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Preface.
 
In "Gems, Girls, and Giggles," the Drag Detective makes a return. Once again, the story takes place in and around Benidorm.
Clive, who is playing Vera, has to keep an eye on a singing star named Sarah Bigendicken. Sarah Bigendicken is a punk rock opera singer from Scandinavia, which is one of the less believable elements in the story.
Sarah arrived in Benidorm to perform, but her diamond went missing and is thought to have been stolen.
Clive has to figure out a plot that is so thick that a spoon could stand up in it.
Stories of betrayal, double-crossing, and a gang of criminals.
There are a lot of bad jokes, musical references, and stereotypical dialogue in this story. There may also be double and even triple meanings that are just waiting to jump out at you, or, as they say, go at you like a ferret up a drainpipe.
Our story has intrigue, death, and misdirection, but someone still needs to find out how a full English breakfast can cost only €3.00.
Benidorm is famous because every year, a huge number of tourists come to its streets and hotels. There is something for almost everyone here, and the chemist always has a cream for that rash.
There are about 60,000 people living there, and they come from many different countries. A huge number of tourists come from the UK. But in the winter, thousands of Spaniards travel from the North to spend Christmas and the Three Kings celebrations.
People have different opinions about Benidorm, and some are better than others. You know, the stuff made from the by-products of brewing beer that you spread on bread. You either love it or hate it...
I hope that some people who come here will put down their drinks and go see the different places I've tried to include in these stories.
The show is about to begin. The diva is coming, and she is in the spotlight.
 
 
Gems, Girls & Giggles.
 

1.
 
