
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Dublin Murder Mystery

        

        
        
          Napoleon Clancy Books, Volume 3

        

        
        
          James Dargan

        

        
          Published by Danny Boy Books, 2014.

        

    


Dublin Murder Mystery, A Napoleon Clancy Book, Volume 3

Copyright © 2014 by James Dargan

Published by Danny Boy Books

[image: image]

Book cover design by Barbara Debiec

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be  reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review



  	
	    
	      Also by James Dargan

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Bayside City Book

          
        
          
	          Dead Soprano

          
        
          
	          Purple Haze

          
        
          
	          Red Magic

          
        
          
	          Honey Bee

          
        
          
	          Killer Toast

          
        
          
	          Tiger Dawn

          
        
          
	          Bullet City

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Napoleon Clancy Book

          
        
          
	          Lenin's Ghost

          
        
          
	          Napoleon Clancy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Neo-Noir Crime Thriller

          
        
          
	          Pig Killer

          
        
          
	          Gun Smoke

          
        
          
	          Butcher Boy

          
        
          
	          Fat Cat

          
        
          
	          Fat Cat & Gun Smoke: Two Neo-Noir Crime Thrillers

          
        
          
	          Fender Bender

          
        
          
	          Sputnik Baby

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Napoleon Clancy Books

          
        
          
	          Spaghetti Junction

          
        
          
	          Cuyahoga Blues

          
        
          
	          Dublin Murder Mystery

          
        
          
	          Spanish Poodle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          God and the Lonely Emperor

          
        
          
	          In the Dole-Drums

          
        
          
	          Portrait of Love Lost and Found in Ukrainian Cornfield

          
        
          
	          The Miracle at O'Hare's Pub

          
        
          
	          Mister Blue Sky

          
        
          
	          Out of the Cage

          
        
          
	          Master Sisyphus and the Saveloy Men

          
        
          
	          The Legend of Montpelier Hill

          
        
          
	          Transatlantic, The Ballad of Thomas Fox

          
        
          
	          Zombiana Europa, A Zombie Apocalypse Survival Story

          
        
          
	          Red Corner

          
        
          
	          Papyrus Comic Hobo

          
        
          
	          Irish Puns & Jokes

          
        
          
	          Almost the Best Pun and Joke Book Ever

          
        
          
	          Carnival Dracula

          
        
          
	          Mushroom

          
        
          
	          Old Man Blues

          
        
          
	          Mojo

          
        
          
	          Shanghailand

          
        
          
	          Panda, Chinese Pulp Fiction

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1 



[image: ]




“Look at this, lads?” Barry says to a few of the locals in the pub. He's got his laptop on the bar.

Don, Fergal and Kieron are looking at the screen.

“What is it?” Kieron asks.

“A feckin' video me an' hairoil over there made when we were in America.”

Barry plays the video that I know he's showing them: a white disc – not really clear, mind you – is moving across the night sky. I know because I took the thing.

“I think it's a UFO – am I righ', Barry?” Fergal asks.

“Yer are indeed, big man... It's an unidentified flyin' object.”

“Ya jokin'?” Don says.

I'm back from America after a great holiday with my kids in Disney World. Barry's in Birmingham, too, after spending a few weeks in Boston with his brother Timo.

“Can I have a word with you, Baz?!” I shout across from where I'm sitting.

“Hold it there, lads,” Barry says. “What is it?” he then asks me.

“What the fuck are you doing, showing the YouTube video to every cunt who comes in here?”

“I'm only havin' the craic, kiddo.”

“We agreed in America we'd keep it to ourselves.”

“I know we did.”

“Then what are you doing?”

“I'm only havin' a bit of a laugh.”

“Did you tell them too?”

“Did I tell 'em wha'?”

“That we were on some chase for my kids?”

“No.”

“But you told Thomas and Dean that when they saw the video a few days ago.”

“I don't know wha' yer talkin' about,” Barry says with his innocent face on full mode.

“Thomas told me you showed him the video and that you told him what we were doing in America.”

“He's a feckin' liar.”

“He told me, Baz.”

“Wait till I see the cunt.”

Barry walks back to the bar.

“That's enough of tha', lads,” he says, slamming the laptop shut and leaving the bar to the door upstairs.

The lads look my way, knowing I've said something to Mr Fanning that he didn't like.

