
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    THE GALWAY HOMICIDES 
 
    BOOKS 1-3 
 
      
 
    The gripping Irish crime fiction series 
 
      
 
      
 
    DAVID PEARSON 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Published by 
 
      
 
    THE BOOK FOLKS 
 
      
 
    London, 2019 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    © David Pearson 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Polite note to the reader 
 
    This book is written in British English except where fidelity to other languages or accents is appropriate. 
 
    You are invited to visit www.thebookfolks.com and sign up to our mailing list to hear about new releases, free book promotions and other special offers. 
 
    We hope you enjoy the book. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This volume includes the first three novels of THE GALWAY HOMICIDES, a series of nine standalone murder mysteries set on the west coast of Ireland: MURDER ON THE OLD BOG ROAD, MURDER AT THE OLD COTTAGE, and MURDER ON THE WEST COAST. 
 
      
 
     Further details about the other books in the series can be found at the end of this one. 
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    Chapter One 
 
    Tuesday, 6:00 p.m. 
 
    Ciara O’Sullivan left the shop in Galway just as soon as it closed its doors at six o’clock. It was a foul night, with the westerly wind driving the rain down onto the slick roads and footpaths, and Ciara wasn’t looking forward to the drive out to Clifden. But she had promised to visit her ailing mother, as she did every week, out in the old family home on the main street in the west of Ireland town. 
 
    Ciara was assistant manager at the large, brightly lit emporium called ‘About the House’ on Galway’s Shop Street. As the name suggested, the shop sold all manner of household items, from a simple kitchen utensil right up to a full suite of furniture, or a bed, and even stocked a few rugs and carpets. Ciara had got the job there soon after graduating from University College Galway where she had studied retail management, and she enjoyed it immensely. 
 
    Ciara was a good-looking girl, standing straight at five foot nine inches tall, with a trim figure, and a mane of shiny auburn hair that fell halfway down her back. She had inherited her mother’s high cheekbones, and with her large dark brown eyes and full mouth, she was very striking, and was often admired by the men who visited the shop. Some would say she was the epitome of an Irish cailín. 
 
    She was glad she had parked the car nearby in Hynes’ Yard car park. This was no night for umbrellas, so she donned a sturdy tweed cap, pulled her raincoat tightly around her and with her head down, she wound her way through the narrow streets to the sanctuary of the car park where her little Ford Fiesta was waiting, out of the weather. 
 
    Ciara had been very pleased to have passed her driving test first time the previous year, as this meant she could visit her mother regularly once a week to see that she was eating well, and had a good supply of medication, and that her house in Clifden was warm and dry on these winter nights. It had been a bit of a struggle to save up for the little Ford, and she didn’t fancy the idea of buying it on credit, but she had managed all the same, and loved the little car which seemed to be virtually indestructible, no matter what the occasion. 
 
    The traffic in the city was heavy, and the incessant rain made progress slow. Despite the heater in the car being on full, the windows kept steaming up, and Ciara had to wipe them constantly to maintain a modicum of visibility. It was almost twenty to seven by the time she got free of the traffic and started out on the N59 heading for Moycullen and Oughterard. Her mother had asked her to stop in to Roundstone on the way, where the woman who ran the Lake Guest House, now empty of tourists at this time of year, had been making a new set of curtains for Mrs O’Sullivan’s spare bedroom, the old ones having literally fallen to pieces from old age some time ago. The woman who ran the guest house turned her hand to sewing as soon as the tourist season came to an end, to make some pin money for the winter months, and she was known to be an excellent seamstress. 
 
    When Ciara got past Oughterard, the conditions deteriorated even further. The rain pelted down so that Ciara’s windscreen wipers could barely keep the window clear, and she had to slow down to hold the car on the correct side of the road, fighting the buffeting wind all the way. But west of Ireland people were used to these conditions, so she pressed on regardless. 
 
    At Roundstone she managed to resist the insistence of the guest house owner to stop and have a cup of tea and some freshly made scones, saying that her mother would be expecting her and would be worried given the night that was in it. She took the curtains, which had been carefully sealed into two plastic bags, and resumed her journey out west along the old bog road. 
 
    As Ciara emerged from the scant shelter of the hills approaching Ballyconneely, the weather got even worse. The rain was being driven horizontally off the sea, and now mixed with salt water, was even harder to clear from the windscreen. Ciara slowed to a crawl and edged her way along with her headlights on full beam. She was thankful that on such a night, there was no other traffic about. 
 
    As she approached the bridge by the beach, she saw that several large stones had been dislodged, and were strewn across the road. She brought her car to a halt, and realised that she would need to get out and move the rocks in order to continue safely. She cursed silently under her breath, and opened the driver’s door which was nearly taken off its hinges by the force of the wind. Outside the car, the strong wind was blowing a mixture of sea spray, mist and turf smoke from the cottages between the road and the sea, and she pulled her jacket tightly around her. She moved the obstructing stones away to the side using both her hands and feet, and as she finished with one large stone, placing it in the ditch on the left-hand side of the road, she spotted a large piece of what looked like red fabric in the gully itself. 
 
    She went over to where the cloth was sticking out, and as she approached, she saw that there was a lot more of it than she had first noticed. When she was standing over the ditch, she looked down and saw that it was in fact a red coat, and it was wrapped around a young woman, who was lying, lifeless, partly submerged in the bog water. She recoiled from the horror of the scene. Ignoring the fact that she was getting soaked to the skin, Ciara stood there for several minutes, her hand held to her mouth, and tears trickling from her big brown eyes. “God, what will I do?” she asked herself. 
 
    She went back to the car, and took out her mobile phone, but of course there was no signal. The phone was of no use to her. 
 
    “I’d better get help,” she thought, and decided to drive on into Clifden where she would be able to report it to the local Garda. They’d know what to do. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ciara pulled up outside the Garda station in Clifden and got out of the car. The rain had eased off just a little, but it would be back soon with increased ferocity, of that she had no doubt. Although there was a light on outside the station, the door was locked, and it looked as if there was no one inside. Ciara knocked loudly on the door all the same. The station should still be manned at this hour. 
 
    As she stood there, a man came along the footpath, huddled against the weather and saw Ciara banging on the door. 
 
    “Is that you, Ciara?” he shouted against the wind. “Sure it is. Are you looking for the sergeant?” he said, answering his own question and asking another. 
 
    “Oh hi, Séamus, yes, but he doesn’t seem to be here.” 
 
    “Ah sure, don’t ye know he’ll be down at Cusheen’s having a pint before he heads home. He’s always there at this time,” the man said. 
 
    “Ah you’re right of course, I had forgotten his routine. I’ll head down there now.” 
 
    “Are ye OK, Ciara, you look a bit pale?” Seamus enquired. 
 
    “Sure, I’m grand Séamus, don’t worry. I’d best be off to see himself. Good night.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Tuesday, 9:00 p.m. 
 
    Sergeant Séan Mulholland took a long draw on his third pint of Guinness that evening. He sat alone at a table beside the warm turf fire in Cusheen’s Bar right in the centre of Clifden. He had almost finished reading the paper from cover to cover and was thinking he’d have just one more pint before going back out in the weather and on home. 
 
    Mulholland was one of the eleven members of the force attached to Clifden and was officially known as the Member in Charge. Since the closure of tens of rural Garda stations in 2011, following the financial meltdown in Ireland, Clifden now covered most of West Galway from Recess out to beyond Letterfrack, where Westport Garda took over. Roundstone was still officially open, but it was a one-man station, and the Garda there spent most of his time assigned to Clifden in any case, especially if there was something serious going down. Clifden was supposed to have two Garda vehicles, but one of these had crashed, so the individual Gardaí used their own cars on an allowance basis, and had blue lights and sirens fitted to help them in their work. 
 
    Mulholland was fifty-eight years old and could have retired on full pension, but being a bachelor and living on his own, he enjoyed the camaraderie that membership of the force afforded him, and the small amount of status that his years of service and his rank bestowed upon him. He was well known in the district, and if he wasn’t exactly adored by everyone, he was well respected. 
 
    The lifestyle suited him well enough. Clifden had very little crime, and his time was mostly taken up with the renewal of shotgun licenses for the local farmers who shot rabbit out on the various headlands in the area. He had some other light administrative duties too that kept him busy at the station, completing monthly returns for Galway and managing the rosters for the other Gardaí at the station. Occasionally there had been some break-ins at some of the holiday cottages up along the Sky Road, or out towards Ballyconneely, but the thieves soon tired of that, as these places yielded little of value, and their chances of being caught were fairly high – there essentially being just three routes out of the town. 
 
    The Garda station in Clifden was supposed to stay open from eight in the morning to eight in the evening each day, but Mulholland usually shut up shop at around half past six, especially in winter when there was nothing happening. 
 
    “Sure, they know where to find me if the need me,” he would say, referring to his nightly routine of going to Cusheen’s for three or four pints and a quiet read of the paper before heading home out the Sky Road to his small, rather damp and very drab cottage. 
 
    Cusheen’s was one of Clifden’s oldest and most traditional pubs. Unlike others in the town it had been spared the makeover that ran rampant through almost all the other pubs during the Celtic Tiger years. It was dark, simple, with a stone flagged floor, a decent bar, and a good array of comfortable chairs and small tables scattered around, and of course the obligatory turf fire which was most welcome on a night such as this. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Crashing through the double doors of the bar, Ciara spotted the sergeant seated at a table near the fire reading the paper. 
 
    “Sergeant, I need to talk to you. It’s urgent,” she said, the words spilling out as she struggled to catch her breath. 
 
    “Christ, Ciara, it’s yourself. You look drowned. Sit down there a minute. Can I get you a drink?” 
 
    “No, I’ll not sit. You need to come with me now. See, there’s a body out the road,” she said, regaining a modicum of composure. 
 
    “A body, is it. What is it? A sheep or a dog, or maybe a donkey,” he said smiling. 
 
    “No, Sergeant, it’s a woman. She’s lying in the ditch in a red coat out by Ballyconneely. I think she’s dead,” she said. 
 
    “Good God, why didn’t you say so. Let’s go and see what all this is about then,” said Mulholland rising from the table and draining the last of his pint. 
 
    “You’d better drive, and we’ll go in your car,” he said. 
 
    The two sat in silence as Ciara drove the little Ford back out the old bog road towards Ballyconneely. The rain had stopped for the time being, and the moon shone through the patchy cloud from time to time casting an eerie glow on the landscape. 
 
    As they approached the bridge with its dry-stone walls Ciara spoke up. “It’s just here, Sergeant. She’s in the ditch down by the bridge. You can see a bit of her red coat.” 
 
    The car came to a halt and they got out, the sergeant putting on his peaked cap, as if that would in some way make his presence more official. Mulholland shone his torch up and down the ditch until the beam landed on the pale blue face of the young woman half covered with her lank dark brown hair. 
 
    “Good God,” he said out loud as he clambered down awkwardly to feel the woman’s neck for a pulse, and was not surprised to find that there was none. 
 
    “She’s dead all right,” he proclaimed, “God this is awful. I’ll call Jim Dolan on the radio. I'll get him to call Galway and get an ambulance and an Inspector out, and then come on out here himself in the squad car. We need to preserve the scene,” Mulholland said, struggling back onto the side of the road, his training clearly cutting in, although he had never had to deal with anything like this before. 
 
    * * * 
 
    An hour later and they could see the blue flashing lights reflected in the low mist long before the vehicles came into sight. Garda Dolan had arrived twenty minutes earlier and slewed the ten-year-old white Mondeo across the road with its own blue lights winking in the gloom. He had attempted to put up blue and white tape around the scene, but the wind took most of it, with just a few well anchored strands fluttering about. 
 
    The convoy of Galway vehicles arrived. In front, the newer Garda Hyundai estate car carried Inspector Mick Hays, two uniformed Gardaí and the pathologist from Galway Regional Hospital. Next came a Garda Toyota 4x4 with three scene of crime technicians along with a generator, three flood lights and an inflatable plastic tent. Bringing up the rear was an emergency ambulance with two paramedics and an array of medical kit, almost certainly of little use on this occasion. 
 
    Hays was first out of the vehicles and as he walked over to where Mulholland and Ciara were standing said, “Hello Séan. Haven’t seen you for a while. What have you got here for me then?” 
 
    “How are ya, Mick? Yes, it’s been a while. Ciara here,” he said, nodding to the girl who was standing off giving the two policemen some space, “Ciara here says she was on her way to Clifden when she came across a woman lying in the ditch.” Mulholland went on to outline the events leading to the call to the Regional Crime Centre in Galway where Hays was based. 
 
    Mick Hays turned to Ciara, “Miss O’Sullivan, can you tell me what you were doing out along this road at nine-thirty at night?” 
 
    “I was on my way to Clifden to see my mother. She’s not well, and I like to visit her every week if I can. She lives alone in the main street,” Ciara explained. 
 
    “And where do you live yourself?” Hays enquired. 
 
    “I have a place in Galway. I work there as a retail manageress, and I have my own flat.” 
 
    “Did you see any other vehicle at all on the road, or anyone about?” Hays asked. 
 
    “No, I saw nothing and no one since I left Roundstone till I came to this very spot.” 
 
    “What made you stop?” 
 
    “I had to swerve out to avoid some rocks that had come down from the side of the bridge, and then I saw her red coat in the headlights, so I stopped to take a look,” she said. 
 
    “Right so. Can you wait here till we get a few details, and we’ll need to get a statement from you tomorrow, but you can get on into Clifden shortly. As a matter of interest, why did you come this way? Would the main road not have been quicker?” 
 
    “I had to collect some curtains for my mother at the Lake Guest House in Roundstone. She’s been waiting on them,” Ciara said. 
 
    “Fair enough, we’ll leave it be for now. Just give your details to Garda Dolan, then be on your way.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Dr Julian Dodd was not a native of Galway but had taken the post of pathologist at the regional hospital to avoid having to emigrate. It had worked out well, and he was now firmly established in the post and highly regarded by his colleagues for his thoroughness and intuition. 
 
    Now in his mid-fifties, he was a man of some five foot ten inches tall with a mop of curly hair that would have been unruly if he did not have it cut regularly. He had been at a dinner with friends when he got the call to come out to Connemara, so he looked a bit out of place in a smart Ralph Lauren Polo button down shirt, tweed jacket and slacks. His shiny black shoes were already muddy and stained from the bog water, but Dodd ignored this as he went about his job with what was approaching enthusiasm. 
 
    The white inflatable tent that they had tried to position over the body had been taken by the wind, so the good doctor and the paramedics were hunched over the ditch where the woman lay when Hays approached. 
 
    “Well, Doc, what are your first thoughts?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Very few for now, Inspector. She’s definitely deceased, that’s for sure, but beyond that, there’s not a lot to say as yet,” he replied rather formally, as was his style. 
 
    “Any idea how long?” Hays persisted. 
 
    “Probably between three and five hours ago, but immersion in the water hasn’t made it easy to be certain.” 
 
    “Did she drown?” 
 
    “I can’t tell you till I get her back to Galway and open her up, but intuitively I’d say no. There’s no ditch water in her mouth or nostrils. But I can tell you one thing, she’s taken a severe blow to the back of the skull.” 
 
    “I see. Any idea what the weapon might have been, or could she just have fallen against the stones?” 
 
    “I doubt that. It could have been a rock, or a flat instrument of some kind – perhaps a spade. But I’ll be able to tell you more tomorrow when I’ve had a good look.” 
 
    “No chance she was run over?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I don’t think so, no. In fact, I’d say definitely not. If I had to guess, I’d say she was whacked from behind with something and then fell or was pushed down into the ditch. She was probably dead before she hit the water. Get your boys to look for a squarish stone that you could hold in your hand that’s been chucked away a bit. You might find the murder weapon close by, but don’t quote me. Anyway, that’s your job, not mine.” 
 
    “Great. A loose rock around here – now where would you find one of those? Can we move her yet?” 
 
    “Yes, you can get her into the ambulance now.” 
 
    Hays gave the go ahead for the woman’s body to be put in the ambulance but asked one of the scene of crime officers to search her pockets for any identification before she was taken away. 
 
    Hays returned to where Sergeant Mulholland was talking to the two uniformed Gardaí that had come out from Galway. 
 
    “Séan, can you leave Dolan here for the night on point? Our team will be back in the morning to do a fingertip search of the site. I want to get back to Galway and inform the superintendent. What do you know about this Ciara O’Sullivan?” 
 
    “Oh, she’s a grand lass. They are a good family, never in any trouble. Her father died about five years ago, and her mother is elderly and a bit poorly. She lives in the town, and the girl comes out to see her every week. She has a good job in the city.” 
 
    “Hmm, OK, well we will get a detailed statement from her tomorrow and take her fingerprints too and a DNA swab – ‘for the purpose of elimination’, as we say.” 
 
    “Surely you don’t suspect her, Mick? She’s just a slip of a lass,” Mulholland said. 
 
    “She’s probably in the clear, but she was the first to find the body, and you know what they say, so let’s not take any chances Séan,” Hays said. 
 
    As Hays was talking to the forensic team, an old white van came along the road from the direction of Roundstone, and pulled up in front of Jim Dolan’s squad car. A man got out and walked over to where Séan Mulholland was leaning against the car. 
 
    “Good evening, Sergeant, what’s the story?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, hello Gerry. God it’s awful. We’re after finding a girl here down in the ditch, and on such a night. It’s terrible.” 
 
    “Is she OK?” Gerry Maguire asked, looking concerned. 
 
    “No, she’s not OK, Gerry. She’s dead.” 
 
    “Jesus, merciful hour. What in God’s name happened to her?” 
 
    “I can’t say any more for now, Gerry. What has you out at this time anyway?” 
 
    “I’m just on my way back from a job in Roundstone, Sergeant. Mary will be wondering where I’ve got to,” Maguire replied. 
 
    “And did you see anyone else on the road at all?” the sergeant enquired. 
 
    “No, not a soul. Sure, who would be out on a night like this? But listen, I better be on my way. If I can be of any help, or if you need to get a cuppa tea or anything, come on down to the house. We’ll be there, and it’s no trouble.” 
 
    “Fair enough, Gerry, that’s good of you, but I better stay on my toes here, what with the big brass out from Galway, if you know what I mean,” the sergeant responded, and with that, Gerry Maguire got back into his van and navigated around the parked cars and left the scene. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Wednesday, 8:30 a.m. 
 
    Detective Sergeant Maureen Lyons was already at her desk when Hays arrived on Wednesday morning. Lyons was a small thirty-two-year-old brunette with a trim figure and a cute face. She had large brown eyes, and her hair was down to her shoulders, though she almost always wore it in a ponytail at work.  
 
    Maureen Lyons had wanted to join the force since she was sixteen years old. Her father had been a sergeant based in Loughrea, but had spent much of his service in and around the border area during the troubles of the 1970s and early 80s. Even at a young age, Maureen was fascinated by the stories he would tell of his investigation into various crimes, and how the detectives had worked a range of clues to finally bring wrong-doers to justice. She had enrolled in the Garda Síochana in her final year at school and headed off to the training college in Templemore in the autumn of the year that she had completed her secondary education. 
 
    Lyons had earned her stripes early in her career by single-handedly foiling an armed raid on the Permanent TSB Bank in Galway four years earlier. She had been on the beat around Eyre Square and was just passing the bank when an armed raider in a balaclava had burst out the door carrying a supermarket bag full of cash in one hand and a sawn-off shotgun in the other. Lyons had simply stuck out her foot tripping the thief who fell flat on his face, unable to break his fall due to his hands being full. Gun and money went flying. The robber broke his nose and was stunned, bleeding profusely, so Maureen took the opportunity to handcuff him, and of course arrest him then and there. Talk about being in the right place at the right time. 
 
    The media, and in fairness the Garda publicity teams, had milked the story mercilessly. “Pocket Rocket Bean Garda foils armed raid” declared the headlines in the Connaught Tribune. In the interviews that followed on Radio, TV and for the print media, Maureen had been very understated and modest about her new-found celebrity status. 
 
    “Sure, I was just doing my job,” she would say shyly, “any other member of the force would have done the same,” she had said with a twinkle in her big brown eyes. 
 
    After a decent interval following her heroics when the media circus had moved on, she was made up to sergeant and invited to join the detective unit, a role that she eagerly accepted. In the two years since she started working for Mick Hays she had proved her worth over and over. Her sharp instincts and logical mental processes had helped solve many tricky cases, and she was generally well regarded in the unit. 
 
    “Morning Maureen. I suppose you heard about the drama last night out Clifden way. Had me up half the bloody night,” Hays grumbled. 
 
    “Yes, boss. I’ve been reading the notes. Do we have any idea who the poor woman is yet?” 
 
    “Not a clue. No identification, no handbag, no phone, nada,” said Hays. 
 
    “We need to set up an incident room straight away. Can you grab a room and get a whiteboard and a few computers, phones and stuff set up? And get Flynn and O’Connor in, we’ll have a briefing in an hour.” 
 
    “The Super is going nuts. He knows when the press gets hold of it they’ll go to town. You can just see it now, ‘Wild night of murder on the Wild Atlantic Way,’” he mimicked, using his hands to draw an imaginary headline. 
 
    “Still, maybe it’s not all bad. You know what they say about publicity, and there are enough gawkers around to make the scene a tourist attraction in its own right,” she said. 
 
    At half past nine, in the Corrib Room, Mick Hays called the briefing to order. He had Maureen Lyons, a Detective Garda Eamon Flynn and a uniformed Garda John O’Connor assigned immediately to the case and he knew he could get more resources if he needed them as the investigation moved forward. 
 
    Hays outlined the events of the previous night in as much detail as he could for the team. A single ten by four photo of the dead girl taken from where she lay in the ditch had been pinned to the whiteboard, with a large red question mark beside it. The name Ciara O’Sullivan also appeared on the board, but no photo. And that was it. 
 
    “Our priority is to identify the victim. We need that before we can start looking for a motive or an opportunity,” Hays said. 
 
    “The post mortem is at ten-thirty. I’ll need you with me, Maureen, the victim is female, so you can give us the female perspective on things.” 
 
    Maureen bristled slightly at the near sexist remark, but let it go. She knew Mick Hays wasn’t biased against women either in or out of the force. He was just winding her up ever so slightly. 
 
    “John, I want you on the computers all day. We need background on the girl that found the body for starters. When she comes in this evening to make a statement, we’ll get more. Then do the usual missing persons trawl. Include Northern Ireland as well,” Hays instructed. 
 
    He then turned his attention to Detective Flynn. “Can you get over to forensics? I want to know the moment they find anything of interest out at the scene. Stay close for the day and call me with anything that comes up.” 
 
    “Well OK, boss, but they’re only just getting started, it could be a while before they have anything.” 
 
    “That’s why I’m sending you over there, Eamon, to give them a kick up the arse.” 
 
    Mick Hays didn’t like post mortems much. The smell, the apparent disregard for the dignity of a body that a couple of days ago had been a vibrant, living being bothered him too. And then there was the slightly superior air of the pathologist with a “what would you know” attitude to deal with. Dodd was quite good at being superior in his own surroundings while trying to impress his obvious ability on the two or three trainees that invariably attended these morbid affairs. But Hays had to admit that he was damn good at his job too. He had helped to untangle many a knotty problem for the detective over the years they had worked together. 
 
    The girl was laid out on the slab, with a block under her head, facing upwards as if staring blankly at the ceiling. 
 
    “Well, Doc, what have you got for us then?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Very little so far. As I said last night, she appears to have died from a blow to the back of her head. Time of death between five and nine yesterday. She died where she was found. The blow was a severe one. From the angle and the severity of it I’d say she was struck by a man, or maybe a tall strong woman, wielding a stone or a rock. We found tiny slivers of feldspar in the wound, so that rules out a spade. It wasn’t frenzied, there was just one, single fatal blow, but he intended to kill her, you don’t whack someone that hard to get their attention.” 
 
    “Anything to identify her?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Precious little, I’m afraid. Her teeth have never been filled, so there won’t be any dental records. But there are one or two indicators that may be helpful,” Dodd said. 
 
    “She’s younger than we thought. Twenty-three or four, six at most. The skeletal development and teeth are that of an early to mid-twenties female.” 
 
    “Was she pregnant?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Good question, Detective. No, she wasn’t or isn’t, but she has had an abortion some time ago. Nice job too, not the usual knife and fork job. Would have been expensive.” 
 
    “How long ago?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “More than a year is all I can say, and no more than five years ago, so sometime between the ages of say seventeen to twenty-two,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, and we found this,” Dodd said, scooping up a small plastic bag from the bench and holding it out in front of him at arm’s length like a small trophy. 
 
    “It was on the arm folded beneath her in the ditch, so we didn’t spot it last night,” he said. 
 
    Lyons took the bag and examined the contents. It contained a gold bangle about a centimetre wide with a spring clasp and a tiny safety chain. 
 
    “You can take it out, there are no prints on it,” the doctor said. 
 
    Lyons removed the bangle from the bag and examined it closely. 
 
    “It’s foreign,” she said. “It has the number 916 stamped inside which means it’s twenty-two carat gold, but not from round here. I think that’s a European stamp,” she added. 
 
    “Anything from her clothes that might help us to identify her?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Nothing. All the labels have been cut off and I’ve looked really thoroughly. Sometimes a maker will leave a label internally somewhere, like inside a lining or something, but there’s absolutely nothing. All I can say is that her clothes are generally of good quality, that’s about it,” the doctor remarked. 
 
    “I don’t suppose we’d be lucky enough to find she was full of semen?” Hays asked. 
 
    Lyons gave him a scornful glance. 
 
    “Nope. Not a drop. There has been recent sexual activity, but fully protected, I’m afraid. Vaginal only before you ask,” Dodd said. 
 
    “OK, Doc. We’re heading back to the station now. Let one of us know if you find anything else. We need to be able to identify this girl as soon as possible,” Hays said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Wednesday, 1:30 p.m. 
 
    Hays and Lyons arrived back at the station at around half past one having eaten a hasty sandwich in the pub across the road. Hays called the team together and updated them on the initial results from the post mortem. He then asked John O’Connor for any information that he had managed to dig up during their absence. 
 
    “Nothing much to report,” he said. “The girl that found the body seems to be as clean as a whistle – not even a speeding ticket or a parking fine. Yer man Maguire that turned up while you were there has a bit of previous, but only small stuff, no tax and insurance about five years ago, that sort of thing. Oh, and a bit of hijinks when he was younger. He slapped a Garda outside a pub, but he got off with a fine. We have his prints and stuff on file though. 
 
    “Then I went onto Pulse to look for missing person reports. Nothing there either. There was only one report that fits the timeframe and that’s for an eighty-six-year-old male who wandered off from his care home in Port Laoise.” 
 
    “Good work, John, thanks, even if you came up with zilch,” Hays grunted. 
 
    “We really need to find out who this girl is. John, can you get a few hundred hand-bills made up with her picture – cheer it up a bit, try to make her look a little less dead. Get all the uniformed Gardaí to hand them out around the town, put them up in shops, bars – you know the drill, ‘Have you seen this woman? Gardaí are urgently seeking information…’ that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll get onto it right away,” O’Connor responded and left the room. 
 
    Turning to Eamon Flynn, Hays said, “Eamon, I want you to take this bangle down to a jeweller. Hartmans would be a good bet. See if they can tell you where it’s from, or anything else about it. They might even have sold it, though I doubt if we’d be that lucky. Ask roughly how much it’s worth, and what sort of age it has.” 
 
    “Maureen, you’re for the old bog road again I’m afraid. Get back out there and see if the search team has found anything. And have a nosey around too. Kick up some dust, turn over a few stones. You can take a uniformed Garda with you and let him out in Roundstone to poke around a bit. Someone knows something. She didn’t fall from the sky, that’s for sure,” Hays said. 
 
    “Oh, and while you’re there, shake up the local Garda a bit too. Tell Mulholland the Super is talking about calling out to see him. It’s all a bit laid back out in Clifden for my liking,” Hays said. 
 
    “And while I’m enjoying the scenery out in Ballyconneely, what are you going to do?” Maureen asked. She was peeved at having to drive all the way out to Clifden at this time of day just to spend a few hours making herself unpopular and then driving back, and she was concerned that Hays was sidelining her from the investigation. 
 
    Hays ignored the irony and replied, “I’m heading on over to Ciara O’Sullivan’s shop. I want to get a statement from her today. She might have remembered something important overnight.” 
 
    Lyons gave him a filthy look. This Ciara O’Sullivan was one good looking woman. 
 
    “OK that’s it for now, off you go. We’ll meet back here at six or half past – all except the tourists,” he said, giving Lyons a harsh stare, “Maureen, will you phone in at six-thirty with any update?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Yes boss, if I can get a signal,” she replied, still smarting from the task that she had been given. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hartmans is one of the largest and longest established jewellers in Galway, and they rightly pride themselves on the quality of their wares, and a very thorough knowledge of their trade. Eamon Flynn knew the shop, but not well, and not from the inside at all. The glittering baubles that festooned the brightly lit windows, the rows of watches with names such as Rolex, Raymond Weil, Rotary, Longines were well out of reach for a humble Garda. Even as he entered the premises, the aura of expensive merchandise, the gleam of the bright lights and the slightly scented air almost took his breath away. 
 
    No sooner had he stepped up to the counter when a truly beautiful girl with perfect make-up and long shiny blonde hair immaculately groomed approached him. “Good afternoon, sir, how can I help you?” she said in perfect English with no hint of an accent of any kind. 
 
    Flynn produced his warrant card, introducing himself to the girl whose brightly polished gold name badge identified her as Monika, with a “k”. 
 
    Flynn produced the gold bangle, still in its plastic evidence bag and offered it to the girl. 
 
    “We were wondering if you could tell us anything about this item?” he asked. “It’s connected to an investigation that I’m working on,” he added. 
 
    Monika took the bangle out of its wrapping and placed it on a small piece of green velvet on the counter. She turned it over a few times. “Well I’m fairly sure it’s not one of ours. Do you mind if I call Charles to have a look at it?” she asked. 
 
    “Thanks, that would be great,” Flynn replied, enjoying the view of Monika’s rear as she walked into the back of the shop to fetch Charles. 
 
    Charles was tall, slim and very elegant, dressed in a sharp navy pinstripe suit with an immaculate starched white shirt and maroon tie. He sported a magnificent pair of gold cufflinks and a very expensive watch. 
 
    “The detective wants to know if we can tell him anything about this bangle,” Monika said, pointing to the gold bracelet sitting on the green velvet cloth. 
 
    Charles picked it up and slowly rotated it on both axes, examining it closely, but saying nothing. 
 
    He reached into his jacket pocket and took out his jeweller’s loupe, holding it to his right eye as he scrutinized the bangle, focusing on the area around the clasp and safety chain. 
 
    “Yes, well this is interesting,” he said at last removing the loupe. “It’s definitely not Irish. It’s very good quality, not the usual mass-produced tat. Judging by the way the clasp is made I’d say it’s almost certainly German. It’s made from very high-quality gold. It’s twenty-two carat – you can tell that from the 916 stamp, and the safety chain is probably eighteen carat with a little less gold for greater strength. It’s a fine piece. May I ask where you came across it, Detective?” Charles asked. 
 
    “I can’t say, I’m afraid, it’s part of an ongoing investigation. How much would you say it’s worth?” Flynn enquired. 
 
    “In the order of seven to eight hundred euro when new I should say. Whoever owns it will miss it.” 
 
    “Any idea how old it might be?” 
 
    “Not old, and not worn everyday either. I’d say it was made within the last five years or so. The design is quite contemporary,” Charles said. 
 
    “Well thank you both very much for your help,” Flynn said, picking up the bangle and putting it back into the evidence bag. As he turned to leave the shop he stole a final glance at Monika who was smiling sweetly at him. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays strolled from the Garda Station on Mill Street to the centre of town, and readily found About The House brightly lit and full of fashionable homewares on Shop Street. He was no sooner inside the door than he was approached by an assistant who asked how she could help him. He asked to see Miss O’Sullivan and was ushered to a counter with a flask of tea and coffee, milk and sugar, and instructed to help himself while the girl went off to find Ciara. 
 
    A few moments later, Ciara appeared, looking a lot better than she had at the side of the road the previous evening. She smiled warmly at Hays and asked if he would like to talk in her office, which was on the second floor at the back of the display area. 
 
    Ciara O’Sullivan’s office was small, but perfectly formed with contemporary office furniture, and an enormous lamp that was anchored in the corner, but rose on a long semi-circular arc, and was finished in a bowl like shade with one of those new-fangled bulbs that doesn’t give out much light but looks retro. Hays was ushered into a comfortable office chair opposite Ciara’s cherrywood desk. 
 
    “How can I help you today?” she asked, still smiling warmly at the inspector. 
 
    “Oh, it’s just routine really. We need to get a formal account of what happened last night when you were on your way out to see your mother. How is she by the way, I understand she has been a bit poorly?” 
 
    “She’s not very well, Inspector, but she’s not in any pain, and she potters around the house most days, and the neighbours are very kind to her. Winter is hard on old people though, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, it is. Well, if you could just go through the events of the night again, I’ll write down what you say, and then I’ll ask you to sign it if that’s OK?” 
 
    Ciara recounted the story much as she had told it the previous night at the roadside, and Hays copied down her words as succinctly as he could. When she was finished, he drew a line through the remaining free space on the page and turned it around for her to sign. 
 
    “What will happen to this?” she asked, looking straight at the inspector. 
 
    “How do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, will I be needed to give evidence or something? I haven’t been involved with the police before, I don’t know the drill.” 
 
    “Oh, I see. Well it’s possible, depending on the way the case goes, but we’re a long way from that at this point. I shouldn’t worry about it if I were you, and in any case, you’ve given a statement. Is there anything at all, no matter how small, that you have remembered since last night? It must have been a terrible shock for you,” Hays re-assured her. 
 
    “Yes, it was. I didn’t sleep very well, I can tell you.” 
 
    “That will pass, trust me. Well, if there’s nothing more, I’d better be off.” 
 
    When Hays got up to leave, Ciara came round the desk and they both arrived at the office door at the same time. Hays couldn’t be sure, but he definitely felt her push gently up against him, and her scent filled his nostrils as they both reached for the door handle together. Ciara made no move to step back, and there was no embarrassment as he stood back to let her out in front of him. 
 
    “Great shop you have here. You have it really nicely done out. Where did you learn your trade?” Hays asked as they made their way back through the store towards the entrance. 
 
    “I did retail management in UCG. It was a terrific course, and I had six months in Liberty’s in London for work experience, so I stole a few of their ideas I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Well, it seems to be working. Thanks for your time,” and he shook hands with her at the shop door and left. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The team met back in the incident room at half past six, all except Maureen Lyons who would probably still be eighty kilometres away, in or near Clifden. 
 
    “Right,” Hays said, calling the meeting to order, “let’s see what we have so far.” 
 
    “What do we know about the deceased? Apart from the obvious, her age and appearance, we know she was dressed in good quality clothing, and she had that expensive gold bangle on her arm. She has had an abortion at some stage, but not a backstreet job, and she has been sexually active with a man, so we know that at least one person has been close to her in the recent past, as well as the murderer of course – could be the same person, we don’t know for now. Dodd says her hair was well groomed by a hairdresser, and what was left of her make-up was expensive stuff too. So, this girl was not a pauper. John, any news on the hand-bills?” Hays asked. 
 
    “They’ve been printed up and the lads are out now putting them up around the place. I’ve sent some out to Sergeant Mulholland as well, so he can get them circulated in Clifden, Roundstone, Ballyconneely and so on,” the young Garda reported. 
 
    “Good stuff. Let’s hope we get a response.” 
 
    “What about the bangle, Eamon?” 
 
    Flynn recounted the visit to the Hartmans, leaving out his views on the lovely Monika. 
 
    “So, the girl might possibly be foreign then, although let’s not get ahead of ourselves just yet on that one,” Hays said. 
 
    They were interrupted by the phone ringing, and Hays walked over to the desk and picked it up. It was Lyons calling from the wilderness. Hays put the phone on speaker and said, “Go ahead, Maureen, we’re all ears.” 
 
    “Well you needn’t bother on my account,” Lyons said crossly, “there’s bugger all to report from here. No forensics at all, not even a decent tyre track. Just a tiny scratch on one of the stones dislodged from the bridge, but no paint or plastic on it. A complete waste of time. Tell me you have better news there,” she said. 
 
    “Not a lot here either, Maureen. We have leaflets with the girl’s photo being circulated. Oh, and Eamon reckons the bangle she was wearing is probably German, so she may be foreign, which accounts for the fact that there’s no missing person’s report.” 
 
    “What about the girl? Anything more from Dodd?” asked Lyons. 
 
    “Not much. She ate her last meal of fish and salad at about 3 p.m. She had a couple of glasses of white wine with the meal. There are no tattoos, no external scars or birth marks, nothing that could help identify her,” Hays said. 
 
    “OK, well I’m leaving here now. The techies have packed up. I passed on your good wishes to Sergeant Mulholland. I take it you don’t need me any more tonight, boss?” 
 
    “No that’s fine. We’ll meet at eight-thirty tomorrow to plan the day. Thanks Maureen.” 
 
    Lyons clicked off the phone without saying goodbye and was gone. 
 
    * * * 
 
    On the way back to the city in her car, Lyons spent the journey trying to figure out exactly where she stood with Mick Hays. They got on well most of the time, but she didn’t know how much he was really willing to trust her with the more challenging aspects of an investigation. Her father had told her that it took a long time to work up a reliable reputation in An Garda Síochana, and while she never really questioned her own ability, she didn’t have any idea what the rest of the team really thought of her. 
 
    When she eventually got home, she had talked herself into rather a glum mood. It didn’t last long though. Relaxing in her cosy apartment, she determined that she would show Hays, and the rest of the team, just how competent she could be. “Don’t let the bastards grind you down” as her father told her regularly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Wednesday, 11:00 a.m. 
 
    The two German hikers had breakfasted well at Eldon’s Hotel in Roundstone where they had stayed the previous night. They had planned their day with as much precision as the weather and their mood would permit. It was a bright cool blustery day in Roundstone, ideal for their planned exploration of Inishnee, an untamed island just off the coast, connected to the village by a rickety bridge, and with just a few old cottages dotted around the place. They had then planned to hike into Clifden out along the old bog road. 
 
    Their guide book told them that it was twenty-two kilometres from Roundstone to Clifden, so by leaving Roundstone at half past eleven they could hope to reach Clifden by five in the afternoon just as darkness was falling. 
 
    They had taken a packed lunch from the hotel as they were told there was no shop or hostelry available until they reached Ballyconneely itself by which time they would be famished. The walk was pleasant. They stopped to admire the view looking down over Dog’s Bay with its two horse-shoe shaped beaches of white sand glistening in the morning light. They could see a few sheep grazing on the short grass out on the headland and the old abandoned caravan site down by the sea. They stopped again further on at Murvey and several of the other beauty spots along the road. The weather was holding up well, with fluffy cotton wool clouds scurrying across in front of the weak winter sun. After two hours of walking, as they approached Murlach, just before the road heads inland they decided to stop for lunch. 
 
    There was a small lay-by at the side of the road with some large flat rocks that would do nicely for seating and a makeshift table, although it was a bit overgrown with brambles. The ground rose up steeply behind the lay-by, so that they were sheltered from the stiffening breeze. They managed to find a clear space to sit, and spread out the sandwiches, cakes and cold drinks that the hotel had provided for them. 
 
    No sooner had they started their meal when they heard a faint beeping sound coming from the bushy undergrowth. They looked around but could see nothing, but there it was again, a clear, if faint, electronic ‘beep beep’ coming from nearby. 
 
    The man was curious by nature, so he took his walking pole and started poking around in the undergrowth near to where he felt the noise was coming from. There it was again. A distinctive ‘beep beep’, a little louder now as he had cleared some of the covering foliage. His girlfriend asked him to stop being so nosey and come back and finish his lunch. But he persisted, and as he knocked back the tangled shrubs and prickly brambles with the stick, he soon found the source of the noise. Lying partly covered by the leaves of a fern, the pale green shape of a Nokia mobile phone was revealed. He reached in, being careful not to snag his hand on the thorns, and gently lifted the little phone out. 
 
    ‘Low Battery’ was displayed on the small monochrome LCD screen, and just to make the point, the phone emitted another two rather anaemic beeps. 
 
    “Look. I told you there was something. It’s a small Nokia that’s running out of battery. We must hand it in when we get to Clifden. Perhaps someone is needing it.” 
 
    They finished their meal and tidied away the wrappings and empty drinks cans carefully, and then walked on through the afternoon, passing the golden strand at Ballyconneely. The stiff breeze had started to whip up the sea. They walked on into Clifden, arriving very much on time at just after five o’clock as darkness was falling. They were booked into the Atlantic Coast Hotel which they found easily, electing to shower and have an early meal before going to find the police station to hand in the phone. 
 
    When they had finished their meal, they enquired about the location of the local police station and were told by the hotel receptionist how to get there. When they had noted this down, the receptionist added, “but it’s all locked up now for the night. But if you need something, the sergeant will be in Cusheen’s Bar just over the road. He’s always there till eight or nine,” she explained. 
 
    They looked at each other with some curiosity, and the man said, “That’s a strange way to run a police station.” 
 
    They found Sergeant Mulholland seated at his usual table, a partly finished pint of Guinness in front of him, reading the paper. 
 
    “Sergeant, may we have a word please?” the German man said. 
 
    “God give me peace,” Mulholland said to himself, “what am I now – a fecking tour guide?” 
 
    “Of course,” he said politely, “what can I do for you?” 
 
    “We wanted to hand in this mobile telephone. We found it at a lay-by by the side of the road between here and Roundstone earlier today,” he said. 
 
    “Whereabouts exactly was that then?” Mulholland asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure, but about five kilometres before Ballyconneely I think, just as the road turns inland for a while, away from the coast. It was in the bushes making a beeping noise because the battery was giving up.” 
 
    “Oh, right so, well thanks for handing it in. I’ll look after it now,” Mulholland said, anxious to get back to his pint. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Thursday, 8:40 a.m. 
 
    When Hays arrived at the station the next morning Maureen Lyons was already at her desk. She was studying Dr Dodd’s report on the victim, noting that he had found no traces of needle marks on the girl’s body, and no trace of opiates in the stomach contents or blood samples. 
 
    “How does a respectable girl like that end up dead in a ditch in bloody Connemara?” she said to no one in particular. 
 
    “Oh, there’ll be a story behind it, wait till you see. There always is,” replied Hays. 
 
    Flynn and O’Connor arrived together clutching cardboard coffee cups from The Insomnia across the road from the station. 
 
    “What’s on today, boss?” Flynn enquired, but before Hays could answer, the phone on his desk began to ring. 
 
    “Hays,” he said to the caller. When he had listened for a moment he shouted, “What! For fuck sake, Séan, why didn’t you call me last night?” He waited a moment for Séan Mulholland’s response. 
 
    “Now listen here. You get that phone into the squad car and turn on your little blue lights and drive like your life depended on it. I want that phone here by ten o’clock this morning, do you hear? No excuses.” He slammed down the receiver. “God give me strength,” he sighed to the curious onlookers. 
 
    “It seems a mobile phone was discovered not far from the place the girl’s body was found. It was handed in to Mulholland last night by two German hikers, but he couldn’t be arsed to let us know,” Hays said. “Anyway,” he went on, calming down a little, “it may not be connected, but we need to get it here and have the lab go over it.” 
 
    The phone on his desk rang again. 
 
    “This is the front desk, Inspector. There’s a man here who wants to see the officer in charge of the missing girl case,” the desk sergeant said. 
 
    “Righto, show him into the interview room, I’ll be there right away.” 
 
    “Maureen, I need you with me,” he said, nodding his head in the direction of the door. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The man in the interview room sat nervously at the table facing the door. 
 
    “Good morning, sir. I believe you are here about the missing girl. Thanks for coming in. What can you tell us?” said Hays as he took a seat opposite him. 
 
    The man was in his late thirties or early forties. He was well groomed and neatly dressed in a business suit, and well-polished black leather shoes. He had a long thin face and deep blue eyes with a mop of dark hair going a little grey at the temples. 
 
    His accent was West of Ireland, but not strongly so, and he spoke in a soft, quiet voice. “Well, I think I may know her,” he said a little shyly. 
 
    “You think, or you do know her?” asked Hays. 
 
    “Well it’s not such a good photograph, but I think it’s her, OK. What’s happened to her?” he asked. 
 
    “Do you know her name?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “If it’s the girl I’m thinking of, her name is Lisa. That’s all I know, I don’t have a surname. I think she’s Polish,” he added. 
 
    “I see. And how do you know her, Mr …?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Oh, sorry yes, I’m Liam O’Flaherty. Well it’s a bit tricky really. You see I’m married, and well, you know…,” his voice trailing off without completing the sentence. 
 
    “No, Mr O’Flaherty, I’m afraid we don’t know. Why don’t you tell us?” Hays responded. 
 
    “Well, if it’s the same girl, she’s kind of like… like an escort that I visited a few times. But my wife mustn’t know, she’d kill me. She’s pregnant with our third, and well, we don’t do much anymore if you know what I mean.” 
 
    Hays looked at Lyons who seemed just as surprised as he was by the revelation. 
 
    “I see. And where did you visit the escort girl, Mr O’Flaherty?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Here in Galway. She has an apartment down by the harbour in one of those new blocks.” 
 
    “Where were you on Tuesday afternoon and evening, Mr O’Flaherty?” Hays said. 
 
    “Tuesday. At work, of course till about six, and then I went out to the GAA Club in Oranmore for some training till about half-eight.” 
 
    “And you’ll have witnesses no doubt,” Lyons added. 
 
    “Yes, of course. Why? What has happened? I just came in because I saw the poster in a shop and thought I recognized her. I haven’t been with her in ages. I’m not in any trouble, am I?” he asked. 
 
    “How did you get in touch with this Lisa, Mr O’Flaherty?” Hays asked. 
 
    “On the internet. There’s a web site and she looked really nice, so I called her.” 
 
    “Do you happen to have her phone number stored in your phone?” Lyons said. 
 
    “You must be joking. Angela, my wife, might have found it. No, I called her from the office.” 
 
    “Look, I need to go now,” he went on, “I’m late for work and they’ll be wondering where I’ve got to.” 
 
    “I think you’d better call in sick, Mr O’Flaherty. I want you to go with Detective Sergeant Lyons now and see if you can find the web page that Lisa was using on one of our computers. Then I want you to show Detective Lyons exactly where the apartment where you met Lisa is located,” Hays said. 
 
    “And don’t worry, we’ll keep this between ourselves for now unless there are further developments,” Hays said, nodding to Lyons to get started. 
 
    O’Flaherty got up from the table looking extremely nervous and followed Maureen Lyons out of the room. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Maureen Lyons returned to the incident room with a print out of the web page used by Lisa. It was good to see the girl looking alive and well, even if she was scantily dressed. She was a looker to be sure, with long dark hair, a pretty face, and an amazing figure shown to best advantage by her black lacy underwear. On the web page, she was reclining on a single bed, lying on her side, with her arm propping up her head, and pouting slightly as if she was about to kiss the viewer. 
 
    “I’m off down the docks with Casanova to find the girl’s apartment. Anyone fancy it?” she asked, looking around. 
 
    “I’ll come with you,” Flynn said, “better not to show a uniform for now till we know what’s what.” 
 
    Hays studied the alluring photo of the girl on the printed page that Lyons had stuck up on the whiteboard. Well at least we have a phone number now. Pretty girl, he thought to himself. 
 
    The phone number on the web page was an 083-number meaning that the phone service was probably provided by Three Ireland. 
 
    “John, get onto Three will you, and ask for the records for this number going back, say, three months,” Hays said tapping the print out on the board with his pen. “Both incoming and outgoing. And any other details that they can give you – payment type, frequency and so on. And don’t let them put you off with all that data protection bullshit. We can have a warrant arranged by eleven o’clock if necessary. But don’t tell them it’s a murder enquiry, just say it’s ongoing investigations.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    At twenty past ten, Garda Jim Dolan arrived at the station with the small green Nokia in a plastic bag. He had driven in from Clifden as quickly as conditions would allow, hoping for some recognition from the inspector for his efforts. He was out of luck. 
 
    “About bloody time!” snapped Hays as he took the bag from Dolan. “And tell Mulholland he owes me one for this.” 
 
    “I suppose a cup of coffee is out of the question then?” responded Dolan. 
 
    “Ah go on, you’re all right. Sure, help yourself,” Hays replied. 
 
    Hays put on a pair of blue latex gloves before taking the phone out of the bag. The battery had gone dead by now, so he searched in his desk drawer for an old Nokia charger to bring the phone back to life. When he connected it, the moving bars for the battery status began to pulse, showing that it was charging. He hoped that there would be no PIN number needed to access the phone, and he decided to leave it on charge for an hour or so before beginning to explore it. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The block that housed the apartment that Lisa had occupied was clean and fresh. It was close to Jury’s Inn down by the docks. As they got out of the car, the salty sea air was blowing up from the quay. 
 
    “Nice place,” Lyons said to no one in particular. “I bet the rent here isn’t cheap.” 
 
    At the front entrance, the small cluster of bells showed that L Palowski occupied apartment twenty-one on the second floor. 
 
    “Is this where you came to see Lisa?” she asked O’Flaherty. 
 
    “Yes, this is it.” 
 
    “Right. You can go off to work now then, Mr O’Flaherty. But don’t leave town. We will need you to make a statement later on, and we may have some more questions for you to answer.” 
 
    O’Flaherty vanished immediately, skulking off down the street in case anyone might see him. 
 
    The front entrance to the block was open, so the two Gardaí entered and made their way up the stairs to the second floor. Flynn knocked loudly on the door of number twenty-one and stood back from the door leaning against the metal bannister opposite. 
 
    When there was no reply, he knocked again, but still no one answered. 
 
    He looked at Lyons. “Probable cause?” 
 
    Lyons nodded, and then to her surprise, instead of booting the door open, Flynn took out a set of about thirty keys from his jacket and started trying them one by one in the apartment door. 
 
    “Jaysus Eamon,” Lyons said. Flynn just looked at her and shrugged. 
 
    The apartment was immaculately clean and tidy inside, if somewhat sparsely furnished. Lyons recognised several items that had come from IKEA. There was a beige sofa opposite the mock fireplace in the living room-cum-kitchen, a rug on the wood effect floor and a small collection of paperbacks on a shelf beside the fireplace. On the shelf there was a head and shoulders photo of the dead girl, happy, smiling for the camera. 
 
    The apartment had two bedrooms. One was cosily furnished with a dresser, bedside locker with a lamp, and a single bed made up with a duvet in a pink floral cover and matching pillow. A small brown teddy bear was relaxing in the bed under the duvet with just its head peeping out. A modern white wardrobe with a full-length mirror on the door completed the picture. 
 
    The other bedroom was at the back of the apartment block, and although it had a window that looked out onto the courtyard, the room was dark compared to the rest of the flat. By contrast, this room was almost totally bare. There was a four-foot bed with just a single fitted blue sheet on it, a small night stand with a cheap lamp and two bottles of baby oil and a box of Kleenex. At the far side of the bed there was a round plastic waste paper basket that was about half full of discarded tissues. The room smelled of sex, and it was clear that this was Lisa’s work room where she entertained her clients. 
 
    “We need to get the lab boys down here to do a thorough sweep of the place. Emphasis on the business bedroom – DNA, fingerprints, hair, anything else they can find,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Will you wait here till they arrive? I’m going back to check in with Mick,” she said to Flynn. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Thursday, 11:30 a.m. 
 
    The little Nokia was sufficiently charged to allow Hays to turn it on. Using a new pair of vinyl gloves he switched it on and heard the familiar Nokia welcome tune. The first thing he did was to check the number of the phone against the number given on Lisa’s web page, and it matched, so at least he knew that this was definitely her phone. 
 
    He carried it carefully over to John O’Connor’s desk. 
 
    “You need to keep gloves on, and don’t handle it more than you have to. There could still be a useful print or two on it. Copy down a list of all incoming calls for the last week and note the day, time and duration of the call. Copy out any text messages from that time too. Then get it over to forensics for fingerprinting,” Hays said. 
 
    At one o’clock Hays called the team together for a catch up. He brought them all up to date with the news about the mobile phone, the location of the apartment and what Lyons and Flynn had found there. 
 
    “Persons of interest, Maureen – what have we got?” he asked. 
 
    “Ciara O’Sullivan who found the body. Not a very likely suspect, and you’ve already checked her out, boss. Then there’s O’Flaherty. Probably just a punter. He came to us, but even so, there may be more to it. I’d like to see what else we can find on him. That’s about it till we get the details off her phone. Oh, and the website might give us a few more if there’s a booking feature on it, or an email.” 
 
    The phone rang on Hays’ desk. 
 
    When he had finished the call, he spoke to the group. “That was forensics. They want me down at the apartment. Maureen, let’s go. John, keep working on the mobile. See if you can get any names from the numbers or the contact list. We’ll be back before five for the next briefing,” Hays said. 
 
    On the way down to the docks in the car, Hays asked Lyons how she thought the case was going so far. 
 
    “Not great, to be honest. We’ve only just identified the girl, and God knows how many potential suspects her line of business will produce. What does the Super think?” 
 
    “He’s hopping from one foot to the other as usual. He wants to see me tomorrow evening for a progress report, and he emphasised the word ‘progress’.” 
 
    “Let’s hope we have something positive to tell him by then.” 
 
    “You have a good nose for these things, Maureen. Any instincts shouting at you yet?” 
 
    “C’mon Mick, it’s a bit early for that. But it’s looking like a punter to me. Maybe she was blackmailing one of the great and the good of Galway, although what she was doing out there in Ballyconneely is anybody’s guess. That’s the bit that has me puzzled.” 
 
    When they got to the apartment, a girl in a full white lab suit approached them, and pulling her hood off to reveal a shock of curly blonde hair and a pretty face said, “Morning, Sergeant. We found a few things that I’d like you to see.” 
 
    “What have you got, Siobhán?” he asked. 
 
    The girl held up two see-through plastic evidence bags. “There’s a Credit Union pass book in the name of Lisa Palowski. It shows she has just under fourteen thousand euro on deposit. There are regular weekly lodgements into the account of five hundred euro every Friday in cash,” she said, handing the first of the two bags to Hays. 
 
    “Then there’s this,” she said holding up the other plastic bag. “The original little black book. I’ll let you examine it for yourself. Looks interesting. Oh, and it was well hidden in her knicker drawer in her own bedroom,” the girl added. 
 
    “Well done, Siobhán, that’s great. Anything else of interest?” 
 
    “The bed in the spare room has been very well used, and the waste paper basket has some interesting specimens, but it will take a day or two to get anything useful.” 
 
    “I don’t envy you that one,” said Lyons. “Can we take these away with us?” 
 
    “Yes sure. They have been catalogued and dusted so they’re all yours. Do you want the contents of the bin too when we’re done with it?” 
 
    “It’s OK thanks, you can keep that,” Lyons said, rolling her eyes to heaven. 
 
    On the way back to the station in the car, Lyons started studying the little black Moleskine notebook. 
 
    It wasn’t originally a diary, but Lisa had made it into one by putting the day and date at the top of each page and putting the hours in a neat clear hand down the left-hand side. It was marked up in this way for several weeks ahead and seemed to go back about two months in time. There were no pages for Sundays, and Lyons noted that there was a whole week missing every four weeks or so, reflecting, presumably, the days she was unable to work due to mother nature. 
 
    The working days had initials or first names written in alongside the time. A typical day had one or two appointments, but some days had three, spread out from eleven in the morning to ten at night. Two or three of the names appeared quite regularly, every ten days or so. Lisa, probably without knowing it, had kept meticulous records of her clients that would surely prove invaluable in tracking down her killer. 
 
    “If I ever decide to go on the game instead of enforcing law and order, I can use this as a template. The pay looks great, and don’t forget it’s all tax free.” 
 
    “Well let me know, won’t you? I can be your first client,” Hays said as he looked across at Maureen and smiled. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Back at the station, Hays called the team together. 
 
    “We have some good information from the girl’s flat now. We need to cross-reference the diary to the phone records and see if we can identify any of Lisa’s clients. It looks like James was the last one to have an appointment with her at four o’clock on Tuesday afternoon. Let’s see if we can identify James, if that’s his real name,” Hays said. 
 
    Another hour of searching and cross-referencing went by quickly, and when Hays called them back together again, there was some good news. 
 
    “So, how goes it with the phone records?” he asked. 
 
    Flynn who had been coordinating the cross-referencing spoke up. 
 
    “Most of the calls are from pay-as-you-go mobiles, and of course none of them are registered, so they are anonymous. There is one thing we spotted though. About two weeks ago she had an appointment with this James at five o’clock. Earlier that day she got a call from a landline here in the city. I called the number, and it was answered by a receptionist at a firm of architects on Dominick Street.” He paused for effect. 
 
    “Well come on man, what’s the name of these architects then?” Hays said impatiently. 
 
    “They’re called McMahon and O’Reilly. And the McMahon in question is one James McMahon!” 
 
    An audible hum of excitement went around the room. 
 
    “Great work, Eamon, well done all of you. This is our first solid lead. Now we need to be very careful here. Let’s see if we can identify James’ mobile from calls made about the same time on other days when she saw him. And I don’t want any contact with him till we are good and ready. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, boss,” they echoed in unison. 
 
    “Dig up all you can on this guy. I want to know more about him than he knows about himself before we talk to him. What car does he drive? Where does he live? Is he married? Family? What clubs does he belong to? Who his friends are, and above all if he is well-connected around town, although that’s probably a ‘yes’ if he’s an architect.” 
 
    “Let’s convene at nine-thirty in the morning with whatever you’ve got.” 
 
    “Maureen, can you stay back for a few minutes please?” Hays added. 
 
    “Sure, no problem,” she said, moving towards Hays’ private office. 
 
    “Would you like a coffee?” Hays asked. 
 
    “No, I’m fine thanks, it only keeps me awake if I have it at this time of day. What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “You know I think highly of you. We’ve worked on some pretty tricky stuff together in the past. I just wanted to get your gut feel for what we’re getting into with this Lisa Palowski thing. I haven’t worked this type of case before, and I don’t have a feel for it yet.” 
 
    “I know what you mean, it’s kind of uncharted waters for me too. But look at it this way. What she was doing was what you might call a high-risk occupation. Now I know that’s not a good reason to whack her over the head with a rock, but in that line of work there’s always a risk of violence, and there’s no one around to protect you either unless you have a pimp, which she doesn’t appear to have had. Oh, and another thing, if we find this James is well connected, then we really will have to tread very carefully. In this town, whatever he has done, he’s likely to get more sympathy than an Eastern European escort from the powers that be. And what I can’t figure out at all, is what she was doing out there. It doesn’t add up. Someone must have driven her out there, or maybe she drove herself, but in that case, where’s the car?” 
 
    “Let’s see what tomorrow brings shall we,” she said. “Are you OK?” “What. Oh yes, sorry, I’m fine, just processing what you were saying. Let’s watch each other’s backs, eh?” 
 
    “Of course. And anytime you want to talk, you know,” she added. 
 
    “Oh yes, thanks. See you tomorrow.” 
 
    Hays dawdled around in the office for a little while longer. He was just about to head home when his phone rang. It was Ciara O’Sullivan. 
 
    “Inspector, oh I’m glad I caught you. I was on my way home when I saw a small poster in a shop window. It’s her, isn’t it, the girl I found out at Ballyconneely?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s her. What’s up?” 
 
    “Well, I think I know her, in fact I’m sure I do. Her name is Lisa. We were in college together, and we ran an event for charity before she stopped attending.” 
 
    “I see. How come you didn’t tell us this before, Ciara, it could be important?” 
 
    “Well I didn’t recognise her in the dark, and the condition she was in. But it’s her, isn’t it? Oh God, this is terrible.” 
 
    “Were you in touch with her recently?” Hays asked. 
 
    “No, not for ages. I may as well tell you, you’ll find out in any case. We had a row. I was going with a boy from college, and she kind of took him from me. I was pretty upset at the time, I thought he loved me. But I’m over it all now for ages.” 
 
    “What was this lad’s name?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Brian, Brian Leddy.” 
 
    “Are you still in touch with him at all?” 
 
    “No. He finished college same time as me, and he went to Australia I think. I haven’t seen him for ages.” 
 
    “And there’s definitely nothing more you want to tell me, Ciara?” 
 
    “No, no, of course not,” she said. 
 
    “Well, OK. You’ll have to come in and amend your statement at some stage, and we may need to speak to you again. You’re not planning any holidays, are you?” 
 
    “No, no, of course not. When do you want me to come in?” she asked. 
 
    “We’ll be in touch, Ciara.” 
 
    “Oh, OK. If you want to see me, just give me a call. I’ll give you my mobile number.” She called out her number which Hays wrote down on his notepad. 
 
    After the phone call, Hays finally left and drove home to his house in Salthill. Although he was very self-sufficient, managing his domestic affairs with ease – the mundane matters of keeping his clothes fresh, stocking the larder, cooking and keeping the house in some sort of basic order – he was lonely all the same. He had never known the welcoming smile of a wife or partner, nor the chaos and noise that a family of young children bring to a home. Although he convinced himself that he was fine, he knew deep down that his solitary life was missing a lot of potential happiness that sharing can bring. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Friday, 9:00 a.m. 
 
    Hays and Lyons were both in early and had spent some time going over the information on James McMahon. 
 
    McMahon was a successful architect who had set up practice in Galway some twelve years ago. He had timed it well. Galway was undergoing a mini-boom all of its own, and there were lots of projects involving the refurbishment of old buildings, hotels, and pubs, as well as a good number of new-build offices going up. 
 
    McMahon, together with his junior colleague Brian O’Reilly had quickly established the practice as the “go to” firm for all things architectural. The practice expanded rapidly, and now employed twelve people – a mixture of draughtsmen, quantity surveyors and junior architects, as well as a compliance officer and of course the inevitable pretty twenty-three-year-old receptionist and an equally pretty female office manager. 
 
    McMahon was a native of Athenry. His parents were farmers and machinery contractors and were fairly well heeled. When he had completed his Leaving Certificate, McMahon had been sent off to Bolton Street College in Dublin to learn his trade at the age of nineteen. During the four years that he was studying, he stayed with an uncle and aunt in Raheny, and pursued a pretty good social life while making sure that he came near the top of the class in his exams. 
 
    Armed with his new qualification, at twenty-three he moved to England and entered the building trade. He was soon buying ‘fixer-uppers’ and doing them up, selling them on at serious profit which allowed him to amass a goodly amount of precious Sterling. 
 
    Soon after returning to Galway, he had built a very spacious house out by Kilcornan Wood a few kilometres outside the city on the road that had later become known as ‘millionaires row’. 
 
    Along the way he married a Galway girl, and between them they had produced two children, a boy and a girl. He had also become a leading light in the Galway Lions Club which allowed him to share some of his considerable fortune with the less well-off and was also very helpful to him in a business sense. 
 
    “We’re going to have to tread really carefully here. This guy is connected. God knows who he is in with. I think I’ll run this past the Super before we go charging in,” Hays said. 
 
    “Have a look and see if there is any record at all of any interaction with us. Any signs of previous violence towards women in particular. Oh, and check with the UK too, they may have something. Then maybe we’ll go and have a wee chat with our friendly architect.” 
 
    Lyons dug around in the Pulse database but could find nothing at all on McMahon. He appeared to be squeaky clean. She then called a contact that she had in the Met in London and asked her to have a snoop around to see if there was anything there. 
 
    Hays returned twenty minutes later having spoken to the superintendent about James McMahon. 
 
    “He said to go ahead and interview McMahon but go easy. The Super knows him from the Lions, and says he can be quite prickly,” Hays said. “Are you up for it?” 
 
    “Sure, no bother. Might as well get fired for upsetting one of the Super’s mates as anything else. I never really liked this job anyway,” she said, smiling at Hays. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The offices of McMahon and O’Reilly – written with a plus sign on an aluminium plate outside the building – were ultra-modern with lots of glass, grey marble and brushed metal on display. The building itself was tall and narrow, and occupied three floors in a courtyard just off Dominick Street. 
 
    The front door opened onto a small reception area with a desk and a comfortable-looking black leather sofa packed in between two tall indoor plants that looked rather thirsty. The pretty receptionist was seated behind the desk and a name plate indicated that her name was Irene Weir. 
 
    “Hello Irene. We are here to see Mr McMahon. My name is Inspector Hays and this is Sergeant Lyons from Galway Garda,” he said, holding out his warrant card. 
 
    Irene seemed only slightly fazed by their request, and responded as they assumed she would: “I’m afraid Mr McMahon is in conference with a client at the moment, but they’ll be finished soon. He has another meeting in fifteen minutes,” Irene said in quite a posh, but genuine, local accent. 
 
    Boarding school, Maureen thought to herself. 
 
    “Can I get you a coffee while you’re waiting?” she asked. 
 
    “Thank you. Two white coffees no sugar,” Hays replied, and the two detectives took up their seats beside each other on the leather couch. 
 
    The coffee was good – nice and hot, and not bitter, but the drink was let down a little by the thick white mugs with ‘McMahon + O’Reilly’ printed on them in which it was served. No biscuits were offered. Maureen assumed that they were reserved for paying clients and not mere police. 
 
    At five minutes to eleven a thick and solid cherrywood door at the end of the reception area opened and three men emerged. It quickly became obvious that the two in front were the clients, and the man standing behind them ushering them out of the office was McMahon. 
 
    When he had seen his clients out, he turned quizzically to Irene as if to say, “Who the hell are these two?” 
 
    McMahon was tall, probably six-one or six-two, slim with neatly trimmed salt and pepper hair and a tanned angular face. He was dressed in an immaculate and expensive grey suit which fitted him perfectly, set off with a pristine blue shirt and an expensive silk tie. 
 
    He approached the two Gardaí who by now were standing, extending his hand towards Lyons. 
 
    “Good morning folks. What can I do for you today? Wife been parking on double yellow lines again!” he said with a smirk. 
 
    “Could we have a few minutes of your time in private please, Mr McMahon?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Sure, come into my office. I haven’t got long though, I have another appointment at eleven,” he said. 
 
    Hays gave Lyons a look that said, “We’ll see about that,” and they went on into the office. 
 
    The office was quite sparse. McMahon’s desk was a little too large for the room. He sat with his back to the window, facing the door. A glass-fronted bookcase was filled with architectural texts, and a framed certificate on the wall confirmed McMahon’s status as a member of the Royal Institute of the Architects of Ireland, RIAI for short. 
 
    Against the only remaining wall stood a chest with ten shallow, wide drawers which looked as if it was used to house architectural drawings. On top of the chest was an old theodolite, all brass and lenses, which presumably was just for decoration. 
 
    His desk had a photograph of the man himself with a blonde woman of about his own age and two small children of maybe five and seven. There was a modern telephone, a small stack of trays for papers, and a diary, but no sign of any files or drawings. 
 
    McMahon gestured the two detectives to sit in front of his desk. 
 
    “Now, what’s all this about?” McMahon asked. 
 
    Lyons opened the proceedings. 
 
    “May we ask where you were on Tuesday afternoon, between say three and seven, Mr McMahon?” she asked. 
 
    McMahon flicked the diary back a page or two and consulted it. 
 
    “Actually, no,” he mused, “I wasn’t in the office on Tuesday. I remember now. I had to go and see a client at the Golf Club. We had a meeting at four-thirty.” 
 
    “And which Golf Club would that be?” Hays interjected. 
 
    “I’m a member out at the Connemara club near Ballyconneely, you know it I’m sure.” 
 
    “And did you meet your client?” 
 
    “Actually, no. He didn’t turn up. The weather was really bad. Lashing rain and wind. In fact the place was more or less deserted,” McMahon responded. 
 
    “So, what did you do then?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I had a cup of coffee at the bar. Tried to call him, but there was no signal. I hung around for about three-quarters of an hour in case he turned up, and then drove back to town.” 
 
    “Did anyone see you there?” Hays said. 
 
    “No, as I say, the place was pretty well deserted, except for Liam at the bar of course. He served me.” 
 
    “And what time did you get back to town then?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “It must have been around six-ish. I remember the traffic was awful. I came back to the office and did a few hours before I went home.” 
 
    “Can anyone confirm that you were here at that time?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Of course not. They all go home at five-thirty. Look, what’s this about?” he said looking at his watch. 
 
    “Do you know a girl called Lisa Palowski?” Lyons said. 
 
    “No, I don’t recall the name. Who is she?” 
 
    “Are you sure, Mr McMahon?” 
 
    “I said I didn’t know her, didn’t I? Do you not believe me?” he snapped. He was becoming quite agitated now just as Lyons had hoped he would. 
 
    “May I see your mobile phone please, Mr McMahon?” Lyons persisted. 
 
    McMahon reached into his jacket pocket which was now draped over the back of his chair and fished out an iPhone 6 which he handed to Lyons, protesting all the way. 
 
    “This is getting silly. I’ve answered your questions. I’m extremely busy today and my next appointment will be waiting in reception. Have you quite finished?” 
 
    Lyons had given the phone to Hays who was scrolling down through the call history and contacts looking for Lisa’s number. He caught Lyons’ eye and shook his head slightly. 
 
    “Not quite, Mr McMahon. If you prefer we could continue down at the station,” Hays paused for a moment and went on, “with your lawyer present.” 
 
    Hays reached unobserved into the side pocket of his jacket and pressed the green button on the front of Lisa’s Nokia. Almost at once the muffled sound of a mobile phone began to chirp. 
 
    The phone rang three times before Lyons said, “Aren’t you going to answer that, Mr McMahon?” 
 
    McMahon went red in the face. He opened the top drawer of his desk and took out a small black phone and looked at the screen, which clearly identified the caller as Lisa. 
 
    Hays took the Nokia out of his pocket and held it up for McMahon to see. He pressed the red button on the phone and the incessant chirping stopped. 
 
    “Now, Mr McMahon, we can do this one of two ways. I can arrest you here and now on suspicion of the murder of Lisa Palowski. That gives us the right to search these premises, your home, and seize your vehicle for forensic testing. All very public and quite unpleasant for your family and employees. Or you can agree to come in voluntarily, provide a DNA sample, and start helping us with our enquiries and stop lying to us. Which is it to be?” Hays said. 
 
    “Look, yes I lied about knowing Lisa. But you have to understand, you know what she is. I have my reputation to think of, my standing in the community. And Jennifer – good God what would she think? I’ll tell you the truth. I’ll cooperate. I never harmed the girl, I swear,” he stuttered, all of his composure gone. 
 
    “Mr James McMahon, I’m arresting you on suspicion of…” Hays began. 
 
    “No. No. Don’t do that. I’ll come with you. I’ll do whatever you want, just keep it low key for heaven’s sake!” McMahon interrupted. 
 
    “Right then. Get your things. Maureen, bag up the black phone please, it’s evidence. And bring your diary please, Mr McMahon, we need that,” Hays said. 
 
    McMahon’s next appointment was waiting in the reception. He apologised to the man, saying that something urgent had come up, and Irene would re-arrange another appointment. 
 
    The receptionist was aghast at seeing her boss departing with the two Gardaí, but kept her composure and said nothing. 
 
    On the way back to the station Lyons engaged James McMahon in conversation about his architectural practice. She pointed out a few buildings and allowed him to prattle on about the work he had done on them. This was her way of interrupting his thoughts so that he couldn’t spend the time weaving another story to try and get himself out of the hole he was in. It worked too. The man was vain and delighted in telling Lyons all about his massive achievements around the town. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The team got together once again in the incident room. Lyons had already posted a photo of James McMahon on the board, which now had three pictures – Lisa Palowski, Ciara O’Sullivan and James McMahon. 
 
    Hays addressed the group. “Before we get started on McMahon, I had a phone call from Ciara O’Sullivan last night just before I left. It turns out she knew Lisa Palowski too, from college. Seems they had a row over some college stud, so she may not be as innocent as she seems, though Dodd did say that Lisa had been hit by a man. O’Sullivan is pretty tall though, so you never know. I need a volunteer to go over to Hynes’ Yard car park and have a look at her car, see if there’s any damage. John, could you do that while we deal with McMahon – her reg. number is on file?” 
 
    “Sure, boss, I’ll head over there now.” 
 
    “Right guys, we need to get busy now with this. McMahon is here voluntarily, and he’ll be itching to get home in a few hours, so we haven’t got long, unless we arrest him,” Hays said. 
 
    “John, before you go, will you get on to Sergeant Mulholland and ask him to drive out to the Connemara Golf Club? He’s looking to interview Liam, the barman. See if he remembers McMahon being there on Tuesday around half past four. Get Mulholland to take a statement, and ask him to do it now, not later, and not tomorrow. He can phone it in when he has some news,” Hays said. 
 
    “Oh, and when you’ve done that, get back to Lisa’s phone company. See if they have managed to dig up any more of her contacts from the numbers in her phone.” 
 
    “Eamon, will you and Maureen go and interview McMahon? Get him to give up a DNA sample, and fingerprints. See if you can get his car keys too,” Hays added. 
 
    “I’ll go and update the boss, and get forensics working on the vehicle when we get hold of it. Let’s meet back at four – and we need some results.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Flynn and Lyons spent over an hour grilling James McMahon. He had refused a solicitor on the grounds that he had nothing to hide, and in any case his lawyer was a family friend, and he didn’t want to involve him at this stage for obvious reasons. 
 
    At half past three they took a comfort break, McMahon demanding the right to go home as he had nothing more to say. He had stuck to his story about driving out to Ballyconneely to meet a client on Tuesday. 
 
    During the short recess Lyons’ phone rang. “This is Mulholland here, Sergeant,” he boomed. “I did as you asked. I drove out to the golf club and spoke to Liam, the guy behind the bar. He told me that there was no one at all in the place Tuesday afternoon. The weather was dreadful, so bad that he locked up at about half past three and went home. But he was certain that there had been no one at all in the bar that day,” Mulholland reported triumphantly. 
 
    “Thanks, Sergeant,” Lyons said and hurried off to find Hays with the news. 
 
    “I see,” said Hays. “This changes things quite a bit. I’d better come down with you myself now. We may need to charge him.” 
 
    “Well, Mr McMahon,” Hays said addressing the man in a serious tone. “It seems you have been spinning us a right old yarn, so it does.” 
 
    McMahon started to say something but Hays held up his palm to silence him before continuing. 
 
    “It appears that you’ve been telling us a right load of lies about your whereabouts on Tuesday afternoon. You weren’t at the golf club in Ballyconneely at all were you?” Hays demanded. He let the question hang in the air. McMahon looked him dead in the eyes and waited for a full thirty seconds before replying. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” he asked. 
 
    “Look, Mr McMahon, I don’t think you really understand the seriousness of your situation. You have fed us some tall story about where you were when the girl was murdered. You had the opportunity, almost certainly the means, and I can easily guess the motive,” Hays went on. 
 
    Holding up his forefinger and thumb barely a centimetre apart, Hays said, “I’m just that close to charging you with the murder of Lisa Palowski, and unless you start telling me the entire truth within the next five minutes, that’s exactly what I will do.” 
 
    Another silence – shorter this time. 
 
    “All right, all right. I was with the girl on Tuesday. I went to her apartment at four o’clock and spent an hour with her. But I swear, when I left her she was fit and healthy, you have to believe me,” he said in desperation. 
 
    “Wrong, Mr McMahon, we don’t have to believe you at all. And after all the lies you’ve told us it’s now up to you to prove what you’re saying is true,” Hays said. 
 
    Lyons cut in. “What happened? Did she threaten to expose you? Did she demand a lot of money? You lost your temper didn’t you and whacked her about the head then put the body in the car and drove it out west towards Clifden and dumped it. Isn’t that right, Mr McMahon?” 
 
    “No, no. Not at all. We parted on good terms. She even asked me when I would see her again. She wouldn’t threaten me, she wasn’t like that. Despite her chosen career, she was a nice girl underneath. She had standards. We liked each other. I even brought her a present back from Frankfurt earlier this year. I was over there at an architectural conference.” 
 
    “Yes, a gold bangle,” Lyons said. “She was wearing it when we found her.” 
 
    “So how come this nice escort girl ended up dead in a ditch forty miles from home just a few hours after you were with her, Mr McMahon?” Hays said, getting back on track. 
 
    “I don’t know. I don’t bloody know. Maybe she had another visitor after I left her, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Let me tell you this, Mr McMahon, if we find just one tiny trace of her anywhere in your car, that’s it, I’ll do you for her murder,” Hays said. 
 
    McMahon leant forward and put his head in his hands. After a few moments he said, “You will find traces of her. Only in the front passenger’s seat though. I drove her around a bit sometimes when she had stuff to get, you know, shopping and that.” 
 
    Hays signalled to Lyons that they needed to talk outside in private. 
 
    “Stay put for the moment, we’ll be back shortly,” he said. 
 
    Outside in the corridor, Hays asked Lyons, “What do you think? Is he our man?” 
 
    “You don’t think so, do you?” Lyons replied. 
 
    “I don’t know. So, he sees a hooker. He’s scared to death anyone will find out. He lied to us, but I don’t see him killing the girl, do you?” 
 
    “Well when it boils down to it, we haven’t got that much on him. And after all it was he who placed himself in the vicinity with that bullshit about the golf club. He wouldn’t have done that if he had dumped her out there. We’ll know more when we have had a look at the car. Where did he say he went after he had been with the girl on Tuesday?” 
 
    “Back to the office. Says he got there about half five or quarter to six, but by that time everyone had gone home,” Hays replied. 
 
    “Why don’t I go back to his office with him and see if I can get the login records from his PC for Tuesday, see if he logged back in when he said he did?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Good idea. Then let him go for now. Tell him not to leave Galway, oh and tell him we’ll be keeping his car for a few days. He can tell the wife it’s in the garage.” 
 
    “Oh, and Maureen, can you come back here after? There’s a few things I’d like to go over with you,” he added. 
 
    “Yeah sure. I’ll see you later then.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lyons arrived back at the station having escorted McMahon to his office. 
 
    “Hi boss. It looks as if he may be in the clear. We got the log off his PC, and true enough he logged back in at five forty-two and stayed logged in till after eight. There were a number of emails and documents created in that time, so I don’t think he was faking it.” 
 
    “Probably genuine,” Hays said. “It would be very difficult to set that up as an alibi, after all he didn’t know he was a suspect till this morning, and we have been with him ever since.” 
 
    “But I don’t want him ruled out of the picture just yet. There’s a good bit of circumstantial linking him in, and he’s a clever bugger, so he could be spinning all sorts of yarns. There’s no doubt he’s shit scared that anyone will find out his dirty little secret. Maybe this will put an end to his afternoon delights for the time being,” Hays said. 
 