	CliVera awoke abruptly to the sound of her alarm and slowly got out of bed. Her head throbbed painfully, and her mouth felt as though a pigeon had used it as a toilet. She had spent yet another night out with Gabriela Rodriguez, indulging in drinking, dancing, and, heaven knows, what else.  
How peculiar it was that they had forged such a strong friendship after resolving the ‘stamp album’ case, and how surprisingly effortless it had been for her to revert to being Clive as well; that had truly been the most astonishing revelation of all.  
The local police had even let Vera help with cases involving British tourists, which kept her very busy.
As she walked to the toilet, CliVera almost tripped over the pile of clothes on the floor. She smiled as she thought about how heavy her night had been. After a quick shower and shave, CliVera changed back into Clive, a retired, mild-mannered copper who became a glamorous drag act at night. He shook his head and went back to his bedroom, just missing the pile of clothes again. He thought, "I have to do some laundry later."  
He opened the shutter and winced as the weak winter sun blinded him for a moment. Its light made strange shadows on the tiled floor. He went into the kitchen and made tea. His mood and headache were getting better slowly. He decided that he would go to the club today and talk to Raymond. He wanted to come back for the Thursday show and see what was going on now that the club was open during the day as well.
Raymond had decided that a six-night week was the best way to go now that the club was in town. They had even begun to put on a day and matinee show. It was clear that these were more family friendly. They started with a cheap, usually undesirable tribute act and then had a couple of younger drags who were just getting ready to go out. There was also a house pianist named Candie L'Arbre, who performed as a young Liberace tribute artist. Some days there was even a magic act.  
Clive couldn't wait to see that, but the new people were coming and going just as quickly as the beer in the bar where they only charge a euro for a pint.
The first thing he noticed when he got to the club was how much brighter it was outside. The old signs, empty beer bottles, and urine stains were all gone. The front now had big metal and plastic poster frames that were full of Bill's artwork.
Clive stood up and looked. This was a place that people might really want to go. It used to be a place where people went to the toilet; now people use the ones inside. Rico had told him that the drinks were now all named drinks too. This was the way the club was now, all because of a murder.
Clive was surprised by what he saw when he looked at the door. At first glance, it looked like a big ape dressed in a strange way. Clive thought it was a man, and he was wearing a sailor suit that didn't fit him right and a silly undersized square rig on his head. He could only keep a straight face. He walked up to this big guy and was going to ask what he was doing when the lumpy but good-looking face broke into a smile and said hello.
"Miss Copsicle, is that you?" he yelled at her. "I'm Damien McKingtyre, the new doorman for this fine, um, fine, um, sillabub, nice club," he said, looking at the card he was holding in his other hand and smiling again.  
Clive was gobsmacked, but he regained his composure quickly. “Did you say MacIntyre? And please call me Clive when I am dressed like this, and I’m only Vera when in costume. I rarely go by Miss Copsicle these days.”
“No miss, thank you, miss, and it’s McKingTyre, like the bloke who’s on the throne and the things that are put on wheels, miss.” He replied.
“Oh, pleased to meet you, Mr McKingtyre, or can I call you Damien?” And again Clive had to stop himself from laughing and noted that Damien still called him ‘miss’.
“You can call me anytime,” beamed Damien. “That was a thingy, miss, a prune. My mum always tells me that I’m a comedy genius. But yes, you can call me Damien.”
“I don't doubt it, Damien,” Clive said, again trying to stifle a laugh. “Why does your mum say you are funny?”
“Not funny at all, Miss. I do a comedy act on Fridays at one of the clubs on the strip. Everyone says I’m comedy gold. Mum says I’m like the Harold Lloyd of Benidorm.”
“What, do you even know who he was?” Clive smiles. “Look, it’s nice to meet you, Damien, but I can’t talk all day. I’ve come down to chat to Raymond.”
“You can enter the establish… err, establish… Oh sod it, club, miss.” And with that, Damien opens the door for him, and Clive walks down the steps into the club.
He stood in the doorway and let the atmosphere wash over him. The smell was less like cheap beer and overflowing toilets and more like cheap stick diffusers from the Chinese shop, which made his eyes water. There was still a lot of spilt beer. I guess it's better than it was before. He waves to Bill and Phil and then walks around the bar to the office, not really paying attention to anything else going on around him.
Raymond is on the phone when Clive comes in, so he sits in his usual spot behind the door. Raymond is sitting at his desk, which is covered in papers, with a big glass of brandy. The smoke from a big cigar was curling up towards the broken extractor fan, which was making a noise like a badger with asthma. He looked up and seemed happy to see Clive. He mouthed that he wouldn't be long, so Clive looked at the pictures on the wall behind Raymond.
There were photos of Raymond outside his first pub, smiling at the camera while a short woman gave him a strange bunch of keys. Another photo featured a group of clearly important people, and the woman was included as well. Raymond smiled at Clive after hanging up the phone and taking a big drink of brandy.
“So, what did we do to get this visit?” Raymond asked, taking a drag from the cigar.
“Oh, you know. I’ve not helped the police for a week or so, and I thought I would come back in and restart my turn if that's ok with you. Not only that, I want to see some of the wonderful talent you have populated this place with. And you have been moving the pictures around again. I don't remember that one of the people. When was that?” Clive replied with a wry smile.
