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1

I'm Napoleon Clancy. I know, first off’s the name. So how did I get it? Well, it was my old man’s fault. He was crazy about the French genius, and before I was born he'd been set on the name and fought with my old lady about it. She'd wanted something more traditional like Thomas or Francis or Peter, you know, after one of the Catholic saints. In the end, though, she relented, and my dad got his way. Okay, looking back I had a lot to deal with at school with all the mickey-taking and stuff, and I was always asking my dad if I could change it. But like he’d been with my old lady, he was exactly the same with me:

“Yer goin' to love that name one day,” he'd said.

So, yeah, once again, just in case you didn’t hear me properly, I’m Napoleon Kevin Michael Clancy, Kevin after Saint Kevin of Glendalough, in County Wicklow, Ireland, close to where my old lady was born. Kevin's my middle name and Michael's from my Confirmation. 

I’m a private detective, you see, ex West Midland’s police bobbie and Cleveland Police department cop back in the ol' U.S of A. I’m a bit short of work at the moment, though. I’ve got a small one-room office–come-flat off the Erdington High Street above a chip shop. I try to keep it quiet what I do with people I know. 

The High Street’s all right during the day. But at night everything changes, though. It’s a rough place then, but the Old fucking Bill don’t seem to be able to do anything about it. I mean, the Cop Shop’s only a couple of hundred yards away, yet the coppers are always too slow to react if there’s a bit of aggro or if something kicks off in The Bald Lime, the High Street’s most infamous pub.

And that’s why I exist and started this little activity after I got back from America. I’m here to protect people. I don’t charge a lot, I’m affordable – so if you need help, and you’re desperate, and nobody else can help you, then maybe you should hire me, Napoleon Clancy.

I haven’t had a job in ages apart from little bits and bobs like following some poor bloke's bird he suspects is cheating on him, and I’m a bit skint at the minute telling you the truth. 

I’m in my small flat above the chip shop and all I can smell is oil. It wouldn’t be too bad if it was curry – I love curry. I’m twiddling my fingers, reading The Sun.

I check my mobile. I haven’t had a call from a client in a month and it’s doing my head in. Times are desperate. More than anything, I’m praying for a bit of graft.

And then it happens, I don't know how, but it has: out from nowhere, my mobile rings – well it had to really or there wouldn't be a story. I pick it up. Fortunately it’s not my old lady or my brother or my ex-wife or the tax office.

ME (all official): Hello.

SPEAKER(woman’s voice): Is that Napoleon Clancy, private detective?

ME: Yeah... I mean yes... I’m Napoleon Clancy... Can I help you?”

SPEAKER: Hello. My name’s Clare Jameson... I’ve got a problem.”

ME: Don’t we all.

CLARE: My boyfriend’s gone missing.

ME: Has he?

CLARE: Yes.

ME: And do you suspect foul play?

CLARE: I don’t know what to believe really... I need your help. I heard you’re good, Mr Clancy, really good...”

My ego flies on high when I hear that. Yeah, I’m so good I haven’t had a sniff of proper work in ages.

ME: So what do you want from me?

CLARE: Can we meet somewhere? I don’t like talking over the phone.

ME: No problem – when do you want to meet?

We arrange a place and time: today in a quiet café in town at three in the afternoon.

I forget to ask her what she’d be wearing, as then I’ll be able to recognise her – some private detective I am.
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At a quarter to three I arrive at the café. It’s just off Broad Street and it’s a right funky little number. I order a coffee and sit down. I don’t drink tea much anymore – that's what living in America did to me: too much sitting in a patrol car, eating doughnuts and drinking coffee.

Three o’clock comes and goes. I start thinking that maybe this is some kind of a wind up and Barry – my partner of sorts – is having a laugh at my expense.

I phone Barry up just to check:

ME: Are you taking the piss or what, Baz?”

BARRY: Wha'...

Barry’s a big Dublin bloke who I’ve been working with on and off since I returned to Brum. He owns my local pub, but more about Barry later.

When all that’s been straightened out, just as I’m finishing the call, an attractive blonde bird walks in wearing a red dress that’d make Chris DeBurgh start singing that shite song all over again. She walks straight up to me carrying a file. I don’t know why she’s coming my way because she doesn’t know me from Adam. But maybe Adam's her brother so I don't say anything.

I stand up, as you do, trying to be a gentleman. I hope this bird’s Clare, she's fucking gorgeous.

I’m wearing a pair of blue jeans with a white shirt, smart casual.

“Are you Napoleon Clancy?” she asks me.

“Yeah I am.”

“I’m Clare Jameson. We spoke earlier.”

We shake hands.

“Can I get you a drink, a coffee or something?”

“A small latte, please.”

I order her a latte and we sit down.

“So, Miss Jameson-”

“Please, call me Clare,” she interrupts.

“So, Clare, what seems to be the problem?”

She sighs deeply, and begins:

“It’s my boyfriend, he’s missing. I haven’t seen him for a few days now.”

I take out my notepad and a pen from my jacket pocket. I’ve got to at least seem professional.

“Where did you last see him?”

“At home.”

“Where do you live?”

“Sutton.”

“And you last saw him at home?”

“Yes, before he went to work... It was on Saturday evening.

“What does he do?”

“He’s a manager at a nightclub.”

“Which nightclub?”

“The Mercury Rooms in town.”

The Mercury Rooms. Nothing surprises me. The Mercury Rooms is Birmingham’s equivalent to one of them casinos in Las Vegas in the 1960s and '70s – full of big-time gangsters and their coteries. I heard somewhere it’s the new hangout for some nasty Yardie cunts too. And not only that: drug raids, a murder that’s never been solved – so I heard – about ten years ago when a manager went missing and his body was found in a Manchester canal a few weeks later.

“You know the reputation that place’s got, don’t you?” I say.

“Well, I had my suspicions.”

“How long has he been working there?”

“Two years.”

“And how long have you been together?”

“Three.”

I’m having my doubts we’ll ever see her boyfriend alive again.

“And what about the police – why didn’t you go to them first?”

“I didn’t want to.”

“Why not?”

“I’m afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“A reprisal.”

“If he’s been kidnapped or taken or something – which we all hope he hasn't -” I begin delicately “- then who do you suspect?”

“What do you mean?” she asks.

“Do you have any suspicions to who could have done it?”

“A couple, yes, but that’s neither here nor there.”

“Who?”

“The club owner,” Clare says, taking a lipstick out of her bag. “Yes, he’s a shifty one.”

“What’s his name?”

“Paul Goldman.”

“Jewish?”

“As Jewish as Steven Spielberg.”

“Spielberg’s not practising,” I say.

“I didn’t know that.”

“And why do you suspect him?”

“Roger – that’s my boyfriend’s name – told me quite a few times he suspected Goldman was involved in organised crime in the city... He went on to tell me stories of Goldman’s activities from loan sharking to protection rackets to even drug dealing.”

“So what, Goldman told Roger this?”

“I don’t know... maybe,” Clare says, shrugging her shoulders.

This case could be exciting. I’ve never had anything with organised crime before, and though I know I could be heading into dangerous territory, I’m thrilled. Usually I have cases proving a husband's infidelity or checking up on someone for the social claiming sickness benefit when they doubt the person's sincerity. 

“So what is it you exactly want me to do, Clare?” I then say.

“I want you to find my boyfriend.”

“And that’s it?”

“It’d do for now.”

“You know the kind of people were dealing with, don’t you?”

“I’m fully aware, Mr Clancy.”

“Call me Nappy, please,” I say with a smile.

Clare giggles.

“What’s so funny?” I ask, though I know what it is.

“It’s your name.”

“What... Clancy?” I say.

“No, Napoleon – is it your real name?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, I have to say, Nappy, it’s quite unforgettable.”

“I’m glad it is... But if you don’t like it, you can call me the Emperor if you like,” I suggest with a smile.

“Why the Emperor?” she says.

“Well, he was an emperor, wasn’t he?”

“Who was?”

“The French bloke.”

“Which French bloke?”

“You know... Napoleon.”

“You mean Napoleon Bonaparte,” she says, pronouncing Bonaparte the way all English people do, as ‘Bonapart’.

“You mean Napoleon Bonapar-te – he was Italian.”

“I didn’t know.”

We then talk about the finer details: payment, requirements from the client’s side, and other things.

“Here,” I begin, handing Clare my business card, “take this... We’ll be in touch. I’ll send you an e-mail this evening about everything we’ve discussed.”

