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        Some family trees have roots that run deeper - and darker - than anyone could imagine.


        When the Walker family receive unexpected DNA results showing Native American ancestry, they turn to genealogical investigator, Jayne Sinclair, to unravel the mystery. 


        Their family tree, all of them were born in the industrial town of Salford in England, shows no hint of such heritage - but DNA does not lie.


        As Jayne delves into the family's past, she discovers a trail leading back to the smog of 1880s Salford, and a tale of forbidden love, desperate choices, and a legacy that crosses both oceans and centuries.


        Who was the Native America ancestor and how did he end up living in Salford, thousands of miles away from the open prairies of the Great Plains?
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When I was a boy, the Sioux owned the world. The sun rose and set on their land;

they sent ten thousand men to battle.

Where are the warriors today? Who slew them?

Where are our lands? Who owns them?

Sitting Bull
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Chapter ONE

Saturday, November 28, 1896

Salford, England

He stumbled down Eccles New Road, his walking stick tapping the ground in front of him. On his left, the imposing stone structure of the new Methodist Church and School dominated the smaller terraced houses.

On his right, a tram clanked and rumbled on its metal rails, the inside compartment packed to the gunwales with only a few souls braving the soft rain falling on the upper decks.

He stopped for a moment, lifting his face to the sky, letting the rain wash away the dirt that had formed over the last few days since his wife had gone home to her parents, taking the young ones with her.

The wasichu never understood the power of water. Every morning, he asked permission before he drank his first cup of water. It was a ritual he had learnt as a boy, taught by his grandfather. He remembered his words: ‘Water is not a thing, but a loving, moving, growing, cleansing and powerful living being. So I drink this cup of stars called Water while thinking, speaking and wanting all things to live fully.’

The old man had died long ago, his body laid out to face the stars. How he missed him.

He stumbled on, crossing two junctions carefully, before he came to his destination. Looking up, he saw the words over the imposing entrance.

For the Instruction of Youth

The Encouragement of Industry

The Relief of Want

The Support of Old Age

And the Comfort of Infirmity and Pain

He reached into the inside pocket of his jacket, pulling out the piece of paper the relieving officer had given him that morning.

‘Do not lose this – without it, you will be unable to enter the workhouse.’

He took one last look over his shoulder, seeing the stands of the racecourse in the distance. Funny. Less than ten years ago, he had been living there, putting on a show every night and twice at weekends for these people who worked in the factories and the mills.

How he had loved that time, long ago.

Taking a deep breath, he walked up the steps. On the left, a porter’s lodge had a small window with a bell in front of it. Without him touching it, a face immediately appeared in the window. ‘What do you want?’

He didn’t answer the question, simply handed over the piece of paper given to him by the relieving officer.

Quickly glancing at it, the man spent a longer time looking him up and down. ‘Mr Dowding sent you, did he? Well, come in and be sharp about it.’ The officious man gestured impatiently to his left.

He walked round and opened the door, stepping into an oak panel-lined formal office.

The man was now sitting behind an imposing official desk. There were no seats in front of it. In his hand, he held a pen and was writing the date into a ledger.

Finally, he looked up. ‘Name?’ he asked.

‘Harold.’

The man’s eyes rose to the ceiling. ‘No. Surname first.’

‘Eccles. Harold Eccles.’

‘Age?’

He thought for a moment before answering. He didn’t know his exact age; his people didn’t reckon in such ways. But he knew for the wasichu a figure was important. ‘Thirty-three years old.’

‘Creed?’

Cree? He wasn’t such a renegade; why was this man suggesting he was? ‘What? I don’t understand.’

Again, the man’s eyes rose to the skies. ‘Creed? Your religion?’ he finally explained, sighing.

‘Protestant. Baptist.’

The man smiled. ‘We don’t get many baptists here. Usually, heathen and feckless Irish papists. Occupation?’

What should he say? He’d had so many jobs since coming to England. He finally settled on ‘Labourer.’

The man scratched the words in the ledger. ‘Single, married or widowed?’

‘Married. My wife and children are living with her family,’ he added by way of explanation.

The man ignored him. ‘Last residence?’

‘Number 18 Taylor Street.’

‘Near the gasometer?’

He nodded. Everybody knew the gas works, the smell dominated the area.

‘Have you been in the workhouse before?’

‘No, never before.’

The man glanced at the paper Harold had given him. ‘Mr Dowding has given you four nights here. You realise you will have to leave after that? An able-bodied man like you can’t be a burden on the rate-payers.’

‘I understand. I know a job starting on Wednesday. It’s just to tide me over till then.’

The man grunted, handing him a printed notice. At the top, it simply said ‘The Rules of Salford Workhouse’ in heavily underlined bold type.

‘Follow these religiously. There will be no departure from these rules. Breaking them may lead to incarceration or expulsion. Do you understand?’

He glanced at the first rule:

There will be no fraternisation between the sexes.

The wasichu liked to keep people apart. It was a custom he never understood.

‘Do you understand?’ the officer repeated.

Harold nodded.

‘Reason for admission?’

‘What?’

‘Why are you here?’

‘I lost my job six months ago and then we couldn’t afford the rent and I couldn’t find work. My family…’

‘Destitution?’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘You have no work and no money and are now a burden on the rate-payer.’

He didn’t answer. He had worked hard since coming to England, but since losing his job, life had been difficult. He and his wife had finally agreed she should return to her parents’ home while he went into the workhouse for a few days. He had heard about a job opening on Wednesday and would go there early, queuing up to make sure they hired him.

The man wrote in his ledger before looking up. ‘You will spend four nights in here. You have a copy of the rules. Any infraction of these and you will be placed in the cells or excluded permanently.’ He pressed a bell on his desk. Another older man wearing a dark frock coat made of rough wool over a pair of grey trousers and a stiff off-white shirt entered.

‘Mr Wardle here will take you to the bathhouse, where your clothes will be taken from you and you will be issued with a new set to wear while you are here. Mr Wardle, if you would like to do the honours.’

‘Certainly, Mr Hopkins. Come this way,’ the man ordered.

Harold followed Mr Wardle through the foyer of the building, turning left as he entered a courtyard.

‘Women’s on the right, men’s on the left. Kiddies through that passageway and behind us the blocks for the old folks. You been here before?’

‘No, first time.’

‘It ain’t so bad as long as you follow the rules. Any problems?’

‘What?’

‘Are you sick?’

‘A bit of a cough and I haven’t eaten for two days.’

‘The doctor will see you on Monday. But watch him, he can be a bit rough to the new ones, if you gets my drift.’

Harold didn’t say anything as he didn’t really understand what the man meant. They crossed through into another building where men were standing around, some smoking their pipes, others talking in low voices.

‘Work has finished for the day. Tea is at five thirty and lights out is at eight p.m. But in summer that don’t matter too much as it’s still light outside. Here’s the bathhouse.’

They walked in. Facing them was a row of stalls, each one with a bath inside and a small chair. On the chair was draped the uniform of the workhouse. It looked exactly the same as the one Mr Wardle was wearing.

‘Take off your clothes and give them to me. They’ll be laundered and returned to you when you leave.’ He pointed to the chair. ‘Those are your workhouse clothes. Look after them. You’ll have to give them back undamaged and unstained. You know how to run a bath?’

Harold nodded.

‘Good. The rules is, you put the cold water in first and then only top it up with hot water later. But I don’t looks and I don’t cares, as long as you is clean. Understand?’

He nodded and walked into the small bathroom, closing the door behind him. He took off his clothes, peeling off the layers one by one. His body was thin, the ribs etched sharp against the dark skin of his chest. The scar of the knife wound was even starker now against his stomach.

He passed the dirty clothes over the top of the door and the man snatched them away. He ran the bath, putting in a generous amount of hot water. He stepped in, enjoying the warmth that spread throughout his body as the water washed it clean. The feeling reminded him of the sweat lodges he had enjoyed so much when he was younger.

Above his head, the rain beat against a glass window in the roof. Once again, he found himself staring at the grey blanket of the sky.

‘If you don’t hurry up, you is going to miss tea. There ain’t anything else to eat after that,’ Mr Wardle shouted.

He jumped out of the bath and dried himself quickly, putting on the rough clothes he had been given. He would have preferred to have lain in the water longer, but hunger was gnawing at his stomach.

He put on the wooden clogs and stepped out of the bathing stall. Mr Wardle was waiting for him with a fresh towel and some eating utensils.

‘I thought you’d never come out. Most people don’t stay so long, water is bad for yer, you see. Bad for yer chest.’

Harold felt better than he had for a long time.

‘Come this way and we’ll go to the dining room. Tea is only bread, cheese and a cuppa, but it’s better than nowt.’

They crossed the courtyard back the way they had come, entering the dining room. Men were queueing up in a long row, each holding a metal plate in front of them. Most were roughly the same age as he was, but some were older. Either that or they looked older than they were.

‘Get in line, otherwise you don’t get nowt.’

Together, they joined the back of the queue. Up ahead, each man shuffled forward when he was called. One server placed a block of bread on the metal plate, followed by a chunk of white cheese.

‘Good, looks like Cheshire today. Better than the other stuff.’

The man at the head of the queue then shuffled to the right, where another server ladled a large dollop of steaming liquid from a large saucepan into his cup.

Harold would have preferred coffee, but beggars couldn’t be choosers. Eventually, he reached the front of the queue and, holding his plate in front of him, received the heavy bread and lump of white cheese. He shuffled along the line and his cup was filled up with a ladle of hot, milky, almost soup-like tea.

‘I likes a nice strong cuppa at the end of the day, ’specially one you can stand your spoon in,’ said Wardle. ‘You likes to let the tea stew, don’t you, Mr Greaves,’ he shouted over the heads of the inmates to a small, round, fat man dressed differently from the others in a set of off-white clothes.

‘I do like a well-stewed tea, indeed I do, Mr Wardle, strong enough to put hair on your chest.’

Wardle leant forward and whispered in Harold’s ear. ‘He don’t stint on the tea, but everything else…’ He leant backwards and tapped the side of his nose.

Harold stood for a moment, holding his plate and cup, wondering where to go.

‘Move along there,’ said the server behind the counter.

‘Hurry up, mate, we ain’t got all day,’ shouted a man just behind Wardle.

He looked around the room. There were groups of men scattered everywhere, seated at long wooden tables. Each had his head down, alternately taking bites out of the cheese and bread and supping from their cups.

‘Where should I sit?’ he asked Wardle.

‘You can sit with me, mate, if you want.’ It was the same man who had told him to hurry up. ‘You new here? You smell new. Just had your bath?’

‘You be watching your lip, Shepherd, or you’ll be out quicker than you can say, “God Save the Queen”.’

The man was all open-eyed and innocent. ‘Me, Mr Wardle? Don’t have no lip, me. To a moustache, though, more than his nibs here.’

Harold was always clean-shaven. He hated the habit of growing facial hair amongst the wasichu.

Shepherd moved around him, and Harold followed him to a table in the middle of the right-hand side.

‘This is where me and my muckers always sit. Budge up there, Bill.’

He nudged an old, unshaven man with his hip, and the man shuffled along the bench without taking his eyes off his food.

‘Park your bum next to me, mate.’ Shepherd patted a place on the bench beside him.

Harold placed his food down on the table and slipped his legs into the gap between it and the bench.

‘I like Saturdays. You get cheese on Saturdays and the bread’s only two days old. A good day is Saturday, because it comes before Sunday and then we have a day of rest. Have to go to church in the morning, though. The overseers are very keen we repent our sins but at least we can have the day to ourselves when we’ve done repenting. You’ve come at a good time. What’s your name, mate?’

‘Harold. Harold Eccles.’

‘Evening, Harold. My name is Sid, Sid Shepherd.’ The man stuck out his hand, which Harold shook.

For the first time, the other men sitting at the table lifted their heads from their food and tea.

Sid pointed to the other men in turn. ‘These are my mates. Tiny, Lord Jim, Old Bill and Harmless John.’ This last man of the group was eating with his left hand as the right sleeve of his jacket was empty. ‘We look after each other in here. Sometimes, the overseers do an inspection and then it’s important to have somebody looking out for you. Know what I mean?’

Harold didn’t know what he meant, but he nodded anyway, taking a bite out of the cheese.

‘This your first time in here?’

Harold nodded again.

‘Tiny over there,’ he pointed to a large, broad-shouldered man opposite, ‘has been here three times, isn’t it, Tiny?’

‘This is my fourth,’ responded Tiny in a high, squeaky voice.

‘He’s been laid off again, ain’t you, Tiny? What was it this time?’

‘I had another attack and they got rid of me.’

The man leant closer to Harold. ‘You should see Tiny. He rolls and writhes on the ground and starts to foam at the mouth. Nothing he can do about it and after a few minutes, he’s as right as rain again. It is a bit worrying if you’ve never seen it before.’ The man moved back and stared at Harold, his eyes narrowing. ‘You don’t look like you’re from here, are you?’

Harold shook his head. ‘Not from here, no.’

‘See, mates. I knew he wasn’t from here. It’s the cheekbones. We don’t get many foreigners in the workhouse. Most of us are like Tiny, Salford born and bred and proud of it. So, what’s your story, mate? Why are you in here?’

‘It’s a long story.’

‘I’m sure it is, but we’ve got a long time. They don’t make us go to our beds till they dim the lights at eight thirty. We got time to listen, don’t we, lads?’

Most of the men had finished their bread and cheese and were staring at Harold, waiting for him to begin. One of them had lit an old-fashioned clay pipe and was beginning to puff on the end of it.

‘We likes a good story, mate. So what’s yours?’

Should he tell them about his life? These men he had never met before and didn’t really know. For a second, a memory of his grandfather sitting round a fire telling his stories of the past came back to him. Maybe it was time to tell what had happened and why he was here.

The scent of the tobacco helped him decide.

‘I was born in the Moon when Trees Crack with the Cold, or what you would call February in Salford…’
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Chapter TWO

Sunday, March 24, 2024

Chorlton-cum-Hardy, Manchester

Jayne Sinclair parked her car in front of the florist. She’d driven all the way to Buxton to pick up Vera and bring her back here. She opened the door and helped her stepmother out of the car.

In the last year, Vera had aged considerably. The once sprightly and energetic woman had been replaced by somebody who spoke constantly of the aches in her bones and the arthritis in her shoulders. She even used a walking stick now.

‘I’m not as steady as I used to be. When I went walking with your dad, I used to lean on his arm, but now I have to use one of these.’

They walked slowly into the florist, buying the same flowers they purchased every time they visited Robert: white lilies.

‘Can you pinch out the pollen from the centre?’ Vera asked the florist. ‘That way they’ll last longer and the white flower won’t be stained.’ She turned to Jayne. ‘Robert always loved the whiteness of a lily.’

The florist wrapped them in a bouquet and Vera tucked the package under her arm. Together, they took the long stroll across the road, through the gates next to the reception, over the quadrant in the centre and turned right just after the Lodge.

The day was one of those beautiful times in early spring when the sky was clear and the birds were singing.

‘Listen to the blackbird, Jayne. He’s staking a claim to his territory, ready to begin creating his family later. Life always goes on, doesn’t it?’

Jayne didn’t answer, and she didn’t think Vera expected a reply. These days, her stepmother often spoke her thoughts out loud as if keeping them inside was too painful.

Finally, they reached the spot where Robert was buried, stopping for a moment in front of the grave to stare down at the stone that marked his last resting place.

Robert Cartwright

20 April 1937 – 19 December 2022

A loving father and husband

Taken from us far too soon

They were both silent, neither saying a word.

Robert had died just over two years after they had returned from Australia. He had been in and out of hospital all the time, catching Covid twice but surviving both times despite his age.

Then Jayne had received a call from Vera just before Christmas. ‘He’s gone,’ were the only words she spoke. Apparently, he’d had a massive stroke one afternoon as he was doing his crossword. The staff and the doctors had done their best, but this time he didn’t get better and he died without regaining consciousness on a dull grey December morning.

Jayne stepped forward and began clearing the dead flowers from the last visit, putting them to one side. She took the bouquet of lilies from Vera and arranged them in the stone vases on either side of Robert’s grave, ensuring their long stems and white trumpets arched over the granite of his gravestone.

Vera stepped forward and touched the top of the stone with her hand, letting it rest there as if she were touching her husband in life.

Jayne cleared a few weeds that had sprouted between the stone surrounds of the grave, and placed them and the dead flowers in a plastic bag.

She stepped back and stood with her hands together in front of her. ‘Good to see you again, Dad. It’s been a couple of weeks since we were last here. The weather’s changed and it looks like spring has finally arrived. I remember how you used to love this time of the year, watching the earth come alive with crocuses and daffodils, the animals and birds becoming active.’

She paused for a moment. She did this every time she came with Vera, recounting what had happened since her last visit, talking to him as if he were sitting in his armchair right in front of her. At first, she had been slightly embarrassed, but not any more. For her, it was the most normal thing in the world to tell her dad what she was doing.

‘Ronald sends his regards. We’ve been working on a job together again. The client’s great-grandfather was a mill owner who lived in Alderley Edge in Victorian times. Sold his business and made a fortune, but the sons were lost during the World Wars and she had no knowledge of her past until we started looking into it. Yesterday, he also found a first edition of Thackeray’s Vanity Fair and picked it up for a couple of quid, so he’s as happy as Larry. And before you ask, I am working again. It took me a long time to get my act together after you died.’ She glanced across at Vera. ‘It took us both a long time, but I’m working again now. Not as much as I used to – the money you left me means I don’t really have to work, but I pick and choose the jobs that interest me.’

Her phone rang in her bag. She reached in and switched it off without looking at the caller’s number. She hated to be interrupted when she was talking to her dad.

‘I know you told us we shouldn’t be sad when you passed, Dad, but it’s hard, you know. You were such a presence in both our lives, and then suddenly, you were no longer there.’

Jayne could hear Vera snuffling beside her, dabbing her eyes with a white handkerchief.

‘But you were right, life has to go on. Vera’s taken up knitting again and is still doing the crosswords.’

‘But I can’t finish them like I used to, not without your help.’

‘The one thing genealogy and you taught me is that life has to go on. It always has, and it always will. It’s the never-ending circle of life.’ She took a deep breath. ‘We’ll come back in a couple of weeks and let you know how we’re getting on. Bye, Dad.’

‘See you soon, Robert,’ whispered Vera.

Jayne took her arm and together they strode slowly away from the grave down the long, straight path to the Lodge at the centre of Southern Cemetery, Vera’s walking stick tapping out a slow, mournful rhythm.

On either side of the path, countless thousands of gravestones stretched away into the distance like decayed stone teeth sticking out of the ground. Most were unkempt and unloved, the gravestones tattered and forlorn.

A few had fresh flowers in front of them. A signal that the person laid to rest in that grave was still remembered and still loved.

It’s a bit like family history, thought Jayne. In researching our ancestors in the past, we remember them, their lives and struggles, bringing them back to life. Showing them that they are still loved even though they are no longer living.

They turned left near the Lodge and Jayne spoke to Vera for the first time. ‘Would you like a coffee or something to eat? There’s a lovely café close to my house.’

Vera shook her head. ‘Not today, dear, not after visiting Robert. I’d just like to go back to the Home if that’s okay with you.’

Jayne patted her arm. ‘Of course it’s okay. I’ll drive you back.’

‘It’s a long way for you.’

‘Nothing I can’t handle, and besides, I enjoy it. Gives me an excuse to play my old music.’

They strolled on back to the car, past the blackbird still singing at the top of the tree.

New life was beginning in the middle of the cemetery.
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Chapter THREE

Sunday, March 24, 2024

Buxton, Derbyshire

After she had dropped Vera back at the residential home, Jayne sat in her car for a few moments, checking her messages.

There was all the usual guff from websites she had visited years ago and forgotten to unsubscribe from: insurance companies, housing agents, cat food suppliers, companies that helped you put on weight, companies that helped you lose weight, and a whole list of services from Amazon which were almost as long as the river itself.

Then, remembering the ringing sound during her visit to the cemetery, she checked her missed calls. There was one number she didn’t recognise, but they hadn’t left a message.

She called it back and a man answered.

‘This is Jayne Sinclair, you called me earlier?’ she said.

‘Thanks for getting back to me. You’re the genealogist?’

‘That’s correct. But I prefer to think of myself as a genealogical investigator. I specialise in investigating strange or unusual family history cases. I was a former police detective in my previous career, and the skills I learnt in the police force are useful for investigating people’s family histories.’

‘It sounds like our case could be right up your alley.’

‘Why?’

‘I don’t want to explain it over the phone. It’s a bit weird and strange, and I’m not sure I understand it.’

Jayne was intrigued. ‘Well, I never accept new clients without meeting them first and discussing what they want, as well as the possible costs of the genealogical search.’

In the last year, Jayne had become much more businesslike in talking about costs up front with clients. For six months after Robert’s death, she had done very little work, preferring to stay at home and hardly going out. Gradually, though, she had begun to accept new cases. It was a job for the Greater Manchester Police, working with an old friend, Emily Parkinson, that reminded her how much she loved what she did. More importantly, she realised she could make a difference to people’s lives by accepting pro bono clients who couldn’t afford to pay her. She had been working with the relatives of the vanished children sent to Canada and Australia in this capacity, but she could only do this if she ran her business as a business and not a hobby.

‘Do you live locally?’ she asked.

‘My sister and I live in Salford.’

Jayne thought for a second. Should she accept this job? She had enough on her plate at the moment, with five extant investigations plus three pro bono cases, Could she find the time?

But the man’s vagueness intrigued her. What aspect of his family history could be ‘weird and strange’?

‘Hello, are you there?’ the man said impatiently.

She made a decision. ‘How about ten a.m. tomorrow?’

‘That’s very quick.’

‘If I’m to take the case, I need to get started as soon as possible. This is just the preliminary meeting. Perhaps the case is not right for me—’

‘Or you are not right for the case?’ the man interrupted.

Jayne liked this man. He was straightforward and didn’t beat around the bush. ‘Exactly.’

‘Let’s meet tomorrow at ten o’clock. I’ll ask my sister to come along too. Where should we meet? We can come to you.’

Jayne gave him the address of a café close to her home. It was quiet there, the coffee was excellent, and the lemon drizzle cake was to die for. ‘I look forward to meeting you, Mr…?’

‘Walker. Martin Walker. I’ll see you tomorrow, Mrs Sinclair. Goodbye.’

Jayne was about to correct him on her marital status when she realised he’d already ended the call. She sat there for a moment, staring at her mobile phone. Did she really need another case? Well, she would find out tomorrow morning. As Martin Walker said, weird and strange sounded right up her alley.

She put the car in gear, cranked up the stereo so that Kate Bush was blasting out from the speakers, and started the long drive back to Didsbury on the A6. It was a drive she had done so many times in the past and one she still loved.

Fifty-two minutes later, she was parking in her driveway, collecting her stuff from the car and opening the door.

The house felt emptier than usual. Mr Smith wasn’t there.

When she went to Australia with her dad and Vera, she had arranged for her cat to be looked after by a neighbour, Alice Taylor. They had intended to stay in Perth for two months, but the pandemic and Robert’s stroke meant they had stayed longer, only coming back to the UK when he was well enough to travel in late 2020.

By then, of course, Mr Smith was used to staying with Alice, who loved his grumpy personality just as much as Jayne. These days he spent half his time with each of them, being totally unpredictable in his movements. Some weeks, he spent five days with Jayne and then suddenly vanished to spend a week with Alice.

As Alice said, ‘He does what he wants, no point forcing him to do anything different.’ Jayne agreed, and these days, she never knew whether he would return or not.

Today was obviously a ‘not’ day.

She walked into the kitchen to find his bowl was empty. He’d obviously been back to eat and had gone out again. It was like living with a semi-house-trained teenager. It wouldn’t surprise Jayne to discover the cat was being fed by another neighbour, as well. She thought she had seen him coming out of number nine last week.

She put down her bag and went to the wine fridge, choosing a nice New Zealand Pinot Noir and a half-finished block of chocolate from one of her favourite suppliers. She left both on the kitchen island to come to room temperature while she went up to shower and change.

Half an hour later, feeling cleansed and refreshed, Jayne returned to the silence of her kitchen. She poured herself a large glass of Pinot Noir, breaking off a square of chocolate before drinking any of it. The chocolate melted in her mouth, producing a wave of different textures and tastes. It was one of the reasons she loved it so much: the infinite variety of pleasure in just one small square. Far better than any man and far less trouble.

After the square had melted away, she replaced its lingering dance on her tastebuds with the refreshing cherry and tannins of the red wine.

Visiting Robert was always a stressful day for her, bringing back memories and things she wished she had told him before he’d died. He had been more than a stepfather to her; he had been her rock, her mentor and her friend.

She could feel the tears welling up in her eyes as she thought about him and the memories flooding back.

No. She wasn’t going to cry this time – she had done enough crying. It was time to leave her grief behind and get on with her life. It had taken her a long time to realise that the old adage of time being the great healer was true. The grief of losing somebody you love never really goes away; we just learn how to handle it over time.

All the people she had worked with, and for, over the last ten years, investigating the various twists and turns in their family trees – they had all suffered grief in their lives too. Along with aging and taxes, it was the one constant that nobody could escape.

She raised her glass. ‘To Robert. You led a wonderful life, and I was privileged to know and love you,’ she said, before swallowing a large mouthful of wine.

Despite herself, a large tear ran down her face and dropped into the wine, blending with it in the glass.

She had promised herself she wasn’t going to cry any more. This must be the last time. But it was a promise she knew she could never keep. Grief was like that; a thief in the night, creeping up on you when you least expected it.

Over time, she would get better – everybody did. But she would never forget Robert. He would be there beside her as she went about her work or walked to the shops or watched television.

Getting over grief didn’t mean you forgot the people you loved. It simply meant you handled it better.

Time was the great healer.
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Chapter Four

Saturday, November 28, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

‘Why have you stopped, mate?’ asked Sid Shepherd. ‘You’ve only just begun.’

‘When telling a story, you need to stop often to remember the details and all the dreams that go with it. Silence is meaningful to my people. We believe that thought comes before speech. Silence is a mark of respect for both the listeners and the story itself. It was one of the reasons we were thought to be stupid or slow or dim-witted. But for us, it was just good behaviour to think first before we spoke.’

‘We have the same idea in Ireland,’ said Old Bill. ‘The words need time to come into the storyteller’s mouth.’

‘Exactly. I need to chew them over before I can speak them.’

‘Well, go on, you said something about when you were born,’ said Sid impatiently.

‘I will carry on now the words are ready. As I said, I was born in the Moon when the Trees Crack with the Cold. February, it is called in this world, but nobody knows why. I asked my teacher when I was at the school in the East. “Why is February the name of the second month? And is March called that because it is the time the animals begin to wander across the prairie?”

‘At first, the teacher didn’t answer. But, next day, he told me that February was named after Februa, the Roman month when people were ritually washed. March wasn’t about walking but was named after Mars, the Roman god of war. Then I understood. These Romans must have been a powerful people, for they knew they had to be purified before they went to war. It seems the wasichu in America have forgotten this because they no longer practise it. Indeed, many of them never bathe at all, at war or in peace.

‘Anyway, as I was saying before I became distracted – I was born in the Moon when the Trees Crack with the Cold. My father was a Hunkpapa Sioux called Dark Moon, and my mother a Crow captured in a raid when she was young. She could have returned to her people many times, but she stayed in our village and stayed with my father. After all, why would any human being want to live with Crows? I’ll tell you more about those terrible people later. How they ran before the Battle of the Greasy Grass, what the wasichu call the Little Bighorn, leaving the long-haired Custer to fight on his own. They never had any honour, did the Crows. No wonder the wasichu used them as scouts.’

‘So are you one of those Red Indians we learnt about from the penny dreadfuls?’

‘I don’t know where that idea came from. As you can see from my face, I’m not red – and I’ve never been to India.’

Sid Shepherd examined him closely. ‘You’re sort of a very light mahogany colour, not like us lot. We’re as white as rent collectors.’

Don’t see much sun in Salford,’ said Tiny in his high, squeaky voice.

‘There’s always sun on the prairies, but it’s the blue of the sky I miss most. I think I received my looks and my skin tone from my mother rather than my father. My high nose, sallow skin and broad forehead meant I could often pass for a wasichu rather than a human being. When I was younger, I was embarrassed about it, but later, when I came to England, I liked being able to blend in. Only when I was wearing my suit, though. If I put on warpaint, people would cower in the streets and children would run away in terror.’ He stared into mid-air before shaking his head and asking, ‘Anyway, where was I?

‘You said you were born in February, mate.’

Harold drank some of his milky tea, wishing it were strong coffee.

‘So far, you have only covered the first few minutes of your birth. At this rate, we will be here until next year before you finish your tale.’

‘But that’s the way of our storytelling. If I just said, “I walked into a room”, you would know nothing. But if I said the room was large with high ceilings and a long wooden table in the centre, you would begin to understand it better. Then, if I added a few more details – an old picture of a man in a white collar on one wall, a Bible in the corner, a notebook and pen on the table – you would guess that the owner of this room was a clergyman. And if I added the detail of a picture on a table with a black ribbon across one corner, you would know he had died without me telling you. It is the nature of stories. The details matter in order to understand what is happening.’

‘You were born in the Moon when the Trees Crack with the Cold,’ Lord Jim interrupted, bringing him back to his story.

‘I was. For a short time, my mother called me White Tail, after a rabbit she had known as a child. But when I was six months old, my father had a dream. He saw a pony running across the grassland, a piebald pony. He ran after it, calling for it to stop, but however hard he ran, he could never catch it. So he called me Chasing Horses from then on.’

They all laughed.

‘Funny name, mate, not like Sid or Bill.’

‘But you call the man with no arm Harmless John, and him—’ he pointed at Lord Jim ‘—you call a Lord, but I doubt he is a member of the aristocracy.’

‘But that’s a joke, mate, a nickname. Harmless because he ain’t got no arm and because he’d never hurt a fly.’

‘And I was renowned for my ability to play toffs in repertory theatre. It was one of my specialities as an actor. Used to play the baddie too, with a twinkle in my eye and a twirl of my moustache,’ said Lord Jim, twisting the ends of his thinning facial hair.

‘But that’s how we found our names too. Mine came from a dream but it could easily have come from something my father saw. Or something I did. Or even the first words that came out of my mouth.’

Sid Shepherd’s eyes narrowed. ‘But when I asked you, I thought you said your name was Harold Eccles?’

‘That is my name now, but Chasing Horses was my first name. Buffalo Bill Cody changed my Sioux name later when I joined his Wild West Company. He didn’t like to be reminded I was a better horseman than him. I preferred being called Chasing Horses myself. It was a good name, one I tried to live up to when we were fighting the Crows or the Kiowa.’

‘Or even the American cavalry,’ said Tiny.

‘What?’ said Sid.

‘The cavalry. General Custer’s last stand. I read all about it in the penny dreadfuls.’

‘We fought the bluecoats too, but there was no last stand – or at least, not one I saw. But I mustn’t get ahead of myself. After being born…’

‘In the Month when the Trees Crack with the Cold.’

‘Well remembered, Tiny. The year of my birth was when the Four Crows were killed. Now, I’m not sure, but the people at the school in Pennsylvania think this was 1863 in their parlance. I can’t be certain, though. We don’t remember years in the same way as the wasichu. Time is far more about what happened and the seasons rather than something with numbers.’

‘You keep saying the word was… wasi… What?’ said Sid.

‘Wasichu is a word in the Sioux language for people who came to my country and took everything. It means “greedy person” in Lakota. Some others think it simply means “white people” or “abundant people”, but I prefer my translation.’

Old Bill lifted his head. His eyes were rheumy and his chin stubbled with grey. ‘My younger brother went to America after the Great Hunger in 1849. There was nothing left for him in Ireland. He would have been one of your wasi…’

‘Wasichu.’

‘Wassyhu. We never heard anything from my brother after he left. I often wonder what became of him. He was always a greedy child, though. Everybody was greedy during the Great Hunger.’

Harold picked up his tea and took a long drink. He was getting used to it. ‘I can see why you drink this strong tea. It’s not as good as Pine Ridge coffee, but still good.’

He paused for a moment to let the memories flood back. He began to drift back into the past. A time, not so long ago, when the world was simple and life was hard, but somehow, everything made far more sense…
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Chapter Five

The Month when the Trees Crack with the Cold

The Great Plains, North America

He was born beside the Powder River and two skilled women helped his mother with the birth, as is the custom. Short Bull was chosen to clean out his mouth with her finger because she always had food even in the coldest winters and was never hungry, while Walking Deer washed his body with the softened inside bark of the chokecherry bushes that grew in abundance in the area. She was one of the hardest workers in their band. The Hunkpapa believed their natures would transfer to him as he grew up.

His early years were spent constantly on the move during the summer as they tracked the buffalo across the plains, finding ancient campsites beside river creeks. His earliest memory was watching the head of his father’s pony sway from side to side, from his papoose strapped to his mother’s back as they trekked to a new campsite. The gentle rocking and the warmth of his mother’s body meant he often fell asleep as they trudged along.

At night, they would make camp next to one of the rivers that dotted the region. His mother erected the tipi while his father went off in search of food with the other hunters. Their tipi, a huge conical structure made from buffalo hide and poles of pine, could be assembled in a few minutes, ready to provide shelter even in the worst weather.

Each tipi entrance faced east, and the shape of their home wasn’t circular but elongated, with the highest side where the entrance was. His mother built a fire about a third of the way into the tipi with a hole in the roof to let the smoke escape. The inside of the tipi was covered in buffalo hides, fur side up. Men and boys slept on the north side, women and girls on the south.

At five years old, he received his first bow and arrow. Made from ash, the bow had a buffalo sinew string and arrows from the growths on the side of the cherry trees. His mother created the fletching herself from crow’s feathers. He was proud of his ability to fire his arrows at a moving target from the back of his pony.

Even at this young age, he would mount his pony from the right side, throwing his leg around the pony’s foreleg, reaching up to grasp the mane and climb on to the back. There was no bridle, no saddle or stirrups. He was glued to his pony even in the tightest turns at high speeds.

When they had to move on, and they always had to follow the buffalo, the tipis could be disassembled in the passing of a breeze. They used the poles and hides to make travois – two poles that dragged along the ground with a buckskin hide stretched between them. Their supplies were put in the travois: leather bags, cooking containers, wooden boxes, dried meats and vegetables, and sometimes even animals or elderly relatives who were too sick or weak to walk. Later, when he had grown taller and stronger, he even had his own little travois for his possessions, which he dragged with him as their band trudged along.

He remembered those early years with wonder. Spring, when the waters ran and life began to sprout out of the dead land. Summer, when every day the sun shone and his belly was full and he played late into the night. Autumn, when the winds howled and the nights grew short. Winter, huddled beneath the bearskin blankets around a campfire as his grandfather and father told stories of hunts long gone or battles long won.

For him, every day was a school day, even though most of it was spent playing and running with his friends. Their games were rough, like those of all boys; kicking and tripping each other, wrestling to see who was the strongest, daring each other to jump from greater heights or challenging their ability with the bow or horse. They studied how to hunt and work together, to stalk the buffalo or to know which berries to eat at which time. He learnt to swim and fish and ride the other ponies. Very quickly, he became adept at riding, becoming one of the best in his band, even at an early age.

His father was pleased. The name he had dreamt of all those years ago had been well chosen.

The horses were always needed and were guarded well, as their home rarely stayed in one place for too long. The Hunkpapa followed the food wherever it was. In their case, the food was buffalo and the herds moved constantly in search of fresh grass, so their band moved with them.

In the autumn, the warriors would listen to the dreams of the old men and, if the spirits were right, would race off to raid the Cree or the Kiowa, stealing their women or their horses. His father, Dark Moon, was the leader of one of these bands. Often, Chasing Horses would wait with his mother, gazing out over the hills in search of the dust from the hooves of the ponies as they returned from some raid.

Eventually, the men would return with new ponies, new captives and even newer stories. Of coups made and daring fights with Cree warriors. Stories they told long into the night as the old men smoked their pipes with the children huddled at their feet.

How he missed those days long gone.

* * *

‘Did you go to school like we do in Salford?’ asked Tiny.

He was dragged back from his memories to the hall of the workhouse in Salford. Around him, young and old male faces were gathered, listening as he recounted his memories. There were more faces surrounding him now, certainly more than when he started speaking.

It was the way in their tribe and seemed to be the same way here in Salford.

‘Did you go to school like we do in Salford?’ repeated Tiny.

‘I went to your type of school much later, when I was eighteen. They taught me English and the Bible and arithmetic but I had been learning my whole life, since the day I was born. We don’t have schools, but every day was a day to learn.’

‘Were you often hungry? asked one of the new faces.

He closed his eyes, willing the memories to flood back. ‘I don’t remember us being too hungry when I was young, but later, after we moved to Canada and the reservation, we were often short of food. You have to remember that when I was young, the buffalo were strong and uncountable. One time, I remember looking out over a herd with my father. For two days, we sat there watching the herd move past us, going south in search of fresh grass.’

‘That’s a lot of cows.’

‘I tried to count them but fell asleep as I did. My father said there was no point as the herd were like the smooth stones on a river bed – too numerous to count. I tried anyway – it was my nature.’

‘What happened to the buffalo?’

‘They were taken by the white hunters to feed the men who built the iron roads. Buffalo Bill was one of these hunters, but I will tell more of him later. Now is not the right time.’

He took another sup of the milky tea and an image of William Cody, known to everybody as Buffalo Bill, came into his mind. A tall man with long flowing hair astride his white horse, his hat in his hand, bowing to the audience as they hollered and cheered his exploits.

‘I saw Buffalo Bill once. Didn’t he kill three thousand buffalo?’ asked Lord Jim.

Harold nodded. ‘Probably more.’

‘He was a great actor, one of the best I ever saw.’

‘You were telling us about the buffalo,’ interrupted Sid.

‘The buffalo were everything to us. They were the centre of our existence,’ Harold continued. ‘Their hair kept us warm at night. Their hides made our clothes and our shoes. Their meat kept our bellies full. Their bones and sinews made our tools, knives and rope. Nothing was wasted.’

He closed his eyes again.

‘Once with my father, we came across a herd after the white hunters had found it. The animals were all corpses on the ground. Just their rumps had been taken for meat, but the rest of the animals’ bodies were just lying there rotting, wasted. Thousands and thousands of them, as far as the eye could see, just decaying in the heat of the sun, a feast for the flies and the wild dogs.’

Sid Shepherd stood up. ‘I’m going to see if there’s any tea left over. Sometimes there’s some left in the cauldron. But don’t you go on with your story until I come back again, right, Harold?’ He pointed his finger at the listeners now surrounding their table. ‘And none of youse lot ask any questions until I return, understand?’

There were a few grunts of agreement.

The memories were flooding back now. It was almost as if, by starting to talk, he had opened a sluice gate which released everything that had been bottled up. Of course, he had told his wife and children about his youth, and what had happened to the human beings, but nobody else. In England, he had become civilised, hiding his memories.

Sid returned, carrying a large kettle. ‘Harold, you want some?’

His throat was getting dry, so he nodded.

Sid ladled out the liquid, muddy like the water from the Little Bighorn, into his cup, filling it to the brim. He did the same for his own cup, placing the kettle in the centre of the table. ‘The rest of you can help yourselves.’

Immediately, Tiny grabbed the ladle and filled his own cup, followed by the others and the new listeners.

When they had all settled down again, Sid pointed at Harold. ‘Tell us what happened next, go on.’

Harold smiled.

Across the table, Old Bill filled his pipe again and the smell of smoke hung over the table like a shroud. ‘Before he starts,’ he said between puffs of smoke, ‘how do we know he’s telling the truth? He could be making the whole thing up. He speaks very good English for a Red Indian. Perhaps he was born in Manchester, not in America?’

