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‘This is a crime novel of traditional build: there’s no tricksiness at play here. It’s a whodunnit tale in the classic crime mould, served with a plateful of red-herrings and set in modern-day Ireland, using Nugent’s experience of the legal world.’ Publishing News
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THE SECOND BURIAL IS NOT A LITERAL REINTERMENT.

It is that process by which the spirit of an African is laid to rest and reunited with the ancestors of the people.




Chapter One


Click! On, the front porch security light. Click! Open, the distrustful eye of Mary Murtagh upstairs in her bed.

‘Jack, wake up, Jack, will you? There is somebody down at the door.’

The doorbell rang, making an honest woman of her.

‘Jack!’

‘Sweet Jesus, Mary, what time is it?’

‘Ten after two.’

Another hawk of the bell, like a whiskey cough in the night.

‘Get up, Jack, in the name of God!’

‘I’ll do anything within reason, ma’am, but I won’t get up out of this bed.’

She dumped herself heavily onto the floor. Flat-foot patter over to the window, screwing her face into focus. Clunk of a skull on the window pane. Rales of labored breathing.

‘Merciful hour, Jack, it’s a black man!’

‘Sure, the King of the Congo. You’re dreaming, woman!’

‘Black as yer boot, Jack, I swear to God. Oh Jesus, he’s blood all over, Jack, and he’s falling down. Get up, Jack!’

 



Sergeant Molly Power belonged to the Murder Squad of the Garda Síochána, the Irish Police Force: in literal translation, the Guardians of the Peace. It was March and peace was doing fine: business was not brisk. Perhaps, the Irish being very religious, the assassins had given up murder for Lent. So Molly, all out of murders, was being usefully redeployed in patrol cars. It was four o’clock in the morning. She had been  useful since midnight, being driven around the South Dublin seaboard by Garda Tommy O’Brien, instead of being at home asleep in the arms of Jan-Hein Van Zeebroeck, her darling young Dutch art-expert husband of nearly nine months whom she still loved frantically and forever.

The shift was midnight to 6:00 A.M. Midweek in March, not much had been happening. A break-in at an off-license in Dun Laoghaire. A maternity false alarm at Glenageary – wind probably, Molly thought. Then a handful of raucous teenagers to be dispersed from under somebody’s window. These were young and not drunk. Mere sight of the police car was enough to send them scuttling home to their mummies. Most trouble had been an alleged suicide off the east pier, who turned out to be a bona fide midnight nippy-dipper with attitude, lots of attitude. They had stood on the windswept pier for forty minutes discussing the American Constitution and FDR’s Four Freedoms, one of which, apparently, covered nude bathing in the dark.

The radio crackled.

‘One-sixty, where are you?’

‘One-sixty here. Killiney Hill,’ O’Brien answered.

‘Good. Make for Loughlinstown Hospital, okay? Something about an African guy attacked. Bad scene. Sawed his leg off, or something.’

‘Jesus, tonight!’ He looked at Molly. She nodded.

‘Peel right, Tommy. We’re on it, Control. Okay. Out.’

 



She was with him when he died, vaguely hoping to get a statement. A nice-looking boy, about her own age, gentle, brave, so very lonely, full of faith. It affected her deeply.

 



Midmorning.

‘Cut the leg off him, Inspector, and dumped him on the Dublin Mountains. I don’t know how he got as far as that house.’

‘Was he conscious, Doctor?’

‘When he got here, hardly. Said his name, Chat or Chad or something. That’s all. He was dead in a few hours. Loss of blood. Irreversible shock. I’d say the shock was as much moral as physical. Just the horror of what had happened  to him. I let your girl go in to him. I doubt if she got anything.’

Inspector Jim Quilligan shook his head, phewing out vapors of disapproval.

‘This racism is getting out of hand.’

‘Not racism, Inspector, not this time.’

‘Not racism! Hack the leg off a black man, and it’s not racism?’

