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Chapter	One	

Grandparents	
 

Elmer Newcombe paused a few moments to sit back in his luxuriant armchair and bask, 
simply bask, in the pleasure of how far he had come. His mother was a druggy, his father a 
pimp. His childhood neighbourhood had long since been overrun by dark foreigners pretending 
to be Londoners. Even the cook who made the meat pies down at the deli was a dirty foreigner.  

And yet despite so rough a beginning, look at him now. An expansive corner office with a full 
wall of windows, rich oriental carpeting, and this huge, solid mahogany desk. He paid his 
secretary a little more than what most secretaries make, and in return received whatever he 
wanted, as often as he wished. And for all this he need do hardly anything at all. There was no 
necessity to scrabble, to go out and seek it; it all came to him. Life could not be richer. 

“Come in,” he called to the tap-tap on his door. He broke into a wide grin. “Why, look who’s 
here! Come in! Come in, my dear. Why don’t you…?” and he froze. He was staring down the 
maw of a large handgun of a strange configuration, with a steel tube sort of device extending 
beyond the barrel. “What…why are you…whatever are you thinking?” He had no chance to sort 
out this sudden, disquieting turn of events, for the maw exploded in his face. 

 
The house looked so very English, which was no surprise, for it nestled in the toniest 

neighbourhood of Bedford, England. From the circular drive where the limo let them out, they 
traversed a curved brick walkway to an imposing door. The door opened unbidden. 

“Mr. Joseph Rodriguez. Master Henry. Mistress Gloria. Welcome. Please come in.” He had 
to be the butler. He looked exactly like a butler, with black tails and striped pants. 

“Thank you.” Joe ushered the kids into the house, from bright sun to heavy gloom. The foyer 
was as big as the living room in his apartment. He handed the fellow his card.  

They followed the butler down a tiled hall studded along the way with side tables holding 
breath-taking works of sculpture. This was the home where Joe’s deceased wife grew up. She 
played here, ran up and down this hall among statues and urns. No doubt she broke a few of 
them before she reached adulthood. 

On his left, Glo gripped Joe’s finger tighter. The butler opened floor-to-ceiling double doors 
and stepped aside to sonorously announce their names. Joe and his children entered. 

On the far side of the large room, an aged woman, a bit portly but in no wise bowed, sat in a 
studded leathern armchair to one side of a massive fireplace. On the other side in an armchair 
equally grand, an old man stood up. He was lean almost to the point of being gaunt, with a full 
head of grey hair combed back and soft grey eyes beneath soft grey brows.  

He smiled and stepped forward. “Joseph, children, welcome to our home.” He extended his 
hand. 

Joe took it, clasping the handshake with his left and gently squeezing, for his right hand had 
no grip to speak of. “We are honoured, Mr. Waite.” The man was a couple inches taller than 
Joe’s five eleven. 

Mr. Waite walked over to stand beside his wife. “I present Dame Margaret Simmons Waite. 
Meggie, our son-in-law, Joseph Rodriguez, and his children.” 

Joe walked over to the seated lady, accepted the proffered hand, kissed her knuckles, and 
stepped back. “I am delighted to present your grandchildren. Henry Peter, nicknamed Rico, age 
ten, and Gloria Margaret, whom we call Glo, age seven.” And in deference to Glo’s prior request 
he added, “Almost eight.”  

Rico gave a taut little bow and Glo curtsied deeply. Joe was proud of them. His partner 
Tommy’s lessons on being genteel were paying off already. 
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“The pictures you sent us do not do them full justice, Mr. Rodriguez. May I call you Joe? 
They are delightful children. So young and vibrant.” Mrs. Waite did indeed seem to relish her 
first encounter with her only child’s children. 

For that matter, so did the mister. He extended his hand. “Rico, I am most pleased to meet 
you.” 

“And I you, sir.” Rico shook gravely. 
“And little Glo.”  
She curtsied again. 
From behind her chair, Mrs. Waite gathered two canes and nestled one in each hand. “Many 

of the letters you’ve sent speak of the outdoors, so I’ve ordered luncheon set up al fresco in the 
garden. But you are accustomed to a far warmer climate. If you become chilled, please let us 
know and we will repair to the solarium.” She tipped forward and lurched to her feet, propped 
tripodal on her canes. Almost painfully, she crossed the room four-legged, headed for French 
doors. Rico hustled ahead and had them open for her when she arrived.  