“Is tha' all true, Nappy, wha' yer saw like?” Fergal the Bergal says.

“Nah, it was just a plane or something.”

“Bollocks!” Don says. “That's a fuckin' UFO.”

I walk out of the pub, fuming – Barry's big mouth has gone and done it again.

But maybe I shouldn't complain about it. Things are better now than they were a year ago – now I've got a steady income flowing in, my reputation's growing and – above all other things – I've reconnected with my kids. I suppose I should add Chrissy too, my ex. She was stupid in the past getting into a relationship with Billy Bob, but I've forgiven her. If all goes well, my kids will be here in the summer and we'll spend some time in Ireland as well maybe.

Now that I've got some dough in my pocket, I've moved from the small bedshit – I mean bedsit – I was living in to a comfortable two-bedroom flat not too far away from where I was living before but far enough away so as not to be able to hear the screams and shouts off the Erdington chavs and scumbags on a Friday and Saturday night when they're all leaving The Bald Lime and knocking the five kinds of shit out of each other. Well, if they're going to do it, they better do it quick, and reduce overpopulation. 

I'm glad I moved, though. I've got a lot more space which will be greatly needed when my kids come to visit me.
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I get back to the flat and switch on the telly. It's a massive flat screen, more proof of my new found wealth of sorts. As usual, there's nothing on, so I turn it off and check my emails.

Seventeen since two in the afternoon. Most are the usual descriptions of problems people have with a request for help. And I get all kinds. Most, as before, are still usually to do with following blokes whose wives or birds think or know they're cheating on them. This kind of job is easy but doesn't pay so well. There's another one here: The woman's name is Sue Charlton and she's asking me if I investigate suicides. I don't really know what she means so I send her an email, requesting more info. 

No sooner have I pressed sent, that another email comes back from her, telling me everything:

DEAR MR CLANCY,

NINE YEARS AGO, MY SON, DAMIAN CHARLTON, SUPPOSEDLY KILLED HIMSELF BY STICKING HIS HEAD IN AN OVEN AT AN UNKNOWN ADDRESS. I, HOWEVER, HAVE NEVER BELIEVED IT. MY SON WAS SUCH A WONDERFUL MAN – FULL OF LIFE AND POSITIVE ABOUT EVERYTHING. I DON'T WANT TO GO INTO THE DETAILS NOW, BUT WOULD RATHER TALK TO YOU IN PERSON AT A GIVEN TIME AND DATE TO FURTHER DISCUSS.

IF YOU ARE INTERESTED, PLEASE REPLY TO THIS EMAIL OR PHONE ME ON: 345 567 22129.

I give her a ring:

MRS CHARLTON: Hello?

ME: It's Napoleon Clancy here, Mrs Charlton... the private detective.

MRS CHARLTON: Oh... Mr Clancy... You're so quick.

ME: That's what my ex-wife used- Err (coughing)... I read your e-mail and-

MRS CHARLTON: Can you help me?

ME: We'd need to meet first... When's convenient for you?

MRS CHARLTON: Anytime.

ME: Tomorrow?

MRS CHARLTON: Yes. Where and at what time?

ME: Maybe somewhere in town?

MRS CHARLTON: Where are you based, Mr Clancy?

ME: Erdington.

MRS CHARLTON: I live in Castle Bromwich. Would you mind meeting me at my house?

ME: Okay. What time?

MRS CHARLTON: Let's say half-past twelve... Is that okay?

ME: Yeah...
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“I've got some more work, Baz?” I say to Barry at the bar.

“Yea... Wha' is it?” Barry says, flicking a beer mat in his hands.

“A woman's son committed suicide some years ago and she wants me to investigate it. She thinks it was foul play.”

“Go on?”

“I don't have any details at the minute. I'm going to see her tomorrow.”

“Well, I tell yer wha', hairoil, if yer do take this one, yer goin' to have to start it without me,” Barry says with a depressing sigh.

“Why's that then?”

“I'm only after gettin' off the phone to a cousin of mine in Dublin. I have to go home. There's been a death in the family.”

“Sorry to hear that, Baz... Who died?”

“Ah, one of me aunts. Eighty-five, she was. Funeral's the day after tomorrow.”

“Fuck me, Baz, they don't let them go cold over there, do they?”