‘There was no hacking. This leg was surgically removed, under anesthetic. A meticulous amputation below the knee joint. Racists don’t give anesthetics, Inspector.’

‘Well, what the hell is this about?’

‘You tell me, Inspector. The whole thing is weird. The operation, the amputation, was competently done. But whoever did the postoperative bit didn’t have a bull’s notion. A Boy Scout would have done better. The leg was ligatured crudely, the stump stuck into a black plastic bag, which was tied tightly at the top of the thigh. Then the chap was driven up the Dublin Mountains and dumped. He hadn’t a hope.’

Quilligan pulled his big hands down each side of his face.

‘So the ligaturing and black bagging had  nothing to do with recovery or recuperation. It was done just to stop the victim from bloodying up somebody’s carpet or car.’

The doctor looked at the inspector with interest.

‘I suppose that has to be right. And, mind you, in that grisly perspective, the job was not so incompetent after all. Quite effective, I’d say, though the guy was pretty bloodied up by the time we saw him. But that probably happened after he was dumped, when he was struggling to get to that house. The plastic bag got torn, and some of the surgical stuff around the stump had come undone. The main artery was still holding, though. Otherwise he would have died long before he got here.’

‘Well, the dumping bit, at least: that has got to be racism.’

‘Or worse.’

‘What is worse than racism?’

The doctor shrugged.

‘What you can’t name is always worse.’

‘Was the severed bit, the foot, the foreleg, or whatever you call it, was it in the bag?’

‘No. So riddle me that one. They keep his  foot and they dump the rest of him. It’s like what Gladstone said about Disraeli.’

‘What did he say?’

‘You don’t want to know.’

Quilligan nodded slowly.

‘Well, we’d better start finding out who he is, or was. Chad or Chat, you say – his name?’

‘Yes, but I can do better. He had handbills in his pocket, ads for some sort of ethnic eating house. In Parnell Street, I think.’

‘Ah, Little Africa. That figures.’

‘Yes. Hold on there a moment.’

The doctor went out and came back in a few minutes with a green plastic bag.

‘We’ve left the clothes on him for the moment. They’ll cut them off for the autopsy.’

Quilligan winced, knowing how much else they would cut.

‘But here’s what was in the pockets: a Biro, some money, a comb – fuzzy hair, what do they need a comb for? – and the flyers.’

Quilligan took one and flattened it out in his big hands. It was a hopeful little piece, badly printed on cheap paper.


COME TO:
 SHAD’S PLACE
 IGBO QUISINE

HAVE BIG MEAL EVERYTIME

[image: 001]


TRY OUR SOUPES: OKORO, EGUSI, OGBONOR, BITTER-LEAF

COME TO OUR RESTAURANT: IT SERVES YOU RIGHT!


FOOD READY EVERYTIME

 



4A PARNELL CLOSE, DUBLIN CITY N°1, IRELAND, EUROPE.



Quilligan could not help chuckling at ‘It serves you right’ and at the sheer imagination displayed by turning a postal code into a quality rating. He gestured sadly even as he chuckled.

‘God love him, and is this the best we can do for himself and the likes of him? Imagine coming all that way from Africa, just to die in a ditch like that. What age was he?’

The doctor forbore to point out that  Loughlinstown Hospital is hardly a ditch. ‘Probably twenty-seven, twenty-eight, less than thirty anyhow. Go and see him yourself in the morgue, Inspector. He looks nice.’

It was, Quilligan thought, a strange remark for a leathery old doctor.

 



At 3:00 A.M. Jude had slept for an hour, worn out finally from crying. Shad dead! Shadrack his brother, his senior one, his little father. He could not take it in. Shad was dead. How cold the bed was without him, how desolate the world, and how bitter this cruel little island of Ireland.