Joe fell in beside his father-in-law. “We greatly appreciate your invitation. Thank you.” 
“And we greatly appreciate that you would cross six thousand miles of land and sea to visit 

us.” 
Louise had told Joe about her childhood home, but her descriptions fell far short of the 

reality. He could not have imagined rooms so huge, so ornate, so richly appointed and 
decorated. And so dark. The walls were fully panelled and the wood had mellowed with age. 
The heavy curtains were closed or nearly so; walls in Arizona were always painted white or 
cream and even venetian blinds when closed let in more light than this. 

The French doors opened onto what Joe would call a vast patio, paved with flagstone and 
roofed with a lattice covered in vines. They walked beyond the patio out into a garden a good 
ten acres big. Everything was manicured to a fault; flowers bloomed all over, and you just knew 
that the greenery that was not blooming did so during some other season. 

Glo ran over to a pond fed by a gurgling foot-high waterfall. “Rico, look! Goldfish. Wait. No 
they’re not. They’re swordtails. And they raise rabbits here! See? There’s a rabbit run. The 
grass is a little mashed down.” 

Mrs. Waite laughed heartily. “We do not raise them, Glo. They make themselves at home 
regardless our efforts to expel them.” 

Glo turned to the lady. “Do you live-trap them or shoot them?” 
“We put ferrets to them. With limited success.” 
“Oh.” Glo pondered this a moment. “We have coyotes, so we don’t need ferrets.” 
Luncheon was set up in a gazebo in what appeared to be the centre of the grounds. Mr. 

Waite held his wife’s chair and scooted her in; Rico held Glo’s chair and scooted her in; which 
left Joe to sit down. 

Mrs. Waite looked around. “Lovely weather for your arrival today; I am so glad.” She picked 
up her shrimp fork to tackle the artfully arranged shrimp before her. “What is the weather like in 
August at your home?” She aimed the question more or less at Rico. 

He shrugged. ‘Usually around a hundred to a hundred and ten. July and August are our hot 
months.” He look at her face and hastily added, “But it cools off then. September’s nineties and 
October’s eighties or nineties.” 

“And what is the depths of winter, pray tell?” 
Rico looked at Joe. “What do we get, forties?” 
Joe smiled. “On a cold day, yes.” He aimed at the mister. “I hope one day you will visit us. 

January through March should be perfect for you. Sixties and seventies and constant sun.” 
The shrimp was excellent, flavourful and neither rubbery nor stringy. 
Here came the butler down the path. He passed Mr. Waite a folded note and stepped back.  
Mr. Waite studied the note a moment, frowning. He handed the note back. “Tell him an hour 

or so.” 
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The gentleman’s gentleman nodded, turned and left. Did he never smile? 
Mrs. Waite scowled. “Elmer again?” 
“I’m afraid so.” He picked up his fork. “We will indeed have to come visit. Rico? Glo? In your 

letters you mentioned pets, two dogs. Tell me about them.” 
These two hosts included Joe in the conversation because they were too polite not to, but 

their main focus was on their grandchildren. And he didn’t blame them. In the years between 
Joe’s marriage to Louise and her death about five years ago, they had never visited the States. 
After Louise was gone, why should they? Joe pictured his kids never knowing their 
grandparents and got an opportunity to amend that. So here they sat, dining in a gazebo in a 
stately, formal English garden. 

And how was Joe ever going to bring himself to call these two Peter and Margaret, Pete and 
Meggie being totally out of the question? They were too august, too reserved, to be anyone 
other than Mister and Missus. 

Who was Elmer? Whoever he was, he had cast a pall on these two simply with the mention 
of his name. They were covering well, keeping chat light, but the sudden frost when the butler 
had appeared was almost palpable. Interesting. And none of Joe’s business. 

Finally, the meal complete, Mr. Waite folded his napkin. “I regret having to leave, and I shall 
return as soon as I can. If you will excuse me…” He started to rise and sat down again. “Joe, 
you are a homicide investigator.” 

“I am.” 
“Your little Glo, so observant, may wish to explore our garden further. The children could 

remain here; I’m sure Meggie would greatly enjoy their company. If you like, you could go along 
with me then. It might interest you.”  

“I would like to, yes.” Joe stood, nodded toward Mrs. Waite, and smiled at his kids. It was the 
misbehave and I will make your life a living hell smile that the children knew well. They got it in 
the morning before school sometimes, too. 

