"

"Less than I thought. I could see nothing. I had not been in such a position before, and I am afraid I am a nervous man, more easily alarmed than one should be. Perhaps, with a little more determination——" He stopped and stared into the fire. The dancing flames of it reminded him of Theresa's hair. He went on with difficulty. "I am a traveller. I mean, a commercial traveller[7]." He seemed to expect reproof.

Clara encouraged him. "Yes?"

"I thought I would spend my Saturday and Sunday among the hills, and here I am, but at this time last night I thought I should never see home again."

"There are people who would miss you, I expect."

"Yes; my wife, two little girls." His face brightened. "It was Theresa, the younger, who really sent me on this expedition. She wanted an adventure, she told me, and so I had to get it for her."

"How old is she?" This was from Alexander.

"Ten. Ten."

"Oh!" That was a stupid age, he thought.

"Grace is twelve. Dear me! I ought to send a letter. Is it too late for the post?"

"There's not another till Monday morning."

"Ah, then it will be best to send one to-morrow from the station. Thank you. We live at Radstowe—a long way, you see."

"Radstowe? That's a port, isn't it?" Alexander asked.

"Yes, rather an unsatisfactory port, but it makes a beautiful city. I live there for two weeks in each month, and travel for the other two, and every other month I come this way."

"Then," said Alexander, "you can come and stay with us again."

"Yes; we shall expect you."

"You are very kind. You—you could not have treated me better if you had known me all your lives. I find it—a little strange."

He thought of Monday, and dreaded meeting cold faces and hard, staring eyes. There was a certain shop he never entered without a tremor, because there was a girl there whom he had once seen winking at another as he passed between the counters. She was a tall girl, with a high colour and a great deal of hair. She made a joke of him—they all did, no doubt—and as he approached the portals of that shop he had to take a deep, sustaining breath before he could brave the merciless glances and tolerantly twisted lips of the young women there. He knew how he looked, how nervousness showed up all his disadvantages, and added to them. He had seen himself in the great mirrors of the place—a small man, bowed before his time, with thin hair growing grey, and anxious eyebrows. They would naturally think him a funny little man, yet Nancy, who had a sense of humour, did not laugh at him. He felt a new richness of gratitude towards her. Ah! she was loyal, and it was a wonderful thing to love, to be loved.

Clara was speaking. "We have to help each other, up here; there are so few of us[3q]. There's no doctor to run to, no chemist, no nurse to be had, not even a general shop—that's three miles off. We nurse each other, use each other's medicines, send each other's children scurrying on errands, and we go to each other's doors and say, 'Can I have two ounces of tea, please? and mother will let you have it back when the cart comes round.' They're shy folks, close-tongued, but they're willing. It's just a habit."

"I wish it were a common one. We are afraid to help; afraid of intruding. There are barriers everywhere. It makes our friends more precious to us, perhaps."

"It's all for the best, anyway," said Clara. "Let's have supper."

The wind had lessened; it came no longer with bursts of anger, but, as though craving pardon for its fury, it wailed and moaned about the house. For once Clara forgot her optimism.

"I cannot bear the wind like this," she said, when the meal was done, the dishes washed, and they sat by the fire again. She had laid aside her work and sat in a low chair, clasping and unclasping her hands. They were large, firm hands, and Edward Webb guessed that when they were not busy they were generally still. "It's like people who can't find their way."

"Janet says it's sins coming back on us."

"Janet's full of tales."

"She is that," said Alexander with satisfaction.

"Alec, let's have the door shut. I feel as if something will get through before we know it."

"That's worse than Janet," he said, as he kicked away the large stone which had held back the door.

At ten o'clock he was bidden to bed.

"I'll go if you do."

"No, I shall stay up."

"Then I will."

"You mustn't, Alec."

"But you're frightened of the wind. I'll not leave you."

"No, no." She shook her head. "It doesn't do, Alec; you know that."

"You'll let me stay with you, please," Edward Webb said timidly.

"You cannot let him do it, mother!" There was almost anguish in Alexander's voice.

"He must go to bed, too. Why, I've sat here alone on many a winter night."

"But I am not sleepy," Edward protested solemnly.

"Oh, very well, very well. You shall stay for a little while—only a little while. You promise to go when I tell you? Good-night, Alec."

"I shall read in bed," he said sullenly.

"Don't set yourself alight, then."

"Oh, mother——" She always said that to him.

The kitchen was filled with a brooding silence when he had gone; it hung heavily about the man and woman who tried to talk as though they had no thought beyond the words which came so slowly until Edward Webb gave way to his wish to talk
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