All eyes turned on him.

‘You don’t know, except I give you my word that I am telling the truth as I have seen and witnessed it. I haven’t spoken of my past since I have been in England. I decided long ago it was time to forget all that went before.’ Harold looked up into the rafters of the dining hall. ‘But being here has made it all come back. In a strange way, this place reminds me of my home. I want to tell you my story. It is up to you if you want to listen to it.’

‘We want to hear it, don’t we, lads?’ said Sid.

The assembled inmates of Salford Workhouse grunted their assent.

Old Bill puffed on his pipe, sending the scent of his noxious tobacco high into the rafters. ‘Aye, we’ll listen – but I know when I hear the truth. I’ve been told too many lies in my life not to know the truth when I hear it.’ He blew out a long stream of blue smoke into the air.

Harold inhaled the bitter tang of the tobacco and was immediately transported back to the summer of 1876… That infamous summer.

.
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Chapter SIX

Monday, March 29, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

The following morning, Jayne was up bright and early, drinking her first cup of coffee as the sun rose over the suburban red brick houses of Didsbury, the area of Manchester where she lived. The food she left out for Mr Smith was untouched in his bowl. Obviously, he’d decided not to return last night.

Jayne felt like she was the mother of a wayward teenager who stayed out all night whenever he felt like it. Except this teenager was black and white and weighed thirteen pounds.

She logged on, checking the messages she had received overnight. There was all the usual promotional emails. One day she would get around to unsubscribing from those websites. There was a message from her client asking her to look into her great-grandmother’s side of the family as well as to discover where the money from her mill-owning great-grandfather had gone.

Jayne immediately thought of the Chinese proverb: ‘Wealth does not last beyond three generations. The first generation builds it; the second generation maintains it; and the third generation squanders it.’ The loss of wealth could have been through gambling, bad investments, dissipation or simply having a great time until the money ran out. Often it was hard to find out where the money went, but Jayne accepted the challenge and wrote back, saying she would look into it and into the maternal line.

That should keep her busy for the next couple of weeks; when she was involved in a case she didn’t have time to miss Robert.

The last new email was from her ex-husband, Paul. She hadn’t heard from him since their divorce over six years ago. He had gone to live and work in Belgium, finding a new partner there. The divorce had been amicable enough, with an equal distribution of marital assets and very little angst. They both recognised that they had simply drifted apart and, with no children, the separation was relatively easy.

She opened the email.

Hi Jayne,

It’s been a long time since I’ve heard from you. Just a short note to let you know I returned to England on March 15. My employment has come to an end in Belgium and after five years, it really is time to return.

I heard the news about Robert. Please let me offer my deepest condolences. I know how important he was in your life. I’m terribly sorry for your loss.

If you have time, it would be wonderful to meet up for a drink or a meal. I’ll call you later today – is your number still the same?

Best regards

Paul

Jayne scratched her head. She could hear Paul’s voice as she read the email – a bouncy, manic enthusiasm, like a human version of the Duracell bunny. There was no mention of his new partner or of the reason why his employment had come to an end. It had irked her a little that he hadn’t sent her a note when Robert had died. It was obvious now that he had only just found out. Jayne wondered who had told him.

Would she have a drink or dinner with him?

At the moment, she didn’t know. What would they talk about? They hadn’t spoken in nearly six years since the divorce and probably didn’t have a lot in common any more.

She began to answer the email.

Dear Paul,

Then she noticed the clock. 9.45 a.m.

If she left now, she would just be in time to meet the Walkers. She saved the email to her drafts and closed her laptop. She ran upstairs and brushed her hair, sweeping it up into a loose ponytail. A quick dab on the lips with lip gloss and a smear of mascara and she was ready.

She was never one for tons of make-up; she always thought it made her feel older than she actually was. Grabbing her coat, she placed her coffee cup in the sink and checked Mr Smith’s food. Should she throw it away or leave it in case he was peckish later?

She decided on the latter, hoping he might turn up if there was food – without any, he would definitely stay away. Such was the life with a cat. She did miss him, though, despite his perfunctory appearances.

She set the alarm and closed the door. With a bit of luck, if she walked quickly, she could be at the café right on time, before the Walkers arrived.

As it was, she was five minutes late, just missing the green man twice as she crossed the busy Didsbury roads. She recognised the clients immediately, as they both looked up when she entered. They were sitting at the back of the café, half-drunk cups of coffee in front of them.

‘I’m so sorry I’m late, time ran away from me this morning,’ Jayne apologised. ‘Can I get you anything? The lemon drizzle cake is particularly good.’

The man on the right – Martin Walker, she presumed – was about to say something until he was given a look by his sister. ‘We’re fine,’ she answered for both of them.

Jayne went to the counter, ordering an Americano for herself and a slice of cake. She realised she was very hungry. Did she eat last night?

Probably not.

She returned to the table, where the two clients were whispering to each other. The woman appeared taller than the man as she sat up ramrod-straight with her black hair tied up in a tight chignon. Her clothes were just as formal – a white page-boy collar peeping over a crew-neck cashmere sweater. Jayne couldn’t see her legs but she guessed she was wearing a formal skirt and sensible shoes.

The man had a friendlier face, one that must have been attractive in his youth but now, in what she guessed was his early sixties, looked tired and careworn. Strangely, Jayne felt sorry for him. He reminded her of a well-played-with teddy bear.

It was the sister who took charge. ‘My name is Isobel Walker. My brother and I have received some rather disturbing information…’

‘I wouldn’t call it disturbing, Isobel, I find it quite exciting.’

‘Well, you would, Martin,’ his sister sniffed. ‘But the rest of us normal people don’t know what to make of it.’

Her brother remained silent in the face of the rebuke.

‘Is it something to do with your family history?’ suggested Jayne, desperately trying to keep the bickering clients on track and focused.

‘Yes and no,’ answered Isobel.

Jayne was expecting more information but the woman simply picked up her coffee cup and took a genteel sip, her little finger extended at a right angle.

‘What my sister means to say is, we received some information we don’t understand.’

‘It would help me immensely if you told me what it is.’

‘Well,’ he continued, glancing hopefully at his sister, ‘about two months ago, I did one of the DNA tests on Ancestry. The results I received were so strange, I thought they couldn’t be true. I asked Ancestry and they said they checked the results and, as far as they were concerned, they were correct.’ Another glance across at the sister, who took up the story.

‘So, we thought the best way to check the results was if I did the test too. As brother and sister, our results should be the same.’

‘A good option but, strictly speaking, the results from any DNA test won’t be exactly the same when a brother and sister test,’ Jayne interjected.

‘Oh? Why?’ asked Martin.

‘It’s because genetic recombination creates a unique genetic blueprint for each person,’ Jayne replied. ‘The process is called meiosis, and it ensures you get a mix of your parents’ genes but not exactly the same mix as a sibling. The test should still be able to identify your close familial relationship, though, despite the differences.’

‘It did. We were confirmed as brother and sister.’

‘So what did you find so strange?’

Again, the brother glanced across at the sister. She nodded once and he began speaking again.

‘It was the ethnicity estimate that threw us. This is the bit we don’t understand. It said that I had 9% Indigenous American DNA, but our family has never left Salford.’

Jane frowned. ‘By Indigenous American, you mean…?’

‘Cowboys and Indians. Hollywood stuff. According to Ancestry, we have Native American lineage.’
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Chapter SEVEN

The Moon when the Geese Lay (March 1875)

The Tongue River, the Great Plains

They had spent that winter camped at the mouth of the Tongue River. Despite the freezing cold, their tipis were warm and comfortable. The previous summer and autumn’s hunting had been good despite the depredations of the white hunters on the herds of buffalo. They had stripped the meat carefully to dry in the sun, storing the marrow and fat, treating the sinews for bowstrings and thread, making spoons and cups from the horns, drying the hides for tipi covers, clothing and moccasins, and weaving the hair into ropes and belts.

Chasing Horses spent most of the time grooming his ponies and making sure they had enough to eat and drink. Even though he was just twelve years old, he had already amassed a string of five animals, given to him by his father.

He was also an accomplished hunter, beginning at age ten with his first hunt. That year, he had set out with his father and the other warriors, ranging across the Plains in search of the buffalo and killing those they needed to see them through the dark days of winter. The hunt had been a dangerous and noisy event, with men yelling to get the buffalo to run and the boy attempting the kill from his pony. There was no shame if the boy was unsuccessful, but he was expected to try. 

His father had been pleased when he brought down his first buffalo with his bow and arrow, cutting out the still-warm liver of the animal and passing it to Chasing Horses.

‘Eat, it will make you strong in the future.’

Chasing Horses ate and felt the power of the animal surge through him. Each year since then, he had joined the men when they set out, getting better and better with each hunting party he joined.

Their band of Hunkpapa, led by the medicine man, Sitting Bull, had never taken the handouts of food and supplies from the white man, nor had they lived on any of the reservations, unlike the rest of the Lakota. They still roamed the Plains and hunted the buffalo like thousands of their ancestors had done before them. Dark Moon, Chasing Horses’ father, believed in the dreams of Sitting Bull, following him wherever he went.

Sitting Bull had rejected the treaty made by Red Cloud in 1868, saying, ‘The white people have put bad medicine over Red Cloud’s eyes to make him see anything and everything they please.’

Red Cloud, the chief of the Oglala Sioux, had gone to Washington to negotiate the treaty. There he was feted by the President and Congress, attending candlelit dinners with many courses of fine food. Eventually, an agreement was reached with the intercession of Ely Parker, an Iroquois who was the Commissioner for Indian Affairs. The treaty agreed that the Sioux and their fellow tribes – the Brulé, Northern Cheyenne, Blackfoot, and Northern Arapaho – would no longer roam freely across the Great Plains but reside instead on the Great Sioux Reservation. This Reservation included ownership of the Black Hills, and set aside lands as unceded Indian territory in the areas of country north of the North Platte River and east of the summits of the Big Horn Mountains to the Powder River for hunting.

The key clause in the treaty for Red Cloud was the stipulation that ‘No person or persons shall be permitted to settle upon or occupy any portion of the territory, or, without the consent of the Indians, to pass through the same.’

Unfortunately, just as Red Cloud was signing the treaty in Washington, gold was discovered on the sacred grounds of the Black Hills. At first, the miners were kept off the reservation, but drawn by the lure of the yellow metal, more and more began to flood the area. The government had tried to stop them but, recognising the inevitable, tried to buy the land from the Sioux. But this was Paha Sapa, the sacred hunting ground for the Sioux and other tribes such as the Cheyenne and the Arapaho.

By 1874, there was such a mad clamour for gold-hungry miners that the army was ordered to make a reconnaissance into the Black Hills. This was led by General George Armstrong Custer, who reported back that the hills were filled with gold ‘from the grass roots down’. Soon, parties of miners began forming like summer locusts, crazy to begin panning and digging, and eager to follow Custer’s trail into the heart of the sacred grounds.

Throughout this time, Sitting Bull and the Hunkpapa had remained outside the Reservation, living and hunting along the Powder and Tongue Rivers. Chasing Horses, now a young warrior of twelve, had continued his education, learning how to trap and hunt and when to collect the berries and herbs that grew in abundance in the valleys of the rivers.

One evening, he was sitting around the fire with his father after a long and fruitless day of hunting in the middle of winter. ‘You look worried, Father,’ he said.

‘I am.’

‘Why? The hunt was not good today, but we still have stores of pemmican and our tipis are warm and comfortable. Tomorrow will be better.’

‘It is not the hunting that worries me, but the future. Sitting Bull will fight the white man if he goes into the Black Hills. All the Lakota will fight.’

‘A new band of Oglala came into camp today looking for food.’

‘People are leaving the reservation at Fort Laramie every day. The rations and supplies are not enough. Many stomachs are empty and more will join us.’

‘But isn’t that good? We will become stronger and fight if necessary.’

‘Yes, we will fight, for it has become necessary, but it is never good. The Moon when the Duck Comes Back will see more men going to Paha Sapa. When they do, we will have to kill them.’

Chasing Horses stood up. ‘We are strong, Father. We will send the Yankees back to their tipis with their tails between their legs like dogs.’

His father shook his head. ‘But more will come and still more. We will fight for as long as we can.’

It was nearly six months later that they received orders to all Sioux living off the reservations to report to their agencies by the end of January 1876, or a ‘military force would be sent to compel them’.

In the Moon of the Sore Eyes, a courier arrived at their camp and was greeted by Sitting Bull.

‘The Great Father has ordered you to go to the reservation at Fort Laramie.’

The great chief stood up from his sitting position next to the fire and took off the blanket that circled his shoulders. ‘We cannot go now, the snow is deep on the ground and our women and children are not strong enough to make the journey.’

‘You must go now, it has been ordered.’

‘To Fort Laramie? But we have heard there is no food there. Many hunters have left there to go north in search of food. We are warm and comfortable here. We are in our own country doing nobody any harm.’

‘Nevertheless, you must leave now. Otherwise, the soldiers will come and force you to go with them.’

‘We will leave in the Moon when the Green Grass is Up, not before then.’

Then he sat down beside the fire, placing his blanket around his shoulders once more. Despite the courier trying to negotiate with him, Sitting Bull refused to say another word.

* * *

‘If I heard there was gold in the moors, I’d be up there like a flash, even if it was near Rochdale,’ said Tiny, shaking Harold out of his memories.

‘Me too,’ added Harmless John. ‘There’s good money in gold.’

‘It was our land, our sacred land.’

‘No land is sacred when there’s gold on it,’ answered Tiny. ‘Me, I’d even dig up a cemetery if I knew there was gold there.’

‘This Sitting Bull sounds like an interesting character,’ said Sid.

‘He was the chief of our clan, the Hunkpapa, but he wasn’t a warrior. He was a man of visions, somebody who saw what was going to happen.’

‘A medicine man?’

‘That was what the wasichu called him. We all had sights and sounds that came to us in our dreams. For us, they were important when we were planning a move or simply working out what to do. But Sitting Bull’s dreams were stronger than most, particularly during the time of the Sun Dance.’

‘Do you have visions?’ asked Lord Jim.

Harold shook his head. ‘Not any more, not since I came to live in Salford. Perhaps this land has no visions.’ A long silence as Harold remembered the past. ‘It was one of Sitting Bull’s visions that led to the death of Long Hair Custer.’

‘I read about that – the Battle of the Little Bighorn and Custer’s Last Stand,’ said Old Bill.

‘There wasn’t really a Custer’s Last Stand, that was just a newspaper story.’ For a moment, Harold stared out over their heads at the wall of the dining room. ‘There was a last stand, but it wasn’t made by him.’

‘What do you mean?’

Mr Hopkins stepped into the dining room and pointedly pulled out the gold hunter from his fob pocket, flipping it open to check on the time.

Sid immediately stood up. ‘It’s time we went to the dormitories – Hopkins obviously wants to turn out the lights.’

Harold hadn’t noticed how late it was. He had been so engrossed in telling his story, time had passed without him realising.

‘You can tell us more tomorrow, Harold, after church. I’d love to hear more of your story,’ said Old Bill. ‘Though I’m still not sure you are telling us the truth.’

The others also got up and began collecting their plates or finishing the last of their cold tea.

‘Carry on with your story later, when the lights go out and Hopkins has finished his rounds. We often listen to stories when we’re lying in bed, don’t we, mates?’

‘You’ll have to whisper,’ said Harmless John.

‘We’ll be quiet but we’ll still listen,’ said Sid. ‘It’s not often you meet a Red Indian in Salford.’

Harold smiled to himself. He hadn’t told his stories for a long time. It was good to have listeners again. Just like the old times around the campfire.

‘Later, I will tell you about the Sun Dance and Sitting Bull’s vision.’

‘And don’t forget the Battle of the Little Bighorn and Custer’s Last Stand.’

‘I won’t. I will never forget that day as long as I live.’
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Chapter EIGHT

Monday, March 29, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

‘Let me get this right.’ Jayne tapped the table to make sure she understood. ‘You both took a DNA test with Ancestry at separate times and both results came back as having Indigenous American ancestry?’

‘That’s it,’ said Martin. ‘Our results were slightly different. I have 9% Indigenous American, while my sister has only 7%.’

‘And, as far as you know, neither of you have ancestors who were born and raised in America?’

Martin shook his head. ‘Both of us are Salford born and bred – just listen to our voices.’

They both had strong accents, with that nasal twang that only people born in the city possessed.

Jayne scratched her head. ‘The problem is, DNA doesn’t lie. Can I see your results?’

Isobel produced a colour printout from her bag. ‘Here are my results. As you can see, I am 46% Irish, 26% Scottish, 20% English from around Cumbria, 7% Indigenous American and 1% Spanish. I haven’t a clue where that comes from either.’

Jayne stared at the printout. Along with the usual areas of colour along the Clyde in Scotland, the Lake District and the west coast of Ireland, there was a bright red area that spread across the centre of the USA in a vast arc from Tennessee all the way to the Rockies.

‘We think the Irish bit comes from our mother,’ said Martin. ‘She was definitely born in Mayo, in Connaught. She only came here to be a nurse in the late fifties, meeting my dad in Salford when she worked at Hope Hospital. They were married in 1961 and I was born in 1963.’

‘And I followed in 1965,’ added his sister.

Jayne was still staring at the DNA map of America. ‘You could have other ancestors who were born in Ireland. There were waves of emigration from the country into Lancashire during the famine in the 1840s, and for the building of the canals and factories throughout the Victorian era. There was a second wave during and after the Second World War as the United Kingdom was short of workers. But I’ve never seen anything like this.’ She tapped the map of America.

‘We don’t understand it either.’

Jayne sat back in her chair and sipped her coffee. ‘What do you want me to do?’

Martin glanced at his sister again. ‘We’d like you to find out if we really do have Indigenous American blood running in our veins.’

‘But I don’t see how. We’re from Salford and proud of it,’ Isobel added, sticking her jaw out defiantly.

Jayne shrugged. ‘The DNA doesn’t lie. You both have Indigenous American lineage somewhere in your past. If it were just one of you, I’d ask Ancestry to retest your DNA, but with two of you both showing roughly the same percentages, I think the results are valid.’

‘Why do we have different percentages?’

‘Simply because we inherit different amounts of DNA from each of our parents. That accounts for physical differences as well as for the variation in our DNA results. Otherwise, everybody would look the same.’

‘So, you’re saying somebody in our family tree was a Native American, a Red Indian?’

Jayne nodded. ‘Looks like it. but we don’t use that term any more.’

‘What? Red Indian? What’s wrong with it?’

‘Times change, and we become more accurate and less insensitive in our use of language. I think people prefer the term Native American or Indigenous American these days.’

Isobel Walker stuck her jaw out again. ‘Still Red Indians, though, aren’t they?’

Jayne didn’t like this woman very much. She turned and spoke to the brother. ‘One of your ancestors must have been a native American..’

‘But who?’

‘Do you have any family born in America?’

‘None as far as we know.’

‘It’s very strange. I’ve never seen any results like these in Manchester. I’m sure they are far more common in the American Midwest, but in the North of England…’ Her voice tailed off and she made a decision. ‘Look, I’ve never researched anything like this before, so I’d be happy to look at your family tree and find out which ancestor contributed the Indigenous American DNA.’

‘We can’t afford to pay you much, I’m afraid. My sister is a retired clerk and I worked for the council. We both took early retirement when it was offered.’

‘This interests me so much, I’ll do it for nothing – as long as you are willing to pay for out-of-pocket expenses such as ordering birth certificates and any other costs.’

‘We agree the costs before you incur them?’ asked Isobel.

‘Of course.’

‘How long will it take?’

‘I don’t know. I have other work I need to do, but I’ll try to get to this as soon as I can. In fact, I’ll start today. I should warn you – we may find out who it is, or we may not. Sometimes the documentary proof just isn’t there.’

Martin gave another glance at his sister and there was a slight nod from her. ‘Great, then let’s get started. What do you need from us?’

‘Anything you know about your parents and grandparents would be great, and if you have birth or marriage certificates, that would be wonderful.’

‘Well, we know our parents’ names, but we never knew our Salford grandparents. They died when my dad was a kid and he went into care.’

‘Our Irish grandparents were Tommy and Bridie Doherty and they lived near Ballyhaunis. We went to stay with them once,’ interrupted Isobel.

‘Can you remember the name of the village or the district?’

‘I remember it well,’ Martin said. ‘It was called Bekan, but we called it the nutty place.’

Jayne looked at him quizzically, not understanding.

‘A kid’s joke because the village sounded like “pecan”, so we called it the place where all the nuts live.’

Jayne smiled and pulled out a family tree chart, writing the grandparents’ names in the correct boxes. ‘Now, your parents. What were their names?’

‘My dad was Joseph Walker and I think he was born in 1933 in Salford, but I’m not certain.’

Jayne tutted. ‘Walker is quite a common name, unfortunately. You don’t have a birth date?’

Martin shook his head. ‘My dad wasn’t certain himself, so he always celebrated his birthday on April Fool’s Day. He had a sense of humour, did my dad.’

‘You said he was in care as a child – do you know which home?’

Again, a shake of the head. ‘He never talked about it, refused to say anything, actually. I don’t think it was a happy time for him.’ He frowned. ‘I remember him talking one night around Christmas. He’d had a few drinks, which wasn’t normal for him – he never really drank alcohol. Anyway, he started talking about the war and a family he was sent to live with. He said he was an only child and his dad had already died in 1936 when he was young. He left his mum one day and he was sent up to the Lake District, he said, near Ulverston. He hated every second of it there and eventually returned home.’

‘Home or to a home?’

Martin closed his eyes, trying to remember. ‘I’m pretty sure he said he returned home, not a children’s home. His eyes were watery as he remembered it, like he was thinking of something he had lost.’

Jayne wrote the details down. ‘It sounds like he was evacuated to the Lake District at the beginning of the war.’

‘What?’

Jayne had researched this period of British history for another client and knew it well. ’September third, 1939, saw England declare war on Germany. Industrialised areas around Manchester and Salford were identified as one of several potential bombing targets. The government, not wanting the youngest civilians trapped in war-torn cities or columns of refugees clogging roads, devised a national policy of evacuation to the countryside. The plan, known as Operation Pied Piper, was to move 3.5 million children and vulnerable adults in three days, although in the event that figure was 1.9 million, as some parents chose to keep their children with them.’

‘So they just moved them out into the countryside?’

‘Yes. Starting from September 1, 190,000 children from Manchester and Salford were evacuated from the area by bus and rail. Manchester and Salford were particularly well-organised. In just over two days, 150 buses and trains transported children from 236 schools. Most of the children were aged between 5 and 13 years old, and 70% were unaccompanied when they left.’

‘The parents just put them on a bus and waved goodbye?’

‘Basically, yes. They all thought they were being sent to places where they would be safe. Local children were evacuated to areas such as the Lakes, the Peak District, Wales or Shropshire. It looks like your dad was one of them.’

‘Can you find out where he went and what happened to him?’

‘I can try, but the records of the evacuees were never centralised. I may be able to find out some things. The 1939 register is the place to start.’

‘What’s that?’

‘In September that year, the government took a register of all the UK’s citizens, a bit like a Census, really. This register formed the basis for issuing food rations, and organising labour and conscription.’

‘I’d love to know where he went.’

‘I’ll try, but like I said, it’s pot luck whether I find anything. I also need to look into your maternal line. Do you know anything about your mum?’

The sister answered this time. ‘Her name was Molly Doherty. She was born in 1938 on June 20th and came to Salford on her 18th birthday to train as a nurse.’ A long pause. ‘She passed away on March 29th, 1996, from cancer. Our dad never got over it. He died a year later of a broken heart.’

‘I’m extremely sorry for your loss. Do you have any documents, letters or pictures I can use? An old Bible would be great – sometimes people noted down new arrivals into the family on the flyleaf.’

‘I don’t know. Mum and Dad had a lot of stuff when they died but most of it was things they bought when they went on holiday, trinkets and keepsakes. We just put it in the attic when Dad passed. I can go up and see if there’s anything there,’ offered Martin.

‘You’re not going to go rummaging up there,’ replied his sister.

Jayne thought it was time to intervene before an argument developed between the two of them. ‘Anything you find could be useful in discovering more information about your ancestors. Perhaps they had a relative in America who sent them letters, that sort of thing.’

‘We’ll check and send you anything we find,’ Martin said firmly, staring at his sister.

‘Good.’

Jayne looked at the information she had so far. It was particularly sparse this time. Did the Native American ancestry come from the maternal or paternal side? She hadn’t a clue, but she would find out. ‘Anything else you can tell me?’

Another glance at each other, followed by a shake of the heads. Then Martin spoke. ‘There is a slight problem.’

‘What’s that?’

‘We’re going away on Friday to spend a month or so with friends who live in Spain, and we’d love to know before we leave.’

‘I don’t know if I can do it by then, it’s only four days. But I’m sure we can keep in touch while you are away through email. I work with many clients who live overseas…’

‘But I would like to know before we leave,’ stated Isobel bluntly, stressing the ‘I’.

‘Like I said, I will try but I make no promises. Are you certain you want to proceed on that basis?’

They both looked at each other before Martin nodded.

‘Okay, I’ll get started. Honestly, there is so little to go on, I’m not certain if I can find anything out. But I like challenges, so I’ll give it a go.’

Isobel suddenly raised her finger. ‘I do remember one thing my dad said. We were watching repeats of the TV series The World at War, and he suddenly said, “My parents died in the war during the Manchester Blitz.” Then he looked embarrassed and didn’t say anything else. Of course, I didn’t ask him. I should have done, but when you’re sixteen, all you can think about is boys and school and pop music and make-up.’

‘I thought the Blitz happened in London?’ said Martin.

‘The Germans bombed many cities in the UK. Coventry in the Midlands was particularly badly hit. In Manchester and Salford, the bombing happened around Christmas 1940.’ Jayne stopped for a moment. ‘But you said earlier that your father was sent to Ulverston, leaving his mum behind in Salford, as his father had died in 1936.’

Isobel focused, trying to remember, sucking in her breath. ‘When I come to think about it, he didn’t say “parents”, he said his mother. That was it, his mother died in the Manchester Blitz.’

Jayne made a note in her book.

‘Hope it helps.’

‘In family research, every little memory and every little detail can sometimes help to unlock a puzzle. There are lists of those killed in the Blitz that hit Manchester and Salford. I’ll check the names on there.’ She closed her notepad and stood up. ‘I’d better get started if we are going to crack this.’ She held out her hand. ‘Great to meet you, and remember, if anything else comes to you or you find anything, do let me know. Oh, one last thing – did Ancestry give you any possible familial matches when you received your results?’

‘Quite a lot, but we checked them out and there weren’t any names we recognised.’

‘Right. Can you send me your ancestry details. With your permission, I’m going to put your DNA results on a website called Gedmatch.’

‘What’s that?’

‘It’s an online site that lets people compare their DNA results with those of other people all over the world, even though they may have tested with different companies. Do I have your permission to upload your data?’

Martin looked across at Isobel. She nodded slowly, ‘I suppose so, it can’t do any harm.’

‘Great. Let me know if they email you with anything else. In the meantime, let me get started and I’ll keep you informed of my progress.’

Jayne left them both sitting in the café as she walked back to her home.

She loved this feeling and couldn’t wait to get started.

Which ancestor did that Indigenous American DNA come from? She was determined to find out.
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Chapter NINE

Saturday, November 28, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

‘You can start if you want, Harold, I think Mr Hopkins has gone off for his supper and his pint,’ whispered Sid.

Harold turned over in his rickety cot, hearing the sound of the springs squeaking. He adjusted the thin blanket around his body and breathed out, seeing his breath frost in the air. ‘As I explained before, we were camped out at the head of the Tongue River. My mother had constructed the tipi in a wonderful place on the right bank so she didn’t have to walk far to fetch water. The ponies were corralled behind our tipi and my father was training one of the young, fast stallions.’

‘Can you speak up?’ came a voice from the back of the dormitory. ‘I can’t hear.’

‘Shhhh!’ whispered Sid. ‘You’ll have Wardle down on top of us. We don’t want him to go telling tales to Hopkins.’

‘But I can’t hear.’

‘Clean your ears out then,’ snorted Sid.

The voice at the back of the dormitory went quiet.

‘Carry on, Harold.’

‘We were camped at the head of the Tongue River, all of the Hunkpapa under the leadership of Sitting Bull. It was towards the end of the Moon when the Ducks Return…’

‘When’s that?’ asked Lord Jim.

‘Around the middle of March, at the beginning of spring.’

‘Why don’t you say that then?’

‘Who’s telling this story? Is it you?’ said Sid.

‘No,’ the old actor said quietly.

‘Then let Harold tell his story and let’s have no more interruptions. The next man who talks gets thumped, understand?’

Silence from the listeners.

‘Carry on, Harold,’ said Sid, satisfied he had quelled any more interruptions.

‘It was in the Moon… around the middle of March… when a rider came racing into the camp.’

For a moment, he was carried away from the aromas of male bodies in the workhouse back to the sounds and smells of a Lakota camp: the barking of dogs, neighing of horses, scraping of knives against leather, rattling of cooking pots and the shouts of the women as they called to each other from their cooking fires.

He remembered looking up from the pony he was grooming and seeing the Oglala rider racing into camp, pulling up his horse outside Sitting Bull’s tipi…

* * *

The chief pulled back the blanket from the entrance and greeted the new arrival. ‘Man-who’s-afraid-of-the-sun, it looks like you have ridden far.’

‘From Fort Laramie with a message.’

Sitting Bull pointed to a place beside the fire. ‘Sit down, drink and eat before we talk.’

He was an old-fashioned and gentle man, Sitting Bull. The simple hospitality of the tribe was far more important to him than any message anybody could deliver.

After eating and drinking, the messenger began speaking. ‘I have a—’

Sitting Bull held up his hand. ‘Let us take a pipe first. It is a day when a pipe needs to be smoked before our ears are open.’

Again, the messenger sat quietly, waiting for Sitting Bull to fill the pipe with the rough tobacco that had been traded for furs with the merchants of Fort Laramie. He lit it with a spill from the fire and blew two large clouds from the side of his mouth high into the afternoon air.

‘You can speak now, my ears are listening.’

‘A message from Crazy Horse. The bluecoats are moving. Three Star Crook is marching north from Fort Letterman, the one who limps is coming from the west, and One Star Terry and Long Hair Custer from the east.’

Sitting Bull didn’t answer for a long while before he finally spoke. ‘We will be ready for them.’ With that, he stood up and went back into his tipi to rest.

All that spring, the band of Hunkpapa became stronger and stronger as more human beings joined it. In the Geese Laying Moon, when the grass was tall and the horses strong, Crazy Horse led the Cheyenne and the Oglala Sioux to join Sitting Bull on the Tongue River. As the weather warmed, the tribes moved northward in search of game and new grass. Along the way, they were joined by the Miniconjou, Brulé, Sans Arc, Blackfoot, and even more Cheyenne.

They made their way to the Rosebud River, camping there, where there were plenty of buffalo and fresh grass to feed the horses. One day, early in the Moon of Making Fat, Sitting Bull announced it was time for the Hunkpapa to hold their annual sun dance.

The ceremony began when the chiefs lugged a sacred cottonwood tree into the camp circle and decorated it with symbols and offerings, placing a buffalo skull in the centre. Sitting Bull sat with his back against the sacred tree, his arms stretched out in front of him. Jumping Bull, another medicine man, stuck a steel point into Sitting Bull’s arm, lifting up the skin and cutting a small chunk loose with a knife. Fifty more times this happened, before Sitting Bull stood up and began to dance.

For three days, he danced and they cut his arms and back, slicing deep into the flesh as the other human beings watched and waited for him to speak. One afternoon, on the third day, he fell into a deep trance. That evening, when he finally rose from the ground where he had been lying, he spoke to all the assembled people.

‘I have had a vision. In my dream, I looked to the sky and saw bluecoats falling like grasshoppers. Their heads were down and their blue hats tumbling to the ground. They were falling right into our camp. These people have no ears and will not listen.’

Again, he retired to his tipi; he was a dreamer, not a warrior. It was left to Crazy Horse to lead the warriors against Three Star Crook the next day.

The bluecoats had been sighted in a column camped just north of the Rosebud. Crazy Horse led over a thousand Sioux and Cheyenne to fight their enemy. For years, Crazy Horse had studied the soldiers and their regimented methods of fighting. When Crook sent his cavalry in mounted charges, instead of charging forward into the fire of the carbines, Crazy Horse instructed his warriors to move around the flanks, picking off those soldiers who had become separated from their comrades.

He kept his warriors constantly moving, attacking the soldiers from many different fronts so they could not form their strong skirmish lines. They made many darting charges into the ranks of the soldiers, constantly keeping them confused and on the defensive. When the bluecoats’ fire grew too hot, they would draw away, tempting a few soldiers to follow them, then isolate the followers, picking them off one by one.

When the sun went down, the fighting ended.

Next morning, the scouts were astonished to see that Three Star Crook was retreating back to his base camp, leaving behind his dead on the battlefield. The first fight with the bluecoats had been won. The white men called this the Battle of the Rosebud, but for the human beings, it was always known as the Battle where the Girl Saved her Brother, after Buffalo-Calf-Road woman rode out from the lines to shield her brother from the bullets of the soldiers, bringing him back to safety.

* * *

‘Is this the battle with Custer’s Last Stand?’ asked Old Bill, interrupting Harold’s memories.

‘No, that came later. This is another battle that happened before then. Few people remember it, but the human beings knew now they could beat the bluecoats in a fight.’

‘Human beings?’

‘That’s what we called ourselves. The actual word in my language is ‘oyate’. It means a community or group of people but when I was translating for Buffalo Bill I used the words human beings.’

‘So what happened next?’ said Sid desperate to hear the rest of the story.

‘After the fight on the Rosebud, the chiefs decided to move west to the Valley of the Greasy Grass, what the white men called the Little Bighorn River. More people joined them from the reservations. Nobody knew for certain how many were camped there but I think it must have been more than 10,000 human beings with over 3,000 warriors. It was so big, the tipis were impossible to count.’

‘Is this where Custer’s Last Stand took place?’

‘As I said before, there was no last stand, but the Little Bighorn was where the next fight took place. I know because I was there with my father.’

‘Are you going to tell us about it?’

‘I will, but I am tired now. We will talk about this tomorrow.’

‘You can’t stop now,’ said Tiny. ‘What happened at the Little Bighorn?’

‘I am tired and my voice and memories have grown weak. Tomorrow will be a better day.’

‘You heard Harold, it’s time to sleep. Wardle will be making his rounds soon, anyway. We will hear the rest of the story tomorrow,’ said Sid.

After a few grumbles, the room went quiet. Harold lay in his bed, staring into the Bible-black dark of the dormitory. The memories were strong now. For so long, he had kept that day hidden, and it was time to bring it out into the light.

Harold took out the silver coin that hung on its rawhide string around his neck, and kissed it once. It was a habit he’d acquired years ago when he was in school and had continued ever since. It was his small way of remembering his father and the life they had lost.

Around him, he began to hear the snores of the homeless men. A strange, comforting sound that lullabied him to sleep.

Tomorrow, he would bring the day back to life again.
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Chapter TEN

Monday, March 29, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

After meeting the Walkers in the café, Jayne returned home to an empty house. Mr Smith’s bowl was empty, too. He had obviously come in through the catflap, finished the food and gone out again on the prowl.

Once again, she felt like she was just a provider of the occasional snack, rather than his owner.

She made herself a fresh espresso using the strongest pod she could find for the Nespresso machine. Sitting down at the kitchen island, she booted up her laptop and worked out where to begin.

This was a strange case. Which of the Walkers’ ancestors had provided the Indigenous American DNA? She checked the information that the Walkers had given her. Martin shared 3,221 centimorgans with his sister, indicating without doubt that they were full siblings. Isobel had said her percentage results were 46% Irish, 26% Scottish, 20% English from around Cumbria, 7% Indigenous American and 1% Spanish. She checked Martin’s results and they were broadly similar, with 45% Irish, 28% Scottish, 18% English from around Cumbria, 9% Indigenous American and 1% Spanish. In his case, the percentage of Indigenous American DNA was slightly higher.

These percentages could be taken with a pinch of salt. They were approximations based on a representative sample of existing Ancestry people from each area. Some segments of society were overrepresented, while others, through religious, cultural or developmental reasons, were underrepresented. But they did give a broad explanation of the percentage of DNA assigned to each group from a particular sample.

Jayne took a sip of her coffee. She needed to attack this problem from two directions: the traditional documented way and the newer, more technological approach using DNA. She decided to start with the latter.

She logged on to DNA Painter, a website that helped her demystify the science behind DNA. She selected the Shared DNA relationship tool and, instead of entering the number of centimorgans, entered the percentage of Martin’s DNA – 9% – ascribed as Indigenous American.

With this percentage, there was a 98% probability that the person who provided the DNA was a great-grandparent, great-aunt/uncle, half-aunt/uncle, first cousin, half-niece/nephew, or a great-niece/nephew. Jayne knew that the person from whom the DNA was inherited must be an ancestor of the brother and sister, so it couldn't be any of the relationships listed other than a great-grandparent. However, because of the percentages, there was a possibility that the DNA had been inherited from a great-great-grandparent which wouldn’t have been listed by DNA Painter.

It was a start. That was a lot of people to research in each family tree, but she had another site that could help with the process.

She entered the URL for GEDmatch and created separate accounts for both Martin and Isobel Walker and chose an alias for her clients – WalkerOne and WalkerTwo, which, for some reason, amused her. At the top right of the webpage, Jayne chose the ‘File Uploads’ section, selecting AncestryDNA, and uploaded their raw DNA data.

The page finished loading, assigning each of the Walkers a separate kit number. Jayne went back to the homepage and logged in to check if the data was being processed. There were two asterisks next to each of their file names. In about four hours, the data should be loaded up to the site and she could start to see if anybody matched the Walkers. And because the Walkers were siblings, she could use their data to narrow down the list of possible relationships to a DNA match.

As full siblings, they would have the same genealogical relationship to all of their genealogical cousins. Thus, in terms of genealogical relationships, Martin and Isobel Walker were effectively the same person. They had exactly the same genealogical family tree.

However, they were not the same person when it came to the numbers of centimorgans for each relationship. They could, as often happened, share differing amounts of DNA with genetic cousins.

Later on, Jayne could leverage these varying amounts to gain insights into their genetic relationships. But that was thinking a long way into the future and, of course, it presumed the Walkers would have any matches on GEDmatch.

She took another sip of coffee. It was now time to utilise the more traditional way of tracking the generations through documentation, a technique that Jayne always felt far more comfortable using.

She pulled out a sheet of A3 paper from her files. This was a pre-printed family history chart, which she could use to write in the names and relationships of the Walkers’ ancestors as she discovered them.

It was a little old-school, but Jayne much preferred to do it this way rather than using a computer programme. There was something visually exciting about tracking the family’s history on paper. She always felt she held the past, their past, in her hands.

She filled in the names and birth dates of the two siblings, Martin and Isobel Walker, at the bottom. They said their parents’ names were Molly Doherty and Joseph Walker, and they were born in Salford.

Jayne had learnt long ago to check everything her clients told her. It wasn’t necessarily that people lied, it was just that memories became distorted and changed over time. Or even that families had their own myths that they perpetuated to cover up arguments, fights, or simply something that was seen at the time as shameful – illegitimacy being the most common of these cover-ups.

She logged on to FreeBMD and entered Martin Walker’s name into the birth search, adding the parameters of ‘1962’ and ‘1963’ and limiting the search to Salford.

No results.

She smiled to herself. There was the first anomaly. Martin Walker did not appear to have been born during these years or registered in Salford. She could go two ways now: either broaden the research into other registration districts or remove the Christian name ‘Martin’ from the search.

She decided on the latter and was immediately presented with thirty-six results from the two years. There seemed to be a lot of Walkers in Salford at this time.

