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The Civil War profoundly shaped the United States. After four bloody years of conflict and the aftermath, the country enjoyed the tranquility that followed. During what was referred to as the Victorian Age, the 1880s marked a transformative decade for New York City, characterized by significant advancements in technology, infrastructure, and culture.

This era was highlighted by the completion of the Brooklyn Bridge in 1883, an engineering marvel that bridged Manhattan and Brooklyn. Albany (originally Lucas Creek) the oldest city in the state of New York, was moving from a sleepy, Dutch frontier town to a thriving and vibrant metropolis.

The working class lived a hand-to-mouth existence, working long hours in often harsh working conditions. There was no electricity, running water, or central heating. With no electric lighting and relying on candles the rhythm of life revolved around the hours of daylight and therefore would have varied with the seasons.

It was the wealthy, referred to as the upper class, who would first enjoy the wonders of gas lighting, followed soon after by the electric lightbulb. Running water and indoor bathrooms (referred to as the water closet) became the norm for the well-to-do.

Our story begins in 1882, a time when men grew weary of toiling tireless hours and yearned for the blossoming leisure 

opportunities of the age. Women were becoming more educated, but upon graduation found themselves shut out of many professions. It was also a time when the cities were growing in size, population, and opportunity. Rural life was disappearing.
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Chapter One
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DANIEL

Harris approached the library which also served as his master’s writing den. An oversized mug of tea and biscuit rested on the tray he carried. The six-foot-three-inch British-born man was thin as a rail, but possessed the strength of two men. Harris had served as a scout for the Army of the North and also helped to provide provisions for the campfire. 

The sound of laughter grew louder with each step closer to his destination.

I truly expected him to be alone, the servant thought.

He tapped twice on the door.

The laughter continued.

He tapped twice again, this time with a heavier hand. The laughing ceased.

“Come in, come in,” the voice from the library urged.

Harris cautiously entered. 

“I was hesitant to disturb you, sir. I thought you may have company.”

––––––––
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Daniel looked up from the sheet of paper on his desk he held his pen over.  His untied long black hair reached slightly past his broad shoulders.

“You don’t fool me, old Chap.”

Daniel’s sometimes nickname for Harris is due to the man’s place of birth. 

“You know everyone who comes and goes in this house. When I tried to sneak that stray cat in under my coat, you disappeared for five minutes and returned with a bowl of water and scraps from the kitchen.”

Daniel chuckled as Harris carefully placed the tray on one side of the desk and replied with a smile, “Yes, sir, I remember.”

Daniel held the manuscript paper up. 

“It was something my protagonist said. It had a roomful of other characters laughing, including myself.”

“Was it something you wrote, sir?”

Daniel’s blue eyes flinched. He looked at Harris with an unbelieving glance at his question’s absurdity.

“Well, yes, Harris it was something I wrote.”

“Oh, sir, you must be making headway in your story.”

“Yes, Harris, making headway, somewhat.”

“I’ll see you’re not disturbed, your Lordship.”

––––––––
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“No lordship, Harris, save the title calling for when Uncle Randolph is present.”

Twenty-two-year-old Daniel inherited the title through his Uncle, Lord Randolph. The uncle’s family was bestowed the title because of the large swaths of land they owned before migrating to America. Daniel was uncomfortable with the title, but couldn’t avoid it in his business dealings.

“I apologize, sir. Forgive me,” Harris replied, and left quietly, closing the door behind him. 

Daniel broke off a piece of the hard biscuit and dunked it into his tea before it entered his mouth. 

With the mug in his hand, he swiveled his chair to face the oversized window overlooking the huge lawn as a familiar scene unfolded. His cook’s teenage daughter was on the swing hanging from a giant oak tree. Her admirer, one of the similar age stable hands was pushing her. The higher the swing went, the louder her squeals became.

Shortly, the laughing couple walked back toward the main house, holding hands.

Thanks, Harris, but I haven’t yet met the person I wish to disturb me, Daniel thought.  
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Chapter Two
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SHE PAINTS LIKE AN ANGEL

The following morning, Daniel entered the banking establishment carrying a small, rectangular leather pouch. He exchanged pleasantries with other patrons of the bank, comprising all males. The man handled all financial transactions as the head of the household. It was long before women were even allowed to have banking accounts in America. However, in this time of change, banks did open their doors to women, not as tellers, but as those who toiled in the bank’s administrative departments. Never seen, they entered and left through a rear door of the bank. 

Vernon Bannon, the bank’s manager, dwarfed by several inches of Daniel’s six-foot height, ushered him into his office where he had several papers spread across his desk. He sat behind his desk.

“I expected you this morning, Your Lordship, knowing it was payroll day tomorrow. I have all the paperwork prepared unless there has been a change I’m unaware of.”

Daniel sat, facing the manager.

“No, no changes. Payroll is the same as the previous month and the month before. You’re well organized, Vernon.”

––––––––
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“Thank you, sir. I’m sure you have more important chores on your schedule than revisiting the same paperwork month after month.”

Daniel began to sign the various papers.

“You being organized does have its drawbacks, Vernon. I want you to know that,” Daniel said.

“Oh?” A bewildered look spread across the manager’s face.

“Yes, I spend less time with you my friend,” Daniel replied.

The bewildered look morphed into a smile. “I do treasure our friendship, Your Lordship.”

The manager brought the signed paperwork to an adjacent room and when he returned, Daniel stood in front of one of the many paintings that dotted the office walls.

“My assistant is gathering the funds and will be in soon,” Vernon said.

“You do have an eye for art, Vernon. I rather like this latest acquisition.”

The painting was of two young school-age girls. The viewer’s eyes were drawn to the larger-than-life eyes of the girls. One was dressed in the latest fashion of the day including patterned leather shoes. While the other wore an oversized, seemingly hand-me-down frumpy dress. Her footwear consisted of a pair of wooden sandals. There was another difference between the girls. The first 

girl appeared sad, with downcast eyes while the one in the frumpy dress had a big smile spread across her face. A handwritten note attached to the frame read: WHAT’S INSIDE IS WHAT COUNTS THE MOST. 

Pleased at the compliment, Vernon seemed slightly taller as he tugged on his vest and stood beside Daniel.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A VICTORIAN LOVE STORY

A PAGE FROM HISTORY

THE STRANGE STORH CIF FI’BCI'_-I
WHO COULD FLY

JACKSON MAXXWELL





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