    “What about the girl that found the body – the fragrant Ciara?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure we should prioritize her. Let’s have a think about it over the weekend and see what develops. No harm if you called on her and had a chat next week maybe, see what you can worm out of her, but to be honest, I doubt if she’d commit murder just to avenge a stolen boyfriend that happened a few years ago, but we’ll check it out just to be sure,” Hays said. 
 
    “I’ve had enough of this for today. Do you fancy a drink?” he added. 
 
    “Yes please. I could do with a nice cold G and T, or maybe two.” She smiled at Hays. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Doherty’s Bar and Lounge was the nearest decent pub to the station. It had been given a hefty makeover in 2010 and now looked more like a 1950s boozer than anything modern. Shelves around the walls, up high, were adorned with old books, a couple of old valve radios, and a few ancient kitchen utensils in copper and brass. The lounge was comfortable, with carpet, and the seating was arranged in a series of semi-private booths separated by trellis that had been painted dark brown. A long mahogany bar ran the length of the room with every imaginable concoction anyone could want on tap, or in bottles. 
 
    Hays waited at the bar for his pint of Guinness to settle while Tadgh Doherty poured Maureen’s Bombay Sapphire Gin – a double measure and a little “tilly” as well and added the Schweppes tonic water. Tadgh knew just how she liked it, with a slice of lime, not lemon, and two cubes of ice. 
 
    Back in their booth, Hays raised his glass. “Sláinte,” he said, and Maureen reciprocated in time-honoured fashion. 
 
    “Maureen, I know tomorrow is Saturday and all that, but I was wondering if I could ask a favour?” Hays said. 
 
    “Saturday is just the day after Friday, boss. Go ahead.” 
 
    “I feel we’re spinning our wheels a bit on this one. It’s nearly a week now, and we’re not really anywhere,” he said. 
 
    “The boss is going mad. He’s getting real heat from Dublin 8, and he’s afraid they’ll send some of their sharp shooters down from the smoke to take over if we don’t make more progress really soon. He’d really hate that. It would be a terrible insult to him and us.” 
 
    “Damn right,” Lyons said, “anyway they have enough murders going on in Dublin to keep them busy,” she hissed. 
 
    “So, I’d like us, just you and me, to go back out to the place where she was found early tomorrow morning. I don’t know why, but I have a feeling that there’s something out there that we may have missed. I know it’s a long shot, and I don’t like asking, but it could be useful if you’re up for it,” he said. 
 
    “It’s been well covered by the forensic boys and girls, but I suppose they did come up with bugger all. They might have missed something. Anyway, what’s a poor young detective sergeant doing on a Saturday morning if she’s not driving around the wild west with her boss!” 
 
    “Thanks, I appreciate it. You have a great nose for this kind of thing, and in the peace of the morning out there we might get a better feel for what went on,” he said. 
 
    “What about O’Sullivan’s car? Did John find anything?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Not a thing. Says it’s clean as a whistle, no damage on it anywhere. Still doesn’t mean she’s not involved. I don’t like coincidences,” he said. “She could have met Lisa in the city and offered her a lift out west for some reason, and then when she got her out into the wilderness stopped the car and started a row about the boyfriend. It could have got out of hand. Who knows?” Hays said. 
 
    He went on, “Remind me to get Dolan to check with the curtain lady tomorrow. If Lisa had been in O’Sullivan’s car, she might have seen her, and that would explain why she didn’t want to stop for tea and cake.” 
 
    “All seems a bit unlikely, but not impossible. Do you think she recognised Lisa the night she was found, if her story is true?” 
 
    “Possibly. Hard to tell. If you had been there, you would have been able to tell. You’re good at that sort of thing,” Hays said. 
 
    “Maybe you’ll have to interview Ciara again then. She’s a right looker, isn’t she?” Lyons said, watching Hays carefully for a reaction. 
 
    “She is that, all right. Might be better if you questioned her – less complicated.” 
 
    “Right you are,” Lyons responded, somewhat relieved. 
 
    “One for the road?” she asked, and catching the eye of Tadgh Doherty, held up her nearly empty glass. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Saturday, 8:30 a.m. 
 
    Hays buzzed the bell marked ‘Lyons’ on the outside of the small two storey house on Corrib Terrace where Maureen lived. The house was in good order. It looked onto a park and was just a short stroll to the river while being convenient to the city at the same time. 
 
    She had found the little house soon after arriving in Galway. It belonged to a Garda sergeant from Athenry who had inherited it from his mother who passed away in the 1990s. He and a few friends had completely gutted the place which had been stuck well and truly in the 1940s and totally modernised it. It was now set in two one-bedroom flats, and Maureen occupied the upper floor. It had a good-sized bedroom overlooking the park, a kitchen and living room to the back, and a small bathroom with a shower tucked in between. 
 
    The door phone crackled to life, and Maureen said, “Hi. Come on up, I’m just about ready.” 
 
    The door buzzed allowing Hays in to the small hallway, and up the stairs to Maureen’s door which she had left ajar for him. 
 
    Maureen, still in her cotton pyjamas that surprisingly showed off her neat size ten figure quite well, was at the kitchen counter. 
 
    “Coffee?” she asked, turning to Hays with a jar of Nescafé in one hand and a spoon in the other. 
 
    “Yes please. One spoon and just a splash of milk.” 
 
    “I’m much nearer to being ready than I look,” she smiled, handing him a mug of hot coffee that bore the legend “I Love Galway,” with the word ‘Love’ represented by a big red heart. 
 
    Hays could smell the fragrance of whatever shower gel she had used and couldn’t help but admire the curve of her breasts as she leaned forward to give him the drink. 
 
    “Two minutes,” she said, disappearing into the bedroom. Hays thought to himself that the view from the back was just as delightful. Did she know the effect she was having on him? Yes, he mused, women always know. 
 
    When Maureen emerged from the bedroom, she looked even better than she had done in her pyjamas. She was wearing an extremely well-cut pair of denim jeans that fitted perfectly, a cream polo shirt and had a navy fleece with no sleeves to finish the ensemble. Her hair, usually in a ponytail, was now loose around her head, and her make-up was absolutely perfect, making her look a good five years younger than she did at the office. 
 
    “What?” she said, smiling as she noticed Hays staring a little. 
 
    He just smiled back and said nothing. 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was a pleasant drive out through Moycullen and Oughterard. The day was brightening up, the Twelve Pins in the distance looked magnificent in their ‘Paul Henry Blue’, and the high cotton wool clouds set off against the blue sky completed the picture postcard scene. In Oughterard some of the houses already had their fires going, and the blue sweet-smelling smoke of burning turf rose vertically from several chimneys. The town was beginning to stir, but traffic was light. They crossed the bridge, and drove out past the now closed McSweeneys Hotel, along the banks of the fast-flowing river that ran beside the road, before it rose up out of the town onto the top of the peat bog. 
 
    When they had cleared Oughterard, Hays said to Maureen, “So how are you getting on with everything at the station?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s fine. I enjoy the work. Thank God there aren’t too many murders in Galway. One a year is enough for any girl. It gets a bit boring sometimes, but that’s OK too.” 
 
    “Do you do anything in the evenings these days?” he enquired. 
 
    “Well I was thinking of starting Spanish lessons this autumn, but I missed the start date of the course, so I guess I’ll have to wait till next year now.” 
 
    “Why Spanish?” 
 
    “I just love the country. It has so much variety. I don’t mean the madness of Ibiza or Magaluf, I did all that shit when I was a teenager. But on the mainland, Madrid, Toledo, Salamanca, even Granada and Seville, all those places are so beautiful and steeped in history.” 
 
    “Would you ever think of living there?” 
 
    “Nah. It’s not for me. I’m a Galway girl through and through, but I’d love to spend the winter months touring around that part of Spain north of Madrid. Get away from Ireland’s miserable weather.” 
 
    “So, you won’t be joining the Guardia Civil anytime soon then?” he teased. 
 
    “Not likely.” 
 
    “Talking of which, have you thought about going forward for inspector at all?” 
 
    “It’s too soon. You have to be an old fogey to be an inspector in Galway,” she said, nudging his leg in a playful way. “And besides, I like working with you. You treat me well, but there’s still that fine line where you are definitely the boss. I like that.” 
 
    “I see. You’re a bit of a sub then.” 
 
    “No, I wouldn’t say that. I can take charge in all kinds of situations. I can even be quite bossy. But I like knowing that you’re covering my back if I fuck up. I wouldn’t have that if we were of equal rank.” 
 
    “Just make sure you don’t fuck up, Sergeant!” They laughed out loud together. 
 
    They turned off the N59 just after Recess, and meandered into Roundstone, passing the Anglers’ Return nestled in the little copse of trees down by the river where the trout fishing went on in season, and on out past the old wooden bridge that led to Inishnee. Roundstone was still asleep as they drove through past the church and the Garda station that was closed on Saturday. 
 
    They passed Dog’s Bay, looking magnificent as ever, with the sun glinting on the snow-white beach, and the water a clear crystal blue, glistening in the morning sun. A few stray rabbits bounded around, darting this way and that. The place was deserted at this time of day, and Hays would have liked to have stopped and walked out along the headland to the point. He loved this place. But they pressed on along the old bog road till they reached the little bridge where Lisa Palowski had been found by Ciara O’Sullivan just a few days earlier. Hays pulled in and parked about thirty metres short of the spot. 
 
    “What are we looking for?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Anything at all. Follow your nose. Let the scene talk to you.” 
 
    The two detectives walked around the site slowly. Hays went well off the road into the boggy, rocky heath where the reeds grew tall and brown, and sheep eked out a meagre meal on the patchy grass. The ground squelched under his feet, and his shoes were starting to let in, making his socks wet. 
 
    Lyons stayed by the road, walking up and down along the small stones, staring down into the murky brown bog water that formed a semi-stagnant stream all along by the roadside. About twenty-five feet short of the bridge she stooped down, and put her left hand into the bog water almost up to her elbow. It was slightly brown and a little slimy, but she had seen something all the same and was determined to retrieve whatever it was. She picked out a small rectangle of soggy cream coloured cardboard about the size of a cigarette packet. She turned it over in her hand to find she was looking at the stub of a Ryanair boarding card. 
 
    “Mick,” she shouted. “Mick, over here. I’ve got something.” 
 
    The boarding card yielded a surprising amount of information. The flight was FR1902 from Krakow in Poland to Dublin. The boarding card stated that travel had taken place the day before Lisa Palowski had been found dead, and the passenger was one Piotr Palowski who sat in seat 24D on the flight. 
 
    “Jesus,” Hays exclaimed, “how the hell was this missed?” 
 
    “Still, well done you, Maureen, I could kiss you,” he said. 
 
    “That could be fun,” she said, but the comment appeared to go unnoticed. 
 
    “OK. Let’s have another quick look around in the same area, see if there’s anything else. Then we’ll head back, and I want the full team in the office for one o’clock, Saturday or no Saturday,” he said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The team was assembled rather grumpily when Hays and Lyons got back to the station. 
 
    “Thanks for coming in on Saturday, folks. You know I wouldn’t have asked you if it wasn’t important,” Hays said. 
 
    “Maureen and I drove out to where the girl was found this morning, and Maureen found this in the bottom of the ditch near where the girl’s body was found,” Hays said, holding up the small rectangle of cardboard that Lyons had dried out using the car heater on the way back to town. 
 
    “It’s a Ryanair boarding card for one Piotr Palowski, who flew to Dublin from Krakow on Monday last,” he said. 
 
    A surprised murmur went around the room. 
 
    “How did the crime scene guys miss that?” Flynn asked. “Do you think it was there all along?” 
 
    “Yes, I do. Maureen found it more by instinct than by searching. But we need to get on. This is the first positive lead we have had,” Hays replied. 
 
    “John, will you get onto Ryanair. Get O’Leary himself if you’re not getting anywhere. I want to know everything there is to know about this guy. And particularly if he is still in Ireland. Eamon, can you give John a hand?” 
 
    “Yes, sure boss. I wonder who he is. Husband maybe?” Flynn mused. 
 
    “Well that’s what we need to find out. I’m going to get on the web, see if I can find him on Facebook or LinkedIn. Try to build a picture. Let’s reconvene in an hour.” 
 
    Ryanair were more helpful than any of them had imagined. Piotr Palowski had flown into Dublin on Monday for a one week stay. He had hired a car for the week through the Ryanair web site and had booked a hotel in Galway. But the story didn’t end there. On Tuesday night Wednesday morning, he had logged on and changed his booking to take him back to Krakow on the Wednesday evening flight. 
 
    Ryanair were able to provide his address in Krakow from the booking as well as from his credit card details, and they told O’Connor that the car had been supplied by Hertz at Dublin airport. 
 
    Hays told O’Connor to get onto Hertz at the airport and get the details of the car hire arrangements. 
 
    “Maureen, you and I are going down to Jury’s Inn to see what we can find out,” Hays said. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” O’Connor said with a wide grin. 
 
    “Behave John, you pervert,” Hays responded. 
 
    The receptionist at Jury’s Inn on Quay Street was a pretty, fair-haired girl dressed in a grey suit and white blouse with a little red bow tie. She too was Polish, and she confirmed that Piotr Palowski had arrived late on Monday night by car, and that he had originally booked in for a week. She also confirmed that he had only stayed two nights and had unexpectedly checked out early on Wednesday. 
 
    “What reason did he give for his early departure?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “He said something about family issues back in Poland, and said he had to get back urgently. I was on duty, and to be honest, he seemed quite shaken up,” the girl replied. 
 
    “I don’t suppose there’s any chance the room hasn’t been made up since?” Lyons enquired. 
 
    “I’m sorry. Even at this time of year we are pretty full. We were able to re-let his room the same day,” she said. 
 
    “And I don’t suppose there was anything left behind in the room at all?” Lyons added. 
 
    “Hold on, I’ll check with housekeeping.” 
 
    Piotr Palowski hadn’t left anything behind in his room when he checked out on Wednesday morning. The hotel had charged him an extra night as a cancellation fee, and he hadn’t disputed the charge. He just seemed anxious to be underway. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Back at the station, John O’Connor had been in touch with Hertz at Dublin Airport. They told him that the car that was hired by Piotr Palowski had been returned early on Wednesday afternoon. 
 
    “But there’s more,” he said. “Hertz told me that there was damage to the car when it came back in. The left front wing and headlight were damaged. They have sent it to the repair shop over in Swords.” 
 
    “Terrific. They won’t have cleaned it yet. Get back on to them and find out exactly where it is, the registration number, make and colour of the car. Then get onto the Gardaí in Dublin and ask them to go out and secure the vehicle till we can arrange a forensic examination. Maybe there will be some evidence or perhaps even some blood residue on it,” Hays said. 
 
    “Maureen, can you get in touch with the police in Krakow? Explain the situation. Get as much information on this guy as they are willing to give you but ask them not to make contact with him yet. We don’t want him doing a runner.” 
 
    “I’m going to call the Super and see what he suggests,” Hays said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    By four o’clock quite a bit of additional information had been collected about Piotr Palowski and his truncated visit to Ireland. 
 
    Lyons had spoken at length to an Inspector Kowalski about Piotr. The inspector had looked him up in their police database and had also consulted his colleagues. Piotr Palowski was aged twenty-seven. He was unmarried and lived with his parents in an apartment close to the centre of Krakow. He was one of four grown up children and had two sisters, Lisa and Anna, and a brother Jakub. He had no police record and worked in a local insurance company. He had a driving license and a passport, and up to recently owned a twelve-year-old VW Golf. The family was described as middle class, his father had recently retired from the same insurance company that Piotr now worked for. Piotr’s mother was still working as an administrator in the Civil Service. 
 
    “The joys of the old communist system,” Hays said on hearing the fulsome descriptions provided by the police in Krakow. 
 
    The car he had hired from Hertz was in a repair shop on the Airside Business Park, just up the road from the Hertz offices in Swords. Gardaí had been dispatched to secure the vehicle and take it in for forensic examination. 
 
    Hays had spent quite a while on the phone to the superintendent who was pleased to hear of the new lead, but not a bit pleased to hear of the Polish man’s departure back to his homeland. 
 
    “Maureen, get back onto Inspector Kowalski and ask him if he would facilitate two Irish police questioning this Piotr guy in Krakow, with the supervision of the Krakow police of course. If he sounds positive then go home and pack your toothbrush,” Hays said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Sunday, 3:00 p.m. 
 
    The Ryanair Boeing 737 touched down at John Paul II International Airport in Krakow with a satisfying thud, followed by screeching from the engines as the pilot used reverse thrust to bring the plane to taxiing speed. 
 
    Krakow was already cold, but not as yet in the grip of the full Polish winter. Outside the doors leading from baggage claim to arrivals, a man with a completely shaved head stood with a piece of white cardboard bearing the four letters HAYS written freehand in black marker. He was dressed in some sort of black combat suit, with a short jacket and black pants, although there were no obvious signs that he was carrying any weapons. 
 
    He introduced himself and showed the two Irish detectives to a waiting Skoda parked quite illegally on a yellow hatched area directly outside the terminal. It was an unmarked police car, but very obviously so, with its multiple radio aerials and other equipment scattered around the dashboard inside. 
 
    Their unnamed escort drove them briskly to the centre of town, pointing out some of the major landmarks of the city on the way. 
 
    The two detectives were booked into the Radisson Blu and were surprised at the very modest rate for two rooms in a five-star hotel. It certainly lived well up to its rating, with a very simple but elegant reception area, and an inviting bar. 
 
    They were allocated rooms 220 and 221, a pair of rooms opposite each other on the second floor. Hays carried the two small cabin bags that they had brought with them to their rooms. 
 
    “Let’s meet in half an hour or so downstairs. We can plan our strategy for tomorrow,” he said. 
 
    “Good idea,” Lyons replied, letting herself in. 
 
    When Maureen came down about forty minutes later, Hays had ordered her a gin and tonic and was halfway through his first ever Polish beer. 
 
    “Thanks, boss,” she said, sitting down opposite Hays, a small piano black table between them. 
 
    “Just what the doctor ordered,” she said, holding up her glass, and taking a good swig of the cold liquid. 
 
    “So, we have a meeting with Inspector Kowalski at nine-thirty tomorrow. He seems quite amenable to letting us interview Palowski. I’m not sure how it will work though. Do you think he’ll bring him in to the station?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure how it works out here. It would be good if they got him in. Do you think we need to prepare a list of questions?” she asked. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so. We’re pretty good together and I’d prefer just to go with the flow. You OK with that?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure. It’s pretty obvious what we need to get from him in any case,” Lyons said. 
 
    “A full confession to murdering his sister would be a good start!” 
 
    They had another drink, and then went out for a walk around the city. It was cold, but not unbearable, and the city had some very fine buildings and a surprising amount of green open space. They left the hotel and headed east across the squares of Krakow towards the Planty Park. They passed the magnificent façade of the Jagiellonian University, and on to Rynek Glówny, the thirteenth century square right at the heart of the city. There was a mixture of architectures, going from the majestic seventeenth and eighteenth-century buildings, through the bland and faceless communist era blocks right up to the modern glass and grey metal offices that one sees in all modern cities these days. They pressed on to St Mary’s Basilica with its twin towers, and caught the trumpet call at six o’clock, when the Basilica emitted a high pitched clarion sound, as it had done for several centuries. They finished their walk at the edge of the Westerplatte, and made their way back to the centre, passing the Romanesque Church of St Wojciech with its vast baroque dome that had stood since the eleventh century. 
 
    Later, after a good meal and a bottle of German wine, they made their way back to the hotel. 
 
    At the bedroom doors Hays said goodnight and then as she opened her door, he added, “Would you like some company tonight?” 
 
    Maureen immediately felt the butterflies in her stomach erupt. She said nothing but went into her room holding the door open for him to follow. 
 
    * * * 
 
    With the morning light, Hays was struggling to see how things between them could be normal and professional again after the night they had spent together. But Maureen seemed to sense his anxiety, and at breakfast she put her hand over his and quietly said, “What happens in Krakow stays in Krakow.” 
 
    When Hays and Lyons left the hotel to head to the police station the weather had changed. They were met with a bitterly cold, thin wind that sliced down the narrow street like a blade. Neither of them had thought too much about what clothing they should bring to Poland, so they were ill-equipped for the Polish winter. 
 
    Thankfully, the police station was not very far away. It was an old nineteenth century building that stood formidably on a wide busy street. 
 
    As soon as they entered the building they were greeted by a strong institutional smell – a mixture of old wood, dust and carbolic soap. The walls were painted in pale green gloss paint, and the floor was a sort of grey mottled terrazzo, worn down at the entrance from countless feet tramping over it. It was also cracked here and there in the hallway. 
 
    Inside the door, a long dimly lit corridor stretched away with high oak doors in pairs to the left and right. The doors had small bevelled glass panes down to chest height, so you could see into the room. The first pair of doors on the left had the word “Recepja” painted in white on a blue board stuck to the front, which they took to be the reception area. 
 
    This area itself was a big bright room with a carved oak counter to the right-hand side. Two young officers, both female, sat behind the counter in smart blue shirts adorned with various gold coloured badges. The nearest officer, a brunette in her late twenties with her hair held back in a ponytail was called Hanna according to her lapel badge. She was the first to speak, but unfortunately in Polish, which of course neither Hays nor Lyons understood. 
 
    “We are here to see Inspector Kowalski,” Hays said, hoping that Hanna spoke English. 
 
    “Ah, sorry, of course, you are the Irish Police. I’m sorry,” Hanna said in perfect English with just the slightest hint of an accent. 
 
    “He’s expecting you. If you go out to the hall,” she said, gesturing with her hand to the corridor they had come from, “left and up the stairs one flight, his office is the second door on the left.” 
 
    Hays knocked on the solid oak door. It was opened by a large man in his fifties with thinning dark hair and a ruddy face. He must have been at least six foot three in height, and while not particularly overweight, he was bulky, with broad shoulders and steely grey eyes. He wore a drab suit that had frankly seen better days, and a dark shirt with a navy-blue tie. 
 
    “Welcome,” he boomed, “come in, sit down, you must be frozen. I hope you had a pleasant night at the Radisson Blu. I hear it’s quite good.” 
 
    Kowalski ushered the detectives to two well-worn office chairs in front of his desk. 
 
    “Coffee?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes please,” they replied in unison. 
 
    Kowalski sat behind his desk and barked some instructions into the old, pale grey rotary dial telephone, presumably ordering the coffee. 
 
    “Well, I believe we have a person of interest here in Krakow for you,” he said, shuffling some papers that appeared, from what Hays could decipher reading upside down, were relevant to Piotr Palowski. 
 
    Kowalski went on, “I have done a bit of snooping around on Mr Palowski. There’s not a lot. He comes from a family of four children and their parents here in Krakow. His father is retired – used to be in insurance. Piotr followed his father into the same company. He has two sisters, Lisa and Anna, and a brother Jakub. Both parents are still alive, and Piotr lives with them in an apartment quite close to the centre,” Kowalski said. “What’s your interest in this man?” 
 
    Lyons gave an outline of the events concerning the death of Lisa Palowski in the West of Ireland and told Kowalski of Piotr’s premature return to Poland the day after she had been found dead. 
 
    “We’d like to interview him, if that’s possible?” Hays said. 
 
    “Do you think he killed his sister?” Kowalski asked. 
 
    “It’s certainly a possibility. But we are keeping an open mind for now. We don’t even know what they were doing fifty miles – sorry, seventy kilometres – from her flat out in an unpopulated area in dreadful weather,” Hays said. 
 
    “Right, well I’ll have him picked up at once, and you can interview him with one of my officers as soon as he gets here,” he said, reaching again for the telephone. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays and Lyons were shown to a small room further down the corridor. It was bright but sparsely furnished with just a desk and two chairs, a phone and some plastic cups and a bottle of spring water. The most important piece of equipment in the room was an old cast iron central heating radiator which was giving off a huge amount of heat, making the room seem almost cosy, despite its barren appearance. 
 
    They had brought Kowalski’s file on Piotr that he had given them. Much of it was in Polish, but there was sufficient in English to allow them to go through it. 
 
    Piotr was the eldest of the four Palowski children. There was a face picture of him in the file, presumably taken for his passport. He had short, curly fair hair, and an oval face with stark pale blue eyes and a full mouth. 
 
    The file had all sorts of details about the man. His school, his work, where he had been on holidays for the last five years, his salary and details of the company he worked for, along with all sorts of reference numbers relating to him. It also had a sheet outlining his medical history, showing that he had broken one of his arms on a skiing holiday a few years ago. 
 
    The Irish detectives were amazed at how much information the file contained. It was much more than they were allowed to see on any individual back home. 
 
    “Any thoughts?” Hays asked Lyons. 
 
    “Not a lot. I’m impressed with all the information they can pull up. And while we’re at it, did you notice how Kowalski knew where we were staying even though we didn’t tell him?” Lyons added. 
 
    “The driver from the airport probably told him. But we were also followed when we went walk-about yesterday afternoon. There were two of them, a man and a woman, and they stuck with us all the way round. I’m surprised you didn’t spot them.” 
 
    “Shit – I missed that. Some detective I am! But I wasn’t looking for anything. I guess we’re just not used to that level of scrutiny.” 
 
    “That’s why there are two of us. And you’re a damn fine detective Maureen, one of the best I’ve worked with.” 
 
    “Thanks, but that’s pretty basic.” 
 
    “The Poles haven’t lost all their techniques from the Communist era it seems. I wonder what they’ll use to pull in Piotr,” Hays said. 
 
    “Probably ask him if he has a license for those eyes,” Lyons said smiling. 
 
    “Oh, I see. Fancy him, do you?” 
 
    “Let’s see if he’s a murderer first, then I’ll tell you,” she replied. 
 
    Kowalski knocked on the door and came into the room. 
 
    “We have him downstairs. He wasn’t too happy to be lifted from work. I want to leave him for a few minutes before we talk to him though. Let him contemplate his situation,” Kowalski said. “What did you learn from the file?” 
 
    “Not a whole lot, though it’s very thorough. Sergeant Lyons thinks he has nice eyes!” Hays said. 
 
    “Hmph,” grunted Kowalski. “I have a few calls to make. Can we meet downstairs in say twenty minutes?” he said. “He’s in room A4, and the guards will let you through. You can get more coffee at the front desk if you need it.” 
 
    It was nearly half past eleven when the three detectives entered room A4 to find Piotr Palowski sitting alone at the small table in the room looking nervous. He was even better looking than his passport photo portrayed, but there was a vacuousness about him that no paper picture could ever convey. 
 
    Kowalski introduced the two Irish detectives and signalled to them that they should take over. 
 
    “Mr Palowski, as you know by now, your sister Lisa was found dead in the West of Ireland last Tuesday. We are investigating her death, and we have come here to question you as you were in the area at the time,” Hays began. 
 
    “I want you to tell us from the beginning, why you travelled to Ireland, and then everything that happened from the time you arrived until you left again on Wednesday.” 
 
    “I haven’t done anything wrong. She was my sister, and I loved her,” Palowski blurted out. 
 
    “That’s not what we asked you, Mr Palowski. Now you need to answer our questions, or you will be here for a very long time,” Lyons said. 
 
    “OK, OK. I came across Lisa’s web page one day at work when I put her name into Google. It was disgusting. How could she do that? We are a good family. My parents think she is in Ireland studying, and there she was, selling her body. I couldn’t believe it at first. It was horrible.” 
 
    “So, I decided to go there and confront her, get her to stop. I called her and said I was coming over for a few days holiday, and could we go around and see the place which I heard was very beautiful. I told her I would hire a car,” he said. 
 
    “So, you arrived in Dublin on the Monday, and hired a car?” Lyons confirmed. 
 
    “Yes and drove to Galway on your fabulous wide road with no traffic,” he smiled. 
 
    “When did you meet up with Lisa?” Lyons went on. 
 
    “Tuesday. She told me to call her after four in the afternoon. She had things to do until then. I stopped by her apartment and she came out soon after four. She wanted to go for a drive even though it was starting to get very grey and dark. She said that it was always like that in Galway. She had heard that Clifden was nice, and asked if we could go there. We drove out in that direction,” Palowski said. 
 
    “How did you know how to get there?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I have Google Maps on my phone,” Piotr replied. 
 
    “Go on then, you drove out to Clifden,” Hays prompted. 
 
    “No, we drove out in that direction, but we started arguing. I started to ask her about what she was doing – you know, the page on the internet. I told her if our parents found out it would kill them, and anyway it was disgusting – she was a perfectly respectable girl in Poland with good prospects. She didn’t need to do that.” He was getting animated now as he remembered the row with his sister. His cheeks were beginning to colour, and a fire had come into his steely blue eyes. 
 
    “Go on,” prompted Lyons. 
 
    “We got to a place, a town, with a narrow bridge and sharp bends across a river. The town name began with ‘O’, but I couldn’t pronounce the name, and we were shouting at each other. It was horrible, so I turned the car around and drove back to the city in silence and left her at the door of her apartment,” Palowski said. 
 
    “What time was this?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure. Probably around six, I would guess, maybe six-thirty.” 
 
    “What did you do then?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I went back to my hotel. I was very upset. Things had not gone the way I had hoped. I thought she would see reason, see what harm she could be doing to our family, but I had failed to persuade her. I had some food in my room, and then decided to change my flight and go back to Krakow. I logged on and changed my flight to Wednesday,” he said. 
 
    Hays looked at Lyons and decided to end the interview for the time being. They would be able to check out parts of his story to see if he was telling the truth. 
 
    Outside the room Hays asked Lyons what he thought of Palowski’s story. 
 
    “I think it’s bullshit, but right now we can’t prove it. How could she have got from Oughterard to Ballyconneely unless he drove her?” Lyons said. 
 
    They asked Kowalski how long he could keep the man in custody. 
 
    “As long as you like, but sometimes it’s better to let them go, but watch them. He will think he has got away with it, and maybe slip up.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Lyons, “anyway it will take us some time to check with the hotel and see if he’s telling the truth.” 
 
    “I’ll release him then but don’t worry, we have his passport, and he will be watched carefully until you need him again,” the Polish officer declared. They had no doubt that he would! 
 
    “Thanks. Can we get an office with an international phone for the afternoon please?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Sure. You can use my office. I have to go to one of the other stations for a meeting. Will you be here tomorrow?” 
 
    “Yes, though that will be our last day. The Irish taxpayer won’t fund us for longer than a couple of days.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays and Lyons settled into Kowalski’s office with a sandwich apiece, and two large cardboard cups of strong coffee. 
 
    Lyons got on the phone to Galway and spoke to Eamon Flynn. After a few jokes about foreign holidays, they got down to business. 
 
    Lyons asked him to check with Jury’s to see if Palowski had ordered food in his room last Tuesday evening. She asked him to check if it was a single meal, and more importantly, what time it was served. She then asked him to get onto the car hire company and find out exactly how many kilometres Palowski had clocked up during the hire period. She also asked Flynn to confirm the round-trip distance between Jury’s Inn in Galway and both Ballyconneely and Oughterard. Finally, she asked him to get back on to Ryanair to confirm the time that Palowski had changed his flight. Flynn said he would get John O’Connor to help him, and then asked to speak to Mick Hays. 
 
    Flynn told Hays that Lisa Palowski’s phone company had been back in touch. They had managed to identify another number that had called Lisa in the days before her death from her phone. It was made from a pay-as-you-go customer, but he had topped up using a credit card, and they had been able to trace him through that. 
 
    Hays told Flynn to track the man down and get him in for questioning. 
 
    Flynn reported that there was no word back yet on the detailed forensics from Lisa’s apartment. Flynn said the lab was having a hell of a time separating out all the DNA from her bed sheets and waste paper bin. Lisa had been a busy girl. 
 
    Hays reminded Flynn to get Jim Dolan to call on the Lake Guest House, and check up on Ciara O’Sullivan’s story about the curtains, and more particularly, to see if there was a passenger in the car when she called. 
 
    By five o’clock Krakow time Flynn was back onto Hays. Hays put his mobile on speaker, so Lyons could join in the conversation as well. 
 
    “Well first, Palowski did have a meal in his room in Galway on Tuesday. He had a burger and a bottle of Heineken, and it was delivered at ten minutes past ten according to the night kitchen staff that run room service up to midnight when the main kitchens are closed. Then there’s the hired car. If Palowski had driven to Oughterard and turned back, then adding the return trip to Dublin Airport, and a few kilometres for running around, there would be around six hundred kilometres covered in all. But Hertz confirmed that the car had actually done seven hundred and twenty kilometres, so there’s an extra one hundred and twenty to account for. And yes, you guessed it, that’s just about the exact round trip distance that would have got him out to Ballyconneely via Roundstone and back,” Flynn reported. 
 
    “That’s great work Eamon, well done. Is there anything on Lisa’s other mysterious caller yet?” 
 
    “Seems that he’s a travelling salesman for a paint company in Dublin, out on the Ballymount estate. He has several speeding tickets picked up on the N6. Looks like he comes to Galway once a fortnight on Tuesdays and stays overnight. The Dublin boys are getting him in for a chat. When will you two holidaymakers be back, boss?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “Very funny. We’ll leave tomorrow afternoon, but I want another hour or two with the brother before we go anywhere. He’s been telling us porkies,” Hays said. 
 
    “Oh, and there’s one other thing, boss. The hotel says that Palowski’s hire car re-entered their car park at 9:12 p.m. on Tuesday. They issue tickets at a barrier that residents get stamped at the hotel reception. It seems they don’t own the car park, or it’s operated by someone else at least. Their system keeps a record and has CCTV at the entrance, so they are quite positive about the time.” 
 
    “Ah that’s really good work, Eamon. We’ll make a real detective out of you yet! Thanks again.” 
 
    When the call was over, the two detectives used the blackboard in Kowalski’s office to build a timeline of Piotr Palowski’s movements on the Tuesday. 
 
    “Two things are clear,” Lyons said. “He obviously drove out well past Oughterard with the girl in the car, according to the mileage and the time that he got back to his hotel.” 
 
    “And the other?” Hays asked. 
 
    “He’s lying through his teeth!” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Kowalski hadn’t returned when the two detectives left the police station and walked back through the narrow wind-swept streets to their hotel. It hadn’t warmed up any, so when they got in they went straight to the bar and had a large brandy apiece to warm them through. 
 
    On the way to the rooms Maureen said that she needed a shower before going out to eat. She got to her door, opened it with the plastic key card and turned to Hays saying, “I need some company,” and held the door open for him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Tuesday, 9:00 a.m. 
 
    The weather had warmed up a bit overnight, but the cold had given way to a steady and persistent downpour. They borrowed large colourful umbrellas from the hotel, so by the time they got to the police station, only their feet and the last few inches of their trouser legs were soaking wet. 
 
    They met Kowalski going into the building. He apologised for the weather, but Lyons assured him that it rained just the same in Galway, and they were both well used to it. 
 
    They brought the Polish inspector up to date with the information that they had received from Galway the previous afternoon. 
 
    “He’s not telling us the truth, Inspector, so we need to get him in again and give him a grilling,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Hmm, OK. You are right, and if I can suggest, maybe one of our less polite interrogators might be helpful to you?” Kowalski said. 
 
    They agreed, not quite knowing how impolite Polish ‘interrogators’ might be, but they both felt that as there was not much time left, they could do with some help with the man. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Piotr Palowski was disgruntled at being dragged away from his work two days in a row. In the small stuffy interrogation room, the two Irish detectives were joined by Inspector Kurt Nowak. Nowak was burly, at about six foot two, and weighed in at something over two hundred and forty pounds. He looked quite menacing with his head completely shaved and two days of stubble on his face. A dark tattoo all up along his left forearm completed the picture. He was dressed in black jeans, and a black collarless T-shirt with the word ‘Policja’ in white letters front and back. His hands were like small hams, and on two of his thick fingers he wore heavy gold rings that almost looked like knuckle dusters. 
 
    They had all agreed to let Nowak lead the questioning, although it was made clear that Hays and Lyons were free to join in at any time. They had also agreed to conduct the interview in English throughout. Lyons had her trusty notebook out to record any interesting points that cropped up. Polish police didn’t believe in taped interviews. 
 
    “Now Piotr, you know why you are here today, I’m sure,” Nowak started in a very soft voice. 
 
    “No, I don’t. I told these two everything yesterday. This is a waste of time,” he grumbled. 
 
    Nowak said nothing and waited for a full thirty seconds, then suddenly without warning slapped his palm down hard on the table and shouted into Palowski’s face, “You little shit. You told them a pack of lies. You expect us to believe your crap? Now listen carefully,” softening his voice again, “in about ten minutes I’m going to charge you with the murder of your sister Lisa, and then my friend, you and I are going down to the cells for a little one-on-one.” Nowak smiled at the thought of it, and cracked his knuckles loudly. Then, putting his face about twenty centimetres from the lad, he roared, “Tell the fucking truth.” 
 
    “OK, OK. Jesus, take it easy,” Palowski said. You could see that Nowak’s threat had got to him. Lyons wasn’t totally comfortable with the process but thought to herself, “when in Rome …” 
 
    Palowski went on, “What I told you yesterday was mostly the truth. I did collect Lisa from her apartment at around four o’clock, and we did drive out towards the west. We also had a row. But we drove out well beyond the town with the ‘O’ name. It was getting dark, and the weather was closing in. We were shouting at each other – it was horrible. At one point her mobile phone rang, and when she went to answer it, I lost my temper and grabbed it from her and threw it out of the window into the hedge. She was furious. She demanded that I stop the car and go and look for the phone, but I wouldn’t stop. We were out in the wilderness then. The rain was lashing down, and it was windy too. She wouldn’t stop shouting at me calling me ‘kutas’ (prick) and ‘dran’ (bastard) and shouting ‘kurwa, kurwa’. I never heard her talk like that,” he reflected. 
 
    “After I threw her phone out, she got worse. She went mad. Then we were passing a narrow point on the road, I think it might have been a little bridge. She grabbed the steering wheel, and the car slewed to the left and hit the wall. 
 
    “I backed up the car a bit. It wasn’t badly damaged, just a little bashed, and a few stones had come loose from the wall. She got a fright though. She got out to look at the damage. I was feeling so shit about her and everything that I locked the doors, turned the car around and drove away,” said Piotr starting to sob quietly. 
 
    “She was banging on the driver’s window, shouting at me ‘let me in, let me in’ but I didn’t, I just drove back the way we had come, I was so angry,” he sobbed. 
 
    “But she was alive when I left her, I swear,” he went on. 
 
    Lyons cut in, “So let’s get this straight. You put your sister out of the car on a filthy October night in the lashing rain in the middle of nowhere, and just drove away?” 
 
    “Yes, I was so mad with her. I know I shouldn’t have, but I thought it would teach her a lesson,” he broke down again. “The last time I saw my beautiful sister she was banging on the car window. My God, it’s awful, but I didn’t kill her,” he said, burying his face in his hands. 
 
    “OK, we need you to write all this down and sign a statement. Then we will see where we go from here, but if you’re still lying I can tell you it will go very badly for you, you have my personal word on that!” Nowak said. 
 
    Back in Kowalski’s office, they started to bring the inspector up to date. 
 
    “No need. I heard it all. The room has a listening device,” he smiled. 
 
    “What do you make of it?” asked Lyons. 
 
    “Nowak is a very experienced interrogator. It was his job since well before the end of communism, and he has questioned hundreds of people who have done much worse than kill an escort girl. He says he thinks the little shit could be telling the truth. He’s not certain, but it’s definitely a possibility. Unfortunately, we can’t use Nowak’s full range of talents on the boy these days – too many do-gooders watching us.” 
 
    “Do you think we could get him back to Ireland? I’d like to do a reconstruction of his story with him, and see how it stacks up,” Hays asked. 
 
    “That could be tricky. He would have to go voluntarily. Unless you want to try and extradite him, but that could take months, maybe longer, and quite possibly would not succeed. I’ll get Nowak to have another word with him in private, and maybe he will volunteer to travel to Ireland. Let’s see,” Kowalski said. 
 
    “We have to get back to Ireland today. Can you send on Piotr’s DNA and fingerprints?” Lyons said, handing her Garda business card to Kowalski. 
 
    “And how can we be sure he won’t flee the country?” Hays added. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. We’ll keep his passport and a close eye on him. He won’t get far if he does run. One of our men lives in the same block as he does, so we’ll know his every move.” 
 
    The two Irish detectives had no doubt, given what they had witnessed so far, that Piotr Palowski would be closely monitored by the Polish police. Hays and Lyons thanked Kowalski for all his help and support over the two days. 
 
    “Well, we are all Europeans now, eh? But just one thing. Next time you come to Krakow, save the Irish taxpayer some money and just book one room.” He winked at Maureen and smiled. 
 
    * * * 
 
    As luck would have it, it wasn’t Gerry Byrne’s week for a trip to Galway. The two detectives from Store Street Garda Station in Dublin’s city centre found his two-year-old Mondeo in the driveway of his house in a neat but modest estate of semi-detached houses in Templeogue. The houses were packed tightly together allowing for just a small patch of grass to the front alongside the brick driveway. Byrne’s grass was well kept, and a very narrow border of flowers had been planted against the fence that divided his plot from next door. 
 
    The man that opened the door was your archetypal salesman in his mid-forties. He wore a shiny grey suit with a cheap striped tie and well-worn brown shoes. He was a bit overweight and ruddy about the face, probably from too many pints drunk in too many hotel bars up and down the country. The house showed evidence of kids, with cheap plastic toys scattered in the hallway, and family noises coming from deep within. 
 
    The Store Street detectives had no difficulty getting Byrne to go with them once Galway was mentioned. He was keen to get out of earshot of his wife and told her the Gardaí were looking for some information about one of his customers. 
 
    When they got back to Store Street, Byrne was shown to an interview room and asked to wait. The two detectives returned a few minutes later with three plastic cups and a litre bottle of cold water. 
 
    “Mr Byrne, we are making enquiries into the sudden death of a girl from Galway, a Miss Lisa Palowski.” 
 
    Byrne looked back at them blankly. 
 
    “Do you know this woman?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think so, should I?” 
 
    “Well yes you should,” the younger detective said. “You spend an hour in her bed every time you visit Galway on every second Tuesday, so we just thought her name might ring a slight bell with you.” 
 
    The colour drained from Byrne’s face. 
 
    “Now look here,” he protested, “I’m a respectable married man. You have no right to make those sorts of accusations.” 
 
    The older detective leaned forward across the table. “Look Gerry, let’s cut the crap. We have your mobile number on her phone. We have your messages to her, and we have you in her diary every second Tuesday, regular as clockwork, so don’t piss us about.” 
 
    Byrne thought for a moment, sighed and said, “My wife doesn’t have to know about this, does she? She’d kick me out, you know.” 
 
    “Perhaps, perhaps not. See, thing is, Gerry, Lisa’s been murdered. Last Tuesday in fact. Just about the time you were seeing her. So, we may have a bit of a problem keeping this to ourselves.” 
 
    “Murdered! Good God that’s awful,” he said. “I never,” Byrne gasped, “yes, yes I was supposed to see her at six as usual, but when I got to her apartment, there was no reply at the door. I tried calling her mobile, but it went through to voicemail. I never saw her on Tuesday. Honest.” 
 
    “What did you do then? Go back to your hotel and watch porn on your laptop?” sneered the detective. 
 
    “We’ll need your other mobile.” 
 
    “What do you mean, what are you talking about?” Gerry Byrne said. 
 
    “The one you used to call Lisa. We’ll see if the mobile operator can place the call you made outside her apartment, then we’ll see where we go from there. Oh, and if you have any other ladies that you call on regularly in any other towns around the country, now would be a good time to tell us, Gerry.” 
 
    “That phone is in the boot of the car, back at the house. And as for other ladies, there is a girl in Cork that I visit sometimes. I do the Cork to Limerick run the other week when I’m not in Galway,” Byrne admitted. 
 
    “Well I’d give Corky a miss from now on, Gerry, if I were you. It’s only going to lead you into trouble, that sort of thing, if it hasn’t already.” 
 
    Byrne was very subdued as they drove him back to his family home.  
 
    When they got back to his house, he located the pay-as-you-go mobile in a hidden compartment in the boot of his car and handed it to the detective. 
 
    His wife appeared at the door. 
 
    “Hi love. It’s all fine, all cleared up now. What’s for tea? I’m starving,” he said as he made his way towards his front door. 
 
    “Prick,” the two detectives said in unison. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Wednesday, 8:30 a.m. 
 
    The team assembled in the incident room, keen to find out all the details about the visit to Krakow. 
 
    They had forensic reports back on James McMahon’s car which confirmed the traces he predicted that they would find in the front passenger seat. No other traces of the girl, or indeed anything of interest had been found in it, so they had returned the car to him the previous evening, telling him again not to leave town. 
 
    Jim Dolan had called to the woman that ran the Lake Guest House, and she had confirmed that Ciara did not have a passenger when she called to collect the curtains at the house. She was positive about this, as she had walked out to the car with Ciara, despite the terrible weather, to see her off, and she said that O’Sullivan was definitely the only person in the car. 
 
    By nine o’clock, everyone was up to date. Store Street had emailed through the details of Gerry Byrne’s phone, and John O’Connor had been tasked with contacting Meteor to establish where the phone was when Byrne had called Lisa’s phone at around six on the evening she had been killed. 
 
    Lyons and Hays withdrew to his office. 
 
    “The Super wants an update from me later on. I thought we might just have a recap on where we think we are before I brief him. Then maybe you could do up a two-page report to try to keep him at bay, not to mention the Dublin mob,” said Hays. 
 
    “Yes, sure. Well let’s see exactly what we have so far. As I see it there are only two likely suspects at this stage. There’s the brother – he has to be number one on the list. His story about abandoning her like that just doesn’t seem likely to me. And then there’s McMahon. She could have been blackmailing him, or trying to, and his alibi stinks, in fact he doesn’t have one. Mind you, from what we have heard, she doesn’t seem like the type of girl to put herself at risk to that extent. She must have realised that McMahon was a powerful man, and you don’t mess around with men like that and expect to get away scot-free,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Well she didn’t, did she? Get away scot-free I mean,” Hays replied. 
 
    “Bear with me for a minute,” Hays went on. “Let’s just say the brother is telling the truth. Unlikely as it seems, he dumps his sister out of the car on a wild wet night, miles from anywhere. Jesus, even as I’m saying this it sounds nuts. Anyway, how does she get herself killed if he left her in good health?” 
 
    “Well let’s look at that for a moment. Maybe someone comes along, sees the lady in the red coat walking along the road in the rain, clearly distressed, and fancies his chances. Takes her into his car – she would have been very grateful – tries it on, but she’s not having any, they have a row, and he whacks her,” Lyons said. 
 
    “It’s just about possible I suppose but sounds about as likely as the brother’s story if you ask me. Maybe we should let Nowak have his one-on-one with Palowski after all,” Hays said. 
 
    “What about Ciara O’Sullivan?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I can’t see it to be honest. She seemingly didn’t have Lisa in her car when she called to collect the curtains, and there’s no damage to her vehicle, so it wasn’t her that hit the bridge. OK, so she wasn’t totally up-front with us about knowing the girl initially, but that could just have been shock. We’ll keep her in mind, but I don’t think so, unless we’re missing something vital,” he said. 
 
    “The more I think of it, the more I’m convinced that the answer lies out there, at the scene. I want every house between Roundstone and Ballyconneely knocked up, and the occupants interviewed. There won’t be too many at home at this time of the year, most of those houses are holiday cottages. I want every pub in Clifden spoken to as well. We’re looking for anyone who came in around nine o’clock looking like a drowned rat in an agitated state,” Hays said. 
 
    “Jesus, Mulholland will love you,” Lyons responded, rolling her eyes to heaven. 
 
    “I don’t want him anywhere near it. Sure, we’ll tell him what’s going on, but get Flynn onto it. Get him to hook up again with Jim Dolan from Clifden. And I want progress reports every four hours with lists of the properties visited, who was at home, what they said and what they were doing that night. Oh, and can you produce some bullshit for upstairs – you know, steady progress being made, definite leads being followed, you know the kind of thing?” 
 
    Lyons got up to leave and was just at the door when Hays said, “Oh, and Maureen, I enjoyed our trip to Krakow – a lot.” 
 
    She turned and smiled. “What happens in Krakow…” and left the room. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Flynn had taken the news of his departure to Roundstone and beyond quite well. He knew Garda Jim Dolan from some previous cases that they had worked together, and the two got on grand, being much the same age. Flynn had booked two nights at Vaughan’s Hotel in Roundstone, and they had arranged to meet there at five o’clock. 
 
    They would start their investigations in the pubs of Roundstone, as directed, and then head out tomorrow along the old bog road to see if they could get any information from the locals. 
 
    Roundstone was virtually deserted as Flynn arrived just before five. It wasn’t actually raining, but the roads were wet, and there was a stiff breeze whistling down the main street making it feel a good deal colder than the thermometer would have indicated. He was glad to get indoors where the hotel had a warm turf fire burning in the lobby, providing a warm welcome. He was just checking in when Dolan arrived as well. The hotel was glad to have them at this time of year, and invited them to dine in that evening, offering a special price for the four-course dinner which the two gladly accepted. 
 
    After a very enjoyable dinner which consisted of a delicious home-made chowder with proper stock and local fish, a beautifully tender roast lamb main course, all rounded off with an Irish Coffee cheesecake the like of which you wouldn’t get in the best Dublin restaurants, the two mingled with the locals in the bar. They didn’t declare their profession, but gently probed for any smidgen of information they could extract. It wasn’t difficult to get the locals going on the story. It was the most exciting thing that had happened in these parts since the filming of The Quiet Man many years ago, and with very little prompting, the occupants of the hotel bar were chattering away advancing various theories about how the girl had met her demise. All were convinced that it was a stranger from the city that was responsible. Lisa had been dubbed “The Galway Hooker” – a reference to the particular kind of sailing boat that was popular in and around the area. 
 
    The most popular theory about what had happened was that she had been hit by a driver who had been drinking, and therefore fled the scene, probably not even realising the damage that had been done to the girl. The weather was blamed for the would-be driver’s carelessness. The two Gardaí made mental notes of all of this, and filed them away carefully, thinking that if that were the case, the driver would inevitably have turned up in Clifden before nine o’clock on the night in question. However, with no CCTV anywhere, it would be difficult to trace him or her without someone coming forward to volunteer information. 
 
    Flynn and Dolan moved out from the hotel to one or two of the nearby pubs to expand their investigation. King’s and O’Dowd’s were always popular, but on this late autumn night, there were very few in, and by that time in any case the word had spread that there were two Gardaí from Galway snooping around, so information became even less readily available. There was mention of one or two mountainy men who lived in small remote cottages near the scene, and Flynn made a note of the names with the intention of paying them a visit the following day, but he didn’t hold out much hope. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays arrived early as usual on Thursday. The desk sergeant handed him a small sheaf of messages as he passed by. When he got to his desk, he saw that one of the messages was from Inspector Kowalski in Krakow. 
 
    The message simply read, “Please call me.” 
 
    Kowalski answered the phone as soon as it rang, and after a brief exchange of pleasantries went on to say, “You remember Inspector Nowak, I presume?” 
 
    Hays confirmed that he did indeed remember the man. 
 
    “Well Nowak had another conversation with Piotr Palowski after you left. Palowski has now agreed to travel to Ireland in an effort to clear his name,” Kowalski reported. 
 
    “Excellent. That’s good work, thank you, and pass on our thanks to Nowak as well,” Hays said. 
 
    “That’s no problem, I’m sure Nowak enjoyed getting the lad’s agreement – apparently it didn’t take very long.” 
 
    “What are the arrangements then?” Hays asked. 
 
    “We will put him on the Ryanair flight to Dublin this afternoon. We will take him to the airport and deliver him to the steps of the aircraft, and you can arrange to have him met on arrival,” Kowalski said. 
 
    “Very good. Will he be handcuffed?” 
 
    “Not for the flight itself. It’s not as if he can get out of the plane once the door is closed. We will wait until we see the plane safely in the air. You might consider meeting him as he gets off the plane in Dublin. Can you get a car out to the aircraft?” 
 
    “Oh yes, that won’t be a problem. And what about the cost of the ticket? I feel we need to reimburse you for that at least.” 
 
    “There is no need. Ryanair were most accommodating in that regard. Their flight was actually fully booked, but they somehow managed to make room for him, and they insisted that there would be no charge ‘in the interests of good relations with the Polish authorities’ as they put it.” 
 
    “Well that’s terrific. Thank you very much, your co-operation is greatly appreciated,” Hays said. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” Kowalski said, “you never know when we may need to call on you some day. There are a lot of our citizens in Ireland now, and I’m sure they are not all perfectly behaved.” 
 
    “Anytime, Inspector. I’ll let you know how we get on with him,” Hays said and finished the call. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lyons arrived into the station at just before nine, and Hays brought her up to date on the Palowski position. 
 
    “Get onto the Park and ask them to pick him up from the steps of the plane and drive him here directly. I suggest they handcuff him for the journey, more for effect then anything, but I don’t want him jumping out of the car in Athlone or something and causing us more trouble.” 
 
    “Good idea,” she agreed, “I’m not sure what time the flight gets in, but he should be here by eleven or twelve tonight in any event.” 
 
    “Right. When he gets here, make sure Flannery feeds him and puts him in a cell. He should be feeling right sorry for himself by the morning.” 
 
    “What are you up to today?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I’m going to see if I can put a bomb under the lab boys. We need the DNA results from her flat. We need to move this whole thing along a bit more quickly. Can you call the two tourists out in Roundstone and see what they have for us? That’s if they’re out of bed yet!” 
 
    Just as Maureen was getting up to leave, Hays said, “Fancy another trip away sometime soon?” 
 
    “I’m not sure I could stand the excitement,” she smiled and making sure there was no one watching, leaned across the desk to plant a warm soft kiss on his lips. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Thursday, 10:00 a.m. 
 
    It was a cool, breezy but fine day in Roundstone when the two Gardaí awoke and went down to a hearty ‘full Irish’ in the dining room of Vaughan’s Hotel. After they got the call from Lyons, Flynn and O’Connor set out along the old bog road, heading west towards Ballyconneely. They had decided to start at the houses nearest to where the girl was found and work back from there until their quest for information ran out of steam. Then they would work forward again on towards Clifden, and hopefully arrive there just about teatime when people were starting to gather in the various pubs in the town. 
 
    As they drove along, the weak October sunshine was coming and going behind the fleeting patches of white cloud. There was a good breeze, but it stayed dry, which was a blessing. As the clouds passed in front of the sun the colours of the landscape changed beneath them from vivid purples and blues to browns and greys. Occasionally a sunbeam reflected off the surface of one of the many small lakes and struck the windscreen of the car, temporarily blinding Flynn who was driving. 
 
    By lunchtime they had called to the eight houses nearest to the bridge where Lisa had been found. Five of them were deserted – lock up and leave properties owned by the wealthier trades people from Galway and Dublin that served no purpose in the winter months, except to collect a small amount of tax for the Government. They would remain empty now till Easter next year when their owners would reappear to enjoy the solitude and beauty of their surroundings. 
 
    The other three houses were occupied by very elderly men who lived alone. The properties were generally in poor condition, with paint fading and windows rotting, but each had a large stack of hand cut turf piled against the side of the house in readiness for the winter months ahead. Only one of the occupants had a vehicle. The van, like the owner, had seen better days, and Flynn noticed that there was no NCT disk in the windscreen, and the tax disk was several months out of date. The van didn’t appear to have any recent damage, just lots of rust patches blending nicely with the rust-streaked dark green paintwork. 
 
    None of the men could give any information that was helpful to the enquiry. They all said that they had heard about the accident, but that they were indoors at the time watching television as it was such a rough night. 
 
    The next house on the list belonged to Gerry and Mary Maguire. The two Gardaí knew that Maguire had been at the scene on the night the body was found, so they approached this house call slightly differently. 
 
    As they drove down the narrow rocky track with weeds growing in the middle towards the cottage, they could see a woman hanging washing out to dry in the breeze. 
 
    The house was a single storey cottage with two windows on either side of the door that was split in the middle like a stable door. It was painted dark green matching the colour of the window frames. To the side of the cottage there was a large corrugated iron shed that was pretty rusty, but still serviceable. The sliding door was open, and an old Ferguson T20 tractor painted in grey could be seen inside. 
 
    Another smaller outhouse faced the cottage and a wire mesh chicken run extended out from it with five or six brown hens clucking and scratching inside the enclosure. 
 
    As they pulled into the yard in front of the house, an energetic black and white border collie dog ran over to greet them as they emerged cautiously from their vehicle. 
 
    When the woman saw the two men getting out of the car, she stopped hanging out clothes and came over to meet them. She introduced herself as Mary Maguire, Gerry’s wife. 
 
    When they had introduced themselves she said, “Why don’t you come in and I’ll make a cup of tea?” 
 
    Flynn and Dolan gladly accepted, and the three of them went inside, the dog being left out in the yard. 
 
    The kitchen was bigger than you would have expected from outside. There was a Stanley range built into a large open fireplace, a well-scrubbed wooden table in the middle of the flagged floor, and various appliances and cupboards around the edge of the room. The range was lighting, and the place had a warm and welcoming feel added to by the smell of recent baking. 
 
    Mary herself was around twenty-eight or thirty years old. She was slim with a good figure, although her loose blue jeans and thick knitted jumper didn’t really do her justice. A brunette with shoulder length wavy hair, high cheekbones, and full red lips completed the picture. She wore no makeup, but she didn’t need it, as her perfect skin and natural colouring were flattering to say the least. The two felt that Gerry Maguire had done well for himself. 
 
    “Ah sure look, it’s nearly lunchtime,” Mary said. “Would you two men like a sandwich to go with your cuppa?” 
 
    As Mary prepared a generous plate of cheese sandwiches and busied herself making a large pot of tea, Flynn started gently questioning the woman who seemed flattered by his interest and was quite clearly enjoying the company. 
 
    Mary and Gerry Maguire had lived in the house for eight years since they were married. They had two children, one boy and one girl aged six and seven, who were staying with their grandparents for half-term. The grandparents lived in Galway and had promised to take the children to the funfair that was still rather optimistically running in Salthill at this late time of year. 
 
    Mary was from the city as she called it – Galway of course. She had met Gerry initially when her parents had taken a rental at the caravan site at Dog’s Bay when it was still operating. It had been a glorious summer that year, hot and still every day during the two weeks they had stayed there. Gerry had been doing some odd jobs on the site, putting in a few extra taps and fixing up the electrics in the somewhat basic shower and toilet block. 
 
    “I literally fell into his arms,” she explained smiling. “I was coming out of the shower block in my swimming costume and tripped on my towel. Gerry saved me from a fall, and there we were. At seventeen I was mega embarrassed, but when he asked me to go out with him to a music session in Roundstone that night, I couldn’t resist,” she said, her eyes twinkling. 
 
    “Of course, Mum and Dad didn’t approve, but here we are ten years later with two kids living in the bog!” she said, still smiling. 
 
    “What can you tell us about the night the body was found?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “God, it was awful. Gerry was very late, I was thinking something dreadful had happened to him. It was a dirty night too with strong wind and lots of rain, and when he came in he was soaking.” 
 
    “He told me the story of how the poor girl had been found up at the road. He was really very upset. We didn’t sleep at all that night, he was so put out,” she said. 
 
    “Where had he been working till that hour?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “In Roundstone. He was doing up a holiday cottage at the far end of the town. He works really hard you know, I have no complaints in that direction,” she said. 
 
    Flynn felt that it was rather an odd thing to say. Did Mary Maguire have reason to complain about her husband in some other area of their apparently blissful married life? He felt it better not to dig into that possibility for the moment, but he filed it away in case it might have some significance to the case at a later point. 
 
    Their lunch was rounded off with a good thick slice of tea brack, generously spread with butter, and more tea from a freshly made pot. 
 
    “You’re not working today?” asked Dolan, getting up from the table in readiness to leave. 
 
    “No, well not in the tourist office, but there’s plenty of work here as you can see. I don’t go in on Thursdays at this time of year. There’s no need for two of us and I’m happy to have the chance to catch up at home.” 
 
    The two men thanked her profusely for her hospitality, and left feeling that their hunger had been fully satisfied, but that they still had no new information to add to the investigation, but they agreed that Mary’s story seemed to confirm what Gerry had told the Gardaí on the night in question. 
 
    The rest of the day was fruitless. Again, they called on several houses that had been locked up for the winter. The few residents that they did come across knew nothing of the incident, and they both got the feeling that somehow, at some level, the natives had closed ranks. While there was no open hostility to their presence, they could sense that even if someone that they were interviewing had seen the whole thing unfold before his very eyes, he wouldn’t have said a word. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Gerry Maguire came home early that day. He had finished a job he had been working on in Clifden and took a rare few hours off to get back home in time for tea. When he arrived home, he was met by Mary, who was not in the best of humour. 
 
    “We had those Gardaí here again today, nosing around. They were nice enough, but they were asking a lot of questions about you,” Mary reported. 
 
    “They can ask all they like. I’ve nothing to hide. And I suppose you told them everything without batting an eyelid. You know sometimes, Mary, I think you’re really thick,” Gerry said, sneering a little. 
 
    “I’m thick is it. I’m thick – well that’s a good one. Here we are living in the middle of bloody nowhere having to send the kids back to my parents for a bit of civilization, we’ve bugger all money. I haven’t had a holiday in the eight years since I married you, and you’re never even bloody well here. And you call me thick!” she said, raising her voice an octave or two. 
 
    Gerry Maguire slapped his wife hard across the face with the back of his hand sending her reeling across the room and causing her to lose her balance and fall against the sink. 
 
    “Right, that’s it, you big bully. You can feck off with your tea,” she said throwing his plate of eggs on the floor, “and you can sleep in the barn tonight – again. You’re not coming near me, that’s for sure.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Ryanair flight from Krakow touched down at a few minutes past six, fifteen minutes ahead of schedule. The Polish police had arranged that Palowski should be taken off the flight first, and as soon as he reached the bottom of the aircraft steps he was met by two special branch Gardaí who took him, handcuffed him, and put him in the back of the unmarked Mondeo. 
 
    There was no conversation with the Polish man during the drive to Galway. Neither did they stop en route, so that it was just after nine o’clock when they delivered Palowski to Sergeant Flannery at the front desk of the Garda station in Galway. 
 
    Palowski was provided with a take-away meal from the nearest burger joint, and placed in a cell for the night, minus his belt, shoelaces and tie. Flannery checked him every hour or so, and he appeared to sleep for most of the time, perhaps pondering his fate when morning came. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Friday, 8:00 a.m. 
 
    Somehow, the newspapers had got wind of Palowski’s return to Ireland. “Polish suspect returns to Galway,” read the headline in the Connaught Tribune. 
 
    “Just what we don’t need,” said Hays to Maureen Lyons over their morning coffee in Hays’ office. 
 
    “Can you get the media relations guys on to it and ask for a little space for a day or two? Promise them we’ll give them any developments as they happen, but we need to be able to move around without a pack of journos up our arses,” Hays said, feeling vexed that this information should have leaked out. 
 
    “Any news from the lads out West?” he asked. 
 
    “Nothing much,” she said as she related the visit to Mary Maguire’s house. “It’s pretty deserted out there at this time of year to be honest.” 
 
    “OK, let’s get them back in then if there’s no one coming forward.” 
 
    “I want to take Palowski on a reconstruction run today. You can note down everything he says. We’ll get him to drive one of the pool cars to make it realistic and go over the drive out to Ballyconneely where he supposedly dumped his sister out of the car in the rain,” Hays said. 
 
    “Caution him before we go,” he added. 
 
    “Did you get anything from the lab yesterday afternoon?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Dozy buggers say it will be Monday before they have the DNA report. They say they got four different semen samples from the waste bin in her bedroom, and countless more from the sheets. They are focussing on the four samples initially. They say they should have something by Monday morning,” he said. 
 
    “Any plans for the weekend?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Not yet, but I’m forever hopeful,” she replied, smiling at her boss. 
 
    At ten o’clock they took Piotr Palowski out of his cell where he had spent a most uncomfortable night. He was nervous, probably envisaging some more of the Nowak treatment. 
 
    They outlined the plan, explaining that he was still under caution, and went outside to find the grey Opel Astra that they had booked out for the reconstruction. 
 
    The weather was cool and dry, but overcast, and it wouldn’t be long before the south westerly wind deposited more Atlantic rain on the region. 
 
    They drove out along the N59, out past the University and on through Moycullen towards Oughterard. Palowski was silent for the most part, just occasionally commenting on some local feature as they passed by. 
 
    Lyons tried to engage the man in conversation about his sister. She asked if they had been a close family growing up. What their parents did for a living, where they had gone on holidays as children, and what kind of community they belonged to in Krakow. Palowski said that they had been a fairly happy lot, but that it had been very hard during the communist times. His father worked in insurance, and he worked hard for a small salary by European standards. His mother worked as a civil servant and had sometimes been called upon to teach in a primary school when there was a shortage of qualified teachers. 
 
    He said that when communism ended, everything changed. His father’s company was privatized, and he began to earn better money – not a fortune, but enough to put some by every month when the essentials had been paid for. 
 
    Lisa had always been the clever one, getting good grades at school. She said one day she wanted to be a doctor. Not a medical doctor, a doctor of the mind. Mr Palowski had saved like crazy and borrowed from his brothers to send Lisa to Ireland to study and fulfil her dreams. 
 
    “And what did she do?” he said, thumping the steering wheel with the flat of his hand, “she pissed in his face. Kurwa!” 
 
    At Maam Cross they stopped for a coffee at Peacock’s souvenir, grocery, café place that attempted to provide every one’s needs at all times, and the only commercial operation for miles. They welcomed the break, and an opportunity to stretch their legs, and although the rain was threatening and the sky a heavy grey, it had held off so far. 
 
    Just after Recess, Hays instructed Palowski to take a left onto the R341 for Roundstone. Palowski slowed right down to navigate the narrow and twisty road. They passed the Angler’s Rest where the road to Cashel branched off and continued on into Roundstone village. On a grey day in late October Roundstone was virtually deserted, with just the little green An Post van meandering slowly up the main street. Even the car park opposite Vaughan’s hotel was almost empty. 
 
    As they drove out past Gurteen and Dog’s Bay, Palowski became sullen again, and reflecting his mood, the clouds darkened and the rain began to fall. Lyons began to probe him again as they made their way slowly across the old bog road towards Ballyconneely. 
 
    “What were you and Lisa talking about at this point?” she asked. 
 
    “She had told me about what she was doing. She said it had started just as a way of making a little extra money to help her through college. She had been at a party one night and had quite a lot to drink. One of the tutors had offered her a hundred euro to sleep with him, and as she sort of liked him anyway, she said ‘why not.’ Before she knew it, she was making twelve hundred euro a week, but she had to give up most of her studies to make time for her ‘business’.” 
 
    “At one stage she even sent money home, saying that she had got some part-time work, and didn’t need it. Pah – dirty, filthy money,” he sneered. 
 
    Lyons couldn’t help thinking that Lisa Palowski wasn’t all bad. Not your typical escort girl at all. She wondered how many other students from Poland and other poorer Eastern European countries would not have done exactly the same if they were blessed with her good looks and found themselves in a faraway country. 
 
    As they approached Ballyconneely, Hays told Palowski to provide a running commentary on exactly what had happened that Tuesday night. He wanted every detail. 
 
    “We were driving just along here when Lisa’s phone rang. She fished it out of her coat pocket and was going to answer it. It was clear to me that it was one of her clients. I got very angry. I grabbed the phone from her, opened my window, and threw the thing out. She screamed at me that it was the only number her clients could contact her on, and she needed it very badly. She begged me to stop to find it, but I wouldn’t. I just kept driving.” 
 
    “The weather was awful. The rain was blowing across the car, and I couldn’t see very well. I was tearful as well, listening to my beautiful sister who had so easily become a whore,” he said. 
 
    “I was shouting at her and then the car suddenly hit the edge of the wall, and of course we stopped. I didn’t know what to do. I was afraid the car wouldn’t go again. Lisa told me to back up a bit, and as she had a good coat, she would get out and see what the damage was. When I saw her outside in the light from the headlights, I had a flash of inspiration. I was looking at her standing there in her fancy new clothes, looking quite beautiful, her hair blowing all over her face in the wind, and I just couldn’t stand it,” he said. 
 
    “I reversed the car quickly across into that gateway over there, turned and drove off. She must have realised what was happening, because she came over to the car and started beating on the windows. I had locked the doors, but she started shouting ‘Piotr, Piotr, what are you doing?’, but I ignored her and just kept turning the car, and then I drove off into the night leaving her by the side of the road. I didn’t hurt her, but I am responsible,” he sobbed, burying his head in his hands. 
 
    The Astra was now stopped at the side of the road close to the wall that Palowski had hit on the night his sister died. Hays told him to turn off the engine and give him the keys, and then told Palowski to get out. Hays and Lyons got out too, and the three of them stood there in the rain. Hays got Palowski to show them exactly where he had stopped that night and to point out the gateway that he had reversed into to turn the car. 
 
    “So, you were in a rage with your sister, out here, no one around. She had provoked you, and then there was the phone call from one of her punters. I think you lost your temper completely and followed her outside, picking up a rock from the bridge that had fallen on the road, and whacked her over the head. Isn’t that what actually happened, Piotr, isn’t it?” Lyons demanded. 
 
    “No, no, of course not. I told you, I drove away and left her. She was fine. How do you think I feel now that she was killed out here? I have to live with that for the rest of my life. I wish it had been me that was knocked over the head, not Lisa. It’s so horrible,” he sobbed. 
 
    “Well she was hardly fine, now was she Piotr?” Hays cut in. “Outside, in foul weather, miles from anywhere on a strange road, being deserted by the brother that she loved and respected. No, sir, not fine at all.” 
 
    “Look, why don’t you tell us what really happened, Piotr?” Lyons said in a softer tone. “Get it over with. You’ll feel better, and we can release Lisa’s body so she can be buried – don’t leave her lying on a cold slab in a mortuary. It won’t be so bad. You’ll probably get to serve most of your sentence in Poland anyway.” 
 
    “Listen, I’m telling you, I shouldn’t have left her here. I know that, and I am truly sorry for what happened to her. I will never forgive myself, and if I could turn back time, I would do things very differently. But I didn’t harm her. I couldn’t do that. You must believe me, you must.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Maureen, have forensics still got Palowski’s hire car?” Hays asked back at the station. 
 
    “Yes, it’s in the garage covered in a tarpaulin.” 
 
    “OK, get them to examine the carpet in the driver’s footwell. If Palowski got out of the car to kill his sister, he will have brought some Ballyconneely gravel or sand back into the car on his shoes. Probably quite a bit, given the weather. Get anything they find on the floor analysed and compared to road grit from the scene.” 
 
    When she had put the call through to the forensic lab, Maureen came back into Hays’ office. 
 
    “What do we do now?” 
 
    “Not much we can do till Monday. We’ll have the forensics from the car and the flat then. Let’s see what that brings,” he said. 
 
    “Do you think it was the brother?” she asked. 
 
    “Probably. But we’re going to have a hell of a job proving it unless he confesses. Maybe we should get Inspector Nowak over to beat it out of him.” 
 
    “Maybe.” Lyons paused for a moment and then went on, “Listen, I have a voucher for a one-night dinner bed and breakfast for Killarney. They have rooms available for tomorrow night. Fancy it?” 
 
    “Yeah, OK, sounds like fun. Why don’t I pick you up at yours at, say, ten tomorrow morning?” 
 
    “Cool. You’re on,” she said. 
 
    As an afterthought she said, “What do we do with Palowski?” 
 
    “Leave him downstairs. A couple of days down there living off Galway’s finest fast-food may loosen his tongue a bit. We’ll talk to him on Monday.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Monday, 8:00 a.m. 
 
    Lyons was at her desk when Hays arrived on Monday morning. They were both still basking in the warm afterglow of their night away in Kerry. They had enjoyed it immensely, leaving behind all the anxiety of the case and soaking up the peace and beauty of the countryside around Killarney. 
 
    Back in the real world, the duty sergeant told them that Palowski had spent a sullen weekend in the cells. The sergeant had tried to engage him in conversation, but he was having none of it, suspecting that the sergeant’s friendly attitude was a ruse to get information from him to pass on to the detectives. 
 
    “Any more thoughts about the Pole?” asked Lyons. 
 
    “Let’s wait for the forensic reports, and then we’ll see what we can do about him. He’s not going anywhere for now, that’s for sure.” 
 
    At nine o’clock the other two members of the team arrived. They had called to every occupied property along the old bog road, in the vicinity of the murder, and had come up with absolutely nothing. No one had seen or heard anything out of the ordinary on that Tuesday, in fact no one had seen anything at all, ordinary or otherwise. 
 
    Hays asked Flynn to go back to the garage where Palowski’s car was being kept, and to hurry along the analysis of the grit from the driver’s side footwell. 
 
    Soon afterwards, the detailed forensic report from Lisa’s apartment came in. Hays brought Lyons into his office and handed each page to her as he finished reading it. It was the third page that caught his attention. 
 
    “Well fuck me,” he exclaimed, “you’re not going to believe this!” 
 
    Hays was looking at the DNA results from the waste paper basket that had been taken from beside the bed in Lisa’s room. The third entry showed that Gerry Maguire’s DNA had been found in a semen stained tissue, and also on the bed sheet. 
 
    Hays handed the page over. 
 
    “Christ! So nice happily married handyman Gerry was a client of Lisa’s,” she said, hardly believing what she had read. 
 
    “Yeah, I know. If it is him, he’s one cool customer, and don’t forget he has an alibi. How do you think we should play it?” 
 
    “I think we should pick him up from home with a marked squad car, blue lights and all. Bring him in here and let him sweat for a while,” she said. 
 
    “Agreed. But before that I want to talk to whoever gave him that alibi in Roundstone where he was supposed to be working that night. If we can crack that open, we might just have our man,” Hays said. 
 
    “Let’s wait till he’s home tonight before we lift him. It will be more dramatic after dark anyway, and it will give us a chance to get out there and see about this alibi.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The weather was still grey and overcast as Hays and Lyons approached Roundstone. They asked at O’Dowd’s pub for directions to Geraghty’s house and took the opportunity to down a delicious smoked salmon salad. Hays would have liked a nice creamy pint of Guinness to wash it down but held back so that he could fully focus on the job in hand. 
 
    They found the place where Maguire was allegedly working, up a twisty narrow single-track road behind the town. The road was tarred, but the surface had broken up in the frequent heavy rain, and their car rocked and bumped over the many potholes before they arrived at the cottage on the left of the lane with a fabulous view out over Roundstone harbour and out to sea. Jim Geraghty was painting the outside of the cottage when the two detectives drove up. He looked curiously at their car, and the two that got out of it. Geraghty was a man in his fifties dressed in a dirty grey T-shirt and badly stained blue jeans. His substantial beer-belly hung out well over his belt, and his greasy grey hair and ruddy cheeks completed the picture of a man that was none too fussy about his appearance, or indeed his general well-being. 
 
    Hays introduced them and asked if they could have a word inside the house. 
 
    They made their way into the parlour of the small cottage where work was still in train to bring the place up to an acceptable standard. There was a lot to do. The floor, although slabbed with large stone flags, was uneven, and some of them were badly cracked making the surface rough. A large open fireplace housed a trivet for a kettle or a pot, and the remains of a turf fire, now cold in the grate, gave off a smell of ashes, some of which had clearly blown around the room in the draught. On the wall to the left of the old fireplace hung a framed photograph of President John F Kennedy, but the corresponding picture on the right of the chimney, which should have been of the Pope, had been removed, leaving a black outline against the nearly white wall. 
 
    “Do you live here yourself?” Lyons asked, noting that the place had very little furniture – just a bare wooden table with a milk carton on it, and two well-worn rail backed chairs. 
 
    “Not at all,” Geraghty replied gruffly, as if the detective should have known better than to ask such a daft question. 
 
    “I inherited the place last year when my father died and I’m doing it up for next summer to let it out to tourists,” he said. 
 
    “Who’s helping you with the work?” 
 
    “I’m doing it myself, as you can see, but I’ve got a few lads in for some of the specialty stuff – kitchen, electrics, plumbing.” 
 
    “Who’s doing the kitchen for you?” she asked. 
 
    “Yer man Maguire is giving me a hand when he has time. Feck all use he is too, I’d be better doing it myself. He’s too busy, and when he does come he only does a bit, and then he’s away again.” Geraghty wheezed and coughed a noisy, fluid cough, as if the utterance of the long sentence had been a bit much for his fragile lungs. He went purple about the face before eventually regaining composure. 
 
    “Can you confirm that Mr Maguire was here last Tuesday week between five and nine o’clock Mr Geraghty?” Lyons continued. 
 
    “If he says he was, then he was. I don’t pay much attention to the days to be honest. Why – what’s he done?” 
 
    “You gave information to one of our colleagues that Gerry Maguire was definitely here working on your kitchen between those times. Can you confirm that?” Lyons went back at him, trying not to show her frustration. 
 
    “Look, Maguire comes and goes when he pleases. He asked me to say he was here if anyone was asking, so that’s what I said. Now can you leave me in peace to get on with my work before the light starts to fade?” Geraghty said, getting up from the table. 
 
    Lyons decided not to push it any further. There was no point. But it was clear to both of them that Maguire’s so-called alibi was useless. 
 
    They left Roundstone and headed into Clifden where they intended to set up the arrest of Gerry Maguire with Sergeant Mulholland. When they got to the Garda station Mulholland was there on his own, muddling through a pile of paperwork at a very easy pace. 
 
    Hays told Mulholland of the plan to lift Gerry Maguire later that evening and bring him to Galway. Mulholland said that Jim Dolan was off for the day, and that he had the Garda car with him, his own vehicle being out of order at the moment. Mulholland thought Dolan might be taking his elderly mother to Galway for a hospital appointment. 
 
    “Well you’d better make sure that both he and the car are back here by eight o’clock,” said Hays in disbelief. 
 
    “Oh, by the way, the doc was looking for you earlier. Said he couldn’t raise you on the mobile. He asked if you could give him a call,” Mulholland said. 
 
    Hays called Julian Dodd’s number using the landline at the station but was told that the doctor had gone out for an hour or two, and that he would call Hays back when he returned. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Julian Dodd, as good as his word, phoned Hays at Clifden Garda station as soon as he returned to his desk. 
 
    “Inspector, I wanted to call you about two things that may be of interest, though I’m not entirely sure to be honest,” Dodd said. 
 
    “Firstly, I was talking to the forensic boys. There’s no trace of any grit or sand in the driver’s side footwell of the hire car that young Palowski was driving – nothing from out Ballyconneely way in any case. But here’s a funny thing. I was doing a bit more work on the girl last week and I combed out her hair. I found some small grains of what I assumed to be sand in both her hair and her right ear. Just to be sure, I sent them off to be analysed, and guess what?” he said, continuing without a pause, “they turned out to be sawdust!” 
 
    “Sawdust!” Hays exclaimed, looking over at Lyons in surprise. 
 