Jude Ekemauche Okafor: Igbo by tribe, native of Nnewi, Anambra State, Nigeria. Twenty-three years of age, about. White people always wanted exact figures. Why? What use was it? He did not know his mathematical age. He knew his age group. ‘The gazelles’ they were called: wonder boys all of them, dancers, drummers, runners, tumblers, fleet and beautiful. Oh, where were they all now, Chinedu, Oneyma, Uchedike, Chidebere, the ever-faithful ones, the good, where were they now, his brothers, when, like a wounded warrior, he needed them and their  strong arms to hold him up? And what of his mother, who would tell her? How would they tell her? She would die of grief, surely, for Shad – Nwachukwu – her first-born son.

In a stupor of grief and exhaustion, Jude saw Shad again in that hospital morgue where the police had brought him. So small he had seemed, so slender, motionless; the alive so dead, his mutilated body so pitiable in its torn, blood-stained clothes. He could hear Shad crying to him now, pleading, pleading: Shad, the strong one, the senior brother who always gave to his junior ones, Shad who never took anything for himself, how had he become so weak, so poor, so piteously helpless?

 



Wide awake suddenly, terrified, he was lying flat on his face, as if for judgment, naked as for sacrifice, his sweat surging in the pulsating heat of the sacred forest. In his flared nostrils, that acrid tang, as unmistakable as his own smell, the animate musk of Africa, whose red earth he could feel gripping and throbbing beneath his drenched and trembling body. In his ears, drum-beats, night sounds of the deep forest, ecstasies  and agonies of the hunt and of the dying, of rutting and killing.

The spirits were calling him, his father, his father’s father, great elders before whom he had prostrated himself as a child, the heroes of his race, many of their names forgotten or known only to priests or to the great storytellers, yet ever-present in his own life, to judge, to punish, or at times to reward honor, courage, and fidelity. These, the great ancestors of his Igbo clan and tribe, warriors and wizards, prophets and princes, saints, stern, inflexible men: these were calling to him now, to him by name: Jude Ekemauche. It was a great and terrible privilege, one rarely given and which could not be refused. In this night, his life was being utterly changed, his destiny was being written now forever, for better or for worse, for salvation or damnation.

‘Ekemauche, our son, open your ears and listen. Attend to the voice of the spirits. You must lay this your brother, Nwachukwu, our son, to rest with honor. You must bring justice down on the heads of his murderers. Avenge this treacherous deed! Avenge the name of our people! Eat fire, Ekemauche! Drink deep of  anger! May Great Chukwu strengthen your arm against our foes. May he enflame your chi with pitiless knowledge of all who talk lie, may he fill your belly with the valor of our greatest warriors.

‘We command you, Ekemauche, choose now. Become a mighty one of our race, our blessed son, champion of the people – or else, be you ten times accursed and outcast forever.’

Jude covered his head and ears with both hands, crushing his face down onto the earth in a gesture of intense fear, in supplication, in perfect submission.

 



It was already after eight o’clock when Jude woke from a deep dreamless sleep. Fresh fruit, fish, and vegetables were his responsibility, and he had never before missed the market. Downstairs he could hear Margot, their massive Ghanaian mum-away-from-mum, bustling between dining room and kitchen. She was doing, he did not doubt, Shad’s work, and his, as well as her own.

Nothing could stop Margot. Besides feeding half the African population on Dublin’s north  side, she was universal mother to throngs of harried and lonely people, most of them black. It was she who had taken Jude in her arms the night before when the police had brought him back from identifying Shad’s body. She had just sat for so long, holding him, stroking his head, singing soft songs in his ear, words which he could not understand, yet song that soothed his aching heart.

He lay on his back thinking, hands entwined behind his head. In one terrible night, he had ceased to be a child and had become a man, a man deeply sorrowing, yet calm now and strong, a man raised above mere self-pity and able to carry his pain. A man, too, who had pledged his deepest self. He would die rather than fail.

He got up and took his bath in a bucket of cold water, in traditional African style. Pure pleasure in the tropics: harsh penance in this unending Irish winter. But there was no money to spare for heating water.