“All right,” she says.

Clare gets up, ready to leave.

“Okay, Nappy, so I’ll speak to you later.”

She begins to walk away.

“One more thing,” I say.

“Yes?”

“You said on the phone earlier I’m really good. Who told you about me – was it a recommendation?”

Clare laughs, before saying:

It was a joke – I do hope you're good, Mr Clancy,” she says as she walks away.

She’s some bird, a bird I definitely wouldn’t kick out of bed for farting on my face. 

I’m alone now at the table in the café. I know she’s minted and that if I do a good job I’m going to be paid some clever money – thirty quid an hour isn’t bad to trace her boyfriend and I’ll try to milk the hours as much as I can. Even though I’m praying the poor bloke's alive, I don’t believe it. Yeah, I’m sure he’s dead, especially if he’s mixed up with them lot from the The Mercury Rooms.

After paying for the coffees, I head home.
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Back in my flat, I switch on my laptop: I’ve got a lot of researching to do before I get down to all the nitty-gritty of proper investigating. But only half an hour in, I’m hungry. I nip to the local Chinese takeaway and order a prawn curry, fried rice and chips, fuel for my belly and  for the research I’m doing.

So there I am, laptop on my knees, checking up on anything I can find about Paul Goldman. From the off he seems pretty legit, a businessman involved in many areas, but I know it’s not really like that and if I’m who I think I am – which is a real-deal private detective – I’m going to have to really dig deep, find out how many illegal pies he’s got his hands in.

4

I get up the next morning fresh and ready to go. I’ve just had my breakfast and am putting my shoes on, staring at the photo of my two kids, Patrick 11 and Siobhan 6, now living in Cleveland with their mom – my ex-wife – and her Redneck boyfriend, Billy Bob from Alabama. It's heartbreaking I'm so far away from them but I had no choice really. I couldn’t live in Cleveland any longer – it was too dangerous, dangerous in the sense that I was on the edge with my job and I was about to ring my ex-wife's neck. I think I made the right choice in the end, even if carrying a gun was fun. It gave me a feeling of security and power and that I was in control, which is a lot more than the coppers in Brum. Okay, I’m not saying Birmingham is rougher than Cleveland, because it certainly isn’t, but not carrying a gun always has its risks, especially with some of the scumbags going around on a Friday or Saturday night up town, ready for a row with whoever’s up for it (and sometimes with innocent people too). In Cleveland those same scumbags - homeboys now listening to Wu Tang Clan and other shite rather than garage - are all strapped themselves. But at least the cops in America can protect themselves. In England the youth and criminals can do what they like. The police can do fuck all with only a truncheon like PC Plod and a poxy pepper spray to defend themselves. No, like I said, I wasn’t going to do that here, becoming another stressed out Bobby, bogged down with loads of paperwork from the bureaucratic mill that’s Westminster. That’s why, when I came back from America after my divorce, I decided against joining the police force for a second time.

I leave my flat wanting to cry. I miss my kids so much. I’d love them to be over here with me, but my American ex-wife is having none of it. I haven’t seen them for two years. I’ve been planning to, but I haven’t had the money recently – with a return flight from New York, then a flight both ways again from the Big Apple to Cleveland, accommodation in a nearby motel, presents for them and spending money to take the kids out, it’s impossible for me really. I intend to go, mind you, but I’m waiting on that big case, the one that brings me some serious dough – maybe this one will be the one, who knows?

So, where am I going for my first piece of the action in this investigation? Well, first off, I’m going to meet Clare again, this time at her gaff in Sutton Coldfield. I expect her to have a posh place – if you know what I mean.

I get to her big house at around tennish. She lets me in.

“So, Nappy, please sit down,” she says.

I sit down.

Clare’s wearing a nice skirt that accentuates her body and her boobs. I wouldn’t mind a bit of it myself, but there’s no messing about with the clients. I’ve got to have some rules.

She places a load of photos of her boyfriend – some of them are of him and Clare together on beaches and other exotic places, and a few more are group photos of them with friends.

“Who are these people?” I ask, picking up one of the photos.

“That’s Rod Wolski, Roger’s friend...Next to him, there, that’s Goldman,” Clare says, pointing at the overweight, dark-haired man in the photo.

And yeah, he looks shady all right. There’s definitely something dodgy about him. He reminds me of the small-time Italian-American hoods I used to bump into from time to time back in Cleveland. James Gandolfini types who’d put a bullet in the back of your head as soon as they looked at you.

“Were they close... I mean, are they close?” I say, realising I made a mistake right there by using the past tense.

“No, not really. It’s always been strictly business between them.

“Have you ever met Goldman?”

“A few times, yes, at parties.”

“What do you think of him?” There’s a nervous pause: Clare wants to say something but she looks uncomfortable. “Are you all right, Clare?” I then ask her.

“Yes... err, yes, he’s always seemed all right.”

“Even with you and Roger’s suspicions?”

“Yes – I’ll just make us a drink,” she says, getting up suddenly and rushing to the kitchen. “What would you like?”

“A coffee, please.”

I think she’s lying – no, I’ll rephrase that - she is lying. I reckon she’s afraid of something, or trying to cover something up.

Clare comes back from the kitchen.

“Do you take sugar?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I say.

“How many?” she says.

“Two,” I reply.

She puts two sugars in my coffee slowly and gracefully and hands me the mug. She's got great manicured nails.

“So, Clare, I need a bit more info on this bloke Goldman if I’m going to get anywhere, you know?”

“What were you doing before you got into this line of work, Nappy?” she asks me. 

I know what she’s trying to do – she’s trying to change the subject again, deflect the real issue at hand away, though I don’t see why it’s relevant: she supposed to be paying me to find her boyfriend.

“Is that important?” I ask.

“Yes.”

“I was a copper.”

“You were a policeman?”

“Yeah.”

“Where? In Birmingham?”

“Nah. In America, but before that in Brum too.”

“In America?”

“Yeah.”

“Which city?”

“Cleveland.”

“Why did you come back?”

“For personal reasons.”

“A woman?”

“I don’t think it’s any of your business.”

“So what’s it like living in America?” she asks me, seemingly insulted by the tone of her voice at my curt answer.

“It was fun... for a while.”

“Did you have a gun? I heard all American cops carry guns.”

“Yeah.”

“Did you ever have to use it?”

“That’s not an appropriate question, Clare.”

“Did you kill anyone?”

“That question too,” I answer nervously.

“Did you solve any crimes?”

She’s wasting her own time - I work by the hour, remember: thirty quid an hour. Does she want to go on in this way forever, because if she does, I can leave her gaff a very rich man.

“Mr Goldman,” I then say with a purposeful cough for attention, “what can you tell me about him?”

“Oh, yes,” she answers, “I was losing myself... Yes, Mr Goldman... he’s a bad sort, you know.”

“Do you think I’d be able to talk to him?”

“What for?”

“In connection to Roger’s disappearance?”

“I don’t think he’d let you.”

“Why not?”

“He’s a dangerous man.”

“And you’re definitely sure he’s the one who’s had a hand in it?”

“More than a hand.”

“Two hands then?”

“You’re not funny, Nappy – that joke was lame.”

“Then give me something to work on... friends at the club, outside of work, family even. I need to talk to people. Get some leads, you know what I’m talking about?”

“Yes,” she says vacantly, so vacantly, in fact, it looks like she’s just taken a shitload of valium or something.

“So who should I go to see first?” I ask, admiring the picture of elephants on the wall.

“What?” she answers. I repeat my question. “Oh, yes,” she adds, taking out a diary from her bag. She writes something down. A second later she hands me a slip of paper. “This is his parents' address. They live out in the sticks, near Norwich. Nice people. Maybe you can start with them.”

“Where’d you get the painting from?” I ask off the cuff.

“What painting?”

“That one on the wall... the elephants?”

“Oh, that one... what about it?”

“Where did you get it from?”

“Roger bought it me when we were in Kenya on a safari.”

“You were in Kenya?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve always wanted to go to Kenya.”

“What’s stopping you?”

“Cash.”

“Well don’t worry – find my Roger and you’ll be well rewarded.”

And that’s when I smile to myself, because with the cash I’ll be able to see my kids again in America. Yeah, maybe I’ll even be able to afford to take them to Disney World if the bitch lets me.