She scanned the results and found what she was looking for in the births register for the quarter of January to March 1963.

	Surname
	Given Name
	Mother
	District
	Volume
	Page

						
	Walker
	Harold M
	Doherty
	Salford
	10F
	854A

						


Obviously, Martin Walker’s given name was Harold, but he used his middle name, Martin, as his name in life. At least the birth year panned out.

She did the same for Isobel and received a similar result for 1965.

	Surname
	Given Name
	Mother
	District
	Volume
	Page

						
	Walker
	Edith I
	Doherty
	Salford
	14G
	436

						


So, Isobel’s real given name was Edith but, like her brother, she used her middle name. Perhaps it was an affectation in this family. Often, people followed a family tradition when naming their offspring but used the middle name to represent their choice. Probably, the Walkers’ middle names had been used by their parents since birth.

She amended the family history chart and stared at it. Which line to follow first? She decided the female line would be easiest because it was Irish, and recent developments online had made Irish families simpler to track from 1864 onwards after civil registration of births, marriages and deaths was made compulsory. Anything before that date was more difficult, but it would at least give her a start. In addition, there had been always been strong links between Ireland and the USA.

She logged on to the Irish genealogy site. This had made research particularly easy as it now listed the historic Indexes to the Civil Records of Births, Marriages and Deaths in Ireland. Births were covered from 1864 to 1923, marriages from 1845 to 1948, and deaths from 1871 to 1973. There was no longer a need to go trawling through parish registers, most of which were written in an unreadable scrawl that seemed prevalent amongst the Catholic priests of the time.

Jayne knew from her own family research that the nearest registration office to Ballyhaunis in Mayo was Claremorris. Obviously, she couldn’t track births yet, but as she had the name of the grandfather and grandmother, she could probably track their marriage. If the Walkers had gone to visit their grandparents, it meant they were still living in the sixties and seventies. Molly Doherty, their daughter, had been born in 1938, so they had probably been married before that year. She pulled up the search engine and restricted the time from 1930 to 1940, selecting Claremorris as the registration office and entering the name ‘Thomas Doherty’ into the search field.

Immediately, one response came up.

Marriage of Bridget Malone to Thomas Doherty on 27th February 1937.

She clicked the link and was sent through to the hand-written marriage register entry in Irish and English.

1937. Marriage solemnised at the Roman Catholic Church of Knock in the Registrar’s District of Ballyhaunis in the Superintendent Registrar’s District of Claremorris in the county of Mayo.

	When Married
	Name
	Age
	Condition
	Profession
	Residence at the time of marriage
	Father’s name
	Profession of Father

								
	27 February,
1938
	Thomas Doherty
Bridget Malone
	Of age
Of age
	Bachelor
Spinster
	Postman
———
	Bekan
Bekan
	Thomas Doherty
Michael Malone
	Farmer
Farmer



Irish marriage certificates were particularly useful for genealogists as they listed the place of residence at the time of marriage and the name and profession of both the groom’s and the bride’s fathers. Unfortunately, this one didn’t give any ages for the married couple. ‘Of age’ simply meant that they were older than twenty-one and could legally be married.

Now was the time to go back a little further and find Thomas Doherty’s father, also with the Christian name of Thomas. Jayne returned to the birth section of the Irish genealogy site and typed in the name, adding the search years ‘1908 to 1918’ when it was most likely that he would have been born.

This time, two results came up but only one had a birthplace of Bekan, a father also named Thomas, and a mother with the name of Mary Doherty.

	Date and Place of Birth
	Name	Sex
	Name and Dwelling Place of Father
	Name, Surname and Maiden name of Mother
	Profession of Father
	Qualification and name of informant
	When Registered

								
	August 1, 1910,
Bekan
	Thomas
	M
	Thomas Doherty, Bekan
	Mary Doherty
formerly Corrigan
	Farmer
	Thomas Doherty, Father
	Sept 11,
1910



Another Thomas Doherty! This was very common amongst Irish families, where the first son often took the name of the paternal grandfather. It was a pain for genealogists like Jayne, but as long as she attached birth dates to the names, she could keep them separate on the family tree. It became more difficult when cousins often used the same names too. In her own Irish family, John appeared six times across four generations.

Thomas was born before 1911, which meant he would hopefully be included in the 1911 Census of Ireland. Taking the last sip of her coffee, which was now cold, she thought about making herself a fresh cup but decided to plough on.

‘When you’re on a roll, you plough on,’ she said aloud to herself. The cat wasn’t there, so even he couldn’t listen.

She opened up the link for the Irish Census of 1911, adding the name ‘Thomas Doherty’ and ‘county of Mayo’ into the search fields and leaving the townland blank.

She spotted the correct man almost immediately.

	Surname
	Forename
	Age
	Sex
	Relation to Head
	Religion
	Birthplace
	Occupation
	Literacy

									
	Doherty
	Thomas
	32
	Male
	Head of Family
	Roman Catholic
	Co. Mayo
	Farmer
	Read & Write

	Doherty
	Mary
	28
	Female
	Wife
	Roman Catholic
	Co. Mayo
	——
	Read

	Doherty
	Anne
	7
	Female
	Daughter
	Roman Catholic
	Co. Mayo
	Scholar
	Read & Write

	Doherty
	Mary
	4
	Female
	Daughter
	Roman Catholic
	Co. Mayo
	Scholar
	Read

	Doherty
	Thomas
	1
	Male
	Son
	Roman Catholic
	Co. Mayo
		
	Corrigan
	Ellen
	54
	Female
	Mother-in-Law
	Roman Catholic
	Co. Mayo
	Housekeeper
	Cannot Read

									


At least now, with the mother-in-law’s name and the ages of great-grandfather Thomas Doherty and great-grandmother Mary, she could probably take the family back to at least 1864. If she wanted to go further, she would have to use the Griffith’s Valuations of 1856 or the Tithe Applotment Books of the late 1820s. These would give the male names of the lessees of the land, but the women would not be mentioned. To discover female names, she would have to hope they appeared in the parish registers of Bekan Church. But she wasn’t looking forward to researching these because they were often difficult to decipher. She might have to enlist Ronald’s help – he was brilliant at deciphering illegible 19th-century script.

She was just preparing to check the 1901 Census when her phone rang. She checked the screen, not recognising the number but answering it anyway.

‘Hi, Jayne. Long time, no talk.’

For a moment, she didn’t recognise the voice and then it all came flooding back to her; so many memories of her ex-husband, some happy, some sad.

‘Hello, Paul, it has been a long time since I heard your voice.’
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Chapter ELEVEN

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

Harold Eccles relaxed on his cot, feeling the rough fabric of the workhouse jacket against his neck. That morning, they had risen at 7.00 a.m. and eaten a breakfast of bread and gruel.

Lining up in front of the tables, the server poured a pint of gruel into a large bowl and weighed out four ounces of bread by chopping off a hunk from a large loaf, placing it on a scale so the inmate could see the weight, then putting it in the centre of the gruel.

The bread was hard with small, gritty stones spread throughout. Twice Harold heard his teeth crack as they bit down on a particularly large stone.

‘You don’t eat it like that, mate.’ Sid leant over and grabbed his bread. ‘You dunks it into the soup and you makes it soft. If’n you don’t, you won’t have any teeth left by the time you goes out of here.’

Harold followed Sid’s advice, letting the bread soak into the oatmeal gruel before eating it. There wasn’t much to eat but at least it was warm and filling, better than eating a diet of nothing in the morning.

‘You’d better hurry up, too. Chaplain will be here soon for the service and he don’t like no eating or chewing when’s he’s speaking.’

Sid finished the last of his bread and gruel, encouraging Harold to do likewise. At exactly 8.00 a.m., the chaplain of the workhouse strode into the dining hall. Immediately, the inmates put down their spoons, pushed away their bowls and sat upright, facing forward. The bowls were collected as the chaplain placed his sashes and accoutrements of office on a table at the front of the dining hall.

At a signal from the chaplain, the female inmates of the workhouse entered in a single line, taking their places at the empty tables on either side of the men.

Sid winked at one woman as she passed him. ‘That’s Dora, my woman, that is. She came in same time as me, but we haven’t seen each other for a while.’

There was a sharp rap on the table in front of them. Mr Hopkins was staring at Sid, making the man know he was being observed.

Sid dropped his head, whispering, ‘That old fool don’t miss nothing. He’s got eyes in the back of his head. Don’t cross him or you’ll go without food for two days. Or worse.’

‘What’s worse than not eating?’ whispered Harold.

‘Being thrown out and you can never come back, that’s what’s worse.’

Another sharp rap on the table, followed by an unflinching stare.

While the women were filing in, other trustees handed out hymnals to the inmates, one to be shared between two.

‘We’ll share this one, mate, but my reading is not too good. If you start off singing, then I’ll catch up soon. I know most of the songs the chaplain chooses. He does like a good song, does the chaplain.’

‘How long have you been in here, Sid?’

‘Must be six weeks or so by now. You loses track of time in here.’

‘Good morning, brethren. Today is a special day in the Christian calendar and, being a Scotsman, it is one that I do believe should be respected throughout the world. Today, we celebrate the day of Andrew the Apostle. A special day to celebrate one of the first disciples of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, who was martyred in Patras in 60ad for his beliefs by being bound to an X-shaped cross. Andrew, like many of you, was not an educated man but a fisherman who was discovered along with his brother, Simon Peter, by Jesus on the shores of Lake Galilee. Our Lord decided to make Andrew and his brother “fishers of men”, and it was a role he undertook with alacrity until his untimely martyrdom. In honour of Andrew the Apostle, today the Guardians and myself have decided that dinner will be a fish pie, kindly donated by Albert Watkins, fishmonger of Regent Road. Now, let us give thanks and pray, after which we will sing our first hymn, number 347 in your hymnals: A Man There Lived in Galilee.’

Harold bowed his head and began praying as they had taught him in Pennsylvania. After a minute, the congregation of inmates all stood. The chaplain began singing and the rest of the inmates joined in, some reading from the hymnal but most already knowing the tune and the words. Harold found the page and began singing, enjoying the sound of his voice blending in with the rest of the inmates.

While he was singing he glanced around at the others. It was the most animated he had ever seen them. Sid was singing lustily, if not quite in tune. Harmless John was tapping away on the table in front of him with his one good arm, and even Lord Jim had joined in with a booming baritone. Only Tiny remained silent, his lips mouthing the words but not singing.

He would have preferred the accompaniment of an organ to help the singers along, but the inmates seemed to be used to singing a cappella, led by the lusty tones of the chaplain and Mr Hopkins.

When the congregation had finished singing, mostly at the same time, the chaplain stepped forward and said, ‘The reading for today’s sermon is taken from Psalm 44. “We have heard with our ears, O God, our fathers have told us, what work Thou didst their days, in the times of old.” Now, this is a…’

‘He’ll be going a good thirty minutes now,’ whispered Sid. ‘You can close your eyes and pretend you’re listening. But give me a nudge on the sly when the next hymn starts. Mr Hopkins likes everybody to sing or else there ain’t no food. And me, I’m partial to a bit of fish pie.’

As Sid had predicted, the good chaplain went on for exactly one half hour before calling for the next hymn. Harold nudged Sid and he began singing along with the rest. Three more hymns were sung, and another two readings were given before the service eventually came to a close with a few words from the chaplain.

‘Today is Sunday and a day of rest in this august institution. But do not use the free time unwisely. I beg you to study the Bible, and particularly the Gospel of Luke, where he mentions Andrew. I must take my leave now, but we will say one silent prayer together before I go.’

The chaplain bowed his head and prayed for exactly one minute before being taken by the arm by Mr Hopkins and led out of the dining hall.

The women began filing out to return to their side of the workhouse. This time, it was Sid’s woman, Dora, who winked outrageously at him and waved discreetly with her hand.

Sid smiled back but did not wave, as Mr Wardle was watching him. ‘See, she still loves me. I reckon I’ve got two more Sundays in here with her and then we can be together.’

‘You’re leaving, then?’

‘Aye, have to go, can’t stay no longer.’

They walked back to the dormitory together.

‘What are you going to do?’

‘My brother-in-law is fixing me up with a job on the Ship Canal. I’m looking forward to leaving and Dora and the kids can’t wait to go.’

‘You have children here too?’

‘Three. At least here they receive an education and it’s free. I want them to be able to read and write, not like me. The words never seem to look right to me. Can’t make sight nor sound of ’em. But I can sign my name, none of that X stuff for me. Made sure I knew how when I married Dora.’

They had arrived back in the dormitory and made their way to their bunks. Harold lay down and crossed his arms behind his head.

‘You gotta finish your story, Harold, you promised.’

It was Old Bill who was speaking. He moved silently to sit at the end of Harold’s bed, puffing on an old pipe filled with some rancid-smelling tobacco.

‘You promised, Harold,’ Sid added.

For a moment, Harold was about to decline the invitation but his mind drifted back to the day Custer and the 7th cavalry attacked.

And then he was speaking. ‘I’ll remember that day for as long as I live. I was just thirteen of your years at the time and I was nearly a man…’
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Chapter TWELVE

The Moon of the Ripening Chokecherries (June 26–27, 1876)

The Battle of the Greasy Grass, south-eastern Montana

It had been one of those wonderfully hazy days of summer. Chasing Horses had groomed his ponies in the morning, eaten his fill, wandered through the camp, chatted with a few of his friends, and was just napping beneath the shade of a cottonwood tree, a blade of grass between his teeth and his eyes closed. He dreamt of the next buffalo hunt where he would be in the lead, bringing down the alpha bull with a single shot from his bow, his father proud of his exploits.

The camp was large now, stretching almost two miles along the banks of the Greasy Grass River. Sitting Bull’s dreams and his prophecies had attracted people from the reservations and from all over the territory. All the bands of the Lakota had come: the Blackfoot, Brulé, Oglala, Miniconjou, Sans Arc and the Two Kettles, as well as Sitting Bull’s Hunkpapa. They were joined by the Arapaho, Cheyenne and Santee. There were innumerable warriors as well as children, women, old people well past their prime, and babies. All drawn to this one place to band together for safety.

The setting was perfect. High bluffs towered over the river on the right-hand side, with the tipis of the human beings on a flat plane on the left-hand side behind a screen of cottonwood trees. Walking through the village had taken him nearly an hour in the baking hot sun of noon.

There had been rumours of the troops coming towards them, but nobody was particularly worried. It was one of those hot days when the best thing to do was relax and sleep.

When the sun had gone well past its highest point in the sky, and he was thinking of joining his friends in the sweat lodges, he heard some faint pops coming from the head of the village where the Hunkpapa were camped on the south side.

He sat up and listened.

More popping noises and the sound of hooves. Over to the right, he heard screams and the frightened neighing of the ponies. He jumped up, took two steps forward, and listened again.

It was definitely gunshots.

Were some of the younger braves shooting at something?

Had hunters returned to the village laden with buffalo and were trumpeting their arrival?

Or was there a quarrel between the younger tribe members that had descended into something more serious?

He ran back towards the village, seeing a group of squaws rushing past him, screaming, ‘They’re coming, they’re coming, the soldiers are coming!’

Should he run back to his tipi with the squaws or dash to the sounds of the battle?

He looked both ways, seeing his friend, Black Elk, rushing towards him. He grabbed his arm. ‘What’s happening?’

‘The soldiers are attacking. Some Crows are stealing the horses.’

‘What shall we do?’

Black Elk didn’t answer, but ran towards the noise of the guns. Chasing Horses followed him, running through the south end of the village towards where Gall’s band was camped at its outer edge.

Suddenly, a noise like an angry wasp whizzed past his left ear. And another. And another.

Off to his left, two squaws – he thought they were Gall’s wives – lay on the ground, unmoving, blood drenching the back of their heads.

The bullets continued to whizz past him, some striking the poles of the tipis and instantly shattering them.

Up ahead, Gall was standing with Crow King, Black Moon and Rain-in-the-Face, and each warrior was raising his rifle to his shoulder and firing towards the river.

He ran up to join them, seeing a line of soldiers about three hundred yards away, stretched out across a grassy plain where the women used to wash the buffalo skins. Behind them, a group of men dressed in blue and wearing straw hats were struggling to control their horses.

Each of the soldiers was kneeling, inserting a bullet into their rifle, bringing the stock up to their shoulder and firing. Some were taking aim towards the village and then joking and laughing with their comrades as another squaw fell or a child was hit in the back.

Another bullet whizzed past his head and thudded into the skin of a tipi behind him.

‘Chasing Horses. Run back and tell Crazy Horse the soldiers are here to kill us,’ ordered Gall.

Chasing Horses stood still for a moment, staring at the soldiers. A man in a blue coat on a horse was shouting something and pointing towards him. Bullets zipped past his head, landing he did not know where.

More of Gall’s band were running to join them, each bringing a gun or a bow and arrow. A few had even found the time to put on the distinctive red and yellow stripes across their face, as if they had been waiting years for this day to happen.

‘Why are you waiting? Run! Run to Crazy Horse,’ ordered Gall.

Without thinking, Chasing Horses turned and ran back through the village, joining the squaws, old men and children as they flooded north through the village. More braves were running towards the fighting now. He saw a few of his friends from the tribe.

‘You’re running the wrong way, Chasing Horses.’

‘The fight is this way, why are you running away?’

He ignored them and their taunts.

The Oglala were camped further along the river next to the Cheyenne. He seemed to run for hours, dodging between the vast village of tipis. The sounds of the fighting were behind him now, but there was more noise from the guns.

Up ahead was Crazy Horse’s tipi, with its distinctive black lightning bolt drawn into the buffalo skins with charcoal. A group of warriors were standing outside, waiting. Chasing Horses pushed his way through, roughly pulling aside the blanket covering the entrance, ducking his head to enter the tipi.

In the dark, he could just make out the figure of Crazy Horse sitting alone, cross-legged, staring up into the apex of his tipi.

Using the politest language possible, he said, ‘Excuse me, Crazy Horse, I have a message from Chief Gall: the bluecoats are attacking.’

There was no answer from Crazy Horse.

‘Excuse me, I have…’

‘I heard you first time, son of Dark Moon. I will be along soon, when I am ready.’

He didn’t know what to do, so he just stood there until he heard a command.

‘Leave me now.’

Chasing Horses exited the tipi and joined the waiting warriors. On his right, the noise of the gunshots was even louder. Chaos reigned everywhere. Old women and children ran as fast as they could away from the noise while other warriors from the Brulé, Arapaho and Miniconjou ran towards it.

Outside Crazy Horse’s tipi, the warriors waited.

After what seemed like hours but must only have been a few minutes, the blanket covering the entrance was pulled aside and Crazy Horse stood there. He was wearing simple buckskin clothes with no adornment. His face had a few white dots painted on the forehead and nose, with his black lightning bolt etched into the skin of his cheek.

‘It is time to fight,’ he pronounced, grabbing his Winchester rifle from one of his children.

The warriors who had been waiting for this signal began whooping and hollering, shouting, ‘Crazy Horse is coming, Crazy Horse is coming!’

The cry began to be taken up throughout the village. More and more warriors, Cheyenne, Arapaho and Oglala, rode towards them, already painted and ready for war.

As Crazy Horse started to climb on to his pony, a rider on a big roan – he thought it was Spotted Kettle – raced towards the chief.

‘Long Hair is on the ridge with more soldiers.’ He pointed upwards at the bluffs on the other side of the Greasy Grass that dominated the village. ‘He’s coming down to the ford.’

Crazy Horse, who had been studying the fighting ways of the bluecoats for the last ten years, took in the situation in a few seconds. He remained calm, slowly nodding his head before saying, ‘Chasing Horses, go to Gall and Rain-in-the-Face. Tell them to drive the soldiers back into the hills. We will take care of Long Hair.’

This time, he jumped on a spare Cheyenne pony and rode back to where Gall and his warriors were fighting with the bluecoats. Twice he nearly ran over squaws as they rushed out of their tipis carrying their prized possessions, heading away from the gunfire.

As he emerged from the village, he saw that the soldiers were still stretched out in a long, straight line across the grassy plain. In front of them were the bodies of a few dead human beings who had charged into them. The firing continued, but it was more sporadic now and less focused.

He rode up to Gall and Rain-in-the-Face and told them about the appearance of Long Hair on the ridge.

Gall understood immediately and shouted to Iron Hawk to begin flanking the soldiers on the right-hand side of their line, where it hung in the air.

Iron Hawk mounted his pony and took fifty warriors off to the right.

The bluecoats, seeing this move, began to retreat slowly towards the timber, still firing as they went. Their officer, the man in the blue coat and straw hat, shouted constantly at them to hurry back towards the trees.

Gall saw his chance and pushed his warriors along the river and towards the soldiers, firing arrows and guns all the time.

Chasing Horses felt a strong hand on his shoulder. It was his father, holding his bow and arrow. ‘You’ll need these.’

He took them and was going to run to join the other braves when his father stopped him. Taking his silver Mexican dollar necklace from around his neck, he placed it over Chasing Horses’ head.

‘This will protect you. It has a special power given by Buffalo Tail, a powerful medicine man from long before Sitting Bull. It has protected me all these years, now it will protect you.’

Before he could say anything to his father, the man had run forward to crouch behind a chokeberry bush and then began crawling towards the timber, firing occasionally at the retreating soldiers.

Chasing Horses touched the coin on its string of rawhide, placing it inside his shirt. For some reason, it was warm to the touch – as if the magic was already working.

Gall had sent a few braves forward with lighted torches to set fire to the grass in the hope of driving the soldiers out of the woods, but all were shot down before they could get close enough.

Chasing Horses stood up, pulled out an arrow and notched it into his bow, pulling back the bowstring. He aimed at a soldier hiding behind a tree and let fly. The arrow stuck in the wood of the old pine right next to the soldier’s head. He seemed surprised that an arrow could be so close, and ducked back behind the trunk with only his rifle sticking out at the side.

All this time that Chasing Horses was watching the soldier, bullets were flying past his head. Suddenly, he felt his father’s strong hand on his leg, pulling him down.

‘Keep moving, do not stand still.’

His father crawled forward again, taking aim at a soldier who had been foolish enough to remain out in the open. The soldier seemed to stop what he was doing and glance down at his chest before flopping forward on his belly and not moving.

On his right, he could hear the war cries of Iron Hawk and his braves.

‘They’re in the woods behind the soldiers,’ he shouted, pointing in the direction of the noise so his father could see.

The soldiers also heard the noise of Iron Hawk’s war cries. A few stopped firing and rushed back to where their comrades were holding the horses. The man in the blue coat was shouting now, louder and louder, urging his men backwards by waving his straw hat and pointing.

The soldiers’ line in the trees broke. Some kept firing, others rushed towards their horses, and still more just stood there, uncertain what to do, their mouths open.

Dark Moon stood up and began firing at them, emptying his rifle and reaching for more bullets to begin loading again.

Gall and Rain-in-the-Face charged forward now, rushing towards the panicked soldiers. Other braves were copying Dark Moon, emptying their rifles into the retreating bluecoats.

More soldiers managed to catch their panicked horses, racing back towards the bluff from which they had descended. But there was a steep path up from the river to a small bluff on a ledge. The bluecoats were bunching there, trying to get their horses up to the bluff.

Chasing Horses looked across to the right and saw Iron Hawk’s braves rush towards the few isolated soldiers that remained in the woods and attack them, wrestling them to the ground. Tomahawks raised and came crashing down, raised again covered in blood, and were brought down once more with force and fury into the skulls of the bluecoats.

His friend, Black Elk, no older than him, was sitting astride one of the soldiers with his knife raised, ready to remove the man’s scalp.

At that moment, he heard a whistling sound and felt a searing pain across his temple.

He fell forward into the soft pine-scented earth of the grassy plain, the aroma of the earth he knew so well filling his lungs.

And the world went black.
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Chapter THIRTEEN

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

‘You can’t stop there,’ said Sid. ‘What happened next?’

Harold Eccles pushed back the hair covering his right temple to reveal a long red scar just above the ear. ‘Well, I still have this mark. Every time it rains, it hurts like crazy.’

‘Salford’s the wrong place to live then, always raining here,’ said Lord Jim laconically.

‘Is that from a bullet?’ asked Sid, ignoring the old man.

‘I think so. It was probably from one of the soldiers, but it could have been from one of Iron Hawk’s braves shooting in the timber.’ He shrugged. ‘I don’t know, everything was so confused. I said I would only tell you what I saw, no embellishments or fabrications. There have been too many stories like that in the penny dreadfuls from people who were never there. Or from others like Buffalo Bill, who wanted to create a spectacle to entertain people.’

‘But that’s what makes it more entertaining, don’t it, the stories?’ said Harmless John.

‘But it wasn’t what I saw.’ Harold shrugged again. ‘There were lots of things I missed.’

‘Like?’

‘Well, after the battle, many other people in the tribe talked about Sitting Bull’s speech when he heard the bluecoats were on their way.’

‘What did he say?’ asked Tiny.

‘Well, he was supposed to have said, “Warriors, we have everything to fight for, and if we are defeated we shall have nothing to live for; therefore, let us fight like brave men.’’ But for me, that doesn’t sound like Sitting Bull. He was a man of few words unless he was talking about his dreams.’

‘Good speech, though,’ said Old Bill. ‘Now, when I was in the army, the officers never said much. It was the sergeants that did all the talking and that was all about not making any noise and waiting for the order to fire.’

‘Which war was that, mate?’

‘The Crimea. I was at Sevastopol. Never knew why we were there. Didn’t care much either, because at least we got fed twice a day, more’n I ever got in Manchester. But Harold’s right. Nobody ever knows what they’re doing in war, you just point and fire and hope for the best.’

‘Did you kill anybody, Harold?’ asked Sid.

‘Not that I know of. I mean, I fired my arrows into the woods where the soldiers were, but I don’t know if I hit anybody.’

‘It was like me at Sevastopol. You closes your eyes, waits for the sergeant to shout, and then you pulls the trigger and you start loading again, because if you don’t, you know the sergeant or the Ivans are going to kill you.’

‘What happened next, Harold?’

‘You mean after I woke up?’

Sid nodded.

‘Well, it’s all a bit hazy but I do remember parts of it. Some good parts, but mostly not good, not good at all.’

‘Tell us, Harold.’

‘Everything?’

‘Everything.’

Harold paused for a moment to collect his thoughts, drifting back slowly to that hot summer’s day over twenty years ago, when he had been a young warrior.

‘My mouth was extremely dry when I woke up…’
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Chapter FOURTEEN

The Moon of the Ripening Chokecherries (June 26–27, 1876)

The Battle of the Greasy Grass, south-eastern Montana

He sat up slowly, feeling a sharp stabbing in his temple as he moved. He felt like vomiting all the food he had ever eaten into the thick grass of the plain.

But he didn’t. Instead, he just sat there for a few moments, desperately trying to remember who he was and where he was. Gradually, the mist cleared and his name popped into his mind. Chasing Horses, son of Dark Moon, part of Sitting Bull’s band of Hunkpapa, one of the human beings who lived on this land.

He reached up to the area around his temple, feeling the thick, sticky blood that coated the skin and dripped off the lobe of his ear, staining his shirt and the ground.

‘You’re awake.’ Black Elk was sitting opposite him, chewing on a stalk of grass, his shirt stained with blood too, and a fresh scalp hanging from his belt. ‘I thought you were dead for a long time, but then you moved so I knew you were still alive.’

‘How long was I out?’

‘Not long, but long enough to dream.’

Chasing Horses touched the silver coin his father had given him. It was still warm and hanging from its rawhide around his neck.

He sat and listened for a moment. He could still hear the sound of gunfire above him on the bluffs to his right, while more gunshots, but fainter, came from the ridge over the village.

‘What’s happening?’

‘They are killing the bluecoats. Gall and Rain-in-the-Face have chased the soldiers that attacked the village back to a hill over there and are now moving south.’ He pointed to Chasing Horses’ left. ‘Crazy Horse, White Bull, Little Horse and Two Moons are attacking the Long-Haired Soldier on the ridge.’

‘You’re not with them?’

‘I have done enough killing for today.’ He pointed to the scalp hanging from his belt. Beneath the bloody skin, Chasing Horses could make out some long strands of blond hair. ‘But I was thinking of following the women to join Crazy Horse.’

‘I will come with you.’ He stood up, and immediately, the ground around him started to shiver and shake. He found himself back on the ground, kneeling, dry-retching into the earth.

‘You should take your time. The bluecoat’s bullet scrambled your brains.’

He squatted there on his haunches until he felt better and the world was no longer spinning around. Then, he tentatively got to his feet again.

Black Elk offered his arm. ‘Lean on me until you feel better.’

He took Black Elk’s arm, and together they walked back through a now-deserted village.

There were no warriors, no women, no old men warming their hands beside the fires. The place looked like a giant hand had snatched away all the people, leaving everything they owned still in the place they had left it.

‘They are all on the ridge with Crazy Horse.’

They crossed over a ford and Chasing Horses could see that many horses, ridden by both bluecoats and Sioux, had passed by, destroying the trees and disturbing the gravel. The sound of gunshots from above was louder now, becoming even louder with every step they took up the gully that cut through the bluff. As they walked up to the ridge, they were joined by other boys armed with revolvers and bows and arrows.

When they crested the top, the ridge stretched in front of them. Here and there, scattered amongst the tufts of grass, lay the bodies of dead bluecoats. Some were on their own, others had clustered together for protection before they died. Some had the distinctive arrows of the Cheyenne sticking out from their bodies, others had wounds from the rifles the braves carried.

All were now surrounded by the women, searching for souvenirs amongst the dead bodies to make sure they would never return to frighten their dreams.

Up ahead, on a rocky knoll about a mile away, Chasing Horses could see a group of soldiers and their grey horses, still defending themselves, surrounded by Cheyenne and Sioux on horseback and on foot. The warriors were using the cover of the broken ground and the gullies to shoot the bluecoats while they stood in the open, only a few taking cover behind the bodies of their dead horses.

Chasing Horses and the others grabbed loose ponies, mounted them, and rushed towards the fighting, leaving Black Elk behind.

The noise of gunfire grew louder as he grew closer. He watched as a warrior – Wolf Tooth, he thought it was – charged a soldier. Wolf Tooth held his gun by the barrel, and he swung it so hard he knocked over the soldier and fell himself.

After that, the rest charged in and began hand-to-hand fighting with the soldiers. He could not tell which was this man or that man, they were so mixed up. Horses were running over the soldiers and over each other. The fighting was really close, and they were shooting almost every way without taking aim or caring what they hit.

The dust was so thick he could hardly see. He swung his horse out and turned to charge back in again. Close to the end of the fight, the dust suddenly lifted away. He saw one of the soldiers’ flags not far in front of him, where it had been set in the sagebrush. It was the only thing still standing in that place, but over on the other side, some soldiers were still fighting. He galloped past and picked the flag up and rode into the fight, and he used it to count coup on a soldier. The soldier just stared up at him, not understanding what had happened. Then a startled look appeared in his eyes and he collapsed to his knees, a Cheyenne arrow protruding from his back.

The firing was growing more irregular now. Some of the soldiers started to run along the edge under the top of the ridge, and over a distance they scattered, some going on one side and about twenty others towards a deep gully. The warriors followed them, standing at the rim of the gully, firing down into the depths below. Chasing Horses couldn’t see what they were firing at, but he knew it must have been the bluecoats who had run there to try to escape.

None of them came out.

Black Elk came running up. ‘You counted coup.’

He looked down at the flag he was holding in his hand; he didn’t know why he had done it. He gave the flag to Black Elk, saying, ‘I am going back to my tipi now, there is nothing left to be done here.’

He took one last look at the ridge line with its twisted bodies, both bluecoats and human beings, scattered across it.

And suddenly, he felt tired, very tired.
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Chapter FIFTEEN

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

‘Is that it?’ said Lord Jim. ‘I thought you were going to tell us about the battle?’

‘I told you what I saw and what I knew. I said there would be no embellishments.’

‘What was it you did? This “counting coup” thing?’ asked Sid.

‘Counting coup is the warrior tradition of winning prestige against an enemy in battle by getting close enough to touch them without being injured or killed. I don’t know why I did it. I think I was just foolish and young.’

‘What’s that? You ride up to somebody, touch them and then ride away again?’

‘Yes.’

‘What’s the point of that?’

‘It was one of the traditional ways of showing bravery in the face of an enemy, by intimidating and persuading him to admit defeat without having to kill him.’

‘Still can’t see the point, mate.’

‘Looking back, neither can I. But it’s what we did. For us, showing bravery was more important than killing somebody.’

‘So what happened? You said you wandered away from the battle.’

‘I went back to the village and sat near Sitting Bull’s tent, waiting for the chief to come out.’

‘He didn’t take part in the fighting?’

‘Sitting Bull had been a great warrior in the past and a leader of our Warrior Societies, but he was too old to fight when the Battle of Greasy Grass took place. He sent his nephews White Bull and One Bull into battle with his own personal medicine to protect them instead.’

‘So you were sitting outside his tent?’

‘I sat there a long time, watching the men come down from the bluff carrying trophies from the fight, telling their stories of what had happened. Some had put on the blue coats and were parading through the village.’

‘What?’

‘It is our tradition remove things from those we have vanquished because it demonstrates our victory and power over our adversaries. Many of the men took jackets and trousers from the dead bluecoats. Of course, their rifles were always prized. But there were other things: the water bottles, straw hats, calico shirts, neckerchiefs. Anything and everything, really, that could be taken. Crazy Horse, Gall and Rain-in-the-Face also returned from their fight displaying their trophies. I asked Gall what happened to the soldiers and he answered that they were all dead and the only ones left alive were those who had crossed the river that morning and killed his wives. Soon afterwards, a warrior came in with the news that more soldiers were coming and would arrive the following day. It was then that Sitting Bull came out of the tipi and told all the squaws to pack up their tipis and be ready to move. I remember his words clearly: “More bluecoats will come and then more. If we do not move, they will never leave us alone.”’

Sid leant forward, determined to hear more. ‘So what happened?’

‘We sat outside Sitting Bull’s tipi and we talked and smoked and ate. For some reason, I was so hungry that evening. It was like I had a hunger that I would never be able to ease.’

‘You’ve just defeated Custer and all you do is sit around and talk, mate,’ said Sid. ‘You didn’t carry on fighting?’

‘It wasn’t our way. We were tired of killing and we just wanted the soldiers to leave us alone.’

‘That was never going to happen.’

‘Gall wanted to stay and kill the other soldiers, but Sitting Bull won the argument and the following day, we packed up everything and moved away.’

‘You won the battle and you were the ones who left?’

‘It seems foolish now when I think of it. Even worse, we held a big council a week later and decided to split up. The Cheyenne and the Arapaho went their way, and the Hunkpapa left the Oglala and the Miniconjou and moved further west.’

‘Why? Why did you split up?’

‘I remember listening to the council that night even though I wasn’t able to speak. The soldiers were coming and there weren’t enough buffalo to feed such a large group of people. Sitting Bull believed the bluecoats would leave us alone if we were no longer a threat to them.’

‘And did they?’

Just as Harold was about to answer, Mr Hopkins rang the bell for dinner, shouting, ‘It’s one o’clock, time to eat.’

They all stretched and began to stand up from their beds.

‘I’m starvin’,’ said Harmless John. ‘I could eat a horse.’

‘We often did,’ answered Harold, ‘but that was later when we went to Canada, the Grandmother’s Land.’

‘You mean Queen Victoria, bless her soul?’ said Lord Jim.

‘We called her the Grandmother.’

As they shuffled out to the dining room, Sid said, ‘You haven’t told us about your father. What happened to him?’

‘He died with Gall’s band when they attacked Custer from the south. He charged the bluecoats and they shot him. He was no longer wearing the silver coin around his neck and wasn’t protected.’

‘You must have been sad.’

‘No, he died a brave death. And now that I was the head of my family, I needed to take care of my sisters and my mother.’

‘How old were you?’

‘About thirteen in your years, I think.’

‘A hard life.’

‘And it became harder. I will tell you the rest of my story when we have finished eating. Talking gives me such a hunger. Not as bad as the evening after the battle, but nearly as much.’

‘It’s mutton stew for lunch on Sunday,’ said Lord Jim, rubbing his hands together in anticipation. ‘I like mutton stew.’

‘Don’t you mean mutton stew for dinner?’ said Sid. ‘In Salford, we have dinner and tea, not lunch and dinner. We ain’t posh like you blokes down south.’

Lord Jim stayed quiet, not answering.

‘The taste of mutton reminds me of the prairies,’ replied Harold, ‘but we had no sheep or cows. They came later when the buffalo had vanished.’ He stared into mid-air for a long while, but didn’t say anything more until Sid took him by the arm.

‘Let’s go to eat, my friend. There will be time for memories later.’
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Chapter SIXTEEN

Monday, March 29, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

Jayne put her mobile down on the kitchen table and bit her bottom lip for a long while. She had just agreed to meet her ex-husband for dinner tomorrow evening, but she didn’t know why.

She replayed the conversation in her head.

‘It’s a long time since I heard your voice, Jayne, how are you?’

‘Good – well, as good as can be.’

‘Did you get my email?’

‘I did, and sorry I haven’t replied yet, snowed under with a client job.’

‘No worries.’ A long pause. ‘I was sorry to hear about your stepfather. Robert was a good man.’

‘He was.’

‘I’m sure you miss him.’

‘I do.’ She wanted to move away from talking about Robert. Even though he had died two years ago, talking about him, especially with her ex-husband, just brought back memories. ‘How are you?’ she said, changing the subject.

‘Good. Great, actually. Enjoying being back in Manchester. When was the last time we talked?’

She frowned; why didn’t he want to talk about himself? ‘I don’t know,’ she answered. ‘It must have been before Covid.’

He laughed. ‘BC and AC.’

‘What?’

‘Before Covid and After Covid. It’s the new way of measuring time.’

She laughed too. She’d forgotten how funny he could be.

‘Anyway, I’m sure you’re busy so I just thought I’d ring you to see if you were free for dinner…’

‘I don’t know…’ she said dubiously.

‘I thought we could go to the old Italian place we both used to like. What was it called?’

‘Luigi’s.’

‘That’s it. Shall I book it for tonight?’

‘I can’t tonight… Work,’ she hurriedly mumbled.

‘You still doing the genealogy stuff?’

‘Yes, still doing it.’

‘I’m sure you’re enjoying it. How about tomorrow night? I thought we’d catch up on what’s been happening. I can tell you what I’m doing.’

You could tell me over the phone, she thought.

‘I don’t know, I have a lot of work on at the moment.’ She heard how weak her voice sounded.

‘Please, Jayne. It would be great to see you again.’

She closed her eyes and heard herself saying, ‘Okay.’

‘Great, I’ll book it for seven then.’

‘Where are you staying?’

‘At my sister’s.’

Jayne had never really liked Paul’s sister – she was a grasping, venal woman.

‘I’ll meet you at the restaurant at seven.’

‘Okay.’

‘And Jayne, I’m really looking forward to seeing you again. It’ll be like the old days.’

The phone went quiet in her hand as he rang off before she could change her mind.

What did he mean by ‘It’ll be like the old days’? She hoped he didn’t want to get back together again. She enjoyed being alone, without the responsibility of looking after Paul. All she had to worry about was herself and, occasionally, Mr Smith.

And her work, of course, she couldn’t forget that.

‘Talking about work,’ she said, ‘it’s time to get back to the Walkers and their strange DNA results.’

She checked through the mother’s line once more finding both great grandparents births on the Irish Genealogy website. There didn’t seem to be a direct connection to the Great Plains or America in general. It looked like their mother’s ancestors had been of Irish farming stock, wedded to the land in Mayo.