As he washed, he reflected. Until four months before, Jude had never been farther than Anambra and the neighboring Igbo states, what used to be called Biafra. He spoke Igbo fluently  and English well, but it was the English of Igboland and the Delta, quite different in syntax and intonation to the provincial dialects of Dublin. He had a big problem of communication in a city whose natives seemed certain that the best, indeed the only correct English in the world, was as spoken by themselves.

Jude was no stranger to city living. He knew Onitsha like the back of his hand and he had spent three months in Lagos on his way to Ireland. Anyone who survives those maelstroms, friends had assured him, would survive anywhere in the world. Dublin by comparison was small, and calm to the point of being eerie. He could not quite believe it at first: the cars stayed on their own side of the road – the wrong side actually – and they always stopped at red lights, even when there was no Yellow Fever man standing by with his whip to torture the drivers, as there was at home.

He still felt far from secure. Although not particularly hassled by police or immigration officials, most of whom seemed quite human, he had far too much to do with them. Visa offices to visit, police stations to report to,  forms to fill out, questions to be answered, all the time more and more questions, many that he had no idea how to answer. Immigration formalities were interminable, bewildering, and intimidating. From day to day, from week to week, he had no idea whether his case for a resident’s permit was going forward or backward. There was the nagging fear all the time that they would come for him suddenly and send him packing.

Perhaps now, with his brother dead, they would think that he was trouble and a bringer of bad luck. They would drive him out. Besides, he had no money to pay bribes. Always when tragedy strikes the police are involved, and when the police get involved, you have to bring money. Whether you are wrong or in the right, the police must eat money. Jude’s own father had been struck and killed by a taxi. His family were poor people. The police would not let his family have the body to bury until they bring money. Eventually, one reverend sister ‘dashed’ them two thousand naira. Their father stank at his funeral. Well, Shadrack would not stink at his funeral. Even if Jude had to kill for it, Shad would have a decent funeral.  ‘Standard,’ as they say at home, by which they mean ‘the best.’

Jude knew the world of Dublin’s Little Africa, that area from Parnell Square back toward the North Circular Road, increasingly colonized by Africans, who had come to hitch a ride on the Celtic Tiger. He was also fairly at home in the food markets down near the river, where people knew him and where, in typical Dublin style, everybody called him ‘Judo.’ He enjoyed walking back from there each morning, the huge basket of fresh produce balanced skillfully on his head. He could sense people looking at him admiringly. Sometimes he would flash pearly teeth at some pretty girl, who would immediately turn pink. Then he would go home happy, dreaming impossible dreams.

But outside the little circle of Africans frequenting Shad’s restaurant, the mostly friendly neighbors in adjoining streets, his market pals, and some clergy and faithful at the church where he worshipped, Jude knew virtually no one and was shy of making contact. In the six weeks he had spent in Dublin he had not encountered much racial hostility.  Incoherent taunts in his back a few times, once a glutinous yellow snot landing at his feet, and another time, from a pretty girl on the arm of an ugly lout, obscene gestures, which sparked disgust and even pity in his heart, more than anger or fear.

But he had heard stories of what had happened to other people, those who had strayed from the African ghetto and dared to compete in other sectors of Irish society. He was in no hurry to do likewise. He knew nothing south of the river bisecting Dublin, not to mention anywhere outside the city. He had not even learned how to take a Dublin bus, use a public telephone, or handle any but the simplest commercial transactions. It was a slender basis for all that he had to do now.

Having dressed, Jude knelt down, as he always did.

‘Sweet Jesus,’ he said, ‘my Savior, my brother, you are my only Shad now. You, too, are Nwachukwu, son of God. Make a home for Shad, break kola nut for him, heal his broken body, dry his tears, forgive his sins. Console our mother very well, and I will console your Mother.  Help me, guide me everytime in what I must do. Make me worthy of my father, as you are worthy of your Father. Love me too much, I beg, I beg. Amen.’