“They sure don't, kiddo.”

“So when are you going?”

“Tonight if I can get a flight.”

“Who are you flying with - Ryanair?”

“Bejaysus, sure I won't... Did I ever tell yer the time I was at Dublin airport?”

“No.”

“Well wait till I tell yer... D'yer not want another pint there?” Barry asks me, looking at my half-empty pint glass.

“Nah, I'm going in a minute.”

“But don't go yet because I have to tell yer first... So, I'm at the airport with me luggage. Now, it's after Chrimbo, an' I've bought a shiteload of stuff in the sales. Two heavy suitcases I have... Well, they're heavyish. I get to check-in. I put me suitcases down on the weighin' thing... An' guess wha' they say?”

“I don't know?”

“They say they're overweight.”

“An' were they?”

“I don't think so – I'd put 'em on the scales back in our Jackie's bathroom... Jackie's me sister.”

“And what did they say?”

“Well, this fella on the desk – he looks like Michael Fassbender, queer lookin' shite with his hair or gelled an' stinkin' like a Boots shop – says I have to pay for the excess baggage.”

“And what did you say?”

“I'm as cool as a cucumber about it, so I am, thinkin' it's a couple of euros.”

“How much was it?”

“I wanted to dig the fucker?”

“Did it cost a bomb?”

“A bomb, a bomb?” Barry's saying with his eyes staring at me like there's a bomb inside them and that they're going to go off at any minute, blowing me and him to pieces along with the pub and Kieron and the other few locals in the place. “Was it a fuckin' bomb? No, the cunts wanted to charge me a hundred an' fifty feckin' euros!”

“You what?” I answer in disbelief.

“Yea', a hundred an' fifty odd feckin' euros for the pleasure of havin' me luggage go through.”

“And what did you say?”

As always when he's irritated, Barry's big body surges towards me.

“Yer want to know?”

“Yeah.”

“Well I couldn't stop meself, could I? I just had to do it.”

“You had to do what, Baz?”

“I tell him he'll have to take it out of me nose, an' then I turn away from the little shite on the desk an' say in the loudest fuckin' voice I can: Don't fly with fuckin' Ryanair, they're cheatin' cunts!”

“Did you really do that?”

“I sure did, kiddo.”

“And what happened then?”

“They only go an' call for security to throw me out of the airport.”

“And did you get your flight?”

“Did I fuck. I ripped the ticket up an' took the fuckin' coach instead.”

“But I bet that was expensive?”

“No more expensive than the fuckin' amount they wanted to charge me for me luggage.”

“I suppose so, yeah,” I say with a nod of my head.

“An' another thing, hairoil.”

“What?”

“Before I left the airport I did me bit of evangelisin' an' I think I changed a lot of people's minds about fuckin' Ryanair. Tha' Michael O'Leary's a righ' robbin' fecker. Should be hung by the bollix for wha' he charges.”

“Well played, mate.”

“Because it's not on... He even had the idea of chargin' people for usin' the jacks on board, the fuckin' cunt. An' standin' places – surely you've heard of tha'?”

“Nah.”

“Yea', wanted to have standin' places instead of seats. Wha' a daft feckin' idea.”

“You're joking?”

“I am not... So hairoil, I'm gettin' a flight with Aer Lingus or another airline if I can.”

“And if you can't?”

“Fuckin' coach again.”

“You haven't shown anybody else that video on YouTube, have you?” I then ask.

“D'yer not trust me, kiddo?”

“No.”

“Well, that's a shame because I haven't.”

“Don't show anybody else.”

“I, I, Mr Eye.”

“I mean it.”

“Yer a gas man, so yer are, Nappy.”

“So it looks like I'm not going to see you for a while... How long do you want to stay over there for?”

“A few days tops. I'd like to see a pal in Athlone tha' I haven't met in a while if I get the chance.”

“Okay,” I say, downing the rest of my pint, “I'll text or phone you tomorrow about that meeting with the woman.”

“All righ', hairoil.”

I leave the pub and head home.
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I get to Mrs Charlton's house in Castle Bromwich at half-past twelve in my newly bought two-year-old Ford Focus. It's a nice gaff: upper-middle class. She's got some dough, that's for sure.

“Hello, Mr Clancy,” she says, opening the door. She's a tall woman in her sixties with an attractive face.