There was the possibility the native American DNA derived from a great-great grandparent who had emigrated to Ireland during the Famine and then returned to Ireland before the birth of Martin and Isobel’s great grandfather, Thomas Doherty. But before she went even further back using the Griffith’s Valuation records, the Irish Church Records or the Tithe Applotment Books of the 1820s, she checked the Shared DNA graph once more.

According to the project, the DNA percentages of nine and seven percent probably came from a great-grandparent. There was the outside chance that it could have come from a great-uncle through an incestuous relationship, but Jayne thought this was doubtful. She could waste a lot of time checking all this out, but in her genealogical research she always preferred to use Occam’s razor – the simplest solution was always the best.

It would seem that the Walkers’ mother’s family had stayed in Ireland all their lives, living and dying on the land, as thousands of Irish farmers had done before and after them. She was pretty certain the female line hadn’t provided the indigenous American DNA.

‘Right, time for a coffee and then we’ll look into the male line.’

She put on the water to boil and went to the cupboard to pull out the cafetière rather than using her Nespresso machine. Spooning three heaped teaspoons of coffee into the glass pot, she reached up for the packet of chocolate digestives she had hidden out of sight. The problem with chocolate digestives was that they were addictive and moreish. The more you ate, the more you wanted to eat.

She rationed herself to three and poured the water on to the grounds, enjoying the aroma of coffee permeating the air.

She took the cafetière, the biscuits and a mug back to her kitchen table and sat down. Popping half a digestive into her mouth, she thought about where to start.

She pulled out her notes from the meeting that morning. The father was called Joseph Walker, and he was born sometime in 1933 in Salford. He had been evacuated during the war, his father may have died in 1936, and his mother may have been killed during the bombing of Manchester and Salford.

‘That’s it,’ she said as she nibbled the other half of the biscuit. ‘Not much to go on. Let’s start with a fact we do know. He was born in 1933 in Salford.’

She logged on to FreeBMD and entered the name ‘Joseph Walker’, the registration district of ‘Salford’ and the year into the search fields.

One result for the March quarter of 1933.

Bingo.

	Surname
	Given Name
	Mother
	District
	Volume
	Page

						
	Walker
	Joseph
	Pierce
	Salford
	8d
	327

						


The mother’s name was Pierce, and Joseph was born sometime between January and the end of March, not on April Fool’s Day, as he had told his children.

Then she noticed a bright red ‘info’ stamp at the end of the entry, followed by a red arrow next to what looked like a blue lightning bolt.

Oh no, she thought. I hope this isn’t a late entry.

The red arrow and blue lightning bolt at the end of an entry indicated that the registrar had put a note there. She clicked on the word ‘Info’ and a new entry appeared with a memo written by the compiler:

The above transcription represents what is in the GRO index, but it is referred to by the following entry: Births 1921 Mar: Walker, Joseph, Pierce, Salford, 8d, See S33, which implies that this is a late entry, that is an entry that has been registered in a quarter later than the actual event.

Normally, an event such as a birth, marriage or death would have to be registered within forty-two days of the event occurring and be included in the index for the same quarter or the one following it.

However, if an event like a birth was registered late then it would be included in the register both at the time of registration as well as at the time it should have been made. Both registrations would then have a hand-written note attached.

Jayne stared at the transcription for the actual date of birth and registration in 1921 of this Joseph Walker, with its note saying See S33 where the page number should have been.

	Surname
	Given Name
	Mother
	District
	Volume
	Page

						
	Walker
	Joseph
	Pierce
	Salford
	8d
	See S33

						


This wasn’t the Joseph Walker she was looking for at all. By the time the war had started, this person was already eighteen years old.

With no other births for a Joseph Walker registered in Salford in 1933, she thought maybe he wasn’t born in Salford but in one of the other registration districts. She broadened the search facility and it came back with seventeen other Joseph Walkers born in England in 1933. Without knowing the mother’s maiden name, she had now hit her first road block in this search.

‘Probably the first of many,’ she said.

Taking a sip of her coffee and grabbing another digestive, she decided to move on to the 1939 register and see if the other fact that Martin and Isobel Walker remembered was true: that their father had been evacuated to Ulverston in the Lake District in 1939.

Most of the evacuations of children from Manchester and Salford took place even before the Second World War had started. They occurred during the first two days of September, and war was declared on September 3, 1939. The 1939 registration of citizens began on September 29, so the evacuees should have been listed with their host families.

She brought up the 1939 list on Ancestry.com and typed in the name ‘Joseph Walker’. There were twenty-five names listed, but only one in Ulverston.

	Address
	Surnames and other names
	M or F
	Birth
	S, M, W, or D
	Personal Occupation
	See Instructions

							
	28 Dove Lane, Dove Farm
	Halstead, John
	M
	11 May, 1899
	M
	Farmer
	
	Ditto
	Halstead, Tess
	F
	27 June 1903
	M
	Housewife
	Women’s Institute

	Ditto
	Halstead, June
	F
	11 Oct 1920
	S
	Retail Assistant (Greengrocer)
	
	Ditto
	Walker, Joseph
	M
	01 April, 1932
	S
	At school
(Evacuee)
	
							


Was this him? All the parameters seemed to fit, and the enumerator had even indicated that he was an evacuee. She had two checks to do to make sure.

She went back into the search field and added the word ‘evacuee’ to the occupation field and searched again. This time she only found two results. One was for her Joseph Walker, while the other was for a child with the same name in Kent.

Great. It looked like it was him. The only problem was the birth date. Was he actually born in 1932?

Again, she brought up FreeBMD, changing the search date to ‘1932’ and adding ‘Salford’ back in as the registration district.

One result appeared.

Joseph Walker was born in the quarter from April to June 1932, and his mother’s maiden name was Stevens.

Bingo. This was her man, and it was indeed possible that he may have been born on April 1. He wasn’t joking about his birth date at all.

There was a scratching at the patio door and a head appeared through the catflap. Mr Smith took one look at Jayne hunched over her computer and slithered his way into the kitchen.

‘Good afternoon. I suppose you’re hungry.’

The cat went straight for his bowl and sniffed it three times.

‘What would you like, lamb or chicken?’

The cat miaowed twice.

‘I’ll take that as an order for the chicken. Coming right up, sir.’

Jayne glanced at the clock – 5.00 p.m. already? Time always flew by when she was researching a family. Her stomach gurgled and she realised that, other than a piece of cake and a couple of digestives, she hadn’t eaten that day herself.

‘Right, food for both of us and then I’ll go back to the Walkers. Deal?’

The cat miaowed again in agreement.

It was good to have her teenager back in the house, and it was even better to have made a start on discovering the Walker family.

She still had a long way to go, but at least she had made progress. But the big question still remained. Who was the Native American ancestor that had left his DNA in Salford?
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Chapter SEVENTEEN

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

They had finished their mutton stew and returned to the dormitory to rest. The meal had been eaten in silence, save for the scraping of spoons on bowls, which echoed off the walls of the dining hall. Each man, woman or child huddled over their bowl, guarding it protectively, occasionally tearing off a hunk of bread to dip it into the greasy soup.

Nearby, the overseers wandered around, their beady eyes keeping watch over the inmates and making sure there was no fraternisation between the sexes, nor any conversation by the inmates.

Harold didn’t understand this desire for silence. For him, food was about sharing and noise and talking. A time when the events of the day were to be shared along with the food.

Even in his home, he had insisted they shared food as a family rather than hoard it all to themselves on their individual plates. That way, each person could eat as much or as little as they wanted. That was when he had a job, though. Later, when he was unemployed, he and his wife had watched as the children ate and they abstained, sharing what remained when the children had finished.

Poverty was always poor eating.

After the allotted thirty minutes for the afternoon meal, the overseer, Mr Hopkins, glanced at the watch attached to his waistcoat by a gold chain and banged the gong, signalling the end of their time.

Immediately, the inmates took their plates to the mess table, quickly devouring anything that remained and stuffing the leftover bread, if there was any, in their pockets. The plates would be washed and stacked later by inmates assigned to the task. It was one of the most sought-after jobs in the workhouse, because the washers had first choice of any scraps that remained.

Lying back on his bunk with his back against the wall, it was Old Bill who spoke first. ‘I likes Sundays, a time to relax and rest with a full belly, enjoying a pipe or two.’ He sent two perfect circles of smoke up to the rafters of the dormitory.

‘Tomorrow we’re back at work, though, separating the rags.’

‘Aye, so enjoy the rest while you can.’

‘Why don’t you continue with your story, Harold? You told us about the battle, but what happened afterwards?’ said Sid from his cot.

‘I don’t know if I want to talk about it any more. The memories are too painful, particularly as I’m lying here with my belly full of mutton. We dreamed of food in the years following the battle.’

‘It was a bad time?’

‘Worse. It was a time when we lost everything that mattered to us.’

‘Worse than now?’

Harold was silent for a long time before he answered. ‘I think it was harder, because being here in the workhouse is just temporary. Three days from now, I will leave here and go to find a job…’

‘Not many of those,’ said Sid.

‘But I will find one, and my family will be back together again.’

‘Perhaps we could go out together and find some work? I heard the dyeworks near the river is looking for labourers, and so is the Manchester Ship Canal.’

‘I leave here on Tuesday, Sid. We could try then.’

‘But if I signed out, where would I sleep?’

‘There’s always the flop houses on Regent Road.’

‘But they cost money, and not having any is the reason why I’m here with the family in the first place.’

‘My wife is getting some money from her family. She’ll give me what she can on Tuesday and we’ll use that to buy some beds for the night.’

‘I wouldn’t mind a rope, but I can’t even afford that.’

‘A rope?’ asked Harold.

‘Some of the cheaper flop houses stretch a rope from one wall to the other. You can drape yourself over the rope next to a few other men and sleep there for a penny a night.’

Harold laughed. ‘I should have enough money for a bed. You can pay me back when you’re settled.’

‘Done.’ Sid spat on his hand and reached over to shake Harold’s. ‘You’re a good man, Harold Eccles.’

‘When you two lovebirds have finished, can we get back to the story? What happened next, Harold?’ said Lord Jim.

‘Like I said, it wasn’t a good time. After the battle, all the tribes split up. The Cheyenne went to the Powder River, and Crazy Horse and his Oglala went into the Black Hills.’

‘What did you do?’

‘I was head of my family now, so I dreamt about what my father would have wanted. He came to me and said to stay with Sitting Bull, whatever happened. Sitting Bull needed me. So that’s what we did. Myself, my family and most of the Hunkpapa stayed with our chief as we wandered the prairie, looking for game and buffalo.’

‘What did the bluecoats do?’

‘They assembled a big army and went looking to avenge Custer. But first they forced Red Cloud and Spotted Tail to sign a new treaty giving up the Black Hills and most of the Great Sioux Reservation, and restricting what we could do.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘We couldn’t hunt buffalo any more, we couldn’t leave the reservation, we couldn’t even keep our guns. We were to be dependent on them for food, for shelter, for everything.’

‘So you were to spend all your lives on the reservation?’ Sid looked up at the ceiling and across to the walls of their dormitory. ‘Like us in here.’

‘But different. There were no stone buildings and never enough food. At least here, we get three meals a day.’

‘Sitting Bull agreed to this too?’ asked Lord Jim.

‘No. There was a council, a meeting with the general they had sent after us. We called him Bearcoat, but his real name was General Miles. He had been chasing our band for many months and finally caught up with us in the Moon when the Deer Shed their Horns – late October in your language. You have to remember, by the time the bluecoats caught up with us, it was at the beginning of winter, almost four months after the battle. We had walked a long way. Game and buffalo had been difficult to find. We were hungry and starving, tired and weary, despondent and desperate. General Miles came riding into the council on his big horse, and his bluecoats were well-fed and well-equipped. He sat down and told us that unless we returned to the reservation, we would be wiped out. The old days of hunting and roaming across the Great Plains were over.’

‘He said that?’

‘Not in those words, but that was his meaning. Sitting Bull was angry at hearing this and he stood up, saying we were not going back to any reservation. I remember his words so clearly: “The white man never lived who loved an Indian, and no true Indian ever lived that did not hate the white man. The Great Spirit made me a free Indian, he didn’t make me an agency Indian and he didn’t intend me to be one.”

‘Miles made his threat again and Sitting Bull decided enough was enough. After a short skirmish, we fled the troops and continued trekking across the Plains. They came after us all throughout the winter, following us relentlessly. Gradually, our numbers grew fewer and fewer as people drifted away or back to the reservations.’

‘Did you escape the bluecoats?’ asked Harmless John.

‘Eventually, but other bands were not so lucky. A camp of the Cheyenne were caught in the Dull Knife fight. Many people were killed and all their belongings were destroyed. The whole band was rounded up and taken to a reservation in the far south, many miles away from their lands, and reduced to beggars.’

‘So where did you go?’

‘We went north to the Grandmother’s Land, to Canada, because we’d heard there was a line in the earth and that once you crossed over that line, you could be free. It was a long trek, but eventually, we made it there. The redcoats were good people and we were treated well.’

‘But you didn’t stay?’

‘No. There were so few buffalo in Canada and the people who lived there first were jealous of our people. Gradually, we grew thinner and thinner; we had nothing to eat. Human beings began drifting away slowly, leaving Sitting Bull and a few others – the old, the sick and the tired – in Canada.’

‘Did you leave then?’

‘I stayed longer than most, but my father came to me in a dream one night and he told me to go back to the reservation, because at least there we would have some food. So I took my mother and sisters back into America. They were happy to go back. My mother’s friends were on the reservation and she wanted to be with them.’

‘How long were you in Canada?’

‘Nearly four years in your time. I was now just short of eighteen years old and good with horses. My name, given to me by my father all those years ago, had helped me. We crossed the line again and were escorted back to Standing Rock to join the other Hunkpapa who had already returned.’

‘Were you happy to go back?’

‘I was happy to eat.’ He paused for a long time. ‘On the way back, my father came to me for the third time in a dream and told me I must learn the white man’s words and his ways. I had to take a new name and become one of them, join their family in a far-off country. He then said words I’ll always remember. He said, “You will become wasichu and will never hunt the buffalo again or see the eagle soar against the blue skies of the plains or live with human beings. You will become a member of a new family with a new name.’ Another long pause. ‘I didn’t know what he meant at the time, but I’m beginning to understand now. I will tell you what happened next after I have a sleep. Memories are very tiring. The act of summoning up the past exhausts me.’

‘You sleep, Harold. I’ll wake you if Mr Hopkins comes round. He doesn’t like us sleeping on a Sunday, says it’s a waste of the Lord’s time…’

Harold took out the silver coin from inside his shirt and kissed it once before placing it back, feeling it rub against the skin of his chest.

Harold didn’t hear what Sid said next because he was already asleep, dreaming of his time in Pennsylvania at school. An unhappy time, but he learnt a lot. Nothing about what the school was supposed to teach, though. More about the white man and his civilisation.

It was a time when he became a new person; neither human being nor white. And a time when he received a new name, the third so far in his life.
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Chapter EIGHTEEN

Monday, March 29, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

After Jayne and Mr Smith had finished eating – a grilled chicken entrée with rice for him and cheese on toast for her – they both settled down to their work again.

His job involved licking every inch of his fur to ensure it was in peak condition and hers meant returning to her laptop and the problem of the Indigenous American ancestor.

She read through everything she had done in the afternoon, making sure the family tree she had created for the male side of the Walkers was updated with the information on the 1939 Register.

‘Right,’ she said to Mr Smith. ‘We have Joseph Walker, who’s aged seven and has been evacuated from Salford to Ulverston in the Lake District. His mother’s maiden name was Stevens. No name of the father, nor any Christian name for the mother, so we don’t have much to go on. Time to push forward and hope we strike it lucky.’

The cat ignored her as he always did, continuing to find a particularly dirty spot on his right front paw.

She brought up Ancestry again and accessed the 1939 Register once more, typing ‘Walker’ into the name section and ‘Salford’ into the location. She realised this was a bit of a Hail Mary search as Walker was an extremely common name.

123 results.

Not very helpful, and she didn’t have any other information to narrow down a search in this particular register.

She thought for a moment about how to get round this brick wall. Then it occurred to her that she knew Joseph Walker was an only child. He was born in 1932, so his parents were probably married in the years preceding that date. She entered their names and a date range of 1930 +/- 2 years and searched again.

325 results.

But this time, she had the names of both parties in the marriage. She scanned all 325 entries, looking for a time when both names were together, and found just two entries near the beginning: one for the Civil Marriage Register and the other under the Manchester, England, Church of England Marriages and Banns, 1754–1930. She clicked on the church entry and saw all the information she wanted.

1929. Marriage solemnised at The Parish Church of Christ Church, Acton Square, Salford in the District of Salford in the counties of Salford and Lancaster.

It was the first time she’d ever seen Salford described as a county, but she put that down to the over-enthusiasm of the rector of the church.

The participants in the marriage were:

	When Married
	Name and Surname
	Age
	Condition
	Profession
	Residence
	Father’s name
	Father’s Profession

								
	July Seventh
	Joseph Walker	39 years
	Bachelor
	Grocer’s Assistant
	69 Hulse St, Salford
	Harold Walker
	Grocer

	1929
	Mary Stevens
	27 years
	Spinster
	Shipping Clerk
	23 Port Rd, Salford
	Josiah Stevens
	Docker

								


Joseph Walker was married quite late in life. Had he been married before? If he had, and there had been children from his first marriage, it would be extremely useful for her research. If they were willing, she could test any of his living descendants and compare the DNA. Any Native American DNA would prove the ancestor was on the male side of the family.

But that was far in the future.

She was pretty sure she was making progress, it all depended on this being the correct Walker family. It was unlikely that another Walker had married another Stevens, but she had to be certain. The only way was to confirm if Joseph and Mary had a child, also called Joseph, who was born in 1932.

She went back to the card catalogue and accessed the Manchester, England, Church of England catalogue for births and baptisms, discovering that it only covered 1813–1915.

Blocked again, but she might have a workaround.

She opened a new tab and typed in ‘Lancashire Online Parish Clerks’ and was immediately taken to a site that listed every church in the county of Lancashire. She crossed her fingers as she checked out Christ Church in Salford. The church had been built in 1831 and closed in 1957, but baptism records had been transcribed for the years 1927–1941.

Crossing her toes now, she accessed the register for the years 1931–1934 and quickly found the entry she was looking for:

Baptism: 27 Apr 1932 Christ Church, Salford, Lancs.

Joseph Walker – [Child] of Joseph Walker & Mary

Born: 01 Apr 1932

Abode: 69 Hulse St, Salford

Occupation of father: Greengrocer

Baptised by: S.T. Stringer

Register: Baptisms 1927 – 1941, Page 142, Entry 1134

Source: LDS Film 1786367

Bingo. The names, the profession and the addresses matched. She would have to call the local Family Search office to see if they stocked this particular microfilm or get them to order it for her. But it certainly appeared that she had discovered the Walker family and, even better, taken it back another generation. The names and dates appeared to be correct and the occupation of greengrocer confirmed it for her.

She pulled out her family chart and wrote in the names she had found. She now knew that Martin and Isobel Walker’s grandparents were born in 1890 and 1902, respectively.

Before she researched them, she had to check if the grandfather, Joseph Walker, had died in 1936 as related by the family.

She went back to FreeBMD and checked the deaths in the Salford Registration District for 1936. There he was, and he had the correct age:

	Surname
	Given Name
	Age
	District
	Volume
	Page

						
	Walker
	Joseph
	46
	Salford
	8e
	425

						


She could feel the excitement running through her veins. The family’s memories were proving correct and she was closing in on the answer.

Should she investigate the mother now, or push on with the male line, taking it back to the great-grandfather?
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Chapter NINETEEN

The Moon of the Sore Eyes (1882–1885)

Carlisle, Pennsylvania

In spring 1882, along with twelve other Sioux, Chasing Horses was sent to the Carlisle Industrial School for Indians in Pennsylvania. He was the oldest of the band that set out from the Standing Rock Reservation and so was chosen as their leader.

He said goodbye to his mother and his sisters, not knowing when he would return or see them again. In fact, while he was away at the school, his mother and one of his sisters died from the influenza that ravaged the reservation in 1884.

But he didn’t know that on the day he set out for Fort Yates. It was a bright sunny morning when he left for a journey that he knew was going to be long and hazardous. But his dream and his father’s admonition to learn the ways of the white man gave him strength.

They rode in the back of two covered wagons driven by the missionaries who had been sent to get them. At night, they camped under the stars again, eating beef from cans and drinking thick, strong coffee brewed over the campfire. It felt good to be out of the reservation; it was a closed, repressive place where his spirit felt tethered like a caged bird.

In Fort Yates, they boarded the river steamer to Omaha for the long journey to the east. None of them had ever seen a boat that big before and they stared in wonder at the metal nose of the beast as it snorted smoke up into the sky.

In Omaha, they stayed in a boarding house for one night, all twelve of them sleeping in the same room together as if they were back in their tipis. The next morning, they boarded the Iron Horse. Some of the younger boys were scared and, despite feeling afraid himself, Chasing Horses had to tell them to be strong, to be the braves they were. They were given knapsacks of food and water by the missionaries and told not to move from their wooden seats for the whole journey. They sat still as the Iron Horse gave out a long, piercing war whoop, and they began moving.

Or rather, he thought the world outside their carriage was moving and they were standing still. They sat transfixed as the world passed them by, faster than any horse could run.

For long hours, the train trundled forward, occasionally stopping to pick up water. The boys sat still all the time, not moving. Sometimes, people would come from the other carriages to stare and point at them, but still they sat upright.

Through the city of Chicago they rolled. Chasing Horses would remember for the rest of his life the smell of the stockyards and the thousands of cattle penned there, more numerous than any herd of buffalo he had ever seen.

Onwards they rode on the Iron Horse, heading always into the rising sun: through Toledo, Cleveland and Pittsburgh before changing Iron Horses for their final journey to their destination in Carlisle, Pennsylvania.

On each step of their journey, the sky grew greyer and more unhappy, while the numbers of Westerners became ever more numerous.

Five days it took them, stopping many times along the way. By the time they reached the school where they were to live for the next three years, they were stiff, tired and hungry.

At the school, they were met by a man called Pratt with the scars of smallpox across his face. He lined them up in a straight line with the tallest, Chasing Horses, at one end and the shortest, a young tribesman of just eleven years old called Silver Tree, at the other.

‘Boys,’ he announced, pacing in front of them, the military boots of his uniform shone to a brilliant shine. ‘You have been sent here to be civilised, to lose the Indian inside of you and discover what it is like to be a proper human being. We will kill the Indian inside of you to save the man. There are a few simple rules which you must follow obediently. The first is: you are not allowed to leave here without the permission of a teacher or myself. The second is: you will not speak any other language but English. The devil’s tongues are not allowed in Carlisle. The third is: you will devote yourself to the study of the Bible and forsake your heathen gods.’ He smiled like a prairie fox with a gopher in its mouth. ‘The fourth is: you will attend to the duties and chores assigned to you by the school with diligence and devotion. No slacking in any of the work rotas will be permitted.’

‘What’s he saying?’ a young Hunkpapa called Hanging Bear asked in Lakota.

Before Chasing Horses could answer, Pratt strode up to Hanging Bear and struck him across the face. ‘This boy has broken the second rule,’ he shouted, ‘and will receive no food or water for three days. Take him away, Sergeant Wilks.’

A burly sergeant stepped forward and, assisted by another man, they dragged Hanging Bear away, kicking and screaming.

While the young boy was being dragged away, Chasing Horses took the opportunity to slip his silver coin from around his neck without anybody seeing and hide it in his hand.

The young man had learnt some English in Canada from the traders who infested their camp, so it was he who spoke up. ‘They do not understand your words, they do not know English.’

‘Well, they’d better find out pretty quickly, hadn’t they?’ Addressing the remaining twelve human beings, Major Pratt then said, ‘By the time you leave here in four years’ time, you will be upstanding citizens of our great nation and you will be civilised. That journey will start now.’

He turned towards a man holding a pair of scissors, standing in front of a chair.

‘Are you ready, Mr Perkins?’

‘Ready, Major Pratt.’

‘Please begin.’

The man called Perkins took Chasing Horses’ arm and led him to the chair, indicating he should sit. As he placed himself down on the hard wood, he felt his hair being lifted up and one of his braids fall to the floor.

‘The first part of your assimilation into Western culture begins now. Your manes of hair will be removed and replaced by the more fitting, more civilised appearance of the white man.’

Chasing Horses looked down to see the dark hair lying in bundles at his feet. His head felt lighter and, for the first time, he could feel the wind against his ears.

‘Next,’ shouted Mr Perkins.

One by one, they moved forward to sit quietly in the chair while Mr Perkins took the scissors to their locks. He worked quickly and efficiently, removing hair that had not been cut for years with one snip of the scissor blades.

When he had finished, there was a vast pile of black Indian hair lying at his feet which he reached to scoop up and place in a brown hessian bag.

Another young brave rubbed the back of his head and whispered, ‘Now I know what it feels like to be scalped.’

Major Pratt glanced across at him sourly but didn’t punish him. Instead, he announced, ‘You will now go with Mr Perkins to be given the new, more seemly clothes that you will wear in your time at the school.’

The others looked to Chasing Horses, trying to understand what was going on. Mr Perkins beckoned him forward and he went into a small hut followed by the others. Inside, they were each given two shirts, two pairs of trousers and two pairs of underwear, all in a rough, homespun grey wool, as well as a pair of used leather boots, a hat and a jacket.

Mr Perkins instructed them to take off their clothes and put on their new uniform.

Chasing Horses stood there, looking down at the soft blanket and moccasins made by his mother lying at his feet.

‘Hurry up, we haven’t got all day. Food is waiting for those who are dressed properly,’ shouted Major Pratt.

Driven by hunger and tiredness, Chasing Horses replaced the clothes his mother had given him with the uniform of the school. The shirt and trousers were rough and itchy against his skin but even worse were the shoes. They pinched his feet and made it difficult to walk properly.

All the time, he kept the silver coin hidden from the watching eyes of the guardians of the school. The others were not so lucky. Everything was taken from them: blankets knitted by their mothers, wristbands woven by their sisters, silver and stone necklaces passed down from father to son across many generations. In the end, there was a pile of personal possessions on the table in front of Major Pratt.

‘These uncivilised baubles are now confiscated. You will not see them again. Line up once more.’

The newly shorn and dressed young men formed an orderly line in the same order as they were before.

‘Your transformation has now begun. The last step is the easiest. We will rely on the intelligence, wit and magnanimity of my good friend, the Reverend Wilkins, to give you new names which you will use in the school and your lives hereafter.’

The Reverend Wilkins was seated at a long table with a sheet of printed names and a Bible in front of him.

‘What is your native name?’ he asked.

‘My father named me Chasing Horses, because as a—’

The reverend held up his hand for silence, running his pencil down a list of names and glancing occasionally at Chasing Horses standing in front of him.

Finally, he nodded and ticked a name. ‘From now on, you will be known as Harold Chasing.’ He waved Chasing Horses away and beckoned the next young man to step forward. This was Silver Bear, and he was renamed Ezekiel Silver. This continued until all the human beings from Standing Rock had been named.

Major Pratt clapped his hands. ‘You have been given your names, and you will use these when addressing each other or any of the teachers. Anybody who does not use his new name will be punished. Is that clear?’

He checked the assembled and newly named Sioux before finally nodding his head. ‘Good. We will eat now, and then you will be shown to your dormitories in the main building. School starts with breakfast and prayers at seven tomorrow morning, followed by lessons and then chores in the afternoon. Right, form a straight line and we will go to the dining room.’

Chasing Horses put his hand up. ‘How will we know what time it is? None of us knows how to tell the time, nor do we have watches.’

‘A bell will ring at six thirty every morning. You will rise and wash your faces and be in the dining room by seven on the dot. Anybody who is late will be punished.’

Pratt stared at his new students. They ranged in age from eleven to eighteen, and none had ever left the Great Plains before.

‘We will eat now.’

Major Pratt marched off, followed by the young human beings. One of them whispered to Chasing Horses – it was Silver Tree, the youngest: ‘In your new clothes you look like a wasichu, Chasing Horses.’

Thus began the next three years of Chasing Horses’ new life. Each day was exactly the same. They learnt English and how to write, studied art, read the Bible, and acquired the necessary trades of being a farmer: how to keep livestock, sow crops, and manage a farm. The afternoons were spent applying the skills they had learnt in the morning. The Lakota language was not allowed to be spoken, and if they broke this rule, they were punished severely by being either beaten or deprived of food and water for extended periods of time.

Chasing Horses remembered the dream of his father every night, and applied himself to learning the white man’s language and ways as well as he could.

After three years, he was told he could return to the reservation to pass on his newfound skills to the other members of his tribe. The others who had crossed America to go to the school three years earlier returned with him, although there were just six left in the party that left Carlisle that morning in June 1885.

The others had died from illness, influenza or pneumonia, or had simply given up the will to live. Silver Tree, the youngest in their party, had been the last to die just two weeks before they returned to the reservation.

‘His heart couldn’t keep up with the change,’ explained Chasing Horses to those human beings that remained. ‘He didn’t want to see the world with his new eyes.’

But Chasing Horses did, and he boarded the train back to Standing Rock with a new hope for the future, happy to leave Carlisle Industrial School for Indians far behind.

He was to discover that, to really become part of the white man’s world, he would have to be more Indian than ever before.
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Chapter TWENTY

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

He awoke with a start. The winter sun was just going behind the bare branches of the tree outside their dormitory window.

‘How long have I been out?’

‘Not long. You were making noises and kicking in your sleep,’ said Sid.

‘I was dreaming of hunting the buffalo with my father and then he changed into Buffalo Bill, riding his horse in the opening of the Wild West Exhibition. It wasn’t a happy dream.’

‘The Wild West Exhibition,’ said Harmless John. ‘I went to see that. I had money then, of course, and my other arm.’

‘Were you in the show?’ Sid asked Harold.

‘I was. Buffalo Bill liked me because I spoke English and could tell the others what to do. He didn’t like me because I was a better horseman than him.’

‘How did you get involved?’

‘Well, after my return to Standing Rock, I discovered my mother and sister had died of influenza in my absence.’

‘You didn’t know?’

‘How could I? They didn’t even know where I was. All they were told was that I was at school.’

‘You didn’t write to them?’

‘What was the point? They couldn’t read. I found my other sister had married and I was now an uncle. She lived on the Pine Ridge reservation with her new husband and had joined his family.’

‘So you were alone?’

‘Pretty much so. And I was an outcast, living half in the Sioux world and half in the white man’s world and despised by both. The Sioux had changed while I was away. We were no longer allowed to hunt but were given food by the Reservation Agent, a Mr McLaughlin. Some of the warriors had even started to plant crops in the bare soil of the Great Plains. Remember Gall, the man who had led the resistance to Custer and his troops at the Battle of Greasy Grass? Well, he was now a policeman on the reservation, reporting to McLaughlin. The man who had wanted to kill the bluecoats was now one of them.’

‘What about Sitting Bull?’

‘While I was in Carlisle, he had returned from Canada and spent two years in jail. He was at Standing Rock when I came home but the old Sitting Bull was gone. He was almost alone now, stumbling around the reservation, an old blanket draped across his shoulders, mumbling to himself. A sad sight for me. I tried to talk to him, but he didn’t look me in the eye any more, just kept his head down, spending most of the day sleeping in his cabin.’

A long pause as he thought back to those days ten years ago.

‘But the worst thing for me was that the buffalo had gone.’

‘Gone?’

‘Vanished. Remember I told you that when I was a child hunting with my father, we would sometimes stay in the same place for three days as never-ending herds of buffalo passed in front of us? Not any more. They had been shot by the white hunters to feed the people in the new towns and the men building the railroad. None of the herds existed any more. Of course, there were a few animals left, mournfully roaming the Great Plains, but not many. Not enough to feed my people. And they could no longer roam. The white farmers had started to put up fences to protect their sheep and cattle…’

‘So what did you eat if there was no buffalo?’

‘Whatever the Reservation Agent gave us or what we could grow ourselves. But with the death of the buffalo, the Sioux died too. Our life was dependent on the animals for our clothes, our meat, our tools, our homes, our beds. Without them, we were nothing. Just beggars, really…’

There was a long silence, unbroken by the listeners in the dormitory.

‘But then Buffalo Bill came to the reservation. He realised that the American people had a desire to see the stories of the Wild West. He started to perform a review and it had been well accepted by the audiences. Sitting Bull had even joined his troupe for a short while but hadn’t enjoyed it – too many people just wanted to stare at him. He said he began to see their eyes in his dreams and it frightened him. One day, Buffalo Bill came to Standing Rock. He announced, “I am going a long way away from here across the far oceans to take the stories of the Wild West to the Grandmother’s Land and beyond. Who will join me? The pay is good, one dollar a week, the food is plentiful, and you will see the world beyond the Great Plains.”

‘At first, I wasn’t interested. I really didn’t want to travel so far any more, but Red Shirt, Sitting Bull’s friend, came to see me. “You should come with us to work for Buffalo Bill,” he said. “Sitting Bull won’t go any more, he is too old and he has sent me in his place. You are one of the best horsemen, so you should come with us.”

‘I thought about his words and was going to say no, but then I realised there was nothing for me in Standing Rock: no family, no food, not even anywhere to lay my head at night. So, Red Shirt took me to Buffalo Bill and I showed him what I could do with a horse: riding bareback, shooting arrows at a target, counting coup on an enemy, all the tricks my father had taught me.

‘“You’re hired,” Bill said in his appalling Lakota. “What is your name?”

‘I answered in English, “I am Chasing Horses of the Hunkpapa and Harold Chasing of the Carlisle School.”

‘Bill frowned, twirling his brown whiskers, and stared at my head. “You have two names already, but I will give you a third. I’ll call you Yellow Hand. I need a Yellow Hand for the show, and if you act as translator for the other Sioux, I’ll give you another dollar a week. Deal?”

‘Having a new name didn’t matter to me. It was the fourth name I’d had so far in my life. It was only later I found out why he called me Yellow Hand and why he wanted me for the show.’

Sid gestured impatiently and said, ‘And?’

‘It was one of the stories Buffalo Bill told about his life and which he re-enacted for the Wild West Exhibition.’

‘Which story?’ asked Harmless John.

‘It was when Buffalo Bill was working as a scout for the 5th Cavalry and General Crook, after the Battle of the Greasy Grass. Along with some bluecoats, he came across a band of Cheyenne braves while out scouting. One of the braves challenged Buffalo Bill to a fight. He said, “I know you, Pa-he-haska, if you want to fight me, come and fight.” So they charged at each other, firing their rifles. Both their horses went down and they continued firing with their pistols. The Indian missed and Buffalo Bill shot him through the chest. Before this Cheyenne – whose name was Yellow Hand – fell to the ground, Buffalo Bill leapt on him and drove his dagger into his heart. Afterwards, he removed his war bonnet, quickly scalped him and, holding the fresh scalp in his hand, shouted, “The first scalp for Custer!”’

‘Well done, Buffalo Bill,’ clapped Lord Jim.

Harold scowled at his fellow inmate. ‘Well, that was how Buffalo Bill told it and how we re-enacted it every night for the next two years and twice on a Sunday. Myself, I’m not so sure it happened like that. No Indian would be firing at Buffalo Bill from his horse, there would be no honour in that.’

‘So you became Yellow Hand?’ asked Sid, changing the subject.

‘I did. And I became a Cheyenne, but that didn’t bother me as they were good people and I had many friends in the Cheyenne.’

‘Why did he choose you?’ asked Old Bill.

Harold laughed. ‘That was easy. After the school, I keep my hair short – I had become used to it. My short hair made me easier to scalp than the others. Each night, I donned my wig and Buffalo Bill pretended to scalp me. But I am getting ahead of my story. Like I said, I had nothing else to do, so I signed his piece of paper and that was how I joined Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition and came to England.’

‘When was this?’

‘Late 1886, during the Moon when the Wind Shakes the Leaves off the Trees. I couldn’t stand another winter on the reservation. The funny thing was, many of the warriors who had fought against Custer at the Battle of the Greasy Grass also joined the show. Every day, they had to relive their victory over the long-haired bluecoat. We played a few shows in Madison Square Garden and rehearsed some routines that we had to perform, and then we boarded the ship to cross the Great Ocean, arriving in England in April 1887.’

‘It must have been wonderful seeing London for the first time. The furthest south I have ever been is Crewe,’ said Old Bill.

‘Not really. I remember being on the huge steamship, the State Of Nebraska, as we left Staten Island, wondering when or if I would ever return to the Great Plains. Many of my fellow Indians were reluctant to go. They thought their bodies would be swallowed up by the sea and they would become skeletons. Eventually, after much persuasion, they climbed up the gangplank and we cast off from the shore. Below me, I could hear the moans of the buffalo and the elk from deep within the holds of the ship. It was like they were crying to stay where they were.’

‘You took buffalo with you?’

‘Eighteen of them. They were a necessary part of the show. We also had cowboys, wranglers, animal trainers, nearly a hundred Indians – both men and women – from a host of different tribes, 180 horses, all our belongings, tipis, wagons, the old Deadwood Stage and, of course, our guns. We didn’t fire real bullets. At least, the Indians didn’t, but Annie Oakley and Calamity Jane did. Those women scared the hell out of me, they could shoot the tip off a cheroot at ten yards.’

‘All packed in one ship?’

‘We were like a nation crossing the Great Plains, except instead of the grasslands, we crossed the oceans. I was sick as a dog who had eaten too much buffalo heart for the whole journey. But we managed to survive the storms, and ten days later, we arrived in London.’

‘What happened then?’

‘I suppose a new chapter started in my life and I acquired a new name. It would be my fifth, but it wasn’t to be my last.’

‘Tell us about Buffalo Bill, what was he like?’

‘A man of many facets: a liar, a rider for the Pony Express, a buffalo hunter. A thief, a con-man, a frontier scout, a drinker. He was generous, a showman, unpredictable, loyal. An entertainer and probably the most famous American of his time. But I truly believe he loved the Lakota – at least, I thought so at the time.’

Then Harold stopped speaking, and drifted back to the day nearly ten years ago when he had arrived in foggy London.
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Chapter TWENTY-one

April, 1887

London, England

The braves were all lined up along the rails of the ship, staring at the muddy shores on the right through the dank mist of an April morning. They had seen so many ships in the last few days as they sailed up the Channel and turned to enter the tidal waters of the Thames.

A feeling of excitement and fear ran through all the braves as they watched the dark, thin grey line of the shore become more solid and features appeared out of the mist. An occasional white-painted house stood on its own, as if greeting them on their way down to the docks in London.

Buffalo Bill had already visited the city, disembarking from their anchorage in Gravesend and travelling to see reporters in the metropolis. After two days of speeches, dinners and press junkets with Major Burke, their publicist, to drum up support for the show, he checked on their exhibition grounds in Earls Court and then returned to re-board the ship for the final journey to London Docks.

One intrepid reporter had even boarded the ship as it lay at anchor, climbing up the steep sides of the State Of Nebraska. He had interviewed the cowboys, the Mexican vaqueros and had finally come to see Red Shirt. Chasing Horses, now known as Yellow Hand by everybody except the other Lakota, translated for the reporter.

Red Shirt had dressed carefully for the occasion: a silk handkerchief around his forehead, buckskin breeches, beaded moccasins and his favourite blanket, with two streaks of red warpaint from his eyebrows down to his chin. Chasing Horses thought it was the most restrained he had ever seen the man. Amongst the other human beings, Red Shirt was known for his flamboyance, a fact which his name indicated so well.

‘Good morning, Mr Red Shirt,’ the reporter asked in a broad, garbled English accent that Chasing Horses had difficulty hearing. He was more used to the languid drawl of Americans from the frontier towns and Pennsylvania. ‘It is wonderful to see you here in England. Is this the first time you have ever visited our fair land?’

Red Shirt pointedly looked at the muddy shores and grey skies outside his cabin and answered with one word. ‘Yes.’

