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      If you’ve picked up this book expecting a gentle tale of Irish charm—rolling green hills, fiddly-dee music, and polite folk sipping tea while quoting Yeats—you can fuck right off back to the tourist shop for your shamrock keyring and a postcard of a thatched cottage that hasn’t existed since the Famine.

      This is Kiltimagh, County Mayo: a rain-soaked, sheep-infested, peat-bogged shithole where the sun shines once every seven years and even then it’s probably just God taking a piss. Dreams come here to die, slowly, face-down in the mud, while the locals stand around arguing over whose turn it is to bury them.

      And the man who does most of the burying? Seamus “The Grim Ginger” O’Flaherty.

      Fifty-three years old, built like a barrel of Guinness that’s been in too many pub fights, with a mop of red hair that looks like a fox’s arse after a lightning strike. Seamus runs O’Flaherty’s Funeral Parlour, a crumbling shack on the edge of town where the coffins leak, the hearses rust, and the embalming fluid is fifty-fifty with Jameson. He’s not your soft-spoken, hand-wringing undertaker who murmurs condolences and offers tissues. No. Seamus is the kind of bastard who’ll tell a grieving widow her dead husband was “a useless wanker who finally did the world a favour” while upselling her on the deluxe pine box with extra nails.

      He has an attitude problem the size of Croagh Patrick, a mouth filthier than a festival portaloo, and a moral code that’s simple: only kill scum. Politicians, wife-beaters, embezzlers, drug-peddlers, and anyone who parks in his spot outside the pub. For the right price, he’ll make them disappear—quietly, permanently, and usually with a punchline sharp enough to draw blood.

      By day, he’s the town’s reluctant grim reaper. By night—or whenever the mood takes his cantankerous arse—he’s a hitman with a sideline in community service. And business, as they say, has been booming.

      What follows is the story of how Seamus’s double life finally collided in a glorious clusterfuck of bullets, betrayals, exploding bucket bombs, paralysed Dublin gangsters, overinflated tits, a pimp in a priest’s collar, and one very unlucky grey squirrel.

      It’s dark. It’s filthy. It’s twisted as a corkscrew up the arse.

      And it’s all true. Well, mostly. Names changed, details fudged, alibis forged. But the bodies? Real enough.

      So grab a pint, settle in, and keep the lights on. Because in Kiltimagh, death isn’t the end.

      It’s just the beginning of the craic.

      Welcome to The Undertaker. Mind the mud.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Disclaimer

          

        

      

    

    
      Alright, listen up, ya gobshites. This entire book—The Undertaker, Seamus, the exploding bucket bombs, the priest who pimped on the side, the overinflated tits, the paralysed Dublin gangster, the unlucky grey squirrel that caught a stray round, the lot of it—was cooked up in my fevered brain one night while I was absolutely hammered on a massive spliff packed with far too much skunk.

      Proper couch-lock stuff. The kind where the room spins, the sheep outside start talking philosophy, and suddenly you’re convinced you’ve cracked the meaning of life (spoiler: it’s death, with punchlines).

      Every character in here is 100% made up. Seamus O’Flaherty? Never existed. Raven the gothic mortician goddess? Pure fantasy. Paddy the stoner apprentice? Wishful thinking. Father O’Leary the hypocritical pimp-mechanic? If there’s a real priest like that, I apologise to the devil in advance. Even the squirrel—poor little fluffy bastard—was invented just to take a bullet for comic effect.

      No resemblance to any actual persons, living, dead, or somewhere in between (like half the residents of certain Mayo towns after a lock-in). Kiltimagh is real enough—lovely spot if you like rain — but everything that happens in these pages is pure bollocks. Glorious, filthy, twisted bollocks.

      This is a work of fiction. Satire. Black comedy. Whatever label keeps the lawyers off my back.

      If you recognise yourself in here, seek help. Or a better mirror.

      Now turn the page before the high wears off and I start regretting this whole thing.

      — The Author

      (Probably still a bit baked)
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      The rain in Kiltimagh wasn’t falling; it was taking the absolute piss, hammering the tin roof of Murphy’s Pub like God himself was trying to drown the whole miserable parish for the craic. Inside, the air was a rancid soup of wet dog, boiled cabbage farts, and the unmistakable tang of a corpse that had been left out a day too long. Paddy “The Postie” Murphy lay in his cheap pine box at the end of the room, mouth sewn shut in a rictus grin that made him look like he’d died mid-blowjob. Which, knowing Paddy, wasn’t entirely out of the question.

      Seamus O’Flaherty stood over the punch bowl like a ginger demon surveying his kingdom. Fifty-three years old, built like a brick shithouse that had been drinking heavily since the Famine, with hair the colour of a traffic cone that had been set on fire and then fucked by another traffic cone. His suit was black, shiny at the elbows, and smelled faintly of embalming fluid. Seamus didn’t do “compassionate undertaker.” Seamus did “I’ll bury your ma in a bin bag if you don’t stop crying, ya whingeing prick.”

