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​Chapter One: Entirely Thankful
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There have been many days when I have been proud of Lydia. For a start, she so willingly gave up her hand to put into mine as my beautiful wife. How she has found strength to contend with the likes of me is a divine mystery. However, she causes me joy in so many other ways from day to day, and it is for this reason I grow more fond of her by the moment. Today of all days, she has decided to give me the honour of enjoying her mother’s recipe for egg fritters and pear butter. 

“Here you are, my sweet Lewis,” my wife says while smiling sweetly at me. She sits down on the other side of our small table before sitting and waiting for me to take a bite.

“You will not have any?” I ask. “Surely it is good enough for you as well, Lydia?”

“It is very fine,” she promises, “But you know that a lady must not eat before noon.”

Shaking my head, I say to her, “That is completely ridiculous. There is nothing ladylike about causing yourself to starve, Lydia! Please, have some with me.”

Her eyes look down at the meal on my plate. “That was all the eggs I could muster for now.”

“What?” I look toward the stove and shake my head. “I cannot eat this without making certain you have what you need. Please at least share this with me.”

Lydia nods her head and quietly goes to fetch another fork. She then joins me at the table, moving her chair against mine, so that we can eat together.”

“It is very good,” I tell my wife after swallowing the first bite. “Why did you make only two eggs?”

She sighs. “We did not have any more. Unfortunately, we are without money at the moment, Lewis. When you left last week to complete your exams, the seamstress came by and told me she would have no new work for me.” Lydia turns her eyes away as she digs at one of the eggs with her fork. It seems her appetite might not be as it should be at the moment due to the stress of losing the needed income.

“You should have told me,” I reply softly. “My love, I could have taken on work over the weekend. The butcher is always in need of another set of hands to help him with the hogs.”

“And you would have come home smelly and too tired for me yesterday,” she says with a frown. “You are to be a solicitor, and that will help to bring our fortunes up somewhat. We must only be patient.”

Frowning, I tell her, “I will not eat without you, Lydia. You know that about me. For many years I lived on a farm while growing up, and my mother taught me to honour a woman, no matter the cost. You are my wife and I will protect you from all things, no matter their origin.”

My wife turns to me and kisses me on the cheek before pushing the half-eaten egg toward my side of the plate. “You must eat to remain strong today. Remember, this is your very first day as a solicitor in training, and I do not want you to feel faint from not eating, Lewis.”

“I will not faint. Lydia, you know I cannot allow you to go without. This is my motivation to become a solicitor, after all.”

Though only twenty-five years of age, I did not begin my life in university. No, I first struggled to work on local farms as a handyman of sorts. However, this life often did not pay well and it sometimes required work that was not suitable for my wife’s needs. We agreed that I would use my inheritance from my grandfather’s small estate to pay for my university education, and it was barely enough to do so.  However, I have completed my formal training and must now go through an apprenticeship to gain my practising certificate.

“You have worked very hard, Lewis. I owe you so much.” She reaches for me and puts her arm around me where I sit. “You will not forget me after becoming a famous Southampton solicitor, will you?”

I laugh. “You know I cannot live apart from you for more than a day or two. My body would soon collapse into itself and I would cease to exist. Everything of any value in this world is nothing compared to you.”

Lydia smiles, her cheeks turning bright red as she looks away from me. It is one of the most endearing features about my young wife that I have come to know. She is, by her very nature, a shy creature. There are many times when I must step forward and become her advocate in the midst of those who my wife feels are attempting to belittle or discourage her. As a matter of fact, I will become an angry tiger and roar at any who I feel are abusing the gentle nature of my dear Lydia. She deserves only the fittest compliments or encouragement, and I will not allow her to become someone else’s vessel for abuse.

“You are everything to me as well, my dearest husband. It has been my prayer that the solicitors at the office will treat you fairly.”

“You remember Phineas Hutchins, do you not? He and his cousin James are the proprietors. They have offered to hone my knowledge and to help me build a rapport with the courts. It is the most important part of my education to date, Lydia.”

“I know,” she giggles. “I am so very proud of all you have accomplished, my love.” Reaching down, she takes a small scoop of the breakfast and places it inside her mouth. “You must eat. If I must eat to see it done, then I will.”

Smiling, I wink at her before picking up my own fork. For the next few minutes, we enjoy the food as well as a cup of stout, black coffee. After finishing, I quickly prepare my satchel and walk out the door to go to the horse tied to a post. Though I do not own the horse, a neighbor nearby has offered the old nag so that I might be able to ride the three miles to my new position in Southampton. Thankfully, the Hutchins’s have made arrangements for me to leave the horse at a livery stable near their office each day.

“I will see you shortly before dark, Lydia,” I tell my wife before kissing her on the forehead. “If you prepare dinner, do not do so with the intent that I will be the only one eating. If you do not eat, I do not eat. That is a new law within our home.”

“And the solicitor must know the law,” she quips whilst raising an eyebrow.

“I do.” I kiss her again before turning to get atop the horse. After settling into the saddle, I give her a quick tap with my heels into her side and off we go down the road toward Southampton proper. 

Though my wife worries for me, I  worry as much for her. She will almost always give up her own comforts for mine, but I cannot allow her to continue in this vein. No, I must protect her, no matter the cost to me.
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​Chapter Two: Getting to Work
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As I walk into the office of Hutchins & Hutchins, I find myself in awe of my quaint surroundings. The office, located between a bakery and a mercantile, is not large by any means. Relatively unassuming, it does not shout to me the social standing of either man who works here. Instead, it feels somewhat homey to me, though I grew up on a farm and scratched my way through university.

“Good morning, Mr. Dabney,” James Hutchins says to me as she approaches with a hand extended. I take it to shake as he asks, “How was your ride this morning?”

“It was fair,” I reply with a smile. “The sun is out and the dew is not as thick.”

“Aye, the weather will be a concern for you, I am certain,” he tells me. “We shall determine what must be done to keep you from becoming soaked from Southampton’s rains.” 

“This is the new lad, then?” Another man says as he approaches and offers me his hand as well. “Phineas Hutchins.”

“Lewis Dabney,” I reply. “I do believe we have met before, but I was only seventeen or so at the time.”

“Ah, the younger brother of Samuel. He is a good man, your brother.”

“We are of the same opinion,” I say with a nod and smile. “He sends you both glad tidings from Sussex.”

“But, you do reside much closer, I hope?” Phineas asks.

“I do, sir. Only three miles west of this place, to be precise
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