The reporter, seemingly unaware of his interviewee’s pointed remark, carried on blithely. ‘And is it the first time you have been on such a magnificent ship as this?’

‘It is.’

At the best of times, Red Shirt wasn’t the best conversationalist, even in Lakota, but the reporter had reduced him to something close to silence.

‘Are you looking forward to seeing London?’

‘Yes.’

Then Red Shirt turned to Chasing Horses. ‘Who is this idiot? He has a fine head of hair that would make a wonderful scalp.’

Chasing Horses watched the man scribble in his notebook on hearing Red Shirt’s words. He quickly made something up in English to satisfy the man.

‘Red Shirt says he has never seen the ocean or your land before, but he has enjoyed the trip and is looking forward to seeing your country. He would love to make friends with your… natives… and see how they hunt and catch fish.’

The reporter smiled broadly, scribbling more notes.

Red Shirt stood up and stretched. ‘I’m hungry, I want to go now.’

‘Red Shirt says the Great Spirit is calling him and must leave now. He hopes to meet you again in the future.’

With the interview concluded, the reporter addressed Chasing Horses directly. ‘You speak very good English for an Indian.’

‘I was educated… civilised… in a school in Pennsylvania.’

‘It is marvellous what a Christian education can do to soothe the savage beast. And your name is?’

Chasing Horses was about to say his name and then remembered he had been newly christened by Buffalo Bill. ‘My name is Yellow Hand.’

‘How charming. My editor will love that.’

‘I must join Red Shirt in communing with the Great Spirit.’

‘Please don’t let me stop you. I have to interview Annie Oakley next, can you send her in?’

Miss Oakley was waiting outside and asked Chasing Horses, ‘What’s he like?’

Chasing Horses shrugged his shoulders. ‘I just said what Major Burke told us to say. He seemed to be happy with that.’

Soon after, they weighed anchor and began the short journey down the Thames to London. As they neared the great city, they penetrated a darker, thicker fog that seemed to shroud the place. Accompanying the fog was an evil smell, a mixture of decay, human sweat, dirt and the manure of thousands of horses. Chasing Horses could hardly breathe, the smell was so strong.

Black Elk was standing next to him, and he said in Lakota, ‘If the Grandmother lives here, it is an evil land. See how the fog shuts out the light from the sun; it is as if these people live their lives underground.’

The buildings on either side of the shore grew thicker and more numerous, all built from blackened brick. He could see young boys on the edge of the tideline, each one staring down at the evil-smelling mud, searching for something.

‘Perhaps they are looking for their souls,’ said Black Elk.

‘I don’t think so. They would never find them in the mud of the river,’ Chasing Horses replied.

He had expected London to be full of fine buildings and even finer people, but here, next to the docks, he could see nothing like that at all. Just small, dark ants toiling away in the murk.

At noon, or what passed for noon in this darkest of cities, they approached the wharf in London. The ants on the shore suddenly swarmed into life, pulling hawsers and ropes to fasten the ship to the stone dock. Buffalo Bill appeared out of nowhere and began a speech. He had taken his usual breakfast of whisky that morning and slurred his words slightly.

‘Gentlemen and ladies—’ he nodded towards Annie Oakley and Calamity Jane ‘—we have now arrived in the great city of London. I trust the voyage over the sea wasn’t too bad…’ Here, he glanced over at his braves, most of whom had a thin green veneer to their lips and hadn’t eaten for nearly a week. ‘We will partake of one last meal on this here vessel before moving to our camp in a place called Earls Court. Make sure you take care of the animals – they are our bread and butter for the stay in London. Remember, we are here to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of the Grandmother’s reign, it is a special time for these people. But more than that, we are here to represent America, to show these people the truth about the West. The struggles, the fortitude and the bravery of the people who opened up the land to civilisation.’

Here, he took a deep breath and his chest visibly swelled with pride.

‘It is time to amaze and astound the people of Great Britain with the stories of the Wild West and the wonder that is Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition.’

A round of applause from the assembled wranglers, cowboys, farriers, teamsters and Mexican vaqueros. The human beings just stood wrapped in their blankets, not understanding a word.

‘A specially chartered train has been arranged to take you to our place in Earls Court. We will be here for six months, so it is incumbent on us to settle in and show these folks how we live. Rehearsals will begin tomorrow morning with the performances starting on May tenth. In the meantime, our hosts have kindly agreed to show us some of their sights. Remember, my friends, we are always on show. The world has been waiting for Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition for a long time. We must not disappoint them. Mr Jenkins, if you please, prepare to disembark.’

Within a few hours, they had moved their vast ensemble from the ship to their home for the next six months in Earls Court. The tipis had been erected, the buffalo placed in their corrals, the horses in their stables, and the cowboys, wranglers and vaqueros in their various tents and cabins.

Chasing Horses shared a tipi with Black Elk, Eagle Heart and Little Bull.

That night, his father came to him in a dream. ‘This is your land now, my son. This is where you will stay.’

‘But how can I stay in a place where the sun doesn’t shine?’

‘I don’t know, but you will. This is your home.’

He didn’t know it at the time, but his father’s prediction was to come true.
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Chapter twenty-TWO

Monday, March 29, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

Mr Smith stretched and headed for the door, disturbing Jayne’s thought processes. She was still working out how to proceed now that she had the birth dates of the Walkers’ grandfather and grandmother: Joseph Walker born in 1890, and Mary Stevens born in 1902.

‘Okay, so you’ve had enough of watching me work, and you now want to go out. I get the message.’

She stood up and opened the door for him, feeling an icy blast of cold air from outside, the last vestiges of winter blowing in before the real onset of spring. ‘Are you sure?’ she asked him directly.

He sniffed the air cautiously and then slithered out through the small gap she had left open. ‘I guess the warm embrace of number nine is too alluring, even on a night like this.’

For a few seconds, she stood in the open doorway, breathing in the air of Manchester. The weather forecast said it might snow but it didn’t have that scent in the air. Instead, it felt like rain; a lot more rain.

She closed the door quickly and went to the kettle to make herself a pot of tea. As she waited for the water to boil, her mind evaluated her next steps. She could either concentrate on the male side of the Walker family, look at the death of Mary Stevens and track her ancestors backwards, or follow up on the DNA results she had loaded into GEDmatch.

She decided on a course of action. The GEDmatch results first, followed by the male line and, finally, Mary Stevens and her family. She warmed the pot and put three teaspoons of oolong tea into it, pouring on the just-boiled water. She needed something strong and smoky to keep her going for a long session this evening. Later, she would message Martin Walker to report her progress and see if they had found anything amongst their parents’ belongings in the attic.

She took her tea back to the island table and opened her laptop again, typing in the URL of GEDmatch and logging on.

She always used GEDmatch – out of habit, really. There were other sites to load the raw data: Living DNA, which was particularly good for regional variations in the United Kingdom, FamilyTreeDNA, and MyHeritage DNA. But her go-to site was always GEDmatch for its ease of use.

She checked the data had finished loading and decided to use Martin Walker’s kit first, running a one-to-many search. This would show if there were any matches to his DNA results in the system.

Jayne entered Martin Walker’s kit number into the search field, and set the filter for autosomal results with a limit of 50 and a centimorgan minimum size of 7. She then pressed enter and sat back.

The computer responded almost immediately with a table of numbers, names and email addresses.

	Kit
	Name (alias)
	Email
	Age (days)
	Total cM
	Gen

						
	SXZ4256
	Standing
	Standingman@gmail.com	476
	340.6	3.15

	FGS1374
	*renee
	Renee@hubspot.com	28
	72.8	4.27

	HJO9908
	*femina
	Famhis678@ internet
	187
	37.i
	4.29

	PCB4290
	Harrier
	Harrier234@ aol.com	13
	29.1
	4.31

	GMP2224
	Tresses
	Tressellt@btintermail	2096
	27.9
	4.52

	HAD9843
	*MickyD
	MickyD@mail.com	2365
	24.2
	4.54

	BND0478
	ALanS
	AlanS6957@Disc.co	478
	24.1
	4.54



Checking back with the DNA Painter website, and presuming the top result was male because of his nickname, gave her a probability that standingman@gmail.com was related to Martin Walker in one of the following ways: 50% great-great-uncle, half great-uncle, half first cousin, first cousin once removed, half great-nephew or great-great-nephew or 46% half great-great-nephew.

She did the same procedure for Isobel Walker and found exactly the same relationships with only minor differences in the numbers.

A lot of relationships to check. Damn.

She had to contact the person with the highest number of cMs and, therefore, the closest relationship to try to short-circuit the process. Should she ask the Walkers first? She decided to go ahead and tell them later, quickly typing out an email:

Dear Standing,

My name is Jayne Sinclair and I am a professional genealogist working for my client, the Walker family.

When I performed a one-to-many search on GEDmatch, your name came up as having a fairly close (340.6 cMs) relationship to Martin Walker (kit number A458345).

Do you have any relatives who live in England, particularly the town of Salford?

My clients are looking for their ancestors and would love to discover the other branches of their family tree.

Yours in genealogy,

Jayne Sinclair

She fired off the email to the address attached. She checked the other kit numbers listed, but none were close enough to warrant more work at this moment in time. Expanding the Walkers’ tree would take a lot of man (or woman) hours, and they were particularly focused on finding their Native American ancestor. So far, Standing was the best link she had found.

Perhaps she would call Ronald later and get him involved. He would be adept at going into all the detail of the extended family trees on both the maternal and paternal lines.

She took a sip of her oolong tea, enjoying the smoky, bitter taste in her mouth. ‘Right, I could explore GEDmatch by performing more runs or by adding the Walkers to some of the specialist Native American search groups.’

But again, she decided to wait for a response from Standing before she did any more work. His answer could save her a lot of time… or it could send her back to square one. Either way, it was worth waiting before doing more with the website.

She poured another cup of tea and returned to the hand-written family tree. Time to follow up on Joseph Walker, the grandfather, born in 1890.

She logged on to the 1891 Census in Findmypast and entered his birth details, plus ‘Salford’ as the place of residence.

3,006 results. Not surprising with a name like Walker. A quick check of the name dictionary found it was the fifteenth most popular name in the UK. Scanning the results, she could see that lots of Walkers lived in Salford, but none had been born in 1890.

Perhaps this wasn’t going to be that easy, she thought. She selected the 1901 Census and loaded the same details into the search fields. This time, the first result indicated an 11-year-old boy living on Hulse Street.

First and Last nameRelationshipMarital statusSex AgeBirth year Occupation Birthplace

JohnWalkerHeadMarriedM 631838GrocerSalford

MayWalkerWifeMarriedF 611840HousewifeSalford

HaroldWalkerSon-in-lawMarriedM 381863GrocerSalford

ElspethWalkerWifeMarriedF 421859HousewifeSalford

JosephWalkerSonSingleM 111890SchoolSalford

Angeline Walker               DaughterSingleF 91892SchoolSalford

Everything looked correct. The age of the boy was right, the area correct, and even the profession of the father tallied with the marriage certificate from 1929. There were two Walkers - John and Harold. Were they the boy’s father and grandfather?

But why wasn’t Joseph Walker on the 1891 Census? Had they travelled to a different part of the country?

It was easy enough to check. She went back to the 1891 Census and this time added the details of the spouse and the other child and pressed search.

Nothing.

It was like they didn’t exist prior to 1901.

She decided to move forward to the 1911 Census. This one was the first one where the details of the entry were actually made by the family themselves.

She opened the image and saw rather crabbed handwriting with more than a few crossing-outs and ink blots on the page.

First and Last nameRelationshipMarital statusSex Age Birth year Occupation Birthplace

HaroldWalkerHeadMarriedM 481863GrocerSalford

ElspethWalkerWifeMarriedF 521859HousewifeSalford

JosephWalkerSonSingleM 211890Grocer AsstSalford

Angeline Walker               DaughterSingleF 191892ClerkSalford

It was the same family and the address was the same as that used on the marriage certificate of 1929: 69 Hulse Street, Salford. According to DNA Painter and  their DNA results from Ancestry, it was this generation that should have produced the Native American ancestor as a great-grandfather. But it was very clear on the Census returns that Harold Walker had been born in Salford. Had he lied or simply not bothered to state his real birthplace?

She checked the particulars of the marriage from the 1911 Census. Harold and Elspeth had been married for twenty-three years and had two children. None had died during the marriage.

Great – she should be able to find their wedding details if they were still living in the area when they were married. This time, she decided to use a more focused search engine for marriages: the Lancashire BMD site, which concentrated on all the births, marriages and deaths in the county during this period.

She entered the details and specified ‘Salford’. There were twelve marriages for Walkers in the Salford area in 1888, but none mentioned a Harold Walker marrying an Elspeth. She widened the search parameters to two years before and after.

This time, she had 87 results with two Harold Walkers named, neither of which married an Elspeth.

If they weren’t married in Salford, perhaps it was in another area of Lancashire?

This search produced 348 weddings with ten Harold Walkers, but none of them married an Elspeth. Even at this time, the wife’s Christian name wasn’t common.

Jayne sighed and poured out more oolong tea, taking a long draught of the now-cold liquid. What was she doing wrong? Usually, this would be one of the easier parts of the search as the Census details and church records were very good, particularly for large cities like Salford.

In her mind, she summed up her findings to try to work out another way of approaching the problem. She had the great-grandfather of Martin and Isobel Walker, Harold Walker, on the 1901 and 1911 Censuses but not on the 1891 Census. He was married in 1888, but there seemed to be no record of the marriage.

She had run straight into one of those obstacles that constantly frustrated genealogists – a brick wall. Unfortunately, this one seemed ten feet high and five feet thick. Who was Harold Walker and where did he come from?

She would see if she could find him on the 1881 Census. He would have been eighteen years old by then. She put his name in the search box, leaving the fields open.

4,236 results for Harold Walkers born in 1863.

She added ‘Salford’ to the ‘lived in’ box and searched again.

Only 42 results this time.

Great.

She painstakingly opened each of the Harold Walkers who had lived in Salford at the time. None was eighteen years old, and none was working as a grocer’s assistant or living in Hulse Street. She definitely had reached a brick wall.

She glanced at the clock – 21.48.

Enough already. Her eyes were tired from staring at a computer screen and her back ached slightly. She stood up, stretched and decided to call it a night. But first, she would write a couple of emails. The first was to Ronald to see if he was free tomorrow. She was sure she had to expand her search into the branches of the Walkers’ tree, and he was an expert at doing that work. The second email would be to the family themselves. It was time to update them on how far she had progressed and to see if they had found anything in their father’s belongings to help her.

Dear Ronald,

I have a rather interesting case at the moment, on which I will need your assistance. A family in Salford have taken a DNA test and discovered that they have Indigenous American ancestors, which is strange for a place like Salford. I’ve traced the paternal and maternal lines back to the great-grandparents but have hit a brick wall. I may need your help to expand the branches of the family tree. Would you like to meet up at the usual place tomorrow at 12.30 and we can chat?

Yours, Jayne

She followed that up with the email to the Walkers.

Dear Martin and Isobel,

Please find attached my progress so far on your case in the form of a family tree. So far, I have traced your family back to your great-grandparents in both Salford and Ireland.

Unfortunately, I have yet to specify which of your ancestors provided the DNA linked to Indigenous Americans. However, GEDmatch has given me some links which I am at present exploring and will report back to you once I have received an answer.

Did your search of your father’s attic discover anything of interest?

If you have any questions, I will be happy to meet up to discuss my findings so far on Wednesday. Shall we set a time?

Best regards, Jayne

She pressed send on both emails and closed her laptop. She stretched once more and decided it was time for bed. Perhaps her dreams would give her an answer on how to proceed.

The elusive Native American ancestor was still just out of her reach. Who was he?
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Chapter twenty-THREE

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

Harold sat up on his cot and looked at the men who were listening to his story.

Sid Shepherd was closest to him, leaning forward to hear every word. Old Bill was puffing on his pipe, filling the air around them with the scent of his tobacco. Harmless John was adjusting the old blanket covering his bed with his left hand, while Lord Jim was frowning.

‘Are you sure everything you’ve told us is true?’ Lord Jim asked. ‘All this stuff about growing up an Indian, taking part in battles, going to school and now sailing on a ship across the Atlantic. How do we know you haven’t made it all up? How do we know you ain’t Joe Bloggs from Broughton?’

‘How do you want me to prove it to you? This is my story, so you can listen or you can walk away, but I’m telling you the truth. I’m no Buffalo Bill, inventing stories for entertainment.’

‘Listen, I’m an actor, we deploy tricks to get our message across. A deepening of the voice for pathos, a glance upwards as if we are remembering something. A tear in the corner of the eye for sadness. A confident smile to suggest being in control. I’ve been watching you and I’ve seen all the tricks. What you haven’t told us is how an uncivilised savage from the Great Plains of America ends up in a workhouse in Salford. That’s what I want to know.’

Jim looked around him for support from the other listeners.

‘I’m getting to that point, but like I said at the beginning, a story has a beginning, a middle and an end. To tell you the finale without showing how you got there would be pointless, wouldn’t it?’

‘That’s right, Harold. We need to hear the whole story,’ said Sid. ‘We all have reasons why we end up in this place, some good, some not so good. Like you, Lord Jim – how did you end up here?’

The old actor stayed silent for a long time before whispering, ‘I couldn’t remember my lines any more. I used to walk on stage and my mind went blank. The lights glared at me, the audience watched, the other actors waited, and I just stood there. After a few times this happened, the stage manager came to me and said I wasn’t needed any more. Fifty years on the boards and I wasn’t needed.’

He wiped his nose with an old rag he had taken out of his pocket.

‘That’s your story, but I’d like to listen to Harold’s,’ said Old Bill. ‘At least his is more exciting.’

‘If you are going to be like that, I will take my presence and remove it from the company,’ Lord Jim said. But he sat still.

Sid took the opportunity to change the subject. ‘Why don’t you carry on, Harold? We’ll see at the end if you are telling the truth.’ He glanced across at Lord Jim. ‘I, for one, believe you.’

‘Thank you, Sid. Where was I?’

‘You’d just arrived in London with Buffalo Bill’s troupe,’ said Lord Jim.

‘That’s it.’ Harold composed himself for a few seconds. ‘Our first few weeks in London were a relentless round of visits to the sights of the city, rehearsing for the show in the new, specially built arena, and performing at specially arranged events for dignitaries.’

‘Never been to London,’ said Sid. ‘Anybody here been?’

They all shook their heads, except Lord Jim. ‘I performed in the West End a few times. Horrid place, much preferred the North. Better audiences and better people. At least they laughed in the right places.’ He sniffed once more, wiping his nose.

‘The hardest for me was coming to terms with the English weather,’ Harold said. ‘It rained, followed by fog, followed by more rain. All the time blanketed by the greyest skies, and that’s when you could see them through the fog.’

‘Not much different from Salford then?’ said Sid.

‘Not much, but Salford is warmer. It’s the people, I think. They make it a warmer place even though it’s physically colder than London. I remember I hardly ever saw the sun. It was like it had vanished from view.’

‘So you didn’t like the place, mate?’

‘I found it disappointing. When I was at Carlisle, I was told that London was one of the great cities of the world. But I found it dirty and depressing, not my kind of place at all. It was full of sad, shabby inhabitants whose clothes and bodies stank. Of course, the facades of the buildings were grand and imposing, but behind every street were vast areas of downcast and downtrodden people.’

‘Like Salford then, without the buildings,’ said Sid.

‘No, it wasn’t. I like Salford. Despite its darkness and the mills and the old houses, like I said, there’s a community here. People look after each other, even in places like this. I know it sounds strange, but in Salford I found my tribe.’

There was silence from his listeners as they digested what he said.

‘I found my tribe here,’ he repeated.

‘The Salford Sioux,’ said Tiny.

‘You could say that,’ replied Harold.

‘You were telling us about London and your time there.’

‘I was, wasn’t I?’

And at that moment, Harold left the workhouse and its smells of old cabbage and even older people behind, and returned to his first days in London. When he had been young and stupid and naïve.
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Chapter twenty-FOUR

April–October, 1887

London, England

On the few times he left the Wild West camp in Earls Court, Chasing Horses was greeted by hordes of people staring at him with open, dribbling mouths and others who treated him with a haughty disdain. Simply crossing the streets was difficult: herds of omnibuses and carriages battled together to own the thoroughfares, all driven by loud, screaming, heavy-coated cabbies who swore in an English he barely understood. In the parks, women in their finery strolled the gardens, fluttering their eyelids, while others draped in black shawls and threadbare dresses stood on street corners scowling, waiting to be approached by men.

One day, he was translating for Red Shirt when the chief asked a particularly ugly reporter, ‘Why are you people so poor? In our nation, it would be shameful to have any squaws or old people with no food to eat or no warmth for a fire. We always share what we have when times are good, and especially when they are bad.’

The reporter answered, ‘That’s just the way it is. Most have brought it on themselves through lack of common sense, an addiction to the demon drink, or simply through illness or bad luck.’

Chasing Horses tried to translate this answer, but Red Shirt simply shook his head and sighed, not understanding a word. Luckily for Chasing Horses, the reporter changed the subject and asked Red Shirt how many wives he had.

‘Two,’ answered the chief. ‘They keep me warm at night.’

The reporter laughed and said, ‘That will be great for my paper. Two wives who keep him warm at night…’

They visited many famous places in those first weeks but the only building that really impressed Chasing Horses was Westminster Abbey. As soon as he stepped inside, he was astounded by the beauty of the place. He was sure that here God resided in the tall pillars, the elegant arches and in all the small private chapels that led off from the main church, where the kings and queens of England were buried. That day, the Abbey organised a small service for them. Chasing Horses loved the soaring voices of the choir, so different from the deep baritone of Major Pratt. Even better was the way the sound of the church organ seemed to soar to the heavens, commune with God, echo around the rafters and come back to land on his ears.

He decided there and then that he would return to church-going. It made him feel at home, in this strangest of strange worlds that the Great Spirit had taken him to.

It was this promise to himself that helped him meet his future wife – but he wasn’t to know that yet. That was still eight months away in the dirty old town of Salford.

After the visit to Westminster Abbey, he returned to the camp in Earls Court feeling a warmth in his hushed heart that he hadn’t felt since the morning of the Battle of the Greasy Grass.

There were to be other outings over the next few months: to the Tower of London, Hampton Court Palace, to the Palladium to see a show, to watch the opera and to travel by train to Windsor Castle. He would dress in a suit he had bought and walk the streets, looking like everybody else. It was the one advantage he had over the human beings; he could pass easily as one of the wasichu, even if it was a slightly more sunburnt version.

In all his walks through London, Westminster Abbey stayed with Chasing Horses, and he invariably found himself near the church. Going inside always lifted his spirit, even on the darkest days.

For some reason, he always thought of it as home.

Eventually, though, they had to begin work. The camp had gradually taken shape. The tipis were erected to one side. In the middle was the mess tent where, four times a day, meals were served to every member of the troupe. Surrounding the mess tent were blacksmiths, carpenters, sawyers, a doctor’s surgery, stables and stores. Closer to the arena itself were programme booths, ticket sellers, food stalls, souvenir shops and ushers to greet the customers as they arrived from the station. Buffalo Bill even had the idea of introducing popcorn as a snack for people as they watched the show. At first, the British baulked at the idea of eating this favourite American titbit, but they soon became used to it, some even returning just for the popcorn.

Next to the tipis, Buffalo Bill even erected a sweat lodge where the Indians could go to soothe their aching muscles after each of the fourteen shows they performed each week. Normally, this was where water was poured over hot stones in order for warriors to purify themselves before battle. In England, the sweat lodges were used by the braves to purify themselves after visits to the city.

There were endless meetings with dignitaries. Each time, Chasing Horses would have to translate as Red Shirt was brought up after every show to say a few words. Ellen Terry and Henry Irving, Lord and Lady Churchill, William Gladstone, the former prime minister, embassy officials, lords, knights and barons, members of parliament, visiting royalty from Europe, including a Russian prince, and the multitude of kings that had married into the vast swathe of children produced by Victoria and her consort, Albert. All visited the show and were astounded by the drama created by Buffalo Bill.

Later, they and the ordinary citizens of London would wander around the Indian camp, peering into the tipis or fawning over the children and papooses. At first, Chasing Horses resented their presence in his home, but he gradually became used to it, even looking forward to their astonishment as he spoke perfect English in response to their questions.

They were expecting a savage and instead saw a civilised person with warpaint on his face.

‘But aren’t you the Indian who was scalped earlier?’

‘I was.’

‘Did it hurt?’

‘Only a little bit, when they take the sticking plaster holding the wig on to my head off.’

‘Were you ever scalped?’

‘Only when I first went to school and they shaved my head.’

The questions were endless. The English had a boundless curiosity for the human beings’ way of life, as if it harked back to an existence they had lost many years ago.

The highlight of their time in London was the visit of Queen Victoria. In person, she was short and fat, almost as wide as she was tall. This lady, the Empress of India, the Grandmother of half the world, had not appeared in public for twenty-six years, since the death of her beloved consort, Albert.

In this, her Jubilee year, she could have commanded any show or ordered any performer to act for her. Instead, she chose to visit the Wild West Exhibition in Earls Court.

Buffalo Bill was ecstatic; Major Burke less so.

‘We’ll have to refund the tickets for the afternoon. That’s forty thousand people we’ll have to turn away!’

‘Think of it, Major, the Queen visiting our show?’ replied Buffalo Bill.

‘I’m thinking of how much it will cost us.’

‘Think instead of the publicity.’ Buffalo Bill spread his arms out wide, staring into the sky as if looking at a giant sign. ‘Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition, by appointment to Her Majesty the Queen.’ He twirled his moustache. ‘That’ll cause a hullabaloo back in Kansas.’

Of course, the Major backed down. Even he recognised that he could not refuse the Queen. Buffalo Bill devised a special show, cutting it down to one hour and removing the more gory elements, including Chasing Horses’ scalping scene.

A special royal box was built, draped with crimson velvet and festooned with orchids. In the centre, a wide throne was constructed and surrounded by chairs for the nobles and courtiers who would accompany her.

Chasing Horses stood with Black Elk as Queen Victoria arrived in a sumptuous black carriage, surrounded by soldiers from the 2nd Life Guards.

‘The cavalry has metal helmets and chest guards, look at how they shine. Must have taken hours to polish.’

‘Good job Custer didn’t have them at the Battle of the Greasy Grass; we would never have won. The red coats remind me of the Mounties in Canada when I was there with Sitting Bull.’

Black Elk pointed at the long plume of hair coming from the top of their helmets. ‘See the way they wear their hair long, just like a brave, but no warpaint. Very strange.’

Chasing Horses nodded as the Life Guards trotted past them to allow the monarch to get down from the carriage, assisted by one of her ladies-in-waiting. She paused for a moment, glanced across at the assembled Indians, sniffed once and then shuffled forward to her waiting throne.

Before the show was about to begin, Buffalo Bill gathered them together.

‘The Queen, the Grandmother of England, is with us here this afternoon, ladies and gentlemen, so let’s give Her Majesty a good show. She’s a horsewoman so we’ll feature our trick ponies more than normal. Georgia and Della, you will race around the arena today, ten dollars to whoever wins, but make it exciting. Emma Hickok will perform her fancy riding stunts immediately afterwards. You can do the back-flip on Eagle these days?’

‘No problem, Mr Cody. I can do two, one after another.’

‘I think one will be enough to impress Her Majesty. We’ll start as usual with the parade and the flying of the flag. Are we all ready?’

There were nods and grunts from the assembled cowboys and vaqueros. The Indians, of course, said nothing.

‘Well, saddle up and give ’em hell.’

Everybody mounted their horses and ponies and shuffled themselves into the correct positions. Outside, Chasing Horses could hear Frank Richmond introducing America’s entertainment to its smallest audience to date. The band struck up the Stars and Stripes, and one of the cowboys, dressed in pristine buckskins, rode forward on a prancing horse, the American flag standing tall above his head in the slight breeze of a London afternoon.

The rest of the troupe followed in their usual order: Annie Oakley and the other sharpshooters first, followed by the Deadwood Coach and the Pony Express riders. The cowboys and vaqueros came next, while bringing up the rear was Red Shirt and the warpainted Indians on their piebald ponies. Buffalo Bill came last, a few yards behind everybody else, the spotlight shining on him.

As Chasing Horses rode around the arena, he found the scene unusual. Normally, there were 40,000 people in the stadium, all shouting and crying, emitting a huge noise. But now, everywhere was quiet with just over thirty people assembled on the specially constructed dais.

As the Stars and Stripes passed, the Queen and her assembled courtiers stood up and bowed towards the flag, followed by her ladies-in-waiting. The generals accompanying her saluted while the lords and politicians took off their hats.

Chasing Horses glanced back towards Buffalo Bill and saw him sit taller on his horse, his chest puffing out and his face beaming with pride.

As he passed the Queen, he halted his horse, bowed low in the saddle and said, ‘Welcome, your Majesty, to the Wild West of America.’

The rest of the event went off smoothly: the broncos bucked, the races were won, the buffalo stampeded and the Indians defeated once more.

Chasing Horses performed in the empty stadium without the usual noise, his war whoops echoing off the empty stands, but he did his best anyway.

Her Majesty seemed to enjoy it, a smile on her face as she nibbled on some petits-fours a lady-in-waiting had given her.

After the performance, the Queen issued a command that certain members of the company were to be presented to her. First was Buffalo Bill, of course, followed by Annie Oakley and another young sharpshooter, Lillian Smith. Next was Red Shirt, wearing his finest eagle-feather headdress and the brightest warpaint. He strode forward with Chasing Horses at his side, looking as regal, if not more so, than all the lords, ladies and generals assembled in front of him.

He bowed low and said in Lakota, which Chasing Horses translated, ‘I have come a long way and am glad to look upon the Grandmother, who has more power than any brave in the world.’

The Queen simply smiled in response and waved her tiny hand.

Finally, two squaws with their papooses were called for. The young babies were passed around the Queen and the courtiers to have their heads stroked and their cheeks pinched.

Chasing Horses never understood the desire of the Western women to play with the babies of the human beings, but the papooses did fascinate them. Did they not have children of their own? He had asked a reporter about this and the man had answered, ‘Most of their children are sent away to boarding school when they are very young, leaving the parents alone.’

Chasing Horses remembered his time away from home at the Carlisle School, but at least he hadn’t been sent there until he was eighteen. ‘How do they learn the right way to behave? How do they know the history of their ancestors?’ he asked.

‘The school teaches them or they learn from the other pupils. They mostly learn they are different from other people.’

Chasing Horses understood now why they had sent him to school. It was so he could learn English, but it was also so he could never be a Native again. In the Wild West Exhibition, he felt different from the others, even his best friend Black Elk. Sometimes he was asked to translate into Lakota for Red Shirt, and it was obvious that the chief didn’t understand what he was saying.

He was speaking Lakota but he was thinking like a white man.

Queen Victoria stood up and Chasing Horses realised the time with her was over.

‘Thank you for the entertainment, Mr Cody,’ she announced. ‘We are most amused.’

And with that, she gathered her dress and its petticoats, signalled to her ladies-in-waiting and her lords and her generals, and swept out of the arena in her glistening carriage.

Chasing Horses watched them go and knew that part of him left with them.
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Chapter twenty-FIVE

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

‘What’s that supposed to mean, mate?’ asked Sid.

‘I think I realised I wasn’t a Sioux any more and couldn’t return to the world.’

‘But you were part of the Wild West Show?’

‘Exactly. I was an actor playing a part. In my case, a Red Indian.’

Harold Eccles sat back on his bed and stared up at the rafters of the dormitory in Salford Workhouse.

‘But you met the Queen; not many people can say that.’

‘I met her once when I was a soldier,’ interrupted Harmless John. ‘She pinned a medal on my chest and told me I was brave. This was before Albert died, of course, when she weren’t wearing black. I’d lost my arm, see, in the Crimea.’

‘You should have gone back for it, mate,’ laughed Sid. ‘So, when did you come to Salford, Harold?’

‘Not long after the performance for the Queen. We went to Birmingham for a short while…’

‘I hates Brummies. Met them in the army, waste of time, all of them. None of them is any good.’

‘What about Shakespeare? He was a Brummie, wasn’t he?’

‘He don’t count. Anyway, I never saw none of his stuff so I don’t know.’ Tiny stuck out his chin belligerently and Sid decided to intervene.

‘You know what, Harold, you’ve told us all about what happened to you, but you never told us what you did in the show when it came to Salford.’

‘Yeah, what did you do here?’ said Tiny in his squeaky voice

Harold smiled to himself. ‘I changed my life in Salford. Met the woman I love and got married.’

‘And you ended up in here,’ added Lord Jim sourly.

‘Not for long – I leave on Tuesday.’

‘Time enough for you to tell us what you did in the show, ain’t it?’

Harold continued with his story.

‘We arrived in Salford in early December. They’d built a whole new arena, similar to the one at Earls Court, next to the racecourse. This one was specially constructed for the show, had miles of piping to heat the stands and could hold up to ten thousand people at one time with electric lighting illuminating the evening shows.’

‘And when the Wild West left, they pulled the whole bloody thing down, didn’t they?’ said Lord Jim. ‘Could have had plays there and theatres, but no, the idiots pulled the place down.’

Harold shrugged. ‘Nothing to do with me.’

Sid glared at Lord Jim.

‘Is that where the Ship Canal is now?’ asked Tiny.

Harold nodded. ‘Where they built the docks for the ships, but that was well after Buffalo Bill had left.’

‘You didn’t, though. You stayed, didn’t you?’ said Lord Jim.

‘I’m getting to that.’

‘Taking a bloody long time over it.’

Sid glared at him. ‘We’ll have none of that cursing in here, Lord Jim.’

The old actor looked down, staring at a point on the wooden floor.

‘Carry on, Harold. You were in Birmingham…’

‘But not for long. We travelled from there up to Salford by train and were greeted by the same crowds we had seen in London. At the venue on the racecourse next to the River Irwell, our tipis were heated by the pipes and gas lighting so we were always warm. The layout was similar to Earls Court: the tipis were in the centre, surrounded on both sides by the tents and cabins of the cowboys. Buffalo Bill had his own comfortable tent, which he rarely stayed in, at the head of the line. As in London, people could wander around the tents looking at us as we went about our daily lives.’

‘A bit like being in Bellevue Zoo.’

‘It was, but I didn’t mind – it broke up the boredom of the day as we waited for the afternoon and evening shows to begin. And it was one of these visitors to the show that later became my wife.’

‘Tell us about her later. I want to know what you did in the show…’

Harold stopped speaking and pulled out a piece of paper, folded into a small square, from the back of his wallet.

‘Why don’t you read what I did? It’s all here in this review from the Manchester Chronicle.’

‘You kept this a long time,’ said Sid, taking it from him and unfolding it.

‘I did. We changed the show slightly from London because we had a stage in Manchester and the arena was slightly smaller. My name was still Yellow Hand in the show. Like I said, Buffalo Bill gave me a new name because he already had a Chasing Horses.’

Sid opened the yellowed newspaper article and cleared his throat, bringing the paper closer to his eyes and then moving it away. ‘The words are small, and my eyes ain’t as good as they used to be…’

‘Give it me,’ ordered Lord Jim.

Sid passed it across, and the old actor held it up to the light and began reading.

‘It’s from the Manchester Chronicle on Friday, December 23, 1887…’

‘We had many reviews printed for the show but I only kept this one.’

‘Why?’

‘It was given to me by my wife on the day after we met.’

Lord Jim cleared his throat and carried on reading. ‘This magnificent spectacle was opened on Saturday last at the spacious grounds of the Manchester Racecourse, and it eclipses anything which has ever been seen in this part of the country before. The amphitheatre, it may fairly be termed, is nearly 400 feet in length by width; and the encampment building for the residence of the Indians, in length 68 feet wide, will hold about 40 tents. The main building will seat 8,000 people, and will provide standing room for 2,000 in addition—’

Sid sighed loudly. ‘I don’t know to hear about the building. Tell us about the show.’

Lord Jim scanned the article, finally finding the place where the review began.

‘The performance on Saturday afternoon was a special one, given for the delectation of a large number of ladies and gentlemen, to whom invitations had been given by the managers. There was a thoroughly representative audience, embracing chief magistrates, the aldermen and other members of the Corporations of Manchester, Salford, and other towns, vice-consuls, professional gentlemen, merchants, manufacturers, and tradesmen. The scene presented in the vast amphitheatre was of very striking character. The seats rising tier upon tier from nearly the level of the arena to a great height were packed, and in the promenade to the rear, people stood in many places three or four deep.

‘About a quarter past two, the Wild West Cowboy Band, all wearing the inevitable sombrero – the large white head covering peculiar to the Far West – entered. The orchestra, which is on a level with the promenade and to the right of the stage, and under the direction of Mr William Sweeney, played an overture in excellent style. Then, a door opened on the other side of the proscenium stage and about the same height from the ground level as the orchestra, and out stepped Mr Frank Richmond, the lecturer, upon a balcony painted to represent a mountain scene.’

‘Frank Richmond was a great announcer,’ Harold added. ‘He made the show exciting to watch, as long as he wasn’t in drink, of course, then he could barely put two words together to make a sentence.’

Lord Jim glanced at Harold, who nodded as if to say ‘carry on’. The actor harrumphed and then carried on reading.

‘He announced that the object of the management in the entertainment was to picture to the eye, with the aid of historical characters and living animals, a series of animated scenes and episodes which had their existence in facts of the wonderful pioneer and frontier life of the Wild West. Beginning with the primeval forest, peopled by the Indians and wild beasts only, the story of the gradual civilisation of a vast continent was depicted. The central figure was that of the Honourable W. F. Cody, known as Buffalo Bill, whose sagacity, skill, energy and courage as a scout, guide, frontiersman and Indian fighter, the settlers of the West owe so much for the reclamation of the prairie from the savage Indian.’

Harold interrupted the reading. ‘That’s me, by the way, the last bit. Buffalo Bill loved to build himself up. Major Burke wrote the script, I think – with Buffalo Bill’s help, of course.’

‘Of course,’ muttered Lord Jim. ‘The reviewer sounds like he wants a few more free tickets. We used to have this newspaper critic who—’

‘Read the article, Lord Jim. I want to hear Harold’s story, not yours,’ said Sid.

Lord Jim coughed, found his place again and continued reading. ‘The entertainment is presented in seven different episodes, each more exciting than the previous one, building to a stunning crescendo of a finale. In the first place, the characters were all introduced into the arena – the representatives of the different tribes of Indians with their chief, all whooping and calling forth terrifying war cries, the cowboys, the California girls – and finally, Buffalo Bill, who was greeted with loud applause as he cantered across the arena on his favourite horse, “Old Charlie”.

‘Riding up to one of the private boxes, he was presented with a charming bouquet by one of the occupants. Then followed a scene that was fairly bewildering to look upon. The cowboys in their sombreros, the vaqueros and the Mexicans in their picturesque dress, the California girls and the Indians and their squaws in quaint attire. The chief, a Mr Red Shirt, being conspicuous by his elaborate headdress, trappings of feathers and colourful warpaint, all galloped around the arena in a confusion that suggested total anarchy. But the members of the various bands, in a surprisingly short space of time, finally re-assembled and left as they had entered, in perfect order. The central figures in this mass of rapidly moving characters were Colonel Cody and a man in the uniform of an American soldier, proudly holding erect the familiar Stars and Stripes.’

‘I remember it so well now, as if it were yesterday,’ said Harold. ‘The soldier was an ex-member of the Seventh Cavalry. He was in hospital during the Battle of the Greasy Grass, otherwise he wouldn’t have been able to ride in the show.’

‘Didn’t he find it strange, living with his old enemies?’

Harold sighed. ‘I suppose he did. But we never talked to him, so I never knew what he thought. It had been over for ten years by then, and the soldiers had won.’