    “Yes, and there’s more. The analysis shows that it’s a very particular kind of sawdust. The sawdust itself is from a high density MDF board, but there are particles of dark grey composite material mixed in with the sawdust, so it looks as if they have come from a kitchen worktop or some such thing,” Dodd said. 
 
    “OK, Doc. Thanks for that. It could be really important. Make sure that those samples are carefully preserved for us, won’t you?” 
 
    “Of course. No need to ask,” Dodd said, and hung up. 
 
    Hays related the call to Maureen Lyons. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, “we have time to get back to Geraghty’s cottage and collect some samples of our own before Maguire is brought in. Let’s go.” 
 
    They drove the old bog road back to Roundstone as quickly as the undulating surface would allow without making them both sick. Back at the cottage Geraghty was just finished painting the outside of the house in the fading light and was packing up his brushes, ladder and other equipment. He was none too pleased to see the two detectives arriving back. 
 
    “What ails you this time?” he asked gruffly as the two approached him. 
 
    He reluctantly allowed them to collect some sawdust gathered from the base of the kitchen worktop, but when they asked for a small off-cut of the worktop itself he got cute and asked them for a receipt. 
 
    Lyons was well up to this kind of nonsense. 
 
    “Certainly, Mr Geraghty, that’s no problem. But you’ll have to accompany us to Clifden Garda station and sign a statement to the effect that these samples were taken from your kitchen. It could take a few hours. And then there’s the small matter of the alibi you provided initially for Mr Maguire. You’ll have to rescind that and give us a proper statement about that Tuesday. There may even be charges arising from your initial story,” she said. 
 
    “Ah to hell with you both. Get out of my sight,” he snarled, and he turned and continued to tidy up his painting stuff. 
 
    Maureen smiled to herself. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Clifden squad car driven by Jim Dolan bounced down the dirt track to Gerry Maguire’s house with its blue lights flashing. As Dolan pulled into the yard and stopped by Maguire’s van he put on the sirens for a moment just to add a bit more drama to the occasion. 
 
    Both Gerry and Mary Maguire appeared at the door and Dolan explained that he was arresting Gerry Maguire on suspicion of the murder of Lisa Palowski, and read him his rights. 
 
    Amid much protestation and a lot of tears from Mary, Gerry was finally bundled into the back of the squad car. Dolan was now quite wound up, so he drove back up the lane aggressively, with the suspension of the old Ford bottoming on the rocky track. He had, as instructed, got the blue lights flashing. Maguire started to speak to the Garda, but Dolan told him to stay quiet. It would be better for him if he said nothing at this point, the Garda pointed out. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays and Lyons had returned to Galway Garda station, stopping at the forensic lab to drop off the samples taken from Geraghty’s cottage. 
 
    When Maguire arrived after a hair-raising drive from Ballyconneely, he was shaken and angry at the same time. He was shown into an interview room and given a cup of tea before being joined by Hays and Lyons. 
 
    As soon as they entered the room, Maguire started to protest his innocence. 
 
    “All I did was try to help. This is so wrong. You have no right to grab me from my home in front of my wife like that. She’s distraught. I need to get home to her,” he ranted on. 
 
    When he stopped for breath, Lyons got a chance to start her questioning. 
 
    “See here, Gerry, you haven’t been entirely honest with us, now have you?” 
 
    “Tell us everything about you and Lisa Palowski.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you mean. All I know is that I stopped to see if I could help and look what it’s done for me. I should have left it alone,” he said, looking away to the side of the bare room as if to imply that the matter was concluded. 
 
    “But you knew the girl before you allegedly came across the scene that night, Gerry, didn’t you?” Lyons pressed on. 
 
    “What are you talking about? Of course I didn’t know her. That’s crazy!” 
 
    “Crazy is it. Well how come we found your semen on a tissue in her bedroom then, and more of it on her bed sheets. How do you think that got there?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “That’s nonsense. You’re making it up. You’re trying to frame me. I’m an honest working man with a lovely wife and a happy marriage,” he insisted. 
 
    “Aye, Mary’s a grand girl OK,” Hays interjected, “makes you wonder why you’d want to spend your time screwing a hooker.” 
 
    “That’s bollocks. You’ve made a mistake. Let me out of here,” he shouted. 
 
    “And then there’s the matter of exactly where you were on that Tuesday before you allegedly turned up where Lisa was lying in the ditch,” Lyons said. 
 
    “I told you. I was working at Jim Geraghty’s cottage doing the kitchen,” Maguire replied. 
 
    “Good one, Gerry. Very good,” Hays said, leaning across the table to bring his face nearer to Maguire’s. “It’s just that Jim Geraghty won’t confirm that. And what’s more, he says you told him to say you were there if anyone asked.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what’s going to happen now, Gerry. Sergeant Lyons and I are going to take an hour or so to catch up on some paperwork. You can stay here and make your mind up to start telling the truth. Do you need something to eat?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I’m not feckin’ hungry. I just need to get out of here back to Mary.” 
 
    “It’s not going to happen, Gerry. Not till you start being honest with us,” Lyons added getting up to leave. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Back in Hays’ office Lyons called the forensic lab. They had arranged for a technician to stay on to compare the fragments found on the dead girl to the samples they had collected from the floor of Geraghty’s cottage. When she had finished the call, she told Hays that tests were ongoing, but there was a ninety per cent chance of a good match at this stage. If they had been able to recover more of the dust from the girl’s hair, the process would be quicker. 
 
    “Ninety per cent is good enough for me,” Hays said to Lyons. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They took more tea back into the interview room when they resumed their questioning of Gerry Maguire. 
 
    “Now then. Can we just go over this once again with you, Gerry?” Lyons said, putting a plastic cup of tea down in front of him. 
 
    “All right. Listen. I did go with Lisa a few times in Galway. It didn’t mean anything, it was just sex. Mary seems to have gone off the whole thing lately, and well, you know, a man has needs.” 
 
    He went on to describe how he met her when he was doing some electrical work at her apartment building. She had been kind to him, giving him tea and biscuits, and one thing led to another till they ended up having sex on three or four occasions. He had paid her twice, but the other two times he had done work on her flat in exchange for sex. He knew she was an escort, but he said it wasn’t like that between them, it was more than just a commercial relationship. They had talked a lot too. About her life in Poland and her family. Gerry had told her a lot about himself too. About Mary, his first love, and how things had started to go wrong between them. How they bickered a lot, and how sex had become a rarity in recent times. 
 
    “When were you last with her?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “On the Monday, the day before she died. She wanted an extra socket put into the kitchen for a new coffee machine she had bought in Argos. So, I went there, and after I had fitted the new plug we made love.” 
 
    It’s an old story, Lyons thought to herself. The client almost falls in love with the escort, and always thinks that there’s more to it from her side too. And Lisa Palowski would have been very good at cultivating those feelings in her clients. Lyons was sure if you asked James McMahon and Gerry Byrne about it, they would say that they were special to her as well – more than just a source of money. Indeed, McMahon had already told them that he did favours for her, driving her around to get her shopping. In extreme cases, the punter tries to save the girl from a life of debauchery, and usually ends up getting badly hurt. These girls instinctively know how to play their clients. How gullible some men are, she mused. 
 
    “So, what happened the following night Gerry?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “It’s just as I said. I was driving home in the rain, and I came across you lot at the bridge. I couldn’t believe it was Lisa. I had no idea what she was doing there or how she got there. I was very upset. It was awful. She was a very beautiful girl, you know, and here she is lying in the bog dead. It was unbelievable,” he said. 
 
    “Well, Gerry, that’s not really true, is it?” Hays said. 
 
    “Of course it is. It’s like I said.” 
 
    “Well then, Gerry, how do you explain that we found traces of sawdust in the girl’s hair? Sawdust that matches the sawdust from Geraghty’s cottage and that we could see clearly on your clothes when we first spoke to you at the scene?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “It must have fallen off me when I was standing there,” Maguire said, thinking quickly. 
 
    “I don’t think so. See, we found sawdust in Lisa’s right ear too. That side of her head was down in the ditch under water. It must have got there before she fell in,” Lyons said. 
 
    Maguire leaned forward, his head in his hands and began to sob. His whole body was shaking, and the tears flowed freely. After a while he confessed to what had really happened on that terrible night out on the old bog road. 
 
    He had been driving home at about eight o’clock when he saw Lisa sitting on the bridge wall, drenched from the rain, just sitting there. His mind went into overdrive. What was she doing here, so close to his home? Oh no. She had come to tell Mary about them. How he had promised to take her away from her sordid life and look after her. She was going to ruin his marriage and destroy his family. He just couldn’t let that happen. He had stopped the van and got out. When Lisa saw who it was, she ran to him and threw her arms around his neck, sobbing, ‘take me home’ she had said, ‘take me to your house, Gerry.’ 
 
    She had clung to Gerry like a limpet, holding him to her tightly. She kept asking him to take her home, that they could be together now as they had wanted. Gerry’s mind was racing. He saw the loss of his family, the loss of Mary, and his reputation all disappearing in front of his very eyes, and he knew he had to get rid of Lisa before someone came along the road and saw them together. 
 
    “You know I can’t take you home, you silly bitch! What are you doing here anyway? Coming out here to ruin me, no doubt,” he shouted at her above the noise of the wind. All she could say in reply was, “No, no, Gerry, I want you. We can be together, take me home with you.” 
 
    Gerry began to lose his temper. A fierce rage grew in him fuelled by a strong desire for self-preservation and the need to get rid of this woman before some real damage was done. 
 
    He pushed her away harshly, and as she turned around with her back to him, he picked up a rock from the top of the wall and struck her hard at the back of the head. She fell to the ground, blood pouring from the wound. His temper still up, Gerry rolled her away to the side of the road and pushed her into the ditch. He knew she was dead – the light had gone from her eyes, and she had stopped breathing. 
 
    As he calmed down, he began to feel remorse for what he had just done, but again, his preservation instincts were strong, and a plan began to form in his troubled mind. There had been no one about, no one had seen what had happened, and if he was a bit crafty, he felt he could get away with the killing. He just needed to keep his head. 
 
    He drove the van back to the old abandoned caravan site at Dog’s Bay. He climbed over the wall and used the old ruined toilet block to clean himself up and remove any traces of the girl from his hands and clothes. The place was ghostly on that wild night, with the wind whistling through the broken windows, and the rain lashing the tin roof. Luckily, there was water running in the old taps, and he managed a cursory wash and clean up, although there was no towel that he could use to dry himself. But by now he was calm and had decided on a plan that would see him in the clear, as long as he kept his head. 
 
    Then he drove back and stopped when he saw the Gardaí milling around at the scene, letting on that he had just come from work. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They had taken a full statement from Gerry Maguire where he had admitted the murder of Lisa Palowski out on the old bog road on that dreadful Tuesday night. He had been put back in the cells, pending a court appearance the following morning in the district court in Galway where the Gardaí expected him to be remanded in custody till a trial date could be set. 
 
    Mary Maguire had turned up at the Garda station in Galway soon after Gerry had arrived. A female Garda had been found to look after her while her husband was being processed. She was in a terrible state, claiming that her husband was a good man, and was absolutely incapable of harming another person, let alone a woman. 
 
    Hays had telephoned the superintendent to let him know of the developments. He was pleased with the outcome and congratulated both Hays and Lyons and the rest of the team for their good work in bringing the matter to a close. He told Hays to make sure that the forensics were in good shape, adding, “You know how difficult it is to get a conviction solely on the basis of a confession these days.” Hays assured him that they had enough on Maguire to convict even without the confession, but that he would of course ensure that all the evidence was preserved in preparation for the trial. 
 
    “I think he’ll probably plead guilty when it comes to it, to be honest,” said Hays. 
 
    Back in his office, Lyons and Hays cracked open a bottle of whiskey to drink to the successful closure of what had been a very challenging case for both of them. There was no sign of O’Connor and Flynn – they would be able to celebrate tomorrow, they agreed. 
 
    “What do we do with the Polish lad?” Lyons asked. “Are we going to fly him back to Krakow?” 
 
    “Not bloody likely. This isn’t Thomas Cook you know,” Hays said smiling. “We’ll give him fifty euro and let him go in the morning. He’ll find his own way home. Oh, and remind me to call Kowalski and give him the good news. I suspect he’ll want to tell the family that their son is innocent.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Tuesday, 10:00 a.m. 
 
    Piotr Palowski had been released from the cells in Galway’s police station shortly after eight o’clock. He had been given the fifty euro that Hays had promised, and the desk sergeant gave him directions to the bus station where he could get a coach directly to Dublin Airport. They had even looked up the times of the flights back to Krakow that day for him, and he was going to comfortably make the five o’clock Ryanair flight with time to spare. 
 
    Outside the courthouse down by the Corrib river there were several photographers and even a TV crew awaiting the arrival of Gerry Maguire. Word had got out during the night that a man had been charged with the murder of Lisa Palowski, and the reporters knew that he would be brought to court that morning to go before a judge. 
 
    The white Garda van arrived just before the hour and drove into the yard at the side of the courthouse. Maguire was escorted from the van with a grey coat covering his head, and led into the court by two Gardaí, one of whom was handcuffed to him. 
 
    The hearing lasted all of four minutes. Maguire confirmed his name and address for the court, and as there was no bail application, he was remanded to appear before the court again in two weeks’ time. 
 
    Tradition has it that prisoners are taken from the courthouse by the front steps and walked around to the side yard before being loaded back into their transport and taken off to the remand centre at Castlerea Prison. As Maguire left the courthouse, again escorted by two uniformed Gardaí, photographers crowded in around him, although his face was mostly covered by the same grey coat. 
 
    In the melee, suddenly, a man with fair curly hair pushed through the crowd and faced Gerry Maguire. Maguire felt the blade pierce his skin, and the cold steel entering his torso. It went in deep, puncturing his heart, so by the time anyone realized what was happening Maguire was slipping to the ground, pumping blood out onto the cold granite steps. 
 
    Panic ensued amongst the crowd, with photographers not knowing whether to try to assist, or just to get the best photos for the evening papers. In the confusion the assailant slipped away and was gone. He dumped the knife in the river and walked off, hands thrust deep into his pockets mingling with the other pedestrians heading up town. 
 
    Hays and Lyons came out of the courthouse next and were greeted by a scene of total chaos. Maguire lay bleeding on the ground, the Garda who was handcuffed to him desperately struggling to release himself from the victim, shouting, “For heaven’s sake will someone call an ambulance – he’s been stabbed!” 
 
    Mary Maguire emerged behind Hays and Lyons and dashed to her husband’s side, holding his head in her hands and wailing, “Gerry, Gerry, what have they done to you? Oh God, Gerry, don’t leave me.” The ambulance arrived, and a gap was cleared through the throng to allow the paramedics to bring through a stretcher. Maguire was unconscious, though the ambulance men had managed to stem the bleeding for the most part. He was loaded into the ambulance and given oxygen. Mary accompanied him as they set off to the Regional Hospital with sirens blaring, but by the time they arrived in front of the building, Gerry had stopped breathing. All attempts by the hospital staff to revive the man were of no use, and soon afterwards he was pronounced dead. 
 
    When Hays and Lyons got back to the station, any sense of celebration had dispersed. News had travelled back quickly, and as they walked through the building to Hays’ office, various Gardaí passed them and muttered their sympathy. 
 
    “He’ll either be on the train or the bus back to Dublin,” Lyons said. “My guess is the bus that goes directly to the airport. I’ll have them set up road blocks outside Athlone, and we can put some men on the trains just in case he decides to go that way. He can’t do anything else – he has very little money, and he’ll want to be getting out of here.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The phone on Hays’ desk rang. When he finished the call he said to Lyons, “He was sitting in the fourth row of the airport coach, just like you said. He didn’t resist. The boys in Athlone have him, and he’ll be back here by teatime. I’ll call Kowalski again and bring him up to date.” 
 
    “Thank God that’s over,” Lyons said. “Now we can get back to a bit of ordinary burglary. Oh, by the way, I got some more vouchers.” She smiled at her boss. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Superintendent Finbarr Plunkett sat on a stool at the bar in the Connemara Golf Club enjoying a pint of Guinness and a small whiskey chaser. 
 
    James McMahon stood beside him clutching a gin and tonic. It was eight o’clock at night, and the two had enjoyed a pleasant round of golf, playing in a four-ball with two other members of the club. After the golf, they had polished off a good-sized steak apiece, and were now on their after-dinner drinks. 
 
    “That was a queer business with that Maguire fellow after all, wasn’t it Finbarr?” McMahon said. 
 
    “It was to be sure. I hope our fellows weren’t too hard on you while all that was going on?” 
 
    “Ah not really. They had their job to do, and I’m very glad that we managed to keep it from Jennifer and the family, that would have been very difficult for me,” McMahon said. 
 
    “God, it would. I had a word with Hays at the time, told him to go easy with you. I didn’t say we were friends, but he knows which side his bread is buttered on all the same.” 
 
    “That girl he has with him is a bit of a terrier,” McMahon said. 
 
    “You can say that again. She’s a damn fine detective, but a bit unpredictable, and to be honest she’d be a lot harder to rein in than Hays. That’s why we keep her a sergeant – don’t let her have too much power,” Plunkett said, smiling. 
 
    “And what happened with the young fella that did away with Maguire anyway? It was like bloody Dodge City round here for a while. Two murders in two weeks!” 
 
    “Ah the lad was destroyed with grief and remorse. He reckoned it was his fault that his sister was killed. Could be right too, it was a damn stupid thing to do, leaving her out in the rain like that and driving off. When we let him go, he went and got a knife and decided to take his revenge for his sister’s death out on the man who killed her. Almost biblical if you like,” Plunkett said. “He got done for murder of course and was given twelve years with the last three suspended, but he won’t serve much time here. The Polish authorities have been badgering us to let him go back to Poland to serve it out, and to be honest, with the state of our prisons, one less to look after would be a blessing. But the politicians have got hold of it now, so anything could happen.” 
 
    “And what about you, James?” Plunkett went on. “That was a pretty close call for you too. Are you still seeing someone from time to time?” 
 
    “Now, Finbarr, that would be telling. But if I am, and I said ‘if’, then I’d be a damn sight more careful in future,” McMahon replied. 
 
    “Be sure you are James. We can only help each other out to a certain limited extent these days. There’s all sorts of people watching us, waiting for us to slip up. After that McCabe thing, we get no peace at all.” 
 
    The little black phone vibrated in McMahon’s pocket, indicating that he had received a text message. 
 
    * * * 
 
    After Palowski had been removed from the Dublin coach he was taken back to Galway Garda station. It didn’t take him long to make a lengthy, tearful confession. He was very mixed up and kept confusing the death of his sister with the death of Gerry Maguire. Eventually, Hays and Lyons got a coherent confession from him, enough to bring him to trial in any case and ensure a conviction. 
 
    His brother Jakub had travelled to Galway when the news got back to the family. The Palowski parents were in an awful state having virtually lost two of their children in the space of a couple of weeks. 
 
    Jakub negotiated the release of Lisa’s body, and had it taken back to Poland where she was buried with a full funeral. The nature of her employment in Ireland remained largely undisclosed, and the family turned out in numbers to mourn her passing. 
 
    Soon after the burial, her father had a stroke, and died in hospital. Mrs Palowski reckoned that the trauma of the whole thing had been too much for him, and he didn’t want to go on living with the dreadful memories of his two children, and the shame that he felt had been brought on the family in any case. 
 
    Piotr pleaded guilty at his trial, so very little of the long and complicated story actually got out. The judge was a little sympathetic to the lad. He understood the emotions that had led him to commit his crime, but at the same time had to hand down a stiff sentence as a deterrent to others, and to be seen to be doing the right thing. Piotr served a year in Castlerea jail, and was then transferred to Poland to serve the rest of his sentence in Areszt Prison in Krakow. 
 
    Hays heard later from Inspector Kowalski that the lad had been found dead in his cell during the third month of his incarceration there. Kowalski said that they were treating it as suicide, but that he wasn’t sure that it really was. Piotr had been given a pretty rough time by his fellow inmates, but it was easier for the authorities to write it off as suicide than to launch a big investigation, and as Kowalski said, “He’s dead anyway, no investigation will bring him back to life, so we had best leave it alone.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    You would think that the paint salesman would have learnt a lesson from his encounters with Lisa and the Galway Gardaí, but not a bit of it. After just a few weeks he had sought out another escort girl in Galway and was back in his old routine of visiting her every fortnight when he stayed over in the city. 
 
    It went well for a while, but then the girl, who was not as good natured as Lisa had been, began to blackmail him. He had been careless, and one night when he had fallen asleep in her apartment, she found his phone and had copied down the numbers of his work and his home. She had also seen a number of photographs of Gerry, the family man, with his wife and two kids that were stored on the phone. 
 
    At first the amounts of money that she asked for were small, so Gerry paid them, not quite knowing how to deal with the situation. But then, as could have been predicted, the girl got greedy, and soon he was being sent demands that he couldn’t easily meet. 
 
    Eventually, he decided the best course of action was to contact one of the Gardaí that had interviewed him during the business with Lisa. He was put through to Lyons and asked to meet her in a coffee shop in Galway, on the pretext that he had some information that could be useful to the Gardaí. 
 
    Lyons went along, but when he told her what his problem was, she was furious. What did he think the Gardaí were for – some sort of counselling service for men who can’t keep it in their trousers! 
 
    Anyway, she calmed down a bit and took the details of the girl, where she lived, and the address of the web page that she used to attract business. 
 
    A few days later, Lyons called on the girl. She was a lovely looking Lithuanian who had come to Ireland thinking she would get work easily, but after a few meaningless jobs as a server in some of the coffee shops in the city, found that it was a much more lucrative business to sell her body, and so she had become an escort like Lisa. 
 
    Lyons made it clear to her that she had crossed the line when she had extended her enterprise into blackmail. She was told in no uncertain terms to leave the country without delay, otherwise she would be arrested for soliciting and locked up or deported. 
 
    Gerry Byrne continued to play happy families, and no doubt continued with his philandering as well. The detective wondered how long it would be before he got himself into real bother. She had no doubt that their paths would cross again at some stage. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ciara continued to drive out to Clifden through the rest of the winter months to see her mother. It was a hard winter, but the woman survived it well, and when the weather improved in spring, she became more agile. The new curtains looked really well in the spare bedroom. Ciara didn’t drive along the old bog road anymore. She had been very shaken up by the discovery of a dead body on that awful October night, and didn’t want to be reminded of it. Ciara continued to work at About the House, and was soon made up to full manager. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Mary was the one who came off worst of all out of the double murder. After her husband had been buried, she went back to the cottage on the bog, but couldn’t settle there. The tourist office in Clifden had closed for the winter, and she was at a loose end all day with nothing to do but contemplate her situation. 
 
    Gerry owned the cottage outright. He had inherited it from his parents a few years before he met Mary, and had spent time doing it up, but she was very uneasy living there with the memories that it held. Gerry of course, believing himself to be invincible, had no life insurance, so not only was Mary left without her man, the father of her two children, but she had no visible means of support either, and no nest egg to fall back on. 
 
    In early December that year, she decided to move back to her parents’ house in Galway, and lock up the cottage with a view to putting it on the market the following spring when the weather had improved. She gave the hens to a neighbour, and made the place as tidy as she could before leaving it behind, along with the memories of the times she had spent there with Gerry, some of which were very happy ones. Her father couldn’t keep his counsel, and chastised her for marrying Gerry in the first place saying, “I told you he was no good, but of course you didn’t listen to me. I knew it would all end in tears.” 
 
    The winter that year was harsh, with several very strong Atlantic storms blowing in from the west. The first bad one had torn five or six slates off the roof of the cottage, and then the rain had got in. With damage to the roof, it wasn’t long before the back door of the property blew off its hinges, and after that the house began to disintegrate with remarkable speed. 
 
    Mary went to a solicitor in Clifden to arrange the sale of the property the following March. After a bit of research, it transpired that the title to the property had never been transferred from Gerry’s parents to him, and there was no title at all to the little dirt track leading down to the house. With the house in a poor state of repair, and with the legal complications, it was virtually unsaleable. 
 
    By this time Mary had got a job in a tech firm out in Ballybrit, and her mother was looking after the two kids during the day. She was popular in her new job and had several offers from the men folk to go out on dates, to dinner or to parties, but turned them all down. She was heartily sick of men by now and the damage they could do, so she remained a rather sad widow, focused on her job and the rearing of her two kids. She didn’t visit the old bog road ever again. 
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    Chapter One 
 
    Mary Drinan sat uncomfortably behind the small wooden desk in the room at the back of Tolan’s Pharmacy in Clifden. Mary was a large woman – too large for the desk, and too large for the small room in which she sat. It was called a private consulting room, but this was very much an exaggeration. It was more like a cupboard or a cell, with just a small window of frosted glass that had bars on the outside, a single bare light bulb, and barely room to open the door inwards. 
 
    The billet had been arranged for Mary by the Health Service Executive, who had decided in their wisdom to overhaul the Clifden Health Centre, a 1960s building located on the Galway road leading out of the town. So, this was temporary, but not nearly temporary enough for Mary’s liking. 
 
    Mary was the district nurse. She had been a nurse for almost thirty years, having gone into the profession straight after school at eighteen. In those days you didn’t need a degree to look after sick people, just three or four years working under an impossible ward sister, or worse still, a matron. 
 
    Mary’s clinics were held three mornings a week on Mondays, Wednesdays and Thursdays between half past ten and noon. Unfortunately, no one came in until well after eleven, often even half past, so she never got away on time, which annoyed her greatly. It was usually after one in the afternoon by the time she had finished seeing her last patient, or ‘client’ as she now had to call them, in case they might be stigmatized by use of the correct term. 
 
    In the afternoons Mary called on the sick or very elderly in the area. She responded to phone calls requesting her attendance, and had a regular schedule for the old and infirm even if they had not asked for a visit. 
 
    Clifden had a lot of older folks living round and about. There was very little employment to keep young people in the area, so after they had finished attending Clifden Community School, and had done their Leaving Certificate, most of the eighteen or nineteen-year-olds departed. Some went to university in Galway, or even further afield, well beyond the normal commuting distance. Clifden was left with mainly middle-aged people who ran the shops and bars, immigrants who worked cheaply in the summer months in the hotels and gift shops, and older people, many of whom lived alone in small, often forlorn houses dotted around the countryside. 
 
    Mary’s patch stretched from Cashel and Carna, through Roundstone and Ballyconneely, past Clifden and out to Leenaun, taking in Cleggan, Renvyle and Tully Cross along the way. It was a very extensive area but thankfully sparsely populated, except during the summer months of July and August when the area became thronged with tourists. It was at this time that many of the houses, locked up for the rest of the year, showed signs of life. These were the holiday homes enjoyed by the trades and professional people of Galway and even Dublin, who could afford to escape the madness of the city for a couple of weeks of peace and tranquillity amongst the beautiful scenery of Connemara. None of these transient dwellers featured on Mary’s list, for which she was eternally grateful, although being big hearted as she was, she would not have refused help to anyone who was in need should they come to her attention. 
 
    To manage this extensive territory, Mary had devised a series of route maps that she now knew by heart. Some days she would leave Clifden where she lived in a small terraced house down by the harbour, and travel south to Ballyconneely, then east to Roundstone, and then on around the small twisty but very scenic roads to Carna before heading along the N59, getting her back to Clifden around half past five or six in the afternoon. She had other routes going north out of Clifden towards Westport that allowed her to see her clients in that area, and her trips were arranged so that she visited each of her charges approximately once every three weeks. Fortnightly would have been better, she thought, but the pressure of the long drives and the clinics three days each week in Clifden simply did not afford her the time to increase the frequency of her visits. 
 
    On this particular day, it was a Wednesday, she remembered – as if she could ever possibly forget – her clinic finished late as usual at quarter past one, and by the time she had eaten a hearty lunch of soup, a ham sandwich made from home-baked wholemeal bread, and a generous slice of hot apple pie smothered in cream, it was two o’clock. Mary had made plans for just this situation. She had clients to see this week, but the timing would only allow her to visit two, or maybe three during the afternoon. She had that number on her list between Ballyconneely and Roundstone, so that’s where she would go. One old man in particular was overdue a visit, as she hadn’t seen him in the previous two weeks. 
 
    It was a pleasant enough day in Clifden that early April. There were patchy clouds in the sky, but they were very high up, and with the change in the light following the spring equinox, the place looked well, getting itself ready for the summer tourist season. Mary folded herself into her little twelve-year-old Toyota which, despite having enormous mileage on the clock, almost 200,000 miles, still carried her willingly across the boggy roads in all weathers. She had harboured thoughts of updating it, but the man who serviced the little car had said when she raised the prospect with him, “They don’t make them like this anymore. If I were you, I’d keep her till she stops. There’s plenty of life left in her yet.” And so, Mary persisted with the little car, and it hadn’t let her down. 
 
    Mary’s first house call that day was to Mrs Laverty. This woman was seventy-nine years old, and in generally quite good health for her age. But like all old people, she had some issues, and Mary called regularly to see that she was OK. On these visits Mary would check her blood pressure, check the fridge to see that the woman had something to eat, and see that she was taking her medication. 
 
    Mrs Laverty’s house was what was known in the district as second generation. The first generation of houses in Connemara were built in the nineteenth century, or before. They were made from stones carefully piled on top of one another, then the inside was covered in a mud with reeds in it, like a sort of rough plaster. They invariably had just two rooms, one on either side of the entrance, and a clay floor. At one end, a chimney was built, with a huge open fire that was used for heat, cooking, and boiling water. Of course, these houses had no electricity, so oil lamps and candles were used for light, and all the cooking was done on the open turf fire. The roof was always thatched, which worked quite well to keep out the strong westerly winds and driving rain during the harsh winters. Entire families had been reared in these humble properties, but few remained standing, and those that did were now generally given over to providing shelter for animals between November and April each year. 
 
    By the mid-1950s, the devastating poverty that characterized the region had begun to abate. Government grants were beginning to appear, and with the inflow of funds people began to build better houses. They didn’t have the insulation that we see today, but they were built of blocks on proper foundations with slate or tiled roofs, a great improvement on what had gone before. Some of the later ones even had rudimentary central heating, using a boiler at the back of the fire in the main room to heat and circulate hot water into a few radiators. When these houses started to appear, you would often see the old abandoned house left alongside the newer one. 
 
    Noreen Laverty’s house was one of these and, true to form, the old abandoned thatched cottage, now in ruins, was standing about thirty metres away on the rocky site. 
 
    Mary scrambled out of the Toyota to open the five-bar gate that separated the Laverty property from the road. She drove through, and then not wanting to leave it open behind her, struggled out again to close it. She bumped cautiously over the rocky gravel track to the front of the small cottage, and before she had struggled from the car for the third time, Noreen appeared at the front door. 
 
    Noreen insisted that Mary should have a cup of tea and a slice of freshly baked cake. This was a common practice among Mary’s clients, and was, at least in part, responsible for Mary’s considerable girth. She yielded, protesting, to Noreen’s insistence, and while the tea and cake were being prepared, Mary checked the plastic container that was set out in segments for each of the thirty-one days in the month to see that Noreen had been taking her pills, and that there was sufficient supply to last to the end of April. As Noreen opened the fridge to get out the milk, she observed that it appeared to be reasonably well stocked. 
 
    After the tea, and a chat about current affairs, and how the government was basically useless and should be doing a lot more for the people of the west, Mary gently extricated herself, promising as always to call again before the end of the month. 
 
    Although she had a schedule to keep, Mary was always conscious that she might be the only living soul that these people set eyes on from one end of the week to the other. Many of her clients no longer drove their own cars, and the bus service on these back roads was notoriously patchy, so often they had to rely on the kindness of neighbours to get into Clifden to buy provisions, or go to the chemist. There were some organized activities laid on every few weeks or so, but this hardly amounted to a dizzy social life. 
 
    By the time Mary got to her last house call of the day, she was feeling quite exhausted, and very full of tea and cake. 
 
    Her last call on this particular route was an old timer by the name of Paddy O’Shaughnessy. Paddy, a difficult man at the best of times, lived in another second-generation cottage on the mountain side of the Clifden road, quite close to Ballyconneely. To get to the house Mary turned off at the sign for the Alcock and Brown memorial at Derrygimlagh, and followed the road for about 700 metres, before turning onto the rocky track that led down into a hollow where Paddy’s house sat. 
 
    Paddy’s house, like himself, was dour and weather-beaten. It had once been painted white, but the rain had washed most of the paint away, so it was now a dirty grey streaky mess. Outside was untidy too. An old rusting Ford van that hadn’t gone anywhere for many years lay abandoned at the side of the house, its tyres deflated, and one of the two rear doors hanging off its hinges. Empty plastic bags blew around in the breeze, and various old bits of rusty agricultural machinery completed the picture of neglect and decay. 
 
    She knocked on the dark green front door of the house. There was no reply, which she found odd as it was just about tea time, and the Angelus, followed by the television news, avidly watched by anyone over fifty, would be coming on in a few minutes. 
 
    Mary knocked again, louder this time, and called out Paddy’s name, but still there was no response. 
 
    The third time she knocked, she called out, “Mr O’Shaughnessy, are you there?” But still nothing. 
 
    She started to have an uneasy feeling. It had been over two weeks since she had been here, and anything could have happened in the meantime. Paddy wasn’t in bad health, but he could easily have fallen, or had a stroke. She needed to get inside the house. 
 
    She went to the front window and, shielding her eyes from the glare of the light, peered into the darkness. Inside was too dark for her to see anything at all, but she could observe that there was no light on, nor was the television lighting up the room. 
 
    Mary went around to the back of the house, picking her way carefully through the junk, and giving the old van a wide berth. She noticed at once that the back door was ajar, not wide enough to squeeze in through, not for Mary at least, but not closed either. Mary forced the door open a bit wider. It scraped along the concrete and begrudgingly parted enough to let her in. 
 
    Mary was met with a swarm of bluebottle flies, disturbed by the noise, and the sudden brightness afforded by the open door. She was also hit with the appalling stench of rotting flesh. Paddy O’Shaughnessy was home all right. There he was sitting in the 1960s armchair with bare oak arms. He was in his usual brown suit and striped shirt with no tie, but his exposed hands and face were almost black, and his body had collapsed inwards into the chair. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    When Mary got over the initial shock of finding one of her patients dead in his own house, she realised that she needed to call for help. There was no signal on her mobile phone, so she left the house again by the same route through which she had entered, got into her car, and drove back up along the rocky, uneven track to higher ground. There she was relieved to find that her phone now had three bars of reception. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Sergeant Séan Mulholland was alone in the Garda station in Clifden. At twenty past six, he was getting ready to call it a day, and was collecting up the open files from his desk to lock them away for the night. He should, by rights, keep the station open till eight o’clock, but at this time of year there was little doing, so he usually closed up around half past six and made his way across to Cusheen’s Bar for a few pints and a quiet read of the paper before heading home to his own bachelor cottage on the Sky Road. 
 
    When the phone rang, he cursed under his breath. 
 
    “Typical,” he said to himself, “not a peep all day, and just when you’re getting ready to go…” 
 
    “Clifden Garda,” he said rather curtly as he answered the call. 
 
    “Séan, is that you?” Mary asked. 
 
    “Sure, of course it is, who else would it be? Who’s calling?” 
 
    “It’s Mary Drinan, Séan. Look, I’m out at Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s place near the monument. God, I’m calling after finding him dead in his arm chair. It’s awful. Can you send someone out?” Mary said. 
 
    They had often had to deal with unpleasant situations together as the elderly from around Clifden passed over. He had a healthy respect for the woman who dealt with such matters professionally, while expressing genuine sympathy and compassion for any relatives remaining. 
 
    “God, Mary, that’s dreadful. I’m on my own here today, but I’ll come out myself. Has he been gone long, do you think?” 
 
    “I’m afraid he has. He’s not in good shape at all, and it’s partly my fault. I should have called in on him last week, but I was too busy,” she said, becoming a little tearful. 
 
    “Now don’t say that, Mary,” Mulholland said, “wasn’t he eighty or more? His time had come. Look, I’ll give the ambulance a call and we’ll be out as soon as we can. Oh, and, Mary, don’t go back into the house. Wait till we get there.” 
 
    Mulholland called the ambulance station which was just down the road and spoke to the man on duty. He arranged for an ambulance to follow him out to Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s house, adding that there was no need to rush. Paddy was beyond medical help at this stage. 
 
    Mulholland drove his black Saab on out past the secondary school and past the narrow bridge where the smoked salmon factory stood, on his way to Ballyconneely. The ambulance followed closely behind, its blue lights off. As they approached the sharp left-hand turn for the Alcock and Brown Memorial, Mulholland pulled over and waved the ambulance on, knowing that there wouldn’t be a lot of room in front of O’Shaughnessy’s house, and the ambulance would need to get in close to remove the body. 
 
    Mulholland pulled in behind the ambulance and got out of his car. He walked over to where Mary Drinan was standing. 
 
    “Hello Mary. God, this is sad. Are you OK?” asked Mulholland, putting on his peaked cap so that he felt more official. 
 
    “Hello Séan. He’s in a bad way, poor soul. Do you mind if I don’t go back in?” 
 
    “No, you’re grand. You stay here. We’ll see what’s to be done,” Mulholland said, telling the two paramedics to go inside by the back door. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Inside the cottage, which was still decidedly whiffy, the two paramedics examined the remains of Paddy O’Shaughnessy, while Mulholland looked around the parlour. He saw that the television wasn’t switched on, and made a mental note to ask Mary if she had turned it off when she arrived, and if she had moved the remote control from Paddy’s chair to the kitchen table where it now rested. 
 
    “Jesus!” exclaimed one of the paramedics loudly, recoiling from the lifeless form of the dead man. 
 
    “Oh my God,” the other said. 
 
    “What’s wrong with ye?” Mulholland asked. “Have ye not seen a dead body before?” 
 
    “You’d better come and see for yourself, Sergeant,” the older of the two said. 
 
    Séan Mulholland was not one for dead bodies, especially if they had been dead a while and were partly decomposed. Nevertheless, he crossed the room and bent down to where the ambulance man was pointing with his pen. 
 
    “Look here,” he said, “and here,” pointing to Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s emaciated wrists. “He’s been tied to the chair with plastic tie wraps. And his ankles are the same, they’re bound to the front chair legs. This poor old man didn’t die peacefully in front of the fire, that’s for sure!” the paramedic said. 
 
    “Good God in heaven!” Mulholland exclaimed. “Don’t touch him now. You can’t move him. I don’t know what’s happened here, but I’ll have to get help. Can you stay a while if I go and call this in to Galway?” 
 
    “We can, but not long. We’re on duty, and there’s only Séamus back at the station, and we could be needed.” 
 
    “I’ll be as quick as I can. Be sure not to touch anything. Best you wait in the ambulance, if that’s OK?” Mulholland said, leaving by the stiff back door to drive up to the road where his mobile phone would work. 
 
    Outside, Mary was standing by his car. 
 
    “Look, Mary, this isn’t straightforward, I’m afraid. I’m sorry to tell you this, but the paramedics discovered that Paddy had been bound to his chair,” he said, shaking his head as if he couldn’t quite believe it himself. 
 
    “Bound. How do you mean?” she asked, frowning. 
 
    “There are plastic cable ties around his wrists and ankles. I don’t think Paddy just passed away. There’s more to it. I’ll have to call in the team from Galway now. Can you bide a while till they get here? They’ll need to get your statement.” 
 
    “Dear God in heaven, what happened to the poor man? I don’t understand,” Mary said, her eyes now filled with tears that ran down her cheeks. 
 
    “Neither do I, but we’ll get to the bottom of it, don’t worry. And you have nothing to blame yourself for, it’s not your doing. I’ll be back in a few minutes, I have to call Galway now. Sit in, if you like.” 
 
    Mary sat in Mulholland’s car. She didn’t want to be left alone with her thoughts at this terrible time, and of course she felt guilty – so very guilty. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Inspector Mick Hays was almost home when his mobile phone began to ring. He had it linked by Bluetooth to his car’s music system, so he was able to answer it hands free. 
 
    He had left Galway Garda station about twenty minutes previously having spent quite a boring day catching up on emails and paperwork following his recent week off. 
 
    Hays had a brother who lived and worked in Horsham in the south of England. He had gone to England in the 1980s when Ireland was in the grip of one of its regular recessions. With a good degree from Galway University, he had found work easily in the United Kingdom, and was now a senior manager in Royal Sun Alliance, the biggest employer in the town. Along the way he had met and married Sara, a lovely English rose, and they now had two children, a boy and a girl, the classic British nuclear family. 
 
    Hays had spent a very enjoyable week as their guest. His brother Aidan had taken the week off too, and the group had spent the time travelling around the south of England, visiting Brighton, Arundel Castle, Glynde Palace, Chartwell, the family home of Winston Churchill, and of course some of the finest pubs and restaurants that England could offer. The weather had been kind, as it often is in this part of England, and Hays had thoroughly enjoyed the week, leaving behind the pressure of the job and catching up on old times with Aidan over pints of locally brewed craft beer in the Dog and Bacon, conveniently located just at the end of Collingwood Road where Aidan’s four bedroomed detached house was to be found. 
 
    Hays’ Bluetooth set-up identified the caller as Séan Mulholland, so he knew at once that something serious was up. 
 
    “Hello Séan. What can I do for you on this fine spring evening?” 
 
    “Mick? We have a situation out here near Clifden.” Mulholland went on to describe what he termed a ‘suspicious death’. Having heard the details, Hays had to agree that it certainly sounded suspicious, and told the sergeant that he was on his way, and not to let anyone touch anything till he arrived. 
 
    Swinging the car around, Hays put on his blue lights and siren, in an attempt to scythe his way through the notorious evening traffic in Galway, and headed west. 
 
    As he raced down the back streets bordering the Shantalla area, and intercepted the Séamus Quirke Road heading for Newcastle and the N59, he made several calls on the phone. 
 
    The first was to Detective Sergeant Maureen Lyons, his very able, if somewhat cheeky, assistant in the Galway Detective Unit. Lyons didn’t answer, so when it went to voicemail, he left a short but unambiguous message, “Maureen, call me when you get this.” 
 
    The second call was to Dr Julian Dodd, the pathologist attached to Galway Regional Hospital. Here he had more luck, though it’s fair to say Dodd wasn’t exactly delighted to hear from Hays. He rarely called with good news. He asked Dodd to meet him out at O’Shaughnessy’s house as soon as possible, and for once Dodd didn’t complain, as Wednesday was his wife’s bridge night and he would have nothing better to do in any case. 
 
    The sirens and blue flashing lights did quite a good job of parting the traffic in front of him, until that is, he reached Moycullen. There was a steady stream of traffic coming against him, and an old lady in a Nissan Micra in front of him who steadfastly refused to let him pass. He flashed his lights and blew the horn, but still she wouldn’t budge, until eventually she turned off to the left allowing Hays to pick up speed again. 
 
    His third phone call had been to Detective Garda Eamon Flynn. As he couldn’t reach Lyons, he would have to settle for Flynn as his bagman on this occasion. Flynn was still in the station and was quite pleased to get a call from the boss telling him to attend the scene of a suspicious death, even if it was in the back of beyond. 
 
    By half past seven the entire entourage had turned up and poor Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s property was festooned with vehicles as it had never been before. 
 
    Hays gathered the group together. He firstly asked Flynn to take a statement from the nurse, and then let her away home, as she was clearly distressed. Before he dispatched her, he asked if the dead man had any relatives living in the area, but Mary knew of none. Next, he asked Mulholland to get a statement from the senior ambulance crew member. Meanwhile Hays himself, the pathologist, and the other ambulance man, all wearing plastic gloves, white paper scene of crime suits, and carrying a body bag, went back into the house. 
 
    The first thing that Hays did was to go and open the front door so that access to the house could be made easier. 
 
    The doctor and the ambulance man focused on the body of the old man. Dodd examined the head, hands, ankles and all of the exposed blackening skin. Before anything was allowed to be disturbed, Hays took dozens of photographs on his mobile phone, the flash of the camera lighting up the inside of the house momentarily with an eerie blue-white light as each frame was captured. 
 
    As he moved around the house, Hays could see that the place appeared to have been thoroughly searched. It was not ransacked, in fact far from it. But Hays could see that the patterns of dust that an open turf fire inevitably leaves in a small house, had been disturbed. Books had distinct ash lines contrasting with clean areas; jam jars had been moved, leaving a circle of clean surface where they had previously been placed. Hays concluded that the whole house had been thoroughly gone over, but not in a reckless way. 
 
    Eventually, the doctor signalled to the paramedics to cut the tie wraps away, putting them into an evidence bag. 
 
    Moving carefully, the body of Paddy O’Shaughnessy was gently lowered into a body bag, which by now was sitting on a light weight stretcher. The black plastic bag was zipped up, and the second paramedic was summoned to carry the load out of the house and into the ambulance. A few minutes later the bright yellow and green vehicle left the site, swaying and bouncing back up the rocky track, heading for the mortuary in Galway. 
 
    “Any initial observations, Doc?” Hays asked Dodd. 
 
    “A few. But I’m not saying much till I’ve examined the body thoroughly tomorrow,” the doctor responded. 
 
    “What can you say then?” said Hays, a little impatiently. 
 
    “I can say that the man was quite badly treated as he sat tethered in his favourite armchair. He’s been hit around the head quite badly, and there appear to be cigarette burns on the back of his hands,” the doctor reported. 
 
    “So, it’s a racing certainty that he didn’t die of natural causes then,” Hays said. 
 
    “Sometimes, Inspector, your powers of detection amaze me. I can’t disagree with you on that one, unless you can show me how a man can bind his arms and legs to a chair, and then hit himself repeatedly around the head and apply a lighted cigarette to the back of his hands. Oh, and by the way, he wasn’t a smoker,” he added. 
 
    “No, I gathered that. There’s no sign of any smoking material round and about.” 
 
    “What about time of death?” Hays said. 
 
    The doctor gave Hays a sardonic look before saying, “Sometime between the last time he was seen alive and today, I imagine.” 
 
    “Just asking, Doc, just asking.” 
 
    Outside the house, Flynn had finished taking statements, and had asked the ambulance men to come in to the Garda station in Clifden the following morning to read and sign them. 
 
    With the body of Paddy O’Shaughnessy now on its way to Galway, Julian Dodd packed up the few tools of his gruesome trade, removed his vinyl gloves, and prepared to leave. 
 
    “Ten o’clock tomorrow OK then for the preliminary PM?” he asked Hays. 
 
    “Could you leave it till two o’clock, Doctor? I’ll need to come back out here in the morning for an hour or so with the forensic team, but I should be back in the city by two.” 
 
    “Fine, two o’clock it is, see you then,” the doctor replied, heading for his car. 
 
    Hays then turned to Eamon Flynn and said, “I’m sorry to do this to you, Eamon, but I need you to stay on point overnight here. You can go into Clifden now and have something to eat, get some supplies. I’ll wait here till you get back. OK?” 
 
    “Yes, OK, boss. I guess someone has to do it,” Flynn replied. 
 
    Hays spent the hour that Flynn was away having a really good look around the cottage, both outside and in. There was no point looking for tyre tracks – all the vehicles that had come and gone since the nurse had found the body made sure of that. 
 
    Hays went slowly around the place, putting scenarios together in his head. How many assailants had assisted Paddy on his way to the next world? What could possibly be the motive for killing an old, solitary man in this way? What was being searched for in the house while Paddy sat immobilized in his favourite armchair? 
 
    When Flynn returned he was well provisioned with a wrapped sandwich, two chocolate bars, and a large bottle of Ballygowan fizzy water. 
 
    “Breakfast,” he simply said when he observed Hays casting an eye over his supplies. 
 
    “What time do you reckon you’ll get here in the morning, boss?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “Early. I’ll try and get the boys moving by eight, so we should be here around nine. Before you settle down for the night of undisturbed slumber in the comfort of your car, make sure to secure the house and put lots of tape up, won’t you?” Hays instructed. 
 
    “I can’t stay in there then, boss?” 
 
    “No, ’fraid not. We can’t afford any more contamination of the scene before the forensic boys have a good go over it. This looks like a pretty nasty murder to me.” 
 
    Hays said goodnight to the young detective and drove back up the rocky track towards the road. The light was fading fast now, and he put on his headlights, but still managed to catch the underside of his car on some protruding rocks. 
 
    As he approached the road on higher ground his phone beeped several times. At the top of the track Hays pulled the car over. He had two missed calls from Maureen Lyons, one timed at just after eight o’clock in the evening and a second one just a few minutes ago. 
 
    Hays rang Maureen back. 
 
    “Hi boss,” she said, “I’ve been trying to call you. What’s up?” 
 
    “I had no signal there for a while,” he replied. “I’m out at Derrygimlagh, near Clifden for a change. It’s a long story. Would you mind if I called in when I get back to town? I don’t want to say too much over the phone.” 
 
    “Sounds intriguing. Sure, drop in. How long do you reckon you’ll be?” she asked. 
 
    “About an hour and a half or so. See you then,” he said, and hung up. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    When Mick Hays had left the scene, Flynn did his best to get comfortable for the night. He sat into the passenger’s seat of his car and reclined it as far as it would go in an attempt to lie out flat. He turned on the radio but discovered that the only station that he could pick up in this location was BBC Radio 4 on long wave. It was in the middle of a news programme blathering on about British politics in which Flynn had no interest whatever. Try as he might to get something he could actually listen to, nothing came through. 
 
    A steady south westerly wind was blowing in from the Atlantic across Connemara that night. The wind had scooped up tons of water vapour as it crossed the sea, and as soon as it found landfall, the ground pushed up the clouds to the point where the water vapour condensed into rain, which fell back upon the land in fierce waves, driven by the brisk wind. 
 
    In Flynn’s car, the rain sounded like small pebbles hitting the roof, the windscreen and the side windows. And of course, as the rain fell it cooled the air, so it wasn’t long before Flynn began to feel decidedly chilly. 
 
    “Feck this,” he said to himself. 
 
    He got out of the car and ran with his torch to the back of the cottage, squeezing through the back door which scraped across the flags as he pushed it further open. 
 
    Using his torch, he entered the old man’s bedroom. The room was small, and very sparsely furnished. The bed, an old iron and brass number straight out of the 1950s, occupied the centre of the room with its head to the side wall of the cottage. To Flynn’s right was a small brown wardrobe with a mirrored door. Beside the bed was a brown wooden night stand with an opening that made a shelf just under the top, and a small door that made the lower part into a cupboard. The top of the night stand was badly stained with cup rings where wet or hot cups had been placed upon it over the years. 
 
    The bed was made. It appeared that the duvet had not arrived in Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s lifestyle as yet, for the bed was covered in an old wine-coloured eiderdown, beneath which two heavy woollen blankets made up the rest of the arrangement. A pair of cotton sheets, quite grey in colour, and a well-used single pillow completed the picture. 
 
    The eiderdown was too small to be of any use to Flynn, so putting his torch down on the night stand, he started to pull the top blanket off the bed. The bed had been well made, and the blanket was tucked in tightly under the thin horse-hair mattress. Flynn heaved at the cream-coloured blanket and managed to pull it free. As he did so, a small sheaf of papers came out from under the mattress and fell face down at his feet. 
 
    Flynn bent down to pick up the papers but stopped himself before he had touched anything. He felt it better not to contaminate the scene any further, in case it might interfere with evidence that would be needed later. He gathered the blanket up in his arms, collected his torch and dashed back through the driving rain to his car. 
 
    Flynn settled into a most uncomfortable night’s sleep. He had tucked the blanket in around his body as best he could, but had kept it well away from his face, as the blanket frankly didn’t smell too good. Eventually the rain eased off, and the wind died down to a murmur. At around two o’clock the moon appeared casting an eerie light on the surroundings. Flynn finally fell into a restless sleep. 
 
    It was just around five in the morning when Flynn’s nightmare started. He dreamt he was in a huge field of golden wheat. But the crop had caught fire, and the flames were now advancing in his direction. He ran for his life, but no matter how hard he ran, the smoke and flames were getting closer, and he felt he would surely be roasted alive. Just before the flames, now raging high up into the clouds and blocking out the sun, caught him, there were two loud cracks that woke him, terrified, from the dream. 
 
    What Flynn saw when he shook himself awake put the fear of God into him. Not thirty metres away, O’Shaughnessy’s cottage was ablaze. Smoke and flames poured from the two windows either side of the front door. The door itself was blistering in the heat, with flames starting to lick underneath it. The slated roof had caught too, sagging dangerously at the end over the parlour. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” he shouted to no one, “what the fuck is going on?” 
 
    He disentangled himself from the blanket which seemed to have encapsulated his entire body, and struggled out of the passenger’s side door. Pushed back by the smoke and heat coming from the burning house, he ran around the back of the car and got in the driver’s side. He started the car and reversed at speed until he was a safe distance away from the inferno. He tried his mobile phone, but of course there was no signal, so, in a fury, he drove the car back up the rocky track till he found two bars of reception. 
 
    Clifden fire brigade sprang into action when they received Flynn’s 999 call. The night man summoned a crew of four, and within half an hour they had arrived at the cottage which by now had largely burnt itself out. The four walls still stood, and some of the roof trusses, now blackened, charred and smouldering, were still holding on. Largely it was mostly the pale blue smoke of charcoal and a few stubborn pockets of flame that met the crew as they used the tank in the fire tender to douse what was left of the house. 
 
    “I thought you were supposed to be watching the place,” said the lead fireman to Flynn. Flynn replied rather sheepishly, “Don’t you start. I’m in enough trouble as it is. Any idea what started it?” 
 
    “Not sure. You weren’t by any chance sitting by the fire in there and fell asleep, were you?” the fireman asked. 
 
    “No, I bloody wasn’t! I was in the fecking car. In there’s a crime scene – or was more like it.” 
 
    “One of the lads says he thought he got a whiff of petrol round near the back door, but we’d need to do a proper examination to be sure when it’s all cooled down.” 
 
    “There’s a full Garda forensic team due out here at nine o’clock. They’ll find whatever caused it, I’m sure,” Flynn said. 
 
    “One less job for us to do. I’ll start packing up. Are you going to call this in then?” the fireman asked. 
 
    “Jaysus, I’m not looking forward to that,” Flynn replied, walking back towards his car. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Hays arrived at Maureen Lyons’ house down by the river in Galway at just after half past ten. The drive in from Connemara was tiring, and at various stages he had to slow right down, the visibility was so poor. Hays was conscious that there were often sheep loose on the road out that way, and if you hit one with your car, it led to hours of delay while you went off to find the owner and then haggled over the price of the beast. Most people wouldn’t bother, but Hays wasn’t like that. 
 
    Lyons let him in on the first ring of the doorbell. She lived in a small terraced house that had been divided into two flats, and hers was on the upper floor. Although it was small, with the kitchen, diner and lounge all in one room to the front, Maureen had it nicely done out. 
 
    “God, you look worn out,” she said when he had taken off his coat and settled on the sofa. 
 
    “Can I get you something?” 
 
    “A drop of whiskey would be great, if you have it,” he said. 
 
    “Sure, water, ice?” 
 
    “No, just as it comes. Thanks.” 
 
    Hays explained the events of the evening in as much detail as he could remember. Lyons apologized for not being able to take his calls. One of the civilian workers from the station was leaving to go on a world hiking tour with her boyfriend, and a few of the people from the office had gone to Doherty’s after work to give her a send-off. 
 
    Hays reassured her that there was no need to apologize, and finished the story. They both got some amusement from the fact that their colleague Eamon Flynn had been left out in Derrygimlagh to guard the house. 
 
    When Hays had finished relating the events of the evening, he asked Lyons, “Any initial thoughts?” 
 
    “It’s a difficult one. I can’t see what anyone would have to gain from killing an old guy like that. And it’s not exactly an easy place to find, so I’m sorry, so far nothing springs to mind.” 
 
    They talked on for a while longer. The whiskey and the long day had started to get to Hays, prompting Lyons to say, “You look exhausted. You’d better stay over, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Thanks, I’d like that, but I’m afraid it will just be company tonight. I’m all in.” 
 
    “But of course,” she said, smiling, and winking at her boss. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays’ iPhone started jumping up and down on the night stand on his side of Maureen’s double bed. Hays woke, and picked up the phone, seeing that it was quarter to six in the morning, and the caller was none other than the beleaguered night watchman, Eamon Flynn. 
 
    “Yes, Eamon, what the fuck is wrong?” he croaked into the phone. 
 
    “Jesus, boss, it’s bad. The fecking place is burnt to the ground.” Flynn went on to describe the events of the past hour that had seen Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s house reduced to ashes. 
 
    Hays was out of the bed now, scrambling for his underpants as he continued to listen and talk to Eamon Flynn. 
 
    “Stay there. I’ll be out as soon as I can, and I’ll try to get Sergeant Lyons out too. Can you make sure the firemen are still there? I’ll need to talk to them. Oh, and Eamon, are you OK?” 
 
    By this time Maureen Lyons had tuned in to the conversation, and was putting on her own clothes in a hurry. 
 
    * * * 
 
    As they drove out at speed with no traffic at all at that early hour, the daylight was breaking through. 
 
    “What do you make of it?” Hays asked as they passed Moycullen. 
 
    “Hard to say till we see the place. This whole thing is kinda weird. I mean what could an old guy like that have that was worth killing him for? And how the hell did it burn down, unless Flynn was playing silly buggers with a box of matches!” 
 
    “I don’t think so. He said he was asleep in the car when the fire broke out, and I’m inclined to believe him.” 
 
    When they reached Derrygimlagh they could hardly believe what they saw. What had been a rather modest and run-down cottage was now gone. Instead, four grey walls streaked with soot stood with charred rafters reaching upwards towards the early morning sky. The smell of burning pervaded the air, and pools of dirty black sooty water lay around where the fire crew had sprayed the burning hulk. Flynn’s car was parked about twenty-five metres away from the house, and a red Volkswagen Passat with FIRE written in large white letters on the door was standing nearby. 
 
    Hays stopped their car and they both got out. 
 
    “Jesus, Eamon, what a mess. How the hell did this happen?” 
 
    Flynn went back over the story, including where he went into the house and took the blanket from the old man’s bed, and how some papers had fallen on the floor. Hays felt that Flynn’s story was genuine, although he was still shocked at how this could have happened with him parked just feet away. 
 
    Lyons had introduced herself to the fire officer who told her his name was Paul Staveley. He explained that they had to send the fire tender back to Clifden in case it was needed, but he could stay on for a while if he could be of any help. He walked Lyons to the back of the old house and pointed to what was left of the back door – basically a couple of charred boards hanging off their hinges. 
 
    “I’m fairly certain it was arson,” Staveley said, “there are some patches of what I believe to be petrol here and there, and there’s some more spilled on the grass going up the bank behind the house.” 
 
    “How certain can you be?” 
 
    “I’ve seen enough of these in my time, Sergeant. Of course, your forensic team will be able to confirm it when they get here.” 
 
    On the way out in the car, Lyons had called the station in Galway and asked that the forensic team be hurried along, given the new situation. She was assured that they would be mobilized as soon as possible, and would be there before nine o’clock. 
 
    Hays was still talking to Eamon Flynn. 
 
    “Do you need to go home and get some sleep?” he asked. 
 
    “No. I couldn’t sleep now anyway. What do you need me to do, boss?” Flynn replied. 
 
    “OK. This whole thing is a mess. There’s more to it than it looks. Can you get yourself into Clifden? Get some breakfast, and then get Mulholland out of bed. Ask him to lend us Jim Dolan. Then I want the two of you to comb out every shop, pub, chemist, and as many private houses as you can cover. I want to build a profile of Paddy O’Shaughnessy. And then get your arse back into Galway for a full briefing at five o’clock. OK?” 
 
    Lyons got contact details for Paul Staveley, thanked him for his input, and for waiting till they got there, and said he could go. Then the two detectives got back into Hays’ car. 
 
    “The fire guy reckons it was definitely arson. He says there are traces of petrol on the grass behind the house, and in the house near the back door. He seems to think the arsonists came down the bank at the back, and they spilled some as they approached. Even if Eamon had been awake, he probably wouldn’t have seen them.” 
 
    “OK. Let’s drive up to the monument and see if we can find out how they got here.” 
 
    Hays drove back up the rocky track to the road, and instead of turning right, he turned left up towards the monument itself. The road looped around to the left, and soon they found that they were looking down on the back of O’Shaughnessy’s house from above. Hays stopped the car in the middle of the road and got out. 
 
    “If I was using this approach to the house, I’d pull my car well in to the side of the road just about twenty metres on from here in case another vehicle came past,” Hays said. 
 
    “Let’s see if we can see any traces at the side of the road. I think I can see where the grass has been trodden on leading down to the house. Stay on the road though, we don’t want to contaminate any evidence.” 
 
    The edge of the road was covered in loose limestone chips, and then it bled away into the tufty, boggy grass and reeds. There was no kerb as such, and it was clear to see that there had indeed been a vehicle here recently, and that it had left tracks in the mud. 
 
    “When forensics get here, bring them up to look at this. In the meantime, I’ll tape off the road,” Hays said. 
 
    The forensic folks arrived on time at nine o’clock. There were three of them, led by a short girl with shoulder-length mousey-coloured hair, tied back in a ponytail. 
 
    “Hi Sinéad. Sorry to interrupt your beauty sleep, but we’ve got a right puzzle on here for you,” Hays said to her as she climbed down out of the unmarked 4x4. 
 
    “Nothing new there then! Why can’t you arrange these crime scenes a bit nearer the city, Mick? You know I’m allergic to fresh air, and where’s the nearest coffee shop?” Sinéad quipped. 
 
    “That’s OK then. The whole place stinks anyway, so you should feel quite at home! How many white suits have you got with you?” 
 
    “Just the three of us. If you wake any more of them up at dawn, they spontaneously combust!” 
 
    “Ouch!” 
 
    “Sorry, bad joke.” 
 
    “Can you get someone up on the road behind the house? There’s some possible tyre tracks up there and maybe more. Maureen will show you the exact spot,” Hays said. 
 
    “Trying to take my job now are ye, ye blaggard, Mick Hays? OK. I’ll get Simon onto that. He’s good with rubber!” Sinéad smirked. 
 
    The forensic team, all suited up in white paper suits with face masks, started to work on the site. They bagged up small morsels of potential evidence from both outside and inside the house. 
 
    Lyons had gone off with Simon to deal with the tyre tracks further up the road when Sinéad came over to Hays who was standing off, leaning against his car. She was holding out a plastic evidence bag with some singed pieces of white paper inside. 
 
    “You might want to have a look at these,” she said, holding it out in front of her. “Don’t open it, but you can see through the bag there’s the corner off what looks like a bank statement, and some kind of advertising pamphlet. They’re badly singed, but we may be able to get something off them.” 
 
    “Nice. Can I keep them?” he asked. 
 
    “For the moment, but if you’re handling it use plastic gloves, there may be still something useful on the paper.” 
 
    At half past ten, with the forensic team going about their painstaking, methodical work, Hays and Lyons set off again for Galway. As neither of them had had any breakfast, they were both famished, and stopped at Keogh’s in Ballyconneely for a cooked breakfast and lots of coffee. As they sat there over their second cup, Hays said, “When we get back to Mill Street, can you see about setting up an incident room? Dodd is doing the PM on the old guy at two o’clock. See if you can delegate so you can come along.” 
 
    “Sure, boss,” Lyons replied. 
 
    “Oh, and set up a team briefing for five o’clock too,” he added. 
 
    There was still very little traffic about as they drove back through Oughterard and Moycullen. The Newcastle road was slow as usual, but they were back at the station by midday, and Lyons set about organizing the incident room on the third floor of the station. 
 
    There were currently rumours circulating that the government had approved the construction of a new regional headquarters for Galway that would house the major crime teams and an armed response unit, as well as the main detective unit, leaving Mill Street as the central public office for the city. For the moment though, all these functions were squeezed into the old 1980s building, so space was at a premium. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Dr Julian Dodd had started work on the emaciated corpse of Paddy O’Shaughnessy when the two detectives arrived for the post mortem. The body had already been cut open in the familiar ‘Y’ style, and the major organs were being removed and weighed before being preserved in large glass jars. 
 
    Lyons felt distinctly queasy at the sight of the poor man who had obviously been dead for quite some time before being found by Nurse Drinan. Her unease was not helped by the strong smell of disinfectant struggling to cope with the putrefaction being given off by the body on the shiny aluminium slab. As usual, Dodd had equipped himself with two assistant pathologists, along to learn the trade and benefit from his self-appraised infinite wisdom. 
 
    “No doubt you want me to solve the case for you as usual, Mick?” Dodd said as he moved around the table, followed eagerly by a female student who was much too interested in the proceedings for Hays’ liking. 
 
    “Just tell us what you know, Doc. We’ll let you solve it for us later,” Hays replied. 
 
    “A gentleman in his late seventies or early eighties. Generally in good health, apart from the obvious. Meagrely but fairly well nourished with good muscle tone for his age. I’d say he walked a good bit. No sign of any serious arthritis which is unusual given his living conditions; a non-smoker, or at least he hasn’t smoked for over twenty years. He took a drink, but not to excess. His liver is, or was, in good order,” Dodd said in a slightly haughty manner. “Now to the bits that will interest you two. He died about ten days ago. It’s terribly difficult to be any way accurate in these cases. But I’ve looked at the ambient day and night temperatures for the area for the last two weeks, and plotted these against the degree of decay, and give or take a day or two either way, I’d say ten days is about right. 
 
    “Initially I thought he had just passed away, but that’s not the case. There’s blunt force trauma damage to the left side of his head that caused quite a severe internal bleed. I’d say the poor old man died from a stroke a few minutes after that was administered, it was pretty forceful. 
 
    “Oh, and as you know, his hands and feet were bound to the chair where he was found. Apart from being very unusual, we can tell a little from the bindings that were still present.” 
 
    Dodd signalled to the junior assistant, a young female student with surprisingly ruddy cheeks given the circumstances. The girl went to the side table and brought forward a plastic evidence bag containing four plastic tie wraps. She gave the bag to Lyons. 
 
    “I suppose they just look like any old tie wraps to you, Maureen,” Dodd said, teasing the sergeant, “but they’re not. These are branded ones, and for once they’re not from China. These were made in the USA and are a brand favoured by those who dabble in computers, or should I say I.T. as we’re supposed to call it these days,” Dodd said. 
 
    “Any particular type of computer?” she asked. 
 
    “I haven’t a clue. That’s what we employ detectives for, so over to you on that one,” he replied. The young assistant couldn’t help but stifle a giggle at the way Dodd had dismissed the woman. She had been dismissed in the same way many times by the good doctor and was glad that his sarcasm had been sent in a different direction on this occasion. 
 
    “Anything further, Doc?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Nothing more for now. There’s no prints on the tie wraps, or any DNA that is useable. I’ll file them under ‘G’ for gruesome murders,” he said. “I’ll have a full report to you by tomorrow evening.” He returned to his unenviable task, the Dr Dodd show being over for the moment. 
 
    Hays and Lyons left the pathology suite glad that they hadn’t had a big lunch before the post mortem. 
 
    “What I can’t figure out is ‘why’?” he said. “What’s the motive? In these cases of remote solo dwellers being assaulted, it’s nearly always robbery. But this poor devil didn’t seem to have anything worth taking, not that we know of anyway.” 
 
    “He might have had a pile of cash hidden in a biscuit tin, I suppose,” Lyons said. 
 
    “I doubt it. And if so, where’s the tin? They never take it with them. Plus, he had thirty euro in his trouser pocket. If robbery was the motive, that would have gone too,” Hays said. 
 
    “And it’s not as if you’d just happen across that house either. It can’t be seen from the main road. Someone must have known it was there and targeted it deliberately,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Let’s get back and see what we can find out about Paddy O’Shaughnessy.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    At five o’clock, the team assembled in room 310 where Lyons had arranged for an incident room to be set up. It wasn’t spacious, but all the essentials were there. A large whiteboard on casters dominated the space between the two windows. There were two desks, one against each wall left and right, each with a PC and a telephone, and the remaining space in the middle of the floor had a further three chairs that had frankly seen better days. They were wooden, upholstered in a kind of sickly green tweed fabric, now stained and frayed at the edge of the seats. 
 
    The team consisted of Hays, Lyons, Flynn and a young uniformed Garda, John O’Connor, whom Hays had found useful in the case of the murdered Polish girl the previous year. This time they had been assigned a civilian as well to keep the paperwork in order. Sally Fahy was a bright young girl with blonde hair that she wore in a bob. She had worked with the Gardaí for over a year, and had earned a reputation for great thoroughness and order when collating and arranging files. In truth, she had made herself indispensable. 
 
    “Right. Let’s get started everyone, or we’ll be here all night,” Hays said. 
 
    “Again,” mumbled Flynn. 
 
    “Yes, all right, Eamon. Your medal is in the post,” Hays quipped to a murmur of subdued laughter. 
 
    Turning to the whiteboard, Hays pointed to the picture of the deceased. 
 
    “Paddy O’Shaughnessy, at eighty-one, killed in his own home in Derrygimlagh near Clifden following a beating and more. We know very little about the man at this stage, unless Eamon has discovered that he won the Lotto or something. Eamon?” 
 
    Flynn stood up. “I’ve been all round Clifden today with Jim Dolan from the station out there. Before I came back in, Jim and I compared notes, and I’ll summarize what we now know,” he said. 
 
    “O’Shaughnessy was a very private sort of person. He had a few acquaintances in King’s Bar in the town, but only to have the odd pint with. Seems he returned to Clifden about eight years ago after his mother passed away and left him the house. We called to both banks in the town, but couldn’t find an account in his name. Nothing at the Post Office either which means that his pension must be paid directly into some bank account somewhere. We were told that he used to drive the white van until about two years ago, but since then he’d used the bus to come and go, or got lifts.” 
 
    “Did you speak to the nurse?” Hays asked. 
 
    “No. She must have been out doing her house calls, boss.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to Sergeant Lyons about that after the briefing. When I was out at the cottage this morning, the forensic girl gave me a small bag of some paper fragments that weren’t totally destroyed in the fire. John, I hope you’re good at jigsaw puzzles. Tomorrow, I want you to see if you can get any useful information from the scraps of paper. Sally, can you give him a hand?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Well, yes, sir, I suppose so, but you know I’m not really supposed to handle evidence or anything like that,” she said. She was always willing to help out with whatever was going on but was very conscious of the boundaries laid down for civilian workers in the force. 
 
    “I know that, Sally, but this is an all hands situation. I’ll cover you for any flack that arises,” Hays replied. 
 
    Hays went on to brief the team on the discovery of vehicle tracks and petrol at the cottage, and Dr Dodd’s discovery of the provenance of the tie wraps. 
 
    When he had finished his summing up, he said to Flynn, “You’d better go home and get a good night’s sleep, Eamon. You’re off till eleven tomorrow, then I might want you to go back to Dr Dodd and pester him for anything else you can get from him. Maureen, can you stay back for a few minutes please. We’ll have another briefing tomorrow at five unless there are any major developments,” he said, dismissing them for the night. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Back in his office with Maureen Lyons, Hays was not happy. 
 
    “It’s an awful shame Eamon didn’t get to talk to the nurse,” he grumbled. 
 
    “Can you go out there first thing and track her down? She probably knows more about Paddy O’Shaughnessy than anyone else. You don’t get that close to a person without finding out a good deal about them. Take her to lunch. Use your female sisterhood stuff to pump her for all she knows.” 
 
    Lyons strongly disliked any kind of talk that could be described as sexist. She knew Mick Hays treated her more than equally with her male colleagues, but still she bristled at his reference to her ‘sisterhood stuff’. She decided though, given the humour he was in, not to react, but she would file it away for another time. 
 
    “Sure, boss, I’ll get out there early and catch her before the clinic starts, see what I can get from her.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    In the world of crime detection, the police rarely get a lucky break. A detective can go through an entire career without one, and often they feel that the odds are heavily stacked in favour of the villains. 
 
    But sometimes, just occasionally, luck shines on the right side. 
 
    Maureen Lyons knew something about this. In her case, it was all about being in the right place at the right time. As a young uniformed Garda, she had been on the beat on Eyre Square in Galway one late summer morning. As she approached the Permanent TSB Bank, the door burst open, and an armed robber in a balaclava came charging out. He had a sawn-off shotgun in his right hand and a supermarket bag full of money in the other. Maureen acted with split-second timing. She stuck her foot out and tripped the fleeing thief. Not having a spare hand to break his fall, he went down on the pavement flat on his face with a sickening slap as his nose broke. The gun flew in one direction, and the cash in the other, scattering bundles of twenty euro notes in all directions. All Maureen had to do was to kneel on the robber’s back and handcuff him, while of course arresting him on suspicion of armed robbery. The small crowd that had seen these goings on applauded Maureen, and even gathered up the loose cash and put it back into the bag. As Maureen said later at the press conference, “It’s all about being in the right place at the right time.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    At ten o’clock on the night after Hays had given the briefing, a fire engine from Galway was returning to base after a shout. The driver had come back via the docks, intending to cross the river on Father Griffin Road and get back to the station for a well-earned cup of tea. 
 
    As they made their way along the docks, one of the firemen in the back seat of the truck shouted, “STOP!” The driver braked hard bringing the heavy vehicle to an abrupt standstill. 
 
    “What is it, Brendan?” he asked. 
 
    “Back up a bit, Cathal, I saw something in that disused yard back there.” 
 
    Cathal put on the blue lights and reversed the fire engine back until it was in line with the yard gate. Sure enough, a few metres inside the gate, a dark coloured BMW was starting to burn. Cathal swung the truck into the yard and stopped close to the car. Brendan grabbed the extinguisher from the cab of the fire engine, and jumped down onto the cracked concrete. The fire was in the back seat of the car, and although the seats and headlining were alight, the fire was not really established. It only took Brendan a few moments to put out the blaze, leaving nothing but black smoke issuing from the rear windows of the ill-fated vehicle. 
 
    As in all such cases, the fire had to be reported to the Gardaí. As luck would have it, Brendan the firefighter had been out on a few dates with Maureen Lyons the previous year. It hadn’t come to anything, but he still had her mobile number in his phone. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Maureen was surprised to see ‘Brendan’ light up on the screen of her phone as she sat at home sipping a glass of red wine in front of the television. She was relieved to find that it was a work-related call. She had got on OK with Brendan, but there was no electricity between them, and his shift patterns made meeting difficult, so they had decided not to pursue things any further. In addition, Maureen had hoped that her relationship with Mick Hays might have developed a bit more quickly, although that seemed to be taking forever, if it was going to happen at all. 
 
    Maureen’s instinct told her that the burning car might just be relevant to their current enquiries. It was better to be safe than sorry in any case. If it turned out to be connected, and she hadn’t acted on it, then she, and all of the others on the case, would be made to look very foolish indeed. 
 
    When she had finished the call with Brendan, thankfully avoiding the ‘we must meet up for a drink sometime,’ a meaningless exchange in any case, Maureen called Mill Street and spoke to Sergeant Donal Walshe. She asked him to arrange for a tow truck to go down to the yard and collect the BMW, and bring it back to the station where it would be secured in the locked yard until morning. 
 
    She then phoned Hays at home and related the story to him. When she told him about Brendan, the fireman, he asked, “Should I be worried?” 
 
    “Not unless you’re thinking of setting yourself on fire,” she quipped, and they both laughed out loud. 
 
    “That’s good work, Maureen. Even if there’s no connection to O’Shaughnessy, it’s still good work. We’ll make a proper detective of you yet!” he joked. 
 
    “Great!” she said. “I’ll start giving classes to the less gifted soon.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    It was a bright spring morning when Maureen Lyons set off from Galway heading for Clifden and her meeting with Mary Drinan. It was one of the nurse’s clinic days, so Maureen had timed things so that she would arrive in Clifden at around half past ten, just about the same time as the nurse was starting. She knew that there probably wouldn’t be any patients queueing until after eleven, so that would give them a good half-hour to chat. 
 
    As the city gave way to the open countryside out past the university on the N59, subtle signs of spring were to be seen on the land. Some trees had put out a few tentative leaves to test the weather before bursting into full foliage, and here and there enthusiastic householders had cut the grass outside their homes, more to encourage new growth than out of necessity. 
 
    Beyond Oughterard things were different. Here, in the barren, rocky landscape, winter was continuing to hold on for a little longer. There was little sign of any growth, and of course the wild bog flowers in yellow and purple had not yet put in an appearance. 
 
    The never-ending roadworks on the main Clifden road slowed Maureen down with their long stretches of single file traffic controlled by the traditional ‘Stop/Go’ lollipops. At this hour it didn’t seem like there was much actual work going on, but the smell of fresh tar filled the air indicating that somewhere something was happening. 
 
    Lyons pulled up outside Tolan’s chemist shop at twenty-five to eleven. She spotted Mary Drinan struggling out of her little Toyota, a few cars ahead of her. Tolan’s was at the foot of the hill on Market Street, and with Mary’s car facing up the road towards the Atlantic Coast Hotel, extra effort was needed to free herself from the little car. 
 
    When Mary was safely anchored on the pavement, Lyons approached her and introduced herself. 
 
    “I was hoping we could have a chat about Paddy O’Shaughnessy, Nurse Drinan,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Oh please, call me Mary, everyone does. Yes, of course. Just let me put my things into the office, and see if there is anyone waiting. I doubt it to be honest, they’re usually much later than this, but you never know.” 
 
    The two women walked back down to Tolan’s. The girls in the shop greeted Mary warmly with the usual comments about the weather, and looked curiously at her new-found friend. 
 
    Lyons busied herself browsing the display of makeup and nail varnishes on the brightly lit shelving that ran along one side of the compact shop, and soon Mary reappeared carrying just a large handbag. 
 
    “There’s no one here yet. Will we go and get a cup of tea?” Mary asked. 
 
    “Fine. I’m sure you know a quiet place,” Lyons said. 
 
    Mary Drinan left instructions with the girl in charge of the shop to come and fetch her if anyone showed up for the clinic, saying that they would be in the little blue tea shop just up the street. 
 
    When they were settled with a generous pot of tea and a homemade scone apiece in the teashop, Lyons began to quiz the nurse about the victim. 
 
    “How long have you been attending Mr O’Shaughnessy, Mary?” 
 
    “It’s about three years now. He became a patient after he was treated in Galway for a bout of pneumonia that he got in February that year. I remember because it was a very wet winter, and the turf stack that he had at the side of the house had become soaked with rain, so the poor man had almost no fire. And of course, that little cottage of his was so damp. Not fit for sheep if you ask me,” she said. “So I started visiting him after that, but to be fair he recovered quite quickly, and there’d not been too much wrong with him since, until, you know…” she said. 
 
    “In general terms then, he was in pretty good shape. Any concerns at all about him?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Well, you can never be completely relaxed about these old-timers. Once they have had a bout of pneumonia, they are quite susceptible to another one, especially in very harsh winter. So, he would have been grand for the summer months, but once November comes, I’d be keeping a closer eye on him,” the nurse said. 
 