      He eyed the mourners with pure contempt. A herd of red-nosed farmers, auld ones clutching rosaries like they were cock rings for Jesus, and a pack of freeloaders who’d only come because the drink was free and the sandwiches weren’t poisoned. Yet.

      “Jaysus wept,” Seamus muttered, pulling a family-sized tub of veterinary laxatives from his inside pocket. “Ye’re all sittin’ there like ye’re at a fuckin’ tax seminar. Time to loosen ye up.”

      He unscrewed the lid and dumped the entire contents into the punch—great white drifts of powder swirling into the lurid red liquid like cocaine in a hooker’s bloodstream. He stirred it vigorously with the ladle, humming “The Fields of Athenry” off-key. “There we go. A little something to get the bowels movin’. Nothing says ‘honouring the dead’ like honouring the toilet bowl with a sacrificial offering.”

      Within ten minutes the first rumblings began.

      Mrs. O’Reilly—village gossip, face like a crumpled scrotum—clutched her belly and let out a squeak that escalated into a full-blown trumpet solo from her arse. “Mother of Divine Jaysus!” she shrieked, hiking up her skirt and sprinting for the jacks, leaving a trail of panicked old biddies in her wake.

      Farmer Kelly followed, face purple, trousers already darkening at the back. “It’s comin’ out like hot mud!” he roared, barging past the altar boys who were now openly retching into the holy water font.

      Soon the pub sounded like a brass band warming up in a sewage works. Farts of every pitch and timbre, groans, screams, the slap of arse cheeks on porcelain as the single toilet became a battlefield. Someone shat themselves standing up; the splashback hit the ceiling. Seamus stood in the middle of it all, arms folded, grinning like a man watching his ex-wife’s house burn down.

      “Ah, that’s the spirit!” he bellowed over the chaos. “Paddy always said he wanted a lively send-off. Now ye’re all livelier than a sack of ferrets with their balls on fire!”

      Through the haze of panic and stench, a figure approached him. Eileen Murphy, the widow, veil askew, one eye swollen shut like a rotten plum. She looked like she’d been used as a punching bag by someone who really enjoyed their work.

      “Seamus,” she hissed, voice trembling. “I need a word. Away from this… whatever the fuck this is.”

      Seamus wiped a tear of laughter from his eye. “What’s the matter, love? Not enjoyin’ the musical accompaniment? I call it ‘Symphony for Arse and Panic.’”

      She grabbed his sleeve and pulled him into the corner by the dartboard, where the smell was only mildly apocalyptic. “It’s Mickey. Paddy’s brother. That… that little cunt.”

      Seamus’s grin faded into something far uglier. Mickey Murphy. The dwarf. Three-foot-eleven of pure concentrated evil in a flat cap. A vicious, nasty, wife-beating, dog-kicking, child-terrorising, sheep-bothering gobshite who used his size as an all-access pass to being a complete and utter prick. The Gardaí wouldn’t touch him—“Sure you can’t hit a little person, that’d be discrimination”—while Mickey laughed and laid into anyone slower than him. Which was everyone.

      Eileen lifted her veil. Beneath it: split lip, black eye, finger marks around her throat like a necklace made of bruises. “He says now Paddy’s gone, I belong to him. The house, the farm, me. Last night he dragged me by the hair and—” Her voice cracked. “Please, Seamus. You do… jobs. Name your price. Make the little bastard disappear.”

      Seamus stared at her for a long moment. Then his face split into a smile so twisted it could have unscrewed a jar.

      “Price?” He laughed, a low, filthy rumble. “Eileen, love, for that stunted little gobshite? I wouldn’t charge you a penny. I’d pay you to let me do it. I’ve hated that midget monster since the day he pissed in the church font and told the priest it was holy water from Lourdes. Consider this my gift to humanity. And to decent footwear—he’s the reason I stopped believin’ in a just God.”

      Her eyes widened. “You’ll really do it? For nothing?”

      “Abso-fuckin’-lutely. And I’ve got the perfect way.” His eyes gleamed with malignant glee. “Everyone knows the little prick rides that custom bike of his everywhere—pedals raised so his wee stumpy legs can reach. Loves bombin’ down the big hill into town, terrorisin’ pedestrians like a malignant garden gnome on wheels. Tonight I’ll pay a visit to his shed. Snip the brake cables, loosen the pads, maybe file the rims a bit for good measure. Tomorrow he’ll set off, cocky as ever, hit that steep bastard of a hill… and discover physics don’t give a
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Death, betrayal, bucket bombs, and a ginger
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