Raymond said, "Oh, that thing." "It was the first night of the Palace, and what a night it was. There are people in the group who are called "Paquete de Rata." The people I am with were excellent friends, and he died in strange circumstances. We should talk about that when you have some spare time. You might want to look into his death.
Just then there was a hurried knock on the office door, and, not waiting for a response, a very flustered Heidi burst into the office and nearly fell over herself in her apparent excitement. 
She exclaimed. “Have you heard? The punk opera singer Sarah Bigendicken has arrived in Benidorm, and she is parading through the streets on an open-top bus.” 
And taking a deep breath Heidi continued, “And right about bloody now. If we want to get on that gravy train, we need to get a sodding move on quick.” And looking in Clive’s direction, she smiled and added, “Hello, love; I haven’t seen you in here for yonks.”
To which Clive replied, “I know; I decided to slum it for a change. And what a change it is as well. Who did you say was here?”
“Sarah Bigendicken, the Swedish punk opera singer, does all the hits from the punk era in her show. She is set to take the Benidorm Palace by storm. Raymond knows one of her people, you know?” replied Heidi with a trace of annoyance. 
“We have had a fairly busy morning so far,” said Clive. “I’m sure Ray would have got round to it at some point though. So what about this diva then?”
“She got famous a few years ago when she was discovered by Giuseppe Verdi, who, if you couldn't tell, is Italian, and she got the title of ‘Diva’ not that long ago. According to my source, she was found by him when he was on a cruise ship somewhere in the Swedish fjords. What he was doing there is anyone’s guess. The cruise ship was rather old and sailed around the cold and lonely parts of the coast, and that’s most of it. The food was basic, and most of the passengers sucked Fisherman’s Friends.”
At this Heidi burst out laughing. “Oh, sounds like a dream holiday to me.”
Raymond just looked at her and tutted, “The food was that bad it left a taste, so they used the... oh, what’s the use? Stop laughing, Heidi.”
“The ship was caught in a storm, and most of the passengers were in the theatre, as this was the best place for them. Giuseppe was walking the deck, as the food didn’t agree with him, and he was almost washed into the theatre when a wave hit the side of the ship. 
“The story goes that he was sat there in a puddle of seawater with a burly seaman standing over him when he heard Sarah’s angelic voice. That's got to be a lie, as she sounds like nails on a blackboard.
“Her early life was a simple one and has been documented, so we can say it must be true. Her father was a nyckelharpa player and a good one; her mother herded and helped reindeer to breed, which is not an easy task. 
“As an only child she listened to the local radio station and, like most girls born in the early 1960s, loved music. At school, she learnt to play the triangle, and she became interested in opera music. Her mum had an old Dansette which she used to help them when the reindeer were randy.
"By 1976 Sarah had a large collection of opera music and had even dabbled in musicals as well, but her family hoped she would grow out of that phase. One day whilst listening to Radio Funasdalen, the DJ played Anarchy in the U.K., and Sarah was hooked and tried to find out everything he could about the punk scene that was happening in the UK. She then got involved with the emerging punk scene in Sweden, which was almost zero. 
“She wrote to the radio station and was even interviewed a couple of times. So this part of her story can be verified. The radio station invited her to join them at the Sex Pistols gig, but her parents said no. However, she went to the tiny venue of around 100 people in Diskotek Strande in Halmstad, which involved a two-day road trip that caused her no end of trouble when her parents found out.
Sarah went to college in Stockholm as soon as she could to study English and music. In her second year, she met some other punks who thought like her. They were all wearing ripped tee-shirts held together with safety pins, which was the style at the time. Gunner Fryklof, a part-time drummer and one of these neo-punks, was trying to put a band together. He had seen Sarah perform her punk country song, "Ode to Kebnekaise," which was about a mountain. Sarah and Gunner quickly became a couple and enjoyed "artsoppa" together in the college cafeteria. Lars Rangstrom on guitar and August Willien on the Hammond organ joined them soon after. They made the group "Traningshjul Lossnar", which means "Training Wheels Come Off" in English. “Most of their set was punk covers with an operatic twist, like punk versions of one or two ABBA songs, which the crowd always liked. They were booked to appear on the Swedish version of Top of the Pops within months. The show, which was called "At Home with the Neills," was more like Pebble Mill than a pop music show. The group quickly became the talk of the town for a few months and had a small hit in Sweden.  
“One day when on tour, well, Gunner had a breakdown, and they eventually found him in a barn with a Bechstein’s bat, a roll of cling film and a stash of goat cheese. The group disbanded soon after, and Sarah started doing the clubs and fell into some bad ways. Although her voice was always good. She slipped out of the public eye, and then a year later, after her village was wiped out, she relocated to London.
“It was here that her fortunes went from bad to worse; for some reason her voice had deteriorated, and her stage presence was zero. She picked up a rather strange addiction to Victory V’s, and if she had been drinking, she was almost uncontrollable. She was also an avid Poirot fan and had all the books. 
“There was a rumour that she had been in talks with Malcolm McAllen, the talent scout, but even he didn’t want to know, and during that time he would even have signed a singing dog, but because Sarah had been accused of climbing over others to try and succeed, even he would not book her.  So she fled back to Sweden and took the cruise ship job where Giuseppe discovered her.
“Wow, what a story.” Said Vera “And how much is true, and how much is legend?”
“Hmm,” replied Raymond, “All of it up to the point she fled to London, and you can check that bit, but the rest – well, Sarah changes her story as often as she changes her knickers.”
 