    “How many more years do you think he might have had?” 
 
    “Sad as it seems, these old bachelors don’t usually live much beyond eighty. They often don’t eat very well, and if they get any infection at all, it often turns serious before anyone knows they are sick. Strangely, the fact that they live alone and don’t socialize much helps to keep them away from most things, but I have only one man on my books over eighty, and he’s just eighty-one.” 
 
    “You must have chatted a good bit when you visited Paddy. Can you tell me anything about his past, his family?” 
 
    “Paddy was a very private man, Maureen. But we did chat a bit, especially when he wasn’t feeling too well.” 
 
    “Did he have any family that you know of?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “He had a brother, Donal, I think his name was. He lived somewhere near Cork, but he died last year. Paddy managed to get to the funeral. He was pretty upset about it, it seems they were close at one stage, but lost touch a bit later on. You know how it is,” the nurse said. 
 
    “How did he get about around here? He doesn’t seem to have had a car.” 
 
    “He drove the old van up to about two years ago, but no, he used to walk down to the road. People are good with lifts hereabouts. If you stand there for a few minutes, you usually get picked up. There’s a lot of local traffic and he was well known. If he needed to go further afield there’s a bus from Clifden. When he went to the funeral, he got the bus into Galway, and got trains from there. When he got back, he was complaining that his nephew wouldn’t even give him a lift back home. He wasn’t happy about that.” 
 
    “Mary, to be honest we’re struggling with this one to find some motive for his killing. We’re a bit stuck. It seems a very unlikely case from many angles. Do you happen to know if he had a bank account?” 
 
    “Oh yes, he had, and he had a debit card. One time when he was in bed sick he gave it to me with the PIN number to get him some groceries and medication. I know I’m not supposed to do that, I hope I’m not in trouble?” 
 
    “No, no, not at all. It’s just information about him we are looking for. You’re being very helpful.” She smiled, and Mary looked reassured. 
 
    “What do you know of his past before he came to Derrygimlagh?” 
 
    “Not much, to be honest. He was in England for much of his working life, I think, but one time when he was a bit chatty he told me that he and his brother both worked for their uncle years ago. The uncle had a pub in Ballina. He worked there for a few years in the 1960s. He said his uncle was really sound, he was good to them both, and of course the pub trade was a lot better in those days before all this drink driving nonsense started!” 
 
    Just then the girl from the chemist’s shop came in and told Mary that a client had arrived to see her. Lyons felt that there was not a lot more that Mary could tell her at this point, so she told Mary to go on, and she stayed behind and paid the bill for the teas and scones. 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was still early when Lyons had finished interviewing the nurse, so she decided to pay a quick call on Sergeant Mulholland to see if she could pick up any little scraps of information from his local knowledge. 
 
    Mulholland had his customary cup of tea in front of him at the desk when Lyons entered the station. 
 
    “Good morning, Séan. I was in the town and I just thought I’d drop in and see if there was much talk in the pub about Paddy O’Shaughnessy – any theories forming?” 
 
    “Ah, Maureen. Come on in and have a cup of tea,” Mulholland said. 
 
    “Na, you’re grand, Séan. But tell me, has there been much talk around the town about the fire and Paddy’s death?” 
 
    “Oh, you can be sure there’s little else being talked about, Maureen. And of course, everyone wants answers. Some of the men living alone out the road are feeling a bit vulnerable, you know, after what happened.” 
 
    “But have you managed to pick up anything useful from all the chat?” 
 
    “Not a bit of it – just lots of gossip. There’s been talk about a gang out from the city, but nothing that convinces me. Someone would have seen them, and why would they target poor Paddy in any case. The man had almost nothing to his name.” 
 
    “No pet theories of your own then?” Lyons said. 
 
    “I’ll leave the detecting to you, Maureen, and that inspector fella. Murder is a bit above my pay grade, you know.” 
 
    Realising that there was nothing more to be learned from Sergeant Mulholland, Lyons left, and returned to the city. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    When Hays arrived at Mill Street, he went to the lock-up to throw his eye over the BMW. The car wasn’t badly damaged at all. One of the rear windows had been smashed, and the back seat was blackened where some burning newspapers had landed, but as the upholstery was leather, it hadn’t really burned. That said, the car was a bit of a mess, but not beyond repair. 
 
    Hays removed the tax and insurance discs from the windscreen and went inside. 
 
    When John O’Connor arrived in the incident room shortly after nine, Hays gave him the two discs from the BMW and asked him to get the details of the car’s owner. 
 
    “Do you mind if I get Sally to do it, boss? I want to get on with the jigsaw puzzle.” O’Connor said. 
 
    “No problem, John, just as long as I have the information quickly. Whatever.” 
 
    Hays then went to his own office and put a call through to Superintendent Plunkett to bring him up to date. 
 
    “An eventful couple of days to be sure,” Plunkett said. “Are you OK for resources, Mick?” 
 
    “Yes, thanks, sir, for now at least. It’s quite a complex case though, so we may have to pull in more people.” 
 
    “That’s fine, just let me know what you need. Better not to let it drag out too long for the want of a few extra bodies. It’s the start of the tourist season out in Clifden, and they’ll be going nuts out there if it’s not sorted quickly,” Plunkett said. “How’s Sergeant Lyons doing?” 
 
    “Terrific, sir, we really should try and get her made up to inspector soon, she’s well able for it.” 
 
    “Yes, I heard you two were becoming a formidable team,” he said without a hint of irony. 
 
    “We work well together. She’s great at getting information out of people before they know it,” Hays said. 
 
    “Yes, well keep up the good work, and let me know if you need anything,” Plunkett said. 
 
    Superintendent Plunkett was a good man to work for. Oh sure, he could be full of bullshit when the occasion demanded it, but he was almost always supportive, even when someone cocked up. He was well connected too: a member of the Galway Lions Club, and various other organizations that allowed him to mix with the great and the good of the city. 
 
    The next phone call Hays made was to the forensic lab. He was lucky to get Sinéad on the phone, and he explained about the car, asking to have it collected and brought to their garage. 
 
    “I’d really appreciate it if you could fast track it for me, Sinéad. I don’t want the trail to go cold.” 
 
    “No problem, sir, after all it’s not often that a man gives a girl a present of a BMW, even if it is somewhat fire damaged! I’ll get two of the boys onto it straight away. Should have preliminaries for you by this evening.” 
 
    “Great, thanks. I owe you one.” 
 
    “No, sir, you owe me many more than that,” she said, laughing, and hung up. 
 
    Sally Fahy knocked on the door of Hays’ office. She had a slip of paper in her hand. 
 
    “Yes, Sally, come in. What’s up?” 
 
    “It’s the car details, sir. I have them here. It’s owned by a Mr Rory O’Keeffe from Limerick. He reported it stolen from outside his house earlier in the week.” 
 
    “Well, could you get onto Limerick and tell them we have it. Talk to Detective Aidan Phelan if you can get him, he knows me. Ask them if they could stay off it and let us handle it, as it may be connected to another enquiry here. Oh, and see if you can get a phone number for Rory O’Keeffe, his insurance company probably have his mobile number on file,” Hays said. He then noticed that Sally looked distinctly uneasy. 
 
    “What’s up, Sally?” 
 
    “Nothing, sir, it’s just that a lot of this is police work. Are you sure it’s OK for me to be doing it? I’d hate anyone to get into trouble,” she said. 
 
    “Sit down for a minute, Sally, let’s have a wee chat, shall we?” 
 
    Sally sat down not quite sure what was coming. 
 
    “Sally, I don’t know if you realize this, but you’re better at police work, as you call it, than half the people at this station, except of course for my team that I have selected very carefully over a few years now.” 
 
    Sally blushed and wriggled a little in her chair, not knowing how to respond. 
 
    “If you wanted to become a detective Garda, you’d make a good one. But don’t say anything now, just think it over.” 
 
    “Thanks, sir,” she said, getting up from the chair and feeling about two feet taller. As she left the room she turned at the door and said to Hays, “Thank you very much, sir, it means a lot.” 
 
    Hays studied the piece of paper that Sally had left on his desk. It had O’Keeffe’s address on it, as well as his occupation and a few other relevant details about his driving license, and the fact that his wife was also a named driver on the policy. He lifted the phone and dialled the number on the page. It answered promptly. 
 
    “Rory O’Keeffe,” said the voice at the other end of the line. 
 
    “Good morning, Mr O’Keeffe. This is Detective Inspector Michael Hays from Galway. I’m calling about a car.” He read out the registration number from the page in front of him. 
 
    “Great, you’ve found it! Where is it?” O’Keeffe asked. 
 
    “Firstly, sir, can you confirm that you are the registered owner of that vehicle, and that you reported it stolen earlier in the week?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Yes, yes. But have you found it? Is it OK? I know it’s only an 07 but I really love that car,” O’Keeffe replied. 
 
    “Well, yes, sir, we have found it. But it’s not all good news I’m afraid. Firstly, it may have been involved in a crime, so we need to keep it here for a while. It may be evidence,” Hays told the man. 
 
    “I see. That’s not good. What type of crime?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr O’Keeffe, I’m not able to discuss that aspect of things just yet. But there’s more. An attempt was made to burn the car out. Now fortunately a fire appliance was driving past at the time and put it out quite quickly, but there is some damage.” 
 
    “Oh shit. Sorry. Yes, I see. So, it sounds like I’ll have to claim on the insurance then.” 
 
    “Probably best. We’ll give you a crime report in respect of the theft, and if we can help in any other way, let me know. Was there anything in the car that you need?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Nothing much. A few CDs and a small jar of parking coins, but I’m not bothered about any of those. It’s the car I’ll miss. And the insurance will give me bugger all for it. Sorry. I really liked it.” 
 
    “Yes, well I’m sorry for your loss, Mr O’Keeffe. If it’s any help, I can send the tax disc back to you. There’s almost ten months unexpired on it, so you’ll get quite a bit back.” 
 
    “Yes, thanks, that will help a bit. The tax is quite high. How did they take it? BMWs are supposed to be burglar proof.” 
 
    “These scallywags do this all the time. If they want it, they take it. Nothing is burglar proof. OK, I’ll get my sergeant to send on the tax and insurance discs. Just one more thing, Mr O’Keeffe, where were you the night before last?” 
 
    “Aw, c’mon. You can’t be serious?” O’Keeffe protested. 
 
    “Just routine, Mr O’Keeffe, just routine.” 
 
    “As it happens, I was at a work do. I had to get a lift of course, but I was out till about half past one, then got a taxi home. It was on the company’s account, so there will be a record.” 
 
    Hays thanked the man and said they might have to be back in touch at some stage, but that he shouldn’t worry. He might just be asked to make a statement. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Garda John O’Connor and Sally Fahy were working with the little bag of paper scraps that had been found in the burnt-out shell of Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s cottage. There were about twenty-five pieces in all, not any one of which was big enough to make sense. One fragment was definitely a bank statement, just as Sinéad had said, but the account number was missing, and just the first two digits of the branch sort code could be deciphered. 
 
    “It’s nine seven,” said Sally, “that means it’s a National Bank account,” she said. 
 
    “How the hell do you know that?” O’Connor asked. 
 
    “It’s easy. Nine seven is National, nine three is AIB, nine zero is Bank of Ireland, and so on.” 
 
    “But what actual branch?” 
 
    “That’s the tricky bit. Logically, it should be Clifden, but that’s already been checked out, and his account isn’t there. Maybe we could get on to National Bank’s HQ and ask them?” 
 
    “Not likely. How many Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s, P. O’Shaughnessy, Peadar O’Shaughnessy etc. do you think they have? They’d just laugh at us.” 
 
    “OK then, let’s keep going, see what else we can find,” Sally said, a little disappointed with the rebuke. 
 
    “You keep going, I’m off to lunch. See you later,” he said, getting up and putting on his uniform jacket. “Want anything brought back?” 
 
    “No thanks, you’re OK. I’ll take a break myself in a while.” 
 
    Sally was determined to find something useful before he got back. She had been made to look silly with her suggestion about calling the bank’s head office, and it didn’t sit well with her. 
 
    Some of the paper fragments had handwriting on them, and some of that was pretty shaky, as you would expect from an old person. Some of it was even in pencil. As she fiddled with the tiny scraps of paper, trying to line up the torn edges, suddenly she saw it. It wasn’t all on one piece, but in the same shaky hand, numbers. Numbers that made up the six-digit sort code of a bank branch. Nine seven, six one, zero six. 
 
    Sally went to the nearest PC and called up a sort code look up programme. When she put the numbers in, the programme promptly returned “National Bank, Westport.” 
 
    “Bingo,” she said to herself, “gotcha!” 
 
    Sally was tempted to go straight to Hays who was still in his office with the news, but then on reflection, she decided not to do that. It would be better, she felt, to let John O’Connor take the credit for the discovery, and if he decided to mention her efforts to the boss, all to the good. After all, she wasn’t a detective – yet. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When O’Connor returned from a short lunch break, Sally shared the news with him. 
 
    “Amazing, Sal, how do you do it? But are we sure that’s what those numbers are? It could be part of a phone number or something,” he said. 
 
    “Well, let’s check. Call the bank and see if they can confirm that he has an account there,” Sally said. 
 
    O’Connor looked up the Westport branch of the National Bank on a PC and placed the call. When he told the girl of his enquiry, she put him through to the manager, who was disinclined to impart any information about one of his customers. After some persuasion he eventually confirmed that they had a customer by that name with an address in County Galway, but he would give no further details of any kind. 
 
    O’Connor knocked on Hays’ door. 
 
    “Come in, John. What’s up?” Hays said. 
 
    “We found O’Shaughnessy’s bank account, sir, or, to be accurate, Sally found it. The bank has confirmed the existence of the account, but won’t give out any further information on the basis of the Data Protection Act,” O’Connor said. 
 
    “Data Protection Act my arse! But well done you two, that’s great. Did you get the name of the person that you spoke to?” 
 
    “Yes, boss. It’s a Mr Neville Watson. He seemed to want to help, but he was very guarded.” 
 
    “We’ll see about that. Did you tell him O’Shaughnessy is dead?” 
 
    “No, sir. I wasn’t going to give anything away as he was being so awkward. Should I have?” 
 
    “No, you did right. That’s great work, John, and Sally too. Well done.” 
 
    Sally continued to work on the remaining bits of burnt paper that had been recovered from the house. She had a feeling that they had more to tell, and after another hour working with tweezers and sticky tape, her efforts were rewarded. She found some other fragments that she was able to put together that seemed to come from a flyer or small pamphlet. It had been issued by one Jerome Kelly, who described himself as a QFA, which Sally knew to be a qualified financial advisor. Sally was curious to know why Paddy O’Shaughnessy would have such an item in amongst his meagre belongings, but she wasted no time in reporting it to her boss. 
 
    “Hmm,” mused Hays when she brought the information to him. “It’s probably nothing, but we need to follow it up just the same. Is there a phone number on the leaflet?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, but it’s incomplete, and it’s a mobile. There doesn’t seem to be a landline number, unless it was burnt in the fire,” Sally replied. 
 
    “OK, Sally, well dig around a bit more and see if you can find anything on this Jerome Kelly fella, and let us know.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    The entire team were back in the incident room by four that afternoon. After a quick introduction, Hays asked them one by one to give details of what they had learned during the day. 
 
    Lyons started with all the information she had extracted from Mary Drinan that morning. The team were impressed with the amount of detail that Lyons had collected, and Hays said that they could now start to build a picture of the victim. 
 
    O’Connor told the team about the bank details that Sally had unearthed. She had been right to give it to O’Connor, and not directly to Hays, as John was now singing her praises instead of thinking she was out to better him. “Good call,” she thought to herself. 
 
    Finally, Eamon Flynn, who had spent much of the day over with the forensic team working on the car, shared his story. 
 
    “The car thieves had clearly meant the BMW to burn out completely, destroying any evidence that they may have left behind in it, but as we know, that was not to be,” Flynn reported. 
 
    “The good news is that there are quite a few clear fingerprint images in the car, and even some potential DNA from a half-eaten sandwich in the passenger’s footwell. Forensics are lifting the prints now, and should be able to try and match them overnight.” 
 
    Just as the briefing was coming to an end, Sally Fahy piped up. “There’s just one other thing,” she said, hesitating a little. 
 
    “Yes, Sally, what is it?” 
 
    “Well it’s just that other piece of paper that was found, you know the Jerome Kelly thing.” 
 
    “Oh yes, anything on that?” Hays asked, a little impatiently. 
 
    “Well I managed to figure out the rest of the phone number, and I looked up the register of QFAs that the Central Bank keeps online. Kelly was a QFA up to about five years ago, and then he was de-listed. There’s no information on why, but he’s no longer a QFA.” 
 
    “Well maybe that leaflet is older than five years. You know how these old codgers like to hang on to everything.” 
 
    “No, sir, that’s not it. You see the mobile number on the leaflet is a Tesco Mobile number, and they have only been in Ireland for three years, so it has to be more recent than that.” 
 
    “Did you get a chance to see if we have anything on file for Jerome Kelly QFA? Anything on Pulse, or whatever?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “No, boss, not yet. But I’ll have a look before I go tonight. And I’ll contact the Central Bank and see what they can tell me too,” Sally said. 
 
    “OK, good work. Let us know what you find,” Hays said. 
 
    “That’s great progress, thanks everyone. OK. Tasks for tomorrow then. Someone needs to go to Westport and give that stuffy bank manager a good shake up. I want O’Shaughnessy’s bank statements for the last two years, and any other details that we can dig up. Who’s up for that?” Hays asked. 
 
    They all looked from one to another, but no one volunteered. 
 
    “Very well, that’ll be you then, Maureen. I know you love the wild west so much,” Hays said. 
 
    “Thanks a bunch, boss,” she said. 
 
    “Next, we need someone to work on whoever stole the BMW. I’m expecting the fingerprints will match some well-known scrotes, so, Eamon, can you follow up on that when the information comes through? 
 
    “John, you and Sally, our new ‘A’ team, can you dig into O’Shaughnessy’s brother? Look up RIP.IE and see what you can find out about family connections, that sort of thing. That’s it for now folks. We’ll have another briefing at one o’clock tomorrow. Maureen, if you’re not back by then, can you call in? Thanks.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays didn’t go home straight away, and he noticed Maureen hanging around for a while too. He called her into his office. 
 
    “Sorry about the job in Westport, but to be honest, you’re the best person for it. You have a way of getting people to talk that no one else on the team can match.” 
 
    “Now you’re trying to butter me up,” she said. 
 
    “No, I’m not. You know me better than that. In fact, I was just saying the same thing to Superintendent Plunkett earlier.” 
 
    “Oh, so you were discussing me then. I thought my ears were burning.” 
 
    “We were saying that you would make a great detective inspector.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I’m ready for that yet, Mick. Do you really think I am?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, I do. I’ve been really impressed with your work, and your ability to delegate and manage the younger, less experienced members of the team. Talking of which, what do you think of Sally Fahy?” 
 
    “She’s a topper. Would make a good detective. That Tesco Mobile thing wouldn’t have occurred to most people. Why?” 
 
    “I was thinking exactly the same. Why don’t you have a word with her, you know, woman to woman, as it were?” 
 
    Maureen’s eyes flared. 
 
    “Oh, and about Westport,” Hays added, “would you like me to come out with you? You can lead, it’s just for the company.” 
 
    “Tell you what. Why don’t we go and get a bite to eat? We can talk about this inspector thing, and maybe you should come to Westport with me,” she said. 
 
    “There’s just one thing ... it’s a very early start,” she said with a smile. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    They set off for Westport at eight o’clock the following morning. Hays had stayed over, and before they left Maureen had made them both a good plate of scrambled eggs and bacon and some strong hot coffee. 
 
    They talked more about Maureen becoming an inspector on the journey. Hays told her that she would have a lot of support from within the ranks, which was even more important than the exams. Maureen expressed concern about how they would handle it at a personal level, and they agreed that the rank didn’t really make a difference, in fact, if anything, it would be easier if they were of equal rank. 
 
    Lyons leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. 
 
    “You’re a good man, Mick Hays.” 
 
    They travelled on in silence, but both could feel that the bond between them had grown a little closer. It was a good feeling. 
 
    They arrived in Westport at quarter to ten and easily found the National Bank branch and parked outside. To fill the fifteen minutes before the bank opened, they went for coffee in a nearby café. 
 
    By ten o’clock there was a small queue outside the bank. They joined the back of it and filed in along with the other customers. Once inside, they asked the nearest floorwalker if they could see the manager, Mr Watson. 
 
    “Do you have an appointment, sir?” she asked politely. 
 
    Hays didn’t reply but reached into his pocket and produced his warrant card, holding it up so that the girl could see it clearly. 
 
    “Right. I’ll see if he is available. Just wait there a moment, please.” 
 
    When the girl returned she ushered the two detectives into a small gloomy office at the rear of the building. The room was painted in the wrong colour of sickly yellow, and there was just one small barred window high in the wall behind where Neville Watson sat at a desk straight out of the 1970s. The only other furniture in the dingy office were two chairs, upholstered in black vinyl, facing the desk, and a set of bookshelves packed with large plastic-bound training manuals that were too big for the shelves, so that they looked as if they might fall to the floor at any moment. Lyons noticed that the grey carpet in front of the visitors’ chairs was worn through, and the paler sisal backing was showing. 
 
    “Good morning, officers, how can I help you?” Watson said, standing up and extending his hand to Hays. Hays said nothing, allowing Lyons to do the talking as he had promised he would. Lyons introduced them, and when they were all seated, continued, “Mr Watson, can you confirm for us that you hold an account here for a Mr Paddy, or Patrick O’Shaughnessy with an address at Derrygimlagh, County Galway?” 
 
    Hays was relieved that Lyons was leading. He had taken an instant dislike to the bank manager, which was unusual for him, so he was pleased to be able to remain silent. 
 
    “Let me see,” said Watson, turning to the computer screen on his desk and tapping a few keys with two fingers. After a couple of moments of silence, he said to no one in particular, “The system is very slow today for some reason.” Moments turned to minutes, but at last he said, “Ah yes, we do appear to have an account in that name. Patrick O’Shaughnessy, yes I think that’s the one.” 
 
    “Mr Watson,” Lyons went on in a rather brusque tone. “May I ask you to positively confirm the fact? It’s important to our enquiries.” 
 
    “Yes, I can confirm,” he said. 
 
    “Thank you. May I ask what the current balance in Mr O’Shaughnessy’s account is?” 
 
    “Oh, I couldn’t possibly divulge that kind of information. I’m afraid we have very strict rules about customer confidentiality you know,” Watson said rather smugly. 
 
    While Lyons and Watson were locked in some kind of verbal duel, Hays had quietly repositioned his chair, and he could just about make out the figures on Watson’s screen. Lyons decided to take another tack. 
 
    “Very well. Could you tell me if there is a debit card connected to that account please?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, yes, there is, issued last year and still in date.” 
 
    “Thank you. Now can you say when the card was last used to make an ATM withdrawal?” she persisted. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sergeant, the Data Protection Act does not permit me to divulge any information pertinent to the data subject’s financial affairs,” Watson said. 
 
    “Mr Watson, the Data Protection Act does not apply in the case of the deceased. All protection for a data subject expires at the moment of death, and I can assure you, Paddy O’Shaughnessy is most assuredly deceased.” 
 
    “Oh, my goodness. I didn’t know. When did he pass?” 
 
    “A few days ago, and we believe he was assisted in his passing, so we are conducting a murder investigation, and we would appreciate the cooperation of the bank.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh, well of course we must freeze the account immediately. We have to do that as soon as a death is notified to us, pending the issue of probate. May I ask how he died?” 
 
    “You can ask, but I’m not going to tell you,” said Lyons. “Now if I could just have the information that I asked for, please,” she said. 
 
    “Look, I’m not at all comfortable about this. I’ll have to consult head office before I can release any information. Could you come back tomorrow perhaps?” Watson asked. 
 
    Lyons remained silent for a moment. Hays recognized the signs and almost felt sorry for the man. 
 
    “Mr Watson, you have no legitimate reason not to supply the information that I have requested. Now if you insist on being obstructive, we will indeed return tomorrow. At that time, we will be accompanied by inspectors from both the Revenue Commissioners and the Central Bank of Ireland, and if they find one, just one, account belonging to a resident that is being held at this branch as a non-resident account for the purpose of avoiding tax, I will personally see that you are prosecuted for aiding and abetting a citizen, or citizens, to defraud the State, and if convicted, that charge carries a jail sentence.” 
 
    Watson started to protest, but before he could speak, Lyons went on, “You are already guilty of obstructing the Gardaí in the execution of their duty. True, a lesser crime, but a crime nonetheless. So, will you please stop pissing about before I get really angry!” 
 
    Magnificent, Hays thought. The colour had drained completely from Watson’s face. He took a moment to compose himself and then went on, “O’Shaughnessy has, or should I say ‘had’, €18,274.12 in his account. The ATM card was last used about three weeks ago to withdraw sixty euro.” 
 
    “And where did that withdrawal take place, Mr Watson?” 
 
    “I’ll have to check the reference number on the transaction,” he said turning back to the computer and navigating with the mouse before typing a few more characters with his two rather shaky index fingers. 
 
    “It appears to have been used in Clifden, at the AIB branch,” he said in a very subdued manner. 
 
    “Appears?” Lyons went back at him. 
 
    “No, it was used at the AIB branch in Clifden. I think it’s down at the bottom of the town near the junction with the Westport road,” he added, trying to get back on some sort of normal terms with Lyons. 
 
    “Thank you. Now before we leave, I’ll need copies of the statements from that account going back two years, and can you tell us if O’Shaughnessy had any other accounts here?” 
 
    Watson turned back to the computer to see if he could coax the requested information from it. 
 
    “It appears not,” he said after a short interval. 
 
    “Appears?” Lyons said. 
 
    “There are no other accounts,” he said. He lifted the phone and spoke to a girl called Gráinne and asked her to prepare the statements that the detective had requested. 
 
    An icy silence pervaded the manager’s office. 
 
    “Is that all?” he said nervously. 
 
    “That will do, for now, Mr Watson,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Then perhaps you could wait outside for the statements. Gráinne will have them ready for you in a few minutes.” 
 
    Hays and Lyons got up and left the room without another word. 
 
    Outside, in the public area, they waited for almost ten minutes before a chubby, short, dark haired girl with glasses approached them carrying a large white envelope. 
 
    “People usually print these at home, you know. We don’t really have facilities here for batch printing statements,” she said, clearly not happy with the break in the bank’s procedures that were designed to ensure maximum inconvenience and cost for its customers, and minimum cost and workload for the bank. 
 
    Lyons thought about it for a second and Hays braced himself for round two, but she just glared at the girl and took the envelope without a word. 
 
    Outside the bank, walking to the car Hays asked Lyons, “What raw meat did you have for breakfast then?” 
 
    “Sanctimonious prick. And did you see the state of his office? Our cells are in better condition.” 
 
    “Remind me never to cross you early in the morning,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, I can be just as vicious in the afternoon, I promise you,” she said. 
 
    “And what was all that bullshit about the DPA? Is that true?” 
 
    “Sort of. The DPA doesn’t actually refer to deceased subjects, so it can easily be argued that they are excluded by omission. The Freedom of Information Act is different. It restricts personal details to executors and next of kin.” 
 
    “So, who’s been swatting for their Inspector’s exam then?” 
 
    “I’m just looking at it to see what’s involved, that’s all,” she replied. 
 
    * * *  
 
    They set off back along the N84 to Galway taking them through Partry, Ballinrobe and on into Headford before the late morning traffic slowed them down as they approached the city. 
 
    “Why are you so set on this inspector thing, boss?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know if you’re fully in the picture, Maureen. Things are going to change a lot for the Gardaí in Galway over the next few years. The force will be expanded, and more responsibility will be devolved to an extended regional crime squad when we get the new headquarters,” Hays explained. 
 
    “I want to build a really strong team. I want us to be the ‘A’ team – the ‘go to’ team for serious crime. We’re doing pretty well so far. You’re a very good detective, and ballsy too. Flynn is coming along nicely. He’s a terrier. Never lets go of a situation till he’s got to the bottom of it. That’s very useful. O’Connor is a good lad too. He’s great with data and all that tech. That’s going to become more and more important as time goes by. And then there’s Sally. If we could get her into the team, even as a detective Garda it would be terrific.” 
 
    “But that leaves you short of a sergeant.” 
 
    “No, if you move up, Flynn gets that slot.” 
 
    “And what about you, boss?” she asked. 
 
    “Here’s where it gets clever. Plunkett has told me, off the record of course, that they are going to create a new unofficial rank of senior detective inspector. It’s not ‘Chief’ like they have in the UK, but there will be a pay scale for it. The new unofficial rank will assume full operational duties for crime, leaving the superintendent to focus on PR and administration.” 
 
    “I see. I’d better get my books out. Oh, and I’ll have another word with Sally – but don’t go getting any ideas just because she’s blonde now, do you hear?” she said, hitting his leg. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    When they got back to Mill Street Station, the team had gone to lunch, all except for Sally Fahy who was still sitting at her desk. 
 
    Lyons gave her the envelope of bank statements and asked her to key them into a spreadsheet so that the transactions could be grouped and analysed. 
 
    “When John gets back from lunch, ask him to examine the details and do me a one-pager with the transactions sorted into ATM, bank transfers, lodgements and so on, by time, so we can see what’s going on,” Lyons said. 
 
    Sally agreed, and opened up Microsoft Excel on her PC. 
 
    “Oh, and while you were out, this came in from forensics for Inspector Hays,” she said, handing Lyons a sealed brown envelope. 
 
    “Anything more on our mysterious QFA, Mr Kelly?” Lyon asked. 
 
    “Yes, there is. Turns out he was de-listed for ‘conduct unbecoming of a professional financial advisor’. Roughly translated, it means he was conning old folks out of their savings.” 
 
    “Interesting. So, what’s he doing in these parts pretending to be a QFA then I wonder? Anything on Pulse?” 
 
    “No, not a thing. But I’m not finished yet. I’ll talk to the consumer complaints people, see if they have anything. And I’ve been on to Tesco. They’re trying to get an address for him, or perhaps his bank details so we can find out a bit more about him,” Sally said. 
 
    “Great. Let us know when you have anything.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lyons went into Hays’ office and handed the envelope to him. 
 
    “Good. It’ll be the information from the car. Let’s see what they found,” he said opening the envelope and taking out two sheets of densely printed paper. 
 
    “Ah, nice one, Sinéad,” he said as he read the information, “she’s managed to lift some excellent prints from the inside of the door handle, and the base of the gear stick.” 
 
    Handing the sheets to Lyons, Hays said, “Get these run through Print-Track will you, and see if we can identify them?” 
 
    Print-Track was a relatively new service that held a database of finger and palm prints of known offenders. It had recently been rolled out to all Garda Stations, so now prints could be scanned in and compared to thousands of samples held on file very quickly. In Dublin and Cork they even had it hooked up to mobile devices so that matches could be made if a suspect vehicle was stopped. It was planned ultimately to integrate the system with Interpol and Europol as well as the Police Service of Northern Ireland. 
 
    * * *  
 
    Lyons was back in twenty minutes with a big grin on her face. 
 
    “The clowns must have thought that the car would burn out completely. We’re looking at two low-lifes from Limerick. Two brothers, Jazz and Dingo Morrissey if you don’t mind.” 
 
    “Fabulous! Is Eamon back from lunch?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Yes, he’s at his desk. Will I ask him to come in?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    Flynn joined Hays and Lyons in Hays’ office. 
 
    “What’s up, boss?” he asked. 
 
    “Eamon, the very man. We need to interview two charmers from Limerick. Jazz and Dingo Morrissey by name, and they’ll be well known to the Gardaí in Limerick I imagine. Can you get on to Henry Street? Ask for Inspector Pat Dineen, I know him pretty well. Get him to lift the two boys and bring them in. You can tell Pat what it’s all about but ask him to keep the master criminals in the dark till you get there. When he tells you he has them, can you go down and frighten the shite out of them? Pat will give you another detective to help you out.” 
 
    “OK, boss. Do you think they murdered the old guy?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “No, but I think there’s a good chance they torched the house. I want to know why, and more particularly, who put them up to it. From their sheet it looks like they’re probably small time, and quite stupid too. If you tell them that they’re implicated in a murder, they’ll probably sing like a couple of canaries.” 
 
    When Eamon Flynn had left the office, John O’Connor knocked and came in. 
 
    “We’ve done a quick analysis of O’Shaughnessy’s bank account. Here’s a breakdown,” O’Connor said, handing Hays a sheet of paper. 
 
    “We’ve broken it down as best we can. It looks as if he was receiving two pensions. One from here at the usual non-contributory rate. You can see that going in every Friday in euro. Then there’s a pension from the UK in sterling. That goes in every four weeks. It’s a lot less, but worth having all the same. It’s about sixty euro a week, presumably because he didn’t work there all his life,” O’Connor reported. 
 
    “Then there’s the outgoings. Simple enough. Electricity, property tax, both paid by direct debit monthly, and his cash withdrawals of about a hundred euro a week on average. He paid the chemist too, normally around a hundred a month. It’s no wonder he had accumulated quite a bit.” 
 
    O’Connor went on, “Oh, and Sally found something else too. Every three months there’s a US dollar credit to the account. The amount varies a bit, but it’s usually around three hundred dollars. There’s a reference number, but I can’t make any sense of it. Sally is looking into it now to see if she can find out what it’s all about.” 
 
    “Great. That’s good work. Thanks, John. Let us know if you can trace the American payments.” 
 
    When John O’Connor had left the room, Lyons asked Hays if she thought that Flynn could handle the Limerick interviews on his own. 
 
    “I’m sure he can. Anyway, Pat will keep an eye on him. He needs this if he’s to develop his skills, and anyway I doubt if our two heroes are exactly the Kray twins.” 
 
    “Oh, and Sally found out a bit more about the elusive Mr Jerome Kelly.” Lyons went on to relate the information that had been gleaned by the young civilian. 
 
    “Wow. OK, let her at it a bit longer, then I think we need to have a word with the ex-QFA, don’t you?” 
 
    “Definitely,” she said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Eamon Flynn drove the journey to Limerick in just over an hour and a half. He arrived at Henry Street Station before six and asked to see Inspector Pat Dineen. 
 
    After a short wait, a tall thin man in his late forties or early fifties entered the public area of the station where Flynn was sat waiting. The man wore a well-fitting navy suit with a pale blue shirt and a two-tone blue striped tie. His shoes were highly polished, and his neatly trimmed grey hair completed the picture of someone who not only cares about his appearance but minds himself well in an overall sense. 
 
    He made straight for Flynn with his hand extended and a welcoming smile on his face. 
 
    “Detective Flynn, I’m Pat Dineen. Welcome to Limerick,” he said. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Inspector,” Flynn said, shaking the other’s hand, and noting that Pat Dineen had a firm and confident grip. 
 
    “You must be hungry after your drive. Why don’t we go around to the Glentworth and get a bite to eat? Our two clients won’t miss us for half an hour, and I can bring you up to speed. And by the way, it’s Pat – we don’t stand on ceremony here,” the inspector said. 
 
    “Oh, right. Thanks. Yes, I’m famished actually, and I’m Eamon.” 
 
    Dineen told the desk sergeant where they were off to and said they would be back before seven, and if anything arose, he could be contacted by phone. 
 
    “The Glentworth isn’t great, but they’re used to us dropping in at all hours, and they’ll be able to fix us up with something tasty.” 
 
    The two men headed out of the station and walked across the road up Glentworth Street to the hotel. 
 
    “So, how long have you been working with Mick?” Dineen asked. 
 
    “Nearly four years now. Ever since I started wearing my own clothes.” This was how detectives normally described their transition from uniformed Garda to detective. 
 
    “You’ll know him well. I’ve known him since Templemore. We trained together. He’s one of the good guys. You’re lucky,” Dineen said. 
 
    “Yes, he’s very good to work with. Tell me, was he ever married? None of us can find out.” 
 
    “No, never married. He had a long-term girlfriend for about ten years up to three years ago or so, but for some reason they never tied the knot. I think she finally got fed up with the crazy hours and moved on.” 
 
    At the Glentworth the two settled into easy chairs in the lounge with a low brown coffee table between them. Almost at once a waitress with dyed blonde hair and a chubby, happy face appeared carrying a metal tray. 
 
    “Good evening, Mr Dineen,” she said, “what can I get you then?” 
 
    “It could be a long night, Sheila. How about two of your best mixed grills with loads of brown bread and a big pot of tea?” And, turning to Flynn, he said, “Would that be OK with you, Eamon?” 
 
    “Terrific, thanks,” he replied, not at all used to this kind of hospitality. 
 
    “So, what’s the crack with these two clowns then, Eamon?” Dineen asked. 
 
    Flynn went on to explain the reason for their interest in the two Limerick thugs, and that his main concern at this stage was to establish who had set them up to burn down Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s house, and why. 
 
    “Inspector Hays said you might be able to give me a detective to help with the interview. Someone who knows these guys and their form.” 
 
    “You’re looking at him,” Dineen said. “I’ve met these two lads a few times now and charged them more than once. I know their form, and how to get them to talk. They think they’re clever, but they’re not. They think because they know the procedure they can outwit us, or bamboozle us with ‘no comment’, but so far, it’s Morrisseys nil, Gardaí three. They have both been inside a few times for burglary, car theft and robbery with intent. I’ll be your wingman on this one.” 
 
    “That’s great, Pat, much appreciated,” Flynn said. 
 
    “But you lead the questioning. I’ll just sit there looking menacing to remind them how it went down the last few times.” 
 
    The two men finished their substantial meal. Dineen paid for both of them ignoring Flynn’s protestations, and they returned to the station feeling well satisfied and ready to tackle the Morrissey brothers. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Morrisseys’ solicitor, one Eric Tyndall, had arrived some time ago, and had consulted with the two boys to see if they could cook up some kind of make-shift story to keep the Gardaí happy. Tyndall was waiting in reception when Dineen and Flynn walked in. He was a slight man who went only about two-thirds of the way to filling his well-worn grey suit. He was about five foot seven in height, with balding dark hair and thick lensed glasses. Dineen had met him on at least one previous occasion, and if things ran true to form, the solicitor would be of little use to the two suspects. 
 
    In the interests of saving time, Dineen had decided to interview the two at the same time, as it was inevitable that they would have synchronized their stories in any case. The two suspects, their solicitor, and Dineen and Flynn, were all packed into the small, drab interview room. The Morrisseys sat facing the door, side by side, with Tyndall at the end of the table, leaving the two detectives with their backs to the door. 
 
    Flynn introduced himself and addressing the two, said, “Have you two any idea why you have been brought here?” 
 
    “No. Police harassment I suppose. We haven’t done anything,” the older of the two brothers responded. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s very accurate now, lads, is it?” 
 
    “Can you tell us where you were on Wednesday night of this week?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “At home, or maybe in the pub. We can’t remember,” the elder brother continued. 
 
    “That’s funny. You think you would remember stealing a car and driving to the wilds of Connemara in the middle of the night,” Flynn said. 
 
    “What’s this guy on?” Dingo said, laughing. “Jazz told you, we were at home.” 
 
    “Then perhaps you can explain how we found your fingerprints and DNA all over a stolen BMW in Galway on Thursday evening?” 
 
    “Must be some mistake. Nothing to do with us,” the elder brother piped up. 
 
    “So, you’ll have witnesses then that are prepared to swear you were at home on Wednesday and Thursday?” 
 
    “Sure, how many do you want?” Jazz responded, smirking. 
 
    “You see, you guys were unlucky. When you thought you had burned out the car, destroying your prints and other evidence, what do you think happened but a fire engine came along and put the fire out before it had really started,” Flynn paused, and the brothers looked at each other. 
 
    “So, there’s no point in denying it, the evidence is clear. You took the car and drove to Galway.” Flynn paused to allow the information to sink in. 
 
    “But what I really want to know is why you drove all the way out to Derrygimlagh and set the house on fire?” Flynn said, putting down a photograph of O’Shaughnessy’s burnt out cottage on the table. 
 
    “Nice job. Almost total destruction – but not quite,” he said, leaving the innuendo hanging. 
 
    “What the fuck are you talking about? Derry what’s it... where the fuck is that?” 
 
    “It’s where you poured petrol in the back door of Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s cottage and set it on fire.” 
 
    Tyndall cleared his throat, and said in a very uncertain voice, “I presume you have some evidence of this accusation, Detective?” 
 
    “I’m glad you asked that, Mr Tyndall. Yes, indeed we do. Let’s assume that your two clients here did take the BMW and were using it on Wednesday night. We can place the car at the scene quite easily. There are distinctive tyre tracks that belong to the car at the cottage.” 
 
    “That don’t mean shit,” said Jazz. “You’re just fishing. Don’t say no more, Dingo. They can fuck off!” 
 
    “Very well then, gents, if that’s your attitude, but I should warn you both that we’ll probably be charging both of you with murder, or at least accessory after the fact. Now, I need a break. Shall we say thirty minutes?” Flynn and Dineen got up and left the room. 
 
    Outside the room, the two detectives walked back to Dineen’s office. 
 
    “Well done, Eamon. That was a nice touch. When we go back in they’ll admit to the car theft. They’ll not want to be anywhere near a murder charge, wait till you see.” 
 
    The half-hour flew in quickly with Flynn and Dineen just making small talk about life in the force, and the challenges the Gardaí face with criminals becoming more sophisticated, and, it seemed, more vicious every day. 
 
    On the way back to the interview room Flynn said, “How do you think we should play it this time?” 
 
    “Just as you were. Get them to confess to the car theft. Then lead them into setting the fire at the house. Talk about O’Shaughnessy’s death, and then they’ll probably cough up what they know.” 
 
    As soon as they were seated back in the interview room, Tyndall spoke up. 
 
    “Let’s just assume for the moment, hypothetically of course, that my clients did confess to taking the BMW and attempting to set it on fire in Galway, and let’s just assume, again hypothetically, that they could be of some help with the, eh… other business, what are we looking at?” 
 
    “That’s a lot of hypotheses, Mr Tyndall. Here’s how I see it. Your two received some instruction somehow to go to Connemara and torch Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s house. They went out and pinched a set of wheels, drove to the house and set fire to it. Then they drove to Galway and tried to burn out the car, but that didn’t work, as we know, and they left fingerprints and DNA all over it. We might be able to do something about the car theft. It was well insured after all. Not so sure about the arson at the house, that’s trickier. But if we had solid information about who was behind it, well, we might possibly be able to do something,” Flynn said. 
 
    “And what about this accessory stuff,” Tyndall went on, thinking he was on a roll. 
 
    “Let’s see what your clients can tell us about who told them to do this, and why. Then we’ll look at the whole picture. So, lads, what can you tell us?” Flynn said. 
 
    The boys looked at each other and shrugged. 
 
    “OK then,” the elder one said. 
 
    “We were in the pub Wednesday night and a guy we kinda know came over and gave me a bit of paper with a phone number on it. He said to call it, that there was a handy little job to be done,” Jazz said, a bit nervously. “So, I phoned the number, and this guy told me he wanted a house burnt out in the west. He said there was five hundred euro in it, but it had to be done that night. I asked him how we could be sure that he would pay up, and he said to ask the guy who gave us the number.” 
 
    Jazz went on to explain that the mysterious bloke on the other end of the phone had texted the coordinates of the location to him, and told him to be careful, that the house could be under watch. Then they went out and got the car. They set off for the house, picking up a can of petrol on the way, and arrived at about three o’clock. 
 
    “Well, I should tell you that earlier that same day an old man was found murdered in that house. His body had just been removed a few hours before you got there, so your fire destroyed any forensic evidence that there was,” Flynn said. 
 
    “Shit. We didn’t know that. We thought it was an insurance job. The place looked fucking abandoned to us.” 
 
    “Well, it wasn’t. That was a man’s home till you two burnt it out.” 
 
    “We didn’t know, honest,” the younger one said. 
 
    “Have you still got the guy’s number?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “Yeah. It’ll be in my phone from when he texted me the coordinates,” Jazz said, reaching into his pocket and taking out the very latest iPhone. He handed the phone to Flynn. Flynn scrolled down through the text messages until he came to the one that Jazz was talking about and made a note of the number. 
 
    “So, what happens now?” Dingo asked. 
 
    “Well, we’re just about finished here. You’ll be kept in for the night, then tomorrow you can both make statements, and we’ll see what happens after that. It’s not up to me if you’re charged or not, that’s Inspector Dineen’s decision,” Flynn said. 
 
    Tyndall then addressed the inspector, “I think you’ll agree, Inspector, that my clients have been more than helpful with your enquiries. I really think you should consider letting them go, don’t you?” 
 
    “No, I don’t,” Dineen replied. “I’ll see about it in the morning. It’s nearly eleven o’clock. Time for bed, I think.” 
 
    Dineen got up, followed by Flynn and Tyndall, leaving the two brothers to contemplate their fate. 
 
    At the front desk, Dineen told the sergeant to bed the two brothers down for the night, said goodnight to the solicitor, and headed off to his office with Flynn in tow. 
 
    “Well, what do you reckon?” Dineen asked when they were seated in his office. 
 
    “I hate to say it, but they could easily be telling the truth. What do you think the chances are?” Flynn said. 
 
    “You could be right. They tend to do that when they’re scared. They’re not such hard men really. Anyway, where are you staying tonight?” Dineen asked. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not. I’ll head back. The boss will want this as soon as possible in the morning, and besides, there will be no traffic on the road at this hour.” 
 
    “Well, if you’re sure. Mind the road though, there are roadworks north of Gort.” 
 
    “I’ll be fine, and thanks for your help, and the meal,” Flynn said. 
 
    “Don’t mention it. You can return the favour if I’m ever up in Galway.” 
 
    * * *  
 
    Flynn set off on the road back to Galway. It was a dreadful night. The rain lashed down on his car and the strong westerly winds buffeted it as he headed north. Fortunately, he was not the type to fall asleep at the wheel, which would have been fatal in those conditions. By the time he reached Gort, about two thirds of the way home, things had improved considerably. The wind was still strong, but the rain had given way to a patchy sky, and from time to time a large full moon broke through, bathing the landscape with an eerie blue light. 
 
    Flynn reached home at just after two and was fast asleep ten minutes later. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Despite the late hour the previous night, Flynn arrived at the Garda station just before nine the following day. Hays, Lyons and O’Connor were already assembled in the incident room. When Flynn arrived, Hays called the meeting to order. 
 
    “OK everyone, we have a lot more information now, so I’d like to go around the room to see what everyone has. John, can we start with you?” 
 
    John collected up some papers from his desk and started to address the others. 
 
    “Right. Well firstly there’s the bank statements. It’s all fairly straightforward as you would expect, except for one entry that appears every quarter. Sally has done a bit of digging on this and was on to the financial crimes unit in Dublin. They gave her a contact in the States, and as soon as they get to work she’s going to phone through and see what we can get on the dollar payments.” 
 
    Flynn piped up, “And I suppose you and Sally will have to go to New York for a few days to follow it up,” he said, causing a ripple of laughter around the room. 
 
    “Well, if everyone else is too busy, I guess we might have to,” O’Connor responded. “Then there’s the death of Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s brother. We looked it up on RIP.IE. Nothing odd about that. He died in an old folks’ home in Cork last year. The notice said ‘Donal O’Shaughnessy, quietly after a short illness, sadly missed by his brother Patrick, son Ciaran and daughter Caoimhe, may he rest in peace’.” 
 
    “We have to work on that then, but let’s press on. Eamon, what have you got for us?” 
 
    Flynn recounted his expedition to Limerick, and the long interview with the Morrissey brothers. When he had finished, Hays asked, “What’s your feeling about those two, Eamon?” 
 
    “Well they’re a pretty rough pair, that’s for sure. But strangely I think their story holds up, or more or less. They may have helped themselves to a bit more of Paddy’s stuff than they are letting on, I think they torched the house for money.” 
 
    “Have they collected yet?” 
 
    “Yes. The money was left in their local boozer the day after they got back to Limerick. They destroyed the envelope, so we can’t get anything there. Dineen collected about three hundred that they had left, but it’s all in used twenties, so no use to us, I’m afraid.” 
 
    Hays made a mental note to phone Pat Dineen after the briefing to see if there was anything more to it. Dineen was a very experienced Garda, and he may have read more into what the two lads said than Flynn had recorded. 
 
    “Here are the things we need to get on with today, then. Firstly, John, can you follow up on Paddy’s brother’s will? Get onto the probate office and get a copy of the entire file faxed down to us. I want to know who the beneficiaries were and how much he left. Then see if you can track down the son and daughter. Get addresses for them if you can.” 
 
    “Eamon, you did good work in Limerick. That phone number could be very useful. Get on to Meteor and find out as much as you can about it. Where it was bought, how long ago – you know the drill,” he said. “Have you tried calling it?” 
 
    “Yes, boss. It’s disconnected, but let’s see what Meteor say.” 
 
    “Oh, and John, can you get Sally to pursue the dollar payments. I have a feeling that’s important.” 
 
    “Maureen, can you come with me. I have a few things that we need to attend to.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Back in his office, Hays said to Lyons, “I’m going to call Pat Dineen in Limerick. I want to see how he thought Eamon did and check on what charges they are going to bring against the two heroes. Can you get back onto Neville Watson at the bank in Westport? Put a bit of heat on him, I think there’s more than he told us, especially about the U.S. connection.” 
 
    “Yes, sure, but I hope I don’t have to drive all the way out there again, boss, it’s an awful trek.” 
 
    “And what’s the story on Jerome Kelly? We need an address so we can go and interview him. If we don’t have that, we’ll have to phone him and pretend we want to invest some money with him, which I don’t like, ‘cos it smells of entrapment.” 
 
    “I’ll see how Sally is getting on with that,” she said, and left the room. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays got Pat Dineen on the phone within a few minutes. 
 
    “Morning, Pat. How goes it? I hear you had a late night last night.” 
 
    “Ah we’re well used to it here, Mick, nothing unusual,” Dineen replied. 
 
    “I was just calling to see how you thought Eamon Flynn handled himself with the two smart arses?” 
 
    “You have no worries there, Mick. He’s very tenacious. I was starting to feel sorry for the two scum bags by the time he’d finished.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it. Do you think he missed anything?” 
 
    “We removed O’Shaughnessy’s bank card from the elder brother. I don’t think Eamon knows that. That shows they were in the house before they burnt it down, I suppose. But other than that, I don’t think there’s anything,” Dineen said. 
 
    “What are you charging them with?” 
 
    “Car theft and arson for now, unless something else comes to light. I want them put away for at least six months, keep the little toe rags off my streets for a while.” 
 
    “Will they get bail?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Oh yes, they will. And we’ll probably encounter them again before they go to trial. They are fairly regular customers of ours,” he said with a sigh. 
 
    “Thanks very much for all your help with this, Pat. It’s really appreciated. And thanks for keeping an eye on Flynn,” Hays added. 
 
    “No worries, Mick, he’s a grand lad. All the best.” Dineen hung up. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Maureen Lyons waited patiently until ten o’clock when the bank in Westport started manning the phones with something other than a banal recorded message. At five past ten she got through to a human and a couple of minutes later Neville Watson picked up. 
 
    “Watson,” he said. 
 
    “Good morning, Mr Watson, this is Detective Sergeant Maureen Lyons from Galway. You may remember we met a few days ago in your office,” she said in a business-like manner. 
 
    “Oh yes, hello Sergeant, how can I help you today?” 
 
    “I’m just checking to see if you have any more information about Mr O’Shaughnessy’s account for us?” she asked. 
 
    “No, I’m afraid not. Had you anything particular in mind?” 
 
    “Well we’re curious about the US dollar payments he received. Have you any information about the source of those funds?” 
 
    “None at all. You see all that is handled electronically these days. We’re just at the end of a very long train of electronic messages,” he said, as if he was explaining the workings of a bicycle to a child. 
 
    “But surely you must be able to tell where the money is coming from?” Lyons pressed on. 
 
    “I can say that our correspondent bank in the States is J.P. Morgan, so it will have come through them, but beyond that I can’t say. We don’t get any information about the actual sender,” he replied, as if the very thought of such a thing was ridiculous. 
 
    “And who could I contact in J.P. Morgan to help identify the source?” 
 
    “Really, Sergeant, I have no idea. They have over sixty thousand employees, and I have never spoken to as much as one of them. In any case, the account of origin is most likely not even held there. They just act as a conduit for moving the money.” 
 
    “The inspector is not going to be very happy when I tell him this, Mr Watson. He’s already muttering about obstructing the Gardaí in the execution of their duties.” 
 
    “Well, there is one thing. I have been on to head office, and they have given me permission to share something with you.” 
 
    “And what would that be?” Lyons asked, rolling her eyes to heaven. 
 
    “Mr O’Shaughnessy left an envelope here in our care. It’s a large white envelope with his name on the front, and it’s sealed with sticky tape.” 
 
    “Good God! Why didn’t you tell us this earlier, Mr Watson, the day we called to your office?” she barked down the phone, struggling to keep her temper. 
 
    “We have certain procedures that must be followed, Sergeant. We can’t go giving out customers’ property to just anyone, you know.” 
 
    “Mr Watson, your customer was murdered, and not in a very pleasant way may I remind you. We are trying to bring his killer to justice, so can I ask you to open Mr O’Shaughnessy’s envelope and tell me what it contains?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, that’s totally out of the question. Head office have said that I may hand the envelope to a senior officer provided I get a receipt, but I’ll not open it, it would be more than my job is worth.” 
 
    Jobsworth is right, thought Lyons. 
 
    “Very well, Mr Watson, we will have it collected as soon as it can be arranged. Goodbye.” Lyons slammed the phone down. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When the team met back at five o’clock on the Friday evening, there was a good deal to report. Sally Fahy had made some progress with the dollar payments into O’Shaughnessy’s account. With the help of Gardaí in the fraud squad in Dublin, she had been able to trace the payments back as far as a brokerage in Boston called ‘Irish Catholic Investments’ and a quick web search revealed that they specialized in investing money for American Irish who had done well. 
 
    Hays said, “On Monday afternoon give them a call and see what you can get from them.” 
 
    Lyons recounted her fractious phone call with the manager of the bank out in Westport and added a certain word that rhymed with ‘banker’ to show her frustration. 
 
    “Nevertheless,” Hays said, “we’ve moved it all along nicely now. We’re getting somewhere. I have a feeling the motive lies in and around those US payments, and of course the contents of the envelope,” he added. 
 
    “Now, I need a drink. Why don’t we go across to Doherty’s – the first round is on me.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Over at Doherty’s Pub, the nearest decent public house, Hays and Lyons were standing at the bar organizing drinks for the team. 
 
    “Do you want me to get Westport to pick up the envelope on Monday?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I was thinking, if you’re not busy, maybe we could drive out on Sunday and stay over. Then we could get it first thing on Monday when the bank opens, and be back here by noon.” 
 
    “You’re on, boss,” Lyons said as she looked at him with a slight grin. 
 
    “Pick me up around eleven on Sunday.” 
 
    As the evening in the pub wore on, Maureen and Sally sat together and chatted. It turned out that they both had plans to do some clothes shopping in Galway on the following day, and they arranged to meet up in the shopping centre off Williamsgate Street at twelve o’clock, at the Café Express coffee shop. 
 
    As the evening went on, the team began to drift away, so by half past ten just Hays was left. A good week, he thought to himself as he strolled out into the cool night air and hailed a taxi to take him back home to Salthill. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Maureen Lyons was sitting enjoying a cappuccino in the noisy little café when Sally Fahy arrived at just after twelve. Sally was dressed in well-cut denim jeans, a pink cotton top, and a grey knitted cardigan. Her hair was not in the usual ponytail, but hung loose down to her shoulders. She had just the right amount of makeup on, and Maureen thought she looked terrific. 
 
    I’ll have to keep an eye on her, she thought to herself, we don’t need any more complications on the team than we have already! 
 
    They chatted as they drank their coffee, and then set off around the shops to see what was on offer. By three o’clock they had accumulated six large paper carrier bags between them, emblazoned with the logos of the more expensive shops in the centre. 
 
    “I’m exhausted,” complained Maureen. “Why don’t we get out of here and go and get some lunch?” 
 
    “Fancy O’Connaires? I hear it’s good on a Saturday.” Sally said. 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Seated upstairs in O’Connaires, at a table by the window looking out over the docks, Maureen decided to broach the subject of careers for women in An Garda Siochána. 
 
    “Have you thought any more about joining up, Sally?” she asked. 
 
    “I have indeed. It’s been on my mind constantly to be honest, but I’m not sure what to do,” she said. 
 
    “Well I’ve been in for five years now, so I can answer any questions for you, just ask.” 
 
    “Thanks. I was wondering what it’s like, you know, at first.” 
 
    “Pretty tricky, to be honest. Most of the men don’t take girls seriously at all yet, and they can be very dismissive. When I’d finished in Templemore I came here and at first I thought I’d made a mistake,” Lyons said. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “There was a crusty old bugger of a sergeant here at the time. He insisted on calling me the tea girl, presumably a hilarious play on my surname in his view. He was always sidling up to me saying, ‘go on love, get’s a cup of tea, will ya?’ It wasn’t just that either. There were loads of sexist remarks, some of it quite nasty.” 
 
    “What sort of things?” 
 
    “If you were a bit grumpy, it was your ‘time of the month’ and they’d say, ‘forgot your knitting again Lyons?’ that sort of thing. It can get to you after a while.” 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I was fed up with this sergeant, so one day when the office was crowded, and he came over to me with his usual request for tea, I stood up and said very loudly, ‘I’m not your love, Sergeant, and I’m not the bloody tea girl either. Get your own fucking tea, and while you’re at it, mine’s a little milk and no sugar!” 
 
    “Jesus. And you survived?” Sally asked. 
 
    “Not only that, but the following day I was at my desk and the same old devil comes sidling over and puts a mug of tea down beside me and slinks off without a word.” 
 
    “Christ! Well done you. Did things change after that?” 
 
    “A bit, but it wasn’t until I snagged the armed robber on Eyre Square that I really got some respect. Things changed a lot after that, and then they made me up to sergeant, and I never looked back.” 
 
    “I’ve noticed you don’t talk down to John or Eamon, or even me, at all.” 
 
    “Why should I? You guys are just good cops who haven’t been promoted yet. Everyone does their job, and everyone contributes. That doesn’t mean that I wouldn’t give out a good bollocking if someone screws up, but I wouldn’t hold onto it. Mick wouldn’t tolerate any skivers on the team. He’s seen more than one or two of them off in his time.” 
 
    “What happened to them?” 
 
    “They’ll be on night shift in Dingle or Buncrana for the rest of their lives,” she said, and they both laughed out loud. 
 
    “Do you think you might go for it?” Maureen asked as they tucked into fruit crumble and ice cream. 
 
    “Yeah, I think I will. Sure I can always drop out if it’s too horrible, but you seem to have made a go of it, so why shouldn’t I?” 
 
    “Things are changing too. Slowly, but they are changing. Lots of girls have done really well in the force. We have quite a few inspectors that are women now, and even a few superintendents. And of course, you have your pick of hunky guys with fairly good prospects,” Maureen said with a twinkle in her eyes. 
 
    “I haven’t seen too many of those yet!” she said, grimacing. 
 
    “John’s a nice guy. Maybe not exactly Brad Pitt, but he’s OK don’t ya think?” 
 
    “Not my type, I’m afraid. Sure, nice enough, maybe too nice,” Sally said. 
 
    “Talking of which, is there something going on between you and the boss?” 
 
    “What makes you say that? Has anyone said anything?” 
 
    “No, not a word. But if I’m going to be a detective…” 
 
    “Don’t go there, hun,” Maureen said, “that’s private stuff.” 
 
    Maureen paid the bill for the two of them, and back out on the street, both being shopped out, as it were, they parted company. They both agreed that they had enjoyed the day, and vowed to do it again soon. “But the next time,” Sally insisted, “it’s my treat.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Hays collected Maureen at quarter past eleven on Sunday, as arranged, for their drive to Westport. Maureen was togged out in some of the new clothes that she had bought with Sally and looked really good. He told her so when she got into the car, and was rewarded with a soft lingering kiss that set the mood for the trip ahead. 
 
    It was a bright spring morning as they drove out on the Headford road with the sun high in the sky and just a few cotton wool clouds. When they reached Headford, Hays decided to cut left towards Cong and Clonbur, skirting the shores of Lough Mask, glistening with the reflection of the sun on its calm waters. From there, they tracked across the narrow winding road to Finny, finally making their way to Leenaun. By this time the pair were decidedly peckish, and stopped at the Blackberry Restaurant where the road meets the main N59, for lunch. 
 
    When they had ordered their meal, Hays asked Maureen how she had got on with Sally on their shopping trip. 
 
    “I think she might be up for joining the force. She has some misgivings, and I didn’t hold back on some of the issues she could face as a pretty young girl when she starts out.” 
 
    “I bet you didn’t,” Hays said smiling, “but you didn’t manage to put her off?” 
 
    “No, not at all. I think she’s quite keen. Would you be able to help her if she did decide to go for it?” 
 
    “I don’t think I could do much for her as far as Templemore is concerned, though you could drop in on her from time to time to see how she’s getting on,” he said. 
 
    “Oh right, so she’s my charge now then, is she?” Maureen replied rather snappily. 
 
    “No, it’s not that. It’s just that getting a visit from a crusty old inspector when she’s being trained might not do her career a lot of good.” 
 
    “You’re right there,” Maureen said, softening, “I’m sure I could keep in touch. What about after Templemore?” 
 
    “That’s easier. I can line up a slot for her in Mill Street. She’d be uniformed for a year or two, but after that we could probably convert her to her own clothes.” 
 
    “Do you fancy her?” Maureen asked, looking intently at her boss for a reaction on his face or in his eyes. 
 
    Hays put his hand over Maureen’s on the table. “She’s a pretty girl, no mistake, but I think one sassy little female detective is enough to keep me fully occupied, don’t you?” 
 
    “That’s not an answer,” she said, stroking the back of his hand with her thumb, “but I suppose it’s as much as I’m going to get.” 
 
    “For now,” he said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    After lunch they set off again towards Westport, choosing the scenic route that took them through the hills to Louisburgh. The scenery was breath-taking, and there was almost no traffic, which was just as well because the road narrowed to a single car’s width in places. When they reached Louisburgh, they turned right through Lecanvy along the rugged Atlantic coast into Westport. 
 
    Westport had benefitted from the construction of several new hotels during the Celtic Tiger years. Although some of them had got into severe difficulty after the financial crash of 2008, they had managed to stay open. Now, in steadier times, they offered good value and excellent facilities to the tired traveller. 
 
    The Knockranny House Hotel was one such establishment. Maureen had secured a good dinner, bed and breakfast deal, and when they checked in, they were delighted to be allocated a superior room with a gorgeous view of the mountains. 
 
    The dinner exceeded both their expectations. “A good choice,” Maureen said to herself as she polished off a rather large portion of pavlova. 
 
    They spent a close and exquisite night in the huge king-sized bed, all thoughts of Sally Fahy and the case they were working on banished from their minds. 
 
    They rose at eight o’clock and enjoyed a hearty breakfast before checking out and making their way back to the town centre which seemed to be largely still asleep at that early hour on a Monday morning. At half past nine they rang the doorbell at the bank, hoping that Mr Watson would be at work thirty minutes before the bank’s official opening time. After a few minutes the door was opened a few inches by a dark-haired girl in a bank uniform, who peeped out and said, “The bank isn’t open yet. Come back after ten.” 
 
    Hays held up his warrant card in front of the girl’s face and said, “We’re here to see Mr Watson on official business, may we come in please?” The door opened another few inches and the girl looked out to the street nervously. 
 
    “You’d better come in then,” she said, admitting Hays and Lyons, and closing the door quickly behind them, and resetting several locks. 
 
    Neville Watson was in the same dingy little office wearing the same drab suit as he had been during their previous visit. 
 
    “See you’ve brought the heavy mob with you today,” he said, instantly provoking Hays who was not well disposed towards the man in any case, based on their previous encounter. 
 
    “I hope there’ll be no need for that,” said Hays, “we are just here to collect Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s envelope, Mr Watson. I presume you have it here?” 
 
    “It’s in the safe, Inspector, which is just about to be opened right now,” he said, looking at his watch. “It’s on a time lock you see, and it gets released fifteen minutes before opening time to allow us to stock the cashiers.” 
 
    “If you could just get the envelope for us please, Mr Watson,” Lyons said. 
 
    The manager rose from his chair and navigated past the two seated detectives, leaving the room without a word. When he was gone, Lyons looked at Hays. 
 
    “What a miserable little prick!” 
 
    Hays frowned and made a hush gesture with his finger. He had the feeling the room might have had a listening device. 
 
    Watson re-entered the room carrying a large white envelope. When he was seated again behind the scruffy desk, he slid the envelope across to Hays. 
 
    “I shall need a receipt for that – head office were most insistent,” he said. 
 
    Hays produced a large plastic evidence bag from his coat pocket and inserted the envelope carefully into it. 
 
    Lyons had already made out a ‘Receipt of Goods’ sheet and unfolded it, placing it on the desk in front of Watson. He studied it briefly. 
 
    “That seems to be in order,” he said, and then looking at what Hays was doing, he asked, “aren’t you going to open it then?” 
 
    “Indeed we are, Mr Watson. We’ll open it when we get back to Galway and our forensic team have gone over it carefully. This may be evidence in a murder enquiry. How long have you had it?” 
 
    “A few years I think, but I can’t remember every item that we are given for safe keeping individually.” 
 
    “Of course not. But I’m sure you issued Mr O’Shaughnessy with a receipt when he deposited it. I’d like to have a copy please,” Hays said, looking the startled manager dead in the eye. 
 
    “Well, yes, I suppose we did, but that could be years ago.” 
 
    “Nevertheless, I’m sure head office would like to know that you keep impeccable records. Would you mind getting me a copy of the receipt now please?” 
 
    “That’s out of the question. It could take days to locate it, and we’re short staffed this week as it is,” Watson blustered. 
 
    “I like to be reasonable, Mr Watson. Let’s say you have the receipt delivered to me at Mill Street Garda station in Galway by five o’clock on Wednesday of this week, shall we?” Watson said nothing, so Hays went on, “otherwise we’ll have to take it up with your head office.” 
 
    Hays and Lyons stood up and left the room. 
 
    When they got back to Hays’ car, parked a little way along the South Mall, Lyons burst out laughing. 
 
    “You bastard, Mick Hays!” 
 
    “Well he’s an annoying little shit, you have to agree.” 
 
    “I could hardly keep a straight face. He was squirming like an eel!” 
 
    “Good enough for him. For God’s sake don’t let me forget to look for the receipt on Wednesday.” 
 
    “Do we really need it?” 
 
    “No, of course not. We have the envelope, that’s all that counts. We don’t need the receipt at all.” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    “Let’s see what’s in it then,” Hays said, handing the evidence bag to Lyons. 
 
    “What? Now!” she asked. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you believed all that bullshit about forensics. But I’m damn sure I wasn’t going to give Watson the satisfaction of knowing what was in there.” 
 
    “You’re bad, Mick Hays, very bad,” she said, opening the envelope and withdrawing the single sheet of cream paper it contained. 
 
    “It’s a shares certificate in Paddy’s name. The Coca Cola Company, 3,700 ordinary shares, issued in October 1967.” 
 
    “There you are. There’s your motive for the killing. Now all we need to do is find the killer.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    It was approaching a quarter to twelve when Hays and Lyons got back to the Garda station, and Hays asked Sally to arrange a briefing for half past twelve. 
 
    When the team was assembled, Hays started with their visit to the bank in Westport. He showed them the shares certificate that Watson had reluctantly handed over. 
 
    “Sally, can you look up today’s share price for Coca Cola and see what 3,700 shares are worth in today’s money? A pretty penny, I dare say.” 
 
    “Now,” he said, “have we any information on Paddy’s brother’s will?” 
 
    “I’m getting a copy of the file emailed to me this morning from the probate office in Dublin, boss,” said John O’Connor. “They were pretty helpful. There were just two beneficiaries, his son and daughter. Their addresses will be in the file, but it looks like the daughter lives in Scotland.” 
 
    “What was the entire estate worth?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Just over 400,000 it seems,” O’Connor said. 
 
    “So, after taxes, Donal’s kids would have got, let’s see, about a 150,000 each. Not bad. Do we know how it was made up?” she asked. 
 
    “Not until we get the file, so I’ll know later on today. And Sally, you’re going to contact that crowd in Boston when they arrive at work, aren’t you?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Yes, boss, I reckon around two o’clock should do it,” she said. “I have an address for that QFA guy, Jerome Kelly. He lives in a small house on the Shantalla Road. Not at all what you’d expect for a high flyer in financial services. I looked it up on Google Earth. It’s a terraced house with a bright yellow door.” 
 
    “Excellent, well done,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Right. Well let’s meet back at four and see what we have by then,” Hays concluded, dismissing them. 
 
    * * * 
 
    At ten past two, Sally put a call through to Irish Catholic Investments in Boston. She was put through to a Mr Bob Jefferson. She explained who she was, “I’m with the police in Galway in the west of Ireland, Mr Jefferson. We’re looking into the death of a Mr Paddy O’Shaughnessy who had some dealings with your firm. I wonder if you could tell me anything about that, please?” 
 
    “Hold on a second till I get the records up here on my PC. I know Galway a bit. My grandmother was from Athenry. Oh yes, here it is. Mr O’Shaughnessy, here we are. Well I can see we send him his dividends on his Coca Cola shares every quarter. Let’s see, what else. Well he changed his bank and his postal address about eight years ago, he’s now in Derry… Eh Derrygim…” 
 
    “Derrygimlagh,” Sally helped him out. 
 
    “Yes, Derrygimlagh. That’s about it really. There’s just one other note on the file here. Seems we had an enquiry about six weeks ago from a relative asking if the shares were still held by Paddy.” 
 
    “Did you by any chance record who the enquiry was from?” Sally asked. 
 
    “Let’s see, I need to dig a little deeper, just a moment. Ah, here it is, yes, it was a Ciaran O’Shaughnessy. I hope that helps?” 
 
    “Yes, thank you, that’s a big help, Mr Jefferson. All the best.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Sally was the first to provide an update. She told the team that she had validated the payments in US dollars into Paddy’s account, and that they were dividend payments from the Coca Cola shares. She also told them about the enquiry from Ciaran O’Shaughnessy. 
 
    John O’Connor had received the file from the probate office. Donal O’Shaughnessy had died of natural causes in the hospital in Cork according to the death certificate. He left a house valued at 220,000 euro, some cash, and 3,700 Coca Cola shares. Probate had been granted last October, and the funds had been disbursed in November. 
 
    “Right,” Hays said when the information had been shared, “Eamon, can you get onto your new best friend in Limerick and see what’s happening with Torchy and his mate? I’m not bothered one way or the other, but it’s a loose end we need to tie up.” 
 
    “And as for you and me, Sergeant, we’d better hit the road again. I’m starting to get interested in this Ciaran guy.” 
 
    “Can we leave it till the morning, boss?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Yeah, sure. There’s no rush. But I’d like to surprise him. Sally, can you phone his place of work and just say you have a delivery for him that has to be signed for personally, and will he be there in the morning around eleven-thirty?” 
 
    “Sure, boss, I’ll call him now.” 
 
    “Where does he work, anyway?” asked Lyons. 
 
    “He has an I.T. company in Cork. He’s on LinkedIn. Looks like he owns it, or at least is the MD. It’s called ITOS,” Sally said. 
 
    “Thanks, Sally. Just give me the address for the sat-nav, and let’s know when you have confirmed that he’ll be there.” 
 
    “And you and I, dear Sergeant, are going house calling on the Shantalla! Mr QFA should be just about getting home by now,” Hays added. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The traffic in Galway at that time was merciless, so they decided it would be quicker to walk round to Kelly’s. Thankfully the rain had eased off, and although the pavements were still slick, the clouds had cleared, and it was starting to look like a pleasant if cool evening. 
 
    The Shantalla Road was a terrific mixture of residential properties. Much of it had once been built and let out by the City as social housing as it was now called, but they had left significant gaps between the terraces, and these had been bought by property developers who had built larger, mostly detached houses in the spaces, and had no difficulty selling them, given the road’s proximity to the city centre. There were also some very old workmen’s cottages, arranged in terraces along the road, dating back to the nineteenth century. These were very modest dwellings, but solid all the same, if inclined to a bit of damp. 
 
    The social housing had been sold off by the city in the 1980s as the council didn’t want to spend ever increasing amounts on repairs. They had been eagerly purchased, mostly by the occupants who were provided with very soft loans for the transaction, and several had opened up the small front garden to allow for off street parking, a luxury not required by the original occupants who would not have been able to afford a car. 
 
    Number seventy-four, sporting its bright yellow door as described by Sally, was in the centre of a block of four of the old social houses. It was in reasonable order, but the owner had not upgraded the windows to PVC or aluminium, as many of the others had done, and the brown paint on the frames was peeling nicely. This house still had its tiny front garden, which was unkempt, with long straggly grass and weeds growing up through the broken concrete path. 
 
    “Sally was right, very down at heel for a QFA. Let’s see if he’s in,” Lyons said. 
 
    The doorbell was obviously not functioning, so they knocked on the glass panelled door, and stood back. After a moment they could see the shape of a person advancing down the narrow hallway towards the door, and it was opened by a thin man of about forty-five years with an open necked shirt, no tie, and crumpled navy trousers. 
 
    “Mr Kelly?” enquired Hays. 
 
    “Yes, that’s me. Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Inspector Hays from Galway Detective Unit, and this is my sergeant, Sergeant Lyons. May we come in?” 
 
    “Well it’s not very convenient, I’m just about to have my tea.” The man paused for a moment, and then relented, “But if you must.” He turned away and walked back down the narrow corridor to the kitchen which was at the back of the house. Hays and Lyons followed. 
 
    The kitchen was old, very untidy, and none too clean. The small table was festooned with dirty crockery and cutlery, and in the centre there was an open Domino’s pizza box, with one triangular wedge already removed. A bottle of beer stood beside it. 
 
    “Sorry to disturb you, Mr Kelly, we won’t take much of your time,” Hays said, not meaning a word of it. 
 
    “So, what line of business are you in then?” he went on. 
 
    “I’m a financial advisor, investments, pensions, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “A QFA, qualified financial advisor, isn’t that it?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s it. Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Well, not to delay you too much, Mr Kelly, we’re investigating the death of a man out in Connemara. Sad case really, he was very old and lived alone near the Alcock and Brown memorial. Do you know it at all?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Well, I know the area a little. I have a few clients out that way. Devil of a place to get to. It takes me all day to do the trip, and I’m usually wasting my time.” 
 
    “And do you know the man we’re talking about? His name was Mr O’Shaughnessy. Maybe he was one of your clients?” Lyons went on. 
 
    “O’Shaughnessy, no, I don’t think so. But I meet lots of people in this line of work. That’s what my job is all about. I may have met him at some stage. Why, what’s the story?” 
 
    “That’s it you see, one of your leaflets was found at his house,” Hays said, and let the sentence hang. 
 
    “That’s perfectly possible. I may have called on him at some time, who knows? But he’s not, or wasn’t, I should say, a client.” 
 
    “Do you have dealings with many of the old bachelors living out in the west, Mr Kelly?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “As a matter of fact, I do. They’re nearly all small ticket items – you know, a life policy worth a couple of thousand to pay for their funerals. Some of them have a few bob saved, and want to get a better return than just putting it in the bank, but that’s unusual. It’s hardly worth my while servicing the area really, but it’s a nice drive when the weather is fine, and I get fed up pounding the city streets.” 
 
    “So, when would you have been out there last?” Hays pressed on. 
 
    “Let me see, about three or four weeks ago I think. I’m due back out there to finish out a few deals in Clifden next week, so yes, it would be about four weeks ago.” 
 
    “Do you keep a diary, Mr Kelly?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Yes, of course. Why?” 
 
    “May we see it, please?” she asked. 
 
    “Now look here, what’s all this about? I’ve told you I didn’t know this Paddy O’Shaughnessy bloke. I don’t know how he got to have one of my leaflets – maybe a friend gave it to him, or maybe I did call on him, but that’s it. Can you leave me alone now please? My tea is getting cold.” 
 
    “Very well, Mr Kelly. But I’d like you to produce a full list of all your clients for us and hand it and a copy of your diary in to Mill Street Garda station before 6 p.m. tomorrow evening for my attention,” Hays said, handing the man his business card. 
 
    “Good God, Inspector, as if I haven’t enough to be doing. Very well, I’ll do it, but I don’t see the point.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr Kelly, we’ll leave you to your meal then,” Hays said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Back outside, Lyons said to Hays, “Well what do you think of our Mr Kelly?” 
 
    “Not much. He didn’t correct us about the QFA thing, and how come he knew O’Shaughnessy’s first name? Neither of us mentioned it.” 
 
    “Yes, I picked that up. There’s more to him than it seems. I think I’ll get Sally to do a root and branch check up on him tomorrow and see what we can find. I bet he rips off those poor old men out in the west – funeral policies my eye!” she said. 
 
    “And what about his car, did you clock the reg number?” 
 
    “Yes of course I did, I have it written down. I presume it was that none too fresh Peugeot parked halfway up on the footpath outside his house with the out of date NCT and bald tyres.” 
 
    “That’s the one. There was a Peugeot key on the draining board in his kitchen. If he is ripping off the old timers he’s not splashing it about, is he?” Hays replied. 
 
    “No, he’s not. But that could be all part of the master plan. We’ve seen that before. Do you fancy him for it?” she asked. 
 
    “I can’t see why he’d beat up and kill O’Shaughnessy, unless Paddy had let it slip that he was sitting on a fortune in Coca Cola shares, which I doubt. But let’s wait and see.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    ITOS occupied a unit on the Hollymount industrial estate in Hollyhill, County Cork. It was a grey, soulless building with a cracked concrete apron outside where four car spaces were painted in large white letters with the company name. 
 
    Hays had set off with Maureen Lyons from her house at eight o’clock, and with the traffic around Galway, and having to go via Limerick, it had taken them over three hours to reach their destination. When they arrived in Cork they were both gasping for a coffee. They sought out a small independent coffee shop and had an americano apiece. 
 
    ITOS didn’t really have a reception area. Inside the front door there was an unoccupied desk with an electric doorbell screwed into the top and a typed note saying, ‘Ring for service’. 
 
    Lyons pressed the bell and they waited. 
 
    After a couple of minutes, an inner door opened, and a young guy in scruffy denim jeans and a black T-shirt came into the hall. Hays introduced them, and told him that they were there to see Ciaran O’Shaughnessy. 
 
    “I’ll see if he’s in, hold on there a minute,” the young man said. Before he could escape back to whatever lay behind the inner door, Hays asked, “What kind of car does he drive?” 
 