We talk for a while longer. She gives me some photos and a few phone numbers of people who know Roger, and I leave the place happy, knowing I’ve got some solid leads to go on.
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All that talking's made me thirsty. I get home, grab a quick sarnie and head to Barry Fanning's. Barry’s used to be a dive when it was called The Judge and was owned by one of the big Midland breweries. Barry Fanning – the pub’s owner – bought the place and made it a free house. In my opinion, it’s got the best Guinness east of Dublin, which can never be a bad thing. Now, when it comes to the west of Dublin – or west of the Great Blasket Islands because there are too many places in between that do a good pint – there are a few pubs in Cleveland that hit the spot: Jemmy Flood’s for one, a few hundred yards from where I was living with my ex-wife. Now, if I had to compare the two places when it comes to it, I’d have to give the final vote to Barry’s all in all, because as much as I hate to admit it, there was always too much of a plastic Paddy culture with Jemmy’s, your typical American-edge perspective to what it means to be Irish.

“Howaya, hairoil,” Dublin man Barry says to me as I walk in.

“Not too bad, Baz,” I say, placing a fiver on the bar.

Barry doesn’t need to know what I want. He pours the pint with precision, his hands careful, delicately holding the pint like it’s some special work of art.

“Did yer see yer man in the match last night?”

“No,” I say.

“Tha' Gareth Bale is some player, I tell yer.”

It hasn’t been good for the Villa recently. Like it hasn’t been good for the Cleveland Browns.

I take my pint and sit in the corner. Nobody has the foggiest what I do apart from Barry. I tell them I work in data input in town. That seems to work all right.

I start looking at the photos, trying to Sherlock Holmes my way to some investigative inspiration. Nothing works. I look at the slip of paper Clare gave me: on it there are three names with three numbers:

Dave Olsen

Trevor Savage

Alan Kerrigan

Olsen’s his assistant manager at the club. Trevor Savage and Alan Kerrigan are his mates. I’ve got contacts with his parents too, but I don’t want to rock the boat with his family till I get some concrete information from them three.

“Wha' yer doin’ over there, playin’ with yerself?!” Barry shouts over.

“Fuck off, you cunt,” I say.

Barry comes over to me.

“So wha' this time?” he says, picking up one of the photos off chance.

“A bloke’s missing – Jewish. His bird’s got me on the case.”

“Wha' d’yer reckon?”

“I think he’s dead.”

“Wha' does she think?”

“She doesn’t know.”

“Why doesn’t she just go straight to the police?”

“I don’t know. But I tell you something,” I begin, putting the papers and photos back in the folder, “if he is dead, some dangerous men have done it... Do you know anything about Paul Goldman, owns The Mercury Rooms up town?”

“Evil shite. Yer want to be keepin’ away from tha' fella. You’ll end up dead, yer will,” Barry says directly.

“But I need the money, and I’m in no fit state to turn down a job at the minute.”

“Sure, somethin' else'll turn up soon enough.”

“I can’t afford to wait on some poxy job following some bloke home from his lover or a dole cheat.”

Barry’s usually there to support me, lend a hand when I need one, both in a moral and physical sense. He used to be a member of the Gardai back in Ireland, you see, the Irish police force, before they kicked him out with an 'honourable discharge' when he killed a drug dealer in Ballymun, Dublin, for using what the judge said had been ‘over excessive force’ during arrest. After that he moved to England and started the pub racket, an area usually left for ex-footballers, not officers of the law. We met when he was running one of the Irish pubs in Digbeth a few years back, and we became friends. He's unofficially become an extra pair of eyes and ears and a mine of information, as his connections within the city’s Irish population are second to none.

Barry knows what it was like for me back in Cleveland. He knows Cleveland’s a dangerous place – even though he's never been there - far riskier to patrol than even the roughest areas of Dublin. I think he respects that about me – he knows I’ve got a pair of balls. And yeah, I suppose I have, especially when I was dealing on a day-to-day basis with little fuckers in hoodies, looking like Tupac Shakur with their thug-life mentality and tattoos all over their bodies to prove it.

Barry walks away, picks his fags up from the bar, and lights up.

One of the locals looks at him.

“Wha', this?” Barry begins, knowing he’s breaking the law, “Well I tell yer wha', I don’t give a shite.” He takes another drag. “It’s my feckin’ pub an' I’ll do wha' the hell I please.”

Barry doesn’t care about the fine he could get, but that will only be if somebody grasses him up, and in this place, nobody – I mean nobody – would. However, just like any gaffer, if one of the punters tried the same thing, he’d be fucked off out the place on his arse, the fag stuck up his hole in the process. In Barry Fanning’s there’s only one boss: Barry Fanning.

I swiftly finish off another two pints and leave Barry’s, walking the short distance home. I’ve got a bit more researching to do before I get down to some serious work in the morning, following up on my leads.
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Early the next morning I call Dave Olsen:

ME: Is that Dave Olsen?”

OLSEN: Yeah. Who’s this?

ME: Hello, my name’s Mr Clancy. I’m a private detective. I’m  calling about Roger Diamond's disappearance.

OLSEN (after a slight pause): Err, yeah, what about it?

ME: I’d like to meet up and talk about it.

OLSEN: Why?

ME: Just to ask a few important questions.

OLSEN (nervous): I don’t have time today.

ME: Tomorrow then?

OLSEN: Tomorrow?

ME: Yeah... Have you got time?

OLSEN: What time were you thinking?

ME: It’s up to you.

OLSEN: Is half one all right?

ME: Yeah.

OLSEN: Can we meet at the Mailbox?

ME: Yeah, okay...

We arrange to meet in a Mailbox cafe at half one the next day. I’m a bit pissed off with it because the Mailbox is expensive and I’ll have to buy the coffees. But then I remember I can just ask for a receipt and bill Clare for it when the job’s done, putting it down as expenses.
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I get there on time, but Olsen’s not around. Not that he would be anyway, or maybe he is, it’s just I don’t know what he looks like. Ten minutes later a bloke does show up, looking a little bit lost, so I can only presume he’s my man.

“Mr Olsen?” I say, standing up from the table.

“Yeah,” he says.

This Olsen’s a skinny bloke with ginger hair. Not a chance of him pulling any birds.

We sit down and I order two coffees.

“So, Mr Olsen, it’s about Roger Diamond.”

“What about him?”

“According to his girlfriend, he’s gone missing.”

“Go on?”

“Do you know anything about it?”

“What d'ya mean?”

“He’s gone missing. He’s disappeared.”

“Yeah. So?”

“And you’re not concerned?”

“Should I be?”

“Well, I think you should be as one of his colleagues.”

He looks at me arrogantly and I want to smack him in the face.

“Listen, whatever's happened it's nothin' to do with me, ya hear?”

“I'm not here to accuse anybody, Mr Olsen, I'm here to ask you a few questions about Roger Diamond's disappearance – can you help me?

“I suppose I can, yeah.”

“When did you last see him?”

“Last weekend.”

“When was it exactly?”

“Saturday night.”

“Were you both working?”

“Yeah.”

“And how was he?”

“What d'ya mean?”

“His mood – anything strange about him?”

“Not really, no.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah.”

“Who did he have contact with that night?”

“I don't get ya?”

“Who was he talking to: clients, friends, that kind of thing?”

“Different people.”

“Can you name anybody specifically?”

“Ah, come on, what's this?” he says, shrugging his shoulders.

“I'm only asking you a few questions, Mr Olsen. I know they seem trivial, but it's very important that I know.”

“I don't remember who he was talkin' to... Roger's a very popular bloke. He speaks to everybody, that's the way he is.”

“Was Paul Goldman in the club on Saturday night?” I ask.

“Is that important?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“I just want to know.”

“He wasn't, no.”

“How well do you know Mr Goldman?” I ask after a pause.

“Not very well.”

“Not very well – what does that mean? He owns the club. Don't you have any contact with him at all?”

“From time to time, yeah.”

“And what do you think of him?”

Olsen starts twitching and moving around uncomfortably in his chair.

“That aiyn't for me to say,” he answers with a sniff.

“What's not for you to say?”

“What I just said.”

“But surely you've got an opinion?”

“Yeah, I've got an opinion all right.”

“So what is it?”

“I aiyn't tellin' ya?”

“Why not?”

“Why are you askin' me all these questions?”

“Because his girlfriend's worried about him, Mr Olsen. I'm here because Clare Jameson hired me. She's just a concerned girlfriend... Please help me, help her.”

Olsen takes out his e-cigarette.