Peter (as he insisted, casting aside Joe’s use of “mister”) led the way through the house, 
down side halls, and they ended up in a spacious garage. One bay door yawned open and a 
driver stood at the opened back door of a pale green sedan.  

Joe climbed in even as Peter was hopping in the other side. The doors clicked shut with puh 
sounds, firm and satisfying. 

Joe looked about. “Leyland Austin, is that correct? Montego?” 
“Correct. Leyland stumbled around a bit, but they came up with quite a decent car. They 

dumped the Austin label a few years ago.” 
The car rolled down the circular drive, paused, and squirted out into traffic. 
“Very nice riding car.” Joe settled back into soft seats. 
“And you drive a Leyland automobile as well.” 
He smiled. “My Midget, and certainly not in this class. It’s more or less communal property, 

my sister Fel and I. Whoever has the kids takes our suburban van and the other one gets the 
Midget.” 

Peter nodded. “Remind me to pop the hood for you when we get back.”  
“I shall. At the close of lunch; your reference to a homicide investigator?” 
“Nasty business. We are dealing with a murder here.” His profile tightened and he looked 

infinitely sad. “My business partner.” 
  



CRY FOWL/Sandy Dengler 

 

Chapter	2	

Home	
 

“Thomas Seamus Flaherty, thy name is Trepidation.” Tommy paused beside this two-storey 
brick house where its front stoop would be, had it not been replaced by a wheelchair ramp. He 
took a deep breath, another, and stepped inside, from Clifden, Ireland overcast into gloom, and 
gave his eyes a moment to adjust.  

A middle-aged woman stood up behind the low reception desk, and her face brightened into 
the sweetest smile. “You are Tom Flaherty. Welcome home.” She extended her hand. 

“I am indeed. And ye would be the cheerful lady with whom I correspond, Sarah Frame.” He 
took her hand; its clasp was warm and soft; shook, and kissed the back of it. 

She came around the desk still smiling. “Tom, you look enough like Eamon to be a son. Let 
me take you to him. I hope your flight went well.” Her accent was more midlands British than 
Irish. She led the way upstairs and down a hallway that was probably lighted by forty-watt bulbs. 
They should have been hundred-watters. 

“Excellent flight. Of course, me partner in the police department claims that any flight that 
does not require the assistance of emergency vehicles is a good flight. He be a wee bit 
curmudgeonly about flying.” 

“Your partner. You’ve mentioned him in correspondence from time to time; Joseph Rod-
…uh, Roader-…uh, a Mexican gentleman, right?” 

“Joe Rodriguez, and he’s no Mexican; half Yaqui, half English. We all came across the big 
water together this trip. He and his children got off in London to meet their grandparents and 
meself continued to Galway here.” 

He glanced aside through some of the doors that stood open as they passed. The rooms 
were dingy, as are those of all old-folks’ homes. They shared in common a white pipe bed 
against the wall, a commode at its foot, and a hunched, grey person in a wheelchair usually 
parked near the window. Photos, letters, pictures torn from magazines, and myriad other 
mementos were tacked to walls and corkboards, raucous clutter evoking remembrance of times 
past. Depressing. 

Sarah marched briskly. “I’m very glad you came. Your father needs you; just dismiss how 
gruff he may seem. And for selfish reasons, I enjoy being able at last to put a face to the name I 
see on letters.” 

“And I as well, Sarah. Letters be a poor substitute for a true visit, but twas the best available 
option.” 

She paused beside the closed door to room 13. “Tom, you would be shocked how many of 
our residents receive no visitors and no letters whatever, let alone financial assistance. You are 
a beautifully faithful son, trust me.” She rapped on the door and opened it unbidden. “Eamon? 
He’s here.”  

Tom stepped forward into the room. Sarah stepped backward into the hall and closed the 
door between them. 

Tom stood stunned, agape and aghast. Of course his father would look more aged; it had 
been over seven years since Tom last saw him. But this withered fellow appeared centuries 
past aged. He had shrunk into a gaunt, wrinkled, curled-up parody of an old man, parked in a 
wheelchair with his back to the window.  

Tom crossed to him and took both his hands into his; they were cold, and they vibrated 
slightly. He used the Gaelic of his childhood. “Father. I am happy to see you.” 