    “A blue BMW 3 Series,” replied the young man. 
 
    “Then he’s in,” Hays said. 
 
    The young man disappeared, and the inner door closed with a sharp thud. 
 
    “Shades of the bank,” said Lyons. 
 
    “Exactly, and I’m in no humour to be pissed about after that drive.” 
 
    Lyons looked around the small vestibule for some indication of what ITOS actually did. Usually such areas were covered with posters extolling the virtues of whatever services the company provided, but not in this case. The walls were totally bare. 
 
    Just as they were becoming impatient, the inner door opened again, and a man in his mid-forties appeared. He was roughly five foot nine inches in height, chunky, rather than overweight, with dark receding hair and a sizeable bald patch on the crown of his head. He was dressed in a black suit that was somewhat crumpled, and a pale yellow shirt with a button-down collar. 
 
    “Brown shoes,” Lyons thought to herself, and wasn’t disappointed. 
 
    “Inspector, Sergeant, how can I help?” 
 
    “Mr O’Shaughnessy, I presume? We’d like to have a chat with you, please. May we use your office?” Hays enquired. 
 
    “I’m sorry, much of our work here is highly confidential. We can’t admit the public beyond this area,” O’Shaughnessy replied, using a little speech that appeared to be well rehearsed. 
 
    “OK, Mr O’Shaughnessy, I guess we’ll have to adjourn to Anglesea Street Garda station then, we’re not so fussy, we entertain all sorts there.” 
 
    “Perhaps on this occasion it’s OK to bring members of the force inside. Follow me.” 
 
    O’Shaughnessy’s office was located up a flight of steel stairs. On the way, they saw a number of metal cages, each one packed with stacks of black Dell servers with flickering green lights. An electronic hum filled the space, fighting with the noise of two large air conditioning units that were struggling to keep the temperature down to manageable levels. 
 
    The office was cramped and untidy, but not especially small. There was a desk, several chairs, and two white bookcases against the walls standing about a metre high. The tops of the bookcases were cluttered with bits and pieces of equipment and parts. O’Shaughnessy’s desk was untidy, covered in what appeared to be stacks of jumbled up papers. The single window, dirty and barred on the outside, was to the side of the desk and behind it. A bare fluorescent tube lit the room. 
 
    When they had taken their seats, Lyons began the proceedings. 
 
    “Mr O’Shaughnessy, as I’m sure you know, your uncle Paddy O’Shaughnessy died suddenly at his home in Derrygimlagh recently. We’re looking into the matter and wonder if you could tell us something about the man, his background, his past, you know, that sort of thing?” 
 
    “I’m not sure how much I can tell you. We weren’t close, not close at all. I think the last time I saw uncle Paddy was at dad’s funeral last year.” 
 
    “Were they close, your father and Paddy?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Yes. They certainly had been. Of course, they had grown apart more recently when Paddy stopped driving. It’s not easy to get from here to Connemara, you know.” 
 
    “It seems that both your father and his brother were in possession of a quantity of Coca Cola shares. Do you know how that came about?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh that. I didn’t know Paddy had them too,” he said, “but the two of them worked for an uncle in Sligo years ago. He had a pub, and he gave them both a job after they had finished school. For some reason, the uncle gave my father a hundred dollars’ worth of Coca Cola shares as a leaving present. They were only worth a few quid then. I didn’t know he had given Paddy some as well, but it stands to reason.” 
 
    “Did you inherit your father’s shares?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Yes, well, sort of. They were sold, and the proceeds split between Caoimhe and me.” 
 
    “How much did they fetch?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure, to be honest. Quite a bit though, I was surprised. Why the interest, anyway?” 
 
    “Was your sister in touch with Paddy to your knowledge?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Oh no. To be honest, she doesn’t bother with any of us since she moved to Scotland. But of course she came back for Dad’s funeral, just for the day.” 
 
    “Can you think of anyone who would have wished your uncle harm, Mr O’Shaughnessy?” she asked. 
 
    “Good God, no of course not. Why, what do you mean?” 
 
    “Just making enquiries. There are certain aspects of your uncle’s death that are not entirely straightforward, Mr O’Shaughnessy.” 
 
    “I see. Well of course if I can be of any further help,” he said without finishing the sentence. 
 
    “Just one more thing, Mr O’Shaughnessy. Have you been here in Cork for the past two weeks or so?” 
 
    “Oh heavens no. I travel around a lot. Dublin, Sligo, Belfast, even Galway sometimes. Our business is well scattered.” 
 
    “What exactly is it that you do here?” Lyons asked looking around the room for clues. 
 
    “I’m afraid if I told you that I’d have to kill you,” he replied with a big grin. The two detectives stared back at him totally straight faced. 
 
    “Sorry. We provide network services and hosting for companies and government departments. Lots of companies don’t have the expertise or the interest in running their own I.T., so we do it for them. Naturally, security is to the fore. That’s what all the locked cages are about downstairs. We have to keep each client’s stuff quite separate, and totally secure of course.” 
 
    “Is the business doing well?” Lyons asked, getting up to leave. 
 
    “Very, thank heavens. We went through a rough patch during the crash of course, but now everything is back on track. Yes, we do very nicely.” 
 
    They made their way carefully back down the metal staircase and out to the little reception room at the front. O’Shaughnessy bid them farewell and handed Hays a business card, and soon the two were back out in the open. 
 
    When they were inside the car, Hays said, “Let’s get some lunch, I’m starving.” 
 
    “There are some good restaurants in Blarney. Let’s head out there. And I’ll drive back, give you a break,” Lyons said. 
 
    On the way to Blarney, Hays asked if she thought the trip had been worthwhile. 
 
    “Yes, I think so,” and then she nudged his thigh and held up two plastic tie wraps in her left hand. 
 
    “Christ! Where did you get those?” 
 
    “In his office. They were on top of the bookcase.” 
 
    “I must be getting old,” he laughed, “I didn’t see a thing!” 
 
    “Classic diversion tactic. I was fiddling with the settings on the chair, and he was looking at me thinking ‘she can’t even adjust the height on an office chair’, when I reached behind me with my other hand and slipped them into my pocket. And yes.” 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    “You are getting old!” 
 
    He slapped her leg playfully. 
 
    “Watch it, Lyons, or you’ll be back on the beat catching bank robbers.” 
 
    “At least I’ll get some recognition for that!” she jeered. 
 
    They took their time over an excellent lunch in Blarney, and Lyons drove them back to Galway. They hit the city traffic just at the start of the rush hour, and the road in from Oranmore was clogged with slow moving vehicles. They got back to the station just after five o’clock, but decided it was too late for another meeting with the team, and that it would all keep till the morning in any case. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
    The team had all arrived by nine o’clock on Wednesday, so Hays decided to have their briefing without delay. It was a miserable day in the city, with incessant heavy rain lashing the streets and thick grey clouds overhead. The team seemed to be as glum as the weather as Hays outlined the trip to Cork and their meeting with Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s nephew. 
 
    “So, where does all that leave us?” Eamon Flynn asked. 
 
    “Well, we know O’Shaughnessy hasn’t been completely open with us. He said nothing about his call to Boston, and even feigned surprise that Paddy had Coca Cola shares, which he already knew. It may be innocent enough, but it needs to be checked out.” 
 
    “John, can you get those two tie wraps over to forensics? I’d like to see if they are the same brand that we found on Paddy,” Lyons said, holding them up in a clear evidence bag. 
 
    “And, Sally, I’d like you to do a deep dig into ITOS. I want as much detail as you can find. Accounts, press releases, client lists – everything. Who owns it, how solvent it is – the whole deal. And while you’re at it, have a good snoop around on one Jerome Kelly, QFA that was – he’s a bit tricky for my liking, and he wasn’t entirely honest with us when we called on him. Can you do that?” 
 
    “Yes, sure, Sergeant. I’d love to. But it will take me most of the day. Is that OK?” 
 
    “Of course, Sally, however long it takes. Just make it thorough.” 
 
    The team spent the rest of the day getting the case file into proper order, updating the computers with as much information as they could find, but for some reason the day dragged terribly. When the clock finally crawled round to five, Hays told them all to go home. On his way out, he stopped at the front desk and asked Sergeant Flannery if Kelly had left an envelope in for him. 
 
    “Sorry, Inspector, nothing, and I’ve been here all day,” the sergeant said with a weary sigh. 
 
    “Damn!” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Maureen Lyons got home to her apartment down by the river Corrib at ten to six. She had stopped off along the way to buy a few ready meals, and when she had changed out of her work clothes into jeans and a T-shirt, she popped a chicken curry in the microwave to heat up. When the cooker pinged, Maureen poured herself a generous glass of red wine, and settled in front of the telly with her feet up to watch the news. 
 
    When she had finished the meal, she moved over to the table in her small lounge and logged onto her laptop computer. She opened her email which had half a dozen spam mails from various shops that she had enrolled with, and another one from an obscure address with just a single word in the subject line – O’Shaughnessy. 
 
    Curious, she opened it. 
 
    GIVE UP THE O’SHAUGHNESSY CASE. HE DIED OF OLD AGE. LEAVE IT OR YOU WILL BE SORRY. WE KNOW WHERE YOU LIVE AND WE’RE WATCHING YOU. 
 
    Maureen felt a nasty chill creeping all over her. She had never received anything like this before, and the fact that it had come through to her personal Gmail account was scary. She looked around the room, half-expecting to see a villain in a hoodie hiding behind the curtains. She felt very uncomfortable, as if her own private space had been invaded. 
 
    After a few minutes, when she had checked out the flat to make sure there was no one there apart from herself, she went into the bedroom and retrieved the pay-as-you-go phone that was taped to the back of her underwear drawer. She turned it on, and mercifully it had still got some charge left in the battery. She launched the text messaging application and keyed in Hays’ mobile number from memory. The message itself was just four words – “Sa bhaile, cuidiu liom” – and she pressed send. This was the Irish words for “at home, help me” and it was a protocol that Hays and herself had set up in case either of them was ever in trouble. She knew he would respond urgently, and alone, until the nature of the situation was established. Maureen knew enough not to use her normal phone for this communication. Whoever was threatening her could easily be eavesdropping, her home could even be bugged. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Hays pulled up outside Maureen’s apartment. He had a good look round, and then sounded three very short beeps on his car horn. Anyone listening would think that it was just a car alarm setting. Maureen knew the signal and pressed the door release button on her intercom to admit her colleague. 
 
    When Hays came into her apartment, he raised his index finger in front of his lips. He took a small black electronic device from his pocket, turned it on, and swept each of the rooms in turn, searching for a listening device. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said, “are you OK?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m fine. Sorry for the three nines, but look at this,” she said gesturing towards the open laptop on her desk. Hays read the email and let out a low whistle. 
 
    “We’ve hit a nerve somewhere. I wonder who is behind this?” 
 
    “The bank guy; the nephew; the QFA; someone we haven’t seen yet – who knows, but it’s a bit scary.” 
 
    “Damn right it is. OK. Here’s what we’re going to do. Pack enough for three or four days and bring your toothbrush. You’re coming to stay with me till we get this sorted.” 
 
    “Is this how you get all your girlfriends to move in with you, Mick? So romantic!” 
 
    He walked over to her and took hold of her upper arms and kissed her forehead. 
 
    “Just looking after the team. No, but seriously, I couldn’t bear it if something happened to you. You know that.” He kissed her again, properly this time. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Maureen had never been upstairs in Mick Hays’ house out in Salthill. It was a pretty average three-bedroom semi, the main bedroom looked out to the front, and there was a half-decent view of the sea. She noticed that the place was typical of a man living on his own. It was tolerably clean, but the curtains, carpets and bed linen were old and tired looking. She settled in quickly, putting her few clothes into an empty drawer and her wash things in the bathroom. Before going back downstairs to join him, she had a quick look round for any traces of another woman, but found none. 
 
    Downstairs, they drank a couple of glasses of red wine, and Maureen finally began to relax. 
 
    “I want you to take the day off tomorrow. Drop me in and take my car. I’ll bring in your laptop and we’ll see if we can trace the sender of the email. Keep your main phone off. I’ll contact you on the stand-by one.” 
 
    “I’m not sure, Mick. Do you not think that’s giving in to them a bit?” 
 
    “No. Your safety is what matters, so please don’t fight me on this. I know what’s best.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, and snuggled in a bit closer to him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-two 
 
    Lyons dropped Hays off at Mill Street at half past eight the following morning and drove back to the house in Salthill in his car. She hadn’t showered yet, so she washed and tidied up, but by this time it was only half past nine and she had no idea how to fill the day. 
 
    She went back to the bedroom where they had spent the night together and looked at the bed. 
 
    “This won’t do at all, Mick Hays, it’s just not good enough,” she said out loud to herself. 
 
    Half an hour later Maureen found herself in Eglington Square in the heart of Galway city. She made straight away for Brown Thomas and headed directly to the household linens. 
 
    Hays’ bed was a standard four foot six double, so there was lots of choice available in sheets, duvet covers and pillowcases. She browsed the linens carefully and selected two fitted sheets in cotton with a high thread count. They felt luxurious to the touch, and the assistant assured her that they were the most popular in their luxury range and would last for ten years or more. 
 
    God knows where I’ll be in ten years, she thought to herself, maybe still sharing Mick Hays’ bed – and maybe not! 
 
    Next, she chose a bright patterned duvet cover and a set of matching pillowcases, and then she doubled up on the purchase to ensure that it would be safe to throw Mick’s current stuff away. Finally, she equipped herself with two complete sets of fluffy cotton towels. One was pale blue, and the other a rich cream colour. Each set went all the way from face cloth to bath sheet. 
 
    She left a small fortune behind her in the shop and struggled back to the car with the three enormous carrier bags. She locked all the stuff in the boot out of sight and set off again – she wasn’t finished yet! 
 
    Maureen went back to Dunnes Stores and quickly found the homewares section. She spoke to a very helpful girl about curtains, not having measured the ones in the bedroom before she set out. The girl pointed Maureen to a range of ready-made curtains that she assured her would fit the window in the upstairs bedroom, and Maureen took her time browsing the various offerings before settling on a nice pale pair with a sculptured pattern. She bought them and added a couple of cushions that matched the curtains to scatter at the top of the bed. 
 
    By lunchtime, Maureen was back at the house unloading all the new purchases when Mick called her on the stand-by phone. 
 
    “How’s things? Any more surprises?” 
 
    “No. How’s things there?” 
 
    “We’re making progress. I’ll fill you in later. I just wanted to see that you were OK.” 
 
    “Never better. Just sorting out a few bits and pieces. I’ll see you around six. God! Listen to us, like an old married couple. Go on, will ya?” 
 
    Hays laughed and hung up. 
 
    When Maureen had taken a light lunch of soup that she had found in the fridge, she set about Mick’s house with a vengeance. She changed the bed clothes, took down the old drab green curtains, and replaced them with the fresh bright ones she had bought earlier. Then she got busy with the bleach and cream cleaner and attacked the bathroom. She cleaned out all the grouting between the tiles, and down where the shower doors ran in a rail, which had become black and stained. She scrubbed the floor, putting out the new towels on the towel rail. She stood back to admire the makeover. “Christ, I hope he doesn’t throw me out on my ear,” she said to herself, but inwardly she felt that he would be quite pleased. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-three 
 
    Mick Hays brought Maureen’s laptop into the station with him when she dropped him off. Sally was already busy on her PC, and Eamon Flynn was at his desk. 
 
    “Morning, Sally. A bit later on when things get going, could you get on to the technical bureau in Dublin? We need a good computer guy to do some digging on an email Maureen has received.” 
 
    “Sure, boss. But you know my brother is studying computers at the university here in Galway. He’s pretty good at stuff like that. Would he be any help?” 
 
    “Well perhaps, but we need to get this done as quickly as we can. Do you think he might come in and have a look for us?” 
 
    “Why don’t I call him and see what he’s up to?” Sally said. 
 
    “Thanks. Oh, and have you found anything out about ITOS?” 
 
    “Yes. I’m just typing it up now. It makes very interesting reading!” 
 
    “We’ll have a chat at twelve and you can tell us all about it. Oh, and did the front desk say there was an envelope for me?” 
 
    “No, sir, nothing.” 
 
    No sooner had Hays sat down at his desk than the phone rang. 
 
    “Plunkett here, Mick. Could you pop up to me for a few minutes?” 
 
    “Of course, sir. Is now OK?” 
 
    “Yes, fine,” and the superintendent put the phone down. 
 
    * * * 
 
    In Plunkett’s office, Hays was invited to sit in front of the large mahogany desk. 
 
    “Just wondering how this O’Shaughnessy thing is panning out, Mick?” 
 
    “Well, we’re making progress. It’s tricky, because we don’t know exactly when he died, and there’s very little forensic evidence. But we’re getting there.” 
 
    “I understand you have interviewed his nephew, Ciaran.” 
 
    “Yes. He’s probably going to be a beneficiary of the will in due course, him and his sister.” 
 
    “You need to go easy there, Mick. Your man is connected. Apparently, he does a lot of work for various TDs and even the Taoiseach.” 
 
    “Have you had a call from Merrion Street?” 
 
    “The usual bullshit, carefully phrased, but basically asking us to back off.” 
 
    “I think you know me better than that, Superintendent. And you should know that one of my officers has received direct threats too. I’d like to see this one through, sir.” 
 
    “No chance it could be put down to an old man dying of natural causes then? Get the clowns off my back?” 
 
    “Afraid not, sir, unless you’re giving me a direct order to drop it?” 
 
    “You know me better than that, Mick. But be careful. I don’t fancy a transfer to the Aran Islands, and you could end up back in clothes.” 
 
    “Thanks. I hear what you’re saying. I’ll go carefully, but the very fact that someone is that rattled tells us something.” 
 
    “Who was it that got threatened?” 
 
    “Sergeant Lyons. A nasty email to her personal account. Said she was being watched, and they know where she lives.” 
 
    “Is she safe?” 
 
    “I have it under control, sir, she’ll be fine.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    At twelve o’clock they had a meeting. Hays filled them in on why Sergeant Lyons was taking the day off. Sally said that her brother would be in at around two o’clock and was looking forward to the challenge. Hays emphasised to her that the entire matter had to be kept totally confidential, and she confirmed that she had made that abundantly clear to Trevor. 
 
    Hays then asked for an update on ITOS. 
 
    Sally handed round a two-page set of typed notes. 
 
    “The company is basically broke. They have debts of over a million euro, and it seems to be getting worse every day. They are heavily bank borrowed, and there are other loans too, but I haven’t found out who they are from yet. Ciaran is the only shareholder, and he put the entire proceeds of his father’s will into the company by way of a debenture.” 
 
    Sally noticed the puzzled looks on the faces of Eamon Flynn and John O’Connor. 
 
    “It’s a way of lending money to a company that’s more secure than just putting in more shareholders’ funds. A debenture holder has first call on the assets if the company is liquidated.” 
 
    “And did that not solve its financial woes, Sally?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “No. It was a mere drop in the ocean, but it allowed him to keep the doors open for a few more months.” 
 
    “So, let’s just speculate for a minute,” Hays said. “Say he knew that Paddy had over a hundred grand in Coca Cola shares. If he could have got hold of that money, he might have been able to use it to buy some more time at least.” 
 
    “Yes, sir, and the shares are as good as cash. He wouldn’t have had any trouble converting them into readies,” Sally added. 
 
    They all remained silent for a few moments, digesting the news. 
 
    “And what about our QFA, Sally?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I’m still working on that, boss, but there have been quite a few complaints about him to the regulators. He’s no longer a QFA as you know, but he still poses as one. I’m getting his phone records sent to me, although I had to pretend to be a Garda before Tesco would talk to me – I hope that’s OK?” she said, looking nervous. 
 
    “Of course, that’s not a problem. Let me know when you get them, and can we see if we can find out who he banks with?” 
 
    “Yes, sir, I’ll see what I can do.” 
 
    “Right, Eamon, your turn. What of our two clients from Limerick?” 
 
    “Clients is right. Your friend Pat Dineen got very fed up with them. He’s charged them with taking and driving away, and two counts of arson and conspiracy to pervert the course of justice, and obstructing. He says he’ll dream up a few more charges before he’s finished. They’re on remand – they didn’t even ask for bail. He wants them off the streets. He says they should get two years when it comes to court.” 
 
    “Excellent. Thanks, Eamon, that’s cheered me up no end,” Hays said, smiling. “Now, for the rest of the day I’m going to stay close to Sally’s brother to see what he can get from Maureen’s PC. Sally, can you keep digging into Ciaran O’Shaughnessy, see if you can find out anything more about him? If he’s desperate for cash, he could be up to all sorts. Check his passport records too. Eamon, you and John had better take a look at this burglary at the Centra store that came in this morning. I think it’s just the usual fags and booze, but you never know what you might turn up. And when you’ve done that, I want you round at Kelly’s address on the Shantalla at six o’clock. Bring him in for questioning, and make sure you bring his diary, his mobile phone and his laptop with him.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-four 
 
    Trevor Fahy arrived at Mill Street Garda station just after two o’clock. He was tall, rakishly thin, with a mop of fair, curly hair, and was dressed in the typical student’s uniform of black jeans and T-shirt, and a grey zipper jacket bearing the North Face logo. 
 
    Sally brought him up to the incident room and introduced him. Then Hays asked him to come into his office where Maureen’s PC was sitting on his desk. Hays again emphasised the need for total discretion and thanked the lad for coming to help. 
 
    Trevor had brought his own laptop with him too, explaining that he had a number of specialized programmes on it. 
 
    “Well at least it’s Windows 7, not 8 or 10,” he said as he moved the touchpad on Maureen’s PC bringing it to life. 
 
    “Does that make a difference?” Hays asked. 
 
    “7 is much easier to work with. It’s pretty open, and there are lots more tools to use on it. Let me just open the email and see what we’ve got.” 
 
    “Do you think you’ll be able to trace it?” 
 
    “Well certainly for a good bit back, yes. All emails leave a trail of the route that was used to get them to the ultimate recipient. But of course the sender has various ways of disguising who he or she is if they really want to. Most people don’t bother though, and I can usually get behind the camouflage in any case.” 
 
    Trevor opened his own laptop and started it up. He was looking at the message that had been sent to Lyons and typing furiously on his own machine. 
 
    “Hmm,” he said, “this is interesting. Most emails we get here come in via New Jersey. There’s a huge hub there that nearly everyone uses. But this one has come the other way, via a server in China!” 
 
    “Is that a problem?” Hays asked. 
 
    “No, not at all, it’s just unusual.” 
 
    “Would you like a coffee?” Hays asked, feeling a bit superfluous. 
 
    “Great, thanks. Just a drop of milk, no sugar,” the young man replied. Hays went to their somewhat basic kitchen and brewed two cups of coffee. Sally came in just as the kettle boiled. 
 
    “Here, let me do that for you, sir,” she said, reaching for the mugs. 
 
    “No, it’s fine, Sally. Do you want one?” 
 
    “Yes please, milk, no sugar. How’s he getting on?” 
 
    “Well he’s got as far as China so far, so I guess that’s progress!” 
 
    “Poor Sergeant Lyons. That’s an awful thing to happen. Does that sort of thing crop up often?” 
 
    “Hardly ever. In fact, I can’t remember it ever happening before. She’s OK though. She’s strong. It will take more than a nasty email to shake her.” 
 
    “I know. We had a day out last Saturday, shopping and stuff. She’s really nice, but I can see she could be tough too. Is that important if you’re in the Gardaí?” 
 
    “Not essential, but it can be helpful if things get difficult. Are you thinking of applying?” 
 
    “Do you really think I would be any good?” 
 
    “Better than that, from what I’ve seen. You should,” Hays said, and lifted the two cups of coffee and returned to his office. 
 
    Trevor Fahy was enjoying himself more than a little. He worked on the two laptops, and his hands were dancing from one to the other as he keyed in instructions. Hays put down his coffee beside him and asked, “How’s it going?” 
 
    “This is really cool. I don’t think the sender has done anything to disguise himself apart from a few very basic precautions. But the routing on the email is really weird. So far, I’ve traced it to China, then to Hong Kong, and then back to mainland China, and now I’m working on the next leg. Should have more in an hour or so. Thanks for the coffee.” 
 
    Hays stayed in his office with the young man who rarely looked up from the two PCs. At ten to four, Sally knocked on the door and beckoned Hays out into the corridor. 
 
    “Sorry to disturb you, sir, but I’ve been back onto Meteor about the phone number we got from the two Limerick lads. They say that the phone was purchased in their shop in Cork, Oliver Plunkett Street.” 
 
    “Interesting. Did they say when?” 
 
    “The day before Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s house burnt down.” 
 
    “Nice work, Sally. Now, can you get on to our good friends in Cork. Don’t tell them too much. Tell them we’re sending down a crew to see if the shop has any CCTV of the day the phone was bought.” 
 
    “Right, boss, I’m on it,” she said, turning back towards her desk. 
 
    At just after six, Trevor Fahy brought Hays up to date on everything that he had found out about the email sent to Maureen Lyons. 
 
    “Sorry it took so long. That China stuff is hard to work with. You have to keep translating from Cantonese!” 
 
    “Thanks, Trevor, that’s great. I’ll see if we can dig up a few bob to pay you for your time.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that, Inspector, I enjoyed it, and it’s great experience.” 
 
    “Well, thanks again, it’s been very helpful.” 
 
    When Trevor had left, Hays phoned Maureen and told her that he was leaving now and would be home shortly. 
 
    “Bring some food, I’m starving,” she implored him. 
 
    “OK,” he said laughing. “Chinese or Indian?” 
 
    “Just anything edible will do. Now hurry up!” 
 
    Hays was about to leave when he got a call from Eamon Flynn. 
 
    “We’re round at Kelly’s house, boss. Looks like he’s done a bunk. The place is empty, and a neighbour said she saw him leaving with the car piled high at about two o’clock. Do you think I should break in and see what I can find?” Flynn asked. 
 
    “I think you’ll find the back door of the house is either open or has been jimmied already, Eamon, if you get my drift, so you’ll be investigating a burglary. Give the place a good going over. If he left in a hurry then he’s probably left something of interest. Let me know if you find anything,” Hays said. 
 
    “Right, boss. Catch you later.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-five 
 
    Hays arrived back at his house forty minutes later, armed with a large carrier bag full of a ‘Luxury Dinner for Two’ from the Chinese take-away down the road. 
 
    When he got indoors, he handed it over and said he was going upstairs to change, and could she open a bottle of wine. Ten minutes later he reappeared, a shocked look on his face. Maureen wasn’t sure how he had taken the changes he encountered upstairs. So, she asked rather tentatively, almost defiantly, “Well, what do you think?” 
 
    “It’s fabulous. Really. Like a five-star hotel. You’re amazing,” he said, pulling her to him and giving her a hug. 
 
    “I didn’t realize it had got so scruffy. And even the curtains, how did you manage that so quickly?” 
 
    “Not telling,” she said. 
 
    “Well, it’s clear you’ll have to stay on here a bit longer. After all there’s the kitchen, the lounge, and…” 
 
    Maureen punched him gently in the stomach. 
 
    “Don’t push your luck, Hays. Let’s eat!” 
 
    They devoured the food largely in silence and drank the bottle of wine between them. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “That’s better. Us home decorators don’t get time for lunch these days,” Maureen said, sitting back and relaxing. 
 
    “I still can’t believe what you did, it’s amazing,” he said, “I’ll have to pay you of course, how much did it come to?” 
 
    “Don’t you dare, Mick Hays. It’s just a thank you for being there for me. Anyway, how do I know who’s been sleeping on those old sheets of yours? And don’t answer that!” 
 
    Maureen cleared away the empty cartons and put them out in the kitchen, thinking to herself, he’s right you know, this place really needs freshening up. It’s grubby. 
 
    Back in the lounge she asked, “Any news on the case and that stinky email?” 
 
    “I’m almost afraid to tell you,” he replied. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because it’s probably safe for you to go home, but I don’t want you to.” 
 
    “Well maybe I’m not ready to leave, not tonight anyway, so tell me.” 
 
    Hays explained how Sally had volunteered her brother to trace the email, and how he had finally discovered where it had come from. 
 
    “It was sent from an internet café in Cork. The sender set up a Gmail account, sent the email, then deleted the Gmail account all within the space of about five minutes. He managed to do it without the usual Gmail authentication too.” 
 
    “I wonder how he got my email address?” 
 
    “A guess, I’d say. Your email address isn’t exactly rocket science.” 
 
    “I’ll change it after this, that’s for sure.” 
 
    “What do we do now?” 
 
    “Have another glass of wine.” 
 
    “Idiot! You know what I mean.” 
 
    “The internet place is run by Chinese, so I’ll wager they have CCTV. I’m going to get it checked out. We got a break on the phone the two Limerick lads were using too. It was also sold in Cork, in the Meteor shop on Oliver Plunkett Street.” 
 
    “So, all roads lead to Cork then. You know what I’m thinking?” 
 
    “I do. But it’s all a bit circumstantial for my liking. Oh, and the boss tried to warn me off.” 
 
    “You’re kidding. Was he serious?” she asked. 
 
    “No, not really. But he’s had a phone call or two from Dublin. He’s a bit uncomfortable.” 
 
    “I bet he is. Hope you told him where to go.” 
 
    “Yes, but not in a Maureen Lyons way!” 
 
    She punched him again. 
 
    “And Mr QFA has done a runner. His house is empty, a neighbour said he left at about two o’clock fully laden. I have Eamon round there now giving it the once over. Then we’ll put out a shout for him round the country, after all we have his car reg so I doubt he’ll get far.” 
 
    “Great. Just what we needed. I knew there was something fishy about that guy,” she said. 
 
    “So, when are you sending me back to my poor lonely bachelorette pad then?” Lyons went on. 
 
    “Not tonight anyway. Let’s go and road test that lovely new bed linen.” 
 
    “Good idea. Home refurbishment is tiring,” she said. 
 
    “Not too tiring, I hope!” 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was ten o’clock when Flynn called Hays to report progress on the Kelly house. Hays told Lyons to stay very quiet while he took the call. 
 
    “Eamon, how did you get on?” 
 
    “Interesting, boss. We found a stash of stuff under the floorboards in the back bedroom. Looks like maybe cocaine or heroin – white powder in any case. And there was some cash too, about fifteen grand in used notes, wrapped in bundles of a thousand. There’s quite a lot of paperwork here as well. I’m getting forensics and the drug guys out right now to get prints and all the usual.” 
 
    “No wonder he scarpered. That’s good work, Eamon. If you have time, do a bit of house to house – see if anyone nearby knows if he has relations or connections anywhere around, you know the ropes,” Hays said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-six 
 
    The following morning Lyons was back at work. They had arrived separately so as not to set off the gossip machine. Hays called a team meeting as soon as they had all turned up. 
 
    “Right, folks. Thanks to Sally and her brother, we now have a lot more information.” He went on to outline the details of the mobile phone, and the trace on the email. 
 
    “I need someone to go to Cork and follow up on those leads with the locals. Eamon, fancy a drive?” 
 
    “OK, boss. Can I take someone with me?” Flynn replied. 
 
    “Aw, diddum. Will you be lonely?” 
 
    A ripple of laughter went around the room. 
 
    “Well, as you always say, four eyes and ears are better than two,” he replied, blushing. 
 
    “Sally, fancy a trip to the deep south to see what police work is like in the front line?” 
 
    “Sure, if you think that’s OK, sir, I’d love it.” 
 
    “Right then, off you go. You know what to do, Eamon. Bring back some nice video footage of our man.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The two left for the long drive to Cork. On the way, Sally called ahead to line up the local Gardaí, so as not to intrude on their patch and cause trouble. 
 
    When they had gone, Hays told Lyons and O’Connor that he was going to see the superintendent and bring him up to speed. It was looking more and more as if Ciaran O’Shaughnessy could be involved in the death of his uncle. He asked Lyons to get busy on the QFA and see if he’d been spotted anywhere. 
 
    “If necessary, elevate it to priority one – I want that little scrote back here to answer some questions as soon as possible. I don’t like being pissed about by the likes of him!” 
 
    Superintendent Plunkett was not in a good mood. Hays sensed that what he was about to say would not please his boss one little bit. When he had outlined the details of what they had discovered about Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s nephew, Plunkett said, “Jesus, Mick, this could be dynamite. From what you say, it’s almost all circumstantial anyway. Have you any prospect of getting any hard evidence?” 
 
    “Not that I can see just now, sir, unless the CCTV comes back nice and clear.” 
 
    Hays held back from telling the superintendent about the tie wraps that Lyons had lifted from the ITOS office, as strictly speaking, that was illegal and would not be admissible in court. 
 
    “OK, well let’s see how it goes, but for Christ’s sake be careful, Mick. If this blows up in my face there’ll be very few survivors! And what about this Kelly chap?” 
 
    “Well, he’s done a runner, but to be honest I doubt he killed O’Shaughnessy. He may be a bit of a con man, but I don’t see him as a killer, but we’re following it up all the same.” 
 
    When Hays returned to his office he asked Lyons to come in for a moment. 
 
    “The Super is going nuts. He’s being put under pressure. He didn’t elaborate, but I can tell. Any word on the tie wraps yet? Oh, and by the way, I didn’t tell him about those, so keep that little morsel to ourselves for now.” 
 
    “Nothing yet, but now that you mention it, I’ll get on to forensics and see what’s holding them up.” 
 
    The word on the tie wraps was that they were the same brand as the ones used to anchor Paddy O’Shaughnessy to his chair, but they were from a different batch. When she told Hays, he grumbled, “More circumstantial clap trap. Let’s hope Eamon and Sally get something a bit more conclusive.” 
 
    “Mick, do you think it was a good idea to send Sally off with Eamon?” 
 
    “If she’s going to be a Garda, she’ll need to be able to handle these kinds of situations. Eamon is sound. She’ll not come to any harm.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess you’re right. He never made a move on me anyway!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-seven 
 
    Eamon Flynn and Sally Fahy took almost three hours to reach the Garda station in Anglesea Street in Cork. They were expected, and having introduced themselves at the front desk, they were soon joined by Detective Garda Kevin O’Driscoll who welcomed them and treated them to a coffee apiece in the Costa Coffee across the road from the station. It was a very welcome gesture after their long drive. 
 
    “So, what’s the crack with the case you’re on then?” O’Driscoll asked. 
 
    Flynn explained the link to the mobile phone and the internet café, and asked O’Driscoll how he would like to play things. O’Driscoll hadn’t any strong views one way or the other, but suggested that three Gardaí descending on the two shops might be a bit much, as they were small premises in any case. Sally offered to stay at the station, but the other two wouldn’t hear of it, and it was agreed that the two Galway folks should head off on their own, and simply update O’Driscoll if any wrong-doing was discovered. 
 
    O’Driscoll gave them directions to the Meteor store on Oliver Plunkett Street. When they reached the shop, they asked for a manager, and Flynn showed his warrant card. Almost immediately an attractive girl in her mid-twenties with a name badge approached and introduced herself. 
 
    “I’m Mary Casey, I’m the manager here. How can I help you?” 
 
    Flynn explained the reason for the visit and asked if she by any chance had the CCTV footage from the day in question still on file. 
 
    “We should have. We normally keep the DVDs until the drawer is full, and then we throw out the older ones. Give me a few minutes and I’ll see if I can locate them.” 
 
    While Mary was gone to find the DVDs, Sally and Eamon browsed the phones on display. 
 
    “I wish I could afford one of these new Samsung models, they’re gorgeous,” Sally said, fondling the display model. 
 
    “I’m an iPhone man myself. I know they are mad expensive, but I just love them.” 
 
    “Oh well, I’m due an upgrade later this year. Maybe then,” she said. 
 
    Mary returned holding four DVDs in little see-through sleeves. 
 
    “I think these are the ones you’re looking for. I brought the day before and the day after as well, just in case,” she said, handing the DVDs to Sally. 
 
    “When you load them, three images come up. Two are of the tills and the other is taken from above the display racks. They’re not high definition quality, but they’re not bad,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks. Do you need a receipt?” Sally asked. 
 
    “Not at all. We just bin them after a few days anyway. You’re welcome to them.” 
 
    “Thanks very much,” Sally said, putting the DVDs into her handbag. 
 
    Next stop was the internet café on Morgan Street. The small window was crammed with cheap second-hand mobile phones, and large plastic decals advertising ‘Unlock any phone €20’. Then there was a long list of places you could call from the shop, headed up with the boast ‘Cheapest call rates in Cork’. 
 
    Inside, the shop was dingy and crowded. Down along the right-hand wall were five booths separated by roughly cut unpainted chipboard with a hand-written sign stuck on the outside of the first booth, ‘Internet just €1 an hour’. 
 
    The place smelled of a mixture of fast food and body odour and was none too clean. There was a small counter at the front of the shop, and behind it sat an oriental man surrounded by cables, broken phones and other electronic bits and pieces. Again, Flynn showed his warrant card, and the man said in barely understandable English, “Wait. I get Susi.” 
 
    When the man disappeared behind a panel to his rear, Sally nudged Flynn’s arm and gestured with her head to the ceiling where a little cluster of cameras were fixed, each with a small, blinking red light. 
 
    After a short interval, Susi emerged from behind the panel. She too was oriental. She was strikingly good looking, and when she spoke, her English was near perfect. 
 
    “Hi. How can I help you?” Susi said. 
 
    Flynn went through the ritual again, adjusting the day and date to the day that Maureen Lyons had received her threatening email. Susi seemed a little put out by the request. 
 
    “We are not responsible for what the customers do on the net,” she said in a defensive tone. 
 
    Sally interjected, “We just want to see if we recognize someone who was here that day. It’s not going to be a problem for you.” 
 
    “Please, wait a minute,” Susi said and slid back behind the wooden panel like some vaudeville act. 
 
    She was back a few minutes later and had a small flash memory stick in her hand. 
 
    As she handed it to Flynn, she said, “That will be twenty euro, please, for the memory stick.” 
 
    Flynn took the memory stick from her and feigned putting his hand inside his jacket, as if he was reaching for his wallet. 
 
    “I don’t think so, Susi,” he said, and signalled to Sally to leave the shop. 
 
    “Bloody cheek!” he muttered as they pulled the door open and exited onto the street. 
 
    Before leaving Cork, the two Galwegians had a hearty lunch at the Old Oak on Oliver Plunkett Street. Over the meal Sally gently probed Flynn about his experience as a Garda, and his move into the detective unit. 
 
    “There’s a rumour going around that Lyons is going to be made up to inspector soon,” he said. 
 
    “When that happens, I’ll probably go for detective sergeant. I think the boss will support it.” 
 
    “Yes, I heard that too. I hope it happens. She deserves it. That would be cool if you got sergeant out of it too,” Sally said.  
 
    “I hope so, as long as I don’t have to move away.” 
 
    “Have you got lots of ties to Galway?” 
 
    “My uncle was a sergeant here. He used to call around to our house at weekends and let me wear his Garda hat when I was about seven or eight. I’d go tearing around the place arresting everyone, looking like a plonker. The hat was way too big for me!” 
 
    Sally laughed. “I bet you looked a picture. Was that what got you into the force?” 
 
    “I suppose it was part of it. I always wanted to be a Garda from when I was really young, and that was way before we had pretty young civilian staff helping us out,” he said, looking at Sally and smiling. 
 
    “Ah, away with ye. Sure, we’re only here to make the real cops tea!” 
 
    “Not in your case. Hays reckons you for a detective, you know.” 
 
    “Do you really think so?” 
 
    “Yes. I know it. He’s on a mission to build a strong team here, and he knows a good prospect when he sees one,” Flynn said. 
 
    “Are you sure he’s not just trying to get into my knickers?” 
 
    “Don’t be daft. Sure, hasn’t he got Maureen for that!” he laughed. 
 
    Sally slapped Flynn’s leg. “You’re awful!” she said, laughing. 
 
    The drive back to Galway was slow and frustrating. There seemed to be endless road works and slow trucks that miraculously vanished when the road ahead was clear but reappeared as soon as a series of bends arrived. It took them till nearly six to get back to Mill Street, and they decided to call it a day rather than go in and get caught up in things. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-eight 
 
    The following morning, as soon as Hays arrived, Sally approached him with the DVDs and memory stick they had collected from the shops in Cork. 
 
    “How was Cork?” he asked. 
 
    “A long way away,” she replied, smiling. 
 
    He held up the DVDs and the other item. 
 
    “Let’s hope it was worth it.” 
 
    “Can you and John take one each and see if we can identify our mystery customer? If you see the same person in both it would be cool, but remember they will have different clothes, as it wasn’t all on the same day in both places.” 
 
    “OK, boss, I’ll get started as soon as John arrives.” 
 
    Hays went to his office and was browsing through his emails when the phone rang. 
 
    “Inspector Hays? This is Sergeant Donal McGroarty from Donegal. I believe you’re looking for a man called Jerome Kelly, is that right?” 
 
    “Good morning, Sergeant, yes that’s right,” Hays said, beckoning Lyons into the office as he spoke. 
 
    “We have him here for you, if you want him. He was found up in a holiday cottage in Dungloe. The folks around knew the place should have been empty at this time of year and phoned us, so we went out this morning nice and early and lifted him. What do you want me to do with him?” the sergeant asked in a soft Donegal accent. 
 
    “Any chance you could get him down here to Galway?” 
 
    “I suppose we could now. One of my men is from Loughrea, and I’m sure he’d like a trip home. Is this fella dangerous do you think?” 
 
    “I doubt it, but don’t take any chances with him. And if you could send his computer and his phone with him, that would be perfect.” 
 
    “We’ll see what we can do, Inspector. We’ll have him there by tea time.” 
 
    “Terrific. Thanks very much, Sergeant.” 
 
    “There you go. Let’s you and I have a go at him before we hand him over to Liam in the drug squad. We’ll warm him up for him!” he said to Lyons with a smile. 
 
    * * * 
 
    By lunchtime, Sally Fahy and John O’Connor were dizzy from watching the CCTV footage from the Meteor shop and the internet café, but they had a result of sorts. They had been comparing notes all along and had identified what looked like the same customer in both sets of CCTV. The trouble was that there was no clear view of his face. Either he had been careful not to be caught, knowing that the shops were recording, or he’d been lucky. The views that they had of the man were mostly from above and behind, with little other than a slightly balding pate against a head of black hair to distinguish him. 
 
    Somewhat dejected, Sally brought the results to Hays who was sitting with Lyons in his office. When they heard the news, Hays cursed out loud, but Lyons took a more up-beat stance. 
 
    “Thanks, Sally, and John too. That’s not the most scintillating television you have ever watched, but well done in any case.” 
 
    She went on, “Can you get a few stills printed up from the best of it, particularly where the guy looks similar in both sets of images? Oh, and make sure they are date and time stamped. Is there any point in sending these out for enhancement?” 
 
    “I don’t think so, Sarge, there’s no real features to be enhanced unfortunately,” Sally said. 
 
    “Well, just get the stills printed up then.” 
 
    When Sally had left the room, Lyons said to Hays, “What do you think?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Maureen, it’s all very thin. OK, so we can see a clear motive, but we can’t place him at the scene. Shit! We don’t even know when the poor old bugger died. And with the Super breathing down our necks, we can’t just wing it – not this time.” 
 
    “Why don’t I get on to Julian Dodd and demand that he gives us an accurate time of death? I’ll tell him we’ll put him in one of his precious fridges overnight if he doesn’t come across!” 
 
    “It’s worth a try, I guess. Or you could just promise to have sex with him,” Hays said smiling. 
 
    “I don’t think so. I don’t think his blood pressure could stand it.” She got up to leave. 
 
    When Dodd answered the phone, and heard who it was that was calling, he said, “Ah, Sergeant. I was wondering when you would be back on. What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “We need to have a good approximation of when Paddy O’Shaughnessy died. An intelligent guess will do if you haven’t got any science to back it up.” 
 
    “Tut, Sergeant, pathology is not a guessing game, it’s an exact and precise science. Intelligence, yes, of course, but guessing – oh no, I leave that to you lot!” 
 
    He’s getting more pompous as time goes by, she thought. 
 
    “Well, whatever,” she said, not really in the mood for witty banter with the good doctor. “As it happens, you’re in luck. My enthusiastic assistant was doing some work on poor Paddy to inform a thesis he’s working on concerning bacteriological development in cadavers.” 
 
    Get on with it you old fool, she thought. 
 
    “There’s no point explaining the details to you, obviously you wouldn’t understand. But his analysis shows that Mr O’Shaughnessy departed this troubled earth exactly fourteen days before he was discovered by the nurse, give or take twenty-four hours as a margin of error.” 
 
    “How certain can you be, Doctor? I mean, would it stand up in court if needs be?” 
 
    “As I said, Sergeant,” he said, as if he regarded Garda sergeants to be a life form not much higher on the evolutionary scale than the bacteria he was relying on, “we don’t do guessing here. I would defy any defence lawyer to find an expert witness that could refute my findings.” 
 
    “Excellent, Doctor. That’s most helpful. Could I ask you to put all that down on paper for me and email it across?” 
 
    “Consider it done, dear lady. Now I must get on. More bodies to chop up don’t you know. Goodbye.” 
 
    “Some day…” she said to herself. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lyons recounted her exchange with the doctor in the short form to Hays who was considerably cheered up by the news. 
 
    “Well done, Maureen. I always thought you had the makings of a half-decent detective in you,” he said, smiling warmly. 
 
    “So, where does that leave us now?” she asked. 
 
    “Normally I’d say we have enough to give Mr Techy from Cork a tug. But given the situation, I’d better run it past Plunkett before we make a move. Let’s see if he’s in,” he said, reaching for the phone. 
 
    He wasn’t in as it happened, and wouldn’t be until the following morning, so Hays left a message with his secretary to say that he needed to see the superintendent for ten minutes in the morning and left it at that. 
 
    “That actually works better, ‘cos we’ll have had a good go at Mr QFA before I see Plunkett. We will either have eliminated him, or found a reason to charge him.” 
 
    The Donegal crew arrived as promised at five o’clock with a very dejected and exhausted looking Jerome Kelly in tow. 
 
    Hays asked Sergeant Flannery to get him some food, and at six o’clock, Hays and Lyons joined him in the interview room. 
 
    “Well, Mr Kelly, we meet again. Sorry to have interrupted your holiday in Donegal. Now I think you owe me your diary, your client list, and a reason why you went AWOL, don’t you?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Look, I didn’t have anything to do with the old guy’s death. I had to get away for a while. There are some business dealings that I need to sort out, and I couldn’t do it with you lot breathing down my neck, OK?” the man said. 
 
    “No, not OK,” said Lyons, “would these business dealings have anything to do with the drugs we found in your back bedroom, along with a sizeable amount in cash?” 
 
    “Jesus! What were you doing in my house? Have you a warrant?” 
 
    “Don’t be pathetic, Kelly. You know damn well we don’t need a warrant, and you’re in a lot of trouble. We’ll let the drug squad deal with your little store of goodies. What I’m interested in is how you knew O’Shaughnessy’s first name, when neither of us had mentioned it on the evening we dropped in on you,” she said. 
 
    “Oh, all right, I may as well tell you. I did call to his house. We had a good chat – he was a nice old codger, and he was enjoying having someone to talk to. He told me he could be coming into some money, and he’d like to invest it. He said it was a good amount, so naturally I was interested. We agreed I could call back in about two weeks and he would have the details then.” 
 
    “And when exactly was this, Mr Kelly?” Hays asked. 
 
    “About four weeks ago. I was going to call on him this week, but it seems I’m too late.” 
 
    “And that’s it? You had no further contact with Paddy O’Shaughnessy after you called to his house about four weeks ago? Is that what you’re telling us?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, that’s right.” 
 
    “We’ll need to check on your whereabouts during the week that O’Shaughnessy died. As you may have gathered, the poor man was tortured and murdered in his house, and with the tall tales you’ve been telling us, I may as well tell you, you are a suspect.” 
 
    “Bloody hell. That’s crazy. I wouldn’t get very far if I was going around killing my clients, now would I? Anyway, I was out of the country that week, in Amsterdam,” Kelly said. 
 
    “How do you know what week we’re talking about?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “It was in the paper. I saw it and said to myself ‘just my luck’. That deal could have got me out of trouble with the drugs. I owe a fair bit of money to some not very nice types.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you take the drugs and money we found in your house on Shantalla Road with you when you left for Donegal?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I thought it would be safer there than travelling around with it in the car. I was going to go back for it when you lot had lost interest in me.” 
 
    “Can you prove you were out of the country when O’Shaughnessy was killed?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “You’ll get the bookings from my laptop. I flew to Amsterdam on the Sunday, and back on the Friday, and my hotel booking is on there too. And you can check with the airline and the hotel.” 
 
    “OK, well we’re keeping you in overnight while all that is checked out. And then our colleagues in the drug squad would like a word.” 
 
    Kelly was ushered back to a cell for the night, and Hays said he would get Sally to check Kelly’s story with the airline and the hotel in Amsterdam in the morning. 
 
    “C’mon, let’s get out of here. I’m taking you to dinner, young lady,” he said to Lyons. 
 
    “Oh, you are, are you? What if I just want to slob out in front of the telly with a pizza?” she snapped back at him. 
 
    “Do you?” 
 
    “No, of course not. God, you’re so easy to wind up sometimes. Let’s go!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-nine 
 
    They went for a scrumptious meal at Brasserie On The Corner in the city centre, and then made their way back to Hays’ house in Salthill. 
 
    When they got in, after they had settled in the lounge, Maureen said, “God, thanks, Mick, that was smashing.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. Would you like a brandy to wash it down? I have a nice bottle of good Spanish Magno in the cupboard.” 
 
    “Yes, please. That sounds just the job,” she said. 
 
    When they were sitting back sipping the drink from their Galway Crystal brandy balloons, Maureen approached the subject that both of them had been carefully avoiding all evening. 
 
    “So, what about you and me then, Mick Hays? Where to from here?” 
 
    “What indeed. Well you know you can stay on here a while if you want to. You’re always welcome,” he said. 
 
    “That sounds like my distant cousin trying to get rid of me when I have turned up out of the blue and been there for a week!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Maureen. I don’t mean it like that at all. What do you want to do?” 
 
    “I’ve thought about it a good deal. But to be honest I like my independence, Mick. I like the way we have been getting on over the past while, but I don’t feel ready for any huge commitment just yet. What about you?” 
 
    “I feel the same. I think we’re doing just fine. It’s almost as if it shouldn’t work, but it does. Maybe I’m being too careful, but I don’t want to break it, whatever ‘it’ is.” 
 
    “Right so. I’ll shift back to my place tomorrow after work. I don’t think I’m in any danger, except maybe in danger of getting in too deep too soon.” 
 
    Mick raised his glass and touched it against hers. 
 
    “Well let’s enjoy tonight then.” 
 
    If it’s possible to feel relief and disappointment at the same time, then both those feelings swept over Lyons as they got physically close that evening. 
 
    “Steady girl,” she said to herself. “Time and place. Time and place. You’ve always been good at it, now don’t mess this up.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
    Hays was summoned to Superintendent Plunkett’s office early the following morning, soon after he arrived at the station. 
 
    “Come in, Mick, take the weight off, would you like a coffee?” asked the boss in an ebullient mood. 
 
    “Yes, please, just a drop of milk.” 
 
    When Hays had the drink on the desk in front of him, the older man went on, “Well, what’s been happening with the O’Shaughnessy death then? What’s the latest?” 
 
    Hays explained about the CCTV from the two sites in Cork, and about the dire financial state of O’Shaughnessy’s company, as well as the evidence about the plastic tie wraps. He told the superintendent that they now had a motive, possible opportunity, but as yet no means by which O’Shaughnessy himself could have killed his uncle. He also told him about the QFA, and that whilst he had lied to them about knowing O’Shaughnessy, he appeared to have an alibi for when the old man had been killed. They were still checking it out, but it looked solid enough. 
 
    “We can’t place the nephew anywhere near the scene of the crime yet, although we now know the day the old man was killed. It was exactly two weeks to the day before the nurse found him.” 
 
    “So, it’s still all rather circumstantial?” Plunkett asked. 
 
    “It is, yes, for now. What about the intervention from Dublin? Has that quietened down any?” Hays enquired. 
 
    “It has, thank God. I put out a few discreet feelers of my own, and it seems the pols and others are distancing themselves from Ciaran O’Shaughnessy, in case you are right and it all goes tits up. But that doesn’t mean they won’t be back onto it like flies on manure if your man comes up clean.” 
 
    “I see. How do you think we should proceed, boss?” 
 
    “Well, Mick, if it was me in your shoes, I’d get the little bugger into a small room somewhere and put the screws on him till he confessed – figuratively speaking of course. But I never said that, you understand.” 
 
    “Do you think he’d go squealing to his buddies in Dublin?” 
 
    “Even if he did, I have it on good authority that it would fall on deaf ears.” 
 
    “I see. Well that’s very useful to know,” Hays said. 
 
    “Yes, Mick, but go carefully. You know I have big ideas for this place. I want to grow a serious detective unit here that will dominate the entire Western Region. And you and your team are very much part of all that. It’s the same old story. If we get a good result here, then we’ll be heroes, and I’ll get to do what I want. If we screw up, then they’ll move me to the Aran Islands and it will be game over.” 
 
    “No pressure then, sir, I see.” 
 
    “Things are getting a lot more political in the force, Mick. We have to deal with a lot of stuff that we never saw before, and most of it isn’t helpful. If I need to replace a squad car these days, they nearly want to have a commission of enquiry. So, let’s get the right result here, eh Mick. I have every faith in you and the team, and if you need anything, let me know.” 
 
    Hays drained his cup and stood up thanking Plunkett for the coffee and saying that he would keep him posted. 
 
    Back in the incident room, the team were all present and Hays lost no time in addressing them. 
 
    “I’ve just had a meeting with Superintendent Plunkett,” he said, “and here’s what we’re going to do. We’re going to bring young O’Shaughnessy in for questioning – some fairly aggressive questioning at that. We’ll present him with the CCTV evidence, the tie wraps, his company’s finances, and we’ll sweat him about his whereabouts on the day of the murder.” 
 
    “You’re after a confession, boss,” Lyons said. 
 
    “I am, and I intend to get it. Now, John, can you get on to Anglesea Street in Cork and ask them to set up the most oppressive interview room that they have? Once we’re on the road we’ll get them to bring him in using a squad car with lights and all. I want you and you with me,” he said, indicating Lyons and Flynn, “and we play bad cop, worse cop, and nightmare from hell cop. Any questions?” 
 
    “What about Kelly?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “We’ll turn him over to Liam in the drugs squad. If there’s anything there for us, he’ll find it and let us know. Kelly’s days as a financial advisor are definitely up I’d say. 
 
    “OK. Let’s get going then. John, you stay close to the phone all day. We may need some coordination from here. And if you’ve nothing better to do, check out Kelly’s alibi with Ryanair and his hotel. Make sure he didn’t pop back mid-week to bump off the old guy. The guys at the airport should be able to tell you that from his passport scans. Maureen, will you bring the evidence, such as it is?” 
 
    “Yes, boss.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-one 
 
    The three detectives were apprehensive about what lay ahead, but a little excited at the same time that they might actually close the case by that evening. 
 
    They made a pit stop on the outskirts of Limerick and Hays relayed the conversation that he had had with the superintendent that morning. 
 
    “We get one good shot at this, folks, and if he doesn’t come across, we’ll all be back in clothes writing parking tickets in Manorhamilton or Drumshanbo.” 
 
    “But, sir,” Flynn said, “there aren’t any cars in those towns.” 
 
    “Exactly my point, Eamon.” 
 
    It was nearly half past twelve by the time they arrived in Anglesea Street Garda Station in Cork. O’Connor had called ahead, and when they had introduced themselves, the desk sergeant told them that Detective Inspector Donovan would like to see them. They all trooped up the stairs and found his office on the third floor. 
 
    “Come in folks, come in,” Donovan said in a strong Cork accent, welcoming the visitors. 
 
    Introductions were made all round, and Hays and Lyons sat down leaving Flynn standing as there was no third chair. 
 
    “We have your man downstairs. Jesus, he’s livid. I’ve rarely seen someone so agitated, and of course he’s got himself a solicitor – a Mr Daniel Murphy. Seems quite a cute sort, so you may have your work cut out. One of my uniformed men will be in with you. Are you all going in together?” 
 
    “No,” said Hays, “Sergeant Lyons and myself will start proceedings. It’s important he sees her after the threatening email that was sent. Then we’ll rotate Detective Flynn in and out. I have someone looking to see if we can get a second twenty-four hours if we need it.” 
 
    “So, you’re fairly sure this is your man then?” Donovan asked. 
 
    “We are, but we only have some pretty circumstantial evidence so far, so we need a confession.” 
 
    “Good luck with that! Right, you’d better get moving before he starts shouting about lunch. Oh, and by the way, we got his fingerprints off him, ‘for elimination purposes’ as it were.” 
 
    “Excellent, thanks.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The interview room was as drab and oppressive as they had requested. The green walls, and the dirty window positioned high in the wall opposite the door, combined with the smell of sweat, created a unique atmosphere which was just what the detectives needed. 
 
    When Hays and Lyons entered the room, O’Shaughnessy and his solicitor were seated side by side, and the uniformed Garda from the Cork station was standing at ease by the door. 
 
    “About bloody time!” O’Shaughnessy burst out, jumping to his feet. “What the hell do you think you are doing? I have a business to run, you know.” 
 
    Murphy touched his arm and made soothing gestures, asking his client to calm down, and they all took their respective seats. 
 
    Lyons read the man his rights very slowly and deliberately, staring him in the eye with a fixed gaze throughout the short speech. 
 
    “Do you require a drink of water, or tea, Mr O’Shaughnessy, or perhaps a toilet break?” she asked. 
 
    “I require to get bloody well out of here, that’s what I require!” he snapped back at her. 
 
    “Very well, then we’ll begin.” 
 
    Lyons explained that O’Shaughnessy had not, as yet, been charged with anything, and that they were there to progress enquiries about the brutal torture and murder of O’Shaughnessy’s uncle. 
 
    “Where were you, Mr O’Shaughnessy, on Wednesday afternoon two weeks ago?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I don’t bloody know, do I, I told you I travel a lot for business. I’d have to consult my diary.” 
 
    “Do you have it with you?” she asked. 
 
    “Does it look like I have it with me?” he replied, spreading his hands to show that he had nothing with him. 
 
    “I thought you might keep it on your phone, Mr O’Shaughnessy, you know, along with your emails,” she said, drawing out the word ‘emails’ and staring at him coldly. 
 
    Daniel Murphy piped up. “Could we move along please, Sergeant? My client has answered your question.” 
 
    Lyons paused for a moment and turned to look at the solicitor. 
 
    “Mr Murphy, not only has your client specifically not answered my question, but he has been rude, aggressive, and offensive in failing to do so. May I propose that you advise your client to be more cooperative and less offensive, or we’ll be here for a very long time indeed.” 
 
    Murphy looked at his client and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    Hays had seen Lyons in this mood before, and he was glad he wasn’t on the receiving end. 
 
    “So, Mr O’Shaughnessy, I’ll ask again, where were you on the afternoon of Wednesday two weeks ago?” 
 
    Murphy gave his client what he thought was an imperceptible nod, which was picked up by both detectives, and O’Shaughnessy replied, “I was in my office. I had a business meeting in Limerick in the morning at eleven, and when that was over, I drove back to my office. I arrived back around two o’clock.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mr O’Shaughnessy, that wasn’t too difficult, was it?” she said, “and I presume that you have people that can vouch for your presence at that meeting, and for your arrival back at your premises?” 
 
    O’Shaughnessy said nothing. 
 
    “We’ll take that as a yes for now then, shall we?” Lyons said. 
 
    “And can you tell us what the purpose of your meeting in Limerick was?” she continued. 
 
    Murphy interjected again. “I can’t see how that’s relevant to your enquiries, Sergeant.” 
 
    Lyons had had enough of this. Time to put this guy in his box. 
 
    “Really, Mr Murphy. I’m very surprised that a man of your obvious legal talent can’t figure that out. We believe that your client’s business is in financial difficulty, Mr Murphy, and that Paddy O’Shaughnessy was murdered for financial gain. We need to establish if there is any possible connection between those two matters, so I’ll ask again…” 
 
    Murphy looked at his client and shook his head ever so slightly from side to side. 
 
    “No comment,” replied the man, and he sat back smugly in his chair as if the response had acquitted him of any possible wrong-doing. 
 
    The interview proceeded on the same lines for another tortuous forty minutes. At half past one, Lyons called a break for lunch, and said that food would be brought in for the solicitor and his client, and that they could use the time to consult if required. The interview would resume at two o’clock. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The detectives adjourned to a nearby office and were joined by Flynn who had procured sandwiches for them all. 
 
    “How’s it going?” he asked. 
 
    “Not much so far,” Lyons admitted, “that little prick Murphy is keeping him straight.” 
 
    “You did a pretty good number on him, though,” Hays said smiling. 
 
    “Not good enough. He’s a wily little fucker,” she said, between mouthfuls. 
 
    It was agreed that Flynn and Hays would resume the interview at two o’clock. Hays asked Lyons to find out what car O’Shaughnessy owned, and its registration details. 
 
    “If I remember from our last visit, it’s a blue BMW 3 Series. But I’ll get the number. I suppose you want me to get onto O’Connor and see if there’s anything on it?” 
 
    “Exactly,” Hays replied, heading back with Flynn to the interview room. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When the interview recommenced, Daniel Murphy had a go at Hays to see if he could wrestle his client free from the clutches of the Gardaí. 
 
    “Inspector Hays, we’ve had a good deal of questioning now, mostly fishing on your part. Have you any substantive evidence that can link my client to your investigation? If not, we’ll be leaving.” 
 
    “I’m afraid that won’t be possible, Mr Murphy. We’ve barely got started!” 
 
    Then, turning to Ciaran O’Shaughnessy, he said, “Mr O’Shaughnessy, have you ever owned a mobile phone with this number?” He showed him the number of the phone used to set up the arson attack on Paddy’s cottage. 
 
    “No, I don’t recognize it,” O’Shaughnessy said. 
 
    “Then how do you explain this?” Hays said, showing the suspect the photo taken from the Meteor shop’s CCTV footage. 
 
    “Explain what exactly, Inspector?” Daniel Murphy asked. 
 
    “Is this not a photograph of you purchasing a pay as you go mobile phone in the Meteor shop on Oliver Plunkett Street the day before your uncle’s house was burned to the ground?” 
 
    “This is a photograph of some random person who looks vaguely like my client from behind. Hardly evidence, Inspector.” 
 
    “And is this not a picture of you entering an internet café to send a threatening email to a member of An Garda Siochána, Mr O’Shaughnessy?” 
 
    O’Shaughnessy made to reply, but Murphy cut in ahead of him. 
 
    “Really, Inspector, you’ll have to do much better than that. Now I suggest you either charge my client with something or let him go immediately!” 
 
    Hays managed to string it out for another half-hour, not wanting to yield to Murphy’s demand at once, but it was clear that O’Shaughnessy was in no humour to confess to anything. They had to release him. Hays was expecting Murphy to threaten the Gardaí with all sorts of things, but to his surprise, no threat was made. 
 
    Going back in the car the mood was very glum and there were few words spoken. They dropped Flynn off at the station, and on the way out to Hays’ house Maureen asked him to give her a lift back to her own apartment with her stuff. It didn’t take them long to get her few belongings together, and he left her back at her flat by the river bidding her goodnight with a quick perfunctory kiss. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-two 
 
    The next day Hays reported the progress, or lack of it, to Superintendent Plunkett. He was expecting Plunkett to be angry, but to his surprise, the senior man was quite unperturbed. 
 
    “I know it’s a disappointment, Mick, but if you resort to good old-fashioned police work, you’ll nail him. You’re sure it’s him?” 
 
    “Yes, sir, certain. What about the fallout from up above?” 
 
    “You let me worry about that. If you’ve rattled him enough there won’t be any.” 
 
    Back in the incident room Hays called the team together again. 
 
    “Anything new?” he asked, expecting to be disappointed. 
 
    John O’Connor raised his hand. 
 
    “Yes, John, what have you?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Well, firstly, Kelly’s alibi holds up. Ryanair confirmed that he actually travelled on the flights he said he did, and there’s no sign of him coming back mid-week either. The hotel says he was there every night he said he was, so it looks like he was telling the truth. But there’s more. 
 
    “You know you asked me to check out Ciaran O’Shaughnessy’s car yesterday, sir? Well I did, and it turns out he was pinged at 15:21 p.m. doing a 130 kph heading north between Gort and Galway on the day Paddy was murdered.” 
 
    “Was he now. Good work, John. There can’t be any mistake about this, can there?” 
 
    “No, sir. I’m getting the Gatso folks to send over the photo, but they say it’s a slam dunk.” 
 
    “So, he lied to us about his movements that day. Good. We’re closing in.” 
 
    “Yes, boss, but it’s still all too circumstantial. We need more – something positive,” Lyons said. 
 
    “I agree,” Hays said, and thought for a minute. 
 
    “Tell you what. Why don’t you and I nip out to the cottage again? We haven’t been there for a while, and you have a happy knack of finding things. Remember last year when you found that boarding card in the ditch?” he said. 
 
    “Oh, that,” she said. 
 
    “Might as well,” Lyons said, “better than hanging around here doing nothing anyway.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was a fine spring morning as they drove out west from Galway. Beyond Oughterard the gorse was just starting to bloom, and as they passed a few of the bright yellow bushes, the heady scent of coconut wafted in through the open car windows. 
 
    The twelve pins looked magnificent in the distance, the sunshine giving them their famous blue tones. With fluffy cotton wool clouds drifting by slowly overhead, the two detectives could not help but be moved by the sheer beauty of their surroundings. 
 
    They stopped in Roundstone for an early lunch, enjoying a pair of Mrs Vaughan’s legendary smoked salmon salads, sitting looking out at the glistening waters of Bertraghboy Bay. 
 
    “How did you get on being back at home last night?” Hays asked his sergeant. 
 
    “Fine. Everything was just the same.” Then, unprompted, she reached across the low table and squeezed his hand, “but I missed you.” 
 
    “Me too,” he said stroking the back of her hand with his thumb. 
 
    “Fuck it, Mick, we’ll have to sort ourselves out,” she said. 
 
    “I agree. Let’s get this thing behind us first. Then we’ll take some time out and see what we can come up with.” 
 
    “You’re not messing now, are you? I’d prefer you to be straight with me.” 
 
    “No, I’m not messing, Maureen. That’s not me, but we need to think things out properly if it’s going to work out for us.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    They reached the burnt-out shell of Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s old cottage about half an hour after leaving Roundstone. It looked much the same as it did the last time they were there, except there were no vehicles around, and the blue and white crime scene tape was all but gone, with just a few scraps fluttering in the breeze. 
 
    They got out of their car and deeply inhaled the pure air. The grass was starting to grow over the track leading to the old house, and a few clover plants had put out their small, pale flowers. 
 
    “What do you want to do?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Just walk around. Get the feel of the place. Try to imagine Ciaran arriving to get his uncle to lend him money to save his business. See what comes to you,” he said. 
 
    They set off in different directions walking around the site, moving the grass and clover with their feet. After a few minutes Hays shouted, “Maureen, over here!” 
 
    He was standing quite still, looking down between his feet. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Look between my feet.” 
 
    Lying in the grass between Hays’ two large black leather shoes, was a coin. It was partly hidden by the grass, and he had only seen it because the sun had caught it, and it briefly flashed a beam of light at him. 
 
    “Very carefully, get that into an evidence bag. Don’t touch it, and don’t rub the surface, just pick it up by its edges.” 
 
    Maureen manoeuvred the two euro coin into a small plastic evidence bag. 
 
    “That could have been dropped by anyone, you know,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, I know. But it’s time we got a lucky break.” 
 
    “And what are you hoping to get from it anyway?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ll tell you on the way back.” 
 
    “And while you’re at it, I’ve been thinking if Ciaran drove up from Cork in his BMW, he would have needed to refuel before going back. So where would he have done that, I wonder?” 
 
    “Possibly in Clifden?” 
 
    “That’s what I was thinking, and didn’t the owner of that garage, what was his name, Ferris, that’s it, didn’t he say he had to fit CCTV at the garage because he was getting broken into so often?” 
 
    “Christ, Maureen, I think you’re right. Let’s head in and see what we can dig up.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Out of courtesy they stopped at Clifden Garda station and found Sergeant Mulholland tucking into a cup of tea and a packet of chocolate biscuits. 
 
    “Ah, Séan, just in time. Yes, we’d love a cup of tea, thanks!” Hays said. 
 
    They explained the reason for their unexpected visit, and Mulholland quickly volunteered Jim Dolan to go to the garage and collect the CCTV footage. He said he would get Dolan to look at it, and they would let Hays know if there was anything significant. Lyons gave the sergeant the registration number and details of O’Shaughnessy’s car. 
 
    When they had finished their tea and biscuits, Hays and Lyons left Clifden and headed back to Galway. When they were underway, Lyons asked, “So what’s the story with the coin?” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Well, if by any chance it was dropped by Ciaran O’Shaughnessy, we may be able to get a print off it.” 
 
    “You’re kidding. Surely you can’t get a print off a coin, so many people would have handled it,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, but I was reading the UK Police Gazette the other night, sad bastard that I am. Some outfit in Leicester have a new process that can recover prints from coins and identify the last person to have handled it. It’s been used a few times in cases over there already,” Hays explained. 
 
    “So, that’s where our two euro is headed?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Dead right. And if Ciaran O’Shaughnessy was the last person to handle that coin, then that places him at the scene.” 
 
    “Nice. Bit of a long shot though,” she said. 
 
    “Let’s see what Mulholland comes up with. If, by any chance, we can get him filling up in Clifden and if the coin comes through, then we would have enough to charge him.” 
 
    “A lot of ‘ifs’.” 
 
    “Maybe. You do think he did it, don’t you?” 
 
    “What I can’t understand is that O’Shaughnessy would have inherited his uncle’s shares and money in a few years in any case, so why try to rob him now?” 
 
    “He’s desperate. His company is on skid row, he needed the money urgently. And besides, if the old man died naturally, the inheritance would have to be split between him and his sister in Scotland, so he’d only get half. And that’s assuming it was left to them in the first place.” 
 
    “I wonder who he’s been borrowing from. I bet there’s a Limerick connection there somewhere. How could we find out?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I could ask Pat Dineen to have a sniff around and see if he can turn anything up. He probably knows who’s lending money in the area. I’ll give him a call later on.” 
 
    By the time they reached Galway it had started to rain. The traffic was almost at a standstill, and it was after five o’clock, so Hays dropped Lyons off at her house and headed home. He had half-hoped that she would invite him in, but it didn’t happen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-three 
 
    Later that evening, at home in Salthill, Mick Hays called Pat Dineen in Limerick. 
 
    “Hi Mick, how’s it going?” Dineen asked. 
 
    Hays explained that he was still working on the O’Shaughnessy case and that he was hoping to find out if Ciaran O’Shaughnessy had borrowed from money lenders in Limerick to shore up his business. 
 
    “To be honest, Mick, it’s a bit of a cesspit. There’s a lot of drug money sloshing around, and there’s no doubt that there’s some money lending going on. But we just haven’t got the resources to chase everything, so we concentrate on the drug traffic and do our best to stem the flow at that end. But listen, I have a few contacts here and there that I can talk to. I’ll see if I can dig up anything.” 
 
    “We’re closing in on him, but we need a bit more to charge him.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can find out for you, but it could take a few days. I’ll get back to you.” 
 
    “Thanks, Pat, cheers,” Hays said and hung up. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The next day at Mill Street Garda station things were getting busy again. John O’Connor was chasing down the speeding ticket that O’Shaughnessy had picked up on the Limerick to Galway road when he had told them that he was travelling south from Limerick to Cork. 
 
    Lyons was intending to follow up with Mulholland about the CCTV from the garage, but she knew there was no point in calling him before late afternoon. Things moved at a different pace out there in Clifden, and by the time they had drunk their morning tea, sauntered down to the petrol station, gossiped with Ferris about all sorts, and actually got hold of the footage, it could be close to lunch time. And sure there would be no point in starting anything till after lunch, so Lyons reckoned it could be half past two before Dolan actually started looking at the video, that is if he hadn’t been called out on some urgent business, like a donkey loose on the road somewhere. 
 
    Hays knew there was no point in trying to hurry Pat Dineen along either. The task he had taken on was a tricky one, and he would have to move carefully among the Limerick underworld if he was to get any useful information. Such matters had their own pace, and it usually wasn’t quick. 
 
    Lyons came into his office carrying the bag containing the two euro coin that they had found in the grass out at Derrygimlagh. 
 
    “Boss, are you sure about this? It seems like a very long shot to me,” she said. 
 
    “Come in, Sergeant, take a seat, watch and learn.” 
 
    Hays powered up his PC and turned the screen so that they could both see it. He launched his internet browser and typed a few words into the search bar. 
 
    The first few items to appear related to how coin collectors can remove finger smudges from proof coins – just about the exact opposite of what they were about. But a few headings down the page there was an article about how police in the UK could now recover fingerprints from coins. It was a technique developed at the University of Leicester and involved placing the coin in a solution of chemicals that attach to any exposed metal when an electric current is applied. The fingerprints, which contain traces of grease, insulate the metal from the solution, thus creating a negative image of the fingerprint. Apparently, the technique could also be used to recover DNA from the coin. 
 
    The article claimed a high confidence level for the technique, claiming an over ninety percent hit rate in controlled samples where students had allowed their fingerprints to be taken in the conventional way, and then had them compared to prints recovered from coins that they were carrying in their pockets or purses. 
 
    “See, I told you. And if I’m guessing correctly, we’ll never need to satisfy a jury with this one,” Hays told the sergeant who was looking on clearly impressed. 
 
    “So, can you get on to professor what’s-his-name in Leicester University and see if he would be willing to help out with our coin? We can send it across with a secure courier. I’m sure he’ll only be too glad to lend a hand on a real live case. What we want back is a clear print from the coin, and of course the coin itself.” 
 
    “OK, boss, I’m on it. But what if the technique only works on British coins, and not on euros?” she said smiling. 
 
    “Get out of here!” he laughed and threw a rolled-up piece of waste paper at her. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays had been right. Lyons got through to Professor James Lattimer with remarkable ease, and after exchanging a few pleasantries, he readily agreed to carry out the tests. 
 
    He instructed Lyons to pack the coin in a plastic coin or medal container with no sponge or any organic material around it, and to send it by secure courier to him personally. He gave her the full address. 
 
    ‘Secure courier’ meant that the item would be hand carried from A to B in a locked case, a small one in this instance, and the courier would have credentials to ensure that the case was not opened or interfered with, or scanned by x-ray which could spoil the evidence, and give a defence barrister an opportunity to cast doubt on its legitimacy. These couriers were quite often used between Ireland and the UK, and vice-versa when the police forces of both countries were cooperating on a case. 
 
    Lyons took a five euro note from her purse and asked Sally Fahy to go downtown and get two of the required plastic containers of the correct size for a two euro coin. 
 
    “Make sure it’s a good fit, that’s important,” she instructed. 
 
    Then she got onto the superintendent’s office to arrange a courier for twelve o’clock. She looked up flights from Dublin to Leicester and found that either East Midlands or Birmingham Airport was the nearest. Consulting the airline timetables out of curiosity she found that the courier could be in Leicester by about half past seven that evening. She phoned the professor back to see if there would be anyone available to receive and sign for the coin at that hour. 
 
    “Certainly, I’ll be here myself. I rarely leave before nine anyway, and today I have to prepare a paper for an upcoming symposium, so I’ll be here, no problem.” 
 
    “Thanks, Professor, oh and may I ask how long the procedure takes once you have the coin in your possession?” 
 
    “It’s surprisingly quick. As it’s a live case as it were, it will need to be done in laboratory conditions, so I’ll get Dr Andrew Kerel to actually do the test. He’s fully accredited and has done several of these for the UK Police. We’ve had quite a few convictions now, based on this evidence. If your case comes to court, I’ll gladly send you the references.” 
 
    “Thank you, Professor, that’s very helpful. You were saying how long it might take?” she prompted. 
 
    “Oh yes, sorry. Kerel gets in around ten in the morning usually, so I imagine we’ll have a result around lunchtime tomorrow. I can email across anything we find.” 
 
    “That would be terrific, thank you so much,” she said. 
 
    “No trouble, Sergeant. Glad to be of help.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Sally was back in the station half an hour later with one of her own two euro coins safely stowed in a little clear plastic box, and another just like it completely empty. It was a perfect fit – the coin didn’t even move around inside the container. 
 
    “Thanks a million, Sally. Now could you get some tweezers and gloves, and we’ll transfer the Derrygimlagh coin to the empty container. Take your coin out and throw away the box before we start, so we don’t get mixed up. We don’t want your thumb print coming back from Leicester tomorrow!” she said. 
 
    At exactly twelve o’clock the secure courier arrived and asked for Sergeant Lyons. Lyons was surprised to find a very attractive tall blonde girl with a mop of curly hair and an amazing figure, dressed in black from head to toe, waiting for her in reception. 
 
    “Hi. I’m Angela Byrne,” she said holding out her hand, “well at least that’s what it says on today’s passport. You must be Sergeant Lyons.” 
 
    “Call me Maureen. It always says the same on my passport! Come on up and I’ll give you the item.” 
 
    The two women made their way upstairs where Lyons handed over the small package together with the address and the completed S-39 form to get the courier through security. 
 
    “When do you think you’ll get there? It’s just that the professor will only be in his office till around nine,” Lyons said. 
 
    “I’ll be there long before that. Probably around seven,” Angela said. 
 
    “Are you flying to East Midlands?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Not likely. I never use EMA, they’re much too inquisitive. No, it’s Stansted for me with Ryanair, I’m afraid. It’s not luxurious, but at least it will be on time, and it’s just about two hours in a fast car after that,” the girl said. 
 
    Lyons decided not to ask anything further about the courier’s travel plans. She clearly knew what she was about, which was what Lyons had been out to establish in the first place. 
 
    Before she left, Angela asked, “Will there be a return trip for this?” 
 
    “Yes, but it won’t be urgent. Next week will do.” 
 
    “It may not even be me that gets it then, there’s quite a few of us doing this.” 
 
    “Do you get to go anywhere nicer than the English Midlands?” Lyons asked as they walked downstairs again. 
 
    “You bet! Mostly the US, Canada and occasionally South Africa or Australia. I was there last week,” the courier said. 
 
    “Wow, sounds great. Bet the air miles clock up quickly,” Lyons responded. 
 
    “We’re not allowed to collect them. And anyway, last week I was Deirdre O’Dwyer, so it wouldn’t be much use, I’m afraid.” 
 
    Lyons said goodbye. She was completely bemused by the secret life of the secure courier and was still processing the whole encounter when she got back upstairs. 
 