Chapter Two

Inspector Jim Quilligan had never had to deal with Africans. They had only begun to appear in Ireland in numbers since the country had become prosperous, which was as recent as it was tenuous. Over the last five years they had been arriving in their thousands – though hardly so many as the Asians who, less conspicuous than the blacks, were by now inscrutably and charmingly present everywhere.

If Jude Okafor was anything to go by, Quilligan thought, he liked the blacks. There was fellow  feeling, of course: Jude and he were both outsiders. Jude was an African and Jim was a tinker, an Irish gypsy. In terms of Irish society, there was not much to choose between the two.

A big man, whose ruddy complexion and yellow hair proclaimed his origins, Quilligan had traveled the roads of Ireland until his early teens, in a series of pony traps, campers, and beat-up motor cars. He had slept, eaten, washed, and performed all other natural functions in the open air, publicly or behind bushes and trees as appropriate. He had ridden wild piebald ponies bareback and at high speeds since before he could walk, and was always as healthy as a trout: he had even had to be tied to the backseat of a Land Rover for a week to prevent him bursting his belly open climbing trees in the aftermath of a nick-of-time appendectomy.

As a child, Quilligan had had no illusions about the nice people who lived in houses, or at least about their attitudes to the likes of himself. For most of them, he knew perfectly well, he was bottom of the pile: presumed to be lice-ridden, incontinent, an ex officio thief, trainee drunkard and splitter of skulls, very likely  the bastard issue of incestuous coupling. He had learned humility early, but also pride, resilience, silence in the face of disdain, and never ever to be subservient. His self-image was intact, based on who he and his people were, and not on how the settled community might choose to regard them.

When Quilligan’s father, wanting to give his children a better chance in life, and fearful for his wife’s deteriorating health, had finally decided to settle down in a house, the change had been excruciating for all of them. They would remain for generations restless, not in the clawing, craving way of people cutting loose from dirty addictions, but in the nobler idiom of free spirits accustoming themselves to life in a cage. For years Jim had felt like a penguin that had once been an eagle.

Between a no-nonsense Christian Brothers school and Garda Training College at Templemore, Quilligan had learned to conform, externally at least. In head, heart, and intuition, however, he remained very much his own man. Superiors, always in dread of what he might do next, still valued his fearless honesty coupled with the  shrewd insight and experience of one who had lived from his earliest days much closer to the harsher realities of life than any of them.

Quilligan was moved by Jude, by his incredible naïveté on the one hand, and his total determination on the other. Here was this boy, down from heaven in the last shower, an innocent abroad in a completely unfamiliar culture – and yet, gung ho to capture and kill his brother’s murderer. He could not help smiling at the youngster’s slogan: One and God is majority! There was no doubt in Jude’s mind about who the ‘one’ was, and even God Himself, it seemed, would be getting no say about whose side He was meant to be on.

The first interview had not gone well. Quilligan arrived at the restaurant the morning after Jude had been brought by the police to identify his murdered brother. He sat with Jude and Margot in the empty dining room. Having confirmed that neither of them had the slightest idea about who might have wanted to see Shad dead, Quilligan asked about his mood and movements on the day he died. His mood, they said, had been cheerful, as it always was, and his  movements predictable, at least until six o’clock on that evening.

‘So what happened at six o’clock?’

‘A telephone call. He came into the kitchen. Jude had gone out to get something; oil, I think,’ Margot said.

‘Red pepper,’ Jude said.

‘Whatever. Shad said he had to go out, and to keep things going until he came back. He went. He never did come back.’

Quilligan looked at Jude.

‘That’s it. He never come again.’ He paused, then went on. ‘It was Monday night, not busy. We manage very fine. Done, finish by eleven o’clock. Madame Margot go home. I eat my food and go to bed.’