‘Do you want me to read or not?’ said Lord Jim querulously.

Sid nodded. ‘Get on with it.’

‘The stage curtain rose in a few minutes, and revealed a fine scene representing the primeval forest. Huge trees are seen with tangled underwood around them, and the perspective is so skilfully treated that one can readily imagine oneself to be gazing into a forest of immense extent, and the mind is led far into the depths which stretch far away into the distance. It is supposed to be midnight when the curtain rises, and all is darkness, gloom and stillness. The morning breaks, and in the twilight a bear steals forth with other wild beasts, easily pictured by the mind amongst the trees. The sun rises, and two Indians are seen hunting with bow and arrow.’

‘I was one of the Indians,’ Harold said, ‘and the other was Black Elk. We were the best hunters in the band and so Buffalo Bill chose us for this panorama.’

Lord Jim continued reading, his voice rising and falling as he painted the scene revealed by the reporter, his training as an actor on display.

‘Then the stillness is broken by shrill cries, and in rush a group of Indians and they have a friendly dance. A messenger enters and makes known by sign language the approach of a hostile tribe. Scarcely has he done so when a war whoop is heard and the enemy enters, and a sanguinary battle takes place.’

‘Buffalo Bill used to put some of the Crows in this raiding party who were our traditional enemy,’ Harold explained. ‘So the battle was sometimes more real than the audience knew. He was a clever old man, was Buffalo Bill.’

Lord Jim raised his eyebrows as Harold interrupted his telling of the story once again. ‘Are you going to keep speaking as I’m reading?’

‘I’m just giving some details the reporter missed.’

Lord Jim ignored him. ‘The second episode represents the landing of the Pilgrim Fathers from Old England – the first settlers in New England – on Plymouth Rock. In the centre of the arena, on a rock, stand the Pilgrim Fathers, the sea being immediately behind them, while to the right and left, and in the central region, are groups of Indians with bows and arrows and spears. This is an exceedingly interesting tableau.’

‘But, of course, totally invented by Buffalo Bill. We were all human beings from the Great Plains – what did we know of the dress or customs of those living in the east?’

Lord Jim frowned at Harold, who held his hands up. ‘Okay, I’ll keep quiet now.’

The actor searched for his place on the page, bringing the excerpt from the newspaper closer to his eyes before continuing.

‘In the third episode is depicted the saving of the life of Captain John Smith by the Indian princess, Pocahontas, who afterwards married Captain John Rolfe in Westminster Abbey and was presented to the court of Queen Elizabeth I. The next episode saw the introduction of the different manners and customs of the Indians presented to the audience. The leader was Red Shirt who, by the way, is a fine-looking fellow, with a face full of dignity and character and a wonderful physique.’

Lord Jim glanced at Harold, expecting him to say something, but he remained quiet. ‘Sorry, my throat is as dry as the dust at the Alhambra,’ Lord Jim suddenly announced. ‘Does anybody have a drop of tea?’

‘Get a glass of tea for the man,’ ordered Sid.

Tiny jumped up, ran to the corner and poured a full glass from the kettle before returning to hand it to the old actor. ‘Carry on, I remember it’s getting to the exciting bit.’

Lord Jim swallowed the tea slowly, keeping his audience waiting, as any good actor should do. ‘Right, that feels a lot better. The old throat could do with a drop of whisky, if I’m honest. I don’t suppose any of you have a wee sup for an old man?’

They all shook their heads. Alcohol wasn’t allowed in the workhouse. Anybody caught with drink was immediately expelled.

‘Well, I suppose I’ll have to do without. It’s a sad day when a man can’t partake of a drop of the water of life. Now, where was I?’ He scanned the article again before beginning to read.

‘A wandering tribe of Indians enter. First come two native carts of a very curious construction. The first is drawn by two bullocks, the second by two horses. A warrior has charge of the former and the latter is in the care of several squaws, with two papooses, riding upon the horses. The members of the tribe follow chiefly on foot. When all have entered, they dance and caper about in an extraordinary manner to particularly uninspiring sounds, to English ears at all events, of the tom-tom. A race takes place between two of the men and then the motley company retire, executing a war dance as they do so.’

Lord Jim looked up. ‘Shall I stop now?’

‘No, carry on,’ shouted the members of the dormitory as they gathered around the bed, listening to his voice. Harold saw more of the inmates were listening now.

Outside the window, the sky was darkening as the winter’s day was drawing to a close. He hadn’t read the newspaper article for a long time, and listening to it had brought memories flooding back of the time he was and wasn’t a human being.
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Chapter twenty-SIX

December 1887–April 1888

Salford, England

Chasing Horses was watching from the side of the arena, waiting to make his entrance. He often did this, enjoying the performances and the show as much as the audience.

The stagehands, locally hired in Salford, moved quickly to create the next tableau as the audience’s gaze was focused on the last performers making a grand exit.

Unlike Earls Court, the Manchester arena was indoors, which gave more scope for artistic expression – something Buffalo Bill and Major Burke seized with both hands. Seven giant painted canvas backdrops, each 200 feet long, had been created at immense expense by an artist, Max Morgan. Through a complicated system of rollers, pulleys and drums hidden in the wings, the stagehands were able to haul each panorama up into the roof and replace it with a new one for the tableau.

From where he was, Chasing Horses watched them hoist the latest panorama into position – an image of a vast prairie – which, through illusion and perspective, looked boundless, stretching off into the distance. On the stage and the floor of the arena, tiers of grass were placed, some low to the ground and others over twenty feet high. A large fan blew wind to imitate the sound and movement of a breeze across these tiers of grass. The painter and the set decorators had done a good job; he could almost hear the whistling of the wind through the long grass.

The buffalo, all eighteen of them, were hounded out into the centre of the arena by the vaqueros and made to move in a wide circle, the sound of their hooves echoing off the stands.

Every time Chasing Horses witnessed this spectacle it always sent a thrill deep into his heart. For a moment, he imagined himself back on the prairie with his father, waiting to begin the hunt by targeting one of the stragglers from the herd.

The music reached a crescendo and a trumpet blast soared across the arena. In rode Buffalo Bill on Old Charlie, blazing away at the buffalo with blanks. In the real world, all of the buffalo would have been dead within minutes. But here in Salford, the noise simply meant they ran faster around the arena, desperately trying to escape.

Eventually, the vaqueros herded them back to the safety of their corrals beside the racecourse. A place where they were more than happy to return to feed.

An emigrant train consisting of three baggage wagons drawn by bullocks and mules, and on which rode women and children, now entered. The procession was headed by a bearded John Nelson, a famous scout who conducted Brigham Young and the Mormons across the then-great desert to Utah. Young was a taciturn man who hardly spoke to anybody. He was married to a Sioux woman and had a son called Jim who often performed with the rest of the human beings. Chasing Horses once nodded to John Nelson and the man had turned away without saying a word. His son explained it away by saying, ‘My father don’t speak much. The only time he’s happy is when he’s behind the reins of a team of horses.’

The bullocks and mules were unhitched from the wagons and a camp was quickly constructed by the cowboys and the new emigrants. Four girls and an equal number of cowboys, including Buffalo Bill, then pranced across the sawdust of the arena, dancing a Virginia reel on horseback. They were well trained, those mounts, thought Chasing Horses. It always amazed him how much time the cowboys and girls practised to get the timing of their moves perfect. Of course, it had nothing to do with the Wild West, but it was a stirring spectacle and the audience clapped along with the reel as the horses pranced in rhythm.

While this was happening, the other emigrants lit several fires and prepared an evening meal. The lights dimmed and the emigrants retired to rest.

In front of Chasing Horses, the stagehands began to light the gas jets hidden in the tiers of grass. Others turned the wheels to release clouds of steam resembling smoke from the pipes buried beneath the stage. Gradually, the fires grew from front to rear, imitating a large prairie fire. Off to one side, four rafts filled with oil-soaked logs were lit and pushed close to the camp.

In rehearsals, one of the men set his own hair on fire with a lit torch. All the human beings stood and watched as he ran around backstage, trying to put himself out. None of them helped him, of course – it was far too funny to take any action.

In the arena, the alarm was raised by loud blasts blown on a trumpet. The emigrants rushed from their couches and, to their horror, discovered that the fire was close upon them. The boys attacked the flames with rugs and coats, while the other members of the party prepared for a hasty departure and a general stampede around the arena of men, women and cattle followed.

For some reason, the audiences in Salford loved this tableau. After the fleeing emigrants and their wagons and cattle finally found the exit, there was always prolonged and excited applause. It was almost as if they wanted the actors to repeat the spectacle once more.

But like a well-oiled machine, the Wild West Exhibition continued to its next scene, which was an exhibition of shooting by Master Johnny Baker – ‘The Cowboy Kid’. This was the spot reserved for Annie Oakley when they were in London, but she had decided not to go to Salford with them. The show had made her a star and she was much in demand by the rich and titled of Europe to show them her tricks. The Cowboy Kid was good, but he lacked Annie’s finesse.

Chasing Horses missed Annie Oakley around the camp. Anybody could shoot, but she made an art out of it. Every trick she performed was done with a certain style and verve. Even better, she was always up for a joke or a prank, particularly one that involved making fun of Buffalo Bill.

After the seriousness of the last two scenes, a little light relief was needed and it was provided by the horses and the cowboys. Some fairly easy tricks were done, at least in Chasing Horses’ eyes, by picking up handkerchiefs from the floor or standing on the back of a horse as it galloped around the arena. Chasing Horses could do these tricks with his eyes closed. He had once asked Buffalo Bill if he could show them one night. The man thought for a moment before answering.

‘No, I think not. You just keep doing what you’re doing. Those tricks are for the cowboys, not the Injuns.’

‘But I can do more, better tricks.’

Bill pointed to the sign hanging above the arena. ‘I know you can read. What does that say?’

Chasing Horses stared at it, thinking this was a trick question.

‘What does it say?’ Bill repeated.

‘It says “Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition”.’

‘Exactly, my boy. It’s not the Injun Exhibition. It’s not the Sioux Exhibition. It’s the Wild West Exhibition, and that means cowboys, not Injuns.’

With that, Bill put his cheroot in his mouth and turned on his heels.

From that moment, Chasing Horses didn’t bother him any more. There was no point.

The bucking horses went through their paces, and one of the horses lay down directly when the saddle was placed on its back and would not get up. This was Chasing Horses’ favourite scene in the whole show. The animal was well trained and wouldn’t stand up until the cowboy – Tom Huffy, in this case – stepped over it with his legs open. The horse was called Dynamite. Chasing Horses had ridden him once and he was the slowest, laziest animal in the world, but put him in front of a crowd and, like any performer, he suddenly came alive.

Miss Lillian Smith was on next, and she gave an exhibition of fancy rifle shooting. Ten glass balls attached to a swinging board were picked off one after the other, apparently without the slightest hesitation or difficulty. Left-handed as well as right-handed, sideways and backwards, it was all the same to her. Technically, she was a better shot than Annie Oakley, but the public didn’t love her as much. She wasn’t as feminine or as pretty and she seemed to enjoy being better than the men, while Annie played up being a woman, moving elegantly, like a ballet dancer with a rifle.

The show was reaching its climax. Around him, the other Native people appeared from nowhere, all wearing warpaint and clutching rifles, spears, bows and arrows, and tomahawks.

It was time for the re-enactment of the Battle of the Little Bighorn.

The announcer, Frank Richmond, set the scene: ‘Ladies and gentlemen, we are going to witness the most courageous and thrilling spectacle known to man. It’s a story of bravery and perfidy. A story of heroism and ferocity. A story of one man’s fight to rid the Great Plains of America of the scourge of the Red Indian. That man was General George Armstrong Custer and his Seventh Cavalry.’

At the name, a cowboy by the name of Cherokee Bill, who had more than a passing resemblance to Custer, rode into the arena followed by his cavalrymen. The musicians struck up ‘The Yellow Rose of Texas’, a jaunty little tune that had become the anthem of the 7th Cavalry. Chasing Horses didn’t remember any music being played during the battle, just the sound of war whoops and gunfire.

In the centre of the ring, ‘Custer’ halted and stood tall in his saddle, scanning the horizon.

This was the cue for all the tribesmen, including Chasing Horses, to rush into the arena as silently as they could while the audience’s focus was on Custer. A campfire was lit and all the warriors and squaws gathered around with Sitting Bull in the centre, the chief played this time by one of the oldest Natives in their party, Deer Hand. Chasing Horses always found it funny because the old man had played no part in the fighting at all. In fact, he was miles away on the reservation at the time of the battle. Nevertheless, Buffalo Bill felt that Deer Hand had the right demeanour for Sitting Bull, and so he played the role.

Custer saw the camp of human beings and called for his cavalry to charge towards it. Chasing Horses and his braves repelled the attack and then crept forward, trying to ambush Custer. Red Shirt raised his rifle to his shoulder and began to shoot. Chasing Horses and all the other braves whooped, hollered and sang their loudest war cries, creating as much noise as possible, and began to fire their rifles too.

Of course, in the real battle, the braves were trying their hardest not to get killed, so they didn’t have time to shout. But Buffalo Bill and Major Burke wanted to create a spectacle for the audience and that was what the warriors gave them.

Right on cue, the soldiers dismounted and surrounded Custer, who stood on a rock in the centre of the stage. As they had been taught, Chasing Horses and the other braves crept forward, firing as they went. Gradually, all the soldiers fell to the ground, leaving just Custer and the American flag in the centre of the arena. A brave leapt forward – it was Black Elk’s turn this time. Custer fired his pistol, but it jammed. Black Elk raised his tomahawk above the prone Custer… and the lights went out.

Chasing Horses and all the other braves took their cues and ran back to the entrance as the lights slowly came up, revealing the bodies of the dead soldiers surrounding Custer in his last stand, his hand still clutching the Stars and Stripes. The last post sounded from a single bugler, and not a dry eye was seen in the audience.

Frank Richmond spoke again, his voice dripping with sadness. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, you have just witnessed the demise of brave General Custer at the hands of the perfidious Red man.’ A long pause. ‘But an avenger is on hand.’

The music built to a crescendo and the spotlight picked out Buffalo Bill, riding his white horse at one end of the arena. The horse reared up on its hind legs and Buffalo Bill waved his hat.

He slowly rode to the centre of the arena and stared down at the body of the general, saying loudly: ‘Too late, too late.’ Above his head, the words were displayed on a giant screen just in case anybody missed them.

The lights dimmed once more. The dead soldiers and the even more dead Custer rose to their feet and exited stage left, pursued by their mounts.

Under the cover of darkness, Chasing Horses took the opportunity to jump on his pony, grab a rifle and ride to the other end of the arena.

Frank Richmond continued. ‘Our hero is hell-bent on revenging the brave general. He hunts down one of the Injuns responsible for killing Custer and challenges him to a duel.’

‘Come out and fight me like a man,’ shouted Buffalo Bill across the arena.

Right on cue, the spotlight picked out Chasing Horses on his pony. He pretended to look for a way to escape, fear etched on his face.

‘Come and fight,’ Buffalo Bill shouted, charging forward and firing his gun.

Chasing Horses did the same, sitting up straight on his pony, firing his rifle and whooping his war cry.

It was all fake, of course. No brave would ever make such a large target of himself; he would hide behind his horse’s neck.

They both charged, but Chasing Horses reached the mound first, and he dismounted from his horse to seize the Stars and Stripes, still flying where Custer had left it.

Buffalo Bill raced up to him. They both fired, and Chasing Horses clutched his chest as if he had been struck by one of Buffalo Bill’s bullets. He slowly went down in a heap, releasing his hand from the flag. He loved dragging this scene out, taking as long as possible to die as the audience held their breath.

Buffalo Bill held a knife above his head and pretended to dig it deep into Chasing Horses’ scalp.

‘Lie still, will ye? I can’t get the wig off,’ Buffalo Bill whispered.

Then, with a twist of the knife, the wig was removed and the old hunter held it high above his head and shouted, ‘Custer is avenged!’

As ever at that point, the audience broke into cheers of adulation and joy. Cheering and clapping resounded around the area as Buffalo Bill soaked up the adulation like an old sponge. At his feet, Chasing Horses raised his head and then died again.

The lights dimmed and Chasing Horses got up, leaving the arena with Buffalo Bill.

‘Die quicker next time. You don’t need to make such a song and dance of it,’ whispered Buffalo Bill as they left the arena.

‘I thought I did it quite well.’

‘Be quicker next time, your timing is off.’

Then the smile reappeared on Bill’s face, and he remounted Old Charlie, ready to ride back into the arena to milk the cheers and the applause. After letting it continue for a goodly length of time, he raised his hands to quieten his audience.

‘Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, for your reception of our entertainment for you this afternoon. It gladdens my heart that the people of this fair city have discovered and enjoyed our humble stories of my great land. I look forward to seeing you all again in the future. Bring your wives, your children and even your ailing mothers and fathers. Everybody is welcome at Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition. Our entertainment is sure to excite them and bring them back to health. In the meantime, can you give a big hand for all the men and women of the West who have entertained you today. Maestro, if you please.’

That was the cue for the music for the final parade around the arena to begin.

Chasing Horses, meanwhile, reattached the wig and made his way to the rear of the long queue to rejoin the Natives.

None of them spoke to him as he became part of their band again.

He had just died; it wasn’t right to talk to somebody who had become a spirit.
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Chapter twenty-SEVEN

Tuesday, March 30, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

The following morning, Jayne awoke bright and early, feeling refreshed.

Outside her window, she could hear the wind howling. She slipped on her sweatshirt and sweatpants, walking over to the window to open the curtains.

The sun hadn’t risen fully yet and the sky was still dark in places. The only lights were the few souls amongst her neighbours who had to wake up early to go to work. Jayne knew she was a morning person, always waking up at 6.00 a.m. on the dot despite having no need to do so.

Waking early was a habit ingrained in her from an early age by Robert.

‘There’s no point lying in bed, lass, tha’ can’t do nowt in bed.’

They had often eaten breakfast together, chatting about the day and the things she had to do, while her mother slept on upstairs.

It was at those times, early in the morning, when she missed Robert the most.

‘Enough, Jayne, you won’t get anything done by standing here feeling sad.’

She strode out of the room and went downstairs to the kitchen, finding Mr Smith fast asleep in his bed.

As she walked in, he slowly raised his head, blinked twice, and then lowered it back on to his favourite sleeping towel before going back to sleep again.

‘Thank you for that effusive greeting. I suppose you don’t want any breakfast?’

The cat slept on.

‘Well, I need my coffee and I need to work.’

She selected the strongest capsule and made herself an espresso, something to jolt her brain awake on this cold March morning.

She switched on the computer and went through the relevant overnight messages that were hidden in a mountain of spam.

The first she opened was from Isobel Walker:

Dear Ms Sinclair,

Martin has been through my father’s old boxes in the attic. I’m sorry, he didn’t find any old Bibles, letters or any indication of any relative who had lived in America. There certainly wasn’t anything linked to the Wild West or Native Americans. Most of his stuff was books and photographs dating from the time he met our mother until she passed away in 1995.

There were some older pictures, though, they might help you. We can show them to you when we meet up on Wednesday.

The only unusual object we found in Father’s belongings was an old silver coin that was being used as a pendant, as it had a small hole drilled near the top and an old piece of leather attached. It seems to be Spanish, but we have no clue where our father got it. Shall we bring that too?

Regards

Isobel Walker

Jayne found it strange that Isobel made no comment on the family tree she had sent her last night. Wasn’t she interested in her past and her ancestors? And if she wasn’t, why ask Jayne to research them?

Perhaps it was Martin Walker who was driving this. His sister didn’t seem to be that bothered.

Jayne shrugged. At least the old pictures might give her some clues or a new way forward. The old silver coin sounded like something Joseph Walker could have picked up at a car boot sale. She’d take a look at it anyway.

The second email she opened was from Standing, the man from GEDmatch who shared DNA with the Walkers.

Dear Ms Sinclair,

Greetings from Pine Ridge.

Thank you for your email yesterday. It’s always good to hear from a genealogist researching somebody’s family tree.

I was particularly interested to discover your clients, the Walker family, apparently have Native American DNA which is somehow linked to one of my ancestors. I’m afraid I have no clue who it could be without more information.

Over the years, there has been much intermarriage between the Indigenous American population and the settlers to America. But you indicate your client’s family have never left England?

I checked Salford on the map and it seems to be an industrial area close to Manchester. Are you sure none of their ancestors came to America and then returned home?

Please give me a few days, and I will go through the archives of the Lakota to see if there are any connections to Salford in England.

Thank you again for your email. Please keep me informed of your progress in your investigation. We are always happy to discover new members of our tribe, even if they live in far-flung destinations.

Yours Faithfully,

Tony Standing Bear

Jayne re-read the response. It was a good message, offering hope for the future, but it didn’t give her any clue as to who the Native American ancestor of the Walkers was.

The third response she opened was from Ronald. He was probably confirming their lunch at twelve. He was always such a stickler for details.

Jayne,

Great to hear from you and even better to hear about your latest case. It sounds right up my street.

A couple of years ago, I found some old programmes and flyers for Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition at a car boot sale. They only cost me five pounds and I managed to sell them to a collector for £450.

Looking forward to seeing you at our usual place at 12.30. I’ll already be there waiting for you. Do you want me to order a cheese toastie and a baked potato with beans for you?

Ronald

Jayne re-read the message. As ever, it was rather cryptic from Ronald. Why had he suddenly mentioned Buffalo Bill?

She was used to this by now. Sometimes, Ronald’s brain seemed to jump ahead of itself, missing bits out of emails and communications. She often wondered if he had been diagnosed as being on the spectrum as a child. His focus on book collecting and his single-minded obsession with baked beans and baked potatoes seemed to suggest he might be.

She had never asked him, though, believing it was up to him to say something rather than for her to quiz him. When he was ready, he would tell her. In the meantime, she would just enjoy the fact that he was good at his job and even better at the detail, which she hated doing.

She guessed she would find out what he was thinking when she met him at noon.

She glanced at the clock. Time to respond to other emails and then to follow up on yesterday’s work. She realised she had missed out a potentially important part of her research. What had happened to Joseph’s mother? Had she died in the Manchester blitz, as the Walkers had said, or had something else happened? For the most part, the German bombing of Manchester was very rare by 1944. The only aerial attacks tended to happen in the south, where the doodlebugs and the V2s could reach.

‘I wonder what happened to her?’ she said out loud.

For a second, Mr Smith raised his head sleepily, glanced at her briefly, and then went back to sleep again. He had become very good at ignoring her recently.
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Chapter twenty-EIGHT

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

Lord Jim chuckled to himself as he finished reading the article. ‘Listen to this. The reporter finishes the piece with a version of the great Caesar quote: “Buffalo Bill has come, we have seen, and he has conquered.” What do you think of those words, hey? I would have loved to have delivered them on the stage.’

‘I think they were written by Major Burke. The publicist and his team often wrote the stories for the reporters. All they had to do was put their name to the article,’ said Harold.

Lord Jim harrumphed again. ‘Well, they are fine words. The article finishes like this: “Already, thousands of people of every class and all ages have seen the spectacle that we have briefly attempted to depict, and we may be certain their first visit will not be their last. We do not entertain the least doubt as to the complete success of the venture; we believe it is assured because it is so well deserved.”’

‘Sounds like it was definitely written by Major Burke trying to drum up business.’

‘Why do you say that, Harold?’ said Sid.

‘The show in Salford wasn’t a great success like it had been in London. I would be surprised if Buffalo Bill made any money from it.’

‘Why? The article says the place was packed to the rafters.’

‘There’s one big difference between London in summer and Salford in winter…’

‘The weather?’

‘Exactly.’

‘But I remember the show was indoors in Salford?’ said Tiny.

‘It was. Once the patrons were inside, it was warm and comfortable. But getting there was the problem. An open-topped tram in winter is not the best place to be.’

‘Don’t I know it,’ said Sid. ‘Used to drive a tram once. Nearly froze to death in the bad winter of 1889.’

‘That was a cold winter,’ said Old Bill.

‘Give me a warm factory any day.’

‘The audiences dropped in February. Sometimes, we were performing to half-empty stands. They picked up in March, though, and by the time we left at the end of April, we were playing to full houses again.’

‘Was everyone glad to go?’

‘Buffalo Bill was. He’d picked up bronchitis in the Salford winter and he coughed terribly. He still did every show, though. I’ll give him that, he never disappointed his audience. But he missed the wide-open plains of his ranch near the Platte River. There was talk about going to London again, but he was against it and so were most of the Natives. They wanted to go home.’

‘But you didn’t.’

‘I’d met Elspeth by then.’

‘That’s your wife’s name?’

‘It is.’

‘You haven’t told us how you met,’ said Lord Jim. ‘Is this another story you’re going to make up?’

Harold clenched his fists and was about to confront the old man when he felt Sid’s beefy hand on his shoulder. ‘Lord Jim, take that back. You can’t speak to Harold like that.’

‘I can and I will. We’ve heard all his stories but he hasn’t offered one shred of proof that he is a Red Indian. Why should I believe him?’

‘Because he says it is true.’

‘Some of my stories are true, but even I don’t believe them.’

Sid laughed. ‘Well, I believe Harold.’ He stared at the audience, daring them to contradict him. Lord Jim looked down at his feet again. ‘Carry on, Harold. How did you meet your wife?’

‘It was at church, actually, at a christening and a baptism. I’d seen her before, but that was when I first spoke to her. Or should I say, she first spoke to me.’

‘What did she say?’

‘I think it was “Hello”.’

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter twenty-NINE

December 1887–April 1888

Salford, England

In February, there was great excitement in the camp: the first child was due to be born in the small band since they had left their homes on the Great Plains over a year ago.

Both parents were Oglala Sioux. Little Chief was the second-in-command of the band to Red Shirt. He was a quiet man, a devout Christian, while his wife was a petite woman who worked hard around camp and had continued working throughout her pregnancy.

It was calculated by some, but not by Chasing Horses, that the child must have been conceived during the journey on the ship across the ocean. Little Chief was much teased by the other men on how he found the energy to make his wife pregnant while the boat was rocking from side to side.

Following his character, Little Chief didn’t rise to the bait of their taunts but kept silent, a wise move on his part, otherwise the taunts would have continued.

As was the custom, the men were excluded from the tipi where the birth was going to take place. All the other squaws helped Little Chief’s wife – her name was Good Robe – to prepare for the birth.

Two of the squaws were appointed to be there in the first minutes of the child’s life: Rain Woman, Red Shirt’s wife, because she was round and fat, and the parents were hoping their daughter would have plenty to eat in her life. The second woman was Bear Foot, who was always happy and smiling around camp. Even when the Salford weather was throwing its very worst at the human beings and the wind howled through the trees, she still had the sunniest disposition.

Rain Woman was given the task of making sure Good Robe gave the child its first feed, and Bear Foot had to clean her and wrap her in her first swaddling blanket.

At precisely 1.00 p.m. on February 8, just as they were preparing the horses for the afternoon matinee, they heard the first cries of an infant across the camp. A healthy, happy baby girl had been born to the delighted parents.

That evening, after the show, a council was called to decide the name for the child, with Red Shirt taking the lead. Unfortunately, there was no roast dog, as was usual to celebrate the birth of a child. The sensitivities of the local population wouldn’t allow it. It was decided that the young girl would receive two names, a Christian name and a Lakota name, as she had been born in both cultures.

After much discussion, with not a little argument, Chasing Horses suggested that one of the names should be Victoria, after the Queen who had watched their show. Another brave, Eagle Heart, suggested Alexandra, after the princess who had been so kind to them in London, while a third, Little Bull, suggested Frances, the name of the wife of the American president, Grover Cleveland. Chasing Horses had no idea how Little Bull knew this, as the warrior could not speak any English and nor could he read, but knew it he did.

The final choice was made by the parents of the young girl. She was named Frances Victoria Alexandra, and it was decided that she would be baptised at a ceremony in St Clement’s Church just a short walk away from the camp across Ordsall Park.

The choice of the Sioux name for the baby girl was much easier. After less than two minutes’ discussion, it was decided that she should be called Over the Sea, an apt name for a baby born so far from their homeland. Generously, Red Shirt gave her one of his best ponies as a present. The man could be extraordinarily benevolent when he wished.

Little Chief and his wife had long ago been converted to Christianity by missionaries at the Pine Ridge Reservation. In London and in Salford, they had gone to church on Sunday without fail. After his experience in Westminster Abbey, Chasing Horses sometimes joined them, but more often than not, a party the night before curtailed his enthusiasm for waking early on Sunday morning.

Little Chief and Good Robe decided their young girl should be baptised as soon as they felt she was strong enough to leave the camp. The child turned out to be both a good eater and a good sleeper, so after only a few days, it was decided to baptise her in St Clement’s on Wednesday, February 15, as it was Ash Wednesday and a holiday from the afternoon matinee for the performers.

It was another cold, windy day, but it didn’t dissuade the parents and over fifty of the braves and squaws to dress in their finest and parade across the park to the church.

Red Shirt was in his best buckskins, headdress and warpaint, while Little Chief wore a specially created headdress of eagle and hawk feathers for the occasion, which trailed almost down to his ankles. As the ceremony was to be in his local church, the proud father eschewed warpaint, deciding instead to celebrate the occasion, and Ash Wednesday, by daubing his face with a bright white ash he had created by burning some birch branches. The other braves raided the costume department of the show and made sure they were adorned with the most colourful blankets, bangles and trinkets.

The baby was less ornate, merely wearing a white christening gown and being wrapped in a slipper-like pink coverlet decorated with beads embroidered by the mother as she endured her pregnancy. Good Robe carried her baby in her arms on her walk to the church, rather than strapping her on her back in a papoose.

Buffalo Bill, Major Burke, Buck Taylor and many of the other cowboys were there too, all dressed in their finest for the big occasion. Buffalo Bill even used a special wax to twirl the ends of his whiskers into a sharp point.

Chasing Horses had a decision to make. He could put on warpaint and buckskins like the rest of their band or he could wear the new suit that had been made for him by one of the tailors of Salford. It was a suit of the finest wool, with a single-breasted waistcoat, braces, jacket and trousers cut in the most modern fashion. On his feet, he wore a pair of stout boots which he had polished to the brightest shine, rather than the soft moccasins he usually wore for the show. They pinched his feet but he suffered in silence, knowing they made his new outfit look very becoming.

After settling on the suit, he checked himself in the mirror and saw a Westerner, not a human being, staring back at him. His slicked-back short hair and the clothes made him appear to be one of the church congregation rather than a member of the Hunkpapa. Staring at himself, he realised he was no longer straddling both worlds but had firmly decamped to the West.

So be it. It was as his father had told him in the dream so long ago.

None of the other human beings said anything when he joined the procession to the church, least of all the happy parents. They all knew he was different from them.

The good folk of Salford and of the congregation turned out in force to watch the Sioux walk the short distance across Ordsall Park to the baptism at St Clement’s. Many tried to crowd into the church, but all the seats were taken, so they stood outside waiting for the human beings to come out.

Inside, the vicar – an austere man with a bald head, called Reverend Scott – greeted the visitors at the baptismal font and called the parents forward with their child.

As the interpreter, Chasing Horses stepped forward too. The vicar gave a reading from the Bible and then talked about what christening meant to the assembled congregation. Luckily, he stopped after every short sentence to allow Chasing Horses to translate into Lakota.

He then called for the godparents to step forward. The parents had chosen a local greengrocer, Mr John Walker, as the godfather for the child along with his wife, May, as the godmother. Little Chief and Good Robe had met the family in the camp when the Walkers had visited in their first week in Salford. They had soon become friends, attending the Walkers’ church with them every Sunday. Mr and Mrs Walker were generous people, often giving Good Robe extra vegetables and tonics from their shop to help in her pregnancy.

Chasing Horses had seen their daughter visiting Little Chief’s tipi many times, and had been struck by the way she held her head and her friendliness towards his friends, talking to them as if she had known them for years. He had long wanted to chat, but his innate shyness had prevented him from approaching her.

As Chasing Horses stared at the young woman, the vicar carried on speaking.

‘Sorry, what was that?’

The vicar repeated himself. ‘Parents and godparents, the church receives this child with joy.’

Chasing Horses translated as best he could, remembering all the words from his days at the Carlisle School.

The vicar continued, stopping occasionally for Chasing Horses to explain the ceremony to the Sioux.

‘Today, we are trusting God for their growth in faith. Will you pray for them, draw them by your example into the community of faith, and walk with them in the way of Christ?’

The godparents and their daughter answered immediately: ‘With the help of God, we will.’

The human beings, of course, remained silent, not knowing the responses. After this had continued for ten minutes, the vicar called the parents to move closer to the font. Good Robe took her baby out of its pink embroidered sheath and handed her to the vicar.

Gently, the vicar made a sign of the cross on her forehead after dipping his large thumb in the baptismal water. ‘Frances Victoria Alexandra, I baptise you in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.’

The congregation said ‘Amen’ as one voice. The new organ at the side of the church began a hymn, ‘Nearer My God to Thee’, which the congregation sang lustily, the sound rising to the high roof of the church. Chasing Horses recognised the tune, as did some of the Christian Sioux. They sang the words in Lakota in their deep basso profundo voices.

A short sermon was preached, followed by the passing-round of the offertory bowl. The human beings had been coached by Little Chief that the sum of one dollar – a week’s wages – was to be placed in the bowl and then passed down the line. Without fail, they all gave their offering, hoping it would help the young girl to live a long and happy life.

The vicar then made a benediction, the usual end to the service, but the congregation stayed, each straining forward to catch sight of the strange baby. The child was passed around to each member so they could briefly hold it, some even trying to kiss it. But Mr and Mrs Walker soon put a stop to that, lest it wake the child from its slumber. For some reason, Frances Victoria Alexandra had slept through the whole ceremony.

The human beings took this as a good sign, an indication that she had a calm and placid temperament. Chasing Horses wondered if Little Chief hadn’t given her a small drop of whisky to make certain she slept. But nobody ever found out the truth.

When the child was handed back to the parents, Mr Walker made her a gift of a handsome necklace created from all the coins of Great Britain. As he did this, Chasing Horses touched the silver coin his father had given him all those years ago. It had protected him all this time and he hoped it would continue to do its work in the future.

It was as he was holding the coin in his fist that Elspeth Walker approached him.

‘Hello. You did very well. It must be hard to translate so quickly all the time. Where did you learn the Indian language?’

He was tongue-tied, not knowing what to say as she stared up at him with her beautiful blue eyes. He mumbled something unintelligible.

‘You did it very well. The translation, I mean.’

Finally, he blurted out, ‘Yes,’ and then was silent again.

She glanced back at her father, who was now holding the baby as if she were his own. ‘It was nice meeting you, Mr…’

He thought about which name to give her. Was he Chasing Horses? Or Yellow Hand? Or Harold Chasing? Finally, he said, ‘Harold. My name is Harold. And you are?’

‘Elspeth. Elspeth Walker. My father is a good friend of Little Chief.’

‘I know, I’ve seen you around the camp.’

‘Really, you live in the camp? Are you one of the performers?’

He meant to say, ‘It is my honour to perform in the show.’ But what actually came out was, ‘It is my show to perform in the honour.’

She smiled at him. ‘You seem to have lost your ability to speak English, Harold.’

‘I know, it’s as if my tongue has been bitten by a snake.’

‘What a lovely image.’

Speaking was much easier now, the words just tripping off his tongue. ‘It’s a saying we have in Lakota.’

‘We?’

‘I’m a member of the Sioux. Not of Red Shirt’s tribe but another, a Hunkpapa, a member of Sitting Bull’s band.’

‘You’re an Indian?’

Didn’t she know? Had he changed so much in his time in England that he no longer looked like a human being?

‘I would never have guessed. You must have led an interesting life.’

‘I suppose I have.’

‘You should tell me about it one day.’

‘When?’

‘What?’

‘When should I tell you about my life?’

She laughed again. ‘Whenever you’re free?’

‘I’m only really free after the matinee show and before the evening show.’ He paused for a long time before finally blurting out, ‘Would you like to join me for tea?’

She smiled before glancing back at her father, who was finally handing the baby back to Good Robe after planting a kiss on her forehead. ‘I think that would be very nice, Harold. I look forward to it very much.’

‘Is tomorrow a good time?’

Another glance back at her father. ‘That will be good. What time should I come to the camp?’

‘Oh, we shouldn’t take tea at the camp, too many people. I’d love to meet you at Linley’s Tea Shop on Regent Road. If that is convenient for you?’

‘Linley’s is perfect.’ She held out her gloved hand for him to shake. ‘I will see you at five o’clock tomorrow, Harold.’

He shook her hand and she turned back to rejoin her father and mother, the proud godparents.
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Chapter THIRTY

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

‘Is that it?’ exclaimed Lord Jim. ‘You shook her hand and both of you went for tea?’

‘That was the first time we went out alone together. The first time we talked. And I suppose it was the time I fell in love with her.’

‘You fell in love over a cup of Tetley’s, cucumber sandwiches and a fairy cake?’ he snorted.

Harold gritted his teeth and calmly replied. ‘No, we fell in love – or at least, I fell in love – because I could tell her everything and she understood.’

‘You told her everything?’ said Sid.

‘I told her about my life and what had happened to me. She was a good listener, asking questions in all the right places. Then she told me about herself and her life and her dreams for the future. It seemed her father wasn’t a nice man – a bit of a bully, actually, dominating the family. She was an only child and he had already introduced three suitors to her whom he thought were a suitable match. The father had dreams of being more than a Salford grocer and his daughter was going to help him achieve those dreams. But Elspeth wanted more than that. She wanted to truly love the man she was going to spend the rest of her life with.’ A long pause. ‘I knew from that first meeting that I was going to marry her.’

‘Didn’t she have any say in the matter?’ sneered Lord Jim.

‘Of course she did, and it was going to create many problems for us in the future.’

Behind them, Mr Hopkins was ringing the bell.

‘Is it time for tea already?’ said Sid. ‘I didn’t know it was so late.’

‘Fish pie tonight,’ said Old Bill, levering his weary limbs off his cot and heading for the dining hall. ‘The chaplain told us this morning. It’s my favourite, good for my arthritis.’

The others began to stand up, joining Old Bill in the rush to the evening meal.

‘What happened after you had your first meeting with Elspeth?’ asked Sid.

Harold suddenly felt ravenous. He had been talking all afternoon, telling his story to the assembled inmates. He could smell the strong, sweet aroma of the fish pie as it drifted in through the open doors of the dormitory.

‘I’ll tell you after we’ve eaten, Sid. Nearing the end of my story soon, but I need something to eat to keep going.’

Sid could smell the aroma of the food now, too. ‘I know what you mean, Harold, the fish pie smells so good. You have to tell us how you ended up here, as well.’

‘That part of my story is probably not much different from yours, but I’ll tell you anyway. The story should have a beginning, a middle and an end. I learnt that at the Carlisle School. We Sioux don’t believe that, though. Everybody’s story is always continuing…’

‘Even when they’re dead.’

‘More so when they are dead, because it’s only then their story comes alive. But I need to eat now. I’ll finish the story after our tea and then you can tell me your story.’

‘Mine? Not much to tell, really. I was born, I worked and I ended up here.’

‘I’m sure there’s far more to it than that.’ He took his friend’s arm. ‘Tell it to me afterwards.’
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Chapter thirty-ONE

Tuesday, March 30, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

It took Jayne nearly three hours to find out what happened to Mary Walker, Joseph’s mother, and it involved a trip into Central Manchester. This was because she hadn’t died in the blitz on Manchester at all. The story was far more shocking and far sadder.

Jayne had opened up the best website for the period – Greater Manchester Blitz Victims – which detailed all the people who died in the city during this time. According to the site, there were 1,482 military and civilian victims – 649 men and 525 women with the rest being children under the age of 18, or people whose bodies were too badly damaged to identify. The names of those who had died were listed in alphabetical order. Jayne clicked on the ‘Ws’ and quickly found five people with the surname Walker, four of whom were male and one female.

