JULES CHAPMAN
An old black man walks into a room and sits down on a bed, leaning his walking stick up against the leg. He swings his legs up onto the bed.
   “Cor.” He mumbles to himself.

   The home was full of elderly people and only one of them had a remarkable story to tell.

   Meanwhile, a man possibly in his thirties, was seated in the back of a taxi.

   “Jus’ coming up to the turning. Be there soon.” The driver said.

   The passenger nodded and looked out of the window, his eyes flickering across the cars, buildings and people that went passed as the car drove down the roads.

   “Nice old little town this.” He said.

   “Sure is. Lived here a couple o’ years. Taxi driving has actually made me more familiar of this town. It is a nice little town.” The driver answered, looking in the rear view mirror at the other man.

   The car slowed down and halted at the side of the road.

   “Thanks.” The passenger passed some money to the taxi driver and got out of the car.

   Across the road was an old church and on his side of the road was a building. A care home.

   It was large and old. There were flowers growing up the side of the building and there was a large front door which had a stain-glassed window.

   The man walked to the door and pressed the door bell. It was half a minute before someone answered the door. A lady with her hair scrunched into a bun, wearing an apron and a dress.

   “Hello.” She said.

   “I’ve come to visit someone. The name…Jules. Jules Cha—”

   “Mr Chapman. Yes, he’s upstairs. Follow me.” The lady let the man in and took him up some stairs to the second floor. It had a huge landing with lots of doors either side of the corridor which opened to rooms. They belonged to the people who lived there.

   “Here you go,” the lady opened the door. “Just talk clearly to him. He’s got trouble with hearing. OK?”

   “Yes. Thank you.” The man walked through the door and closed the door behind him.
   A black man, his eyes shut loosely, was in a bed. He was sat up and was half asleep.

   The other man stood at the door and stared at him. He walked to the bed and sat down on a chair that was beside it.
   The old man moved as he heard him.

   “Sorry. I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

   “’s okay. Who are you?” 

   “I’m Andrew. It’s nice to meet you, sir.”

   They shook hands.

   “Well who are you as in how do you know me?” Jules asked.

   “I’ve been doing some research on family history and have came across quite a few interesting things.” Andrew explained.

   “Sorry. Can you repeat that?”

   “I’ve been doing some research on family history.” Andrew repeated, speaking louder.

   “Oh, wow. What have you come across? Any interesting information?”

   “I came across you.”

   The black man sat there and went into a trance.

   “Are you okay, Mr Chapman?” Andrew asked.

   “Er…yes. Sorry.” He shook his head and continued to listen to what Andrew had to say.

   “I hadn’t realised I had any black relatives in my family. You were one I came across to have something quite amazing. You were in the war.” 

   Jules looked at the man and answered, “Yes, I was.” 

   “I found out that you are my                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    
Great, great uncle. My great grandfather’s brother.”
   “Which brother?” Jules asked.

   “Robert.”

   “Oh no. I wasn’t a real brother to them all. I got, you could say…adopted, into the family.” Jules explained. “Ma found me on the streets when I was a few months old. I don’t remember my real parents as I suppose I only really knew them for a few months.”

   “Oh so you’re not really blood related.” Andrew asked.

   “Nope. Sorry.”

   “It’s okay. You were, you say, adopted into the family?”

   “Yep. Like I said. Found on the streets by your…great, great, great grandmother. My ma. Oh, she was lovely. I do sure miss ’er.” Jules looked at the ceiling, he was thinking about his ma.

   Andrew coughed to get his attention.

   “Sorry.”

   “So how did you get across to London? You’re black so you must’ve been living in another country before.” Andrew said.

   “Well I reckon ma grandparents, my real ma and pa’s parents, must’ve moved over t’ London when there were new shipping links established in the mid eighteen hundreds. They probably had my ma and pa then and then they had me.”
   “How old are you?”

   Jules sat still and thought about it. He closed his eyes and tapped his hand on his lap.

   “Ninety five to this day. Born on the nineteenth of March in the year nineteen sixteen.” Jules answered.

   “So you must’ve been nineteen when you joined the Second World War then?” Andrew worked out.

   “Yes. Mist ma twentieth birthday with me family at home. It weren’t the best having your birthday in war. Didn’t get any nice presents and a nice kip in the afternoon.” 

   They both chuckled.

   “So when you were a boy was it hard for you to like…did you struggle knowing you were different to your family? ‘Cause they were obviously all white and you were the only black.” Andrew said.

   “I did struggle. I used to think I wasn’t supposed to be in their family. Being different skin coloured and all th—”

   A knock at the door interrupted their conversation.

   “Sorry, wasn’t interrupting anything was I?” a lady asked. “Here’s a glass of water for you, sir,” she handed Andrew the glass.
   “Oh thank you.”

   “And here’s your medicine, Mr Chapman.”

   Jules sat up and the nurse walked to his bed. Jules grabbed a glass of water from his bedside cabinet and held it in his hand. The nurse handed him two tablets into his other hand which he took in turn with a swig of water.

   “Great. Well, I’ll try not to interrupt again. Bye.” The nurse left the room, closing the door gently behind her.

   Jules placed his glass of water back on the side.

   “Now where was I? Oh yes. It was difficult being black because I thought I wasn’t right, I wasn’t meant to be in this family. I also struggled to just walk down the road,” Jules explained. “There were lots of white folk about and I thought again ‘Am I meant to be here? I’m not the same as everyone else.’”

   “Did you go to school?” Andrew asked, drinking some water from his glass.

   “I did. Ma and Pa paid out for me to go and I got a quite good education actually. I can read and I can write, but my writing is very difficult to read and understand,” Jules answered. “I went to school with other blacks and it made me feel more myself, if you get what I mean. Because I was with others who looked like me and they got the same feelings that I got.”
   “Did you do hard work at school?”

   “Well it was hard when I first started. I found it very difficult to write. As I’d grown up in London I was able to do some wiritng and I could read by the age of seven. Quite fluently actually. I must say, I did have trouble reading the long words!” Jules chuckled, making him cough.
   “You’ve got a nasty cough.” 

   “Pardon?”

   “You’ve got a nasty cough, I see.” Andrew said louder.

   “Ooh, yes. My poor old lungs are getting weak. ‘l that smoking I did. Obviously ain’t done me chest good.” He looked around the room. “Now, where was I? Oh yes, my childhood.”