    “Who’s your new friend?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I haven’t a clue. Today she’s Angela Byrne, last week she was Deirdre O’Dwyer, so I don’t know who the hell she is, and I’ve just given her what is potentially our strongest piece of evidence against Ciaran O’Shaughnessy!” 
 
    “Well, whoever she is, she’s nicely packaged,” Hays said. 
 
    “OK, tiger, you can put your eyes back in now,” she said, giving him a friendly dig in the ribs. 
 
    The rest of the day passed quickly. The team busied themselves with emails and paperwork, bringing the computer system up to date with recent events. There was still no communication from Clifden. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-four 
 
    The following day started well. Lyons took a call from the professor at Leicester University. He told her that the courier had arrived safely at around eight o’clock and that the coin was now in the laboratory being indexed and photographed before the process could begin. He hoped to be back on later with some further news. 
 
    Hays wasn’t happy that Mulholland had not been in touch about the CCTV from the garage. He felt he might lose it if he called Clifden himself, so he asked Lyons to put in a call to see if they had found anything. 
 
    “Ah, good morning, Sergeant. I was just about to call you,” Mulholland said when Lyons telephoned. 
 
    “Jim Dolan spent most of the afternoon yesterday looking at the CCTV. Now, just to be sure, it’s a blue BMW 3 Series, registration number zero, eight, C, nine, six, five, zero, one?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s the one. Did you find it?” Lyons responded, trying hard not to sound impatient. 
 
    “Yes, we did. The time stamp showed three-twenty, but it could have been four-twenty, because Ferris says he doesn’t reset the camera for summer time,” Mulholland said. 
 
    “For fuck’s sake, Séan. Well, at least you have him. Did he just fill up the car?” 
 
    “Yes, looks like it. And he didn’t hang around.” 
 
    “Do you know if he paid by card or cash, Séan?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh no, I never asked. But I’ll get onto Ferris now and ask him to look at the till roll for that afternoon. That should tell us.” 
 
    “Thanks, Séan, do that. And call me right back.” 
 
    “Of course, I will,” he said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    True to his word, Mulholland rang back in a few minutes and reported that O’Shaughnessy had spent €58.30 on fuel, and paid in cash. 
 
    “Thanks, Séan, that’s great. Be sure to preserve the CCTV footage. That’s evidence.” 
 
    Lyons relayed the new information to Hays. 
 
    “Good, well now we have two more pieces of the jigsaw,” he said. 
 
    “Two?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes. First, he lied to us. And second, we can place him in the vicinity at around the time the murder was committed. If that coin turns out to be any use to us, we may just have enough to charge him.” 
 
    “Boss, I’ve been thinking.” 
 
    “Oh-oh. Go on.” 
 
    “Well, we have focussed most of our efforts on the nephew, and of course the QFA. What if it wasn’t either of them? Do you think we should be pursuing other lines of enquiry as well?” 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but don’t you think we should be looking at least?” 
 
    “Normally, I’d say yes. But let’s look at this case,” he said. “What motive other than extortion could there be? And who else would have wanted to harm the poor old devil?” 
 
    “Yes, but if this doesn’t pan out, we’re going to look pretty stupid.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. Firstly, I think it will pan out, and if it doesn’t, it’s down to me. I’m the senior officer, so I’ll take what’s coming.” 
 
    “OK, I hear you, but obviously I don’t want you to come a cropper on it,” she said. 
 
    “What would you have us do?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I think we should get Eamon to open up a new line of enquiry. Spend some time out there. Talk to the neighbours, interview the nurse again, that sort of thing. What do you think?” 
 
    “It can’t do any harm I suppose, even if it’s just a ‘cover your ass’ tactic. OK then, set it up. Send him out there and get him to report back twice a day till he’s done. And you’d better tell your friend Séan that we are invading his patch again, not that he’ll care much.” 
 
    “Right, boss. Will do.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    At two o’clock Lyons took a call from Professor Lattimer at Leicester University. 
 
    “Hello, Sergeant. I just thought I’d call you to let you know that Dr Kerel has finished with the two euro coin that you sent us, and he has been able to get quite a good thumb print from it. Certainly good enough for our police to match up. We have to convert it from negative to positive for you, but I should be able to send it across by email in about an hour.” 
 
    “That’s terrific, Professor. Thank you so much, and thank Dr Kerel for us too,” she said. 
 
    “Do call me James, Sergeant, and it’s no trouble. We like having real cases to work on, and we don’t get many euro coins in these parts.” 
 
    Lyons thanked him again and when she had hung up she went straight into Hays’ office to tell him the good news. 
 
    “Well, that’s good anyway. Are the prints that they took in Cork in the system yet?” he said. 
 
    “I’ll check now, but I’m sure they will be.” 
 
    “Right, as soon as you get the image from the UK, get John onto it and let’s see if we have a match!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-five 
 
    Hays wasn’t expecting the call from Pat Dineen in Limerick quite so soon, nevertheless, he was glad to get it. 
 
    “Jesus, Pat, that was quick. Have you found anything out?” he said. 
 
    “As they say, Mick, ‘the impossible we can do at once, miracles take a bit longer’. But it’s a right pile you’re after digging up here, mate. This guy is in well over his head. It’s a wonder he still has all his limbs,” Dineen reported. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Well, you know the business he’s in, that I.T. stuff that no one understands, right? It seems that when he gets a new contract, say, for five years to supply servers and all that stuff, there’s a huge up-front cost. I’m told it can be between seventy and a hundred grand to buy and install the equipment. Then with that up-front cost, you don’t make any money till year three of the contract, then it’s gravy for a couple of years, and if you do it right the contract will roll over for another five years, and that’s when you really start coining it.” 
 
    “So, how is he funding these up-front costs? Surely you can lease this stuff?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Sometimes. But the depreciation on I.T. gear is so steep that the rates are almost impossible to meet, and you need a squeaky-clean credit history before anyone will touch it. Apparently one year old servers are worth about as much as a one year old pint of Guinness,” Dineen said. 
 
    “So, where’s he getting the dough?” 
 
    “Well, he owes the bank a right old wedge from the time of the financial crisis, so they won’t lend him a penny till all that is cleared up. Looks like he’s been pushed into the hands of the moneylenders. There’s a guy called McInerney who launders a lot of drug money down here, and seemingly he likes to lend to businesses. His rates are surprisingly modest. He’s more interested in getting clean money back. As long as you keep up the payments everything is fine, but if you fall behind, well that’s another matter entirely.” 
 
    “I can guess. Well, that certainly gives our man a motive. That’s very useful, Pat. I presume all this is off the record?” Hays said. 
 
    “Need you ask? I want to keep my ten fingers, Mick.” 
 
    “Well look, Pat, that’s terrific information. Thanks a million, I owe you one.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll collect at some stage. Good luck with it. Oh, and by the way, that solicitor he uses, what’s his name, Murphy. He’s as bent as a two pound note. The boys in Cork would love to see him come unstuck. If you can manage that, you’d be a hero.” 
 
    “Jaysus, Pat, that’s all I need. Thanks for the tip anyway. Needless to say, no one from Cork told us that. I’ll see what I can do.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays called Maureen Lyons into his office and relayed the new information that he had received from Limerick. 
 
    “So, if O’Shaughnessy was being pressured by McInerney for payment of past due instalments, that would explain the urgency in getting hold of the old man’s shares,” Hays said. 
 
    “It’s beginning to fall into place at last,” she said. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to ask me about the fingerprints on the coin?” 
 
    “Well, Sergeant Lyons, any news on the fingerprints on the coin?” he asked, smiling. 
 
    “Yes, there is, sir,” she replied. 
 
    “May I ask what the news is, Sergeant?” 
 
    “Yes, sir, you may,” she said. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Well what, sir?” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake, what is the news on the fingerprint on the coin that we sent to the UK at enormous expense?” 
 
    “Oh that. Well it’s a match for O’Shaughnessy’s left thumb,” she said. 
 
    “Nice one, Sergeant, nice one. What degree of certainty?” he asked. 
 
    “The prof in Leicester says about eighty-five per cent which would get them a positive ID in a UK court.” 
 
    “Excellent. When you get a moment, can you get back on to him and ask him to send some case histories where this technique has been used and where it has led to a successful conviction. I’m going to brief the Super then we’ll have a team briefing at, say, four-thirty.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays was lucky to find the superintendent in his office. He explained the results that they had got back from the UK, and he outlined the conversation that he had had with Pat Dineen about their prime suspect. 
 
    “Christ, Mick, do you think that coin thing is enough to place him at the scene? All sounds a bit sci-fi to me. Is that all you’ve got?” 
 
    “That, and the tie wraps, and the CCTV from the garage. That’s about it.” 
 
    “I’m not convinced, Mick. A decent brief would drive a donkey and cart through that fingerprint evidence. Can you not get something more to put him at the scene?” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do. But we’re getting case files from the UK where they have used it to get convictions. There’s not much hope of getting anything more from the cottage, if you remember, it was torched,” Hays said. 
 
    “So, what are you planning?” 
 
    “I want to lift him and bring him up here and charge him, boss.” 
 
    “Jaysus, Mick. I’m not sure. I’d like to see some hard evidence before we do that. But it’s your shout. Just remember if it all goes wrong, it could be bad for all of us.” 
 
    “I’m meeting the team shortly, boss. We’ll put our heads together and see what we can come up with.” 
 
    “OK, do that, and let’s hope for something a bit more positive.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays brought the team together and updated them. He also told them about the superintendent’s misgivings and asked them all to rack their brains to see if they could come up with anything to get more evidence. Before the meeting finished, Lyons asked if anyone had heard from Flynn that day. Sally said that she had tried to call him on his mobile, but wherever he was, there must have been no signal, because it went straight to voicemail. 
 
    “OK, Sally, well can you try again, and leave a message for him to call in when he gets it? It wouldn’t look good if we lost one of our own team out on the bog.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-six 
 
    Maureen Lyons was at home that evening feeling a bit sorry for herself. She had eaten a frozen ready meal and was sipping a glass of rather good Chilean red wine in front of the telly with her feet up on the sofa. 
 
    The reason for her discontent was of course Inspector Mick Hays. She really wasn’t sure where she stood with him, and it was getting her down. To be truthful, she didn’t quite know what she wanted herself, but she knew that this wasn’t it. She missed the physical contact with him. They were good together, but she couldn’t figure out what it was that he wanted, or how much closer he was willing to get to her. And because of their working relationship, she knew she had to tread very carefully, or she would find herself reassigned to some backwater miles from anywhere. 
 
    Her thoughts were interrupted by her mobile phone just as she was topping up her glass. She looked at the screen hoping it was Hays, but was disappointed to see that it was Eamon Flynn calling. 
 
    “Hi Eamon. Good to hear from you. Where are you?” 
 
    “I’m in Clifden now. Jesus, Sarge, what a day! Sorry I couldn’t call in earlier, but there’s no damn signal out here.” 
 
    “No worries, Eamon. It’s fine. Did you get anything?” 
 
    “I think I did. I’ve been calling to every house all around the O’Shaughnessy place. Most of them are lock up and leave holiday cottages, but there’s a few that are occupied all year round. There was one on the main road about half a mile closer to Clifden where an old couple are living. They told me that on the day O’Shaughnessy was killed, a man called to their house looking for directions to Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s house. They said he was driving a blue car, but couldn’t be specific about the make or year. They remember the day, because it was their son’s birthday. He doesn’t live there anymore, but they had a phone call with him in Dublin that evening.” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake, Eamon. That could clinch it. Did they identify Ciaran O’Shaughnessy?” 
 
    “I didn’t have a photo on me, so no. But I can go back when I have one, and they say they’ll give us a statement if we need it. I think they were quite taken with the excitement of it all, and of course they knew the old guy – not well, but they still knew him.” 
 
    “God, that’s terrific, Eamon. What do you want to do? Are you coming back in, or do you want us to send someone out with the photo tomorrow?” 
 
    “Any chance you could send someone out, Sarge? I’m staying in the Alcock and Brown tonight, and as you can see the phone works fine here.” 
 
    “OK. I’ll get someone out early to you. Expect them around ten, and then you can both go and hopefully get an ID and a statement. Oh, and Eamon, keep Mulholland in the loop, won’t you?” 
 
    When they had hung up, Eamon’s call gave her the perfect excuse to phone Mick Hays. He always insisted on being brought up to date as soon as new information became available. When she had relayed the news that Eamon had discovered out near O’Shaughnessy’s cottage, he asked her, “How are you doing, Maureen?” 
 
    “Oh, you know,” she said. There was a moment’s silence. “Well to be honest, I’m missing you quite a bit. Is that shocking?” she said. 
 
    “No. I’m missing you too. Would you like me to come over?” he said. 
 
    “Sounds good. Do you mind?” 
 
    “You’re silly. See you soon,” he said and hung up. 
 
    Maureen’s next call was to Sally Fahy. She asked Sally to go into the station the following morning early and print out a photograph of Ciaran O’Shaughnessy from his LinkedIn profile, and then drive out to Clifden and meet up with Eamon Flynn at the Alcock and Brown. 
 
    “If you’re lucky, he might even buy you breakfast!” 
 
    Sally was pleased to be asked to do what she thought of as real police work. 
 
    “Do you want me to stay with him while he does the ID and gets a statement?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, please, that would be helpful. Thanks, Sally. I’ve got to go now. Goodnight,” she said, as she heard Mick’s car pulling up outside her flat. 
 
    She was feeling better already. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-seven 
 
    When Superintendent Plunkett heard the news about what Flynn had discovered out west, he was a lot happier. 
 
    “It sounds like you should bring him in then. How are you going to play it?” Plunkett asked. 
 
    “I want him here, not in Cork. The Cork boys were a little bit careful about what they told us, especially about his solicitor. I want him out of there, and not just so he’ll feel less comfortable.” 
 
    “You’d better get him up here, tomorrow maybe?” 
 
    “Yes, I think we’ll disturb his beauty sleep at around 6 a.m.” 
 
    “I’d better give Cork a call and square it with them. Do you want him delivered, or will you go and collect him?” Plunkett asked. 
 
    “Delivered would be a lot handier for us, boss.” 
 
    “Consider it done. He’ll be here by nine in the morning.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    When Hays got back to the incident room, he was surprised to see the secure courier girl back in the room. He wandered over. 
 
    “Hello Angela, if it is ‘Angela’ today?” 
 
    “Oh yes, Angela today, tomorrow I’ll be Samantha on my way to Australia,” she said. 
 
    “Wow, what takes you there?” 
 
    “Just the usual. Evidence from the time that Irish girl was murdered on the street in Sydney. It’s just a turnaround, out and straight back with whatever is in the bag.” 
 
    “Crazy!” he said. 
 
    “It’s a job, and somebody has to do it!” 
 
    “Do you ever get confused about who you are supposed to be?” he asked. 
 
    “Never. Can’t afford to, that could be fatal in my job.” 
 
    “Oh well, bon voyage, as they say.” He headed for his office where Lyons joined him a few minutes later. 
 
    “What did goldilocks want?” she asked. 
 
    “She was just bringing back the coin and a few case files for us to use if we need them. She’s mad, you know, totally mad.” 
 
    “Yes, maybe, but she’s gorgeous too,” Lyons said. 
 
    Hays moved the conversation on quickly. “O’Shaughnessy will be here tomorrow at about nine. Plunkett is arranging for the Cork boys to lift him at around six in the morning from home. We’d better spend the rest of the day getting things in order. We need to be watertight on this one. I’m sure that little weasel of a lawyer will be onto every little detail.” 
 
    “You leave him to me, boss. I don’t think he likes gutsy women at all. I’ll be able to shut him up. How do you want to play it?” she asked. 
 
    “Just the usual. It will be just you and me at first, and we should prepare ourselves for an extension to the detention period too in case he’s holding out on us. Can you have a word upstairs?” 
 
    “Yes, sure. So, you don’t think he’ll roll over for us?” 
 
    “Who knows? But it’s best to be prepared, isn’t it?” 
 
    They spent the rest of the day getting all the evidence that they had accumulated filed neatly in plastic folders, and putting them in sequence. Hays wanted to keep the coin evidence till last and try to use it to trump anything the sleazy solicitor could come up with. 
 
    By the end of the day, they felt that they were as prepared as they could be, and they left the station with a sense of anticipation for the next day, wondering if they could close out the murder of Paddy O’Shaughnessy. 
 
    But the next day was one of those days that you wanted to be done with as soon as it started. It was raining heavily in Galway, and overhead, thick grey clouds showed no sign of yielding to anything better. At ten past nine Hays took a call from the squad car that had O’Shaughnessy on board. There had been a bad accident on the Gort Road, and they were delayed, now estimating arrival at around ten o’clock or soon after. Hays asked if their client had been in touch with his lawyer. He was told that he had, and that Murphy was on the road about fifteen minutes behind them. 
 
    “Let’s hope he gets pinged for speeding,” Hays said to the Cork Garda before letting him go. 
 
    * * * 
 
    O’Shaughnessy arrived full of bluster, claiming police harassment, and promising to lodge a stern complaint with the Garda Ombudsman over his grossly unfair treatment. He was put in an interview room to calm down, and offered coffee and water, both of which he readily accepted. 
 
    Hays had already refreshed the team on the rules of the interview. It would of course be taped, but they still had to write everything that was said down as well, and there could be no more than four Gardaí in the room at any one time. A mandatory break after four hours was also required, if it went on that long. 
 
    Twenty minutes later Daniel Murphy arrived all hot and bothered, spluttering about Garda harassment too, and his client being an important businessman with more to be doing than amusing the Gardaí, and so on. 
 
    Hays bundled him into the same interview room, telling him that he was sure the solicitor needed a few minutes to consult with his client before the interview started. They agreed to commence proceedings in fifteen minutes. 
 
    When Hays and Lyons were seated opposite the other two, Murphy began his tirade again. Lyons let him vent for about three minutes, and then cut in. 
 
    “Mr Murphy, your client is here to answer questions about the brutal torture and murder of his uncle. No amount of huff and puff on your part is going to stop us asking him the questions that we need answered, so you may as well pipe down and let us get on with it.” 
 
    “You can’t speak to me like that. I’m a solicitor!” 
 
    “Mr Murphy, if you persist along these lines for much longer, I will have you arrested for obstructing the Gardaí with our enquiries. Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    “I don’t like your attitude one bit, Sergeant Lyons,” he retorted, recognising that he had once again been defeated. 
 
    “Well, if you’d stop playing silly buggers, I might be able to change,” she said, smiling at him sweetly. It was time for Hays to intervene. 
 
    “Mr O’Shaughnessy, last time we interviewed you, you said that on the day your uncle was killed, you had a business meeting in Limerick, and that when that meeting was over, you drove back to your business premises in Cork. Is that correct?” 
 
    “Yes, I have told you already,” he said. 
 
    Hays saw Murphy getting ready to speak, so he put his hand up to silence him. 
 
    “So, how do you account for the fact that your car was photographed by a speed camera van travelling north towards Galway at almost 130 kilometres per hour on that afternoon?” 
 
    O’Shaughnessy didn’t miss a beat. Hays thought that he might have got the fine in the post already and was therefore prepared for the question. 
 
    “There’s obviously been a mistake. Those things are notoriously unreliable. I’ll be contesting it. I told you, I was on my way back to Cork.” 
 
    “So, just to be completely clear then, you’re saying that you didn’t drive north from Limerick on that day, is that correct?” 
 
    “Yes, it is,” he replied. 
 
    This time Murphy couldn’t contain himself. 
 
    “Sergeant,” he said, addressing Hays, “my client has already answered your question a number of times, now can we move on, please?” 
 
    “It’s Inspector, Mr Murphy, not Sergeant, and your client has lied to me on this issue more than once, so I’ll continue with this line of questioning until I get the truth.” 
 
    Hays brought out the next folder and placed it in front of the two men. 
 
    “This is a still photograph taken from CCTV footage at the petrol station in Clifden on the afternoon that your uncle was murdered. It clearly shows your vehicle, and you yourself. As you can see it is date and time stamped. You purchased fifty odd euros worth of petrol and paid in cash. Ring any bells?” 
 
    “No comment,” came the reply, although O’Shaughnessy had gone noticeably paler. 
 
    Hays took the next piece of paper out of its plastic pocket, but this time, he didn’t show it to the suspect, or his solicitor. 
 
    “This is a statement from a couple who live down the road from your uncle’s house. In it they state that on the afternoon in question, a man who they have identified as you from your LinkedIn profile photograph, called to their house asking for directions to Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s place. They say this man was driving a blue car.” 
 
    “That’s nonsense. They’re old, and probably confused. They haven’t seen so much excitement in years, so they’ll say anything you tell them to say. Busy bodies!” 
 
    Lyons was onto it in a flash. 
 
    “How do you know they are old? No one said anything about their age.” 
 
    “Well, everyone living out there is old, aren’t they? All the young people have moved to the cities,” he said, recovering somewhat. 
 
    Lyons and Hays looked at each other and an imperceptible nod went between them. 
 
    Hays produced the two euro coin, still in its little see-through plastic box that Angela Byrne had brought back from the UK. 
 
    “This is a coin that was found in the grass in front of your uncle’s house after it had been burnt out by the Morrissey brothers on your instruction,” Hays said, knowing he was pushing it. Murphy wasn’t slow to respond. 
 
    “Now look here, Sergeant, you have absolutely no evidence that my client had anything to do with that fire, none at all. This is outrageous!” 
 
    “It’s Inspector, Mr Murphy, and I have the CCTV stills that we showed you previously, where your client,” he said looking directly at O’Shaughnessy, “purchased the mobile phone that was used to pass instructions to the Morrisseys.” 
 
    Murphy was clearly pleased that he had managed to divert attention away from the issue of the coin. 
 
    “So, as I was saying, this coin was found in the grass outside the house. We have had it forensically tested, and that test revealed a distinct thumb print from one side of the coin. That thumb print matches exactly the print that you voluntarily gave to the Gardaí in Cork, Mr O’Shaughnessy. What have you to say to that?” 
 
    Murphy chimed in again. 
 
    “Prints from a coin. Good God, I’ve heard it all now. You can’t get prints from a coin, man, that’s impossible! What nonsense is this? You really are desperate, Sergeant, aren’t you?” 
 
    “It’s Inspector, Mr Murphy.” 
 
    Lyons took the moment to intervene. 
 
    “So, you are denying that you were the last person to be in possession of this coin then, Mr O’Shaughnessy?” 
 
    O’Shaughnessy just shrugged his shoulders. Murphy came back in. 
 
    “If you are going to attempt to place my client at the scene using that coin, I want to see full details of the so called forensic tests that have been carried out on it. It all seems like science fiction to me!” 
 
    Lyons then surprised them by saying, “Let’s take an early lunch. I’m sure you’ll want to consult with your client, Mr Murphy. We’ll resume at, say, one-thirty.” She tidied up the evidence folders and stood up to leave the room. 
 
    Outside the interview room she said to Hays, “Can you continue with Eamon for a while? I’ve got something I need to do that will take about an hour.” 
 
    “Sure, no problem. Anything I should know about?” 
 
    “You’ll see,” she said, smiling. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When they resumed the questioning of Ciaran O’Shaughnessy at just after half past one, Daniel Murphy opened the discussion. 
 
    “My client would like to clarify some of the information he has previously given you, Mr Hays,” he said. 
 
    “Right, go ahead, Mr O’Shaughnessy, and by the way, Mr Murphy, it’s Inspector Hays.” 
 
    O’Shaughnessy went on to say that on the day in question he had in fact visited his uncle in Derrygimlagh. He had gone to see if his uncle would lend him some money to save his business. He knew that Paddy had the same number of Coca Cola shares that his father had left in his will, and if Paddy could just lend them to him for a few months, he would be able to pay the money back with interest. 
 
    O’Shaughnessy insisted that his uncle had been fine when he left him. As it went, Paddy had not admitted ownership of the shares, and told him that his finances were nobody’s business but his own. In any case, Paddy had told him that Ciaran would inherit whatever few bob he had when he died, and joked that that wouldn’t be too long in any case. 
 
    “So, you’re telling me that Paddy was perfectly fine when you departed?” 
 
    “Yes, of course. We parted amicably. He even asked me to come and visit him again soon, as he could get lonely living there on his own.” 
 
    “I see,” Hays said, “well that’s all very well, but the fact is that he was murdered on the very same day that you visited him. And then we have the issue of the tie tags.” 
 
    “What about them?” asked Murphy. 
 
    “We believe that the tie tags that were used to restrain Mr O’Shaughnessy, presumably before he was beaten senseless, are similar to ones that you use in your business,” he said. 
 
    “And how would you know that?” the solicitor asked. 
 
    “Let’s just say it remains to be confirmed, but I’m sure your client would have no objection to providing us with some tie wraps from his business premises for the purposes of comparison.” 
 
    “Of course, if it’s absolutely necessary, but I think you’re grasping at straws, Sergeant.” 
 
    Hays suspended the interview for a comfort break and wished he could hear what O’Shaughnessy and his solicitor were discussing in his absence. He had deliberately appeared to buy the revised story that O’Shaughnessy had dreamt up. Indeed, large parts of it were entirely true. 
 
    When Hays went back in, he advised the two that he had applied for and been granted a further twenty-four hours to question the man. Great protestation from both parties ensued, and Murphy milked it for all it was worth. 
 
    “My client has answered everything that you asked of him and we have cooperated in every way possible. This is an outrageous abuse of process. I’ll be speaking to your superiors about this directly, Sergeant,” he spluttered, his face getting redder by the minute. 
 
    Hays had to admit that he was enjoying Murphy’s apparent distress more than he should, but he didn’t show it. His response was robust. 
 
    “No, Mr Murphy. Your client has lied to us persistently until such time as we could conclusively prove that he was being untruthful. He still hasn’t told us the whole story, and as I am sure you know, we are entirely within our rights to extend the time once correct procedures have been followed, which, I can assure you, they have.” 
 
    “But I’ll have to stay over. What time are you planning to resume the interview tomorrow morning?” Murphy asked. 
 
    “Shall we say ten o’clock? And I can promise you, Galway has some very fine lodgings and excellent restaurants, so you won’t be uncomfortable for one night away from home.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Back in the incident room Hays rejoined Lyons and they both went into his office. 
 
    “This is not looking good, Maureen. He’s got quite a convincing story all worked out. If only the place hadn’t been burnt down, we could have got DNA from whatever he used to clobber the old guy with.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, boss. I have a little surprise lined up for our Mr O’Shaughnessy that I think you’ll enjoy,” she said with a smug smile. 
 
    “Do tell.” 
 
    “All in good time, Inspector, or should I say Sergeant. All in good time.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-eight 
 
    The interview recommenced the following morning at ten o’clock. Murphy was complaining as usual, but Hays ignored him, and Lyons just kept on giving him dirty looks. Hays focused on the meeting that O’Shaughnessy claimed to have had with his uncle. 
 
    “Can you remember exactly how the conversation went between you?” he asked. 
 
    “Well no, not exactly, but I remember the gist of it.” 
 
    Hays made O’Shaughnessy repeat the account of the meeting, hoping the man would slip up or contradict himself in some way. At twenty past ten, Eamon Flynn entered the room and asked to speak to Maureen Lyons outside for a moment. A few minutes later she came back in and sat down. Hays looked at her, encouraging her to speak. 
 
    “Mr O’Shaughnessy, I have just been informed that your bank has appointed a receiver to your business, ITOS Limited. Your staff have been asked to continue with their work for the time being, but your bank accounts are now frozen, pending transfer of power of attorney to the receivers. It’s been made clear that if you propose to re-enter the building, you should do so by appointment with them. The locks have been changed, and the receiver has requested the return of your BMW which is, I believe, a company asset.” 
 
    A stunned silence filled the room. Colour drained from the suspect’s face. The solicitor was, for once, speechless, no doubt shifting his concern to his lavish fee which must by now be in question. Neither of the two detectives uttered a word. 
 
    O’Shaughnessy’s eyes filled with tears. He put his hands to his face and leant forward, supporting the weight of his head with his elbows on the table. 
 
    “Oh no, oh no,” he sniffed, “I didn’t mean to kill him. I just…” 
 
    “I strongly advise you not to say anything more, Mr O’Shaughnessy,” Daniel Murphy interjected, putting his hand on his client’s forearm. 
 
    “If he had just handed the bloody shares over. But he kept saying he didn’t have them, and I was desperate, you see. McInerney had threatened me, I needed the money to save my skin.” 
 
    “Really, Ciaran, please, for your own…” 
 
    “Oh shut up, Daniel. You’ve done enough already. Getting hold of the shares was your idea in the first place. Just shut up, will you?” 
 
    O’Shaughnessy went on to describe how he had tied Paddy to his chair using tie wraps from his car, and then searched the little house for the shares certificates. Paddy was shouting at him, calling him names, and he just lost it. He whacked him with something from the fireplace and the old man went quiet. He kept on searching the house but found nothing, and then he realized that the old man had died. 
 
    Yes, it was him in the internet café. Yes, it was him in the Meteor shop buying the pay as you go phone. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When they returned to the incident room, the word had got out. Plunkett had come down from on high with a fresh bottle of Jameson Crested Ten whiskey, and congratulations were handed out all round. 
 
    “What will we do with the bent solicitor?” Hays asked. 
 
    “I’ll have a word with the folks in Cork. We’ll let them take care of him,” Plunkett said. 
 
    “And as for you, Maureen Lyons, you little minx!” Hays said, smiling broadly. 
 
    “What? What did I do?” She smiled back. 
 
    “How did you get the bank to act so quickly?” he asked. 
 
    “Connections, sir. When my connection heard that their client was being questioned about a murder, and could be involved with moneylenders, they couldn’t wait to get in there and preserve whatever assets they could get their hands on.” 
 
    “Well, clearly that’s what swung it. We’ll make a detective out of you yet, Sergeant Lyons!” he said, putting his arm around her shoulder and clinking glasses with her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-nine 
 
    O’Shaughnessy was brought before the courts on the charge of murder. He was remanded in custody, as, with his business finished, he was considered a realistic flight risk. While on remand, he was severely beaten by some of McInerney’s associates, as the money lender saw little prospect of recovering the substantial sums he was owed, and he needed to send out a message to his other debtors. 
 
    The receiver kept the business going, because despite the large debts, the importance of some of the contracts that ITOS had with various government departments, including some functions within the Garda Siochána itself, meant that it couldn’t just be shut down. Eventually, it was sold for quite a good price to a large I.T. company, and the creditors got a substantial amount of their money back. Except for McInerney, of course. 
 
    O’Shaughnessy eventually agreed to plead guilty to manslaughter of his uncle, and as he probably didn’t set out to murder him on that fateful day, the Gardaí were happy to settle for that. When he came before the courts again, he was given ten years. He was moved to Mountjoy Prison in Dublin for his own safety, but he still could not escape McInerney’s contacts, and was attacked regularly by other inmates and badly beaten. 
 
    The Gardaí in Cork tried a number of different approaches to discover what part Murphy had played in the O’Shaughnessy case. But however hard they tried, they could get no hard evidence of wrong-doing. He had certainly been up to no good, but he was slippery, and had covered his tracks well. He continued to practice in Cork. 
 
    When the drug squad got hold of Kelly, they slowly uncovered a web of criminality which led them to the arrest of a whole team of dealers and pushers in the Galway area. Kelly had been using his business as a cover for drug dealing and money laundering, and eventually the drug squad discovered over 100,000 euro that they could link to him in one way or another. 
 
    He was brought before the courts and received a sentence of eight years. The house in Shantalla Road, which turned out to be his own, continued to decay, and is unoccupied to this day. 
 
    Following the success of this difficult case, Superintendent Plunkett wasted no time in exploiting the team’s achievement. He put his plans to extend the major incident investigation team into practice and made the changes that he had envisaged. His idea to create the role of Senior Inspector, akin to the grade of ‘Detective Chief Inspector’ in Britain, caught on, and was adopted by other regions who wanted to promote and reward successful detectives. He even managed to get a supplementary allowance for the role, which created clear space between a mere inspector and the new position. He also got approval to expand Hays’ team. 
 
    After the arrest, Maureen took a few days off. She spent the two bank holiday weekends that came in early May and early June over at Hays’ house doing the place up with him. They got new carpets downstairs, painted all the woodwork, changed the old tired sofa in the lounge for a fresh new one, and inspired by the overhaul, Hays even ordered a new kitchen. When they had finished the house was totally transformed, and no longer had the appearance of a somewhat slovenly bachelor’s pad. 
 
    Of course, Maureen wouldn’t hear of taking any money for her efforts, so Hays took himself into Galway one day on the pretext of getting some more paint for the front door, went to Hartmans the jewellers, and bought her an exquisite and very expensive Rotary gold watch. She cried when he gave it to her. No one had ever been that generous to her before. 
 
    Later that year, egged on by Hays, Plunkett and the rest of the team, Maureen took her inspector’s exams and passed with exceptional grades. Plunkett was able to give her the inspector’s post that had been vacated when Hays was made up, and her promotion was warmly welcomed, and extensively celebrated, by the entire station. Maureen became the first female detective inspector in the western region, which marked a turning point for the force in terms of gender balance. 
 
    Eamon was promoted to detective sergeant in line with the other promotions, so he took over Maureen’s place in the pecking order. 
 
    John elected to stay in uniform and felt it was too early for him to apply for promotion. He was happy to continue assisting the team with their technology. He was becoming quite a wizard with the PC and wasn’t beyond a bit of discreet hacking to unlock a thorny case when the occasion demanded. 
 
    Sally applied for and was accepted into Templemore on the strength of a glowing recommendation from Hays, countersigned by the superintendent. She emerged from training looking stunning in her new uniform, and the rest of the team went to her passing out parade to help her celebrate. 
 
    When she had completed her probation, Hays asked her if she would like to join the detective unit in Galway, and she readily accepted. She became Detective Garda Sally Fahy, complete with warrant card, and wore the title with pride. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    List of Characters 
 
    Mary Drinan – the portly district nurse who is under pressure to see all her patients as frequently as their needs require but is too busy to do her job properly. Mary is a kindly person but feels exploited by the Health Authority. 
 
      
 
    Paddy O’Shaughnessy – a lonely bachelor who lives in a semi-dilapidated cottage in a remote part of Connemara. He’s too old and infirm to drive any longer, so he lives in solitude, and relies on the generosity of neighbours to get into town a few times a week. 
 
      
 
    Detective Inspector Mick Hays – the senior officer in the Galway Detective Unit with many years’ experience in crime detection. A confirmed bachelor, Hays is building a strong team in anticipation of an expansion of the unit in the near future.  
 
      
 
    Detective Sergeant Maureen Lyons – Hays’ ‘bagman’ in Galway, Maureen is constantly trying to prove herself while wrestling with loneliness in her private life. A feisty, ambitious and tough woman with powerful instincts who has a knack of being in the right place at the right time. 
 
      
 
    Detective Garda Eamon Flynn – known for his tenacity, Flynn wanted to work as a detective since he was a small boy. He develops his skill while working on the case and proves invaluable handling some tricky customers. 
 
      
 
    Garda John O’Connor – the nerdy and modest junior member of the team is a technical wizard. He loves working with PC’s, mobile phones, cameras and anything electronic. 
 
      
 
    Sergeant Séan Mulholland – happy to take it easy in the quiet backwater of Clifden, Mulholland could have retired by now, but enjoys the status that the job affords him. Not to be hurried, he runs the Garda Station at a gentle pace. 
 
      
 
    Garda Jim Dolan – works alongside Mulholland and has little ambition to do anything else.  
 
      
 
    Pat Dineen – a hardened Detective Inspector used to dealing with tough Limerick criminals, and a friend of Mick Hays. 
 
      
 
    Superintendent Finbarr Plunkett – a wily old hand in the Garda Siochána, he knows how to play the media and the commissioner to ensure that he’s allowed to do more or less what he wants in Galway. He takes a very expedient approach to problem solving. 
 
      
 
    Sally Fahy – a civilian worker with the Gardaí, Sally has aspirations to become a Garda herself, as she is fascinated by the work that she sees going on all around her but is concerned about how young women might be treated in the force. 
 
      
 
    Ciaran O’Shaughnessy – runs his own I.T. company in Cork and is Paddy O’Shaughnessy’s nephew. He is a clever man, with a very deep knowledge of all matters related to computers, but isn’t as smart when it comes to business acumen. 
 
      
 
    Jazz and Dingo Morrissey – two brothers from the criminal underworld who are not as clever as they think they are. These two will do anything for a few pounds as long as it’s in hard cash. 
 
      
 
    Daniel Murphy – a slippery solicitor with a low opinion of the police. He is more involved than anyone knows but usually manages to wriggle out of any unpleasant consequences. 
 
      
 
    Jerome Kelly – a financial advisor that could do with taking some proper advice. 
 
      
 
    Brendan and Cathal – two firemen from the Galway fire station. 
 
      
 
    Dr Julian Dodd – the slightly superior, but highly competent pathologist attached to the Galway police. Although he is sometimes hard to take, he has helped the Gardaí enormously with his thorough forensic knowledge. 
 
      
 
    McInerney – a very rough criminal from the Limerick area who is into drugs and money lending. 
 
      
 
    Professor Lattimer – a highly qualified forensic scientist from Leicester University who works with Dr Andrew Kerel on some fascinating new techniques to identify perpetrators of crime. 
 
      
 
    Sinéad – a member of the Garda Technical Bureau with a sense of humour which comes to the fore in the darkest situations. 
 
      
 
    Neville Watson – a bank manager with a bad attitude who is frightened of his Head Office and hides behind procedure at all costs. 
 
      
 
    Angela Byrne – a pretty girl with a number of aliases who spends her time travelling the world collecting and delivering items of evidence for the Gardaí. 
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    Chapter One 
 
    Lorcan McFadden sat at a small, round, and badly stained table in the pub he called his local. The pub was largely empty with just one or two regulars seated at the bar. It smelled of stale beer, and the carpet was slick with years of spillage and God knows what else its patrons had brought in on their shoes. But it suited Lorcan and his girl well enough, and the drink was cheap. 
 
    Lorcan was a tall, skinny lad, with dark shoulder-length hair that fell onto the greasy collar of his anorak. He had a bony, angular face with narrow set eyes that gave him the appearance of a rat. His torn jeans added to the general impression of lack of care, although it was to some extent offset by the brand new expensive white trainers that adorned his otherwise bare feet. 
 
    Lorcan was nursing the dregs of a pint of Smithwicks, his second of the evening. It would be his last drink of the day, for Lorcan was stony broke. 
 
    Sheila, who had gone to the ladies, re-joined him and drained her own pint glass. The two were not exactly an item, but they spent a good deal of time together, and helped each other to earn a living from petty theft and occasional begging around the tourist spots in Galway city. It was the height of the summer, and the town was full of gullible tourists. Sheila was a pretty girl. Her high cheek bones and steely blue eyes coupled with her long fair hair gave her an aristocratic look that belied her modest background. Her size eight figure fitted neatly into her dark grey roll-neck pullover and blue denim jeans, which unlike Lorcan’s, were well kept. 
 
    Sheila had left home a year ago when her mother re-married after four years of being a widow. Her mother’s new man took more than a shine to his new step-daughter and had made it his business to catch her semi-naked in the bathroom or enter her room at inopportune times to bid her goodnight. She was smart enough to realize that this wasn’t going to end well, so she left home at seventeen and made her own way, such as it was, in the seedy margins with Galway’s other homeless people. 
 
    Her appearance was helpful to her endeavours as a beggar, and she usually managed to clock sixty or seventy euro in a day, while Lorcan kept watch for the ever-present Gardaí who would move them on, or worse still, if the Garda in question was having a bad day, book them for vagrancy. 
 
    They were about to leave the bar when a man that they had just recently met, and who had fenced some of their stolen gear, approached and sat down in between them on one of the empty stools. 
 
    “All right, Lorcan, Sheila?” 
 
    “Yeah, we’re good. Just about to leave actually,” Lorcan replied. 
 
    “Ah, bide a while won’t ye? Here, I’ll buy you a drink.” The man handed a twenty euro note to Sheila who wasted no time in heading to the bar with their empty glasses. 
 
    “Well, Lorcan, you drive a car if I remember rightly, don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course I do, but I haven’t any wheels just now. I’m a bit broke,” Lorcan replied. 
 
    “Right. Well I wonder if you and the girl might be interested in a little job I have out west in the next few days?” the man enquired. “I can fix you up with a car for the job – nothing fancy mind – but it will do.” 
 
    “Sure, as long as there’s a few bob in it,” Lorcan replied, trying not to show his eagerness too much. “I’ll be glad to be mobile again too.” 
 
    “Good man, well here’s the gig.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Senior Inspector Mick Hays was sitting at his desk in Mill Street Garda Station when his partner, Inspector Maureen Lyons came in with two mugs of hot coffee. 
 
    “What have you got there, Mick?” she said. 
 
    “These damn things have started to turn up again,” he said, holding up a twenty euro note. 
 
    “And they’re bloody good ones too. I thought we’d finished with this nonsense last year when we raided that house out on the Limerick road and found the printing press. But these are much higher quality. It wouldn’t have been detected at all except for the banknote counting machine that spat it out.” 
 
    “Where did they come from?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Oh, the usual. These two came from different pubs in the city when the landlord was doing the lodgement after the weekend, and I’m sure we’re not finished with them yet. I’ve put out a notification to all the pubs and restaurants to be sure to use their pens on all twenties, but you know yourself, when they are busy they don’t bother. Will you take Eamon out to the bars that these came from and see if there’s any CCTV, or if the barmen remember anything about who might have passed them?” Hays said. 
 
    “Yes sure, no problem. I never need much encouragement to go calling on pubs, as you know!” Lyons said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The first one they called on was The Ostán, which was the Irish name for an inn and was reasonably easy to pronounce for the many visitors that frequented the place every day. It was right in the middle of Galway and enjoyed a vigorous trade. Like many of the pubs in the city it had been given a makeover at the end of the noughties and was now festooned with old books and kitchenalia dotted around on high shelves, with a good smattering of brass running the length of the long mahogany bar. Subdued lighting finished off the atmospherics in the place, and even at half past eleven in the morning, there were quite a few patrons enjoying the somewhat twee hospitality. 
 
    The two detectives approached the bar and introduced themselves discreetly, so as not to frighten the locals. After a brief discussion with the owner, a ruddy faced overweight man with thinning grey hair and an enormous beer belly, it was decided that there was no evidence to be collected about who might have exchanged the forged currency for drink at some stage over the previous weekend. 
 
    “I wouldn’t have said a word about it, only the bank made a fuss. It’s an occupational hazard in this job, although we haven’t seen much of it for the last few years to be honest,” the man said. 
 
    “That’s ‘cos we’re doing such a good job keeping it off the streets, sir,” Lyons said, tongue in cheek. 
 
    “Well you need to do a slightly better job just now, don’t you? I can’t afford many more of these things in my tills – it’s hard enough to make ends meet as it is,” he complained. 
 
    After a short discussion about crime prevention, and how the bar staff should be using the counterfeit detection pens on all twenties and larger denominations of notes, Lyons and Flynn left and went to the second hostelry on their itinerary. 
 
    Things went much the same there, although the manager was a good deal more helpful. This pub did have CCTV, but the cameras were trained on the tills, so that the proprietor could keep an eye on the bar staff, making sure that they rang up every drink sold and weren’t on the fiddle. He explained that the pub had enjoyed a really busy weekend, and that it would be totally impossible to tell how the dud note got into the tills. 
 
    “It’s odd,” Lyons said to Flynn on the way back to the station. “If I was washing a dose of iffy notes, I’d buy each drink with a new one, to maximize the return of clean money, but this guy just seems to have been paying for his drink with them and leaving it at that. Very strange.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was just coming up to half past six in the evening and Hays and Lyons were getting ready to go home when the phone rang on Hays’ desk.  
 
    “This is Diarmuid at The Ostán, Inspector, I’ve just taken one of those forged twenties from a punter. He’s still here sipping a pint of beer in the lounge. Thought you might like to know,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks, yes of course, thanks very much. If he tries to leave before we get there, try to stall him. Offer him a free pint if you have to, but don’t let him get away!” Hays said. 
 
    Hays and Lyons decided to walk across town to The Ostán, given the time of night, as the traffic would be cruel, and they didn’t want to alert their suspect by using sirens. But as they walked along, Hays used his mobile phone to arrange for an unmarked Garda car to pull up outside the pub as soon as possible. It took them just eight minutes to make the journey, and by the time they got there, the unmarked Hyundai was parked outside on the double yellow lines. 
 
    Inside the pub, Hays asked for Diarmuid, who was one of three servers behind the bar. Diarmuid pointed out the customer who was alleged to have passed the dud note, and Hays and Lyons went over to him and sat beside him, one either side of the man. 
 
    “My name is Senior Inspector Mick Hays, and this is my colleague Inspector Maureen Lyons, sir,” Hays said in a quiet voice. “We’d like you to come nice and quietly with us to the Garda station for a wee chat. Please don’t make a scene, for your own sake.” 
 
    The customer feigned bewilderment, but seeing the cold stare in Hays’ eyes, decided to comply. They all went outside peacefully where the squad car was waiting to take them back to Mill Street. 
 
    * * * 
 
    In the interview room, the two detectives established that the man they were talking to was Eddie Turner, an English tourist over in the west for a few days to enjoy the scenery and the craic. 
 
    Eddie couldn’t explain how it was that he had come to pass a dodgy twenty euro note across the bar at The Ostán. 
 
    “I must have been given it in my change he said. I’m not used to this euro dosh, so I ain’t got a clue mate,” he protested. 
 
    Eddie kept up his story that he must have been given the forged currency in his change, or perhaps at the bureau in Dublin Airport. They questioned him for a further half hour, telling him that it was a serious matter passing forged currency, but could get no further with the story, so they decided to leave him for a while to think on his plight, while they went and made some further enquiries. 
 
    Fortunately, Sinéad Loughran was still working in the forensic lab attached to the station, and when Lyons called her, she was happy to come across to see if there were any forensic details on the notes that could link them to the man helping with enquiries. In the meantime, Hays had sent Detective Sergeant Eamon Flynn off to Eddie Turner’s hotel room to give it the once over and see if the man had a stash of more notes hidden away anywhere. 
 
    “It’s hopeless, sir. The notes have been handled a lot, and there’s nothing but smudges all over them. I’m sorry, but I’m not going to get any decent prints off any of this lot. Anyway, even if I could get a set of prints, that doesn’t prove that the man’s story isn’t true. I’m really sorry,” Sinéad said. 
 
    “OK, Sinéad, thanks for trying anyway. Can you take them away and see if you can find out anything more about them for us? You know, where the paper was made, anything relevant about the ink that was used – all the usual,” Hays said. 
 
    “Yes, of course, sir,” Sinéad said, picking up the notes and tucking them neatly into a plastic evidence bag. 
 
    “What do you reckon, boss?” Lyons said after the forensics girl had left. 
 
    “I don’t know Maureen. Give Eamon a call and see if he has come up with anything at the hotel. If not, we’ll have to let him go. Maybe we’ve put the wind up him enough to stop his little game anyway,” Hays said. 
 
    A few minutes later, Lyons was back in Hays’ office. 
 
    “Eamon got nothing, boss. The room is clean – well sort of. It’s not a very upmarket hotel, but Eddie just has a few clothes, toiletries, a map of County Galway and a copy of last week’s Daily Mirror, oh and a betting slip. You guessed it – €20 to win on a horse at Redcar with Paddy Power – but it didn’t,” she said. 
 
    “Didn’t what?” 
 
    “Didn’t win.” 
 
    “Oh right, so strictly speaking Paddy Power are not at any actual loss if Eddie used one of his homemade notes, so we needn’t worry about that then,” Hays said. 
 
    They had another interview with Eddie telling him that it was a serious matter, and they needed to know where he had got the forgeries, but he stuck rigidly to his story, and eventually they decided to release him for lack of evidence. They told him they were keeping his forged notes though, much to his disgust.  
 
    “I paid good sterling money for those, I’m out of pocket now,” he protested, but the Gardaí were having none of it and he was sent packing a poorer but a wiser man. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    It was late June in Connemara. It had been one of those unusual summers in the west of Ireland with a seemingly endless string of clear, sunny, warm days, just occasionally punctuated by one rainy day here and there, ‘just to remind us it can,’ as the locals would say. 
 
    The landscape looked truly magnificent in the bright sunshine, and the strong yellow gorse set against the backdrop of the blue of the mountains painted an unbelievably beautiful vista. 
 
    Tourists thronged the area in their hired cars and on bicycles, filling the hotels and hundreds of guest houses all along the Wild Atlantic Way. It was going to be a bumper season this year for sure. 
 
    Bernard Craigue, his wife Hannah and their twenty-year-old son, Jeremy, had spent an enjoyable day touring around the area in the comfort of Bernard’s navy-blue Jaguar. They had left their substantial bungalow overlooking the strand at Ballyconneely soon after ten o’clock in the morning and had driven out across the bog on the narrow undulating roads as far as Kylemore Abbey, starting out via Roundstone, and then turning left across country via Glynsk on the Leenaun road, so that they could enjoy more of the incredible scenery. 
 
    Bernard was fascinated by the history of the Abbey which came into being when the Benedictine nuns fled from Ypres in Belgium near the start of the First World War. He marvelled at the relics that the nuns had salvaged from their original home and was in awe of the work that they had completed, fully restoring the magnificent walled garden and grounds, and bringing the Abbey itself back to a serviceable, if not luxurious, state. While Bernard was immersing himself in the history of the place, Hannah spent time in the well-stocked gift shop. She bought several slightly tacky mementos to take back to her sister in London, who, in truth, already had quite enough cheap Chinese-made souvenirs of Connemara. 
 
    The Craigues had a good lunch at the café attached to the Abbey, and then made their way slowly back through Letterfrack and Clifden to their house in Ballyconneely. 
 
    Bernard had bought the house shortly after selling his printing business in north London for twelve million pounds a few years earlier. He had started working in the printing industry in the 1970s, soon after leaving school. He began as an apprentice, lugging quantities of paper and finished printed goods around, and cleaning down the machines at the end of the various print runs. When he had learnt his trade a few years later, he left the company he was with and set up his own very humble operation, initially working from a lock up garage near his rented home in Hendon. With very low overheads, and a modest loan from his family, he quickly grew the business, mostly by approaching clients of the firm he had left and undercutting their prices. By shaving significant amounts off his customers’ printing costs, Bernard’s company grew rapidly. 
 
    By the time Bernard sold the company, it had moved to an industrial estate behind Brent Cross Shopping Centre and employed forty-two people. The price he achieved reflected the value of the long-term contracts that Bernard had negotiated for the printing and distribution of popular women’s interest magazines. It was a lucrative trade. As Bernard himself was often known to say, ‘We don’t just print magazines, we print money!’ 
 
    The house that the Craigues owned in Ballyconneely was one of the finest in the area. It had been built before Galway County Council had clamped down hard on the type of construction they would allow in Connemara. As a result, it was bigger and more contemporary than many others in the area. A massive feature window running the full width of the main lounge provided spectacular views out over Ballyconneely strand. As soon as Bernard and Hannah saw the house, they knew they had to have it, and probably paid quite a bit over the odds for it – but no matter, they said, it was unique. 
 
    Since buying the property, they spent two periods every year holidaying in their new home from home. The month of June, and the last three weeks of September were their favourite times, and Bernard would occasionally come over earlier in the year for a week on his own to check up on things and see to any small maintenance issues. 
 
    Jeremy, although being just twenty years old and hence having quite different interests to those of his parents, was happy to accompany them for the June vacation. He was doing Business Studies at London University, and once the end of year exams were over, he was glad to escape to the peace and tranquillity of the west of Ireland to relax and recharge his batteries. 
 
    Jeremy was a sociable chap. On most evenings he would ask his father to drive him into Clifden where he would meet up with other young folks on holiday in the area for a few pints and “the craic”. Clifden in high summer was jumping, with several of the many bars hosting live traditional music, and Jeremy usually made his way to King’s Bar at the top of the town where he was by this time quite well known. He enjoyed chatting to his new friends and they frequently made arrangements to meet the following day for a swim, or to take a boat out to one of the many small islands just off the coast. 
 
    Jeremy’s habit was to finish up in Clifden soon after ten o’clock, so he could walk back to Ballyconneely in the dusk. The walk was very enjoyable, especially once he got past the narrow road leading out of the town into more open countryside. It usually took him about an hour and a half to complete, and by the time he reached home the cool night air and the exercise ensured that he was stone cold sober, which pleased his mother greatly. 
 
    The evening in question was much like any other. Jeremy left King’s just after ten, and walked down the main street of Clifden, out across the narrow bridge and on out towards the secondary school. He turned the corner by the smoked salmon factory, strolled across the second bridge and headed for home. Walking along the road, feeling mellow from the beer he had consumed in Clifden, and inspired by the beauty of the surroundings in which he found himself, Jeremy counted his blessings silently to himself. His parents had always looked after him well. He had been sent to a good private school in London when his father was struggling with a new business and didn’t have money to spare, and he knew that his parents had foregone holidays and other luxuries to ensure that he got the very best possible start in life. He was a fortunate young man. 
 
    The late evening twilight had softened the breeze to a veritable cat’s paw and the scent from the hedgerows helped to create an idyllic scene as Jeremy walked along. There was very little traffic on the road, with most of the tourists checked into their hotels and guesthouses by this hour, so there remained just the occasional local making their way towards the town to grab a pint or two before closing after a hard day digging peat or working on the land. 
 
    Jeremy was about half way home when he rounded a bend in the road to see an old silver Toyota stopped untidily with its bonnet raised. Standing beside the car, looking helpless in the fading light, was a small, thin, but not unattractive girl with a ponytail, wearing jeans and a zipped up pink jacket and trainers. 
 
    “Hello there,” said Jeremy, “got car trouble?” 
 
    “Oh hi, yes, it just stopped. I don’t know what’s wrong. There’s plenty of fuel,” the girl said in a plaintive voice, standing beside the front wing with one hip dropped in a rather provocative pose. “Do you know anything about cars?” she continued. 
 
    Jeremy was struck by Sheila’s appearance. She was gorgeous, and he thought that if he could get her car going, he could almost certainly cadge a lift from her back to Ballyconneely, and if he used his charm to good effect, who knows what might develop. 
 
    “Not much to be honest. But I’ll have a look if you like.” 
 
    “Oh, would you please? I have to get back to Galway tonight. Thanks,” she said, smiling warmly at the lad, and turning to show off the best attributes of her neat figure for him to admire. 
 
    Jeremy made his way to the front of the car and stuck his head under the bonnet. He fiddled with the wires going into the spark plugs, and pushed a few things around, not really knowing what he was doing, but anxious nevertheless not to appear too clueless in front of the pretty girl. 
 
    As he was lifting his head out of the engine bay, saying, “Try it now,” a thick wooden baton smashed into the back of his head, and he fell to the ground clumsily, out cold. 
 
    “Quick. Help me get him in the boot,” Lorcan instructed, as he closed the bonnet of the old car with a loud thud. 
 
    “Here,” he said, handing the girl a roll of silver duct tape, “tape his mouth and bind his feet with this, and hurry up.” 
 
    The girl did as she was told. Then the two assailants dragged Jeremy round to the back of the car and bundled him into the boot. Lorcan hopped into the driver’s seat, his accomplice beside him, started the car and took off at speed towards Roundstone. Lorcan was well pleased with himself. The whole thing had only taken a minute or two, and there was no one around to see what had taken place. 
 
    The plan was to drive to a cottage out at Carna that the man had rented for a week. It was well out of the way and had been stocked with some basic provisions. Lorcan and Sheila were to keep Jeremy at the house while the man made the ransom call to the Craigues. Then, Lorcan would pick up the cash the following evening, bring it back to the cottage, hand over the money to the man, receive his payment of a thousand euro, and leave. Once they were back in Galway, they would phone the Craigues from a public phone and tell them where to pick up their son. Simple. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Lorcan was not used to driving on narrow, boggy roads, and the suspension of the old car was not the best in any case. With nervous energy still coursing through him from the snatch, he was going too fast and was having a hard time keeping the vehicle under control. As he tried to navigate the S bends at the turn down to Dog’s Bay, about a mile before Roundstone village, Lorcan finally lost command of the car. The old Toyota gave up its tenuous grip on the road. It spun around, hitting the bank on the sea side of the road, then flipped over and skidded along on its roof, before coming to rest in a cloud of smoke and steam at the side of the ditch. 
 
    Lorcan blacked out for a minute or two as he was thrown around inside the tumbling car. When he came around, his head hurt like hell, and he was bleeding from a cut over his eye. He was upside down, held in by his seat belt. The car was still emitting steam and smoke from the engine bay, and Lorcan’s thoughts turned immediately to freeing himself from the wreck in case it caught fire. He found the seat belt button and released it, causing him to fall forward onto the roof of the inverted car, jammed between the shattered windscreen and the seat. He managed to kick the remains of the broken front window out and, scrambling for grip while trying not to cut himself further on the many sharp edges all around him, he stumbled out onto the road. 
 
    Dizzy, with his head hurting badly and with his face covered in blood, his thoughts turned to Sheila. He got around to the passenger’s side of the car and managed to pull the door open with much renting and scraping. Sheila had not fared as well as Lorcan in the crash. She was unconscious, with a nasty wound on the side of her head that was bleeding quite profusely, and her left arm appeared to be twisted at a crazy angle. 
 
    “Sheila, Sheila!” he shouted. Then, louder as he nudged her shoulder, “Sheila, can you hear me?” There was no response. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit,” Lorcan shouted to no one in particular. 
 
    “We have to get out of here,” he said to himself. He spent the next five minutes gently lifting and prising the limp form of the girl away from the seat, and the now deflated white airbag away from her face, and finally got her free. Lorcan had to carry the girl but, although she wasn’t heavy, he was not feeling too good himself. He needed to distance them from the scene as soon as possible, so he set off along the narrow, tarred lane that leads down to the beautiful beach at Dog’s Bay. 
 
    After a few minutes, having stopped to rest a couple of times, the two approached the end of the track where the old abandoned camping site stood. Just before the boarded-up entrance, a half-built cottage, set back in the rocky scrubland, looked as if it could provide some rudimentary shelter for them until Lorcan could sort things out. 
 
    The cottage had been partly completed but the owner had run out of money before it was finished. It had windows and doors, and a roof, but the inside was totally barren, with no doors and just the basic concrete block walls dividing up the space. Many of the windows had been broken too, and Lorcan, having set Sheila down on a patch of soft reeds and grass, had no difficulty getting inside through the back door. 
 
    He went back and collected the girl. Inside the house he found an old mattress where he laid her down gently, being careful of her broken arm. 
 
    There were a couple of old kitchen chairs and a crate that had been used as a table in the room with the mattress. On it were three old mugs, still with mouldy dregs of tea in them. The workmen had used the grate to light a fire, presumably to boil water for their tea and the ash of their last effort, along with a few dried-out sods of turf, remained in the hearth. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The man waited up for the one-word text message that he had arranged for Lorcan to send once they had got Jeremy back to the hideout in Carna. But it didn’t arrive. 
 
    “Damn it Lorcan,” he said to himself. “They must be back there by now. Maybe there’s no signal on his phone. Yes, that will be it. I checked my phone out there, but he’s probably not on the same network. Sure, it will be fine. What could possibly go wrong?” 
 
    The man stretched out on the sofa in his room and pulled the rug over him. He set his phone to wake him at five o’clock in the morning and drifted off to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    The early morning sun streamed in through the dirty broken glass at the half-finished house at Dog’s Bay. Lorcan woke with a start. He was sore and stiff, but as he shook off the last of his restless sleep, he checked himself over and found that everything seemed to be working. 
 
    He knelt beside the still shape of Sheila and nudged her shoulder. 
 
    “Sheila, Sheila, wake up. It’s morning,” he urged. 
 
    Sheila’s eyes opened slowly, and she looked up at him. 
 
    “Where are we?” she murmured, “what happened?” 
 
    “We had a car crash. You’re quite badly hurt.” 
 
    “Oh God, don’t I know it. My arm hurts like hell, and I’m frozen stiff.”  
 
    Sheila tried to get up using her good arm as a pivot, but she couldn’t make it work, and she collapsed back down onto the mattress with a yelp. Lorcan noticed that the severe gash she had on her head had begun to ooze blood again. 
 
    “You’ve got to go and get help Lorcan. I’m not in good shape. My arm’s broken and I’m dizzy and cold. Help me please,” she implored. 
 
    “OK, OK. I’ll go and get some stuff. I’ll be back in a while. You just stay there and rest,” he said. 
 
    Lorcan made his way out of the back of the house and off across the fields towards Gurteen. He gave two obviously occupied houses a wide berth, although at half past six in the morning there was no one at all around. The third cottage he came to, overlooking the strand at Gurteen, appeared to be empty. He circled it quietly, noting that none of the curtains were closed, and there were no vehicles outside. He approached the rear of the property and after a final check to see that it really was unoccupied, and there was no one observing him, he smashed the glass in the back door and let himself in. 
 
    Lorcan wasted no time in rounding up as much as he could easily carry back to Sheila. He took two large fluffy towels, some paracetamol that he found in the bathroom cabinet, and he filled a litre bottle of water from the kitchen tap and helped himself to two unopened packets of biscuits that had been left in one of the kitchen cabinets. 
 
    He was back at the abandoned house with his small consignment of provisions twenty minutes later.  Sheila appeared to have gone downhill in his absence. She was drifting in and out of consciousness and wasn’t making any sense when she tried to speak. He managed to get a few painkillers into her, but he didn’t like the way she was shivering, and she looked so very pale. He would have to get her to a hospital and that meant he needed a car, and quickly. 
 
    Lorcan set out again with just one thing on his mind. He needed to steal a car so he could get Sheila to a hospital as soon as possible. He crossed the fields again and walked around by the narrow little coastal road into Roundstone, which was barely more than a track, but it was useful for keeping him off the main road. He was looking for an older car, and hopefully one that wouldn’t be missed for a few hours. He emerged back out onto the main road just west of the village, and walked purposefully on, skirting the main street by walking down by the shore, and on down to the harbour. At the harbour he found his target. It was a small white Citroen van that looked serviceable, even though it was more than ten years old. The van had been left unlocked, so it only took Lorcan a few seconds to hot wire it and drive off. He was fairly certain no one had seen him too. The van drove well for an old vehicle, and mercifully was three-quarters full of diesel. Lorcan drove to the car park at Gurteen Bay and parked the van pointing back the way he had come in case a quick getaway was needed. He headed back up over the graveyard and across the rocky field to the old cottage to collect Sheila. There was still no activity anywhere around at that early hour of the morning. 
 
    Back in the house, he hurried to where he had left Sheila on the dirty mattress. 
 
    “Come on Sheila, get up. We’ve got to go,” he called, but there was no reply. He found her lying on her back, her lifeless eyes staring, unseeing, at the ceiling. The skin on her face had gone blue. Sheila was dead. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Paddy McKeever arrived at the An Post sorting office at half past five in the morning as usual. He loaded his little green and white van with the five bags of mail that he would deliver throughout the morning on his route out to Clifden. Paddy had been a postman for almost forty years and enjoyed the peculiar hours and free time that went with the job. For the last four years, since the last restructuring in An Post, his routine had been the same. 
 
    He left the depot at around six each weekday morning and drove directly to Moycullen. Here he delivered the post himself to the businesses and houses in the town, and would be on his way again by quarter to seven. In Oughterard, the routine was different. The town had its own postman, so Paddy left the bag of mail in a locked box in the main street and carried on out west. At Maam Cross, and again at Recess, he delivered anything that was required, turned off the N59 onto the N341 and headed to Roundstone. He always stopped at Lahinch Castle on his way and was usually greeted warmly by the night porter who was finishing his shift at that early hour. The night porter always gave him a cup of tea and a few slices of hot buttered toast, and the two of them nattered on about the guests that were staying in the hotel, and what they had been up to. 
 
    By eight o’clock, Paddy would arrive in Roundstone and leave any mail for the town in Frawley’s shop, or even outside on the step if the shop wasn’t open. Here, the post would be collected by the town’s people later in the day, and anything that they wanted to send away would be collected by Paddy in the same shop on his return journey. It was all a bit unorthodox, but it worked well, as there was no official post office in Roundstone. 
 
    With his business finished in the village, Paddy left Roundstone and drove out along the old bog road towards Ballyconneely. He passed the turn for Gurteen and continued up the gentle rise in the road, admiring the view of the sea and the beaches as he went. As he rounded the bends at the turn down to Dog’s Bay, he came across the upturned Toyota. 
 
    “Dear God in heaven,” he said as he pulled the little van to a halt in front of the wreck. Paddy got out and walked over to the upturned car. He quickly established that there was no one inside but was concerned to see a good lot of dried blood on the deflated airbags, and on what was left of the smashed windscreen which was lying in the road not far from the car. 
 
    When he’d had a good look round the stricken vehicle, he dug his old Nokia push button phone out from his inside pocket. He had tried to change to a smart phone at Christmas when his daughter had bought him a present of an iPhone, but he never mastered it, and used the excuse that he couldn’t get a signal on it out in the west, which was partly true in any case. 
 
    Paddy dialled Pascal Brosnan – the local Roundstone Garda. The station was a one-man operation, located at the edge of the village close to the Catholic church. Roundstone had somehow managed to dodge the swingeing cuts that saw the closure of over a hundred rural Garda stations in 2011, following the financial crisis of a few years earlier. Furthermore, the old and rather down-at-heel station in the main street had been sold off for development, and a smart new, purpose-built station, modest in size, but functional nevertheless, had been provided out beyond the church standing on a large plot. 
 
    Garda Brosnan, who lived in a tidy little bungalow a few hundred metres further down the road from the Garda station, opened up every morning at nine o’clock Out of hours he had the station phone switched through to his house or mobile. He was surprised to be getting a call this early in the morning, but answered it nevertheless on the third ring. 
 
    “Garda Brosnan,” he announced. 
 
    “Pascal, thank God you’re there,” said the postman making a rather unnecessary observation. 
 
    “This is Paddy. I’m on the road out at the Dog’s Bay turn. There’s a car crashed and upside down in the road,” Paddy reported, still not quite believing what he was looking at. 
 
    “Good God, Paddy, is there anyone in it?” 
 
    “No, no I don’t think so, but there’s quite a lot of blood around, and on the road, but no sign of anyone. Will you come out?” Paddy said. 
 
    “Sure of course I will. I’ll see you there right away. Don’t touch anything Paddy – wait till I get there,” Brosnan instructed, reaching for his jacket from the back of the kitchen chair where he had been sitting eating his breakfast. 
 
    * * * 
 
    A few minutes later Pascal Brosnan arrived at the scene in his brightly coloured Garda car. He got out of the vehicle and put on his peaked cap as he made his way across to where Paddy was standing beside the wreck. 
 
    “God, that’s a fine mess you’ve brought me, Paddy,” Brosnan said as he started a preliminary investigation of the upturned car. 
 
    “Well, the engine is cold, so it must have happened during the night. I wonder where the occupants have got to?” he said to no one in particular, observing drops of dried blood on the tarmac leading away from the vehicle. 
 
    “Looks like there was a driver and a passenger, judging by the blood on the airbags,” Brosnan went on, “but we can’t leave it here. I’ll give Tadgh Deasy a call and get him out to take it away.” 
 
    Tadgh Deasy ran a garage of sorts a few miles out beyond Roundstone on the Recess road. He dabbled in tractors, trailers, vans and he even bought and sold the occasional second-hand car. He had an uneasy but relatively peaceful relationship with the Gardaí. They were suspicious about the provenance of some of Deasy’s stock, but they also relied on him to help out in situations like this, so they didn’t examine his operation too closely, unless a complaint was made. 
 
    Tadgh Deasy was only just up when he got the call from Pascal Brosnan. He told the Garda he would be along in about half an hour, and he’d be bringing his son Shay to lend a hand. 
 
    Garda Brosnan thanked Paddy for his help and sent him on his way, saying that he might be required to come into the Garda station over the next few days to make a statement, depending on what more was discovered. Paddy got back into his van and drove on towards Ballyconneely and then into Clifden where he would spend an hour or two chatting to the locals, and maybe get a spot of early lunch, before reversing his morning route back into the city. He normally got back to Galway around two, having collected any outgoing post at Frawley’s in Roundstone, and emptied the post boxes in Oughterard and Moycullen. From two o’clock onwards the day was his own, which suited him well – leaving him free to do a few jobs as a painter and odd-job man which supplemented his modest income from An Post. 
 
    Garda Brosnan could hear Deasy’s noisy old truck coming from a good way off. Deasy stopped the machine with a squeal of brakes and a cloud of blue smoke and hopped down onto the roadside. 
 
    “Jaysus, Pascal, that’s a right mess. It wasn’t much of a car before, but it’s just scrap metal now!” 
 
    “Well can you get it outta here for us? You’d better leave it round the back of the station since there were injuries involved. Do you need a hand to load it?” the Garda asked. 
 
    “Na, you’re grand. Shay here will help me to hook it up.” 
 
    Tadgh and Shay Deasy busied themselves positioning the truck alongside the upturned car. They extended hydraulic steady bars out to the side of the tow truck and wrapped strong canvas straps around the underside of the old Toyota, before connecting them to a hook on the on-board crane. 
 
    Then Tadgh started working the levers at the back of the cab, and with a lot of groaning and creaking, the smashed car slowly released itself from the road and ditch and rose precariously into the air. When the car was dangling alongside and above the load area of the truck, Deasy swung it across until it was positioned directly over the flat back. 
 
    The controls Deasy was using to manoeuvre the wreck were greasy and as he went to lower the car onto the load area, his hand slipped on the lever, and the old Toyota fell, still upside down, with a heavy thud, a full three feet onto the back of the old tow truck. 
 
    At this point, three things happened at once. 
 
    Deasy shouted, “Fuck! Stand clear,” hoping that the car wouldn’t roll sideways and end up back on the road. The second thing that happened was that the boot of the old Toyota sprang open, dislodged by the sudden bang the car had sustained when Deasy dropped it. Thirdly, Jeremy Craigue’s body fell out, firstly onto the very back edge of the old lorry, and then rolling over and falling further onto the road, landing with a sickening slap on the cold tarmac. 
 
    “Good Jesus,” shouted Brosnan. “Stand back. Christ!” He rushed towards the gagged and bound body of the young man. He felt the side of the boy’s neck for a pulse, but the cold clammy feel of the lad’s skin told the Garda that life had left this person some time ago. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Mick Hays was putting the last of his equipment and provisions into his jeep. He had booked a couple of days off work and was looking forward to spending time on his old Windermere Folkboat that he kept moored at the Galway Sea Sailing Club in Renville. 
 
    Hays had a long history with boats. When he was a young lad, his father would drive him out to Carraroe in their old Ford Escort to the little jetty where Hays’ uncle Pat kept a Galway hooker. Pat’s was a “leath bád” – a “half-boat” – although in truth it was a good bit bigger than half the size of the “bád mór”, the full-size vessel. The Galway hooker came in three sizes, none precisely measured, but well known by the locals as the bád mór, the leath bád and the much smaller “pucán”. The boats were constructed with a wide beam and a shallow draft, to allow for the tides along the shoreline of Galway Bay where they were often used for prawn fishing or seaweed harvesting. The hookers typically had a black hull, reflecting the pitch that the originals were covered in some hundred years ago, and they were equipped with a single mast and three sails – a massive main sail, and two foresails, all made of rust-coloured canvas. To compensate for the over-canvassing of the boat, ballast was carried in the form of large rocks, some weighting up to fifty pounds, in the bilges. In a heavy sea, when the boat was on a beat, or heeled over, the crew would move the ballast to the high side in order to bring the boat back onto an even keel. Going about had to be timed with some precision, as otherwise the boat could easily capsize if the ballast was piled up on the leeward side, and several of the boats had been lost due to inexperienced handling by less than competent boat men. But if you knew what you were doing, the hooker was a useful and very manageable vessel. 
 
    As a young boy, Hays would tie a string of hooks with coloured feathers, and dangle them over the side of the boat, and he often caught as many as fifty or sixty mackerel in an afternoon in July or August when the sea had warmed up enough for the fish to rise to near the surface to feed on minnows and sticklebacks. When they got back to the city in the early evening, Hays would go from door to door near his home, selling the fresh mackerel for a penny a piece, having left an adequate ration with his mother who would gut them, and fry them on a dry pan smeared in mustard for supper. 
 
    These early seafaring adventures with his father and his uncle gave the young man both a love of, and a healthy respect for the seas around Galway Bay. If the sea was “up” as his uncle would say, it was Hays’ job to operate the little yellow plastic pump to expel the sea water that had sloshed over the side of the hooker when she was being sailed too hard into the wind, but his uncle Pat knew the limitations of the boat and his crew, and never put them in any real danger. 
 
    Hays had bought the Folkboat from an older man three years previously. The owner was no longer able to keep up the maintenance on the wooden vessel, nor was he any longer fit enough to sail her comfortably. 
 
    Hays had put a lot of work into the boat over the three winters that he had owned it and she was now a splendid example of the class. He had re-done all the rigging, bringing the lanyards and sheets back into the cockpit so he could easily manage the boat on his own, if required. Detective Hays was a tall, muscular and slim man, and kept in shape with as much regular exercise as his job would permit. He was proud of his physique, which was also much admired by Maureen Lyons, his partner. He ate well too, but sparingly, and although he enjoyed a glass or two of red wine with Maureen in the evenings, he was a modest drinker. 
 
    Unfortunately, Maureen was hopeless on the boat. She had tried to go sailing with him on several occasions, but it just didn’t work out. She got thoroughly seasick, which was no fun for either of them, so when Hays went sailing, she stayed on dry land. 
 
    He was just locking up the house when his mobile rang. 
 
     “Mick, it’s me,” Lyons said. “I’ve had a call from Séan Mulholland. There’s something going down out at Dog’s Bay. Looks like they have found a body. It’s all a bit unclear, but I’m heading out there anyway to see what’s going on. I thought you should know.” 
 
    “Oh, OK, thanks. Do you need me to attend?” he asked. 
 
    “No, no, it’s fine. I’ll take Eamon out with me. I just thought you should know. I’ll give you a call when I find out what’s happening. Will you be reachable?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’ll stay close to the shore, there’s always a signal there,” he said. 
 
    “OK, talk soon,” she said. 
 
    Hays was relieved to find that he could continue with his planned day off on the boat. God knows, it didn’t happen very often, so every day snatched away from the toil of fighting crime was to be treasured. 
 
    With the fine weather and a calm sea, he would enjoy sailing the boat out into Galway Bay, past the golf resort and on out to Cregcarragh. Maybe he would get as far as Ballymanagh where he could drop anchor and have his lunch. 
 
    Hays took the box of basic provisions he had put together earlier on board the Folkboat. He had packed four litres of drinking water, some sandwiches and a few biscuits. The boat had a tiny galley just inside the hatch, with a two-ring gas burner, gimballed, so it could be used when the vessel was heeled over without spilling the contents of the kettle or saucepan. 
 
    He cast off from the jetty and motored out into the middle of the inlet before hauling up the mainsail. When he had it set, it filled with the gentle breeze, and he set off in a westerly direction, heading for the open sea of Galway Bay. Once underway, he unfurled the genoa too, so that he could take best advantage of the little wind there was. The Folkboat made a pretty sight, its sails full and gently heeled over, cutting its way through the blue waters of Galway Bay in the sunshine. 
 
    * * * 
 
    On the drive out to Roundstone, Detective Sergeant Eamon Flynn called ahead to see if they could get any further information from the scene. Flynn had been made up to sergeant soon after Maureen Lyons had successfully completed her inspector’s exams. He deserved the promotion, and happily took on the added responsibility. Although he was in his early thirties, he had no steady girlfriend or partner as yet, which was a bit surprising, given that he was an attractive man, and a good prospect for any eligible young woman who sought the security of a husband in the force. He liked Sally Fahy, and he believed that she liked him too, but she already had a boyfriend, and in any case, he thought that one pair of partners on the team was probably as much as the superintendent would tolerate. 
 
    He managed to get Pascal Brosnan on his mobile, though the signal wasn’t good, and the conversation was stilted as a result. He did however ascertain the basics, and when he relayed the information to Lyons who was driving, she had no hesitation in issuing instructions. 
 
    “OK, Eamon. You’d better call the lovely Dr Dodd and get him and a few of his white suits out here pronto. And I’m not happy about the driver and passenger of the car either. Let’s wait till we get there and see what we can find.” 
 
    Dr Julian Dodd was the pathologist who worked for the Western Region Detective Unit, based out of Mill Street in Galway. He himself had a laboratory at the Regional Hospital where he performed post-mortems on any suspicious deaths and generally helped the Gardaí with DNA and blood evidence, as well as some of the less savoury material that they encountered from time to time. 
 
    While he had a superior and rather pompous air about him, possibly due to his diminutive stature – he stood a mere five foot six inches tall - he was a damn fine doctor and had helped the team to untangle some very tricky cases over the years. Although they would never admit it to his face, the detectives had more than a healthy respect for the man and his investigative powers. 
 
    “Good morning, Sergeant Flynn,” the doctor answered, seeing Flynn’s name come up on his phone, “and what can I do for you this fine summer morning?” 
 
    Flynn, who was well aware of the doctor’s acerbic temperament, explained the reason for the call and was surprised not to be met with a tirade of protest from the man. 
 
    “Excellent,” he said, “you’ve saved me from a gaggle of spotty youths over at the University. I was due to give a lecture to them this morning. I’ll be out in about an hour, and for heaven’s sake try and keep all and sundry from touching anything and contaminating the evidence till I get there.” 
 
    “Will do, Doc. Thanks. See you soon.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    When they arrived at the scene they found Pascal Brosnan chatting to Garda Jim Dolan who had arrived in from Clifden. Dolan had stopped his car across the road with its blue lights flashing so that passing vehicles could be directed around Deasy’s tow truck and the prone remains of Jeremy Craigue, now covered with a rug, lying in the road. 
 
    “For fuck sake,” Lyons said before they got out of the car. She was not at all happy at the casual way the scene was being managed. 
 
    The two Gardaí stood up straight as Lyons approached. 
 
    “Good morning, Inspector,” they said in unison. 
 
    “Morning men. What’s the story?” she replied. 
 
    Pascal Brosnan filled Lyons and Flynn in on how Paddy the postman had found the upturned car and how the body had fallen out on the road when it was being lifted onto the truck. 
 
    “Where’s the postman now?” she asked. 
 
    “We sent him off. He has deliveries to make,” Brosnan replied. 
 
    “Did you get a statement from him?” Lyons said. 
 
    “No, but we can get that later – I know his route. He won’t be hard to find,” Brosnan replied. 
 
    “Do we know who the boy is?” she continued. 
 