The first listed was Stanley Walker, a policeman from Leigh who died when a building collapsed on top of him. The second was David Walker, who died in 1943 but was aged 70 at the time. The third Walker was actually killed in a German air attack on White Rock in Guernsey in June 1940, but because his residence was in Stretford, a suburb of Manchester, his death appeared on the list. The fourth Walker was a 45-year-old mother called Florence, whose entry included her 9-year-old son, Humphrey Walker, both of whom died in 1941.

Was this the family she was looking for? The address was in the right area – 489 Regent Road – but the names, ages and year of death were wrong.

Jayne quickly checked the street address on Google and found that 489 Regent Road was a pub called the Eagle and Child. Had the woman gone in there to shelter with her son and died when a bomb hit the pub?

She went back to 1939 and checked the register. The names came up immediately.

	Address
	Surnames and other names
	M or F
	Birth
	S, M, W, or D
	Personal Occupation
	See Instructions

							
	489 Regent Road
	Walker, John
	M
	12 March, 1893
	M
	Publican
	Air Raid Warden

	Ditto
	Walker, Florence
	F
	06 January, 1894
	M
	Publican’s wife
	——

	Ditto
	Walker, Terence
	M
	11 October, 1926
	S
	Scholar
	
	Ditto
	Walker, Leslie
	M
	23 July, 1928
	S
	Scholar
	
	Ditto
	Walker, Humphrey
	M
	18 May, 193
		Scholar
	


These definitely weren’t the Walkers she was looking for.

For a moment, she stared at the listing in the 1939 register. The father was a publican who may have been out doing his job as an air raid warden. A bomb must have landed on the pub, killing his wife and youngest son, with the other two children being injured or surviving. Jayne wondered if the man had come home from his night’s work to find his wife and child dead. What a sad story. She could only imagine the pain he must have felt on hearing the news and seeing his pub wrecked.

Jayne shook her head. There were so many sad stories to be found in family history, but she mustn’t be distracted – she had to find Joseph Walker’s mother.

So, what did she know? From her previous searches, not a lot. The one thing she knew was that Joseph had been an evacuee to the Lake District. Most evacuees returned home within a year of their evacuation. According to Martin Walker, his grandfather didn’t arrive back home until 1942. Perhaps his mother thought it safer to keep him in Ulverston.

The reason didn’t really matter, but if he did return home, it meant his mother was alive in 1942. The authorities would not have brought him back unless there was a close relative he was going to live with.

So, she had a time period: 1942 until 1949, when Martin Walker confirmed his father had left the home. Jayne went back to FreeBMD and googled deaths in Salford with the surname ‘Walker’ during those seven years.

94. Far too many.

She narrowed it down to women with the Christian name ‘Mary’ and the website gave her seven possibles, but none with the correct age. They all seemed much older than the age given on Mary’s wedding certificate. Had she lied about her age? Or was the FreeBMD site missing her death for some reason? She could order the death certificates for each of these women, but it would take time to get the results back and the cost would be significant. She needed to get permission from Martin and Isobel if she wanted to proceed in that direction.

Then she remembered a possible workaround. She had the address Mary was living at in 1939: 69 Hulse Street. What if she checked the Manchester and Salford rate books for the address? The rate books were yearly records of the occupiers and owners of properties, and included the amount of rate paid. They could be useful for filling in gaps between Census years or when the Census hadn’t been published yet.

The records were kept on Findmypast. She jumped on the site and entered the woman’s name in the search area for the rate books. It came up immediately, with Mary listed as paying the rates from 1936 to 1941, but that year was the limit of the records. At least it was now confirmed that Mary was still alive in 1941.

Jayne then checked the electoral registers for Manchester and Salford on Findmypast, but this time the records only went to 1940. Mary’s name was there until that year, but her husband’s vanished in 1936, the year he died.

She checked the clock on the wall. 9.45 a.m. There was nothing for it. She would have to go to Manchester Central Library in St Peter’s Square, where the rate book and electoral register records were kept for the period after 1941.

She made a quick call to the library to book a seat and rushed upstairs to get ready. With a bit of luck, she could find what she wanted before meeting Ronald for lunch at 12.30.

As she washed her face and brushed her hair, she felt the adrenaline of the search rush through her. What had happened to Mary Walker, and why was Joseph put in a home?

And then she realised this was all a bit of a sideshow. It wouldn’t help her find the ancestor who had provided the Native American DNA to the Walkers, but for Jayne, it was important that she understood what happened in the Walker family tree. If she was going to give them a report tomorrow, she was determined to research their line properly or not at all.
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Chapter thirty-TWO

Tuesday, March 30, 2024

Central Library, Manchester

As she descended from the tram in St Peter’s Square, Jayne stared up at the vast cupola on top of the library. She had spent more time than she knew in this place, as it was where most of the archives for Manchester were kept. So much time that the archivists and librarians knew her by name now. She even had her favourite microfilm machine – number 23 – that was away from the rest in a corner. Even better, its screen was clearer than the others, ensuring she could read even the oldest documents or newspapers.

She walked into the entrance. At least they had removed the thirty-foot-tall inflatable Santa Claus that had stood there over Christmas.

With Robert’s passing, the festive season had lost all its sparkle for her. She’d gone to see Vera on Christmas Day and they’d eaten together, but the rest of the time she had simply spent alone, reading, working or watching TV. Weirdly, though, she didn’t feel lonely.

But she realised it had been an incredibly selfish time, particularly when so many people were suffering around the world. Next Christmas, she had decided she would work at the homeless shelter again. It was time to give back something to those who were less fortunate than herself.

She walked through the library, passing the café on the right. At the local history desk, she greeted the duty archivist, a woman who had worked in the library for forty years and knew where everything and anything pertaining to the history of Manchester was hidden.

‘Hiya, Eleanor. I’ve booked number 23 for a couple of hours.’

‘Morning, Jayne. Haven’t seen you for a few weeks.’

‘I haven’t needed to come here for a while, but a rush job has come up and I want to check the rate books and the electoral registers for Salford.’

‘What years do you need?’

Jayne thought for a while. ‘1940 to 1950 for the rate books and the same for the electoral registers.’ She gave herself a couple of years on either side, just in case.

‘No worries, you can go and set up the machine and I’ll bring them to you. Who are you researching this time?’

‘The Walker family, and particularly a Mary Walker who lived at 69 Hulse Street in Salford.’

The archivist frowned. ‘The name sounds familiar. Where have I heard it before?’ She shook her head. ‘No, it’s not coming. The memory is not as good as it used to be.’ She laughed. ‘Not great for an archivist.’

‘It’ll come eventually. It’s probably not the same Mary Walker anyway.’

‘It’s not the name I remember, but the address. Never mind. As you say, it will come to me eventually. Probably by next Christmas.’ She laughed again. ‘Anyway. You get settled and I’ll bring the microfilms to you.’

Jayne walked over to the machine in the corner. She put the reserved notice to one side and took off her coat, hanging it over the back of the chair. Bringing out the Walker family tree and her pencils, she sat down and waited.

The archivist came over with the boxes of microfilms. ‘Here they are, Jayne. Still can’t remember why that address rings a bell. Isn’t it annoying when something is on the tip of the tongue and you can’t recall what it is?’ She placed the boxes on Jayne’s desk. ‘Old age… An incurable disease, unfortunately,’ she said, shaking her head as she walked away.

Jayne loaded the microfilm for the 1941 rate book into the reader and began searching. The records were held by area and then by street. She quickly found Salford and then Hulse Street. Every number had the name of the head of the household, called the occupier, the name of the owner, a brief description of the property, whether it was a house or a business, the full address, the rate to be paid, and any default on payment.

For number 69, Mary Walker was recorded as being both the owner and the occupier of the property. She had paid the rate of four shillings and owed nothing. The address was described as being a commercial premises: a greengrocer’s.

There it was again. The consistent use of the address since the 1881 Census as a greengrocer. She was sure she had the correct woman.

Jayne rewound the microfilm and loaded up 1942. Exactly the same information as before. 1943 and 1944 also had the same details. She couldn’t tell if Joseph Walker had moved back to the address, since only the head of household was listed.

She loaded up the 1945 rate book and looked at number 69.

It was blank.

All the other houses on either side were still occupied, but there were no details for number 69. What had happened to Mary Walker? Had she moved, leaving the shop empty and not paying the rates? Had it been bombed? Jayne had checked and there were no enemy bombings in 1945 in Manchester or Salford. In fact, the last recorded incident was a doodlebug that landed on a row of terraced houses in Oldham, killing 27 people and seriously injuring 49 on Christmas Eve, 1944. According to the records, these were the region’s final bombing casualties of the war, which ended five months later in May 1945.

What had happened to Mary? Had she died, as the Walkers had said, or had she departed from Salford, leaving her son to be looked after by a children’s home?

Just then, the archivist approached her. ‘I’ve finally remembered why the address rang a bell. Took me ages to get it and then, suddenly, it popped into my head.’

‘Why do you remember 69 Hulse Street?’

‘It was the scene of a famous murder. You didn’t know? It was in all the papers at the time. Shocking, it was.’
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Chapter THIRTY-THREE

Tuesday, March 30, 2024

Central Library, Manchester

‘What?’ Jayne stared up at the archivist in disbelief.

‘69 Hulse Street, it’s quite famous. The 10 Rillington Place of Manchester?’

‘What do you mean? The address was occupied by somebody like John Christie?’

‘No, I mean in terms of murder – the address is famous. Apparently, a male friend of Mrs Walker, her lover, it’s said, returned from the army on leave unexpectedly to find her in bed with an American soldier and a child fast asleep in the room next door.’

‘Really? That sounds awful.’

‘He killed both of them and then turned his rifle on himself. I can find the article in the Manchester Evening News if you want. It was a big scandal at the time and a bit of a diplomatic incident. The American was an officer, apparently – some general’s son, while the lover was only a private. Let me find the newspaper article for you.’

Jayne rewound the rate book microfilm while Eleanor went off to find the reel for the Manchester Evening News of 1945.

She returned two minutes later. ‘Here it is. I think the incident was in February.’

Jayne wound the microfilm through the machine and fast-forwarded to February, eventually finding the first report on February 23.

She began reading as Eleanor stood over her.

Horror Murders in Salford

The bodies of three people were found yesterday at 69 Hulse Street in Salford. Two had been horribly stabbed with an army-issue bayonet. Mary Walker, aged 43, and an American officer, Captain Dale Ingram, were both found naked upstairs in a bedroom and died of their wounds at the scene of the crime. A private in the Royal Warwickshire Regiment, Steven Johnson, 6108945, was found in the living room with a gunshot wound to the head. He died later in hospital.

The address, 69 Hulse Street, was a greengrocer’s store that had been open many years previously and had been run by the family for a long time. Downstairs was the shop and upstairs was where the family lived – in this case, Mrs Walker and her son, Joseph, aged 12.

According to neighbours interviewed at the scene, the private – a friend of Mrs Walker’s – arrived unexpectedly, discovering her in a state of undress in the bedroom with the captain lying beside her. The neighbours reported shouting and screaming and the police were called. Before they arrived, a loud gunshot was heard and then silence.

The young boy, Joseph Walker, rushed out of the property, screaming that his mother had been killed. A police constable patrolling in the area, PC Charles Clements, arrived at the scene and immediately ran to the police box to call for an ambulance and for help.

When the ambulance arrived, Mrs Walker and Captain Ingram were both dead. The soldier, Private Johnson, was rushed to Hope Hospital but later died from his wounds without recovering consciousness.

The neighbours reported that Private Johnson, whose home address was in Broughton, where he lived with his parents, had been seen occasionally at the greengrocer’s shop when he visited from leave. However, he had not been seen for a long time and was believed to have been serving in the European theatre after landing with his regiment on D Day.

Mrs Scott, the next-door neighbour, said, ‘There were always men going in and out of the shop at all times of the day or night. We couldn’t say anything because of the coupons. Mrs Walker was always so generous when she weighed out the butter and cheese.’

Apparently Mr Walker, Mrs Mary Walker’s husband, died in 1936, leaving the shop in the care of his wife and son.

A police spokesman said, ‘This is a tragic case involving the deaths of three people. Our investigations are ongoing and the coroner has been informed. We will notify the gentlemen of the press when they have been concluded.’

‘A tragedy,’ said Jayne. ‘Poor Joseph.’

‘Who’s Joseph?’ Eleanor asked.

‘The father of my clients, the Walker family.’

‘He never told them this happened?’

‘I don’t think so. He must have been nearly thirteen when it occurred. No wonder he buried the memories.’

‘What happened to him?’

‘He ended up in a children’s home until 1949, but then had a successful marriage and raised two children.’ Jayne checked the time. ‘I need to go. Eleanor, could I get a copy of the article for my records?’

‘No problem, I’ll do it right away for you. What a sad story…’

‘Every family has one, just not the one they expect.’
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Chapter thirty-FOUR

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

‘What a treat, I haven’t had fish pie for years.’ Lord Jim lay back on his cot with his arms behind his head.

‘Weren’t much fish in it, were there?’ moaned Old Bill. ‘More bones than fish.’

‘But I like the mash. No chewing with mash, the teeth ain’t what they used to be.’

‘Did you like it, Harold?’ asked Sid.

Harold thought back to the fish of his childhood. Caught in one of the streams and grilled over hot coals till the skin was charred and peeled away from the flesh. Inside, the rest was sweet and fresh, flaking off the skeleton as he pulled it apart with his fingers. ‘We used to give the heads to the old people to suck the marrow from the cheeks.’

‘Fish head? You ate fish head?’ exclaimed Lord Jim, sitting upright suddenly. ‘No civilised person eats fish head, it just isn’t done.’

‘Best part of the fish,’ Harold responded.

‘Why don’t you go on with your story, Harold,’ said Sid. ‘Ignore Lord Jim, he’d eat a fish head if he were hungry enough.’

‘Never. Not on my life. Not if I hadn’t eaten in five days. It’s not civilised, is it?’

‘Ignore him, Harold. Tell us what happened next.’

‘Nothing much to tell, really. We met in the café on Regent Road that day. I arrived early, at 4.45 precisely, and waited and waited and waited. It was nearly twenty past five and I was about to leave when she rushed in, breathless with her face flushed, and sat down opposite me. I’d never seen her more beautiful…’’

He paused for a while, recalling the way she tried to explain the delay.

‘I’m sorry, Harold. Couldn’t get away from the shop, my father, he—’

‘Don’t worry, you’re here now. It’s good to see you…’

He shook his head, seeing the rapt faces around him in the dormitory.

‘I ordered the tea, a few sandwiches and some fancies.’

‘I’d love a fancy now,’ said Tiny. ‘The way the icing melts on your tongue, leaving just sweetness behind.’

‘What happened, Harold?’ asked Harmless John, pinning his empty sleeve back to his shoulder.

‘Nothing happened. We just talked and talked and talked. I told her about my life on the Great Plains, about my father and mother, my horses, and my time at the school and in Canada. She told me about her father, his attempts to marry her off, and working in the shop every day.’

‘Sounds very boring,’ yawned Lord Jim.

‘It wasn’t. It was the most wonderful time of my life. Do you know what it feels like to sense that you’ve known somebody all your life but you only just met them the day before?’

‘No,’ said Lord Jim.

‘I know what you mean, Harold,’ said Sid. ‘I felt that with my Dora.’

Harold sighed. ‘And then I realised it was nearly seven o’clock and I had to be back for the show. I paid the bill and ordered her a hansom to take her home. It was as I helped her into the back of the cab that I first touched her hand. It was as if lightning had struck me through my fingertips, as if all my life had been leading up to that one moment: to be with her.’

‘Sounds like one of those soppy novels the women love to read so much.’

‘You never fell in love, Lord Jim?’ asked Harold.

The old actor thought for a moment. ‘Not really. There was always women – well, there always is when you’re on the stage.’ He smiled to himself and curled the end of his moustache. ‘Some of the women who came to see me were very forward in their affections. But I never married. Wedded to the words, I was, betrothed to the bard all my life, no time for women. But I do know what you mean about electricity being in the air. One time I was on stage, it was Chipping Norton, I think—’

‘We’ve already heard your stories, Lord Jim, it’s Harold who’s telling his now. Carry on, mate,’ said Sid.

‘Well, after that day we saw each other as often as we could, whenever she could get away from the shop, really. At the café many times, or she often came to the camp to see how Good Robe was, bringing something for the baby. The squaw would always leave us alone for a few moments each time Elspeth visited. One Sunday, I remember, I told them I was ill so I could miss the matinee. We took the horse tram to Eccles and went to the service at St Mary’s Church. Standing next to her and singing the hymn felt so right, so perfect, as if we had been doing it all our lives. Afterwards, we ate some Eccles cakes—’

‘Eccles cakes? Terribly things, like eating flies in pastry,’ snorted Lord Jim.

‘To me, on that day, they tasted like the best things I had ever eaten. We walked back together, holding each other’s hand and just talking about anything and everything. It was one of those wonderful spring days that happen so rarely in England; the sun was shining, the sky was blue and my heart was racing.’

The dormitory was quiet then. Even Lord Jim was waiting for the next words.

‘I knew then that we loved each other. I suppose I’d always known.’

‘Is that why you chose Eccles as your surname?’ asked Sid quietly.

Harold smiled. ‘How did you guess? But I’ll tell you how that came about later.’

‘What happened next?’

‘That evening, Buffalo Bill brought us all together after a show. It must have been around the middle of April—’

‘So you must only have known Elspeth for two months by then?’

‘But it felt like I’d known her all my life, and I know she felt the same way about me. Anyway, Buffalo Bill called us together. “My fellow Americans,” he announced in his powerful voice, “we have decided that the shows in this fair city will finish at the end of April. I must be honest with you that we have had a proposal for further shows back in London, but we have decided it is time to return home. We have been away for over a year now from our homeland. I don’t know about you, but I am missing the wide-open spaces of the Plains. It is time to go back. We have duly decided that we will return to America on May 7. Major Burke has already arranged performances there for the rest of the year. We will be leaving behind some of the animals in Salford – the mules, a buffalo, some reindeer and the bear are unlikely to survive the journey, so they will be auctioned to the highest bidder. We have already received several expressions of interest. Until then, let us enjoy our last few weeks in this city that has been so kind to us.”

‘I must admit the news shocked me,’ Harold continued. ‘I always knew we wouldn’t be there forever, but for it to end so soon, well…’

‘What did you do, Harold?’ asked Sid.

‘I did the only thing possible I could do.’

‘And what was that?’

‘I asked Elspeth to marry me.’
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Chapter THIRTY-FIVE

April 1888

Salford, England

The night that Buffalo Bill told them they were going to leave Salford, Chasing Horses’ father came to him in a dream.

‘It is time for you to become a white man. This is your destiny. I told you many moons ago this is what would happen.’

‘But, Father, are you sure? It means I would never see the Great Plains or my sister ever again.’

‘There is nothing there for you. Our old life is gone and a new one is yet to begin. Your sister does not need you, she has joined Bear Paw’s family now. You must stay here, this is your home. Marry the woman you love and make a new life far away from the Plains.’

‘But, Father, I —’

His father had already vanished, back to wherever he still lived and still hunted buffalo.

Chasing Horses lay awake for the rest of the night in his tipi, hearing the gentle sounds of Black Elk’s snoring on the platform next to him.

He was still awake the next morning when the camp began to rouse itself, the cocks crowing and the buffalo snorting in their pens.

He woke Black Elk. ‘I’m going to stay here.’

‘What? What did you say?’ His friend was still half asleep.

‘I’m staying in Salford. My father came to me in a dream and told me to stay here, marry Elspeth.’

‘You’re not going back?’

‘To the reservation? There is nothing for me there.’

Black Elk nodded slowly. ‘I saw this long ago in one of my trances. Remember when Surrounded By the Enemy died?’

Harold nodded. ‘They buried him in London although he died here, alongside Eagle Star.’

‘That day, he came to me and told me to stay, too. I’m not going back either. What would I do on the reservation but starve?’

‘Are you the only one staying?’

Black Elk shook his head. ‘Little Bull, Deer Hand, Iron Hawk, and one of the Cree, I can’t remember his name. They have decided to stay too.’

‘The old man isn’t going back?’

‘His wife and children were killed by Three Star Crook, so there is nothing for him to go home to. I have seen that he will die here. He knows it too.’

‘What will you do?’

‘I don’t know. There are other Wild West shows, not as good as Buffalo Bill’s, but they want people who can ride. Why don’t you join me?’

‘That’s not my future, I can’t be a human being any more. I’m staying here… with Elspeth.’

That afternoon, Elspeth Walker arrived in the camp carrying with her some Godfrey’s Cordial to help Good Robe’s baby sleep at night.

Chasing Horses went down on one knee and proposed to her, offering her a ring he had purchased that morning from one of the female outriders.

He took her hand in his. ‘Elspeth, the Wild West Exhibition is leaving but I can’t leave with them. I want… I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Will you do me the great honour of being my wife?’

Her eyes lit up. ‘Oh, Harold, yes, a thousand times yes. I would love to be your wife and spend the rest of my life with you.’ Then her face clouded over. ‘But my father, he won’t agree.’

‘What are we going to do?’

Her jaw tightened and she spoke firmly. ‘Leave it to me. Once we are married, he’s sure to accept you.’

* * *

‘But he didn’t, did he? And that’s why you’re here.’

The sound of Lord Jim’s voice brought Harold immediately back to the stark dormitory of the workhouse. ‘You couldn’t even provide for her and that’s why you’re here. Where is she now?’

‘With her family,’ Harold said softly.

‘She’s had to go back to the father who disowned her when she married you, hasn’t she?’ There was a triumphant note in Lord Jim’s voice.

All the other men were staring at Harold, waiting for an answer.

‘Yes.’

‘Hah,’ the old actor snorted. ‘The Great Indian Warrior couldn’t even provide for his wife and child.’

Harold leapt out of his bed and jumped across to Lord Jim. Grabbing the old man by the throat, he slowly lifted him upright, tightening his grip as he did. The actor struggled to escape, desperately trying to take air into his lungs, his eyes bulging in fear.

Harold felt a strong arm on his.

‘Let him go, he’s not worth it.’ Sid leant in closer. ‘Let him go, my friend.’

Harold released Lord Jim, letting him fall back on the bed, gasping for breath.

‘He’s a bitter, twisted old fart. It’s not worth risking the law for his scrawny neck.’ He turned Harold away from Lord Jim. ‘What did you do next? Sit down and finish your story. Mr Hopkins will turn out the lights soon, and I want to know what happened.’

‘Elspeth arranged everything. It was the happiest day of my life.’

Lord Jim was still holding his throat and coughing.

‘Ignore him and tell us what happened.’

‘On May 2, the Wild West Exhibition finished packing up their gear in preparation for the move to Hull and then onward to America. I packed one small bag and left the camp where I had spent five months of my life.’

‘Have you ever met any of your friends again? Didn’t Buffalo Bill come back to Manchester?’

‘He did, but I didn’t want to meet them. I had changed by then. I couldn’t face meeting the human beings again. I have never seen them since the day they left.’
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Chapter thirty-SIX

May 2, 1888

Exchange Station, Manchester

He waited for her on the promenade of the newly built Exchange Station. In front of him was a cacophony of horse-drawn carriages, people, food hawkers, newspaper boys, and tradespeople of all descriptions selling everything and anything a traveller could need. He was out of breath, having run across from London Road Station, carrying his bag through the hustle and bustle of Manchester.

Black Elk had come to him that morning.

‘Can you help us buy tickets to London?’

‘You’re definitely not going home?’

His friend shook his head. ‘We’ve decided to go to London and work for another show, Mexican Joe’s. He’s offered a dollar a day.’

‘I don’t have time, I’m meeting Elspeth at noon.’

‘Please, we can’t speak enough English to get there on our own. We need your help, just the way you needed mine at the Battle of the Greasy Grass.’

Chasing Horses couldn’t say no. He hurried them along and joined the five of them on the tram to London Road. Luckily, they all wore Western clothes and so were less conspicuous than normal. Buying the tickets to London had been straightforward, as Black Elk had already collected the money from each of his friends.

Before they left, Black Elk grasped his hand and whispered in his ear. ‘I dreamt last night you would change in this city. A galloping pony across the prairies became an eagle that took flight with a strange green vegetable in its mouth. It soared above the city, returning to its nest high in the sky where two hungry chicks waited.’

‘What happened then?’

‘I do not know.’ A loud, piercing whistle came from the train. ‘Goodbye, Chasing Horses, we will not meet again.’

And with that, he was gone.

Chasing Horses ran across town carrying his bag and now stood on the concourse of the station. Above his head, the clock struck twelve; deep, sonorous bells telling the travellers they had to hurry up to catch their trains to Liverpool, London, Yorkshire or Scotland.

Across the River Irwell, the clock on Manchester Cathedral began to strike, its sound harmonising with the deeper bells of the station.

She had to arrive soon; their train was due to depart at 12.20 on the dot.

Was she coming, or had her father stopped her?

The interview with him hadn’t gone well. Chasing Horses had worn his best suit and polished his shoes to a shine that Major Pratt would have been proud of. He’d knocked on the side door of the shop and was led upstairs to the living quarters by a maid. Elspeth was waiting for him in one of the sitting rooms.

‘Father is coming,’ was all she managed to say before the door opened and John Walker strode in.

‘What is it that is so important, Elspeth, the shop is full of—’

He stopped his sentence halfway through as he saw Harold standing in the corner, hat in hand. He glanced from his daughter and back to the man standing in front of him.

‘What are you doin’ here, young man?’

‘Harold has something to say to you, Father.’

Before he could speak, John Walker turned his back. ‘I don’t want to hear what he has to say, Elspeth. Ask him to leave immediately.’

‘He’s going to ask for my hand in marriage, Father.’

Harold took this opportunity to step forward. ‘Sir, Elspeth is correct. I would like to ask for your daughter’s hand.’

The words had been addressed to the man’s back. Slowly, John Walker turned around, his face flushed with anger. ‘How dare you? A man like you daring to ask for me only daughter’s hand. I’ve a good mind to call the police.’

John Walker raised his hand as if to strike Harold, who stood there, ready to take any blow the man was going to give him.

‘Father, how dare you? Harold is a good man, a kind man, and I love him.’

‘Harold, is that his name? And what’s he known as when he’s prancing around with paint over his face wearing nothing but leather and feathers?’

Harold stood up straight. ‘In the show I am known as Yellow Hand, but my Lakota name is Chasing Horses.’

‘See, the man doesn’t even know who he is. Doesn’t even know his own name. How can you want to marry a man like this, a savage?’

The grocer’s head went down and he paced around the room. ‘I knew this would happen. I told the wife we shouldn’t have been godparents to that child. This is what comes from being kind and caring.’

Elspeth stepped forward. ‘Father, Harold and I will be married whether you agree or not. I am old enough to decide my own future now, with or without your consent.’

John Walker stared at his daughter and softened his tone, taking her hands in his. ‘How can you marry this man? Only a few years ago, he was a savage living in a tipi and murdering soldiers. What have you in common with him?’

‘I know I love him, Father.’

‘You can’t love a savage, child.’

‘But I do.’

He snapped round to face Harold. ‘How dare you seduce my daughter? Get out and never come back!’ he shouted.

Harold advanced towards him, but Elspeth stood in his way. ‘Harold, please leave. Let me talk to him, let me convince him.’

‘You won’t convince me of nothing, young lady. You are not marrying this savage and that is that.’

At that moment, Harold imagined burying his tomahawk deep in the man’s skull, watching the brains spill out on the carpet, striking down on the man’s head again and again. It was only the look on Elspeth’s face that stopped him reaching for something heavy.

‘Please, Harold, go now. Let me handle this.’

So, Harold left. That night, he had been particularly aggressive when fighting the Cree during the show, drawing blood from one of their more stupid warriors, Running Deer.

Now, here he was, waiting for Elspeth at the station. He glanced across at the cathedral clock once again.

12.10. Would she get here on time?

Then he felt a hand on his arm. She was wearing a dark maroon dress and a broad hat with a half veil, and carrying a small portmanteau.

‘You came,’ was all he could say.

‘Yes. Let’s get the tickets, we don’t have long before the train leaves.’

‘Your parents?’

‘Mother has come round to the idea but father is still stubborn, saying he will never speak to me again.’

‘If you want to go back, I won’t blame you.’

‘No, he will come round eventually, once we are married.’

He picked up their bags and she took his arm as they strode into the station, looking for the ticket office on the right-hand side. The queue was short, and in no time they were standing in front of the kiosk.

‘Are you sure, Elspeth?’ he asked.

‘I’m never been more sure of anything in my life.’ She bent her head low to talk to the clerk. ‘Two return tickets to Gretna Green, please.’

‘Certainly, madam. That will be two pounds, three shillings and fourpence.’

Harold took the money he had been saving from his wallet and paid the man, receiving back two cardboard tickets in return.

‘You’ll have to hurry, the train leaves from Platform Five in seven minutes.’

‘This is the first journey of the rest of our lives,’ said Elspeth, a tight smile on her face.

Harold picked up the bags. Elspeth linked her arm through his, and together they strode off to catch their train.

In a few short hours, they would be man and wife.
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Chapter thirty-SEVEN

Tuesday, March 27, 2024

Deansgate, Manchester

Jayne rushed down John Dalton Street, taking the back way to Essy’s on King Street West. They always met in the same place, because it was the only café that met Ronald’s rigorous standards for baked beans, Lancashire cheese and baked potatoes.

She checked her watch – 12.25. She would have to get a move on if she wanted to arrive on time. Being late wasn’t an option for Ronald, he became terribly antsy and was more than likely to walk out of the restaurant thinking that she wasn’t coming.

After she had read the newspaper report on the murder of Mary Walker, she’d done a little more digging while waiting for the printouts of the news article. Steven Johnson, the private who had killed the American serviceman, was Mary’s lover and twenty years younger than her. In the morals of the time, she was branded a jezebel who had led this young, brave soldier astray. Testimony from neighbours only enhanced this belief with stories of parties, men leaving at all hours, and drunken fights in the once-quiet grocer’s shop. Jayne was shocked to read that Johnson received only 12 years for his crime, as it was downgraded from murder to manslaughter. She was about to research what happened to him when she checked the time and realised she was going to be late.

She’d quickly packed away her stuff, took the printouts of the newspaper article from the archivist, and ran out of Central Library.

Now, she crossed over Deansgate, down Bridge Street and turned right at Crazy Pedro’s. Essy’s was right in front of her and she strode in to find Ronald sitting nervously in his usual seat on the right-hand side, checking his watch, a half-eaten baked potato in front of him.

‘I was getting worried you’d forgotten or something had happened to you,’ he said without greeting her.

‘I’m only two minutes late, Ronald.’

‘I know, but you’re never late. Anyway, I’ve ordered your usual cheese and tomato toastie. You should try the jacket potatoes today, Sheena has put a little extra salt on the skin just like I asked her to.’

The waitress, on hearing her name, approached them. ‘Anything to drink?’

‘A flat white, please,’ Jayne said.

‘How’s the jacket, Ronald?’

‘Perfect, Sheena, the best yet.’ Ronald was already eating again before Jayne had even sat down. ‘But a few more beans would be even better.’

‘You ready for the second yet?’

‘Not quite yet, I need to let my enzymes dispose of this one first.’

‘Just let me know.’

Jayne took off her coat and laid it across the back of the chair, sitting down to face Ronald as he carried on eating.

‘Good afternoon, Ronald, how have you been?’

He held up his hand to stop her talking as he chewed the last of his food. Swallowing, he smiled back at her. ‘All good.’ He leant forward conspiratorially, looking to the left and right. ‘I think I’ve found a first edition of Orwell’s Animal Farm. It’s in Marple, but don’t tell anybody.’

Jayne leant forward too. ‘Who am I going to tell?’

He touched the side of his nose. ‘You never know who’s listening. It’s only five quid but I reckon it’s worth upwards of £2,500 at auction. Shame it hasn’t got the dust jacket, though. You know it’s subtitled “a fairy story”? Orwell always did have a sense of humour.’

‘You didn’t buy it?’

‘Not yet, I wanted to do my research first. Can’t just go ahead and spend five pounds willy-nilly.’

Jayne’s flat white arrived, courtesy of the smiling Sheena. ‘Right, Ronald, let me tell you about this little family history job I need your help on.’

‘The Native American DNA in Salford?’

‘That’s the one.’

‘Not surprising, really.’

Jayne’s eyes narrowed. ‘Why do you say that?’

‘Well, because of the visit?’

‘What visit?’

He rolled his eyes. ‘Of Buffalo Bill, of course.’

Jayne shook her head. ‘You’ve lost me.’

‘Buffalo Bill visited Salford with his Wild West Exhibition in 1887.  He spent the winter in the city, camping on the racecourse beside the Irwell.’

‘What racecourse? Salford doesn’t have a racecourse.’

‘It doesn’t now, but it did back then. It’s where MediaCity and all the big television companies are now.’

‘But the old Salford Docks and the Ship Canal are there.’

‘Exactly. The Ship Canal began construction in 1887 and was finished in 1894. It went right through the old racecourse where Buffalo Bill and his Indians performed.’

Jayne tried to take it all in. ‘So you’re telling me there were Sioux in Salford back then?’

‘At least one hundred of them. Plus cowboys, buffalo, reindeer and even a stagecoach. I’d love to ride in a real-life stagecoach.’

Jayne looked dubious. ‘You’re certain.’

‘For sure. About three years ago, I found some old handbills and posters for the Wild West Show in a car boot sale. They were stuck in an old box with some sheet music. Of course, I did my research and found out all about Buffalo Bill. He visited the area three times in all: 1887 to ’88, 1892, and again in 1902 to ’3. The handbills were from the second time he visited. Sold them for £450 each, made a tidy profit. I kept the poster, though.’

‘Hang on, one hundred Sioux came to Salford?’

‘At least. Most were men, but there were a few women – squaws, they were called. There was even a birth here. A baby girl was baptised at St Clement’s Church in Salford.’

‘Why doesn’t anybody know about this?’

Ronald shrugged his shoulders.

‘Where did you find out about it?’

‘The usual place. Central Library. And the John Rylands Library has a collection of original Buffalo Bill photographs and books. There’s even a book written by one of the Sioux who took part in the 1887 Wild West Show. A man called Black Elk. There’s a copy in Central Library, or at least, there was three years ago.’

Jayne swallowed down her coffee in one gulp and began packing up her things.

‘Where are you going?’

‘Where are we going, Ronald? We’re going back to Central Library to read your newspaper reports and to look at Black Elk’s book. Afterwards, we’re going to John Rylands to look at their Buffalo Bill collection.’

‘But I’ve still got another baked potato with cheese and beans to come.’

‘You can eat it as we’re walking there.’

Ronald reached out and touched the back of Jayne’s hand, then pulled it back immediately. He seemed as surprised as she was that it had happened.

‘The books and the microfilms will still be there in fifteen minutes’ time when we have finished eating, Jayne. We will leave then.’

Jayne was so surprised at Ronald telling her what to do that she simply nodded her head.

He signalled Sheena for his next baked potato and Jayne’s cheese and tomato toasties. ‘My mum told me never to rush my food, it only gives you heartburn. Now, sit and eat your toasties, I know you love them, and we will leave when we have finished.’
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Chapter thirty-EIGHT

Tuesday, March 30, 2024

Central Manchester

It was actually thirty minutes later by the time Ronald had finished his baked potato with cheese and beans, and was relaxed enough to start work again.

Jayne paid for the meal and she rushed back with Ronald to Central Library. Eleanor, the archivist, was surprised to see her again.

‘You’re back, I thought you’d finished for the day.’

‘New information,’ was all Jayne answered. ‘Is number 23 still free?’

‘Nobody’s on it at the moment, shall I reserve it for you?’

‘Please.’

Ronald appeared from behind Jayne.

‘Good to see you again, Mr Welsh. Let me just finish with Jayne and then I’ll help you.’

‘Actually, we’re together,’ Jayne added. ‘We’re looking into the first visit of Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition in Salford. When was it, Ronald?’

‘They arrived in late 1887 and wintered here, leaving in May 1888.’

‘Oh, when they stayed at the old racecourse? We have quite a few documents dealing with it, as well as most of the newspaper reports for the period. It’s quite a famous visit.’

Why does everybody know about this except me? Jayne thought.

‘I’ll bring you the newspaper reports of the period. The Manchester Guardian, Courier, Evening News, Mercury, and the Chronicle all covered it. Plus there are quite a few books on the subject.’

‘Great, we’ll start with the papers.’

‘Do you still have Black Elk’s autobiography?’ Ronald asked. ‘He was a Sioux who performed with Buffalo Bill.’

Eleanor frowned. ‘I don’t recall seeing it, but I’ll check and see if we still have it. Let me get the newspapers first.’

Five minutes later, she returned with a mountain of microfilms. ‘Here are all the Manchester papers we have for the period. Other local papers like the Stalybridge Gazette may have covered it too, the publicity was immense. I’ll bring them if you want, but I think you have enough to be going on with.’

Jayne stared at the reels. ‘We sure do. You take the Courier, the Guardian and the Chronicle, Ronald, and I’ll crack on with the Evening News, The Times and the Mercury. When did Buffalo Bill arrive in Manchester?’

‘Some time in December 1887, I think. I would start looking from there.’

It didn’t take long before Ronald found the first article in the Guardian, the large headline in bold, black letters.

Buffalo Bill thrills Manchester with awe-inspiring spectacle

It was followed by the subheads:

An evening where the Wild West comes to Manchester

Civic dignitaries astounded

Purpose-built heated theatre at Salford Racecourse

Jayne rolled her chair over to Ronald and together they read the long article describing the reporter’s visit to the show and the performances he had seen. When they had finished, Jayne sat back.

‘Well, now we know the Sioux were living in Manchester in 1887 and 1888, but it doesn’t get us any closer to finding out which one of them was the Walkers’ ancestor, does it? Let’s keep reading and see if there any more clues to who it could be.’

They continued going through the microfilms of the newspapers, finding many articles written during the period.

A fireside chat with the Wild West hero, Buffalo Bill

Our Red Indians visit Belle Vue

More exciting vignettes planned by Buffalo Bill

Red Indian girl christened at St Clement’s

A horse race between Manchester’s finest jockey and a Mexican Vaquero; who will ride the fastest?

Special trains to Salford Station and onward trams to the Wild West Spectacle, only seven shillings and sixpence including entrance

‘They were brilliant at publicity, weren’t they?’ said Ronald.

‘It was all about keeping Buffalo Bill in the public eye and putting bums on seats. Look at this article from the Manchester Courier in March 1888.’

Ronald scooted over to join Jayne as she read aloud.

‘“A visit to a Red Indian tipi in Salford. Your intrepid reporter steps into the home of the man who killed Custer.” He’s really laying it on thick, isn’t he? “It was not without a little trepidation that your reporter enters the tipi through a colourful blanket to discover the noble savage residing within. Red Shirt, chief of the Sioux, is a tall, proud man with exquisite strong features as if they were carved in granite. Wearing his war bonnet of eagle feathers and a face painted in stripes of red and yellow, this reporter feared for his life but couldn’t have been more surprised at the cordial welcome that waited inside. Our Indian chief does not speak the Queen’s English but his words were ably translated by another young Sioux, a man called Chasing Horses, who had been educated at the Carlisle School in Pennsylvania. It must be said, this young man’s English was equivalent in standard, if not slightly higher, than your correspondent. A testament to the efficacy of taking these noble savages and civilising them when they are young. The effect was most strange, though, hearing the words of our language beautifully spoken by a man wearing buckskins and warpaint.” He goes on in a similar vein for the next two columns. The Sioux obviously fascinated the people of Manchester.’