“Why doesn't she go to the cop shop if he's missin'? That's what I'd do.”

“I don't know. I got a phone call from her... Are you allowed to smoke in here?” I then comment.

“These things ya are, yeah.”

All the time I'm writing things down in my notepad.

“What about Mr Goldman – what can you tell me about him?”

“You've already asked me that question.”

“So you're not going to tell me?”

“He's all right,” Olsen says nervously, taking a drag on his e-smoke.

“Clare seems to think otherwise.”

“Aiyn't that women for ya.”

“And what about Mr Diamond – is he a good gaffer?”

“Yeah, he's all right.”

“Have you ever had any problems with him in the past?”

“I don't get ya?”

“Arguments, misunderstandings, threats?”

“Nah.”

“Are you sure?”

“Positive.”

“And you haven't heard about him being involved in something illegal, just like you haven't heard the same about Mr Goldman?”

“Never... what are ya gettin' at, Mr... err-”

“Mr Clancy.”

“Yeah, what kind of questions are ya askin'?”

“Questions that might get to the truth about Mr Diamond's whereabouts.” Yeah, he seems scared, shitting it really, and I don't know if I should carry on – I do anyway: “Listen... the basic thing is Roger Diamond's missing and I need your full cooperation if we're going to find him.”

“Ya aiyn't the police, are ya?”

“I'm not, no.”

Olsen gets up

“I'm goin'. I don't have time for this bollocks. It was nice to meet ya, Mr Clancy.”

Olsen walks out of the café.

So that's it: Olsen's got me nowhere. I've got Savage and Kerrigan to see now.
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An hour after the meeting with Olsen I ring Clare up again:

CLARE: Well?

ME: I met Dave Olsen.

CLARE: And?

ME: He didn't want to talk.

CLARE: Why not?

ME: I don't know.

CLARE: And how was he?

ME: What do you mean?

CLARE: Was he nervous? He's that kind, you know.

ME: He was a bit, yeah.

CLARE: And who are you going to see next?

ME: Kerrigan probably...

After the call, I try to get in touch with Kerrigan, but all I get is a voice message. I shift my attention temporarily to Trevor Savage:

ME: Is that Trevor Savage?

SAVAGE: Yeah. Who's this?

ME: My name's Napoleon Clancy. I'm a private detective. I'm-”

SAVAGE: Ya a what?

ME: I'm a private detective.

SAVAGE: What's ya name again?

ME: Napoleon Clancy.

SAVAGE: Ya takin' the piss-”

He ends the conversation by cutting off. I ring him back up:

SAVAGE (aggressively): Yeah?

ME: This is Mr Clancy – I need to talk to you about Roger  

Diamond's unfortunate disappearance.

SAVAGE (after a pause): What... Roger's gone missin'?

ME: Yeah... What, you didn't know?

SAVAGE: What's goin' on?

ME: I'd like to meet you if it's possible to talk about it. Could we meet today?

SAVAGE: Nah, mate.

ME: Why not?

SAVAGE: I'm workin'.

ME: What about in the evening?

SAVAGE: Can't.

ME: Tomorrow then?

SAVAGE: Can't tomorrow either.

ME: The day after tomorrow?

SAVAGE: That's Thursday, innit?

ME: Yeah, all day.

SAVAGE: Okay.

ME: Where? What time?

SAVAGE: After work. In town.

ME: Where?

SAVAGE: I don't know... what about a pub?

ME: No, pubs are too loud. What about Blackmore's Coffee on Corporation Street?

SAVAGE: All right. Half five should do it...

So there it is, my second meeting sorted out. I just hope this Savage bloke is a lot more talkative than Olsen.

I just don't get it, though: Why would anybody want to kill  Roger Diamond? I mean, what would Goldman get out of it? I'm thinking about this as I'm going to the local barber on the Erdington High Street.

“The usual, Nappy?” Dave asks me.

“Yeah. Short back and sides.”

Dave's a right talker, and if you want some peace and quiet while you're having your hair cut, Dave's isn't the place to come to.

“So what's goin' on?” Dave asks, taking a bit of my hair between two of his fingers.

“Ah, not much.”

“Villa are a bit wank at the minute, aiyn't they?”

“Yeah.”

“Have ya bin down at all?”

“Nah, not this season.”

“Fuckin' don't blame ya, mate – that new manager's a right cunt. Worse than the other Scotch twat we had last year, McLeish 'The Relegator'...”

I'm just sitting there, dying to yawn, listening to the bollocks coming out of his trap, at the same time thinking about the case, because it's important to me: if Clare's right about what's she's saying, then it looks like I won't have any more money troubles after this case.

“Not too much off the top, yeah?” I say to Dave, who's still rabbiting on about the Villa.

“No problem, mate... But as I was sayin', this Randy Lerner hasn't learned a thing about the football over here... I mean, he won't spend, and if ya don't spend, ya basically fucked. Look at Man. City and Chelsea at the minute... That's what we need to do... I mean, come on, he was the same with that American football team he had in America that he's just sold – the Cleveland Browns...”

Yeah, I know something about the Cleveland Browns: the Cleveland Browns are sleeping giants just like the Villa. Dennis Mortimer and Jim Brown have more in common than most people know.

I want to tell Dave I lived in Cleveland, and that I saw the Cleveland Browns play from time to time in their own stadium, but then I think it's not a good idea: I want to get out of the place as soon as possible.

“Looks great, Dave,” I say as he's finishing off.

“How's the missus, mate?” he asks me, which is strange, because I thought he knew I haven't got a bird, never mind a wife.

“I haven't got one,” I say.

“Oh right, just thought ya had like.”

I know he cuts a load of blokes' hair, but come on...

Looking sharp and fresh from my new haircut, it's time to visit Barry Fanning's for a few swift ones.

It's quiet when I get there, real quiet: dead in truth - Paddy Toner – a big fuck-off Kerry man, way bigger than Barry – is sitting next to the bar on a stool, talking to Phil, one of the barmen.

“Where's Barry?” I ask.

“Shopping,” says Phil.

“Soft cunt,” I say.

I take my black wonder in my pint glass to a spot where I can be alone and sit down. As I'm there, sipping on my brew and thinking about Roger Diamond, I wonder where he is and if he is somewhere alive, the poor sod. Usually, though – at least in America from my experience – if a person's missing for a few days and there's no sign of them, and they're the kind of person that never did such things before, you can bet that you usually find them dead. Murders are quite common, but accidents and suicides too.

That gets me thinking: I ring Clare up to check something:

ME: Clare?

CLARE: Err... just... a minute... Can I call... you back in... a minute?

She puts the phone down. But it's strange because I could hear a few blokes' voices in the background, or what I thought I heard was a few blokes' voices in the background.

She calls me back a few minutes later:

CLARE: Yes? Any news from Kerrigan or Savage?

ME: Yeah, I'm meeting Savage tomorrow. I can't get through to Kerrigan though.

CLARE: Keep trying him: he hates picking up.

ME: I've got a few questions I want to ask you.

CLARE: What about?

ME: I know this is going to sound strange, but has Roger been depressed in any way over the last few months?

CLARE: What do you mean?

ME: Was he... I don't know, suffering from depression?

CLARE: You mean clinical depression? Like has he been seeing a psychologist for depression?

ME: They're your words... but yeah... And not even that really... I mean has he been moody, disconnected?

CLARE: Not as far as I know.

ME: Are you sure?

CLARE (nervously): Positive... Listen, Nappy, I told you everything I know already.

ME: Yeah, I'm sorry, I don't want to disturb you while you've got guests.

CLARE: Guests?

ME: Yeah – I heard people in the background.

CLARE: I'm at work...

And so, Roger Diamond seems all right in the mental department, at least in his bird's opinion – so why would he just go off like that?

I call Kerrigan again – Clare's right: he doesn't like picking up. I try again and again and then again. He probably thinks it's the bank. And I can tell you, I know something about that: I've got them calling me non-stop. I owe a shitload on my credit card.

After ringing and ringing and ringing for ages and ages, he picks up - I suppose he reckons it's something important:

KERRIGAN: Hello?

ME: Is that Alan Kerrigan?

KERRIGAN: Yeah.

ME: My name's Napoleon Clancy. I'm a private detective. Clare Jameson hired me, Roger Diamond's girlfriend... You do know he's a missing person, don't you?

KERRIGAN (concerned): Missing?

ME: Yeah. Nobody's seen him in a few days now.

KERRIGAN: What?