The rheumy eyes bored into his. “Mought’s well use English, eh. Tis what ye write yer letters 
in.” 
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Tom grabbed a nearby chair and swung it around backwards of the wheelchair, so that he 
could sit beside his father while facing him. He sat down and switched to English. “They tell me 
yer eyesight be not what it once was, so they read me letters to ye. I’m assuming not all of ‘em 
here speak Gaelic.” 

“Bunch o’ foreigners,” he mumbled, scowling. “The policeman of which yer letters speak; 
he’s a foreigner too.” 

“Joe? Nae, the United States be his native land; born in Phoenix of a naturalized English 
mum and a Yaqui da.” 

“Yocky. Foreigner.” 
Tom smiled. “An American Indian. He says the Yaqui nation was in Arizona five hundred 

years before ever white men showed up. Considers himself more American than Americans, as 
well he be.” Change the subject, Flaherty. “They tell me that Bridgid stops by now and again; 
glad to hear that.” 

“Bridgid, aye. Sweet child, but in too much a hurry. See Seamus yet?” 
“Nae, I came straight here.” 
“Too bad about Seamus. Got what ye call a persecution complex; thinks everyone’s after 

him. Like anyone would be interested in that old goat.” 
Oh? Tom had heard nothing of that sort. “I’ll be visiting his farm next. I’ll tell ye all about it 

then.” 
 “Even has people coming around asking about him. Foreigners. I tell ‘em nothing. Let ‘em 

go home and get the news.” And the old man abruptly changed the subject. “Ye have not 
married yet.” 

“Nae, but I be thinking about it.” Tom sank forward, elbows on knees, for his father seemed 
unable to see him well when he sat up straight. 

Da scowled. “Foreigner, I trow. Not an Irish lass.” 
“German extraction. Her name be Wiemer. Gretchen, in our forensics lab. Lovely lady, bright 

and capable. There be not many colleens in Arizona to choose from.” 
“And it never occurred to ye to come home and get one.” 
His tone of voice, accusing. The bitterness. Piercing bitterness. Mrs. Frame had adjured 

Tom to dismiss the gruffness, but the negativity, the bitterness in this man’s very soul, could not 
be dismissed. Tom’s da had always been a chronic depressive or at least borderline depressive. 
That depression had magnified itself into a black cloud, an impenetrable curtain of gloom. Tom 
felt himself falling into that gloom, and he was not at all gloomy by nature. 

Indeed, the room itself seemed gloomy, and it took Tom a moment to realize why. It was 
bare. All the other rooms he passed were crammed with mementos. His father’s walls were 
stark. Unadorned. The cork board supplied by the home hung on the wall empty. There stood 
the commode, the pipe bed, this chair, but nothing warm, nothing personal, nothing human. 

Tom sat erect. “I stopped by me hotel to check in, but the room be not ready for me yet, so 
me bags be still in the car. Let me settle in and I’ll return. I’ve an album of photos that we might 
go through then.” 

“Pictures of foreigners, why not. But not today. I nap in the afternoon.” 
“Then I shall return on the morrow.” Tom again took his father’s hands in his own and 

squeezed them. “Good day, Da.” He left. 
He paused beside the reception desk. “Sarah, might ye give me some idea of his schedule, 

that I not disrupt it too badly? Afternoon naps, outings, and such.” 
She wagged her head sadly. “He has none. Some physical therapy, but no outings; you’ll 

not be disrupting anything.” 
“Naps?” 
“No, not that I know if. Sometimes he declines to go to meals. I’ve no idea how his time 

passes.” 
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Tom studied the worn carpet a moment. “And I’ve no idea how to draw him out into a 
happier frame of mind.” He smiled at her. “Thank ye kindly for all yer ministrations. Sure and it’s 
not easy. I know. I’ll be by on the morrow.”  

He had been with his father less than half an hour and already the old man had lied to him 
and he to the old man. He did not have a hotel room lined up, although his bags were indeed in 
the trunk of this rental. He had tried to rent an MG of some sort for when Joe came over, but the 
best he could do was this. It wasn’t a sports car; it had a back seat; but at least it was a 
convertible. He dropped the top and folded up into the driver’s seat. He wheeled out into traffic 
and was pleased to note that driving on the left side of the road still seemed quite as natural to 
him as did driving on the right.  