‘Weren’t you worried?’

‘Yes, now, I worry small. I hate when Shad is not here, like now I hate.’

‘Had he done this before?’

Jude paused, then answered with obvious reluctance.

‘Not in work time . . . but sometimes after work.’

‘He would stay out all night?’

Jude looked at Margot. She nodded her head. He answered.

‘Yes, sometime. He romance one lady.’

‘Who is she, this lady?’

The boy lifted his head defiantly. Margot answered quickly.

‘A girl called Esther. He did not go there. I talked to her last night. She has not seen him for three weeks. She is terribly shocked.’

‘Is Esther a prostitute?’

There was total silence. Jude stood up abruptly and walked out of the room.

‘He is upset, Inspector.’

‘Yes. But I need to know. Is she a prostitute?’

‘Inspector, these boys have a hard life. They are lonely.’

‘Madame Margot, I am not here to improve anybody’s morals, but there are things I need to know. A whole night with a prostitute costs money.’

‘Shad did not give Esther money; I am sure of that.’

‘Well, exactly: that may be the point! Prostitutes have pimps, and pimps don’t like people mixing business with pleasure – at their  expense. They punish people. Perhaps somebody was punishing Shad – and it just went too far.’

Margot thought about that for a moment.

‘Okay, yes, I can see what you mean. But I don’t think it was like that. He wasn’t there that night, or for weeks. But, anyhow if you really must know, her name is Esther Wilson. Henrietta Street, a few doors up from the pub, top floor.’

‘Wilson. White, is she?’

‘She is black. Does it matter?’ asked Margot.

‘It could do. Racism. Did Shad have trouble that way?’

‘Not really. The odd insult, not being welcome here or there, being treated like shit once or twice. We all get it. But Africa has grown big here. We are not afraid.’

‘Things were worse?’

‘Good, then bad, now better. When we were small, nobody noticed. Now we are big, it is okay. In between, that was the bad time, when we were too big not to be trouble and too small to defend ourselves.’

‘Interesting. Tell me, had Shad anything wrong  with his leg? He was hardly lining up for an operation, was he?’

‘Of course not. He never went near doctors. All he ever had was fever now and again.’

‘Fever?’

‘Malaria. We know how to handle that. Native cures.’

‘What about protection rackets, was he being pestered for protection money?’

‘No, nothing like that, We look after each other around here. Besides, Shad didn’t have money. Everyone knew that. Any he could spare he sent home to his mother for the young ones.’

‘A nice guy, huh?’

Her eyes moistened. ‘He was a prince among men,’ she said. Quilligan stood up.

‘Where did Jude go?’

‘The kitchen. That door.’ She pointed.

Jude was standing, looking out the window at nothing. There was nothing to look at except a blank wall. He did not turn around.

‘What will you do now?’

‘I will find my senior brother’s murderer and kill him.’

Quilligan smiled and shook his head.

‘I mean about the restaurant.’

‘I will continue it, for Shad.’

‘Listen, Jude, I know this is all pain for you, but we are on the same side. We must help each other.’

‘I cannot bring money. I have no money. You are wasting your time, Inspector.’

Quilligan went forward and put his hand on the boy’s shoulder. There was no reaction.

‘You probably won’t believe this for a long time, but you will see in the end. I do not want money. What I do want is the same as you want, to catch whoever did this evil and cowardly thing.’

Jude did not turn his head, but when Quilligan left moments later he heard very quietly behind him: ‘Dalu.’


Margot opened the street door for him. He asked her:

‘Why does Jude call you “Madame Margot”?’

‘Because that is what a well-mannered young man calls a senior lady in his country.’

‘I see. And what does dalu mean?’

‘It means “thank you.”’

 



The Murtaghs lived near the crest of soft hills known hyperbolically as the Dublin Mountains. Their house snuggled into a fold of the slope, a stone’s throw below the ruined remains of the Hellfire Club, a notorious gambling haunt for the dandies, young bucks, and gay blades of eighteenth-century Dublin society. Inspector Quilligan and Sergeant Molly Power drove up there in the early afternoon.