ME: Yeah, Clare thinks he's missing.

KERRIGAN: I don't believe it.

ME: ... I'd like to meet you if that's possible... is today all right?

KERRIGAN: Today?

ME: Yeah?

KERRIGAN: I don't know... what time were you thinking?

ME: Well now if you can.

KERRIGAN: I can't right this minute. What about in a couple of hours?

ME: Where are you working?

KERRIGAN: I work from home.

ME: Where do you live?

KERRIGAN: Bournville.

ME: Can I meet you there?

KERRIGAN: All right...
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I get to Kerrigan's gaff pretty quickly considering I have to take two buses. Yeah, I know: taking buses isn't very professional and something I don't feel comfortable with and doesn't look good with the clients. But I don't have a car and there's very little I can do about it - money as usual, it's just too tight to mention, and I know exactly how that ginger nut Mick Hucknall was thinking in the song.

Kerrigan's place is a right big posh gaff very close to the chocolate factory. I'm betting his hall's about the size of my flat. No further comment.

I knock on the door and he opens up. Kerrigan's a smart-looking man in his early forties.

He brings me through to the conservatory and leaves me to admire his beautiful garden while he makes coffee.

“So what's this about Roger, Mr Clancy?” Kerrigan asks me, handing me the strange-coloured coffee in a massive mug.

“He's missing, Mr Kerrigan. Has been since Monday. I'm hoping you'll be able to help me in my investigation.”

“Can't help you there, mate.”

“But Clare told me that maybe you could.”

“Clare's full of shit.”

“What?”

“She doesn't know what she's talking about... So, Mr Clancy, you're a private detective?”

“Yeah.”

“Like Miss Marple or our dear Sherlock Holmes?”

“Like Sherlock – maybe not as smart.”

“What do you think of Cumberbatch as Sherlock now?”

“I haven't seen it.”

Kerrigan gets up.

“I think he's very good... a little acerbic, however... though Martin Freeman's excellent as Doctor Watson...”

It's clear Kerrigan's been watching too much of Noel Edmonds' Telly Maniacs.

“To the investigation, dear Watson,” I say sarcastically, putting a spoonful of sugar into my mug of coffee. “what do you know?”

“Where's your badge?” Kerrigan then asks me.

“I don't have one.”

“Why not?”

“I'm not a copper.”

He's looking at me now, none too pleased.

“Listen, whatever Clare's told you, I don't know anything.”

“But I at least thought you'd be concerned about your mate's whereabouts – you are mates, aren't you?”

“Yeah.”

“So where do you think he could've gone... I mean, he wouldn't just disappear, would he?”

“For sure, no.”

“Does Roger have a history of mental illness?”

“What do you mean?”

“Depression?”

“Not that I know of... Do you mind if I smoke?” Kerrigan asks, taking a fag out from his box which is on the table.

“No, go ahead.”

“Do you smoke?” Mr Clancy?”

“No.”

He lights up and throws the fag box on the coffee table, right on a copy of National Geographic with a picture of a kangaroo on it. Scanning more carefully, I notice a lot more magazines about Australia spread across the coffee table. I pick one up casually.

“Ever been there?” Kerrigan asks me.

“Where?” I ask.

“Down Under?”

“No.”

“That's where I'm going.”

“What, for a holiday?”

“No, I'm fucking emigrating. I've had enough of the weather over here.”

“I tell you what, that's not a bad idea at all.”

“That's a great idea.”

“I never fancied Australia – too many poisonous snakes and spiders, and even going for a swim you can expect to get bitten on the arse by Jaws.”

“That's all in the mind.”

“I've got a mate living there now. He's a copper in Perth, Western Australia.”

“Great part of the country, I heard... bit isolated though.”

“I lived in America for a time as a copper. Cleveland. Ever been there?” I say with pride.

“Cleveland... no, but I've been to America, New York and the East Coast. Florida, that kind of bollocks. Funny the Americans. I don't get them. No sense of humour if you ask me...”

All this small talk's all right, but it's getting me nowhere.

“Listen,” I say, interrupting Kerrigan just as he begins going on about the virtues of Sydney, “but your mate's missing and I'm here to find him. Have you got anything I can go on? It could be very important.”

“No,” he says, stubbing the fag out nervously in the ashtray. “If he's missing, why didn't Clare go to the police?”

“She doesn't want to worry his parents and family yet.”

“Ah, isn't that very sweet of her... Listen, this topic's too facetious to discuss any further – Roger will turn up soon enough.”

“The topic's too what?” I ask.

“Too facetious.”

“What does that mean?”

“Ask Dr Johnson, Mr Clancy, ask Dr Johnson,” Kerrigan says as he lights another fag.

I'm no psychologist, but I'm sensing the bloke in front of me is nervous – something's got to him.

“Listen, I've already spoken to Dave Olsen and I'm meeting Trevor Savage in a few days, and so far I've got nothing to go on... You know them, don't you, Mr Kerrigan?”

“Call me, Alan.”

“You know them, yeah?”

“Yeah, we're all mates.”

“And you're all close to Roger?”

“Yeah.”

“And there's nothing you can tell me about where or with whom Roger could be at the minute?”

“You like to go on, don't you?”

I look at the milky coffee on the table, and I just know I'm not going to drink it.

“I can see I'm wasting your time, Alan,” I say with crude sarcasm. I get up. “If you have any information, you can contact me with this.” I hand him my business card, the business card I didn't have the chance to give Olsen.

“Is that really your first name?” Kerrigan says, looking at the card with a giggle, his fag in his mouth and the ash falling to the floor.

“Yeah – is there something wrong with it?”

“It's just a bit strange, that's all – is your old man a French bloke?”

“Remember, call if you have anything to tell me. Have a nice day,” I say.

I leave his gaff. Things aren't looking good at the minute: I'm at the same point I was a few days before when I started the case with Clare in the café.

I take the bus into town and from there one into Erdington.

Here it is, the empty fucking slate. I've got to think hard if I'm going to solve this. I've got to find something, anything, like Columbo – minus the manky raincoat and the cock-eyed look... There has to be a way, think Nappy, think... you're not in America now, and you don't have the support of the Cleveland Police Department. You've got to rely on yourself, your brain, your laptop and Google. You can't give up. There has to be something... 
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I'm lying on my bed, pissed off at the bad result. I should really call Clare but I don't want to – it could be bad for me if I do – she could give me the red card, like Gazza in Italy. And I'd probably cry as well because I'm skint. What should I do in the meantime till my meeting with Savage? I'm asking myself. I could just go for a few pints, then a few more – but I know that's not the answer to anything.

Yes, it is, it always is. I get up and leave the flat.

It's dead again in Barry Fanning's but that's all right because I'm not in the mood for any banter. I buy a pint off Jean the barmaid and sit down on my tod, brooding over the shite leads I've had so far. I'm in two minds again whether I should call Clare or not, but I decide against it. I drink my pint quickly and buy another. I'm just about to leave when one of the locals, Sean Coglan, walks in. I went to school with Sean and we're pretty good mates.

“All right, Nappy,” he says. “What are ya drinkin'?”

I didn't want another one – that's changed now though.

“Get us a Guinness in.”

Coglan goes to the bar. He comes back with two pints in his hands and a massive grin on his face.

“What – got the ride last night or something?” I say as he places the pints on the table.

“Nah, it's much better than that, mate.”

“What happened?”

“I only won on the horses – 350 quid.”

“Good on you, son.”

“Yeah, I aiyn't won nothin' in four months. Not a penny. Fuck all. So it's great.”

I raise my glass, then say:

“To all the bookies in the world... may they live for a thousand years.”

Coglan – like everybody else – has no idea I'm a private detective, though he knows I'm an ex-copper.

“So anyway, Nappy, what ya up to at the minute? I aiyn't sin ya in ages.”

“This and that.”

“Ya a right secret cunt. Come on, tell us?”

“You know, I'm keeping myself busy.”

“How like?”

“With this and that.”

“Don't be arsey... Are ya workin'?”

I don't know what to tell him – should I give him the truth, that I'm some kind of Batman, and Barry's some kind of Robin? Would he believe it anyway if I did? Nah, I can't tell him – he's got too much of a big mouth, and before long the whole of Erdington would know and that'd be the end of all the secrecy and mystery.

“I'm just doing some casual. Nothing great.”

“Shit, aiyn't it?”

“What's shit?”

“The job situation?”

“Yeah, you're right there.”