    “No. I don’t think he’s local though,” Garda Brosnan replied, “I don’t recognise him.” 
 
    Lyons donned a pair of blue vinyl gloves and blue plastic overshoes. She approached the body carefully and felt in the pockets with her fingers, fishing out a brown leather wallet from the back of his jeans. Inside she found some euro notes, forty pounds in sterling and a UK driving license with a photo of the dead man bearing the name Jeremy Craigue. 
 
    “Does the name Craigue ring a bell with anyone?” Lyons enquired. 
 
    “Oh yes, I know them,” piped up Jim Dolan. “They are an English family and they have a house out at Ballyconneely. It’s a lovely place right there overlooking the strand on the other side of the road from the beach.” 
 
    “OK. Thanks Jim. Now gather round everyone, here’s the plan.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Maureen Lyons was still settling into the role of detective inspector. She had been made up the previous year following the successful outcome of a particularly nasty murder of an old man in his cottage out near Clifden. Both Hays and the detective unit’s superintendent, Finbarr Plunkett, felt she was ready for the promotion, but Maureen herself wasn’t so sure. She relied heavily on Hays and wondered if without his guiding hand she could cut it at the senior rank. 
 
    “From the look of things, the boy was being taken against his will in the boot of the car. So that’s clearly an abduction, or kidnap. I’m concerned about the driver and passenger too. They’re obviously injured, and God knows where they are by now. So, Jim, I want you to drive out the far side of Roundstone and set up a roadblock. It may be too late, but you’re looking for two people who may well look a bit bashed up. And we need to stay in touch, so call me on my phone when you get it set up.” 
 
    “Right so,” Dolan said, heading for his car. 
 
    “Eamon, can you call into Galway and see if Joe Mason and his dog can come out? The kidnappers may still be holed up around here somewhere, and if so, Brutus will find them. There’s too many places for us to cover on our own,” Lyons instructed. 
 
    Brutus, a beautiful black and sable four-year-old German Shepherd was famous in the force for tracking and being able to find almost anything even from the flimsiest trace. The dog had the added advantage that if he found a suspect, he could put the fear of God into them with just a snarl of his sharp white teeth and a bark or two. Joe and Brutus worked as a team as if they were mentally connected, for anyone observing would swear that each knew what the other was thinking. Between them they had helped in the capture of countless villains around the country, and Brutus had earned the respect and admiration of everyone with whom he had worked. 
 
    “Right, boss, what are you going to do?” Flynn asked her. 
 
    “I’d better go out and call on the Craigues before they hear the news from someone else. You wait here with Pascal and look after the good doctor when he gets here.” 
 
    “What about Deasy and the wrecked car?” 
 
    “He’ll have to wait here till the doctor has given the all clear to move the body. Then ask him to drop the car at the back of the Garda station in Roundstone – preferably the right way up! Forensics can do their thing there,” she said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Lorcan shook himself awake. After he had found Sheila dead, all the energy and fight went out of him. He had laid down beside the dead girl, sobbing silently, and fallen into an uneasy sleep. His slumber was punctuated with terrifying dreams and when he awoke, he soon realised that the reality of his position was even worse than the nightmares. 
 
    He knew he had to get out of there, and soon. He covered Sheila’s face with an old musty sack that he found in the house, left the property by the back door, and headed back across the graveyard to Gurteen where he had left the stolen van. He approached it carefully, but there seemed to be no one taking any notice of him. The few campers in the caravan site were just going about their normal routines, so he got back into the van, started it, and headed out towards Roundstone. 
 
    He got clear of the village and hadn’t travelled far when he came across Garda Dolan’s car, parked sideways across the road. Dolan was standing by the car, and seeing the old van coming, stepped into the road and held up his hand. 
 
    Lorcan brought the van to a stop and wound down the window. 
 
    “Good morning Garda,” McFadden said, trying to hide his nervousness. 
 
    “Good morning. May I have your name please?” Dolan said, bending down to look into the van through the driver’s window. 
 
    “Tommy, Tommy Nevin,” Lorcan said, keeping his hand over the ignition switch so that the Garda wouldn’t see that there was no key in it. 
 
    “Well Tommy, where are you heading this morning?” 
 
    “I’m going into work in Galway.” 
 
    “Oh right, what do you work at then?” Dolan asked. 
 
    “I’m a maintenance man in a factory down on the docks. I keep the machines running and run errands, that sort of thing,” Lorcan replied. 
 
    “Have you got your driving license then?” the Garda asked. 
 
    “Eh, no, sorry. It’s at home I’m afraid,” Lorcan said. 
 
    “You know you’re supposed to carry it on you now, don’t you?” Dolan said. 
 
    “I’m sorry officer, I just left in a bit of a hurry this morning. I’m running late to be honest,” he replied. 
 
    “Right. Well I need to look in the back. Can you open it up for me please?” 
 
    Lorcan had a moment of panic. He didn’t know if the back doors to the old van were locked, and of course he had no keys. He hopped out and walked to the rear of the van and tried the back-door handle. Thankfully, it yielded, and the door opened to reveal nothing but a few paint tins and some old rags. 
 
    “Doing a bit of decorating then Tommy?” Dolan said. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’m just giving my sister a hand to do her place up now the good weather is here,” he lied. 
 
    “And what did you do to your face? Looks nasty,” Dolan asked. 
 
    “Oh that,” Lorcan said, putting his hand up to the cuts and bruises at the side of his head. “It’s nothing really. One of the machines at work. A belt broke and whipped up and caught me. It was careless of me. I should have had the guard on it,” Lorcan said. 
 
    “Right so. I’ll not keep you any longer then. Off with you, but no speeding now and watch for the sheep on the road,” Dolan said. 
 
    Lorcan couldn’t believe his luck. He tried not to look too relieved as he got back into the driver’s seat of the van. The engine was still running, and he drove slowly around Dolan’s car and off down the road. After such a close call, Lorcan decided his best bet was to avoid Galway completely and head for The North of Ireland. He had a good mate in Belfast and he could lie low there for a few days and then maybe get the boat to England. 
 
    Before he got to the city, Lorcan turned left, and using the small roads that skirted the base of Lough Corrib, he navigated his way to the N84, and across to the N63 and away towards the north. 
 
    The border between the Irish Republic and The North of Ireland is virtually non-existent these days. Since the Good Friday Agreement came into force, all of the border posts that had marked the change in jurisdiction were dismantled, and now the only way you could tell that you had crossed into the United Kingdom was when the speed limit signs changed from kilometres per hour to miles per hour, and the road surface improved measurably. But even so, Lorcan didn’t want to take any chances. He would need to swap vehicles before he crossed over in case he met a patrol. He was fairly certain the cop at the roadblock had noted the registration of the van, and it wouldn’t be long before they realised it was stolen, so he needed to get rid of it and find a replacement. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Maureen Lyons drove out along the old bog road towards Ballyconneely. She was always taken with the sheer beauty of the area, and in the morning sun it looked as good as ever. 
 
    She wasn’t relishing the task ahead. She had often had to tell parents that their offspring were deceased, usually following a road accident, or sometimes resulting from a drug overdose, but it was never easy. Recently, an increasing number of single vehicle car crashes that often happened in the dead of night, were also suicides. The Gardaí were often able to identify such cases, as there were normally no skid marks on the road, indicating that the car had been driven at speed into the obstacle that subsequently took the young person’s life – almost invariably a young man in his late teens or early twenties. Somehow these notifications usually fell to the women in the force, the perception being that they could handle the delicacy of the matter more sympathetically. But try as she would to park her own emotions at these times, Lyons still struggled hard to remain professionally detached. 
 
    “I’m just a big softy at heart,” she said to herself. 
 
    She found the Craigue’s house easily and she pulled her car up onto the steep driveway in front of the bungalow. It was as spectacular as she had been led to believe. It sported fresh white paint and sparklingly clean windows, which were not easy to maintain in that condition with the frequent westerly winds that blew in from the Atlantic carrying salt laden spray. 
 
    The door was opened by Bernard Craigue. 
 
    “Good morning, sir,” Lyons said, “are you Mr Craigue?” 
 
    “Yes. Who are you?” he responded rather curtly. 
 
    Craigue was a short man, no more than five foot seven by Maureen’s calculations. He was largely bald, with just a smattering of dark brown hair at the sides of his head that looked suspiciously like it had been dyed. He had a pair of horn-rimmed glasses with thick lenses, and was overweight, with a belly that protruded sufficiently to stretch the fabric at the front of his dark green polo shirt taut. 
 
    Lyons held up her Garda warrant card in front of the man’s face and at the same time introduced herself. Before she could ask if she could go into the house, Bernard Craigue snapped back. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing here?” 
 
    Lyons was taken aback by the man’s attitude. OK, so he’s English she thought, and London at that, but this was not at all what she was expecting. 
 
    “I wonder if I might come in for a moment, Mr Craigue?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, it’s not very convenient just now, but if you must,” he said, standing aside to let her in. Bernard Craigue directed Lyons into the lounge with an amazing view out across Ballyconneely strand, looking magnificent in the morning sunlight. 
 
    “What’s all this about?” Craigue asked when they were seated. 
 
    “It’s about your son, Jeremy,” she said, watching his face and eyes carefully for some indication of what the man might be thinking. 
 
    “May I ask where he is right now, sir?” she continued. 
 
    “Of course. He’s in bed asleep down the corridor. He was out rather late last night, and he often lies in when we’re on holiday,” Craigue said. 
 
    “I see,” Lyons said, reaching into her pocket and fetching the driver’s license she had recovered at the scene of the car crash. 
 
    “Is this Jeremy’s?” she asked, offering the man the little plastic card bearing the boy’s photograph. 
 
    The man took the license and held it between his thumb and forefinger. He was silent for a moment. 
 
    “Oh, yes that’s Jeremy’s. He must have dropped it somewhere.” 
 
    Bernard Craigue stood up, signalling the discussion was over. 
 
    “Thank you very much for bringing it back. He’ll be glad to see it,” he said. 
 
    Lyons stood up too but wasn’t quite sure where to direct the conversation next. Did this man really think that his son was asleep down the corridor? It seemed highly unlikely to her. Just as she was about to broach the subject again, a woman came into the room. She had clearly been crying and she was wringing her hands. Before she could say anything, Bernard Craigue started talking again. 
 
    “Oh, Hannah. This is Inspector Lyons. They found Jeremy’s driving license and the inspector is just returning it. Isn’t that kind?” he said, moving towards the door with his hand behind Lyons as if herding her out of the house. 
 
    Hannah Craigue was a small, wiry woman with short grey curly hair and a drawn, wrinkled face. The wrinkles extended to her hands, where Lyons noticed her knuckles were enlarged, showing signs of arthritis. She too was short, standing no more than five foot one or two, and although Lyons calculated that she couldn’t have been much older than her mid-fifties, a casual observer would have added ten years or even more to that estimate. 
 
    “For God’s sake, Bernard, tell her!” the woman almost screamed at her husband. 
 
    Craigue looked perplexed, as if he wasn’t sure what to do next. After a moment filled with tense silence, he said, “You’d better sit down again Inspector, please,” gesturing towards the sofa where Lyons had just been sitting. 
 
    “Jeremy isn’t here. He didn’t come home last night,” he said. 
 
    “I see,” said Lyons. 
 
    “And there’s more,” the man went on, “we got a phone call at five o’clock this morning. Some guy telling us they were holding Jeremy, and if we wanted to see him alive again we are to get a hundred thousand euro together in used notes and await further instructions. They said not to contact the police or Jeremy would be killed.” 
 
    “Have you heard any more from this person since?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “No. But I’m sure he will be back with instructions about the ransom,” Craigue said. 
 
    “Did he call the house phone, or your mobile?” 
 
    “House phone. We leave it connected all year round for the burglar alarm,” Craigue explained. 
 
    Lyons paused a moment before going on. 
 
    “Mr and Mrs Craigue, earlier this morning I was called out to attend a road traffic accident near Roundstone.” She went on to explain how the body of a young man had been found at the scene, and that she herself had recovered the license from his wallet. 
 
    Hannah Craigue let out a chilling wail and buried her face in her husband’s shoulder. She started thumping his chest with her puny fists, shouting, “No, no, dear God, no.” 
 
    Lyons did her best to comfort the Craigues. They had no relatives nearby, and with the kidnap still in train, there was a need for secrecy, so neighbours could not be called upon. Lyons found a bottle of whiskey in the kitchen and made them both a coffee, generously laced with a good measure of the liquor. 
 
    As soon as the couple were settled with their drinks, Lyons went out to the front of the house and called Mick Hays. She outlined the situation to him. When he had digested the new information, he asked, “Do you need me on it, Maureen?” 
 
    “Yes, I do, Mick. We still might be able to knobble the kidnapper. It sounds as if there are a few people involved, and some of them may not know that their hostage is dead.” 
 
    “OK. It will take me a few hours to get out there. But let’s get Sally out to the house. We need you back at the station in Roundstone to co-ordinate things. In the meantime, get Flynn out there too in case they ring back. Give me the Craigues landline number, I’ll get John O’Connor to see where the early morning call came from. Are you OK?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’m fine thanks. Sorry to ruin your day off!” 
 
    “Ah what the hell. I’ll see you later.” 
 
    Maureen Lyons summoned the two detectives as Hays had instructed and sat down with the Craigues in an uneasy silence to wait for their arrival. Again, she was feeling unsure of herself. She felt she couldn’t manage this situation on her own without calling in her boss. She wasn’t happy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Flynn arrived out at the Craigue’s house, and Lyons set off back into Roundstone. She stopped at the crash scene to find that Dr Dodd had arrived and was busy examining the body of Jeremy Craigue at the roadside. 
 
    Lyons parked her car and wandered over. 
 
    “Morning, Doc. Anything for me?” she asked. 
 
    “Good morning, Inspector. Well the lad is definitely deceased if that’s any help,” he said. 
 
    “Not really, Doc. Believe it or not, I had managed to work that out all by myself already,” she said. “I’m more interested in time and cause of death. Anything?” 
 
    “I thought you might be. Time is very difficult, Inspector. It’s not like in the movies where we find a conveniently smashed watch face stuck at the time that death occurred. No, this is much harder. You see, it seems he was inside the boot of the car for most of the night, so the usual curve of body temperature cooling will have been distorted. Now if they’d had the decency to leave the boy out in the road, we’d be in business.” 
 
    Lyons interrupted, “Could you just cut to the chase, Doc?” 
 
    “Oh yes, right, sorry. I’d say between 11 p.m. and 2 a.m. approximately, give or take.” 
 
    “Thanks. And what about the cause of death?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s simple. The tape around his mouth was partly obstructing his nasal passage, and he’d been drinking quite a bit – beer or lager by the smell. He vomited and choked on it. I’m sure I’ll find vomit and a good measure of beer in his lungs when I open him up.” 
 
    “Lovely. Anything else?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, you may get some prints off the duct tape or the bindings on his ankles and wrists. You can’t easily apply that stuff while wearing gloves. But I’ll leave that to your lot to sort out.” 
 
    “Right. When will you be doing the PM?” Lyons said. 
 
    “0900 tomorrow, Inspector. See you then?” Dodd said. 
 
    “Yes, Doc, I’ll be there. You know how much I love them!” 
 
    The doctor went back to his business, and after a short while the body of Jeremy Craigue was lifted off the road and into the back of an anonymous black Mercedes van that was standing by, before it drove off in the direction of Galway. 
 
    Deasy was given the all clear to haul the wrecked car as far as Roundstone Garda station, and told not to handle it if possible so that it would not become contaminated with greasy paw marks. 
 
    Just as he pulled away, the small white van containing Joe Mason and Brutus arrived. Lyons walked over and greeted Mason as he climbed out of the van. 
 
    “Good morning, Inspector. Lovely bright morning out here isn’t it?” he said, full of cheer. 
 
    “For some, Joe. Thanks for coming out. How’s Brutus?” 
 
    “Ready for work, I’d say, after an hour cooped up in the back of this thing. I’ll just give him a drink and let him do a wee and then we’ll be with you.” 
 
    “Grand, thanks,” Lyons said. 
 
    Brutus hopped down out of the back of the van where he had been travelling in a sort of metal cage. He was immediately alert and started sniffing around as soon as he landed on the tarmac. He headed off with Joe for a scamper in the long grass at the side of the road to do his business.  When Mason and Brutus came back to where Lyons was standing, she couldn’t help but admire the dog. His ears were fully pointed, his eyes bright and his nose wet, and although she really wanted to pet him, she knew better than to confuse the dog. 
 
    “OK Joe, here’s what we know.” Lyons went on to explain the events of the morning. 
 
    “We can tell from the blood on the airbags that there were two people in the car, apart from the boy in the boot who died. It looks like the driver and passenger made off after the crash, but I don’t think they could have got very far. Can you get Brutus to follow their scent and see if he can find them?” 
 
    “No problem. There’s enough blood on the road to give Brutus a good start, isn’t there boy?” Mason said, stroking the animal’s head. Brutus responded by licking his handler’s hand and giving a slight bark – more like a grunt really. The two headed off with Brutus pulling on his lead, his snout close to the ground. 
 
    “Joe, before you two vanish, can we do a radio check?” Lyons called after him. 
 
    “Oh sure, sorry,” he replied, and they checked their radios to see that there was a clear signal. 
 
    When Mason had gone off with Brutus, Lyons asked Pascal Brosnan to drive out to where Jim Dolan had set up the roadblock and let Dolan leave for an early lunch. She wanted to keep the roadblock in place, at least until Joe Mason and Brutus had finished trying to find the occupants of the car. 
 
    Brosnan was just driving through Roundstone when the call came in advising him of the stolen van. He pulled over to take the details from the distraught owner, asking him to make sure that a relative hadn’t borrowed it. The owner was adamant that he had left the van where he always did, down by the harbour, and that it had definitely been taken. 
 
    “Was the vehicle locked?” Brosnan asked the owner, knowing that the locals in Roundstone rarely secured their vehicles, and often even left the keys in them. 
 
    “Not at all, Pascal, not sure who’d be bothered with it,” came the reply. 
 
    But it was clear to Brosnan that someone had indeed been bothered with it, and more than likely, that someone was connected to the events of earlier. 
 
    When Brosnan had all the details, he got on the radio and put out the information on the stolen vehicle. He then continued out to where Jim Dolan was manning the roadblock. 
 
    “Hi Jim,” Brosnan said as he got out of his own car and sat in the passenger’s seat of Dolan’s Mondeo. “Anything doing?” 
 
    “Jesus, Pascal, I’m in a spot of bother now. You know that stolen van? Well it came through here a couple of hours ago. Looked perfectly normal to me. Just a young fella heading into Galway for work, so I let him go,” Dolan said. 
 
    “Christ, Jim. You’d better tell Lyons immediately. She’ll go ape shit, but it will be worse if you don’t tell her.” 
 
    When Lyons heard the story about how Dolan had let the man slip through his hands she didn’t go ‘ape shit’. There was no point. She told Garda Dolan to get onto Galway so that they could circulate details of the vehicle, hoping to intercept it before it got to the city. Then she told the two Gardaí to go and get some lunch and go back to the station at Roundstone afterwards. She would meet them there as soon as Mason and Brutus were done. 
 
    When they had all gone about their business, Lyons was left on her own at the roadside at the top of the lane leading down to the magnificent white sandy beach. Birds sang in the warm midday sun and the scent of the bright yellow gorse wafted by on the light breeze. 
 
    “What a place to die,” she said to herself. 
 
    * * *  
 
    Brutus had no difficulty picking up the scent from the blood on the road surface. Joe Mason had a special lead for the dog that allowed Brutus to go about thirty metres away from his handler but remain under his control. To Brutus, it felt like he was completely free, but Mason could still rein him in if required. 
 
    The dog headed down the lane towards the sea, its snout close to the ground, following the trail left by Lorcan and Sheila as they made their escape from the upturned car. About half way down the narrow lane Brutus stopped, and looked back at Mason as if to say, “C’mon Joe, keep up!” 
 
    “All right, I’m coming, take it easy,” he said, knowing exactly what the hound was thinking. When Mason caught up with Brutus, the dog set off again, this time leaving the lane, ducking under a wire fence, and taking to the rough, rocky ground to the left of the track. Mason scrambled over a small dry-stone wall so that he could follow. 
 
    Brutus was sniffing around among the rushes and stumpy grass, concentrating intently, going this way and that, before he picked up the trail again and moved forward. Soon they arrived at the half-built cottage, and Mason could see that there was a lot of debris and broken glass around. He stopped, called the dog to him and fitted protective leather bootees to Brutus’s paws. Brutus knew the drill, and licked Mason’s face as if to thank him while Joe was putting his front paws into the little boots. 
 
    With his new footwear in place, Brutus approached the house, and soon found the open back door. Mason had him on a short leash now. He wanted them to stay close in case they encountered a hostile situation. It didn’t take Brutus long to locate the lifeless body of Sheila lying on the dirty old mattress. The dog lay down on the wet floor and whimpered. 
 
    “Good boy, Brutus. Good boy, it’s OK,” Mason said, patting the dog’s head, “there’s nothing either of us can do for her now.” 
 
    Lyons’ radio crackled into life. 
 
    “Inspector, this is Mason. Do you read?” 
 
    “Loud and clear, Joe. What’s up?” 
 
    “You’d better come down here. The old half-built place near the end of the lane on the left. You can get in by the back door, but be careful, there’s a lot of broken glass. Over” 
 
    “OK. I’m on my way. Out” 
 
    Lyons arrived a few minutes later, and entered the dark, damp back room of the little house. 
 
    “Jesus,” she exclaimed, “this just gets worse and worse.” She checked the side of Sheila’s neck for a pulse, but the only sensation was that of cold, clammy skin. 
 
    “I’ll have to call the doc back. I hope he hasn’t got too far. And we’ll need the forensic team too. Can you see if Brutus here can pick up another scent? The girl wasn’t on her own, and the other party may have left some evidence before he got away. Call it in if you find anything,” she said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Dr Dodd, this is Inspector Lyons. I’m still out at Dog’s Bay. Where are you?” 
 
    “Just having a spot of lunch at Lahinch Castle, Inspector. It’s very good. Would you care to join us?” Dodd said. 
 
    “Well, sorry to break up the party, Doc, but I need you back out here asap. We’ve found another body. A girl this time,” Lyons replied. 
 
    “For heaven’s sake, Inspector, this is too much. Perhaps you could make an effort to find them all at once for me,” Julian Dodd said. 
 
    Lyons ignored the sarcasm. She gave the doctor instructions on where to find the body and went and sat on a rock outside in the sunshine, trying to soak away the chill she was feeling. As she sat there trying to make sense of all that had happened that morning, her mobile phone rang. It was Mick Hays. 
 
    “Hi,” she said as she answered the phone, “where are you?” 
 
    “I’ve just arrived at the station here in Roundstone. Pascal and Jim are here. Where are you?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m outside a deserted cottage on the lane leading down to the beach. Joe Mason is here with Brutus, and they’ve found the body of a girl. I think she may have been the passenger in the kidnap vehicle.” 
 
    “Shit. What a mess. Is Dodd there too?” 
 
    “He’s coming. Fortunately, he’d stopped at Lahinch Castle for lunch on his way back to town. He’ll be here in a few minutes. I have Joe, or should I say his dog, sniffing around for any evidence the driver may have left behind,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Hmm. Pascal and Jim told me about how the driver almost got a police escort away from the scene. Not their finest hour,” Hays said. 
 
    “I’m going to wait till the doctor has looked over this poor lass, see what she can tell us. Then I’ll come back to the station. Can you set up a briefing for, say, three-thirty?” 
 
    “Yes ma’am. Anything else you’d like me to arrange for you?” 
 
    “Well a fortnight in the Caribbean on a luxury liner would be good,” she said. 
 
    “See you soon,” Hays said, hanging up. 
 
    Dr Julian Dodd arrived just as Lyons was finishing the call with Hays. 
 
    “Well, Inspector, long time no see. How many more cadavers are you going to turn up for me around here today?” the doctor said. 
 
    “Let’s just get on with it, Doc, shall we? She’s in here,” Lyons said gesturing towards the house. 
 
    Once inside the doctor kneeled down beside the prone form of the dead girl. He examined her head, the degree of stiffness in her limbs, and he took her body temperature. 
 
    “She died in the early hours, Inspector, probably around 4 or 5 a.m. Cause of death: loss of blood from the wound you can see plainly at the side of her forehead, coupled with hypothermia. If she’d received medical attention sooner, she would have been fine. But there you go.” 
 
    “PM tomorrow morning along with the other victim?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Yes indeed. Two for the price of one, as it were,” the doctor said. 
 
    “So far,” she said, giving the doctor a sardonic stare. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Detective Garda Sally Fahy arrived at the Craigue’s house in the early afternoon. Jeremy’s parents were in an awful state, and Sally set about making strong sugary tea and a light lunch which she insisted that they should at least attempt to eat. 
 
    Fahy had been a civilian worker with the Gardaí in Galway up to a year ago. She loved the work, and after a few heart to heart chats with Maureen Lyons, she had been persuaded to sign up. She was clever, and had passed through the basic training in Templemore with distinction. Hays had wasted no time in drafting her into the detective unit, and she had proved her worth. Lyons got on well with her too, although she was aware that as a pretty, smart blonde, she could present some competition for her with Hays. So far, her fears hadn’t come to anything. 
 
    “When can we see our son?” asked Hannah Craigue, seated at the kitchen table sipping tea. 
 
    “Maybe later today. But we need you to stay here for the moment in case the kidnappers call back. They may want to continue with the kidnap, and it’s our best chance of catching them,” Sally said. 
 
    “Surely not. They couldn’t be that callous,” Bernard Craigue said. 
 
    “Depending on how this thing is set up, they may not know everything that has happened, so let’s see shall we?” Fahy said. 
 
    The two detectives decided that Sally could handle the situation at the house on her own, and that Flynn should go back to Roundstone for the afternoon briefing. The Craigue’s house phone had a speaker and a recording feature which would allow her to record any further contact from the kidnappers. 
 
    For Fahy and Jeremy’s parents the time dragged slowly in the surreal atmosphere. Fahy did her best to engage the Craigues by talking about Jeremy, but they weren’t in the mood, so after a few attempts she remained silent. 
 
    It was late afternoon when the Craigue’s phone suddenly burst into life. Sally let it ring three times before asking Bernard to pick up. She made sure that it was set to ‘record’. 
 
    “Is that Bernard Craigue?” the man’s voice said in a London accent. 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    “Right. Now listen carefully if you want to see your boy again. At exactly eleven-thirty tonight, take the money, packed into a supermarket bag, and drive out to the old deserted seaweed factory on the Mannin peninsula. Leave the money on the ground inside the front door and drive off. No funny business. No police if you want to see your boy again,” the man said. 
 
    Sally nodded to Bernard Craigue. 
 
    “Wait, wait,” he pleaded into the phone. 
 
    “I need to speak to my son. Put him on the line.” 
 
    The phone went dead. 
 
    “Well done, Mr Craigue. That wasn’t easy. You were very convincing,” Fahy said. 
 
    Bernard Craigue buried his head in his hands. Tears flowed from his eyes, and he shook his head silently from side to side. 
 
    Sally waited for Hanna Craigue to join her husband on the sofa. Hannah put her arm around his shoulders to try to comfort her husband. 
 
    “It’s all right, Bernard, it’s all right.” 
 
    Sally called Roundstone and updated the team on what had transpired. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Just after half past three Lyons brought the briefing to order. Hays was happy to let Lyons run the meeting. She stood at the top of the small room where a whiteboard had been set up with photos of the dead faces of Jeremy and the girl, with a red line drawn in coloured marker between the two pictures. 
 
    Flynn had arrived back and together with Jim Dolan and Pascal Brosnan they sat attentively, with Hays standing at the back of the room. 
 
    “Right folks,” Lyons said, tapping her pen on the hard cover of her notebook, “let’s see what we’ve got.” 
 
    After she had outlined the events of the morning she summarized the position. 
 
    “It looks like the girl might have been used to get the boy’s attention, and then the driver pops out and gives him a smack on the head, before they both bind and gag him and put him in the boot. Have we got any forensics from the car yet? Prints, whatever,” Lyons said. 
 
    “They’re working on it now. They say they’ll probably be able to lift some prints from the steering wheel and maybe the boot lid. The driver wasn’t expecting to crash, so he probably didn’t think to wipe it clean,” Garda Dolan said, anxious to make a positive contribution following his earlier mistake. 
 
    “Good, Jim. Follow that up for us as soon as we’re done here, will you?” Lyons said. 
 
    “So, they have the lad in the car, and presumably they’re going to take him somewhere to hold onto him till the ransom is collected. Probably not too far away either,” Lyons said. 
 
    “That’s a real needle in a haystack,” said Brosnan, “there are literally hundreds of empty houses around here just now. They might even have rented one.” 
 
    “Hmmm, you’re right. Not much point trying to follow that up unless you get a lead. Any word from Mason?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Yes, boss. He called in about ten minutes ago. Brutus followed a trace over to the car park at Gurteen Bay, and then picked it up again. It led down through the village to the harbour, and then went cold,” Brosnan said. 
 
    “OK, so that will be where he stole the van then, just like the owner said. Thanks, Pascal, you can tell Mason to stand down and be sure to thank him for us. Without him and Brutus we would never have found the girl.” Lyons said. 
 
    “Right then. Tasks for the rest of the afternoon. Jim, you’re going to follow up with forensics on the car. Eamon, will you call Dr Dodd in another half hour or so? See if he can tell us anything about the girl. We need to identify her. Pascal, can you go for a stroll around the village. Chat to the locals, see if you can pick up anything useful, but don’t tell them too much. Remember this is an ongoing situation. There may be more to be done out here tonight yet. Let’s meet here again at seven for an update,” she said, bringing things to a conclusion. 
 
    When the team had left to set about their assignments, Hays and Lyons sat down in Pascal Brosnan’s office. 
 
    “Tea, Mick?” 
 
    “Thanks, yes please.” 
 
    Lyons returned a few minutes later with two mugs of tea and a half-finished packet of chocolate biscuits. 
 
    “What do you reckon then?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s a bit of a mess, Maureen. Two dead bodies, one escaped suspect, and still no clue who’s behind it all. Have we done a profile on the Craigues? That might give us something.” 
 
    “Haven’t had a chance, but I’ll get John O’Connor working on it back in Galway straight away,” she said. 
 
    “And ask him to look up any recent kidnappings. I thought all this shit had stopped when the freedom fighters hung up their boots, but maybe not.” 
 
    “Do you think there could be a subversive connection?” Lyons said. 
 
    “It’s possible. They are British after all. But we’ve had none of that crap out here for a good few years now, so I bloody hope not!” 
 
    Lyons was uneasy. She sensed that Hays felt that she’d made a mess of things so far, and it didn’t sit easy on her. She went back over events in her mind, and apart from the business of Jim Dolan and the roadblock, she couldn’t see how she could have done things any differently, and even that wasn’t her fault. 
 
    Hays was having similar, unspoken thoughts. Had he given her too much responsibility? Was she out of her depth on this one? It was difficult for him as her partner and senior officer to be totally objective. If he’d been out here this morning, would the driver have got away so easily? 
 
    “Stop it Mick,” he said to himself, “if my aunt had balls she’d be my uncle.” 
 
    The ringing of the phone on Brosnan’s desk broke into his thoughts. 
 
    “Hays.” 
 
    “Oh, hello sir, this is Sally Fahy. I’m out at the Craigues house.” 
 
    Fahy went on to give details of the phone call that had been received from the man with the ransom instructions. She then played Hays a recording of the phone call. 
 
    “OK Sally, that’s good work. Why don’t you take the Craigues into Galway now to let them identify Jeremy formally for us? Get them to go ahead of you in the Jag in case the place is being watched. You can follow about fifteen minutes behind them and keep a sharp eye out. Then, when you get to the hospital, bring the Craigue’s car back out here. We’ll need it later on for the drop. Are you OK to lend them yours?” 
 
    “Yes, sure boss, that’s no problem,” she said. 
 
    “And get them to stay in the city overnight. The last thing we need is some heroics from a grief-stricken parent getting in the way. Book them into the Imperial and charge it to me.” 
 
    “Right, boss. See you later then, and will I leave the TV and some lights on in the house?” 
 
    “Yes, good idea. Cheers.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    By lunchtime Lorcan McFadden had driven most of the way to the border with Northern Ireland. As he drove along, making sure to stay within the speed limit, he reflected on the events of the previous night and morning. He knew he was in a lot of trouble. Sheila’s death had been an awful blow to him. He wasn’t that close to her, but still, he was devastated by the way she had died, and he blamed himself for it. They had met at a homeless shelter in Galway a few months earlier and had done some shoplifting together from time to time. Sheila would act as a decoy, creating a fuss about the price of an item in a clothes shop while Lorcan filled his back-pack with four or five garments which they would sell later in a pub for a few euros. That’s what had given him the idea of using her to entrap Jeremy Craigue after they had been approached by the man. She had been a very pretty girl and had a great figure too, so they were sure Craigue would stop to help her at the side of the road. 
 
    Lorcan was supposed to collect the ransom for the man too. But he figured that Jeremy would have been discovered alive and well in the boot of the car at first light and was probably back with his parents in Ballyconneely by now, telling the story of how he had been duped and knocked out at the side of the road. 
 
    “Oh, yes, fella,” he thought out loud, “that story will be worth an endless supply of pints in Clifden once your cronies get to hear of it.” 
 
    With their quarry no longer in captivity, the whole gig had gone pear-shaped in Lorcan’s mind, so all he had to do now was try and get himself safely away without getting caught. 
 
    Lorcan didn’t want to cross into Northern Ireland in the van. He thought that there might be CCTV or even a patrol that by now would have been alerted to the stolen vehicle. He decided to swap the old van, which was running low on fuel in any case, for something a bit smarter. 
 
    He pulled into a shopping centre car park on the outskirts of Manorhamilton and parked near the road where he had a good view of everyone coming and going. The centre was a single story, modern building, with a central entrance door, and boasted several of the usual brands for fast food, clothing, and household wares. There was a large supermarket occupying pride of place all along the back of the building. The car park was about half full, with some forty or fifty cars, mostly parked in the marked-out spaces that were inevitably too narrow for the bigger SUVs that had become popular over the recent past. After a few minutes he spotted a woman arriving in a clean looking Ford Focus with Leitrim registration plates. The woman parked the car carefully and got out. She was carrying a shopping bag, and she locked the car and made off into the shopping centre. Lorcan followed her at a discreet distance. 
 
    When the woman got inside, she made straight for the café that served the centre on the ground floor and joined another woman of much the same age who was already seated at a small round table. 
 
    “Perfect,” Lorcan thought, “they’ll be chatting for ages and then she’ll go shopping. I’ll get a good hour out of it before she realises her car is gone.” 
 
    Back outside, Lorcan had a look round for something he could use to open the car. Over in the corner of the car park, where some rubbish had been discarded, he found an old wire coat hanger. 
 
    “Perfect,” he said to himself. He used the coat hanger as he had done many times before to spring the lock on the driver’s door; he sat inside and hot-wired the car, all within the space of ninety seconds. A minute later and he was back on the road heading for Northern Ireland. 
 
    The Focus was good to drive and Lorcan was delighted to see that it was almost full of fuel. Unusually for rural Ireland, it was a petrol model, which made it a bit zippier than the usual diesel cars. 
 
    As soon as he was a few miles inside the North, Lorcan figured that he probably needed to change cars again. But he liked the Ford, and it was still three-quarters full of petrol, so if he kept it, it would see him right as far as Belfast, and perhaps beyond if needs be. He decided on another plan. He knew that there was quite a big car breakers’ yard just outside Enniskillen who weren’t too fussy. He had had a few dealings with them in the past and he knew the man that ran the place. 
 
    Lorcan turned into the yard and brought the car to a halt abeam a dirty old caravan. The door of the caravan was open, as were the windows, and tattered old curtains blew around in the breeze. A mean looking black Alsatian perked up when he saw the visitor, and started barking like crazy, baring its teeth, and straining on the stout chain that was anchored to the jockey wheel of the caravan. A man in his late fifties, massively overweight and dressed in greasy jeans that had once been blue and a filthy grey T-shirt emerged from the caravan and stood at the door. 
 
    “Yo, Séamus,” Lorcan said, lowering the window of the stolen car. “Can you shut that bloody dog up. Jesus, it has teeth any shark would be proud of.” 
 
    Séamus uttered a few stern words in the direction of the dog and it lay down on the wet, greasy gravel and whimpered softly. 
 
    “Ah, ‘tis yourself Lorcan. What about ye?” Séamus said. 
 
    “Is it safe to get out?” Lorcan asked, looking nervously at the dog who still had him fixed with a suspicious stare. 
 
    “Aye, you’re grand. He won’t touch you.” 
 
    Lorcan got out of the car rather cautiously and stepped well out of reach of the beast. 
 
    “I need some Northern Ireland plates on this one Séamus, and a matching tax disc if you have it.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do for you, lad, but it will cost you fifty quid, no messing,” Séamus said, stepping down from the old caravan. 
 
    “Aw, fuck it Séamus, I’m skint. Will twenty euro not do you?” 
 
    “Is that all you’ve got? Aw c’mon, I’ll do you a favour just this once, but you’ll owe me, OK?” 
 
    “Thanks, Séamus, you’re a star. I’ll bring you something tasty next time I’m in these parts, I promise,” Lorcan said. 
 
    “Where did you snag this nice little motor then?” Séamus said. 
 
    “Ah, you don’t want to know Séamus, but it’s a tidy one all right.” 
 
    Séamus disappeared behind a pile of broken cars stacked on top of each other, and emerged a few minutes later carrying a pair of Northern Ireland registration plates. 
 
    “These are from a Focus just like yours,” he said, “it’s even the same colour. And you’re in luck, I have the disc too.” 
 
    Séamus took just a few minutes to swap the plates on the car, and then went back into the caravan, appearing a couple of moments later with the small round tax disc in his grubby hands. He fitted it to the windscreen with a plastic holder, removing the Irish tax and insurance discs so that the car would look authentic. 
 
    Lorcan drove back out of the yard. The Focus had been transformed into a Northern Ireland car of the same make and colour and had the matching tax disc on display in the windscreen. For the first time since the accident, Lorcan began to relax. When I get to Belfast, he mused, I might just take the ferry to Scotland and get away from the horror of the last twenty-four hours. He doubted that the man would be looking for him, he would have enough to worry about – not getting the ransom and all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Hays was still sitting at Pascal Brosnan’s desk, deep in thought, when Sinéad – the pretty blonde forensic team leader – appeared in the doorway. She was dressed in a white scene-of-crime suit, with blue plastic gloves and overshoes. 
 
    “Penny for them, sir?” she said, knocking gently on the office door. 
 
    “Oh, sorry Sinéad, I was miles away. Come in. What have you got?” Hays said. 
 
    “Fingerprints,” Sinéad said. 
 
    “Fingerprints?” 
 
    “Yes, from the car. Steering wheel, B posts, boot lid, door frames – in fact all over.” 
 
    “OK. Good. Now all we need to know is whom they belong to,” Hays said. 
 
    “Already done, sir. We have this new kit that allows me to transmit the prints back to Galway where they can look it up on the database. John O’Connor found a match almost immediately,” Sinéad said. 
 
    “Clev-er. So?” 
 
    “So. The driver is one Lorcan McFadden. Small time criminal. He’s done a few short stretches for car theft. Nothing heavy. Nothing like this,” Sinéad said. 
 
    “That figures. And the girl?” 
 
    “Sheila. Sheila O’Rourke. Even smaller time petty thief. Done a few times for shoplifting, but never been inside. Got off with cautions mostly,” Sinéad said. 
 
    “Doesn’t sound like either of these master criminals set this lot up, does it? I don’t suppose your new-fangled gadget can tell us where McFadden is now?” 
 
    “No sir, although I think we’re getting that one next month!” she said, smiling. 
 
    “What about the car?” Hays said. 
 
    “Well I don’t think it’s going to pass its NCT test this year I’m afraid. But here’s the odd thing. It’s not stolen, but it’s not legit either. It’s been through lots of pairs of hands recently, but not nicked.” 
 
    “OK. Well, see what else you can find out, if anything. And make sure we capture the DNA samples and all that other funky stuff you’re so fond of,” Hays said. 
 
    “Yes sir, of course,” Sinéad said. 
 
    She was about to leave the office when she turned and said to Hays, “Is everything all right, sir?” 
 
    “Well, Sinéad, two dead bodies and an escaped kidnapper. A demand for a hundred thousand euro in used notes, and a sting to set up. What do you think?” 
 
    “Sorry sir, it’s just …” 
 
    “Yes, I know, I’m not my usual bouncy self. It’s just that in two minutes I have to phone Superintendent Plunkett and give him the good news. I’m really looking forward to that one. Anyway, don’t mind me. I’ll be fine. If you see Inspector Lyons outside there, ask her to come in, will you? Oh, and Sinéad, thanks, that’s good work.” 
 
    Lyons returned to the office just as Hays was finishing his call with the superintendent. 
 
    “Yes sir. Of course, sir. No, sir, I won’t allow that to happen. Yes, sir. Of course, sir. At once, sir.” 
 
    “Jesus, Mick, he sounds in good form,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Well you can’t really blame him. So far, it’s a giant cock up. But I promised him we’d nick the bagman tonight, so let’s get started. Can you get the troops back in for six o’clock? And get some food in, I’m starving,” he said. 
 
    Lyons knew better than to challenge Hays when he was in this humour, but she wasn’t happy. It was clear that he felt that if he’d been running the show, things would be working out differently, and a good deal better at that. She felt that was unfair, but this wasn’t the time to bring it up. She got on the radios and asked the team to head back to the station, and to bring back some sandwiches, crisps and chocolate biscuits for an improvised meal. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays stood at the front of the group this time. He was still dressed in the casual clothes he had been wearing for the boat. His pale chinos, light blue cable stitch jumper and docksiders made him look several years younger than he usually did at work where he normally wore a sombre suit. Although she was a bit miffed that he had clearly taken charge, Lyons knew why she found him so irresistible. Lyons was both relieved and upset. Things were definitely not going well, but she couldn’t see how she was to blame, or indeed how she could have done things any differently. For now though, the important thing was to try to salvage something from the mess and if Hays could manage that somehow, then things would improve for all of them. 
 
    “Right, listen up everyone,” Hays said, rubbing a few remaining crumbs from the front of his pullover. 
 
    “I think it’s fair to assume that after the crash last night, the driver and his accomplice took off without too much thought about the original plan, nor indeed the welfare of their victim. I’m guessing they were supposed to take him to a hideout somewhere, and Lorcan was probably going to pick up the ransom tonight.” 
 
    “That’s a bit of a stretch, isn’t it, boss?” said Flynn. 
 
    “Well maybe it is Eamon. But John O’Connor has confirmed that the call to the Craigues with instructions for the drop came from a pay-as-you-go mobile in West Dublin. So, as I suspected all along, someone other than Lorcan and his girlfriend is behind this, and whoever it is, he was hardly planning to dash across the country when he had a runner here to do his dirty work,” Hays said. 
 
    “Oh, right. But why is he apparently going ahead trying to collect the money with the kid dead?” 
 
    “That’s just it,” Lyons interjected, “we reckon he doesn’t know. We think Lorcan hasn’t been in touch. Our man probably thinks that Lorcan and the boy are stashed in the safe house, and that there isn’t a signal or something, if he’s in Dublin. If that’s the case, he has no way of knowing that it’s gone pear-shaped – after all, we have at least managed to keep it off the news.” 
 
    Hays went on. “So, this is the plan. Sally will be back out here with the Craigues car in about half an hour. Eamon, you’re going to take it back out to their house and pretend to be Bernard Craigue. You’re a good deal taller than Craigue, but if you hunch down in the car, you should be able to fool them, and it’ll be dark by the time you set off from the house to the pick-up point in the car, so anyone watching won’t know the difference. When you get to the house, fill a supermarket bag with torn up newspaper to look like cash.” 
 
    “OK, boss. What time do I drop the ransom?” 
 
    “He said eleven-thirty. So leave at twenty past. Drive to the old seaweed factory and leave the bag inside the main door, and then drive off back towards the house. Stop in one of the little dirt tracks out of sight of the road, but near where the track from Mannin joins the main road in case we need you in a hurry.” 
 
    “Now, Pascal; Jim. Will you head out to Tadgh Deasy’s place now and get him to lend you an old rusty van – a Transit or something. Don’t worry about tax or a DOE ‘cert, just as long as it’s good and beaten up looking, and it goes. Bring it back here as soon as you can,” Hays said. 
 
    “Righto, boss. We’ll be about half an hour,” Brosnan said. 
 
    “Grand. Off you go then,” Hays said. 
 
    When the team had dispersed in their various directions, Lyons asked Hays, “So what’s the plan?” 
 
    “We’re going to arrest the bagman. You and Jim will hide in Deasy’s van parked beside one of the old empty cottages near the seaweed factory. We’ll position Pascal down at the end of the track, just where it joins the main Clifden road. There’s a house there with an overgrown garden where he can conceal himself. When our man turns up, we’ll catch him red handed carrying the bag. The others will be backup in case he makes a run for it, and as a final backstop, we’ll have Eamon out on the road. Then we should be able to find out what all this is about.” 
 
    “Sounds OK, Mick. I’d be happier if we could have a bit more backup, maybe a couple of Armed Response Unit guys just in case this turkey has a gun,” she said. 
 
    “So would I, but Plunkett wouldn’t hear of it. He’s convinced we’re dealing with a bunch of amateurs.” 
 
    “Let’s hope so,” Lyons said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The man had tried several times to make contact with Lorcan McFadden during the day. He had no luck. 
 
    “Damn the little shit,” he said to himself. “I suppose he’s cuddled up with that little slag of his in the cottage with his phone off. Or maybe there’s no signal. I’ll just have to go and get the money myself.” 
 
    He set off from Clondalkin in the west of Dublin at five o’clock in his hired Volkswagen Golf. The rush hour traffic on the Naas Road was heavy, which he didn’t mind at all, as it guaranteed his anonymity. He fiddled with the sat nav until he finally got it pointed towards Roundstone, and the device informed him that he would be there at just after nine. 
 
    Excellent, he thought, that will give me time to stop for some food and do a recce on the drop site before it gets fully dark. 
 
    The man’s plan was to lift the cash, then drive back to Dublin airport in time for the first flight out to London at seven o’clock the following morning. He would hand over the cash in London later that day. He was supposed to give Lorcan a slice of course, but he could go to hell. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Garda Pascal Brosnan pulled up beside the freshly painted Garda Station in Roundstone in a battered old Ford Transit. The van wheezed and creaked as he brought it to a halt, and he struggled with the lock on the driver’s door to let himself out. The van had once been red, but now the paint was a dull and faded ruddy brown colour, and rust patches had broken out all over the body work. The windscreen had a nasty crack running all the way from corner to corner and there was no sign of a tax disc anywhere to be seen. Brosnan noticed that only one headlight appeared to be working. As he climbed down onto the tarmac, Jim Dolan came over. 
 
    “Jesus, Pascal. I hope that old crate will get us as far as Ballyconneely. Is there much fuel in her?” Dolan said. 
 
    “Deasy said it’s about half full. The gauge isn’t working, but I’ll take his word for it.” 
 
    “Well anyway, it’s what the boss wanted, so I hope he’s happy with it.” 
 
    The two Gardaí went inside to update Hays on their acquisition. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Craigues identified the body of their only son in the morgue at the Regional Hospital, with Sally Fahy and Dr Dodd standing by. Mrs Craigue was completely distraught, and at one stage they thought she would collapse altogether. Bernard Craigue was a bit more composed, but it was very clear that the loss of their only son was something they would never get over. Eventually, when there was no more to be said or done, Sally ushered the two grieving parents away, and took them back into the city where they checked in at the Imperial Hotel on Eyre Square. Sally stayed with them for half an hour or so to see if there was anything further that she could do for them, but they were simply inconsolable, so she left them to it. 
 
    Sally Fahy enjoyed the drive back out to Roundstone in Bernard Craigue’s big Jaguar. She was a little nervous navigating the narrow twisty streets around the city centre and down by the docks, but once she got onto the open road, she relaxed and began to enjoy the luxury of the big machine greatly. The Jaguar seemed to soak up all the bumps and dips in the road that her own little car felt so much, and at times it was as if she was gliding along on air. The stereo was fantastic, and she tuned in to Galway Bay FM where the afternoon show was filled with relaxing music – just right for the journey she was on after what she had seen in Galway. She had to watch her speed though – the car had a habit of going well over the limit with remarkable ease. 
 
    In the late afternoon, the seemingly endless sunshine had given way to patchy cotton wool clouds, and out on the bog beyond Oughterard there was a dappled effect of light and dark on the heathland and the mountains in the distance. There was still quite a bit of traffic about – mostly hire cars with their Europcar or Avis stickers in the rear windows – all travelling at a sedate pace through the scenic landscape. “I could get used to this,” Sally thought as the driver of a hired Polo waved her on where the road widened out at Maam Cross. She pressed gently on the accelerator and the big car lunged forward and shot past the little Volkswagen as if it had been released from a cage. 
 
    When she got back to the Garda station in Roundstone, Hays was about to start the evening briefing for the operation that lay ahead. 
 
    “OK everyone. We leave at nine o’clock. I want us all in position well before the pick-up time. Maureen, you can drive the van. When we get to the road leading down to Mannin we’ll let Pascal out, and he can find a comfortable spot, well out of sight, in the garden of the house there. Then we’ll drive on down and reverse the van up beside the empty house opposite the factory. I’ll go into the old ruin and see if I can find a spot where I can keep an eye on the main entrance without being seen. Maureen and Jim, stay in the van keeping a low profile. As soon as our man has picked up the bag, I’ll call you in on the radio and we should be able to nab him easily enough. Just in case he makes a run for it, Pascal can intercept him up at the road, and Eamon won’t be too far away if things go really pear-shaped. Any questions?” Hays said. 
 
    “Yes, boss. We can assume he’ll have a car. What if he manages to get to it somehow and drives off? Deasy’s van won’t be much use in a pursuit situation,” Lyons said to a murmur of laughter around the room. 
 
    “Good point, Maureen. Jim, can you get Sergeant Mulholland out to lend a hand. Get him to park up on the Clifden side of the main road but stay out of sight till he hears from us. We don’t want to spook the bagman if he’s coming out that way from Clifden to collect the money. Tell Mulholland to be prepared to stop our man if he turns back on himself. Tell him not to make any mistake about it this time. Ram his car if necessary – we need to be certain about this. We’ll get very little sympathy if this goes wrong, believe me. Oh, and we need to make sure we have good radio contact. We’ll do a radio check when everyone is in position. Now you can all relax till nine o’clock,” Hays said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Lorcan McFadden was quite relaxed as he drove the stolen Ford along the road towards Belfast. He was very tired, not having had much sleep the previous night, and as he came down the steep hill leading into Dungannon the tiredness overcame him and he dozed off for a moment. He came to with a start, and of course the first thing he did was to stand on the brakes, locking up all four wheels, and making control even more difficult. The little car pirouetted around and finally came to rest buried in the side of a Volkswagen van which had been coming the other way. Once again, Lorcan’s driving skills had let him down. 
 
    Neither driver was hurt, but whatever way Lorcan’s car had caught the van, its front wheel on the driver’s side had broken off, and the door mirror hung down, suspended by electrical wires. The Focus was bashed all along the left-hand side, and the large plastic front bumper was hanging off one side of the car and resting on the road. 
 
    Lorcan got out of the car, as did the other driver who was none too pleased at the encounter. 
 
    “For God’s sake man, what the hell were you doing?” he shouted in a raised voice. “I’ve got three more deliveries to make this evening and you’ve gone and put me off the road.” 
 
    “I’m sorry mate, I don’t know what happened. It just started spinning.” Whilst the two continued to exchange pleasantries, they didn’t notice a white Vauxhall Astra with two PSNI officers inside on the roundabout at the bottom of the road. Seeing the two vehicles embedded in each other, the police made their way up the hill and stopped at the scene. 
 
    The two officers got out of their vehicle. They took one driver apiece and moved them apart so that neither could hear the story the other was telling. After a few minutes of careful note taking, the two officers returned to the front of their patrol car. 
 
    Constable Alan McCloskey was first to speak. 
 
    “What do you make of it?” he said to the other. 
 
    “Just an expensive bit of nonsense. Looks like the Focus lost control coming down the hill. I’ve seen it here before. The road must be a bit slippery. We better get the tow truck out. They’re both going nowhere.”  
 
    McCloskey walked back over to the Focus and was looking intently at the vehicle. 
 
    “Hey, Simon. Come here a minute.” 
 
    The two officers stood in front of the crumpled Ford. 
 
    “There’s something not right here,” McCloskey said. “The number plate on this car is from 2011, but it’s a 2013 model. They changed the rear light cluster and the front grille in 2012, and this is definitely the newer one.” 
 
    “Hmm, OK. You’d better call it in then, see what’s on the computer.” 
 
    Constable Alan McCloskey used the radio on his coat to call in to the station. He discovered that the plates belonged to a Ford Focus, but that it had been totally wrecked and burnt out a few months previously. 
 
    “I think we’d better bring laddy boy in for a while till we sort this out. Can you get a photo of the VIN number off the windscreen on your phone while I talk to the driver?” Wilson said. 
 
    “I’m sorry officer, but I really need to keep moving,” Lorcan said as the officer approached. 
 
    “Any chance of a lift to the station?” he added. 
 
    “Oh, I think we can manage that OK. Why don’t you sit into the back of the patrol car there? We’ll be with you in a minute or two,” McCloskey said. 
 
    When all three were seated inside the car, McCloskey asked Lorcan where he was headed. 
 
    “I’m going to Belfast to meet some mates. Are the trains frequent enough from here?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, aye, they go every half an hour or so.” The officer gave his colleague a knowing look. 
 
    The patrol car drove around the roundabout and on towards the centre of Dungannon. Lorcan was reassured by the Northern Ireland Railways sign pointing to the station that they passed. He couldn’t believe his luck – he was only getting a police escort after all that had happened! 
 
    Before they reached the town centre, McCloskey turned the patrol car in between two enormous grey metal gates that must have been thirty feet high. The gates formed part of some serious fortification, presumably left over from the Troubles in the 1970s. There was a tower that overlooked the entire compound and the road outside, and an amount of razor wire, and multiple CCTV cameras were perched on top of the high wall completing the picture of a high security establishment. 
 
    “This isn’t the train station,” Lorcan said, his voice now full of alarm. 
 
    “That’s right laddie, it’s the police station,” Wilson said. 
 
    “But you said you’d give me a lift to the station!” 
 
    “Aye, and we did. We never mentioned the train station though, did we, Alan?” 
 
    “No. We just said we’d give you a lift to the station, and here we are,” the other officer confirmed. 
 
    At the police station, which looked a lot less dismal inside than it did from the outside, McCloskey introduced Lorcan McFadden to the desk sergeant. 
 
    “Sergeant, can you find somewhere nice and comfy for our new friend here? We just need to check a few things out, we shouldn’t be too long,” McCloskey said. 
 
    “Sure, I know just the place. Come along with me son, and we’ll see if we can find you a cup of tea,” the wily old sergeant replied. 
 
    Lorcan was ushered down a short, brightly lit corridor and shown into a cell, the strong steel door closing with a distinct thud behind him. 
 
    Wilson and McCloskey got to work digging up information on Lorcan’s car. Using the VIN number, they were able to establish that it had been allocated to a dealer in Cavan in 2013. They reckoned Lorcan had probably stolen it in the South, and somehow managed to get new plates once he crossed the border. They phoned Cavan Garda Station and told the nature of their enquiry to the young Garda that answered the phone. He said that they needed to talk to the sergeant, and after what seemed like an age, the older man came on the line. 
 
    “We have reports of a vehicle matching that description having been stolen from a shopping centre car park in Manorhamilton at around lunchtime. Poor Mrs McGroarty is beside herself it seems. Is the car driveable?” he said. 
 
    “I’m afraid Mrs McGroarty is going to have to claim on her insurance, Sergeant. Her car has been involved in an RTA up here in Dungannon, and it’s off the road,” the PSNI officer said. 
 
    “Right so. I’ll pass on the good news to the poor woman.” The officers in the two jurisdictions exchanged more information about the car, and where it was being taken. 
 
    Before hanging up, McCloskey said to the Garda sergeant, “Oh, and while you’re there, Sergeant, can you have a look and see if there’s anything on a Lorcan McFadden? It was he who was driving Mrs McGroarty’s car.” 
 
    “OK, Constable, but I’ll have to call you back. Our system is down at the minute. Will you be there for a while?” said the Garda Sergeant, beginning to feel that North-South co-operation was perhaps reaching its limits. 
 
    “Yes, sure. We’re on till ten tonight. Do you think it will be back by then?” 
 
    “Oh, wait, hang on a second. It’s just coming back on now. What did you say that name was?” 
 
    “McFadden. Lorcan McFadden,” the PSNI officer said. 
 
    “McFadden, McFadden, eh let’s see. Oh, by Jove yes. Seems our colleagues in Galway are anxious to speak to a Lorcan McFadden. Have you got him there?” 
 
    “We have. Best if we make him comfortable for the night, I think. We can sort it out tomorrow. Will you let your folks in Galway know we have him safe and secure here in Dungannon?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    When the sergeant in Cavan had finished his tea, he phoned through to Mill Street Garda station and was put through to John O’Connor. He explained what had transpired, and that Lorcan McFadden was now a guest of Her Majesty in Dungannon police station. 
 
    O’Connor wasted no time in calling Hays out in Roundstone to give him the news. 
 
    “Good stuff, John. Now can you get back onto Dungannon and ask them to send a photo of the prisoner to you, and then send it on to my phone. I’d like Jim Dolan to confirm the identification before we go creating an international incident,” Hays said. 
 
    “Sure, will do, boss,” O’Connor said and hung up. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Hays’ phone pinged, and the photo of McFadden arrived on the screen. Hays showed the mug shot to Jim Dolan, who had no trouble in identifying him as the man who had gone through the roadblock earlier in the day. 
 
    “Yes, that’s him, the little toe-rag. Of course he gave me a different name, but that’s definitely him all the same. What are we going to do now?” Dolan said. 
 
    “I’ll try and sort something out, Jim. Maureen, can you come with me for a minute?” The two senior officers walked out to Hays’ car and got inside. 
 
    “OK. This is what we’ll do. Will you call Superintendent Plunkett and bring him up to date? He’ll be pleased that the driver of the kidnap vehicle is in custody, even if it’s in the North. Ask him if he can help us to get McFadden back here without too many formalities. I have a feeling he has connections with someone senior in the PSNI up near the border. He might just be able to swing it,” Hays said. 
 
    “OK. No problem, but why don’t you call him? You’re more senior than I am,” she said. 
 
    “No. It will be better coming from you. Plunkett sees you as a rising star in the force just now, and anyway, this is supposed to be your party. I’m on leave remember. He’ll be more inclined to put himself out for you – trust me.” 
 
    “And you mean to say you’re not the blue-eyed boy, Mick?” Lyons said in surprise. 
 
    “I thought I was, but I hear otherwise. So, you’ll call him, will you?” 
 
    “OK. I will. Do you want to listen in?” 
 
    “No. You’re grand. You can tell me after.” 
 
    Lyons put the call through to Superintendent Plunkett. He was glad to hear that they had the driver in captivity but wasn’t sure if he could do much to help. He did know the Assistant Chief Constable of the PSNI though. They had worked together during the Troubles on some very delicate cases, and although they were from completely different backgrounds, they got along pretty well, and had a healthy respect for each other’s professionalism. At the end of the call, he agreed to contact the man and see if he could call in a favour. He told Lyons to keep her phone on, and he’d call her back if he could reach the ACC. 
 
    * * * 
 
    At fifty-four, Finbarr Plunkett had seen most of what life in the Garda Síochana could throw at a person. He had developed strong instincts and a good sense of what would work and what wouldn’t when it came to solving crime. His role as Detective Superintendent of the Western Crime Division had changed a lot in the past five years. When he first got the job, you could do more or less whatever was needed to mete out justice, as long as a reasonable result was achieved. But these days with social media in the ascendant and those pesky smart phones with their ever-present cameras, things were very different. Still, Plunkett’s sense of fair play persisted, and he was usually able to navigate a safe course between the many, sometimes vicious, criminals that the Gardaí came across and the do-gooders who seemed to be more keen on the criminals’ human rights than those of the hapless victims. This meant that he was given a free hand by Garda senior management and he had used this freedom to good effect, building some excellent crime fighting teams that operated out of Galway. Crime statistics in the region were contained, if not reducing, while in other areas of the country the figures seemed to be going relentlessly in the wrong direction. As a result, Plunkett was held in high regard. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lyons went back into the Garda station but didn’t have to wait long for Plunkett’s call. 
 
    “Lyons,” she answered. 
 
    “Ah, Inspector. Yes, I managed to catch the ACC just as he was on his way out to dinner. He made a quick call to Dungannon to see what crimes, if any, McFadden had actually committed in Northern Ireland. It seems the lad hasn’t done much there that they can pin on him other than driving carelessly, and they’re not too bothered about that. He says you can drive up and collect him tomorrow morning in an unmarked car, with no uniforms on view, and you can have him. But it’s important to be discreet. Keep it well below the radar. He’s doing us a big favour,” Plunkett said. 
 
    “Understood, sir, and thank you, that should make things a whole lot simpler for us,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Glad to help, Inspector. Be sure to keep me updated.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    At a quarter to nine that evening, the full team was assembled in the rather crowded Garda Station in Roundstone. Sally Fahy had arrived back with Bernard Craigue’s car, and she confirmed that the Craigues were now in residence at the Imperial Hotel for the night. 
 
    Lyons went over the plan once more with everyone before they set out. They sent Eamon Flynn out to the Craigue’s house in the Jaguar. He had a supermarket bag stuffed with torn up newspapers beside him, and his instructions were to drive to the old seaweed factory to be there at half past eleven, drop the bag inside the door, and then drive away, back towards Ballyconneely and stay off the road out of sight, but nearby in case he was needed. 
 
    The rest of the team piled into the old rusty Transit donated by Tadgh Deasy. The van was disgusting. It stank of oil and diesel and was strewn with old papers and dirty rags with some dreadful greasy gunge on the floor in the load area. The seats were torn, with dirty orange sponge leaking out between the cracks, and the windscreen was covered in a bluish haze on the inside. Deasy had excelled himself. Lyons drove the van, which wheezed and spluttered through the evening mist across the old bog road, out towards the Mannin peninsula, leaving clouds of pungent blue smoke in their wake. Fortunately, it was still dusk, so the fact that one headlight was out didn’t really matter. 
 
    They let Pascal Brosnan out as agreed at the junction, and he made off into the overgrown garden of the house at the crossroads and vanished from sight. The rest of the team drove on out to the old seaweed factory. 
 
    Lyons had great difficulty engaging reverse gear in the old wreck, but she managed it eventually with much grinding from the ancient gearbox, and with a lot of revving of the tired engine and even more smoke, she reversed the old heap up beside an empty cottage just off the road and nearly opposite their target. 
 
    With the van’s engine turned off, Lyons checked radio contact with the rest of the team. They had given the stake out the code name ‘sea hawk’ so that anyone listening in to their conversation would believe it was a fishing boat out off the coast. The van was to be referred to as ‘captain’ and Brosnan as ‘bosun’. It wasn’t much of a subterfuge, but it was all they could think of at short notice. 
 
    Hays got out of the van by the rear doors and crossed the road to the old building where he found a good vantage point allowing him to see the entrance easily. The building was dirty inside, littered with empty beer cans and old fast food boxes, where the local youth had used it as a shelter for their underage drinks parties. The evening began to turn to night, and the mist got a little thicker, making the old factory look very eerie in the strange half-light, but the Gardaí waited patiently, if a little uneasily for something to happen. 
 
    At almost exactly half past eleven, Eamon Flynn arrived in Craigue’s car and stopped outside the old ruin. He got out, and nimbly trotted across to the entrance, clutching the bag of paper in his right hand. He left the bag by the door as instructed and made his way briskly back to the car, and drove off back the way he had come. He avoided looking at the old van parked opposite or making any other gesture that might give their plan away. 
 
    A few minutes later, Lyons’ radio crackled to life. 
 
    “Bosun to captain. A grey VW Golf has just passed the end of the road, turned and come back again this way. Now heading in your direction,” Pascal Brosnan said. 
 
    “Roger,” Lyons said into the radio. 
 
    The Golf pulled up on the road just opposite where the van was parked, and its lights went out. The occupant sat in the car for a couple of minutes having a good look round. He then got out of the car. He was a portly man with a round ruddy face, dressed largely in black, with black town shoes and a woolly hat pulled down to just above his eyes. 
 
    He made his way cautiously to the front entrance of the old factory, which was now just a rectangular hole in the wall of the building, the door itself having been removed by the elements some time ago. The man found the bag easily and started back towards the road without checking the contents. 
 
    “Go!” shouted Lyons, and the two front doors of the old van creaked open. The interior light in the van’s cab, which hadn’t worked for years, decided at this moment to return to service, and the front windscreen of the van lit up like a lighthouse in the fog. 
 
    The man saw the light at once, and a second later he was able to make out the dark shapes of the Gardaí heading in his direction. He took flight immediately. Grasping the bag close to his chest he ran across the rough ground parallel to the road towards the only escape route afforded by the geography of the place. 
 
    “Captain to bosun. He’s coming in your direction. Single male on foot. Don’t let him get away,” Lyons wheezed into the radio, out of breath from the sudden chase. 
 
    “Roger,” came the reassuring reply. 
 
    Brosnan, who was used to playing Gaelic games, waited until his quarry was in sight. The man was now clearly running out of breath, but he still progressed quite steadily towards the open road. That is until Brosnan sprang at him from the cover of the hedge and tackled him firmly to the ground. 
 
    “Gotcha!” he exclaimed, and Lyons and the rest of them quickly caught up. 
 
    “Ah, Eddie we meet again. Small world, eh?” Lyons said. 
 
    The man was then handcuffed, still clinging possessively to his bag of old newspaper. 
 
    With the pursuit over, Mulholland and Fahy returned with their cars, and everyone but Pascal Brosnan piled in along with the bagman to drive back to Roundstone Garda station. Brosnan was given the unenviable task of returning the van to Deasy with instructions that it was not to be seen on the road again. 
 
    Back at the Garda station, Flynn and Fahy were told to take the prisoner back to Galway and put him in the cells for the night. 
 
    “What will we charge him with, boss?” Flynn said. 
 
    “Nothing”, said Lyons, “he’s just helping us with our enquiries for now,” she said, much to Flynn’s surprise. 
 
    “Then you get off home, both of you. We’ll need you in early tomorrow.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    On the way back to Galway, with the drama out at Roundstone over, for the moment at least, Hays discussed the case with his partner. The two were now living together in his house in Salthill. Lyons had moved in soon after she had been made up to inspector. Although it was an unusual arrangement, the superintendent had said he was willing to turn a blind eye as long as it didn’t get in the way of their work. They had made a pact to leave the job at the front door, which sometimes led to a late-night conversation in the front garden, or sitting in one of their cars in the driveway, but they had stuck to it, and so far at least it had served them well. They had discovered that they were physically very compatible on a visit to Poland two years ago when they were working on the Lisa Palowski murder case, and they had grown a lot closer since. Both were strongly independent, with Maureen doing her own hobbies and Mick Hays quite involved with the sailing in his beloved Folkboat. Lyons had even held on to the little flat in the city and sub-let it to a rookie uniformed Garda fresh out of Templemore. 
 
    “I’ll have it when you get fed up with me and kick me out,” she would tease Hays. 
 
    “Sure, why would I do that, and you a property mogul,” he jibed back at her. 
 
    “So, what are your plans?” Hays asked. He was very mindful that it was still her case, despite him being the more senior officer. 
 
    “I think I’ll head to the wee North in the morning with Eamon to collect McFadden. We’ll look pretty inconspicuous driving to Dungannon, just like a couple out for the day. Can you get to work on our latest client and see what you can get out of him other than ‘no comment’?” 
 
    “That sounds like a plan. Do you think he’s the brains behind all this?” Hays said. 
 
    “I doubt it. In fact, I think both he and McFadden are pretty thick. That was very amateur tonight – not well thought out at all. He was asking to be lifted if you ask me,” Lyons said. 
 
    “I’m not sure. If he thought that they still had the boy in captivity, then the bagman would just have been dealing with an irrational parent, not Galway’s finest. Their communication has definitely broken down somewhere along the line, that’s for sure, but I think McFadden is probably the thick end of the plank. What about the girl?” 
 
    “I think we’ll leave her to the super-sleuths out in Roundstone and Clifden. It will give them something to do and keep them involved in case anything else blows up.” 
 
    “OK. But do you think they’re up to it?” Hays said. 
 
    “Probably. But I don’t think she was very important in the grand scheme of things anyway. She probably just went along with McFadden for the adventure and the chance of a few bob. It’s a shame about her though, she looked like a nice girl,” Lyons said. 
 
    “OK. It’s your call, and I’m happy to go along with it. I think we may have to step in at some stage if they’re getting nowhere. We can’t just ignore the death of a young girl out in the bog,” Hays said. 
 
    “I agree. But we have enough to be doing for now, so let’s give them a few days and see what they come up with. When I’m up north tomorrow, why don’t you assign Sally as their contact for the case? That way we’ll get to know what’s happening, and they’ll feel that they need to be doing something as well,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Excellent. Good thinking. I’ll tell Mulholland in the morning. That should cheer him up no end,” Hays said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    When the bagman arrived in Galway’s Mill Street Garda station, Sergeant Flannery, the night man, processed him as if he was being charged, even though he was officially only helping the Gardaí with their enquiries. He took the man’s fingerprints, and relieved him of his bag of cut up newspapers, placing it in an evidence sack, and locking it into the secure store. When the man emptied his pockets, a wallet, mobile phone, driving license, set of car keys and a Ryanair boarding card were all collected. The man was then ushered to a cell, offered some basic catering, and locked up for the night where Flannery would check on him every half hour, and write up the log. During the night, with little else to do, the sergeant examined the contents of the man’s wallet, and wrote up the information it revealed on a single sheet of paper, ready to hand to Senior Inspector Hays the following morning. 
 
    Hays arrived at the station before eight o’clock. Sergeant Flannery gave him a brief account of the night the man had spent in the cells and handed over the one-page catalogue of the contents of his pockets. Hays studied the sheet with interest. 
 
    “Ah yes, Eddie Turner, the twenty euro note man. Forty-seven years old, and from London, no less. Well done, Sergeant. Give me ten minutes and then bring him into the interview room. I’ll be down then to start questioning him,” Hays said. 
 
    Hays spent a few minutes in his office studying the sheet that the sergeant had given him. He then lifted the phone and dialled a UK number. The phone he was calling was answered on the second ring. 
 
    “Irene Russell,” said the woman’s voice on the other end of the line, in an educated British accent. 
 
    “Hi Irene. It’s Mick Hays here from Galway. How are you keeping?” 
 
    “Oh, hi Mick. Haven’t heard from you for a while. Yes, all good here. What about with you?” 
 
    “Can’t complain. Up to my neck in impossible cases as usual. And the do-gooders have us demented. Listen, I was wondering if you could do me a small favour?” Hays said. 
 
    “Sure, I didn’t think this was a social call. What do you need?” Russell said. 
 
    Irene Russell was a Detective Chief Inspector with the Metropolitan Police in London’s Scotland Yard. She had been injured in a shooting during a botched bank raid some years previously, and was now desk bound, serving as a senior officer in the Serious Crimes Division of the Met. Hays had met her before she was injured when they were working on a case involving subversives at the tail end of the Troubles in the 1990s, and they had got on well. Using their combined skills, they had managed to lift two very nasty types off a plane at Luton bound for Dublin, and they had assembled enough evidence to put them away for twelve years, although both had since been released under one of the many amnesties that the politicians had arranged since the Troubles officially ended. 
 
    “We’ve lifted a fella by the name of Eddie Turner, or so it says on his driving license. His date of birth is October 3rd, 1970. He’s got a London accent, and he came in recently on a flight from there. Just wondering if you have anything on him. I can send over his dabs by email if you like?” 
 
    “Ok, well send them on as soon as you can, and I’ll have a look for you. What’s he done anyway?” Russell said. 
 
    “It’s messy. He’s involved in some way in the kidnapping of a young English guy who was on holidays over here. It all went badly wrong, and the lad died. We lifted Turner trying to collect the ransom last night. Another girl died during the kidnap too, so it’s all a bit complicated. And as if that wasn’t enough, he also seems to be connected to some dodgy euro currency going around, but I’m not sure of his involvement in that yet.” 
 
    “Wow, sounds like you have your hands full, Mick. What was the victim’s name?” 
 
    “Craigue, Jeremy Craigue, son of Bernard and Hannah Craigue. I think they’re from Hendon or thereabouts,” Hays said. 
 
    “Do you want me to have a look at them too, just in case?” Russell said. 
 
    “Oh, right. Yes, if you don’t mind. Though they seem straight enough, but there might be something. That would be great. Thanks.” 
 
    Hays and Russell stayed on the phone for a few more minutes chatting about the old days, and how things had changed in policing in recent times, and not for the better, they concluded. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Well, Eddie, did you have a good night in the Mill Street Hotel?” Hays asked Eddie Turner when the interview started. 
 
    “No comment,” Turner replied sullenly. 
 
    “Ah now Eddie, you’ll have to do better than that I’m afraid. You see we have some pretty serious charges to bring against you here. It would be much better for you if you started talking to us, much better. Now what do you say?” 
 
    “No comment.” 
 
    “Very well. If that’s the way you want to play it. But just so you don’t get any surprises, here’s what we’re looking at. Obviously, there’s the kidnap. But it’s a lot worse than that Eddie. You see, when McFadden and the girl collected their victim, they had a car crash. The lad that was kidnapped died as a result, and then the girl, who was badly injured in the crash, also died. McFadden then absconded and was picked up in the North by the police, on his way to Belfast.” 
 
    Hays waited for some response from Turner, but none was forthcoming. 
 
    “So, you see, Eddie, it seems that you are involved in the death of two people, a kidnap, and a host of other crimes. In fact, the list so far is as long as your arm. So, if you ever want to see daylight again, I suggest you start talking,” Hays said. 
 
    “I can’t. It’s more than my life’s worth. I ain’t saying nothing.” 
 
    “Well, that’s fine, Eddie, just as long as you’re happy to take the rap for the whole thing, but by the time we’re finished, you’re looking at fifteen years. The judges in this country take kidnapping very seriously since the Troubles, and an Englishman in an Irish jail – well, I’ll leave you to figure out how well that will go for you,” Hays said as he stood and picked his file up from the table, preparing to leave the room. 
 
    When he got back to his desk, there was a note to call DCI Irene Russell in London. 
 
    He got through almost immediately. 
 
    “Hi, Irene. That was quick. What did you find, if anything?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Well, your friend Eddie has quite a bit of form. It’s mainly burglary, a bit of GBH and aggravated assault, nothing like kidnapping that I can see though,” she said. 
 
    “Has he done time inside?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Yes. He did a six month in The Scrubs a few years ago, and he has a couple of suspended sentences too, and he’s wanted for questioning about a few other capers. Is he talking yet?” Russell asked. 
 
    “No. Says it’s more than his life’s worth, but that could all be nonsense. Could I ask you to do a little more digging for us if you have the time?” 
 
    “Sure. What do you need?” 
 
    “I was wondering if you could have a quick look at his known associates. There’s someone bigger than Eddie Turner behind all this stuff, and someone that scares Eddie too, so probably not an amateur. Any information we can get will help us,” Hays said. 
 
    “Ok. I’ll have a dig around, see what I can come up with. I’ll try to get back to you later today.” 
 
    “Thanks very much, Irene, I’ll owe you one,” Hays said. 
 
    “You’re dead right there, and don’t think I won’t collect!” she replied. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays busied himself with writing up the considerable amount of paperwork that the case had generated and updating the Garda PULSE system with everything they knew so far. Then he put a call through to Sergeant Séan Mulholland in Clifden, asking him to get busy with the female passenger that had died in the car crash to see if he could locate her next of kin, who needed to be informed. Mulholland, who was pleased for once to be involved in a genuine criminal case, agreed to take on the task, and said he would inform Hays as soon as he had any information. Hays then briefed Sally Fahy on her role in the matter of the girl, and the Gardaí out in Clifden, and asked her to make sure that progress was being made, and that he was fully informed of any developments. 
 
    At twelve o’clock, Superintendent Plunkett phoned him for an update. 
 
    “Well, we have the bagman in custody, though he’s not saying much, and Lyons has gone North with Eamon Flynn to collect McFadden. So, by evening we should have the two perpetrators safely tucked away,” Hays said. 
 
    “Hmm, those of them that are left alive at least. Ok, well keep me posted, Mick. Let’s get this thing tidied up as soon as possible. We don’t want the press getting hold of it. And the boys in Dublin are now calling Galway the murder capital of Ireland, so let’s have some good news soon.”  
 
    Hays had decided to leave Eddie Turner alone for a few hours to stew. He felt that when they got McFadden back, the young man might readily give up a lot more information about the whole thing that would enable them to find out what was really going on. 
 
    Hays went out to Doherty’s pub for lunch and returned to the station soon after two o’clock. He was sitting at his desk about half an hour later when his phone rang. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    It was almost a four-hour drive to Dungannon from Galway, so Flynn and Lyons left early, just after seven o’clock in the morning. It was a bright day, with just the odd brief shower every now and then. Apart from that, it was sunny and clear, and they made good time on the road. 
 
    Granard was about half way, so they stopped there soon after nine o’clock at the café in the main street and had a quick breakfast. They reached Dungannon just after eleven, with Lyons who was driving cursing the fact that the speed limits were in miles per hour as soon as they crossed the border, and her car’s odometer showed only kilometres per hour. Flynn had translated for her, so that they remained within the law. The last thing they needed was to be pinged by traffic cops for exceeding the speed limit. Their presence would be very awkward to explain. 
 
    At the police station in Dungannon, Lorcan McFadden was waiting for them in the main interview room, accompanied by a uniformed PSNI officer. He was handed over without ceremony, and with no paperwork changing hands. He said very little, only grumbling a bit about living in a police state. But he was quite subdued, and they soon had him seated in the rear of Lyons’ car, handcuffed, with his hands behind his back. Flynn sat in beside him and made sure that the doors were kiddie locked before they set off so that McFadden couldn’t jump out along the way. 
 
    The Gardaí didn’t feel much like talking to their client, but Flynn was curious about one thing. 
 
    “How did you and Sheila meet anyway, Lorcan? She seems to be a bit out of your league,” Flynn asked the fugitive. 
 