They were interrupted by the arrival of the archivist.

‘You wanted a book by Black Elk, Mr Welsh. The only one I can find in our collection is Black Elk Speaks by John G Neihardt, published in 1931. Is this it?’ She held out the old book.

‘That’s it, Mrs Hourihane – perfect, thank you.’ He opened it and began flicking through the pages. ‘I remember he describes his time in England… Here it is, in the chapter entitled Across the Big Water.’

They read it together, Ronald checking with Jayne before turning the page.

‘He obviously enjoyed himself in London, performing for Queen Victoria,’ said Ronald.

‘But there’s not much on Manchester and Salford, though, just a couple of lines. Here’s the interesting bit. He talks about getting lost and missing the boat back to America with a couple of his friends. Altogether there were six of them. A friend who spoke English helped them buy tickets for London and they joined another Wild West show there, Mexican Joe’s. It would be another year or more before he returned to Pine Ridge after Buffalo Bill gave him the money for the ticket.’

‘Huh,’ snorted Ronald. ‘Imagine getting lost and missing the boat when you know you are going home? And why didn’t they buy tickets for Hull rather than London? Buffalo Bill did more shows there before he left for America.’

‘It sounds like they didn’t want to return, doesn’t it? I wonder, who was the friend who spoke English and helped them buy the tickets?’

Then Jayne had an idea. She went back to an article written in the Manchester Chronicle about the baptism of the child at St Clement’s Church in Salford.

She scanned the first few paragraphs about the arrival of the Sioux in the church, all decked out in their best native clothes.

‘Here it is,’ she said, and read aloud:’ “ Reverend Scott waited while the baptism service was translated into the Sioux language by a young man whose original name was Chasing Horses, but who had been christening Harold Chasing by his teachers at the Carlisle School in Pennsylvania. He also led the group of native warriors in the singing of the hymns in their language. It was marvellous to hear the tones of the Salford worshippers harmonising with the deep voices of the Sioux as they sang Nearer My God to Thee”.’

She turned back to Ronald. ‘I wonder if this is the young man who helped Black Elk buy his tickets’

Ronald shrugged his shoulders. ‘I guess we’ll never know.’

Then something occurred to Jayne. Harold was the christian name of Joseph Walker’s father, was it the same man? But why had he changed his name?

Ronald interrupted her thoughts. ’There’s one thing we can do while we’re here. Central Library holds the parish books for all the churches in the area. Let’s ask Eleanor to bring us the microfilms. We know the date, so it should be easy to find. The newspaper article says the baptism was on February 15th at St Clement’s Church.’

Mrs Hourihane found the correct microfilm for them, and they quickly zipped through the document until they found the date.

‘Here it is,’ said Jayne.

Baptism: 15 Feb 1888, St Clement’s, Salford, Lancs.

Frances Victoria Alexandra Ogallala [Child] of Little Chief Ogallala & Good Robe

Born: 8 Feb 1888

Abode: The Wild West Exhibition at Manchester Racecourse

Father’s Occupation: Sioux Indian Chief

Notes: of the Ogallala Band of Sioux Indians [written after both parents’ names]

Baptised by: J. J. Scott

Witnessed by: John Walker and May Walker

‘They’ve spelt Oglala wrong,’ said Ronald.

‘That’s not important. What matters is we have the first link to the Walkers.’ She pulled out her notebook and showed him the family tree. ‘See, this John Walker must be the great-great-grandfather of my clients. Here’s here in the 1881 Census. But the problem is, he’s also in the 1871 Census. He seems to have been born and bred in Salford.’

Ronald was going through Jayne’s notes and printouts, checking the 1901 Census. ‘So who is this man?’ he asked, pointing to Harold Walker. ‘Haven’t you been able to find him on any Census?’

‘No, he’s not on the 1871, 1881 or 1891 Censuses and then he appears as the husband of Elspeth Walker on the 1901 Census. From the ages of the children, the couple must have married before 1889.’

‘Just when Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Show was in Salford. It can’t be a coincidence.’ Ronald checked it again. ‘And why does he have Walker as a surname? Surely, if he was the son-in-law, his children would have his name and not that of their grandfather?’

‘Perhaps his name was Walker too? But I haven’t been able to find any Harold Walkers of the correct age and address. It’s a mystery, Ronald, but there must be an answer somewhere.’

She glanced up at the time – 5.50 p.m.

‘Damn, I’m having dinner with Paul tonight at seven p.m.’

‘Can’t you put him off? We’re close, Jayne. We’ve just missed something but I don’t know what it is.’

Jayne thought for a moment. Could she put Paul off? Tell him she had an urgent job?

She remembered his voice from the phone call, almost pleading with her, and made a decision. ‘Sorry, I have to leave, Ronald. Can you keep on researching? See if you can find out more about the Sioux in Salford and Buffalo Bill. Message me if you find anything.’

‘Will do, Jayne. I might even go over to John Rylands and check their collections tomorrow morning.’

‘Great. I’ll call you later after dinner.’

She packed up her files, said goodbye to Eleanor and rushed out of the library to catch the tram back to Didsbury. What she needed was more time at work, not a meal with Paul, but she had promised him and would keep her appointment.

Why was he so keen to see her?

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter thirty-NINE

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

‘So you both ran away to Gretna Green to be married?’ asked Sid.

Harold nodded. ‘Elspeth had arranged it all: paid for a hotel, booked the blacksmith preacher and his wife as a witness.’

‘Is that still legal in England? I thought Gretna Green was in Scotland.’

‘Of course it is,’ said Sid. ‘You just have to say you lived in Scotland for a few weeks. My Dora wanted to run away to get married there but we couldn’t afford it. Did you get the certificate and everything, Harold?’

‘We signed the register in that old blacksmith’s shop with its white-washed walls and tools hanging from the hooks driven into the bricks. The place even had a large iron anvil in the middle. But for me, on that day, it was the most beautiful place on earth, far better than any church. I still remember our vows to this day, Elspeth chose them; “I promise to love thee wholly and completely without restraint, in sickness and in health, in plenty and in poverty, in life and beyond, where we shall meet, remember, and love again. I shall not seek to change thee in any way. I shall respect thee, thy beliefs, thy people, and thy ways as I respect myself”.’

‘Beautiful words, Harold.’

‘They are and we’ve both kept them till this day. The only real problem was when I sat down to sign my name on the register.’

‘What was the problem?’

‘I didn’t know what to write.’

‘You just write your name, don’t you?’ said Harmless John. ‘I didn’t, though. Never learnt to write, me, had to put an X when I married Marie.’

‘It’s not that I couldn’t write, I just didn’t know what to write. I didn’t want to be Harold Chasing any more, that was a name given to me by the school and just reminded me of the time I’d spent there. At the same time, I wasn’t going to be Chasing Horses any more either. I’d left Buffalo Bill and his Wild West Exhibition and also left the human beings. Elspeth saw me hesitating and whispered, “What’s the matter, Harold?”’

‘The preacher had his back turned so I told her the problem. “Just choose any name you want, nobody will know except me and you,” she said. So I thought for a moment about when I’d been most happy. I wrote Harold Eccles as my name, remembering the time I had spent with Elspeth on the day we decided we would be man and wife. Then I added “also known as Chasing Horses”. I realised that, even though I was staying in England, I couldn’t forget my Lakota heritage. It was part of me and would always be part of me.’

‘So you wrote both names and that’s how you got the surname Eccles?’

‘I’ve used that name ever since. I finally understood that each time of my life was accompanied by a different name. When I was young, I was White Tail. Then I became Chasing Horses as I grew up. When I went to the school, I became Harold Chasing, and on joining Buffalo Bill, he wanted me to be Yellow Hand. It was time for a new name to start my new life with Elspeth. I left behind all the rest and became Harold Eccles.’

‘Wish I could change names. I was born Sidney Shepherd and I suppose I’ll die with that name. Sort of makes sense, though, don’t it? A new name for a new life?’

The dormitory was silent.

‘We became man and wife that night and Joseph was born just over eighteen months later, and his sister two years after that.’

‘What did you do when you came back from Gretna Green?’

‘I had to find a job. Elspeth was wrong about her father. He actually became more angry with her when he found out we had married without his permission. We found a place to live and I worked in the stables of the tram yard for a while, then I found a job at Howarth’s Mill. It was funny going to work so close to where I had spent so much time as a Lakota in Buffalo Bill’s show.’

‘And now you’re here,’ said Lord Jim, ‘just like the rest of us.’

‘I’m here, but not for long. I’ll get a job and be back on my feet in no time.’

‘That’s what we all say. But we’re still here.’

‘I’m going to be different.’

Lord Jim snorted loudly, muttering under his breath.

‘Do you miss your time with the Sioux?’ asked Sid.

Harold thought for a long time. ‘I miss the closeness of my people. If one person starved, we all starved. If one person had food, we all had food. But I don’t miss our life; it was hard and it was tough, and once the buffalo were gone, there was no way we could survive except through the charity of the government. And there is nothing so cold as the charity of the government. I am happy to be here in Salford, despite the weather and—’

‘Harold Eccles? Is Harold Eccles here?’ Mr Hopkins’ voice boomed out across the dormitory.

Harold stood up from his bed.

‘Somebody here to see you, Eccles.’

Harold pointed at his nose. ‘To see me?’

‘That’s what I said, wasn’t it? Come along now, I don’t have all night.’

‘But visitors aren’t allowed at this time,’ said Tiny.

‘Visitors are allowed under special circumstances. Come along now, Eccles, look sharpish there, can’t keep ’em waiting all night.’

A buzz went through the men’s dormitory as Harold weaved his way past the bunks to the door.

‘The rest of you, lights out in fifteen minutes.’

‘Who is it here to see me?’ asked Harold.

‘You’ll find out soon enough, come this way. They are waiting in the bursar’s room. It’s the only one where we keep the fire going.’
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Chapter FORTY

Tuesday, March 30, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

It was already 6.40 by the time Jayne arrived home. For half a second, she thought about ringing Paul to cancel. This was an important moment in her research; she knew she was close to solving the puzzle of the Native American ancestor. Three solid hours working, perhaps, and she could surmount this particular brick wall. Sometimes, it was important to keep working to push on through it.

But then she realised he was probably already on his way and it would be incredibly rude to cancel an appointment ten minutes before it was supposed to happen.

Luckily, the restaurant was less than five minutes’ walk from her house. With a bit of luck and a very quick shower followed by an application of the lightest make-up, she would only be a few minutes late.

She closed her laptop and ran upstairs to get ready. As she was showering, she realised she wasn’t looking forward to seeing her ex-husband again, and a small part of her was worried he was going to ask her for something she could no longer give him. She hoped not, but the situation had to be faced. Better to sort it out tonight rather than let it simmer for months to come.

She grabbed a coat and rushed out of the house, hearing her high heels clicking on the hard concrete of the pavement. It had been a long time since she had worn anything but trainers, and she was enjoying how tall the shoes made her feel.

Exactly five minutes later, she entered the restaurant and approached the maître d’ but before she spoke to him, out of the corner of her eye she spotted Paul standing at their table. She rushed over to him, apologising for being late.

‘I’m so sorry, I was working and time ran away from me.’

He leant over and kissed her on each cheek. It was strange feeling his face next to hers after all this time.

‘You look great, you haven’t changed since I last saw you,’ he said, waiting for her to sit down. A waiter was hovering nearby to take her coat. She gave it to him and sat in the chair he had pulled out.

‘Thank you. Older but no wiser, I think.’

Paul’s face went serious for a moment. ‘I was sorry to hear about your dad, I know he meant so much to you.’

At the mention of her father, Jayne flinched. She didn’t mean to, but even the mention of his name brought back all the memories she had worked so hard to suppress.

‘It’s been nearly two years since he passed. I still think of him every day.’

Paul reached out and touched her hand. ‘These things take time. He was a good man. I’m sorry I couldn’t be at the funeral.’

Jayne nodded but said nothing.

‘Shall we order?’ he said brightly, changing the mood and the subject. ‘I thought we might have our usual, I see they still have it on the menu.’

‘The antipasti board?’

‘You remembered.’ He smiled. ‘And afterwards, the chicken Milanese for you and the lamb for me. Just like we used to have, washed down with a lovely Barolo. But first, a couple of glasses of Prosecco to start.’

She nodded her head in assent.

Paul beckoned the waiter in that authoritative manner he always had and gave their order, glancing at her as he did so.

When the waiter left, Paul stared at her for a long time. ‘I’ve missed you, Jayne.’

She didn’t answer, playing with the cutlery in front of her. What was going on here? Was he trying to win her back? What was the point?

‘You know, I used to think about you every day when I was in Belgium.’

‘I’ve heard the country has that effect on people,’ she joked, trying to lighten the mood.

He smiled. ‘True. There’s not a lot to do except eat and drink, and I did a lot of both of those.’

‘You didn’t enjoy it?’

‘Not really. The work and the people were lovely, but I missed England and I missed you.’

Luckily, she was saved from answering by the arrival of the waiter bearing their glasses of Prosecco. Paul lifted his and they clinked glasses.

He took a large swallow. ‘Lovely. The taste always reminds me of you – of us, actually, sitting here in this restaurant. We had so many good times, didn’t we?’

Jayne decided that this remembrance of their greatest hits had to stop. ‘Paul, what are you doing here?’

He smiled. ‘Having dinner with you.’

She put down her glass. ‘Look, we’ve been divorced a long time now.’

‘Six years,’ he interjected, reaching over the table and putting his hand on hers.

She pulled it away, letting it fall into her lap. She looked up and stared into his eyes, making sure he understood the message she was about to give him.

‘Paul, I’m not the same person I used to be. I’ve changed. I have become used to looking after myself, to being independent. Doing my work and enjoying myself… alone.’

The waiter approached the table and placed the large wooden platter down between them so they could share. ‘Signore e signora, tonight we have for you some beautiful Parma ham, olives from Sicily, mortadella, some Napoli salami and bresaola from Lombardy, a frittata made by our chef today, some fresh figs, a little fresh mozzarella and a slice of pecorino. Enjoy.’ He waltzed away, leaving them staring at the food.

‘Shall we eat?’ said Paul, seemingly ignoring her last statement.

Jayne tucked into the mortadella and the pecorino. As the food touched her tongue, she uttered a little squeak of joy. It had been so long since she had been here and she’d forgotten how good the food could be.

Paul ate silently without saying a word. Eventually, he put down his fork and stared at her. ‘I’ve missed you, Jayne.’

She was about to repeat her earlier statement when he put up his hand. ‘Let me finish. I missed you every day when I was working abroad, thought about you every day…’

‘But you were married to somebody else…’

‘I know. That’s what made it worse. I was with her but thinking of you.’

Jayne didn’t know what to say. For six years, she had avoided all these emotional dramas, concentrating on her work and enjoying being single. Now here he was, trying to bring it all back again.

He continued speaking. ‘It all got so bad for me. I was missing you and it affected my relationship and my work. Every day was such a nightmare for me. You weren’t there.’ He stared at her. ‘You should have been there, Jayne. I couldn’t handle the work and the life abroad without you. Eventually, I was drinking too much. I lost my job, I lost my wife and so I’m now back in Manchester.’

Was he really saying it was her fault that he was back? She decided to handle this as tactfully as she could.

‘Listen, Paul, I’m sorry that it didn’t work out for you in Europe. But you need to move forward with your life. Remembering what we had with rose-tinted spectacles isn’t going to help.’

He reached forward to touch her hand. ‘But what we had was great, Jayne, don’t you remember how good we were together?’

She pulled her hand away slowly. ‘Paul, that was a long time ago…’

‘It’s only six years.’

‘Like I said, a long time. I’m different, I’ve changed, I’m more independent. I don’t need – I don’t want – anybody else in my life.’

‘We all need somebody in our lives. Have you met somebody else?’

He still wasn’t understanding.

‘No, I haven’t met anybody else. But I enjoy being with myself and my work. I’ve found something I love doing more than anything else in the world.’

‘The genealogy stuff?’ he said almost sneeringly.

‘Yes, the genealogy work. I’m good at it and I help people with their family history investigations.’

‘That’s not a job, Jayne, it’s a hobby.’

‘It’s a job for me and it’s something I’m extremely good at. Now, we can either enjoy this wonderful food together or I can leave. Which is it to be?’

Of course, he replied that he wanted her to stay. But after that, the evening and the conversation was rather stilted, as if he resented her rejection of him.

For Jayne, he was still a child in a man’s body.

She tried her best to make the rest of the evening as pleasant as possible, asking him about his sister, his work and his plans for the future, but his answers were almost monosyllabic. Instead, he concentrated on the food and the wine, finishing most of the bottle of Barolo on his own.

As the evening came to a close, he tried one more time, using a slightly different tack.

‘When you fell to pieces after your partner was shot in Moss Side, I was there for you, Jayne. Supporting you, helping you, making sure you had everything you needed.’

What was he trying to do, make her feel guilty for rejecting him?

‘I’ll always be grateful for your support then, Paul, you helped me through a difficult period in my life.’

‘And now I need your help, but you are rejecting me out of hand.’

For a moment, she stared at him, seeing not a man but a small boy who couldn’t get what he wanted.

‘I’ll always be here for you, Paul, to help you as a friend.’ She put particular emphasis on the last word. ‘But we are divorced now and I would like to remain on my own for the time being.’

His face immediately brightened. ‘So, it could change in the future? I realise now I’ve tried to rush you into making a decision, I should have been more patient. How could you be expected just to drop everything for me? I’ll be more patient from now on, I promise.’

‘I don’t want to give you false hope, Paul. I like my life as it is, and I don’t want it to change.’

‘I understand. I mustn’t rush things, it will take time.’

However much she tried to explain, it was as if his ears were closed and he didn’t want to hear certain words. It was like a genealogist not accepting the truthfulness of a document because it was destroying the image of his family in the past.

The meal finished soon after, and outside the restaurant he offered to walk her home. She declined, leaning in for a quick hug before saying goodbye.

On her way home, she was torn; glad to have escaped from the dinner, but guilty that she no longer felt anything for Paul, a man she had once loved.

At home, she poured herself a large glass of Sauvignon Blanc and sat staring at the dark screen of her computer, unwilling to turn it on. Memories of her time with Paul kept flashing through her mind. Had she been right in rejecting him so forcefully?

Around her, the silence of the house felt oppressive. Had she become too used to being alone? To living all by herself with just a cat for occasional, very occasional, company?

The situation had become worse after Robert died. She missed her stepfather’s common-sense approach to life. What would he have said? Probably ‘Buck your ideas up, Jayne, you’re not a kid any more.’

She missed him so much.

‘Enough,’ she said out loud, switching on the computer and taking one last, large gulp of Sauvignon Blanc. There was work to be done and she still hadn’t found out the ancestor who had provided the Native American DNA.

Who was it?

She spent the next two hours going over her notes and preparing her presentation for the Walker family tomorrow. The more she looked at the family tree, the more she felt the answer lay in the sudden appearance of Harold Walker in the Census of 1901. Why couldn’t she find him in any other Census? And why did he have his father-in-law’s surname?

Could the births be illegitimate? The result of a liaison between Elspeth Walker and one of the Sioux when they were camped near the River Irwell? But Joseph was born in 1890, long after the Sioux had left for America.

She checked all the birth records and could find no registration for an Elspeth Walker as a mother, nor was any child baptised with her named as mother at any of the churches in the area.

She decided she couldn’t solve this problem tonight. Maybe she would never be able to solve it. She started to pack her bag and shut down her laptop when a ping told her there was a new message.

It was from Ronald.

Dear Jayne,

I spent a few more hours researching at Central Library, but didn’t turn up anything new on the Sioux or their time in Salford. There seems to be no record of the names of the people who missed the trip and stayed in Manchester, other than that of Black Elk.

I did find an obituary for Harold Walker in the Salford Gazette, though. He died in 1926. Here it is:

Salford Grocer’s Sudden Demise

The death of one of the stalwarts of the Ordsall area, Harold Walker, was announced by his son, Joseph, on Friday, May 2.

Harold Walker owned and operated the long-standing greengrocery on Hulse Street, founded by his late father-in-law. He was renowned as a member of St Clement’s Church and as a philanthropist, particularly for the poor of Salford. He had connections to Salford Workhouse, regularly giving food and supplies to benefit the residents. He joined the Board of Guardians in 1911, remaining a member until his death. His time as Chairman from 1917 to 1920 saw a relaxation of the rules of the institution as well as a commitment to providing a haven for soldiers and their families during and after the last war. Mr Walker leaves behind a son and daughter, Joseph and Angeline. His wife, Elspeth, pre-deceased him in 1922.

Nothing about his background or where he was born, I’m afraid.

Tomorrow, I will go to John Rylands and re-look at their collections. There may be something I didn’t notice last time I was there.

Yours, Ronald

Jayne wrote a quick thank-you note and then closed her laptop. She’d done as much as she could for that day. Tomorrow, she would take the Walkers through her findings.
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Chapter FORTY-ONe

Sunday, November 29, 1896

Salford Workhouse, England

Harold walked into the bursar’s room to find Elspeth and her father waiting for him. She immediately rushed over to him.

‘How are you? Have they treated you well? Are you eating?’

Harold calmed his wife down. ‘I’m fine, Elspeth. The people here are good, just down on their luck.’

She nodded once and then turned to face her father. John Walker was sitting on a bentwood chair in the corner, playing with the rim of his hat and not looking at either of them. Harold could only see the top of the man’s bald head shining in the light of the gas lamps.

‘Father has something to say to you, Harold. Don’t you, Father?’

The man took a deep breath and stood up.

‘I’ve come here today, Harold, to say I’m sorry.’ A long pause as he looked around the room. ‘To see a son-in-law of mine in a place like this, well, it breaks my heart. Elspeth was always a headstrong child, and I thought this infatuation of hers wouldn’t last long, but I can see I was wrong.’ He looked down and once more played with his hat before continuing. ‘Both of you have stayed together through thick and thin, for richer and for poorer, in sickness and in health. As my daughter has told me, she will be your wife until death do you part. She takes vows like those you made at your wedding seriously, does Elspeth. Well, what I’m about to say is…’ Another long pause followed by a sharp intake of breath. ‘What I’m about to say is, I hope you’ll forgive me and come and live with us. Just till you both get back on your feet, mind, it’s not charity, just a helping hand when you need it.’

The last words were said at speed as if the old man couldn’t get them out fast enough.

Elspeth looked from one man to the other. ‘You have more to say, don’t you, Father?’

Again, the man played with his hat before looking up. ‘If you’re of a mind, I want you to come and live with us at shop. You could learn the trade. It’s only being a greengrocer mind, but people always need food and Salford is as good a place as any to feed them. Myself and the wife, we only have Elspeth, we couldn’t have a son to carry on the business and the family name. Having the grandchildren and Elspeth back at home with us made me realise how much I missed them. So, there it is. You are welcome to come to live with us, if you want? And if you don’t, I will understand. I haven’t been the best father or father-in-law.’

‘What do you say, Harold?’ asked Elspeth.

Harold was quiet for a long time as his father-in-law’s surprising offer reverberated through his mind. At that moment, the words of his father in his dream came back to him.

‘You will become a member of a new family with a new name.’

He understood, then, exactly what he meant. This was his new family, his new tribe, his new home.

‘I will be happy to come and live with you,’ he said finally. ‘But first, I must say goodbye to the friends I have met here. I will come on Tuesday if that is allowed.’

‘Of course, Harold… I—’

‘There is one other thing I must do. If I am to start a new life, I must take a new name. I would like to be Harold Walker from now on, if that is agreeable to you.’

Harold had made his decision. Salford was to be his home and his life.
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Chapter FORTY-TWO

Wednesday, March 31, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

Jayne suddenly woke with a start and sat up in bed. Outside the window, there was just the faintest of glimmers of light in the Manchester sky.

What had she dreamt about?

She struggled for a few moments to remember, and then she threw off the bedclothes, running downstairs in her cotton pyjamas. In his bed in the kitchen, a sleepy Mr Smith stretched out a languorous limb as she switched on the light.

‘I see you’re back,’ she said to him. ‘Can’t feed you now, you’ll have to wait.’

He seemed to understand, curling his head under his paw and going back to his dreams of cat heaven.

She booted up her computer. Why didn’t she think of this before?

If I were a young woman looking to marry somebody from a completely different culture, she thought, I probably couldn’t do it in a place like Salford at that time. Elspeth’s father’s position was relatively prosperous and prestigious. Greengrocers were part of that class of people contemptuously termed by Napoleon as the ‘nation of shopkeepers’.

‘If I were Elspeth Walker looking to marry one of Buffalo Bill’s Sioux, I would go to Gretna Green.’

Jayne logged on to the Scotland’s People website and searched the marriage records, entering the date ‘1888’ and the bride’s name, ‘Elspeth Walker’.

Just one record came back. She had married Harold Eccles in Gretna Green on May 3, 1888.

Who was Harold Eccles?

Jayne had credits left over from a precious search, so she used six of them to view the certificate online.

Bingo.

There it was, amongst the 1888 Marriages in the district of Gretna in the Burgh of Dumfries. Harold Eccles, also known as Chasing Horses, a performer in Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition, married Elspeth Walker, whose address was given as Hulse Street, Salford. The groom’s father was written as ‘Dark Moon, deceased’ and Elspeth had given ‘John Walker, grocer’ as her father.

It all finally made sense. They had run away to Gretna Green to get married at the same time as Buffalo Bill was going back to America. Was Harold Eccles the same man as the Harold Walker who appeared in the 1901 Census? Why had he changed his name?

She printed out the online certificate and placed an order for the official version from the website, paying the £12 fee.

Jayne had one last check to confirm that Harold Eccles and Elspeth Walker were the people she was looking for. She opened up the tab for Ancestry and went straight into the 1891 Census.

If they were the right people, at that time they would probably be living in Salford under the surname of Eccles, with one child called Joseph.

Jayne typed in the information and crossed her fingers before pressing enter.

One result came back and there they were: Harold and Elspeth Eccles were living in Thomas Street, Salford, and they had one child, aged one year old, called Joseph.

Jayne closed her eyes and breathed out.

Bingo.
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Chapter FORTY-THREE

Wednesday, March 31, 2024

Didsbury, Manchester

Jayne walked into the cafe ten minutes early only to find the Walkers already there, drinking coffee and eating cake.

Martin Walker rose from his seat and shook her hand. ‘Great to see you, Jayne. Hopefully, you have some good news for us?’

She sat down opposite them. ‘Well, it’s both good and bad news, I think.’

Isobel Walker frowned. ‘See, I told you she would dig up some skeletons, Martin. You shouldn’t have asked to go poking in our affairs.’

It was as if Jayne wasn’t there.

‘Well, it’s done now. Let’s hear what she has to say.’

A little taken aback by this exchange, Jayne decided she needed a coffee before she began. She excused herself and went up to the counter, hearing frantic whispering from the brother and sister as she ordered her latte.

Returning to the table, she decided to bring everything out into the open. ‘I’ve prepared a document for you both, but unless you both want to hear what I have discovered, I suggest I don’t present it. The costs you have occurred so far have been minimal and I am quite willing to absorb them. What do you want me to do?’

Martin clenched his jaw and stared at his sister. ‘We would both love to hear you findings, wouldn’t we, Isobel?’

The sister nodded her head and slowly mouthed the words, ‘I would like to hear them.’

‘Good. Well I’m happy to say I’m pretty certain I have found your Native American ancestor and it looks like you still have relatives living in South Dakota.’

‘That’s great news, isn’t it, Isobel?’

‘I suppose so,’ the sister said sourly.

‘I’ve been in touch with Tony Standing Bear, a Lakota Sioux who still lives in Pine Ridge. I’m just waiting for his confirmation of my research from him. Hopefully, it will come soon.’

‘We do have Sioux blood, the DNA was right.’

‘DNA never lies.’

Jayne then took them through her research showing how Chasing Horses had married into their great-great-grandfather’s family and taken their name as his own.

‘He was a performer in Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Show?’

‘I’m sure he was.’

‘Perhaps this is where this silver coin came from.’ Martin held out the old Mexican coin still on its string or rawhide. ‘I thought our father picked this up at a car boot sale but perhaps he didn’t.’

Jayne examined the coin. ‘It’s certainly from the same area. Perhaps Tony Standing Bear will know what it is and how it relates to the Sioux.’ She placed it down on the table and took a photograph of both sides with her phone. ‘You said you had some pictures?’

He brought out a wallet. ‘Most seem to be of our mum and dad, but there are a couple of older ones. There’s one here of a woman standing outside some grocer’s shop with an American soldier. It must have been taken during the war.’

Jayne stared at the photo. This must be Mary Walker, and perhaps this was the captain who had been murdered with her in 1944.

‘I said there was some bad news as well. I think it concerns this woman. I’m pretty sure she is your grandmother, Mary Walker.’

Jayne showed them all her research on the murder of Mary Walker by Steven Johnson.

‘So my father was lying?’

Jayne shook her head. ‘I don’t think so. Sometimes people bury memories, particularly traumatic ones, by making up a different story. Eventually, over time, the made-up story becomes true in their minds, and the bad memories are buried so deeply they are forgotten.’

‘Why didn’t our father tell us?’

‘You have to remember you father was only twelve at the time. To lose his mother in such a shocking way would have been extremely traumatic.’

‘See, I knew there was something in Father’s past he was hiding,’ said Isobel, ‘but you wouldn’t listen, you had to dig it all up again.’

‘Our grandmother was murdered, Isobel, he simply couldn’t handle it. He may have witnessed the murder himself.’

‘Even worse, a grandmother murdered by one of her lovers while she was in bed with another lover. Martin, the shame of it. How will I ever hold my head up in church again? What if all the neighbours find out?’

Jayne finished her coffee and stood up; she couldn’t bear to listen to the bickering siblings any longer. They briefly stopped their arguing and looked up at her.

‘I’ve created a document for you and included my out-of-pocket costs so far and photocopies of all the relevant documents, including the email address of Tony Standing Bear. If you would like me to do any further work for you, I would be happy to oblige. You probably have other relatives living in both the UK and America which we could find. But before you ask me to do any more work, I suggest you decide between you if you really want to know about the past. Sometimes when you look into your family history, you discover things that you may want to leave buried.’

With that, she nodded goodbye to Martin and Isobel Walker and left them both still arguing as she exited the cafe.

Outside, she heaved a sigh of relief.

She had enjoyed the work, but sometimes dealing with difficult clients just wasn’t worth the hassle. 

She picked up the phone and called Ronald. He answered immediately as if he were waiting for her call.

‘Hi there. I worked out who the Native American ancestor was. Let me tell you how I did it.’

It was good speaking to someone who appreciated her work.
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Historical Note

This book, like many others in the Jayne Sinclair series, came about by chance. I was going through some old newspapers for another project and came upon an article that talked about the Salford Sioux and the discovery of a family in the area who had direct relatives living on the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation in South Dakota, USA.

The family were the descendants of a Blackfoot Sioux man, Charging Thunder, who had married a female rider in the Buffalo Bill show called Josephine (nobody ever mentions her surname) in 1902 and then remained in Salford and the Manchester area. He took on a Western name, George Edward Williams, finally dying in 1929 in Gorton, another suburb.

I then did more research on the Buffalo Bill shows in England. They visited three times, staying for nearly six months in their tipis on the cold and damp banks of the River Irwell during the winter of 1887–88, giving two shows a day to the citizens of north-west England. Many of the Lakota performers in this visit to the United Kingdom had actually participated in the Battle of the Little Bighorn ten years before, in 1876!

One small fact I read intrigued me. When Buffalo Bill and his troupe left Salford to return to America, they left behind six native American participants in the show. Black Elk, one of the Lakota who stayed behind, stated in his autobiography that he went to work for Mexican Joe’s Wild West show in London, but he seems unsure of the actual number who joined him. In an earlier letter home published in the Oglala Newsletter in Pine Ridge, he wrote:

‘Here the country is different; the days are all dark. It is always smoky so we never see the sun clearly. A little while ago this month, Feb 7 (the birth was actually on the 8th sic), a woman gave birth. This woman is called Imim and her father is called Little Chief. Now today on February 15th, they will baptise it and that baby will have the law.’

This is the baptism at St Clement’s Church in Salford, which I describe in the book. I visited the church, which still exists even though the area around it has changed completely. Gone are the terraced houses, the smoky factories and the textile mills. The racecourse has vanished, buried beneath the Manchester Ship Canal and Salford Docks, at one time the largest inland port in the world, over 40 miles from the sea. Even that has had its day, and the area is now occupied by MediaCity, where the BBC and ITV make and broadcast their programmes.

However, traces of Buffalo Bill still remain in the names of the local streets: Buffalo Court and Dakota Avenue.

Of course, Chasing Horses and the Walkers are created characters. But I hope I have remained true to both the spirit of those times, the energy and passion of Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Exhibition, and the feeling of being a stranger in a very strange land.

I am particularly grateful to the lay minister of St Clement’s, Walter Greenhalgh, the archivists at Central Library in Manchester for their help on sourcing documents and newspaper reports pertaining to Buffalo Bill, and to the staff at the John Rylands Library for showing me their collections. Most of the works can be seen online at https://luna.manchester.ac.uk/luna/servlet by searching for ‘Buffalo Bill’. There is a particularly wonderful photo album from the 1892 visit, which also features many pictures of the Lakota who lived in Salford during 1887–1888.

A word about language. I have tried to stay true to the language of the three periods in which the book is set, particularly in its description of the indigenous Americans. I chose to use Lakota over Dakota to be consistent. Apparently both words mean friend or ally but in different dialects.

I also feel at this point a need to apologise to any of the indigenous American people and  those of the City of Salford, if I have made any mistakes. I try to do detailed and exhaustive research for each book I write,  but occasionally errors do happen.

I apologise in advance if there any and hope you will forgive me.

I have tried to find out what happened to the young girl, Frances Victoria Alexandra Oglala, aka Over the Sea, who was born in Salford in 1888, but have not been successful. I presume she went back with her parents to Pine Ridge and lived the rest of her life on that reservation.

It also makes me wonder if there is a little piece of Salford in South Dakota, just as there are reminders of the visit of the Lakota to the north-west of England.

A connection that will always remain between two very different parts of the world.
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Author’s Note

If you enjoyed reading this Jayne Sinclair Genealogical Mystery, please consider leaving a short review on Amazon. It will help other readers know how much you enjoyed the book.

If you would like to get in touch, I can be reached at www.writermjlee.com. I look forward to hearing from you.
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Other books in the Jayne Sinclair series:

The Irish Inheritance

When an adopted American businessman who is dying of cancer asks her to investigate his background, it opens up a world of intrigue and forgotten secrets for Jayne Sinclair, genealogical investigator.  

She only has two clues: a book and an old photograph. Can she find out the truth before her client dies?

Get it here: https://mybook.to/irishinheritance

The Somme Legacy

Who is the real heir to the Lappiter millions? This is the problem facing genealogical investigator Jayne Sinclair.

Her quest leads to a secret that has been buried in the trenches of the First World War for over a hundred years – and a race against time to discover the truth of the Somme Legacy.

Get it here: https://mybook.to/sommelegacy

The American Candidate

Jayne Sinclair, genealogical investigator, is tasked to research the family history of a potential candidate for the Presidency of the United States of America. A man whose grandfather emigrated to the country seventy years before.

When the politician who commissioned the genealogical research is shot dead in front of her, Jayne is forced to flee for her life. Why was he killed? And who is trying to stop the details of the American Candidate’s family past from being revealed?

Get it here: https://mybook.to/americancandidate

The Vanished Child

What would you do if you discovered you had a brother you never knew existed?

On her deathbed, Freda Duckworth confesses to giving birth to an illegitimate child in 1944 and placing him in a children’s home. Seven years later she returned for him, but he had vanished. What happened to the child? Why did he disappear? Where did he go?

Jayne Sinclair, genealogical investigator, is faced with lies, secrets and one of the most shameful episodes in recent history as she attempts to uncover the truth.

Can she find the Vanished Child?

Get it here: https://mybook.to/vanishedchild

The Silent Christmas

In a time of war, they discovered peace.

When David Wright finds a label, a silver button and a lump of old leather in a chest in the attic, it opens up a window on to the true joy of Christmas. 

Jayne Sinclair, genealogical investigator, has just a few days to unravel the mystery and discover the truth of what happened on December 25, 1914.

Why did her client’s great-grandfather keep these objects hidden for so long? What did they mean to him? And will they help bring the joy of Christmas to a young boy stuck in hospital?

Get it here: https://mybook.to/silentchristmas

The Sinclair Betrayal

In the middle of a war, the first casualty is truth.

Jayne Sinclair is back, and this time she’s investigating her own family history.

For years, Jayne has avoided researching the past of her own family. There are just too many secrets she would prefer to stay hidden. Then she is forced to face up to the biggest secret of all: her father is still alive. Even worse, he is in prison for the cold-blooded killing of an old civil servant. A killing supposedly motivated by the betrayal and death of his mother decades before.

Was he guilty or innocent?

Was Jayne’s grandmother really a spy? And who betrayed her to the Germans?

Jayne uses all her genealogical and police skills to investigate the world of the SOE and of secrets hidden in the dark days of the Second World War.

A world that leads her into a battle with herself, her conscience and her own family.

Get it here: https://mybook.to/sinclair

The Merchant’s Daughter

After a DNA test, Rachel Marlowe, an actress from an aristocratic family, learns she has an African ancestor.

She has always been told her family had been in England since 1066, the time of William the Conqueror, and they have a family tree showing an unbroken line of male descendants.

Unable to discover the truth herself, she turns to Jayne Sinclair to research her past.

Which one of Rachel’s forebears is her African ancestor? And who is desperate to stop Jayne Sinclair uncovering the truth?

Jayne digs deep into the secrets of the family, buried in the slave trade and the great sugar estates of the Caribbean.

Can she discover the hidden truth in time?

Get it here: https://mybook.to/merchantd

The Christmas Carol

When an antique dealer asks Jayne Sinclair, genealogical investigator, to discover the provenance of a first edition of Charles Dickens’ A Christmas Carol, she is faced with one of the most difficult challenges of her career.

How does she find the family of the mysterious man in the hand-written dedication, when all she has is a name, a place – Victorian Manchester – and a date: December 19, 1843?

She has just three days to uncover the truth before the auction. Even worse, she faces spending her own Christmas alone, her family having decided to visit relatives in Scotland. 

Jayne is in a race against time to find the family of the man and the reason why Dickens wrote the dedication. Even more, she has to dig deep within herself to find the true joy of Christmas, a secret discovered by Charles Dickens many years ago.

Can she find the truth behind a Christmas past to deliver a Christmas present?

Get it here: https://mybook.to/Xmascarol

The Missing Father

Alice Taylor was adopted in 1942 when she was three years old. Her adoptive parents never told her about her birth family and even changed her Christian name. Now, seventy-seven years later, she wants to know the truth.

Who were her birth parents?

How did her mother die?

What happened to her missing father?

Jayne Sinclair, genealogical investigator, has just a few days to discover the truth before she goes for a well-earned break in Australia.

Can she discover the truth hidden in the chaos of the war?

Get it here: https://mybook.to/missingfather

The Irish Convict

After a mysterious letter is found in a family bible, genealogical investigator Jayne Sinclair is asked to research a client’s Australian ancestors.

The job seems straightforward; there is a comprehensive family tree and an obituary of the first of the client’s ancestors to settle in Australia, Annie Kelly, the founder of a famous department store.

But on digging deeper, Jayne uncovers a tangled web of lies, half-truths and deceptions. In fact, the more she researches, the less she finds.

Who was Annie Kelly? And who was the mysterious letter writer?

Jayne faces one of the most difficult and puzzling cases of her career. How can she discover the truth when all she has to go on are lies?

Get it here: https://mybook.to/irishconvict
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