“I've bin lookin' for ages now. I was workin' in one of them pound shops up until a few months ago. Got the sack, though, didn't I?”

“How did you manage that then?”

“I had trouble workin' on the till.”

“What do you mean?”

“I couldn't add up the prices and stuff and I kept givin' the customers the wrong change.”

“But everything's a quid, mate - how did you manage that?”

“Fuck knows...”

Coglan's going on, talking for ten and doing my head in big time just as much as Mark the barber was, but I'm just blanking him out and thinking of the greater cause, the case – nah, The Case, in big capitals, because it should be written in big capitals, as it's capitally important to me, not just because I can earn myself some right good dough, but because I could end up saving some bloke from death. I know I'm important, that I'm the man, and that Roger Diamond is a diamond to me.

“Have you seen that film, mate?” I ask.

“Which film?”

“Blood Diamond?”

“Is that the one with Leonardo DeVito?”

“DiCaprio... Yeah.”

“Yeah, I sin it ages ago though – why ya askin'?”

“Great, wasn't it?”

“It was all right – that one's better... err, just sin it the other night with the missus... err... Skyfall, the James Bond film... it was better than that other one, what's it called, the one before?”

“I don't know.”

“Have ya sin that one, shit it was, Life of Pi?”

“Nah.”

“Fuck, I thought it was about pies or summat, ya know, blokes in the factory... I dunno, fat northern fuckers. Some kinda history of pies and that, but as a film, summat like The Full Monty but with food. Well anyway, what a fuckin' disappointment: some Paki on a boat with this fuck-off tiger. It was all philosophical and that and I couldn't make no fuckin' sense of it. I turned the cunt off after a bit.”

“Didn't you check what the film was about first before you got it?”

“The missus just called me up from Blockbusters and said if I wanted to watch it coz it sounded good...”

I'm wasting my time again with such conversations.

“Is that the time?” I say, looking at my mobile. “I've got to go, mate.”

“But I've bought ya a pint now. We have to celebrate me win.”

“Another time, maybe – you drink it if you want.”

“I don't like Guinness...”

I'm out of Barry's with a headache because Coglan was doing my head in. I go home and fall asleep.
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I'm on the way to meet Savage. The last few days I've been trying to do this and that, phoning this bloke up and that bloke, but it's been getting me nowhere.

I just hope he's more of a talker than either of the other two, Olsen and Kerrigan, because if he isn't, then I'm afraid I'm going to have a few problems with the case. I've already decided I'm going to see Goldman on Monday. I'm just going to surprise him and turn up at his office. I've got nothing to lose really, and he could be my greatest help all in all.

When I get to the cafe it's empty apart from a big fucker sitting in the corner who'd make a great bouncer. I walk up to him and ask if his name's Savage.

He stands up.

“Yeah,” he says in a common-as-muck Cockney accent. I'm sure he didn't have that on the phone when we spoke.

Nah, he really is big.

We shake hands, his grip crushing my fucking bones.

“Do you want a coffee?” I ask.

“Nah... Listen, I aiyn't got long, geezer – what d'ya want?” he says, looking at his watch.

“Take a seat, please,” I say.

We sit down.

“So what's this ya tellin' me about Roger bein' missin'?” Savage says, scratching his chin.

“Yeah, he went missing on Monday.”

“His Clare bird told ya that, did she?”

“Yeah.”

“Fuckin' right bitch that one, I'm tellin' ya.”

“What do you mean?”

“She's a manipulatin' cunt – I wouldn't be surprised if she's the one who's gone and done it.”

“So what,” I start all nervous, “you think she's behind his disappearance?”

“Too fuckin' right there, geyser... She's a money-grabbin' bitch – I wouldn't put nothin' past her.”

This is strange: why would Clare send me to Savage, when it's clear the bloke hates her guts?

“That's all well and good,” I say, taking out my notepad from my pocket, “but what's important now is finding your friend, Roger Diamond... “So, Mr Savage, what can you tell me?”

“Listen, to tell ya the truth, I don't give a flyin' fuck... me and Diamond aiyn't speakin' no more.”

“What do you mean?” I ask.

“Yeah, we aiyn't spoken in ages... a couple of months it's been.”

I start taking down notes quickly and with excitement.

“Go on... carry on?” I say.

“Who are ya anyway – ya aiyn't a copper, are ya?”

“I used to be, yeah, but now I'm a private detective.”

“And why did ya change jobs – was the money shit in the police force?”

“So what was the fallout over, Mr Savage?”

“It was coz of his bird.”

“What happened?”

“I told him loadsa times to pack her in coz she's only with him for his dough... And ya know what, the cunt took offence – said I was a bad sort and that I should fuck off and mind me own business... Well, as he was me mate, I'd didn't do fuck all... But I'm tellin' ya, if he'd have been some geyser off the street, I'd have fuckin' banged the cunt proper.”

“How do you know Roger Diamond?” I then ask.

“From here and there. I was workin' at The Mercury Rooms as a bouncer. Roger got me in there, bless him. I aiyn't workin' there no more, not after what he said to me.”

An ex-bouncer at the club: this could lead to Goldman. I won't ask him yet, though, I'll give it another couple of minutes.

“What can you tell me about Olsen?”

“What about him?”

“Well Olsen was your gaffer, wasn't he?”

“Nah,” Savage says, sniggering.

“But Clare told me he was?”

“Nah, I reported direct to Roger the dodger.”

“And you didn't have any contact with Olsen at all?”

“Yeah, I bit, but not that much – he was too much of a wingin' cunt for my likin'.”

“What about Goldman?” Savage just looks at me aggressively. He knows something I don't: “What?” I ask, “what is it?”

“Ya don't wanna know.”

“I do want to know – that's my job.”

“If I was ya, I'd just keep ya head down and stay outta trouble, geezer – Goldman's way over ya fuckin' head. Just let it go.”

“Goldman seems okay. I've been checking up on him: nothing sinister there.”

“That's coz ya don't know him. As I said, let it go. Let the bitch find Roger herself.

So much for concerned mates.

“Is that all you can tell me, Mr Savage?”

“Yeah,” he says, getting up. 

He walks away. I follow him.

“Fuck off and go and do one, will ya,” Savage snaps as soon as he realises I'm following him.

“Please, tell me something about Goldman first.”

Savage turns round to me. He grabs hold of my shirt.

“I'm givin' ya some free fuckin' advice here: stay away from me and stay away from Goldman if ya wanna live... Just understand, Diamond's dead, he aiyn't here no more.” With that, Savage leaves the café.

I can't believe what Savage has just said: I'm standing there, mouth open, trying to work out if he's taking the piss or really telling the truth.

Roger Diamond is dead. Rog-er Dia-mond is dead. Rog-er the dodg-er is dead. What's going on? I return to the chair and sit down. I can't get my head round this one.

Maybe Savage did it if Diamond really is dead.

I run after Savage: I want to talk to him a bit more. Outside, though, he's disappeared. I call him up, but he doesn't pick up. I call Clare.

ME: Clare, Savage admitted Roger Diamond's dead.

CLARE (after a long and tense pause): What?

ME: I know it's not very good news... but that's what he told me.

CLARE: He's lying.

ME: What do you mean?

CLARE: He doesn't know shit.

ME: Then why did you ask me to talk to him?

CLARE: I thought he could be helpful... Obviously, I was wrong.

ME: So what do you want me to do now then?

CLARE: What about Goldman?

ME: What, you want me to see him?

CLARE: I don't think it would be a bad idea.

ME: (after a pause): Listen, I think you should go to the police-

CLARE: Don't talk to me about the police... What am I paying you for, Nappy?

ME: So you want me to see Goldman?

CLARE: Yes.

ME: But you told me he's dangerous?

CLARE: He is dangerous.

ME: I think you should go to the police.

CLARE: You are my police...

I try to persuade her otherwise, but she's having none of it. She's paying me top dollar, so what do I know?

So there it is: I have to get to Goldman somehow. I have to put my thinking cap on and do it.
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Back in Erdington, in Barry Fanning's, the man I've come to see is sitting at the bar, reading a copy of The Irish Daily Mirror.

“D'yer hear about tha' botched robbery in Kilkenny Town, gas it was... some eejits only went an' robbed a bank... The getaway car was only after havin' an oil leak... the feckin' guards were on 'em before they had time for a cuppa tay... Jaysus,” Barry comments with a laugh.