The Murtaghs had a lot to say but little to add to what the police knew already: stormy night, security light woke them. No sound of a car. Jack thinks he heard a voice calling, presumably for help. When? Before or after the security light went on? Before or after Mary called him? He does not remember. When Mary first saw the black man, he was standing, presumably on one leg; he had to be, to ring the doorbell, but he collapsed as she watched him. They ran down, opened the door. No chitchat, only groans. He was hurting and bloody. A few telephone calls to doctors, hospitals. No joy. They dragged him into their car, nearly rupturing themselves and probably him in the process. He groaned and they groaned – a lot of groaning  all ’round. They went inside, threw on some clothes, then drove him to the nearest hospital at Loughlinstown. Nightmarish stuff.

The Murtaghs’ small garden, and the roadway for fifty yards on either side, had been cordoned off for several hours on the first day after Shad’s death. When the forensic experts had done their thing, the road had been reopened to traffic and the cordon was repositioned to corral the Murtagh property and its roadside frontage for further examination. Quilligan had already had a preliminary report on his desk that morning. He walked the terrain now with Molly, report in hand.

The mountain road passed above the level of the Murtagh residence which, sheltered by hedges, was not visible from the roadway. Indeed, Quilligan had driven past it twice before he had spotted the entrance. Somebody unfamiliar with the place might well have thought it a deserted spot and a nice place to dump unwanted bodies.

There were fresh tire tracks coming from the city direction, then swerving across the narrow roadway and right in onto the grass margin  fronting the Murtagh property. These tracks, which were made by 205mm tires in good condition, indicated that a large car had pulled over and stopped at that point. The right-hand front tire, though new, did have a notch on its inner rim, which printed quite plainly in the shallow mud at the roadside.

Flattened patches of grass and, farther in, of rougher undergrowth, linked tenuously by minute particles of cloth, blood, and plastic, suggested that Shad had been dragged out of the car, then rolled about fifteen feet into a ditch where, it was no doubt hoped, he might lie undiscovered for ages or forever. Instead the body had apparently continued to roll out the other side of that ditch, which was shallow on the lower side, or Shad, when he came to, may even have been able to roll himself twenty yards farther downhill to a point from which he could crawl to the front door of the house. Molly, having lain down in the ditch herself, pointed out that the house, invisible from the roadside, could be seen under the hedge by somebody lying in that position. The dirty and torn condition of the victim’s clothes and of the plastic  bag enclosing his mutilated limb was consistent with this reconstruction.

‘It could have worked,’ Molly said, as they drove back to the city, ‘but not a good place to hide a body, even if there was no house nearby. Much too near the road and no serious cover. Dogs, birds, anything could have drawn attention to it.’

‘So?’ Quilligan prompted.

‘So it was a rush job, one not expected to arise, and therefore not prepared for.’

‘Good. What else?’

‘Probably done by one man.’

‘One person, let’s say. Equal opportunity, after all.’

‘Or person then, who couldn’t drag the body very far. Shad was not very big, but . . . .’

‘All bodies are heavy. You are right,’ said Quilligan.

Molly, quite the contrary, felt strangely weightless as they descended into the breathtaking panorama of Dublin Bay, like space travelers floating back to earth in a returning space capsule. At the first traffic light, Quilligan said:

‘Molly, expert surgery is the queer fish in this  case. You and I have to queue two years for it: this guy gets a freebie when he doesn’t even want it. What the hell is all that about?’

 



Molly put the same question to Jan-Hein that night in bed. They had discussed the case on and off since she got in from work that evening. Jan-Hein said, ‘How do you always get crazy cases? I mean, cutting someone’s leg off must be the world’s messiest way to murder someone. Are you sure it was a murder? Couldn’t it be like an IRA thing, like a punishment beating or a knee-capping?’