She brings me into the living room, where she offers me a drink.

“A coffee, please,” I say.

She makes the coffee while I take a nose around her living room. I can see a few pictures of a young bloke on the mantelpiece that I presume is her son who committed suicide.

“So, Mr Clancy – let's get down to business,” she says as she puts the tray down on the coffee table. “There's milk here and sugar in the sugar bowl. Please help yourself.”

“Well, what can you tell me, Mrs Charlton?”

She goes to the cabinet next to the settee and takes out a photo album.

“Here's my son, Nigel,” she says, opening the photo album. “This was when he was six... And here's one a year before he died...”

The sadness and grief in her voice is obvious and I feel sorry for the poor woman.

“When did you say he died again?” I ask.

“Eleven years ago. He was twenty-three at the time.”

“And it was suicide-”

“No!” Mrs Charlton butts in harshly. “No. He was murdered.”

“How do you know he was murdered?”

“I just know.”

“But in the e-mail, you stated the police said it was suicide?”

“They did say that.”

“And I'm sure they made a proper investigation regarding the death of your son, Mrs Charlton.”

“Are you a policeman,” Mr Clancy?”

“No.”

“Well, you sound like one.”

“Okay. I used to be.”

“I could've guessed.”

“Is there a Mr Charlton?”

“No.”

“Are you divorced?”

“No.”

“Is he dead?”

“Yes. Heart attack. It'll be four years in February... Nigel's death caused it in the end. It ate at him, gnawed at him like a rat. He's better off where he is...”

I won't take the case: I know Mrs Charlton would be a difficult person to deal with. She doesn't have Clare Jameson's younger years and nice body.

“All right... now,” I begin, finishing off my coffee, “telling you the truth, Mrs Charlton, I don't see how I can help you-”

“Excuse me?” she says, getting up. “what do you mean?! You must help me.”

“But the police said it was suicide, yes?”

“They did. But it wasn't suicide, it was murder.”

“Who murdered him?”

“Drug dealers.”

“And the house where he was found belonged to them?”

“No, it was a friend's.”

“Did your son have a history of mental illness, Mrs Charlton?” I ask. She looks at me, and I know she has the answer, but she won't speak. “Did your son have a history of mental illness?”

“He did, yes,” she eventually says.

“I don't know what to say, Mrs Charlton.”

“Say you'll take the case.”

“I don't know. I'll have to think about it.” I get up. “Can you give me some time?”

“How much?” she says with a sigh.

“A few days.”

“I'm counting on you, Mr Clancy.”

I leave Mrs Charlton's house and once I'm in the car, I phone Barry up:

BARRY: Howaya, hairoil?

ME: Where are you, Baz?

BARRY (groaning): In Dublin.

ME: What's going on.

BARRY: I'm in Ringsend now at me sister's gaff on the jacks havin' a terrific shite.

ME: When's the funeral.

BARRY (groaning): Tomorrow.

ME: So you'll be having a tot I suppose at the wake?

BARRY (groaning): There will indeed... be a few... gargles lined up.

ME: Which pub are you having the wake?

BARRY: It's called The Neptune in Irishtown... Anny way, what's the story with yer woman?

ME: I don't think I'm going to take the case, Baz.

BARRY (groaning): Why's tha'?

ME: I think it'd be more trouble than it's worth.

BARRY (groaning): Fair enough... Listen... I have to go... Me sister's callin' me an' I'm wipin' me arse.

ME: You're a dirty cunt...

I leave Barry and his number two to themselves.

No, I've decided – I'm not going to take the case, at least not at the minute. With Barry in Dublin, I can't see myself being able to do anything constructive on my own.
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I wake up with the sound of my mobile going off: it's Barry.

ME: Yeah?

BARRY (sounding nervous and tired): I'm in a bit of trouble, kiddo?

ME (rubbing my eyes and yawning): What's happened?

BARRY: Me nephew Colin's dead. He's been found in his flat in Irishtown.

ME: What happened?

BARRY: I don't know at the moment. It looks like foul fuckin' play though.

ME: How old was he?

BARRY: Twenty five. He's me brother in America's son. He was plannin' to go to America this month to see his ol' fella. I'm only just after talkin' to Timo... Jaysus, Nappy, I wouldn't wish it on anny fella.
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