“We need to talk,” I say with some urgency. Barry knows when I speak like that something's wrong. I get myself a pint in and we take a seat over by the pool table. “I don't know what's going on but you'll never guess what this Clare bird wants me to do?”

“I haven't the foggiest, me son, but I know righ' now yer goin' to tell us...”

I tell him and he doesn't seem surprised.

“Will you come with us, Baz?” I say, hopeful.

“So wha' yer sayin' is yer want us to go up town to tha' club – me dressed as a righ' eejit, no doubt – an' spy on this Goldman fella?”

“Well, yeah.”

“An' yer don't suppose it could be somewhat of a problem?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, first of all, how d'yer expect us to get in the place... Yer must've heard the fellas on the door are rather selective to who gets in an' who doesn't?”

I stare at Barry with a look which clearly shows he knows what I'm thinking, before saying:

“You're the man, Baz – I know you can get us in there.”

“I certainly could if I really wanted to, but do I really want to do it?”

“Well, you do if you want to earn yourself a nice tidy sum of dough.”

“An' yer think tha' once we get in we're goin' to be able to see Goldman, tha' we're goin' to be able to have a word with him regardin' this Diamond fella's disappearance?”

“Maybe.”

“I tell yer wha', son – drop the feckin' case an' get yerself somethin' less dangerous... I don't know, workin' as a security guard in Boots. That's safe work, an' work yer get to relax when yer get home after a hard day an' not have to think about too much... Let this one go, though, son, I'm tellin' yer, let it go. Yer don't want to be messin' with Goldman.”

He doesn't know how much Clare's paying me – maybe I should tell him.

“Listen, I can't pull out now – I've said I'd help her out-”

“Yea', an' get yerself killed in the process – that's a grand way to go on. Stop yer messin', Nappy, tell her yer not interested.”

“I can't, I need the dough.”

“We all need a few bob, but I can think of a million other ways of gettin' it, an' safely.”

“Are you going to help me or not?” I then ask.

He's looking at me now and I know he feels awkward. Of course, he wants to say no – Goldman's dangerous. Barry's got kids and grandkids to think about. But he also realises he owes me big time, real big time: I saved his life after he dropped down like a rock behind the bar from a heart attack about a year ago. My police training had come in handy, and I got his heart going again with a little massaging.

“Yer a fecker, yer know tha', Nappy... of course, I'll help yer... An' God help me for doin' it.”

All I have to do now is find something to wear.

––––––––

[image: ]


Later that day I ring Clare up:

CLARE: What is it?

ME: I need a favour.

CLARE: What?

ME: I need some money – can you give me an advance – let's say five hundred?

CLARE: Okay. Text me your bank details and I'll send you the money today.

ME: Thanks, Clare.

CLARE (laughing): What do you want it for? I thought you private detectives were loaded?

ME: Not all of us... I need to buy some new clobber. I'm going to The Mercury Rooms this weekend. See what I can find out about Goldman. Do you know if he's usually there on a Friday or Saturday?

CLARE: He should be, yes... You want to be careful, though.

ME: I will be, don't worry about that...
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It's Friday night: me and Barry are dressed to impress – well, me at least, because Barry looks ridiculous in his khaki coloured suit. I'm wearing a classy-looking slim fit suit. This better work.

I meet Barry at Six Ways and we take a taxi into town.

“I hope yer know wha' yer doin', hairoil,” Barry says, sighing.

“Don't worry, Baz – we'll be in and out, like ninjas.”

“An' that's not funny.”

The taxi pulls up outside the club. I look at my mobile: it's twenty past ten.

“Maybe we should go for a quick pint before we go in?” I say. “It'll calm me a bit.”

“Ah, drinkin' on the job will be good for no fella... But seein' as yer want to, we may as well have a quick jar to settle the thirst an' calm the nerves.”

“Where are we going, Baz?” I ask him as he's about a hundred yards in front of me.

“I know a grand pub just across the road,” he answers.

“Not too far, I hope?”

The pub is a small place called O'Higgin's, which I've heard about but never been in before. It's clear as soon as Barry walks in with his big body that everybody knows who he is.

Barry exchanges pleasantries with the gaffer and a few of the locals, then comes over to me with two pints of the black stuff.

“See how feckin' creamy the head is – there's no better jar in Birmingham except for in me own place, of course.”

“Why did I know you were going to say that?”

“All righ', son, drink up an' we'll be off.”

We drink our pints in a rush and leave almost as quickly as we arrived. Outside it's raining, and Barry's not happy about it:

“Now look an' see wha' the rain's after doin' to me feckin' suit... Let's hurry up, it's lashin' down,” the eighteen stone Irishman says to me.

We run as fast as we can, trying to get to the club before we become wetter than dry water.

“Take it easy, Baz,” I say, worried about Barry because he's breathing deeply and I think he's going to have a second heart attack or something.

“Don't be worryin' about me at all – sure, I was a minor player for Dublin in the hurlin' in me younger days.”

Out of breath – and nearly dead – Barry makes it to the club.

“Okay, Baz, are you going to get us in then?”

Barry settles his tie and collar.

“Follow me,” he says confidently. I follow him to the doors. In front of him are two black, hefty bouncers – I'm sure Barry doesn't know them. “Howaya, lads,” Barry says, reaching his hand out. 

“Barry!” one of them replies, wide-eyed and obviously happy to see him. “how's it goin', mate?”

“Grand, Simeon, grand – an' yerself?”

They shake hands enthusiastically.

Five minutes later we're in the club. With a twenty-five-quid entry fee times two, we better get some results tonight, otherwise I think I'll have to declare bankruptcy.

I buy two pints of lager – they don't sell Guinness in here. Barry's not too pleased when I bring them over:

“Now why on God's sweet earth did yer buy me lager? Yer know I don't drink it... Have they got no cider... Magners, maybe?”  

Barry's a fussy cunt. 

I leave his lager on the table and head back to the bar. They don't have Magners. I return with a Strongbow.

“And before you start, that's all they've got.”

“Strongbow tastes like cat's piddle.”

“Then don't drink it.”

“If I have to do a bit of investermagatin', then I'd like to do it with the assistance of a drink.”

“I thought you said drinking on the job is good for no man?”

“I did, but I was only messin' with yer head... An' anny way, yer the one workin'... I'm just helpin' yer out, an extra pair of goggles, so I am.”

“Okay,” I begin casually sipping on my pint, “we're going to split up. I want you to look out for Paul Goldman.”

“How am I ever to look out for yer man if I've never seen the fella at all in me life?”

I pull out the group photo of Diamond with Goldman and the rest that Clare gave me and hand it to Barry.

“Here,” I say, handing him the photo. “Goldman's the bloke in the middle.

“Ah, he's a small fella, isn't he? Like a chiseler... Who'd think he's one of Birmingham's most feared men.”

And that's what we've got to be careful about.

“Let's get to work,” I say.

We go our separate ways. We don't shed any tears – there's too much work to do.

It's a top-class club: Every bloke's decked out in a suit and all the birds are well tasty and wearing sexy dresses which makes me want to stop what I'm doing and go over and ask one of them if they'd like the ride if they've got nothing better to do. I don't do that, obviously, and just walk about the club, trying to blend in but at the same time sniff out clues to Goldman's whereabouts.

“He must be in the VIP area?” Barry says in a whisper as he's passing me.

The VIP area is way further up in the higher tiers and the windows are blacked out and there's no way to get inside because there's a meathead standing in front of the door. I sit down pretty close to the place and just observe what's going on.

After a few minutes, Barry comes back and sits down beside me.

“Wha' d'yer think?” Barry asks me.

“He's in there.”

“How d'yer know he's in there?”

“I don't... do you know him?” I ask.

“Do I know who?”

“Hulk Hogan on the door?”

“I can't say tha' I do.”

Suddenly the door opens to the VIP area and out come three good-looking birds in their early thirties with two skinny but handsome blokes who look like they've just come off the set of Reservoir Dogs because they're wearing exactly the same black suits with the pipe ties. They walk away.

“Maybe I should ask one of them if he's in there?” I say to Barry.

“No, it's too risky, son, they may cop on to it.”

“So what, you think they're part of his crew?”

“Yer never know.”

“They're just party revellers.”

Just then I spot somebody I don't really want to see: Dave Olsen's coming up the stairs.

“What's wrong?” Barry asks me.

“Fuck... it's Olsen.”

“Who's Olsen?”

“Assistant manager of the club. I've spoken to him already. I don't want him to know we're here.”