‘The IRA had nothing to do with this.’

‘No, of course not, but Al Qaeda or somebody. Don’t the Muslims cut off things sometimes?’

‘Don’t be racist, Jan-Hein.’

‘No, seriously.’

‘Anyhow he wasn’t a Muslim. I was with him when he died: I told you.’

‘Yes. You should tell his brother about that.’

‘Do you really think so?’

‘I do; it would help him.’

They dozed.

 



‘Molly, suppose it was meant to be a murder, why then would they dump him in a ditch, when he was still alive? That was a sure sentence to death – but such a death. Do you know what he would have died of?’

‘Loss of blood.’

‘No. Thirst. That is one lousy death: cut off a limb, and leave the guy to die of thirst. When you lose a lot of blood, you suffer agonies with thirst.’

‘So you think they did want to kill him – but slowly: they wanted to torture him to death?’

‘Something like that.’

‘Holy Moses, hold me tight!’

‘I’m not holy Moses, but I’ll try!’

 



Later, Jan-Hein said:

‘On the other hand . . .’

‘What, you’re not going to change it all again now, are you?’

‘Well, it’s just that people who torture other people to death like to watch them squirm. I mean, you don’t just dump them in a hole and go home for tea.’

‘Oh my God, what kind of monster did I marry?’

‘I’m just telling you the facts, ma’am, the facts.’

 



Jude was carrying on with the business as best he could. He knew so much less about it than his brother had, but Margot was everywhere, early and late, advising, organizing, and, above all, doing. He had also taken on two boys to help, one Igbo, the other Yoruba. Both were enthusiastic and shaping up well. He needed whatever money he could earn. He was conscious, too, that many regular customers, single men, or at least men who had left wives and families behind them in Africa, were dependent on Shad’s restaurant for their main meal at midday or in the evening. He must not disappoint them.

Inevitably, standards took a tumble. All festive or modestly exotic dishes disappeared from the menu overnight, and even the basic fare that continued to be served was sometimes less than satisfactory. But there was enormous sympathy for Jude. Not only were there no complaints, but people who had never given tips before, conscious of impending funeral expenses,  suddenly became generous and even lavish. If on occasion Jude had to apologize for some culinary disaster, he was invariably met with that most Nigerian of reassurances: ‘Jude, you are trying.’

Customers even began to help. If things were busy, they would get what they needed from the kitchen for themselves or for each other rather than hassle the hard-pressed and inexperienced staff. The ultimate in philanthrophic miracles was achieved two nights after Shad’s death, when Fat Isaac, who claimed to be a great chief of Benue and to have three wives in Gboko, was discovered in the back kitchen helping mere women with the washing up.

 



Shad had died early on Wednesday morning. It was late Friday afternoon when the media got to hear of it. Within minutes the restaurant was chockablock with newshounds. Jude was alone with one of the new boys when they started to arrive. He was bombarded with questions, some of which he hardly understood, and most of which he did not know how to answer. He was asked about racism, tribal warfare, black magic,  immigration rackets, and drug trafficking. He could only repeat again and again that Shad was a good man, who had no enemies and was involved in nothing illegal. About racism, he said that they had the best of neighbors and that he could not believe that any Dubliner or any Irish person would have done this thing to his brother.

‘Well, who did it, Jude, who killed your brother?’

‘I no know,’ he answered, dropping one open upturned palm into the other, in an eloquent African gesture of helpless bewilderment.

They wanted to know about Shad’s love life. Jude laughed and said nothing. Unfortunately, it was this laughing image that several newspapers chose to publish next morning, leading to unfavorable commentaries among readers about Jude’s attitude to his brother’s death. But comedy and tragedy are half brothers, each being born of human fragility. So an African will sometimes laugh in the face of tragedy. This is neither callousness nor hysteria: it is simple acknowledgment of the human condition.
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