He left the main road out of Clifden and wandered out into the country along the traces of 
his youth, side roads and lanes, winding along the foot of the hills. Ah. Up there, that lone 
cottage falling into disrepair, used to be the widow Dinwiddie. She was old when Tom was ten; 
no doubt she was gone now. And he smiled to himself. His father seemed to be irritated by 
foreigners. Mrs. Dinwiddie, a lifelong resident of that tiny house, was Scots by heritage. Ergo, a 
foreigner. 

Familiar roads, all. And yet, they seemed much shorter than Tom remembered, the 
countryside much closed in; he was passing the lane back to the Hehirs’ already. And now he 
was coming up on the road he knew best. He turned aside onto the trace to Uncle Seamus’s.   

 Here on the corner of the road stood Colin’s farm, and there was Colin sitting on his porch. 
Tom slowed and waved to him. Grinning, the old man waved enthusiastically, and Tom drove 
on. Well, Tom’s family knew he was coming now; Colin was probably on his phone already, 
telling them Tom had just passed. 

Before he could see Uncle Seamus’s farm he could see the old original farmstead halfway 
up the hill above the present place, and unlike the widow Dinwiddie’s, it appeared to be in good 
repair yet. Did someone live in it? His cousins’ infrequent letters had not mentioned anything 
about it. 

Aye, they knew he was coming. As he tooled into the wide farmyard, a dozen people 
appeared from nowhere. They were grinning. He was grinning. Uncle Seamus grabbed his car 
door and yanked it open the moment the tires quit turning. Amid a babble of greeting in Gaelic 
and in English, Tom hugged a dozen people and kissed a dozen cheeks. 

“Ah, and here be me little cousin Bridgid, sweet child, but in too much a hurry.” He grasped 
the hands of a short, slight, beautiful teenage woman with huge green eyes and brown hair. 

“Eh, Tommy. So fine! Why be I in too much a hurry?” 
“Just me da’s opinion. He mentioned ye.” 
She laughed. Her giggle had changed from when he last knew her, but she was barely eight 

then. Or nine? Small, at any rate.  
“Wait, lass. Be ye eighteen or nineteen?” 
She grinned. “Still seventeen for two months yet.” 
“Eh, time. It gets away from me. Aunt Maeve. Ye be as beautiful yet as I remember.” He 

grasped his aunt’s shoulders, for she had not offered her hands. She had indeed changed, 
looking a little heavier and much sadder than he recalled, but he was not about to say that. 

She snorted. “And ye’ve not moved a foot away from the Blarney stone, I see. Come inside. 
Dinner is served.” 

The dining room had always been the largest room in Uncle Seamus and Aunt Maeve’s 
home, and it filled now. Cousins, second cousins, cousins-in-law. Uncle Seamus took his seat at 
the head, Aunt Maeve at the foot. They seated Tom hard beside his uncle’s right. Tom had 
miscounted; there were fourteen at table here. Bridgid appeared from the kitchen with a pot of 
Aunt Maeve’s stew. Gilbert brought a platter of soda bread and Declan the bangers and 
clapshot. Milk and herring soup. Turnips. And two cuts of lamb. And mutton pie. And shepherd’s 
pie. And…oh my. 



CRY FOWL/Sandy Dengler 

 

The serving persons settled into their chairs. Uncle Seamus looked about, bowed his head, 
and rattled off the standard blessing in Gaelic. He picked up the shepherd’s pie because it was 
closest and passed it to Tom. 

Tom took it, studied it a moment, and raised his voice. “Me beloved: I aver this be ordinary 
fare to ye all.  Everyday food. But to this exile who lived so many years without it, tis the feast of 
angels. I thank ye all for greeting me so richly, and for feeding me so bountifully.” 

He heard a sound out in the dooryard, a car’s motor. And a curious thing happened; his aunt 
and uncle and cousins Gilbert, Bridgid, and Declan, the whole family all froze and glanced about 
in sudden, silent terror. Not just fear. Sheer, palpable terror. 

Aunt Maeve leapt up. “I’ll go see who…” 
The door burst open. “So sorry I’m late! Stuck in town too long.” A boisterous, bearded 

fellow came slamming in. “Ah, there’s the wayward nephew!” 
Tom lurched to his feet to be engulfed in a bear hug by his Uncle Hector. 
They quickly made room at the table for Uncle Hector and the meal resumed. 
Why had an approaching car triggered such sudden, extraordinary fear? Could the paranoia 

Da had mentioned so disdainfully be somehow justified? 
 