We get up and run around the corner. Olsen is coming in our direction.

“What'll happen if he sees us?” Barry asks.

“I don't know.”

Olsen – as I expected – makes his way to the VIP area. The bouncer opens the door for him and he goes inside.

“Jaynie Mack, tha' was a close one,” Barry says, downing his pint.

“I'm going to ask the bouncer if Goldman's in there,” I say.

“Wha'?” says Barry.

I walk over to the bouncer. Barry's trying to call me back, but I take no notice of him.

“Excuse me, mate,” I begin bravely, “but do you know if Mr Goldman's in tonight?”

The bouncer – twice the size of Frank Bruno – stares at me with that kind of eye you know is evil.

“It aiyn't ya business. Now fuck off,” he says.

That's told me. I return to Barry.

“Wha' the feck are yer doin', son – d'yer want to get yer head smashed in there?” Barry says, panicking.

“I've got to get in, Baz.”

“No. We're leavin'. I'm not riskin' it... An' besides, I'm dyin' for a pint.”

We leave the place and I'm angry. I haven't got anywhere yet in the investigation, and here I am doing what Barry wants me to do because he's gasping for a drink. I have to say something outside the club:

“Some fucking help you are, Baz – I thought you were an ex-copper?”

“I am.”

“Then what's the problem?”

He pulls me against the wall. Barry's angry. I've never seen him like this before... Well, maybe a few times after a couple of jars.

“Listen yer little shite, d'yer know wha' kinda fella we're dealin' with. He's a killer... All righ', maybe not Goldman himself, but he won't think a sec about gettin' one of his people to fuck us up if he's got a mood on him, yer get me, son?” I just look on in shock. “Are yer hearin' me at all?” he goes on.

“Yeah, I hear you.”

“Then let's go an' get a quick pint – there's a pub close by.”

We cross the road. This is a different pub to the Irish one we were in a bit earlier. The Bull looks a bit dodgy to me and I ask Barry if it's all right.

“Sure it is. Full of Bluenoses, mind yer, but them gobshites are nothin' at all to be frightened of...”

“Just the one – I've got to be up early in the morning.”

Barry looks at his mobile and says:

“An' that's all yer gettin': it's almost last orders.”

Barry gets himself three in. I stick to the one.

“I wouldn't touch the Guinness in here, mate,” I say to Barry.

“Why ever not?” Barry replies, guzzling half of his first pint down in one gulp.

I look around quickly, observing all the people, the décor, everything – nah, I'm getting the signs, the negative vibes. I whisper into Barry's ear:

“Just look at the place... English, isn't it. I guarantee you nobody here drinks the stuff... And what does that mean: the pipes are never cleaned... Barry, mate, fucking put it down before you get poisoned.”

“Yer full of the bollix today aiyn't yer, hairoil.” 

Barry finishes off his first pint, pushes the glass away, and grabs the second.

“I think you've got a drink problem,” I say.

“No - I only have a problem with drink...”
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It's the next morning and I've still to find a good lead. I'm starting to lose patience. Maybe I should just call Clare up and tell her it's off. I just can't handle it.

I pick up my mobile and find her number. It's right there now, in front of my eyes on the screen. I want to tell her. I press call and as soon as I've done it I press cancel. I head into the kitchen to make a coffee.

I'm sitting in front of the telly with the mug of coffee in my hand, and all I can think about is what I'm going to say to Clare when I do eventually ring her up. I know she's offering me a load of dough, but I think Barry's right about what he said about Goldman being a dangerous man. I've got two kids back in America I want to see grow up.

ME (all sad and disappointed): All right, Clare.

CLARE: What's going on?

ME: I've got some bad news.

CLARE (after a moment of nervous indecision): What's happened?  

Have you found Roger's body?

ME (sighing in relief): No, no, it's nothing like that.

CLARE: What is it then?

ME: I can't do it any longer.

CLARE: What do you mean?

ME: I can't do it anymore. I think you should go to the police.

CLARE (impatiently): I don't understand, Nappy. What are you going on about?

ME: I'm saying I can't continue with the case... I don't know, it's just difficult and I'm afraid.

CLARE: Afraid of what?

ME: Goldman.

CLARE: Goldman? Why?

ME (nervously): He's just... dangerous.

CLARE: What do you mean?

ME: He's dangerous.

CLARE: I thought that was what you're used to?

ME: I am.

CLARE: Then what's the problem?

ME: I just can't do it.

CLARE (after a long pause): Okay, what about if I pay you twice as much as I'm paying you now...

They say money talks, and I've never been one to go against what the majority believes. I accept, of course, because what she's offering me you just can't refuse.
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I head down the pub to tell Barry the good news:

“Feck off, Nappy, I'm not gettin' involved with anny of yer half-brained ideas – yer'll get us both killed, so yer will.”

I've just been to the cashpoint to take out five hundred quid. I lay it on the bar.

“That's for you, Baz,” I say with confidence and not without a huge dose of attitude.

“Wha' the hell's tha' for?”

“It's a small advance.”

“For wha'?”

“For you to help me... I need you... We have to go and see Goldman.”

“I am in me shite goin' with yer to see Goldman.”

“But you have to.”

“I don't have to do nothin'.”

“But I can't do it on my own.”

“Yer goin' to have to, son – I'm not riskin' it with tha' fella.”

“You're letting me down, Baz.”

“I'm sorry.”

“But look at what I'm giving you.”

“I don't need the money.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“I am, yeah.”

At this point, I'm a little lost for words. What can I say... Oh, yeah, I know what:

“Get us a pint in then.”

The pints can soothe a man and his throat for only so long. What I really need is Barry's full support, but at the minute he's showing me no love.
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I leave the pub five pints later with that warm feeling of having five pints inside me. The Guinness has lifted my mood a little, yet I know it isn't going to last long.

I send Clare a text: CANT DO IT. NO SUPPORT.

A minute later she's on the blower to me:

CLARE: What are you talking about?

ME: I can't do it.

CLARE (irritated): I'm paying you good money.

ME: I know – but it's not about the money.

CLARE: Then what's it about?

ME: I don't know.

CLARE: Go and see Goldman, Nappy, for God's sake...

Well, I'm in a right one, aren't I? I know it's the money really, but I've started to get cold feet and that's funny because I haven't been anywhere near a freezer. I'm thinking about all this as I head on home. 

In my gaff, I stick a curry ready meal in the micro and eat it, watching one of them bullshit mid-afternoon chat shows like Kilroy except it isn't Kilroy but some other bloke. They're talking about teenage pregnancies. The show could actually come round Erdington and pick a few of these birds off the High Street with their two prams per girl and teach them some things about safe sex and condoms and how not to get themselves up the duff at fourteen. 

Clare calls me back up:

ME (sighing): Yeah?

CLARE: Don't mess me about.

ME: I'm not.

CLARE: It sounds like you are to me.

ME: Just go to the police. Tell them what's happened. I'll give you your dough back.

CLARE: Don't you back out now, you cunt...

So there she goes – it must be the time of the month or something. I don't like people threatening me, it makes me nervous.

ME: Don't come that tone with me.

CLARE: I'll use whatever tone I want... I've paid you to do a job and I expect you to do it.

Okay, so she's paid me to do a job... well, only half.

ME: Half actually.

CLARE: What do you mean?

ME: You've paid me half.

CLARE: And what, it's not enough?

ME (after a nervous pause): I'm not doing it.

CLARE: You'll look for my boyfriend... I don't want to do something I'll regret... Just go and see Goldman. I'll text you his address.

ME: I already know the address. But it doesn't matter, I'm not going.

Clare puts the phone down yet again. Fucking women.

So with all this now I don't really know where I stand or what I'm supposed to do or anything. I could easily just go and see Goldman and check out what's going on but I'm scared if I do I could end up in the same state as Diamond: dead. No, that's not an option. I could also just think about leaving everything and make a bank transfer and give Clare her money back. I could also just go to the coppers myself and tell them Clare's boyfriend's missing, though I'm a bit scared if I do that I could have Clare after me in revenge for going to the Old Bill when I wasn't supposed to.

Decisions, decisions, decisions.

I finish my now stone-cold curry and doze off in front of the telly.
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There's not much else for me to do when I get up other than go back to Barry's for a few pints and try to get him to come with me to visit Goldman.

“How many times do I have to tell yer, yer little shitehawk, tha' I will step no way near Goldman's property. Yer on yer own, son,” Barry says.
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