 

2.
 
“Well, that's all well and good?” Heidi asked again with a note of urgency in her voice. “But are we going to get going or what?”
“Come on then,” said Raymond, getting up. “I’m friends with her agent, and we might just be able to use this opportunity to our advantage. But I thought she was arriving tomorrow. I had a message.”
They walked out of the office and took the rear exit and its tight back passage out into the rubbish-strewn yard. Clive was shocked to see an old tramp sitting on a box while the flies around his head formed a perfect Möbius strip.
Clive looked at Raymond, who just grinned and said, “Meet one of our new problems; it is called Murray, but don't ask me why. I suppose it could be his name, but ask him anything, and all he says is “Murray”, or that’s what it sounds like.”
They then followed a rather haphazard route which got them to the end of Av. del Mediterraneo, and they were confronted by the throngs of people who were jostling to get to the Palace.
“We need to get a move on. It's getting very busy, and we need to press the flesh if we are going to get an audience with Sarah.” Raymond suggested. 
They moved through the crowds, their progress made harder by all the people who recognised Clive and wanted autographs and selfies. But after much pushing and prodding, they finally managed to get to the roundabout near the Palace. 
Raymond indicated that they should try to get across the road and then head down Av de Toledo as it runs beside the Palace, and they might be able to make themselves known. Heidi was having fun; she was being jostled and squeezed, and to be honest, it was exciting her in ways she hadn’t known for ages. They managed to scamper across the street, and Clive saw Raymond ahead waving at someone. ‘So he did have a plan, the old fox,’ he thought. Once Clive had caught up with Raymond, they both looked around for Heidi, who at that moment burst through the crowd like an overstuffed dustbin bag and spilt out onto the road.
Raymond shouted, “Heidi, get a bloody move on, will you?” And turning back to speak with the smartly dressed young man, he added, “She will be with us in a minute; she gets all come over in a crowd.”
Clive tried to stifle a laugh at this and added. “I would have rearranged the words, but yep, that's about right.”
Heidi joined them with a mischievous grin on her face and a ten-euro note in her hand, and they were bustled towards the front of the palace. The front steps were awash with reporters and TV cameras. Clive could also see some of the local dignitaries as well; one was holding a comical pair of oversized scissors, and a ribbon had been draped across the doors waiting for the diva to arrive.
They were taken by the guard to the side of the building, where they were handed over to someone Raymond recognised; he walked towards him and shook his hand.
“Eric, my old mate. How the devil are you?” Raymond asked.
“Not too bad, you know, new club here, new club in Ibiza, and we are opening one in the Azores soon.” Eric replied with a wink.
“I suppose you sold that idea to a geographically challenged millionaire?” Raymond asked and laughed; he continued. “Have you met the reason my club is so famous these days?” 
Eric grinned at Raymond. “Nah, Ray. The bloke who is funding the Azores club is geographically incontinent, get it!” And turning to Clive, he stretched out his perfectly manicured hand, he said. “You must be the one and only Vera Copsicle. I have heard so much about you, although I would have thought you would have been more suitably dressed.”
Clive couldn't decide whether Eric was being sincere or not. “Well, Eric, it's lovely to meet you. But I’m off duty, and I like to give Clive an airing sometimes. But don't worry too much; Vera can make an appearance with ease, usually when something suspicious happens.”
Heidi faded into the background, as it was obvious she would not be part of this exchange. But Raymond pushed her forward and introduced her to Eric.
“Well, who is this lovely lady?” beamed Eric, his charm oozing out like
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