    “Aw shit man, she had to leave home after her ma married that prick Bolger. He’s a fucking pedo.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    When they got back across the border, the two detectives relaxed a little. McFadden said he was famished, so they arranged to stop in Cavan, and Lyons went into the Supermac shop and purchased food for the two men. She herself wasn’t hungry. After the stop, Flynn transferred to the front passenger’s seat, so he could eat his food and give their prisoner a bit of space to do the same. McFadden’s handcuffs had been released, and he had been re-cuffed with his hands in front of him so that he could eat his meal. 
 
    Lyons set off again as she had no food to eat and was keen to get the rest of the journey completed as soon as possible. Just a few kilometres outside the town, with Flynn still eating, McFadden made his move. He stretched forward and put his cuffed hands over Lyons’ head, and then pulled back hard so that he was choking her against the headrest. Flynn dropped his food and released his seatbelt in an effort to get control of the situation, but by now Lyons was choking badly and lost control of the car. The vehicle left the road and careered down an embankment, smashing into a fir tree. Flynn was catapulted forward, and without his seat belt to save him, his head hit the windscreen hard, and he fell in a heap in the passenger footwell, covered in chips and bits of burger. 
 
    Lorcan released some of the pressure on Lyons’ neck, and instructed her to undo his handcuffs, or he would strangle her there and then. Lyons knew enough to realise that he probably meant it, so reluctantly she reached into her pocket and retrieved the keys, which she then used to release McFadden’s handcuffs. 
 
    With his hands free, Lorcan elbowed the window in the rear door, shattering it. He then reached out and used the outside handle to open the door. He scrambled out, wrenched open the driver’s door and grabbed Lyons roughly by her jacket hauling her out of the car. 
 
    “Have you got a gun?” he rasped in her ear. 
 
    “Don’t be silly, Lorcan. Of course not. We’re not armed,” she replied. 
 
    “Give me your phone,” he demanded. “C’mon. Hand it over – now!” 
 
    Lyons reached into her jacket pocket and retrieved her phone, handing it to the fugitive. 
 
    “Right. We’re going back up on the road, and you use your warrant card to stop the first car that comes along. We’re taking it,” he said. 
 
    “What about Eamon? He’s badly hurt. We can’t just leave him here. He needs medical attention.” 
 
    “Good enough for him. He’ll be fine. Now c’mon, stop wasting time. He dragged her back up the embankment to the road. 
 
    “Now, no funny business. Stop the car and then leave it to me, and I strongly suggest you don’t try anything funny or you’ll regret it.” 
 
    The first car to appear on the road was a Nissan Almera, driven by an unaccompanied female driver. Lyons held up her hand displaying the warrant card while McFadden stood behind her with her other arm held firmly behind her back. 
 
    When the car stopped, McFadden opened the driver’s door. 
 
    “Out. Now!” he barked at the startled driver. “And give me your phone! Hurry!” 
 
    The woman was startled but did what she was told. McFadden pushed Lyons into the car and used his own handcuffs to fasten her wrists together and lock them onto the arm rest. He then got into the driver’s seat and restarted the car. As he drove off, Lyons managed to shout to the bewildered woman that there was an injured Garda in a car down in the ditch, and he needed medical help. She hoped the woman would have enough of her wits about her to stop the next car that came along and get help for Flynn, as well as alert the Gardaí to the situation. 
 
    McFadden drove the car at alarming speed for about a mile and then turned down a narrow side road which was little more than a track. They bumped along for a short distance, and then he turned into a gateway that led to an old, disused barn. He drove the car partly into the barn and stopped it. 
 
    Lyons had not been in this position before, but she had been on courses where this sort of scenario had been played out. She realised however that roleplay on a training course and the real thing were very different. 
 
    “What are you going to do, Lorcan?” she asked. 
 
    “Watch and learn, Inspector; watch and learn.” 
 
    McFadden had picked up Lyons’ phone and was scrolling through the list of recent calls. He saw that ‘Mick’ came up quite a bit. 
 
    “Who’s Mick?” he asked. 
 
    “He’s my boss. Senior Inspector Mick Hays to you,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Excellent. Let’s see if he’s got his phone switched on, shall we?” Lorcan said with a slightly evil grin. 
 
    He called Hays’ number. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hays was at his desk in the Galway station when his phone came to life. He looked at the screen and saw that it was Maureen Lyons calling. 
 
    “Hi. What’s up?” he said cheerfully. 
 
    “I’ll tell ya what’s up buddy, so listen carefully. This is Lorcan McFadden. I’ve got your girl here with me now, and she’s, well let’s say, tied up at the moment. Now if you want to see her in one piece again, you’ll get together ten thousand euro in used notes and wait for my next call. See ya, Mick!” He hung up and turned Lyons’ phone off. He didn’t want anyone phoning back that might give them the ability to trace their location. 
 
    Hays got up from his desk and moved quickly out of his office. He saw Sally Fahy and John O’Connor in the open plan and summoned them to his room urgently. 
 
    Hays explained the situation to the two Gardaí. 
 
    “First thing we need is a location. John, will you call Flynn’s phone. McFadden didn’t mention anything about Eamon, so maybe he’s got away, although I suspect he would have been in touch if that were the case. Nevertheless, call it.” 
 
    “Sally, can you get onto the Gardaí in Cavan? Lyons and Flynn should be back in the Republic by now. See if there are any reports of anything odd going down around there. Tell them a female officer’s life is in danger. And then we’re driving out there, so get a couple of spare phones and some other essentials and be ready to roll in ten minutes.” 
 
    Hays realised that he had to maintain a professional approach in the situation but inside, his feelings were in turmoil. He had grown to love Maureen Lyons over the past couple of years, and he couldn’t bear to think of her being harmed by that little scum bag McFadden. He also knew that Maureen was a fighter. She wouldn’t just collapse in submission whatever was going on, and McFadden wasn’t all that clever, so he felt that she would probably be OK, but he was not at all certain. McFadden’s situation had gone from bad to worse, and he was getting to the point where he had little or nothing to lose, so he was almost certainly desperate. Desperate men don’t normally make good decisions. 
 
    When they were on the road, Fahy told Hays that there were no reports of anything strange in the Cavan area so far, but that the sergeant in Cavan had promised to let them know immediately if anything came in. 
 
    “Do you think she’ll be OK, boss?” Fahy asked the inspector. 
 
    “Inspector Lyons is extremely resourceful, Sally. She’s clearly in a bad spot just now, but I’d have every faith that she’ll be able to manage whatever comes along. Let’s hope so anyway,” he said, more in an effort to convince himself than anything else. 
 
    A moment later, Sally Fahy’s mobile rang, and she answered it on speaker phone. 
 
    “This is Sergeant Dillon from Cavan calling. We have reports of a car hijacking coming in from a few miles outside the town. A woman was stopped by a female Garda, and her car was taken off her by a young man leaving her at the roadside. We have a patrol car on its way, and there seems to be another car involved in some way. It’s not clear yet, but the squad car will be there within five minutes,” Dillon said. 
 
    “Sergeant, this is Senior Inspector Mick Hays from Galway. The female officer is Inspector Maureen Lyons, and she has been kidnapped by the man who hijacked the car. Can you circulate details of the vehicle that was taken? And as soon as your folks get to the scene, I want an immediate report. There may be another one of our officers involved.” 
 
    “Yes sir, of course. I’ll call you back as soon as we have anything,” Dillon replied. 
 
    “Good man. We’re on our way, and should be there within the hour,” Hays said, and hung up. 
 
    “Can’t you get a bit more speed out of this old heap Sally, we’re barely breaking the speed limit!” 
 
    “Right, sir, hold tight!” 
 
    Fahy brought the Hyundai up to 150kph, and with the blue lights and sirens made short work of the small amount of traffic that they encountered on the road. 
 
    “I’m going to call the Super. See if we can get the helicopter up. McFadden won’t have gone far with Maureen,” Hays said. 
 
    Superintendent Plunkett listened to Mick Hays as he outlined the situation. 
 
    “Christ, Mick, this thing goes from bad to worse. Just tell me what you want. And don’t hold back,” the superintendent said. 
 
    “Thanks, boss. I want a Garda helicopter up over the spot where the car was hijacked. They can liaise with Sergeant Dillon in Cavan, and if we can get the PSNI to put their bird up, so much the better. I want roadblocks on every road within ten kilometres of the hijack location, and I want two dog teams sent up there. Then, any derelict buildings in the area need to be searched. Oh, and can you get ten grand in used notes prepared in case we have to go through with the exchange?” Hays said. 
 
    “Consider it done Mick. Oh, and Mick – don’t worry, we’ll get her back. I haven’t lost an officer yet in thirty-two years on the job.” 
 
    “Thanks, boss.”  
 
    * * * 
 
    McFadden used the handcuffs that had previously been around his own wrists to secure Lyons to a sturdy piece of rusting farm machinery inside the abandoned barn. He stuffed some old cloth into her mouth to stop her screaming, and settled down on a hay bale to develop the next part of his plan. 
 
    He was sure that the Gardaí would happily pay out ten thousand euro to get one of their own back in one piece, and that would be enough to get him away to England where he could lie low for a few months and put all this behind him. 
 
    But he would need to be careful about how he secured the cash and made his escape. He couldn’t very well drive out of there in the stolen car – there would be roadblocks all over the place, and he would need a vehicle to make good his getaway. So, firstly, he needed another car: something that wouldn’t draw attention to itself in these parts, and if he could find one with Northern Ireland plates, all the better. He could see a farmyard about half a kilometre away from the old barn and decided to set out and have a look to see what he might find. 
 
    He was happy that Lyons was secured – with her hands cuffed to the old machine, and with her feet bound, she wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    Taking Lyons’ phone with him, Lorcan set off on foot across the fields towards the farmyard. 
 
    * * * 
 
    As soon as McFadden had left, Lyons assessed her situation objectively. Clearly, she needed to get out of the cuffs and free herself if she was to escape, but it wasn’t going to be easy. She managed to eject the cloth from her mouth handily enough, but decided not to start shouting as, more than likely, all that it would achieve would be to bring McFadden back, and he wouldn’t be best pleased. 
 
    With feet bound, and hands out of commission, it wasn’t going to be a simple job to get free. There was however a good lot of old scrap and rusty iron lying about, and she calculated that if she could somehow use her bound feet to manoeuvre a bar of the rusty metal up towards her hands, she might be able to lever the cuffs away from their mountings. 
 
    She wriggled and squirmed and finally managed to find a loose piece of iron that she thought might be useful. She scrabbled about with her bound feet, slowly but surely edging the iron bar towards her hands. She pulled at the cuffs, straining to get a grip on the bar. Her wrists were hurting a lot, and red welts were forming where they were rubbing against the metal. 
 
    After more than half an hour, she finally had the bar in her hands, and inserted it in between the handcuffs and the piece of machinery that was anchoring them. Now she needed some serious leverage to break open the cuffs. 
 
    By contorting herself, and by bringing her knees up close to her face, she managed to get the iron bar under her left leg, and then using the weight of her entire body, she leant down on it. As she put pressure on the bar, the handcuff dug deep into her wrist, and for a moment she felt that the bone might break before the cuff. With one final heave, blotting out the pain as best she could, there was a satisfying snap, and the handcuff sprang open. 
 
    “Thank God for Yoga classes!!” she said to herself. 
 
    A few minutes later she had untethered her bound ankles and was able to use her free hand with the same iron bar to break off the second handcuff. She was free, although quite exhausted and sore from all the straining and heaving. 
 
    What to do now? She could, of course, head off. It would have to be on foot, as McFadden had taken the keys of the hijacked car with him. Lyons felt that this was not the best plan, after all, she was quite likely to bump into McFadden as she made her escape, and such an encounter was unlikely to end well for her. 
 
    No. She decided to re-arrange things to look like she was still captive, and she hid her trusty, and now proven, iron bar underneath her so that she could use it as a weapon when McFadden returned. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lorcan McFadden had no luck at the farmyard. There was a car, but it was an old Toyota, and while the keys were in it, it would obviously be missed as soon as he took it, so that was not an option. From the farmyard though, McFadden spotted another enterprise just a few hundred metres down the track. There was a modest bungalow with a huge steel shed that had a large concrete apron in front of it. There were a number of vehicles parked on the concrete in various stages of repair and decay. There didn’t seem to be anyone around, so McFadden approached the site with caution. If anyone challenged him, he could say he was looking for a mate that he thought worked around there. 
 
    In the yard, he spotted an old Mercedes G Wagon in black, and as luck would have it, a Northern Ireland registration. It looked to be in roadworthy condition, with air in the tyres, and only a light covering of dust and mould on the windows and bodywork. Making his way under the cover of the other vehicles, he worked himself round to the side of the G Wagon, and gently tried the driver’s door, which, as it turned out, was not locked. Inside the car, there was a pile of old rags, a few oil-stained newspapers, and a small collection of oil-covered engine parts. It was impossible to say if they belonged to this vehicle or not, so he needed to find out if the old Mercedes was driveable. Keeping a sharp eye out for anyone around, he pulled the plastic covering off the binnacle at the back of the steering wheel and found the ignition wires. Nervously, he pulled the wires free and touched the two starter wires together. There were sparks, which was good, as it confirmed that the car had a live battery. After a few sluggish heaves, the old motor coughed into life, and McFadden sat into the seat properly, and drove out of the yard. Looking in the rear-view mirror, he saw no one in pursuit. 
 
    He drove the old jeep at a fair pace till he was well out of sight of the house where it had been languishing, and then pulled off the road into a narrow, wooded lane. He took Lyons’ phone out of his pocket and called the number for Mick. 
 
    Hays answered almost immediately. 
 
    “Hays,” he barked into the phone. 
 
    “Hiya, Mick. Now here’s your instructions. At seven o’clock, I’m gonna text you a set of GPS co-ordinates. One hour later, exactly, you’re to drop a bag containing ten thousand euro from a helicopter, on the exact spot. You’ll be in the chopper. Then you and the chopper bugger off. When I have the money, I’ll call you to tell you where your inspector can be found. If anything goes wrong, you’ll never see her again.” Then he hung up. 
 
    When he had finished the call, McFadden drove the old black jeep away from the site of his earlier crash, till he came to a small village with a petrol station and a Centra shop. Looking carefully around for any sign of a Garda presence, he parked a little way from the filling station, and walked to it. In the shop he bought a couple of pre-packed sandwiches, two cans of Coke and a chocolate bar. He figured Lyons might be getting peckish, and he needed somewhere to hide up until later in any case. 
 
    He then drove back to the old barn where he had left Lyons and drove the G Wagon in beside the car they had used earlier. 
 
    Lyons appeared to be asleep, lying awkwardly up against the old rusting machinery where he had left her. She feigned waking up and turned to face him. 
 
    “C’mon sleeping beauty, I’ve brought you some grub,” McFadden called to her, nudging her shoulder. 
 
    “About time. I’m starving,” she replied. 
 
    McFadden opened one of the sandwiches and leaned in towards Lyons so that she could take it from him with one of her cuffed hands. She knew she would have to time her next move to perfection. Her judgement was good, and with one fluid movement of her arm, the iron bar she had hidden underneath her body flew at McFadden’s face. There was a sickening crack as two of his teeth smashed to pieces in his mouth, and the sharp end of the iron went on to gouge a deep furrow in the side of his face which immediately started to pump blood. 
 
    McFadden reeled backwards, his hand flying to his face, which was, as he realised half a second later, a mistake. Lyons still had a good grip on the iron bar, and as McFadden fell backwards with the entire front of his torso exposed, Lyons whipped around and with as much force as she could muster, drove the iron as hard as she could directly into his groin. 
 
    McFadden let out an almighty wail as he instinctively doubled up, but unfortunately for him, Lyons wasn’t finished yet. As he tumbled past her, howling in agony, she bashed him firmly on the back of the head, and rendered him unconscious. 
 
    “Fuck you, McFadden,” she said, “I don’t even like chicken and stuffing sandwiches!” 
 
    Lyons then spent the next ten minutes trussing up the broken form of Lorcan McFadden. She bound his hands and feet and tied a ligature round his neck which she fastened to another piece of old farm machinery so that if he came around he wouldn’t be able to move without choking himself. 
 
    She then went through his pockets and retrieved her phone. 
 
    “What is it this time?” Hays barked down the phone when it rang a few seconds later. 
 
    “That’s a nice way to speak to a fellow inspector, sir!” she said. 
 
    “Jesus, Maureen. Thank God. Are you OK? Where’s McFadden?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine. Just having a sandwich and a can of Coke. McFadden’s a bit tied up just now, but you can probably talk to him later. Are you going to come and get us?” 
 
    “Of course we are. Send your location using the phone and Google Maps. I’ll be there as soon as we can get to you. Is McFadden secured?” 
 
    “Eh, yeah, you could say that. He’s lost a few teeth, and his manhood is a bit bruised to say the least, but I think he’ll live, for a day or two anyway.” 
 
    “Christ, Maureen. You had us all spooked there for a while. I was thinking the worst. Send the location. We’re on our way,” Hays said, unable to disguise the relief he felt. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Fifteen minutes later two white 4x4s with sirens wailing and lights flashing turned into the yard where the old barn was located. Hays hopped out and ran into the barn. He couldn’t believe the sight that met his eyes. There was Lyons, calm as you like, sitting on a hay bale, relaxed and smiling, and nearby, the wreck of Lorcan McFadden, with dried blood caked on his face, lips swollen, and a distant look in his eyes with his head lolling about against the ligature around his neck, barely conscious and muttering obscenities. 
 
    On the way back to Cavan in the Armed Response Unit vehicle, Lyons brought Hays fully up to date on the events of the day, from the time they collected McFadden in the North, to the time she had been found in the barn. 
 
    “He had demanded ten thousand euro for your release. He wanted it dropped by helicopter,” Hays said. 
 
    “Cheeky bugger, if I’d known that was all the value he put on me, I would have given him a few more goes of the iron bar,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Well you’re worth a hundred times that to me, Maureen,” Hays said. 
 
    “Probably not the way you would have done it, but it worked all the same,” she said. 
 
    “How’s Eamon by the way? He looked to be in pretty bad shape after the car crash,” Lyons said. 
 
    “He’s OK. They got to him pretty quickly when you two made off in the old lady’s car. He’s a bit concussed, and he has a broken wrist, but other than that, he’s fine. He’ll be as right as rain in a few days. He was very worried about you though. Blames himself for what happened,” Hays said. 
 
    “Na, there’s no point in that. He didn’t do anything wrong. Anyway, we have another pile of charges to lay at Mr McFadden’s door now as a result. He’ll be going away for a very, very long time indeed,” she said. 
 
    “Right. But don’t forget, we still have the Craigue kidnap to solve. McFadden was just a bit player, and Eddie Turner isn’t saying much. Not yet anyway. Maybe we could show him photos of the bruising to McFadden’s privates and tell him you are going to interview him – that might loosen his tongue.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    When Hays and Lyons eventually got back to their house in Salthill, they were both exhausted. They sat closely together on the sofa in the lounge for half an hour to relax, and Hays cracked open a bottle of red wine. When Maureen had finished her first glass, she lay back, nestled up against her partner, and tears began to flow down her cheeks. Hays held her close. 
 
    “It’s OK love, it’s all over now. You did very well, you know. I can’t imagine what would have happened if McFadden had got his money. You managed to close out that possibility very nicely.” 
 
    “God, Mick, I’m sorry. But I was really scared. He had a wild look in his eyes, and by that time he had nothing to lose. Anything could have happened,” she said. 
 
    “But you see he made one fatal mistake, didn’t he? He didn’t take account of the ‘Lyons factor’. It’s not the first time you’ve brought one of these toe-rags down to earth with a bang all on your own, and it may not be the last if I know you,” Hays said. 
 
    “Oh don’t, Mick. I think I might go back to handing out parking tickets for a while. C’mon, let’s go to bed. We have another long day ahead tomorrow. I’m looking forward to bringing McFadden before a judge with a nice long rap sheet!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    When the two inspectors arrived at Mill Street Garda station the following day, Maureen Lyons was met with a round of applause from the rest of the team. 
 
    She was embarrassed and diverted attention from her own achievements by asking how Eamon Flynn was doing. 
 
    “They sent him home last night. His arm is in plaster, and he’s a bit battered and bruised, but he’s OK. He was asking for you, Inspector Lyons,” John O’Connor said. 
 
    “I’m fine, thanks. Now let’s get on. We have a lot to do today,” she said. 
 
    John O’Connor was assigned the task of accompanying McFadden to court. They were charging him initially with two counts of causing death by dangerous driving, and two counts of assaulting a police officer in the execution of their duty. As he had already proved to be a flight risk, the Gardaí were fairly sure he would be remanded in custody until such time as they could prepare the book of evidence. If the judge made any comment about the various injuries on the prisoner’s face, he was to tell the court that his injuries were sustained in the course of conducting the crimes, and during his arrest. They would leave the other charges such as vehicle theft and kidnap until later, but O’Connor was to make it clear to the court that there were further charges expected. 
 
    “That should stitch him up for a few months,” Hays said. 
 
    Hays found a new file on his desk when he went into his office. It contained quite extensive details about Eddie Turner, and his life living on the margins in London, as well as details of his known associates in the big city. 
 
    Turner lived at a house at Selbourne Drive in Hendon, North London. It was a modest semi-detached residence when Hays looked it up on Google Maps, with an arch over the front door, a tiled pitched roof, pebble dashing to the front of the property, and an overgrown garden full of weeds and very long grass between the front of the house and the street. 
 
    Turner’s past was peppered with a variety of infringements. He had a number of charges for burglary, and a few cases of ‘taking without consent’. Buried deep in the text Hays came across a reference to a forgery charge. It hadn’t stuck, but there was a case number and a few scant details showing that Turner had been found in possession of forged labels for high-end perfume products, but the CPS hadn’t pursued the matter as they felt it wasn’t serious enough, and the chances of a conviction were slender. 
 
    Hays called Lyons into his office. 
 
    “Here’s the file on our bagman, Eddie Turner. I interviewed him yesterday and he was being very shy. He didn’t give me anything. So I got onto a contact in the Met and she’s sent over the file,” he said, pointing to the paperwork on his desk. 
 
    “It makes interesting reading. Have a look.” 
 
    “Hmm. No sign of anything too serious here, Mick. Seems a bit of a lightweight to me. But it’s good to have the background. Doesn’t look to me as if he’s the brains behind this caper, to be honest. There’s more to it. We need to get him to talk. What do you reckon?” Lyons said. 
 
    “We’ll need some form of leverage. I doubt if he’s too bothered about McFadden, though we could bluff him a bit. Tell him McFadden has landed him right in it, that sort of thing. Fancy a good cop, bad cop round or two with him?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure. But who’s the bad cop?” 
 
    “After yesterday’s performance, I’d say that’s down to you,” Hays said. 
 
    “How did I guess”, Lyons said, rolling her eyes to heaven. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Now Eddie,” Hays said as they entered the interview room, “this is Inspector Lyons. Inspector Lyons has been spending some time with your accomplice, Lorcan, but don’t worry, his injuries aren’t life threatening, although his manhood will take some time to recover.” 
 
    “Fuck you. You can’t keep me here like this. You haven’t even charged me with anything,” Turner growled. 
 
    “Patience, Eddie, patience. We have plenty of time for that,” Hays said. 
 
    “You can’t keep me in here. I want out. This is illegal,” Turner said. 
 
    “Now, Eddie, don’t be like that. Aren’t you enjoying our famous Irish hospitality? I wouldn’t be too keen to get back to Selbourne Drive just yet if I were you. Some of your friends might not be too pleased to see you,” Lyons spoke for the first time. 
 
    “And if I have a word upstairs and mention that I think there might be a subversive connection to all this stuff, then, my friend, you will be with us for a very long time indeed,” Hays said. 
 
    “So, Eddie, why don’t we have a nice relaxed chat, and you can tell us who exactly is behind the kidnap, and subsequent killing of Jeremy Craigue,” Hays went on. 
 
    “Killing! What are you talking about. Nobody killed the lad.” 
 
    “Well, I’m afraid that’s not true, Eddie. I can assure you Jeremy Craigue is unfortunately very dead. Why do you think we filled the bag with torn up newspaper? Your threat to kill the boy was an empty one. He was already dead, and you’re a part of that, so you could be facing a murder charge here, that’s not to mention the girl,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Girl, what girl?” 
 
    “Well as you know, McFadden had a girl to help him kidnap Craigue, and now she’s dead as well. So that’s two deaths you’re involved with, as well as a string of other crimes,” Hays said. 
 
    Eddie remained silent for a few moments. He looked very worried, and wriggled restlessly in his seat, rubbing his stubbly chin with his hands. 
 
    “Look. I can’t tell you anything about this gig. I just can’t. If I grass on the guys that set this up, I’m dead meat. I’m probably dead anyways by now, but if I stay shtum I might just be OK. So, sorry guys, you’ll get nothing more from me.” He sat back in the chair and folded his arms. 
 
    “OK, Eddie. We can play it your way if you like, can’t we, Inspector Lyons?” 
 
    “Yes, sure, no problem. Tell you what. Why don’t we release Eddie here – in fact we’ll do better than that – we can give him a police escort back to Hendon, and we’ll let it be known that he’s done a deal with us to give up the brains in exchange for his own freedom,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Good idea,” Hays said, “we can ask DCI Russell to give us a hand putting out the good word.” 
 
    At the mention of the senior Met officer, Eddie flinched. 
 
    “OK, let’s go and make the arrangements upstairs. We should have you out of here by nightfall, Eddie,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Wait.” Eddie said. 
 
    “What for, Eddie? You’ve said that you’re not going to tell us anything,” Lyons said. 
 
    “OK. I’ll give you the information you’re looking for. But you’ll have to protect me. As soon as I open my mouth my life is in danger.” 
 
    Over the next hour Eddie led Hays and Lyons a merry dance. He talked endlessly about his previous misdemeanours, and his fractious relationship with the Metropolitan Police over several years. But in all his hollow wanderings he never once mentioned a name or gave any hint of who had masterminded the kidnap of Jeremy Craigue. 
 
    Eventually the Gardaí got fed up with the man and brought the interview to an end. 
 
    Back in their office, Hays said that all they could do for now, other than start the process of charging the Englishman, was to get back onto DCI Russell and see if she could give them any more assistance. Hays said that he would have to go upstairs to update Superintendent Plunkett, and when he got back he would make the call. 
 
    “Is there something I should know about you and the fragrant DCI Russell?” Lyons said. 
 
    “What? Oh no. We worked together a few years back on some terrorist cases. She’s always been very helpful, but it’s purely professional – always was.” 
 
    Hays was back a few minutes later. 
 
    “What did the Super say?” Lyons said. 
 
    “He’s not terribly interested to be honest. He wants us to make sure the Craigues are OK, give them any assistance that we can. Oh, and he asked about McFadden. He wanted to make sure he didn’t get bail and we had enough to keep him indoors for a good few years,” Hays said. 
 
    “No worries on that score. Now I suppose you want me to drive all the way out to bloody Ballyconneely again?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Hmm. I have a better idea. Why don’t we both go out to see them. And let’s bring that list of Eddie’s known associates with us, see if anyone on the list rings a bell with Bernard,” Hays said. 
 
    “Not just a pretty face, are you?” she said, smiling. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    It was a warm summer’s day as the two senior Gardaí drove out west from Galway city. The weather was holding up unusually well. Once they were beyond Oughterard, the true beauty of the place took over. The boggy heathland, resplendent in the mauve colour of the early heathers, contrasted strikingly with the yellow of the gorse bushes all along the edge of the roadside. In the distance, the mountains created a magnificent backdrop to the picture postcard scene. 
 
    “What are we going to do with McFadden? Do you think he has any more to give us?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Hard to tell. What do you think? You have a nose for this kind of thing,” Hays replied. 
 
    “I don’t think he has to be honest, but I think we could use him all the same. Play him off against Turner. But I’m sure he hasn’t a clue who Turner answers to.” 
 
    As they passed Recess, Hays said, “Can you go in via Roundstone? Do you mind?” 
 
    “No problem. What do you want to see?” 
 
    “I just want to spend a few minutes at Dog’s Bay, maybe walk the beach. Clear my head a bit.” 
 
    “Oh, OK. Not a bad idea. What time did you tell the Craigues we would be out there?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “That’s not a problem. They said anytime today, they’re not going anywhere till Jeremy’s body is released. Then they’ll be off back to the UK.” 
 
    When they had passed through Roundstone village they drove a further mile or so until they reached the little lane that led down to the beach. They turned in and drove slowly down the bumpy track to the car park just beyond the entrance to the old abandoned caravan site. As Hays parked the car at a ninety-degree angle to the coastline, the brilliant blue of the clear sea with the sun glinting on it and the waves lapping gently on the white sand made a magnificent sight. 
 
    They both got out of the car and inhaled deeply. The scent of the grass and the clear sea air was exhilarating, and they strolled over to the little wicket gate that gave them access to the beautiful horseshoe shaped beach. The beach was actually comprised of crushed sea shells that had been ground very finely by the constant ebb and flow of the Atlantic ocean smashing them against the rocks. A few years back, erosion had threatened the area, and Galway County Council had responded by importing marram grass that would root in the sand, and prevent the wind from blowing it away. Their efforts had been very successful, and the beach and the stunning heathland with its picturesque dunes were now preserved for the locals and visitors to enjoy. 
 
    As soon as they were on the strand, Hays took Maureen’s hand in his, and they strolled silently out towards the headland, leaving their footsteps in the sand behind them. 
 
    “Penny for them,” Lyons said when they had walked half way across towards the promontory. 
 
    “I was just thinking about you – us really. I reacted very badly to that nonsense you were caught up in with McFadden. All sorts of images invaded my thoughts, none of them very pleasant. You do know that I love you, Maureen, very much, don’t you?” Hays said. 
 
    She turned to face him, and they kissed warmly for a long time, just standing there on the beach in each other’s arms with no one else at all around to see them. 
 
    When they parted from the kiss, she snuggled into his chest, and looking up at him, said softly, “And I thought you were going off me a bit. You know. I got the feeling you thought I’d made a mess of things out here on the first day when you were out on your boat. I got the impression you felt you would have done things much better than I did, and you were pissed off with me for being a plonker.” 
 
    “Oh God, Maureen. You’re no plonker. I don’t have plonkers in my team, you know that. And look how you dealt with McFadden. If you hadn’t tackled him with your trusty iron bar, he’d have been away to England with ten thousand euro of Irish tax payers’ money up his jumper. And God knows what he would have done to you.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know. I was pretty scared to be honest. It’s not nice dealing with violent criminals who have nothing to lose. But once my self-preservation instincts kicked in, his days were numbered. I’m not giving in to the likes of him that easily, that’s for sure,” she said. 
 
    They walked further out along the strand, this time with their arms around each other, closer to each other, enjoying the warmth of their love and the sun that was beating down on the landscape. 
 
    “Would you fight like that to keep me, if you had to?” Hays said. 
 
    “Unfair question, and hopefully a situation that will never arise – but if it does, you’ll find out then just how tough Inspector Maureen Lyons can be. You ain’t seen nothing yet!” 
 
    “God help us all! C’mon. Let’s go and see these poor people, see what we can find out,” he replied. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Thank you for seeing us, Mr Craigue, I know this is difficult for you,” Hays said as they were shown into the lounge with the magnificent view out over the beach. 
 
    “Just to bring you up to date, we now have two men in custody that we believe were involved in your son’s abduction. But we believe there may be some others involved as well. The two we have aren’t able to give us any information about the real motive for the kidnap, other than the money of course, but we believe that there may be another dimension to it. I wonder if I could ask you to look at this list of names and see if any of them are familiar to you?” Lyons said. 
 
    She handed Bernard Craigue the sheet of paper that listed Eddie Turner’s known associates which they had received from the Metropolitan Police, and watched carefully as he looked at it. 
 
    “No, I can’t say I recognize any of those names. I’m sorry,” he said, handing it back to her. 
 
    “I know this is difficult, Mr Craigue, but are you certain?” Hays said. 
 
    “Yes, I’m certain. None of them are familiar to me.” 
 
    “Well, thanks for looking anyway. May I ask what your immediate plans are?” Hays said. 
 
    “As soon as you can release Jeremy’s body…” He stopped for a moment, overcome with emotion, “we’ll be heading back to London. Hannah’s sister is coming over to be with us for the journey. It’s just too sad,” the man said, and broke down again. 
 
    “Would you like us to get the police in London to assign a family liaison officer? They can be a great help in these circumstances,” Lyons said. 
 
    “I’ll talk to Hannah about it and let you know. Maybe that would be useful. Will we need to come back here at any stage? To be honest, we’ve gone right off the place since this happened. We’ll probably sell up as soon as we get things sorted out.” 
 
    “I see. If I could offer some advice, Mr Craigue, don’t do anything too hastily. You might feel differently in a month or two, and you’ll never get a house like this again in these parts,” Hays said. 
 
    “We’ll see,” he said, standing up. 
 
    “Well thank you for your time, Mr Craigue. We’ll be in touch as soon as Jeremy’s body can be released. It shouldn’t be much longer.” 
 
    Back in the car, heading for Clifden so that they could take the quicker road back into Galway, Hays asked Lyons what she thought. 
 
    “I can’t be certain, but I think he recognised someone on the list. I was watching him very carefully as he read down through it, and I noticed his eyes flare for an instant when he was near the end. Just a flicker, but I spotted it all the same,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Really? Are you sure you didn’t imagine it?” 
 
    “Well I definitely saw it, but then I have a suspicious mind in any case,” she said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Eddie Turner had been brought back to the interview room for a second round of questioning. 
 
    “Well now, Eddie, now that you have had time to reflect on your situation, we just thought we’d have another little chat. Tell us, Eddie, what were your plans for the 100,000 euros? That’s a lot of money for a fella to come into all of a sudden,” Hays said. 
 
    “No comment.” 
 
    “Now, Eddie, I hope you’re not going to start that again. I’m not sure you realise just how bad your situation is here. Our superintendent wants us to throw the book at you. That means you’ll be our guest here in Ireland for a good few years. You’ll probably end up in Limerick Prison, and I can tell you, Eddie, they’re not too fond of Englishmen down there. Quite a few have come to a sticky end in that dump,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Are you threatening me?” Turner said. 
 
    “Of course not, Eddie. Just telling you how it is, that’s all. However, if you were to co-operate with us, it could be very different. You’ll still do time, but we could arrange a much more friendly billet for you, and it wouldn’t be that long in any case. But we need you to give us some information.” 
 
    “What sort of information?” 
 
    “We need to know who is behind this whole caper. Who’s pulling your strings, Eddie? Just a name is all we need. We can do the rest, and we won’t be saying who told us either,” Lyons said. 
 
    “I can’t. They’d kill me quick as wink. I’m saying nothing.” He folded his arms across his chest. 
 
    “OK. Well there is another way we could do this, Eddie,” Hays said. “Your friends will be wondering where you’ve got to with the hundred grand. ‘Spose you were to give them a call to tell them that you’d been nicked, and the whole thing went pear-shaped. Tell them the boy is dead too. We could just listen in while you make the call.” 
 
    “You think I’m fucking thick! No chance.” 
 
    “Tell you what, Eddie. Why don’t you take a bit of time to think about things? We’ll be back later, and if you haven’t decided to help us, then we’ll start putting the wheels in motion to have you charged and brought before a judge. Remind me, Maureen, what charges we have for Eddie here,” Hays said. 
 
    “Let’s see. Well there’s kidnap, extortion, conspiracy, assaulting a police officer, oh… and, of course, accessory to murder, and that’s just for starters,” Lyons said 
 
    “Murder. I didn’t do no murder. That’s bollocks,” Eddie protested. 
 
    “Eddie. Wake up. We have two dead bodies on our hands and we have McFadden in custody. Now someone has to go down for these deaths, and you look like just the man for the job, so think on,” Hays said, getting up to leave. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Back at his desk, Hays got a message that the superintendent was looking for him. Picking up the phone he dialled Plunkett’s number. 
 
    “Ah, Mick. Thanks for getting back to me. I hear you have two in custody for that fiasco out in Roundstone. Good work,” Plunkett said. 
 
    “Thanks, sir. Yes, we have a couple of suspects, but that’s not the end of it. There’s a UK connection that we need to flush out to wrap it up.” 
 
    “Are you sure that’s the best use of our time, Mick? If we have the two lads, isn’t that enough for us?” 
 
    “Well I’d like to see it through, sir. These boys are just the infantrymen, I’m looking for the generals.” 
 
    “That’s all very well, Mick, but we have to be careful how we use our resources these days. I’d be just as happy to see this whole thing wrapped up to be honest, and there’s no shame if we have enough to put our two heroes away for a few years.” 
 
    “I understand, sir. But can you give me a couple more days pursuing enquiries, and if I don’t get anywhere, then we’ll call it a day?” 
 
    “All right, Mick. Let me know if there are any developments.” 
 
    “That went well then,” Lyons said. 
 
    “We’ll have to stitch this up in the next two or three days or he’ll go nuts. And we need a result as well. Why don’t you get back onto DCI Russell in the Met and see if she can do a bit more digging for us. I’ve a feeling the mastermind behind all this is on that list.” 
 
    Back at her own desk, Lyons called DCI Russell in Scotland Yard. When she had introduced herself, she went on to ask Russell for some further help. 
 
    “We were wondering if you could help us find out a bit more about Eddie Turner’s known associates. Inspector Hays thinks there’s a definite link there to the people behind this, and he’s anxious to bring them in if he can,” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Inspector Lyons, but I simply can’t afford to put any more time into this for you. We’re up to our eyes here just now,” the chief inspector said. 
 
    “Oh, right. That’s a shame. You see if we could nab whoever is behind this, it would probably make your life a bit easier too. One less villain to worry about on your patch.” 
 
    “I see what you mean. I’ll tell you what… Now this mustn’t go any further, it’s more than my career is worth. Have you got a spare burner phone handy?” Russell said. 
 
    “Eh, not just here, but I can get one easily enough,” Lyons said. 
 
    “OK. Well when you have it, call me back with the number. I’m going to send you a link to one of our systems. You’ll be able to log in over the internet, but for God’s sake use a proxy server in the UK. That will give you access to everything we have on these blokes, but if you tell anyone about it, I’ll have to shoot you. Oh, and I’ll be changing the password tonight, so you’ll have to do whatever you need to today.” 
 
    “That’s terrific, Inspector, thank you. I’ll treat it with respect, don’t worry.” 
 
    Lyons wasted no time in slipping out to the nearest phone shop and buying a cheap pay-as-you-go phone. Back in her office, after she had unwrapped it and put it on to charge, she called DCI Russell back with the number. 
 
    A few minutes later her new phone pinged, and Lyons opened the text message. It contained a www.metsafe999.co.uk hyperlink. 
 
    Lyons then asked John O’Connor if he could set up a PC using a UK proxy, so that she could connect to the web site Russell had given her and make it look as if she was located in the UK. 
 
    “That’s no problem, Inspector, give me ten minutes and I’ll have it set up. I assume you want to be totally anonymous?” 
 
    “Definitely John, can you fix that up?” 
 
    “Sure. I can use the little phone you just bought as a hotspot. I’ll tether a PC to it, and then we can destroy it as soon as you’ve finished on the site and no one will ever be able to trace it.” 
 
    Lyons hadn’t a clue what he was talking about but trusted him to ensure that she would be able to use the link without getting either herself or DCI Russell into trouble. 
 
    Lyons gave the list that they had previously received from DCI Russell to John O’Connor when he had finished setting up the PC. 
 
    “John, I want you to go through this list using the database and get me as much information as you can on each of the names. If these names link to other names, get the low down on them too. Print the details off as you go, and make sure you don’t leave any traces behind you. And you’ll need to work quickly, we don’t have a lot of time.” 
 
    “No problem, boss. Any chance I could get Sally to help me? She’s good at this kind of thing.” 
 
    “Yes, of course. But be sure to swear her to secrecy. If it was revealed that we had this link it could cause a major diplomatic kerfuffle!” Lyons said. 
 
    Lyons relayed the information to Hays who was delighted with the support coming from London, and the way Lyons had handled the whole thing. 
 
    “That’s great. Let’s see what comes up,” he said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
    Sergeant Séan Mulholland started his trawl through various sets of records in search of information on Sheila O’Rourke, the girl that had died in such forlorn circumstances after McFadden had crashed the getaway car. He started with the Department of Social Welfare, and followed a trail of obscure references till eventually he had a more or less complete picture of Sheila’s family and some insight into her circumstances. 
 
    Sheila was one of two girls, the other being five years younger than her, and she had been born to Marie and Liam O’Rourke in 2001. Sheila’s parents had married in 1999 and Sheila had come along just over a year later. There was nothing untoward recorded in their history. Liam was a PAYE worker in a factory on the Ballybritt estate just outside Galway, and Marie worked in administration for the local authority in the city. They lived in a modest semi-detached house in Ardilaun Park on the outskirts of Galway, and were, according to the records Mulholland was able to consult, Catholic. 
 
    In 2010 Liam developed cancer, and was in and out of Galway Regional Hospital for just over a year till the disease finally claimed him, his death occurring in 2012, by which time the O’Rourkes had added another daughter, Amy, to the family. 
 
    The next appearance in the records was the re-marriage of Marie O’Rourke to a Pat Bolger, a previously unmarried man from Galway. Mr and Mrs Bolger, the newly-weds, had retained the O’Rourke family house in Ardilaun Park, and as far as Mulholland could tell were living there to this day. 
 
    When Mulholland had as much information as he felt he needed, he telephoned Sally Fahy to share it with her. 
 
    “That’s great, Sergeant. I’ll see what they want to do here. There’s no point you driving all the way in from Clifden just to give them the bad news,” Sally said. 
 
    When she relayed the information to Hays, her worst fears were realised. 
 
    “OK Sally, thanks. I’d like you to go round there and break the bad news to the girl’s mother. Are you OK with that?” Hays said. 
 
    “Well, I guess so. Could I take someone with me? I haven’t done this before,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, of course. Bring a uniformed Garda, oh and go in an unmarked car. We don’t want to make a show of the Bolgers.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    When Sally knocked at the door of the Bolger’s house, it was answered by a young girl of about twelve who had apparently just arrived back from school, as she was still wearing her green school skirt and matching green jumper with a white blouse and a red hairband in her long dark brown hair. 
 
    “Is your mother in?” Sally said. 
 
    The girl said nothing, but turned her back on the two officers and went back into the house shouting, “Mum, it’s for you,” and promptly disappeared. 
 
    Marie Bolger appeared at the door a few seconds later. Marie was a woman in her mid to late forties, with short, dyed blonde hair, brushed back at the sides of her head. She was around five foot four in height, and a little plump. She was dressed in grey leggings, with a floral top – an outfit which didn’t do much to flatter her – but Sally could still see where Sheila had got her looks. 
 
    Sally introduced herself and her uniformed assistant, and asked if they might come in for a moment. 
 
    Marie Bolger showed them into the front room of the house, which was decorated in a rather dated style, with a dark brown sofa and green patterned wallpaper that was none too fresh. Nevertheless, the room was clean, as were the windows, and the two Gardaí were happy to take a seat, while Marie sat in the armchair closer to the fireplace. 
 
    “How can I help you officers?” Mrs Bolger said. 
 
    “Am I right in saying that you have a daughter, Sheila, from your first marriage, Mrs Bolger?” Sally said. 
 
    “Oh that one. Oh yes, she’s mine all right. What has she done now? She’s nothing but trouble.” 
 
    “May I ask if she’s living here with you and Mr Bolger?” Sally said. 
 
    “No, she left last year. Mind you it doesn’t stop her coming round pestering me for money every now and then, but I soon send her packing, I’ve more to be doing with the little we have. She’s no good you know, never was.” 
 
    “Mrs Bolger, I’m sorry to have to tell you that I believe your daughter may be no longer with us,” Sally said. 
 
    “No longer with us. What do you mean? Is she dead?” 
 
    “Well, a girl named Sheila O’Rourke was involved in a road traffic accident out in Connemara, and passed away from her injuries. We think this girl may be your daughter. I’m very sorry Mrs Bolger. Is there someone we could call for you, a relative or a neighbour maybe?” Sally said. 
 
    Marie Bolger sat silently for a moment or two, remembering her daughter, and the great times that she and Liam had had with her when she was growing up. She had been a good child, full of fun, and always well behaved until Liam had passed on and Pat Bolger had come into their lives. 
 
    “There’s no need for any of that. I’m fine. I always thought she’d end up in big trouble that one. She was always up to no good,” Mrs Bolger said. Inwardly, her heart was breaking. 
 
    “Mrs Bolger, I’m sorry to have to ask, but can you tell me why Sheila left home last year? I understand she would have been sixteen then. That’s quite young, even these days.” Sally said. 
 
    “Who knows what was going on in her twisted little head, officer. One day, she just upped and went without so much as a by your leave. Left a note saying it was best for all of us that she went. That was it.” 
 
    “How did she get on with Mr Bolger?” the uniformed Garda asked. 
 
    “Fine. Of course she missed her real dad, but herself and Pat seemed to get along OK. They weren’t particularly close – not like Amy, she adores him,” the woman said. 
 
    “I see. Well, we will need you to come to the mortuary to identify Sheila’s body for us. Would tomorrow morning be convenient, when Amy is at school? We can send a car for you, and if you’d like someone with you, that’s fine too,” Sally said. 
 
    “Tomorrow’s fine, say ten o’clock, and I’ll not be bringing anyone with me.” 
 
    “Oh, and we’ll need to speak to Mr Bolger too at some stage. Have you got a mobile number for him?” Sally said. 
 
    “Why do you need to talk to Pat? He won’t be able to tell you anything I haven’t,” Marie Bolger said. 
 
    “Just routine, Mrs Bolger. You wouldn’t believe the amount of paperwork these things generate and we have to dot the eyes and cross the tees.” 
 
    “Very well, I’ll jot Pat’s number down for you. You can see him after work.” 
 
    When the two Gardaí had left, Marie Bolger sat at the kitchen table and wept silently. She cried for what was, and for what might have been. When Liam had died, she had been left a relatively young widow with two young girls to bring up, and only half a wage to sustain all three of them. Liam had no life assurance, but at least the mortgage on the house was paid off with his passing, so she didn’t have to worry about keeping a roof over their heads. 
 
    Once she had got over Liam’s death, Marie smartened herself up and made sure that she got out to social gatherings and parties, and it wasn’t long before she caught the attention of Pat Bolger. 
 
    Pat was no great shakes, but he was a good earner, and at first at least, he was kind to her and the children. Their love life was adequate, not as good as it had been with Liam, but Marie knew that she had to make some sacrifices in the difficult circumstances into which she had been plunged with the death of her husband, so she settled for what was on offer. She had seen the way Pat looked at Sheila from time to time, especially when the girl would dress up in a short skirt on her way out to a disco or a party at a friend’s house, but she dismissed any thoughts of impropriety. It would have been much too difficult to go there. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-two 
 
    By late afternoon, O’Connor and Fahy had printed off more than thirty pages of information. They had used the names on the list and burrowed deep into the database provided by DCI Russell to establish as many links as they could. They carried the stack of paper into where Hays was seated at his desk. 
 
    “Crikey, you’ve been busy. Are you still digging, or is that it?” Hays said 
 
    “That’s it for now, boss. If you think any of them are worth a closer look, we can do some more,” Fahy said. 
 
    “Could you ask Inspector Lyons to come in please?” he said. 
 
    Lyons and Hays took half each of the pile of sheets that Fahy had brought in and spent the next hour reading through the information. Eddie’s cronies were mostly a rag-bag collection of small time villains. There were a good few who had been involved in the motor trade. One of his mates had been caught running a chop-shop down in the East End of London, and a couple of others had been involved in taking and exporting high-end motors to the Middle East. 
 
     “This looks interesting,” Lyons said. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “There’s a Samuel Chapman here. Seems he’s been connected with printing forged designer labels and boxes for luxury perfumes like Chanel. It’s quite recent too.” 
 
    Hays smiled, “I remember that wheeze from when I visited London years ago. They sell the stuff on Oxford Street and around Leicester Square. They have one genuine bottle of the perfume that they use to draw in the gullible punters, and a suitcase full of forgeries with nothing but yellow water. At ten quid a pop they can clear five hundred pounds in half an hour,” Hays said. 
 
    “Why don’t the punters, as you call them, open their purchase and smell it?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Oh, that’s the clever bit. The vendor tells them it’s stolen gear, and they had better hide it away in their shopping bag till they get home,” Hays said. 
 
    “Cute. Sounds like you were had,” Lyons said, smirking. 
 
    “No comment.” Hays replied. 
 
    “Well this Chapman fella was caught with a whole garage full of printed labels and boxes for various expensive brands. It wasn’t his first offence either. He got eighteen months for forgery, but only served half. He was released about two months ago,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Why do you think he might be important?” Hays said. 
 
    “Dunno. Just a feeling, and the obvious printing connection. Wasn’t Bernard Craigue in that line before he retired?” 
 
    “I think he was, you’re right. It’s a bit tenuous, but let’s ask Sally to go back into the database while we still have access and do a deep dive on Chapman,” he said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When they arrived at the Craigues’ house the following morning the weather had changed dramatically. The wind was blowing hard in from the sea carrying a fine spray, and overhead thick grey clouds reached right down to skim the hill tops as they scurried past. 
 
    Inside the bungalow, large cardboard boxes were scattered throughout the hall and lounge. Pictures had been taken down off the walls, and bookshelves that had previously been laden with popular fiction and books about the west of Ireland, were now bare and forlorn looking. 
 
    “We’re packing up,” said Bernard Craigue. “We’re taking our stuff back to London, and we’re going to put this place up for sale. Hannah says she can’t be here anymore. Too many memories.” 
 
    “Sorry to hear that, Mr Craigue, but it’s perfectly understandable. We were just wondering if we could clarify a few things with you?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Of course. Would you like a cup of tea or coffee? The machine is still working.” 
 
    When the coffee had been brewed, the four of them sat around the kitchen table. The room was at the back of the house where the rocky land rose steeply, but even in the harsh Atlantic rain, Hays thought the view and the unique position of the property were spectacular. 
 
    “What’s on your minds?” Bernard Craigue said. 
 
    “I understand you used to be in the printing business, Mr Craigue,” Hays said. 
 
    “Yes, that’s right. I sold up a few years back, but that was my trade.” 
 
    “Did you ever come across a man by the name of Samuel Chapman?” 
 
    Craigue visibly flinched at the mention of the name. His hands jerked, and he spilled some coffee on the table. 
 
    “Why do you ask, Inspector?” 
 
    “It’s just that when we were here the other day, we showed you a list of names, and Chapman was one of them, but you told us you didn’t recognize any of them.” 
 
    “Well I was pretty upset at the time, Inspector. My only son had just been killed.” 
 
    “So you do know Chapman then?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “I used to work for a Samuel Chapman in London, but it’s a long time ago now. I doubt if he would remember me,” Craigue said. 
 
    Hannah Craigue got up from the table and left the room without speaking. Lyons noticed she was wringing her hands as she hurried away. 
 
    “Can you tell us a little bit more about your relationship with Mr Chapman?” Hays said. 
 
    “There’s not much to tell. I worked for him for a few years. He made me up to manager, but he had a son, Peter, who was being lined up to take over the business, so I knew I wouldn’t get much further. I left and started up my own printing firm,” Craigue said. 
 
    “And did you part on good terms, Mr Craigue?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Oh yes, very good terms. He even said to me if it didn’t work out he would take me back,” Craigue said. 
 
    “But that didn’t happen I presume? How long did you have your own company?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Twelve years. I built it up quite quickly once we got going. I worked really hard for the first five years taking almost any work we could get, and then we sourced the magazine contracts. It got a lot easier from then on.” 
 
    “Did you ever do any work for any of the big cosmetic companies?” Lyons said. 
 
    “No, never. Our speciality was full colour litho printing – brochures, mags, catalogues – that kind of thing. We did work for some of the fashion houses, but that’s as close as we got to cosmetics. Fussy buggers they were too. Give me Woman’s Way any day,” he said, reminiscing. 
 
    “Do you know what became of Chapman’s company after you left?” Hays said. 
 
    “Not really. I heard in the trade that it had gone down hill quite a bit, and there were rumours that he had got into some dodgy stuff lately, but I didn’t pay it much heed to be honest. It’s probably down to the son. That’s why I sold up, you know. Second generations always make a mess of the father’s business. I didn’t want Jeremy to do that, and he didn’t want it either,” Craigue said. 
 
    Bernard Craigue’s eyes filled with tears as the memory of his son came back to him. The two detectives sensed that it was the right time to leave. 
 
    Outside in the car, Hays said, “Let’s head into Clifden and get some lunch. I want to phone John O’Connor in any case, and there’s no signal out here.” 
 
    They stopped at the Garda station in Clifden and found Jim Dolan alone behind the desk. Hays used the station’s phone to call back to Mill Street. John O’Connor was at lunch, but he got speaking to Sally Fahy who never seemed to eat anything at all in the middle of the day. 
 
    “Sally, do we still have access to that UK database?” he said. 
 
    “Hold on sir, I’ll check on my PC.” 
 
    Hays could hear the keyboard clicking in the background. 
 
    “Sorry, sir. It looks like the password has been changed. I can’t log on,” she said. 
 
    “Damn. OK. Could you put a call in to DCI Russell for me? Use your Irish charm to ask her to look up one Peter Chapman and send over anything she can find. Tell her it’s the last favour we will ask of her.” 
 
    They drove back into the centre of Clifden and decided to have lunch at Foyle’s Hotel. Luckily, they got a parking spot just outside, for the heavy shower hadn’t let up, and the accompanying breeze made it feel a lot colder than the eighteen degrees reported on the car’s outside temperature gauge. 
 
    They finished the delicious seafood chowder, and while they were waiting for the roast lamb main course, Lyons asked Hays, “Are you sure you and Irene Russell weren’t an item at one stage then?” 
 
    “No, not at all. We had a few boozy nights out in London together, but that was it. I can’t be certain, but I’m fairly sure Irene is on the other bus.” 
 
    “Seriously! Jesus, that’s gas. And here was me ready to do the jealous girlfriend act.” 
 
    “Have you seen her photo? Very short boy-cut hair, broad shoulders, not much on top and big hips. Don’t get me wrong, she’s very nice, and a damn fine cop, but I don’t think she’s into men,” Hays said. 
 
    “I won’t be getting my hair cut short anytime soon then,” Lyons said, smirking. 
 
    “Ah, go on. I thought you and Sally would make a lovely couple. I can just imagine …” 
 
    “Fuck off, Mick, you pervert.” They both laughed out loud. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Fahy had persuaded DCI Russell to look into Peter Chapman, and when Hays and Lyons returned to the station, an A4 sheet about the man was on Hays’ desk. 
 
    “Well now, young Peter has been a naughty boy,” Hays said. 
 
    There were a series of minor crimes listed on the sheet that Hays had in front of him. But more importantly, at the end of the page, under ‘Notes’, someone had added: 
 
    “Suspected of involvement with a number of known criminals in London. Insufficient evidence to pursue at this time.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-three 
 
    On the way into work the following morning in Hays’ car, Lyons said, “I was thinking about Eddie and the Chapmans last night. I have an idea.” 
 
    “Oh-oh. God help them now. So, what’s your idea?” Hays said. 
 
    “How would you like to snag Peter for this whole thing? He’d get a good few years, and Irene would love you forever, regardless,” she said. 
 
    “Are you going to share your brainwave with me?” 
 
    “Not just yet, but you’ll like it, don’t fret.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m afraid of. Is it at least legal?” Hays said. 
 
    “Of course! Well, sort of.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Eddie Turner was brought back to the interview room as soon as they got to the Garda station. Hays had asked Lyons to conduct the interview with Eamon Flynn. Hays wanted to stay in the background for this one in case it all fell apart. This way, he could possibly rescue the situation and provide some cover for Maureen. 
 
    “Right, Eddie, we just wanted to bring you up to date with what’s been happening,” Lyons said. 
 
    “We’ve been speaking to the superintendent, and he wants the whole thing wrapped up as soon as possible. He’s told us to charge you with everything we can think of and get you in front of a judge tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “So, what are the charges then?” Eddie said, looking apprehensive. 
 
    “Eamon, what have we got so far?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Let’s see,” Flynn said, turning over a few pages in his notebook for effect, “There’s kidnap of course, and extortion, then we have conspiracy to murder and perverting the course of justice, and the Super wants us to include a few ‘Offences against the State’ for good measure. That always gets the judges going, especially seeing as you’re English.” 
 
    “This is bollocks, and you know it. I ain’t done half of that stuff. You’re fitting me up,” Turner protested. 
 
    “Well, I see what you mean, Eddie. But we have two dead bodies. We’ve got to make it look good in front of the judge, don’t we? Of course, if you were to co-operate with us now, we might be able to see about reducing the charges, maybe even make some of it go away,” Lyons said. 
 
    “How can I? I told you, I’d be signing my own death warrant. You can piss off. I’ll face the music.” 
 
    “It doesn’t have to be like that, Eddie. What if I was to give you a way out of this with your arse intact? No repercussions. At least hear what I have to say before you reject it,” Lyons said. 
 
    She looked Turner coldly in the eye and saw his pupils flare. 
 
    “Gotcha!” she said to herself. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Is that you, Mr Chapman? It’s Eddie, Eddie Turner.” 
 
    Peter Chapman was in his Porsche on the M25 heading for Gatwick when the call came through. He was on his way to collect some merchandise from the cargo terminal there. 
 
    “Jesus, Eddie, where the fuck are you? And where’s my money?” 
 
    “I’m in the fucking west of Ireland. The whole caper went tits up. The driver crashed the getaway car and the lad died. Total cluster fuck. But it’s not all bad. The money’s safe.” Eddie said. 
 
    “Well that’s something. When can you get back here with it?” 
 
    “That’s just it, I can’t. The whole place was swarming with cops when I went to pick it up. I had to hide the cash and make a run for it. I got away, but they’re closing in on me now. I’m going to get lifted any second,” Eddie said. 
 
    “Fuck, Eddie, you stupid bastard. So why are you calling me?” Chapman said. 
 
    “That’s just it, Mr Chapman, I can’t go back and collect the loot ‘cos I’ll be banged up. But you could come and get it,” Eddie said. 
 
    “Jesus, Eddie, why have a dog and bark yourself?” 
 
    “No, it’s not like that. The money is safe. But I’m not telling the cops where it is, and I’m not telling no other bugger either.” 
 
    The traffic on the M25 slowed to a crawl, and Chapman was just inching along. He thought about the money, and how much ‘stock’ he could buy with it. 
 
    “Right, well here’s what to do. Text me the location of wherever you stashed the cash. Then for fuck sake destroy that phone – and I mean completely destroy it. And if I can collect the money without incident, I might just spare your sorry ass – just maybe!” With that, he hung up. 
 
    “Well done, Eddie,” Lyons said, “now give me the phone. When we have sent on the location, I’m going to cut up the SIM card in case he calls back.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-four 
 
    “John, that phone call that we just made to the UK, where did it end up?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Hold on, boss. I’ll have it in a few minutes. Yes, here it is, just coming in now. It came from a mast alongside the M25. Then it switched to another mast, further south, just past Heathrow. 
 
    “My guess is he’ll wait till tomorrow to come over,” Lyons said to Flynn and O’Connor. “But we need to be ready for him. It’s really important, John, that you stay on top of his phone. We’ll use that to track his movements, and if there’s any sign of him getting here any earlier, let me know at once.” 
 
    “What’s the plan, boss?” Flynn said. 
 
    “The co-ordinates Eddie gave him are for an old abandoned cottage out near Murvey on the sea side of the road down by the shore. We had to direct him out near the original pick up point to make it realistic. There’s only one single narrow track down to the place, so it should be easy enough to grab him. We’ll need to do it just as he collects the bag though, so Sally, can you get on to Sergeant Mulholland in Clifden and get him to place a realistic looking bag down at the house. And get him to do it today,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Sure, I’ll do it now,” the junior officer said. 
 
    “John, as soon as Chapman’s phone goes near an airport, I want to know about it,” Lyons said. 
 
    “OK, boss.” 
 
    “Eamon, you come with me. We’d better tell Mick what’s going on, he may need to brief the Super.” 
 
    On the way to Hays’ office, Flynn asked, “Do you think he will be armed?” 
 
    “I doubt it. He won’t risk trying to smuggle a weapon on board an aircraft, and he’d hardly know where to get his hands on one over here. Besides, I doubt he perceives a threat. Eddie was quite convincing,” Lyons said. 
 
    They brought Senior Inspector Mick Hays fully up to date with the new developments. 
 
    “Christ, Maureen. What did you have to promise Turner to get him to do that?” Hays asked. 
 
    “Nothing. It’s what I promised him if he didn’t do it that motivated him,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t tell me, I don’t want to know. Eamon, you’d better draw up a list of all the flights from the London area to Ireland between now and tomorrow night. Then get onto the airlines. Speak to their head of security. Reassure them that there’s no risk for them, we just want information quickly when we need it,” Hays said. 
 
    “Right, sir. Anything else?” Flynn said. 
 
    “No. Not for now. Just make sure everyone knows we’re all on call till this thing is over,” he said. 
 
    Flynn left to set things up, and Hays said to Lyons, “What’s your plan for when he turns up? Deasy’s old red van again?” Hays said. 
 
    “Not on your life. This time we go mob handed. ARU, dogs, the lot.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lyons’ mobile phone rang. 
 
    “Inspector, it’s John. Our target’s phone has just been pinged on a mast at the edge of Gatwick airport. Maybe he’s coming our way sooner than we thought.” 
 
    “Shit. OK, quick. Get everyone together at once. I’ll be down immediately,” she said. 
 
    “What’s up?” Hays said. 
 
    “He’s only bloody well arrived at Gatwick already. C’mon, let’s go,” she said. 
 
    When they got to the incident room, John met them at the door. 
 
    “Sorry, boss, it could be a false alarm. His phone has logged onto another mast at the back of the airport in the village of Charlwood.” 
 
    O’Connor brought up a map of the area on the big screen and pointed to a small village just past the end of the main runway at Gatwick. 
 
    “Eamon, have you got a list of flights from Gatwick to Dublin this evening?” Lyons asked. 
 
    “Yes, boss. There isn’t one for four hours or so, and then that’s the last one for the night.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Peter Chapman drove the Porsche around the back of the Dog and Pheasant in Charlwood. He parked beside the bins and got out of the car. He checked to see that there was no one about and walked casually over to the large blue wheelie bin. He found the package easily enough under the bin. It felt about right, and Andrei, the loader from the airport, was very reliable. He popped the plastic zip-lock bag containing five hundred pounds well under the bin, got back into his car and drove off towards London. 
 
    The package Peter had collected contained a set of printing plates. Following the introduction of euro notes in 2002, the EU hadn’t changed them at all, while at the same time printing technology had advanced considerably. It was now relatively easy to forge good quality fifty euro notes, and that’s exactly what Peter Chapman intended to do. 
 
    The plates he had collected originated in North Korea, with the payment to the loader at Gatwick just the last in a very long chain of arrangements made to get them safely and undiscovered into his hands. It’s amazing how many nooks and crannies there are on an aircraft where small items can easily be hidden away, provided you know where to look. 
 
    The Koreans were well known for their prowess in producing fake currency. Some would even say that their ‘Super Dollars’ were better than the real thing. The euro plates had cost Chapman a great deal of money, but he reckoned it was well spent, as it was the only currency used in so many different countries, and hence it was quite easy to pass forgeries into circulation without arousing suspicion. Anyway, he had a pretty sum due to him from the Irish caper in the near future, so in his view, it was an investment worth making. 
 
    As he drove back through the evening traffic, he thought about the team of runners that would soon be dispatched to the resorts of the Mediterranean and Aegean with their pockets stuffed full of bogus currency to be washed clean and returned to him – less expenses, of course. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lyons studied the list of flights that Eamon had printed out. The earliest was 06:50 from Luton, followed quickly by departures from Stansted, Heathrow and Gatwick, all bound for Dublin. They had asked both the Ryanair, British Airways and Aer Lingus staff to let them know if anyone called Chapman purchased a ticket or boarded a flight for Ireland. At seven o’clock in the morning, John O’Connor got a call from the Ryanair supervisor at Gatwick. 
 
    “Mr Chapman has just purchased a ticket on our nine-thirty service to Knock Airport,” she said. “He’ll be boarding in twenty minutes.” 
 
    When O’Connor relayed the message to Lyons who was still at home, she was not best pleased. 
 
    “Damn. Knock is only two hours away from Roundstone. Thanks, John, we’d better get a move on,” she said. 
 
    On the way into Mill Street Garda station, Lyons called Eamon Flynn. 
 
    “Eamon, can you get onto Claremorris Gardaí? Send them over the photo of Chapman we got from the web yesterday. Tell them to get out there and watch for him. Don’t let them arouse his suspicion. Ask them to confirm his arrival from Gatwick and tell us what he does next. Chances are he’ll hire a car. I want the make, colour and registration number of the vehicle, but ask them not to follow him. We know where he’s headed anyway, and they might get spotted,” Lyons said. 
 
    When she arrived into work, Lyons gathered the team together. 
 
    “We have about two hours to get into position, and we have to do it without being seen. So civilian cars only. Sally, can you see if you can find Joe Mason. Take him and his dog out in your car. Park out of sight on the main road and hike down to the old house. There’s an old shed beside the cottage itself. Get in there and stay out of sight,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Eamon, you need to hook up with Mulholland and Dolan out in Clifden. Position yourselves before and after the track down to the sea at Murvey. Again, stay well out of sight, and make sure your radios are working.” 
 
    Next, she went into Hays’ office to bring him up to speed. 
 
    “Are you going to come out with us, Mick?” 
 
    “No. I’ll stay here and monitor things as they develop. Why don’t you get Pascal Brosnan to sit outside the Roundstone station reading the paper, and he can let you know when Chapman drives past?” Hays said. 
 
    “Good idea. I’ll call him now,” Lyons said. 
 
    She wondered if Hays was staying well clear so that if it all went wrong, he would be nowhere near it, and she would take the blame. It was an unsettling thought. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Ryanair flight arrived ten minutes ahead of schedule at Knock airport in the west of Ireland. The flight was almost full, much to the amazement of Peter Chapman. There was only one car hire desk at the airport, and he had to wait in line for two other passengers to get their cars before he was served. After a few minutes, he got to the top of the queue, handed over his driving license, passport and credit card and was given the keys to a brand-new silver Ford Fiesta. He didn’t notice the plain clothes Garda sitting innocently opposite the car hire desk reading the morning paper. 
 
    When Chapman left the building to find his car, which was parked just opposite the terminal building, the Garda went to the desk and got the number and colour of the car that Chapman had been given from the agent. He phoned the details through to Inspector Lyons in Galway. 
 
    The Fiesta had a sat nav, which was handy, and before setting off Chapman input the details that would get him to Roundstone village. The device informed him that it would take him an hour and fifty minutes to arrive at his destination. He had spent the previous night studying maps of the area carefully. He had found the location that the Gardaí had sent him pretending to be Eddie Turner and saw that it was at the end of a very narrow track that led down to the coast, just off the N341 between Roundstone and Clifden. But instead of going directly there, he stopped in Roundstone outside O’Dowd’s Bar near the harbour. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The detectives were in position by early afternoon. The weather was closing in, with the breeze strengthening, and ominous heavy grey clouds amassing in the west. But for the moment at least, the sun was still shining, although it had become noticeably cooler. They had been unable to secure the services of the Armed Response Unit at such short notice – the unit was otherwise occupied with a high priority assignment, and couldn’t be diverted to assist them. 
 
    Fahy had picked up Joe Mason and Brutus as instructed, and the three of them were concealed in the old broken-down shed adjacent to the ruined cottage. Mason had instructed the dog to be silent, and it was clear that the dog understood the command, for he made not a sound. The tin roof on the shed had largely blown away in the wind, and the breeze whistled through the place, making it uncomfortable for them. The rest of the team were hidden at various points along the narrow cart track that led down from the road. The track forked here and there, affording access to the old famine homesteads that were now in ruin, or had disappeared altogether. The tiny houses had been constructed by placing rocks on top of one another by destitute families in the mid-nineteenth century when the potato crop had failed, and they had moved to the coast in the hope of feeding themselves on fish and even seaweed. It had been a bleak time in Irish history. 
 
    While Sally Fahy and Joe Mason could hear nothing but the birds tweeting in the marshy ground surrounding them, Brutus suddenly pricked up his ears, whimpered quietly, and looked at Mason intently as if seeking instructions, but the Gardaí could still hear nothing. 
 
    A few minutes later, Brutus stood up and became quite agitated, again whining softly and almost begging his handler to come with him. The two Gardaí listened intently, but the sound of the wind blotted out almost everything, and they could decipher no noise of interest. Then, suddenly they heard the sound of rocks falling to the ground from inside the nearby ruin as Chapman retrieved the bag from the chimney of the old house. 
 
    “All units. All units. He’s here. At the cottage. Hurry up, we need backup,” Fahy shouted into her radio. 
 
    The three of them left their hiding place and sprinted towards the cottage. They were just in time to see the back of Peter Chapman running towards the sea clutching the red sports bag that Mulholland had left there previously. 
 
    They shouted at the fleeing form, “Stop, police, you’re under arrest,” but the fugitive took no notice and just kept running towards the shore. There, he hopped into a small open wooden boat, untied it from the rock it was moored on, and made off under the power of an outboard motor. 
 
    “Shit. He’s got a boat. He’s getting away,” Sally Fahy screamed into the radio as Brutus scampered to the shoreline barking fiercely. He would have gone into the sea to try and swim to the little blue boat if Mason hadn’t held him back with a taut lead. 
 
    Flynn and Lyons raced down the track to the shore, just in time to see Chapman disappear around a rocky outcrop, with the outboard motor on full throttle belching out a cloud of blue smoke. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit. He must have guessed it was a trap. He’s made us look like right eejits now, hasn’t he?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Eamon, get onto Pascal. Get him to find out whose boat that is and where it came from. He must have a getaway plan,” Lyons said. 
 
    Lyons then got on the phone to Mick Hays and told him what had happened. To say he wasn’t best pleased would be an understatement. When Lyons had hung up, he thought about the situation for a moment, then lifted the phone. 
 
    “Hi, John, this is Mick. How’s things?” 
 
    John Lambert was the coxswain of the Clifden lifeboat. He was also a member of the same sailing club as Hays, and had often acted as crew when Hays had made longer forays out beyond the shelter of land in the Folkboat. 
 
    When Hays explained the situation, Lambert responded just as Hays had hoped he would. 
 
    “OK. We’ll turn out. He’s in an open boat, and the wind is freshening. He could be in danger. It’ll take us about forty-five minutes to get around there. Have you a marine radio with you?” Lambert said. 
 
    “No. But I can get one of my folks out at the site to get hold of one. Inspector Lyons is leading out there,” Hays said. 
 
    “Right. I’ll get going now so, talk to you later,” Lambert said, and as he finished the call, Hays could hear the whoop of the alarm that would summon the crew of the lifeboat. 
 
    Ten minutes later, the lifeboat was launched with four crew on board. It headed out in a south westerly direction, across Mannin Bay towards Murvey. The sea was indeed getting up, and as they rounded the peninsula, slipping through between the many small islands, and on past Joyce’s Sound, metre high waves crashed into the bow of the boat sending spray high into the air and over the bright orange superstructure. 
 
    Lyons had sent Sally Fahy off to get a portable marine radio, and twenty minutes later she returned to the spot where Chapman had tricked them armed with a fully charged Garmin marine portable. 
 
    “The man that gave it to me said the lifeboat will be on channel sixteen,” Sally said, handing the radio to Lyons. 
 
    Lyons twisted the dial until the little red numbers on the display screen read ‘16’. She pressed the transmit button on the side of the unit, “Lyons to Clifden lifeboat, do you read me?” 
 
    Lambert came back at once, “Yes, Inspector, please switch to working channel forty-four, over.” 
 
    When they had synchronized communications, Lambert said, “We are just coming around into Ballyconneely Bay now. Where do you think your man is headed? Over.” 
 
    “Probably back towards Roundstone. That’s where he hired the boat, over.” 
 
    “It’s getting pretty choppy out here for an open boat. If he doesn’t know what he’s doing, he could be in trouble. We’ll head over in that direction and see what we can find. Keep this channel open, over.” 
 
    “Roger, over,” said Lyons, getting the hang of the jargon. 
 
    As she stood on the shore, Lyons could see the bright orange topside of the lifeboat ploughing its way across her view from right to left. The sea had gone an ugly green colour, and white horses were breaking on the tops of the waves which now crashed to the shore with an unwelcoming roar. 
 
    Ten minutes passed with no further word from the lifeboat, then Lambert was back on the radio. 
 
    “We have sight of a blue and white open boat about five minutes away further east. It appears to be drifting. It keeps disappearing in the troughs of the waves, over,” Lambert said. 
 
    “That sounds like our man. Right colour of boat anyway. Call me when you’re alongside, over.” 
 
    A few minutes later, Lyons’ radio crackled into life again. 
 
    “We’re alongside now, Inspector. No sign of anyone on board, and the engine’s not running. I’m going to put a man on the boat. We’ll need to search for the person who was helming it. Over,” Lambert said. 
 
    Lambert got one of his men on board the small boat. It was empty, except for a red sports bag and the fuel tank, which was completely dry. 
 
    “Looks like he ran out of fuel and started drifting out to sea. The current runs quite hard here, especially with the tide going out. He may have thought he could swim to shore. We’ll go in close to the rocks, see if we can find him. I’ll give Padraig some fuel for the boat, and we’ll bring it back into Roundstone. Over,” Lambert said. 
 
    “Thanks, John. We’ll go and meet Padraig with the boat, there may be some forensics in it for us. Let me know if you find him. Over,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Will do, over and out.” 
 
    Padraig steered the little boat back towards the harbour at Roundstone. It was a difficult journey with the waves getting ever bigger and the small outboard engine struggling against the tide, but Padraig was well used to such situations, and it wasn’t long before he rounded the harbour wall, his oilskins dripping with sea spray, much to the relief of its owner who had feared the worst. 
 
    “I told the beggar not to rev the engine hard. When you do that, it drinks fuel. No wonder he ran out. Any sign of him?” the weather-beaten old man asked. 
 
    “Not yet, but the lifeboat is still looking,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Ah they’ll not find him today. Once the sea has him, with the wind and the current out there, he’ll be washed away. Ye’ll get him tomorrow out by Gurteen, wait till you see. Poor beggar,” the old man said. 
 
    The lifeboat stood down after searching without success for three hours. Lambert informed Lyons, and she thanked them for their help. Sally was sent off with Padraig to drive him back into Clifden and re-join the rest of the crew. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-five 
 
    Lyons and Fahy stayed out in Roundstone overnight. They booked into The Roundstone House Hotel, known for its excellent cuisine, and over dinner Maureen used the opportunity to probe the younger officer about her newly acquired career. 
 
    “How are you finding it – being a Detective Garda I mean?” Lyons said between courses. 
 
    “It’s going well, for me anyway. I haven’t had any negatives at all yet, and the team all seem really nice. I don’t know if I’m doing any good though, it’s hard to tell,” the younger officer said. 
 
    “That’s our fault, Sally. We should be providing more feedback. But you have fitted in so well, we kind of treat you as one of the guys. It’s silly to make assumptions. I’ll talk to Mick and see if we can’t improve a bit. You’re enjoying it anyway?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Oh yes. Of course there are some times when you’d rather be somewhere else, like when we have to deal with a bad road accident, or even on this case, when the boy was found dead in the boot of the car, but I’m learning to be more detached. I’ll be fine,” Fahy said. 
 
    “I know what you mean. Some of those things still get to me too, but you just have to stay objective. I know it’s not easy. How’s the love life?” Lyons said, changing the subject rather abruptly. 
 
    “Oh, you know. I’ve been going out with Kevin for nearly three months now. We get along grand, but he’s not very exciting. We always do the same things – the pub, his place, sometimes a meal out at the weekend. He’s kind though, I guess that’s something,” Fahy said. 
 
    “Something, but not enough. How is he in bed?” 
 
    “Jesus, boss, you’ll be asking me for photographs next!” 
 
    Lyons raised her eyebrows in a questioning way. 
 
    “OK. Not that good to be honest. Like most guys, he’s more interested in his own gratification than mine, and that’s all I’m saying. What about you and Mick?” Fahy asked. She felt she had been given license to enquire as Lyons had been so forthright. 
 
    “It’s going well. But sometimes I feel he still thinks of me as the junior officer, even at home. I know he has loads more experience than me, but I fought hard to get to where I am, and I’m not a bad cop.” 
 
    “That’s for sure. And you’re tough too – look at that business with McFadden. Most Gardaí, never mind a woman, would have just surrendered to him,” Fahy said. 
 
    “Not bloody likely, the little toe-rag. Anyway, I rather enjoyed bashing him in the nuts!” 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    “And what about you and Mick in the sack?” Fahy went on shamelessly. 
 
    “That’s great. We’ve always been good together. I just wish he would treat me more as his equal in work. That’s really why I went for Inspector you know. I didn’t want the higher post, but I felt as long as we were of equal rank, he’d have to treat me differently. But don’t worry, I’m working on it.” 
 
    Just then the waitress came with their next course and they tucked into the delicious food, tasting all the better as it was at the taxpayers’ expense. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Just as the old timer had predicted, the body of Peter Chapman was washed up on the shore at the outer edge of Gurteen Bay the following morning. The body had been found by another old man who was out with his dog tending to a few scrawny sheep. 
 
    The wind had dropped and the sea was now calm, so Chapman’s corpse made an incongruous sight lying twisted and bloated on the white sand, the waves gently tickling his feet. 
 
    Garda Pascal Brosnan found the two detectives at breakfast in the hotel as he sought them out to break the news. 
 
    “The old man was right,” Lyons said. 
 
    “He was, to be sure. That man knows every inch of those waters personally, and unlike your man, he knows how to respect the sea,” Brosnan said. 
 
    They didn’t bother to get Dr Dodd out to the body. It was clear that he had drowned, so an ambulance was summoned to bring the body back into Galway where Dodd could perform the PM. 
 
    When Lyons called the doctor to tell him that it was on its way, he said, “Ah, that’s better. A delivery service at last. Thank you, Inspector.” 
 
    The detectives got back into Galway at midday. The mood was sombre. The case had been one big cock up from the start. There were three dead, and although they had two in custody, the main conspirator was one of the deceased. When Lyons walked dejectedly into Hays’ office he said, “You look as if you have won the Lotto and lost the ticket.” 
 
    “Ha, very funny. Jesus, Mick, this whole thing has been a major cluster fuck from the off. I can see me back on traffic duty before the weekend,” she said. 
 
    “Not at all girl, don’t be so maudlin. Plunkett’s happy enough to have the whole thing cleared up. He’s taken the view that the crime was really an English matter, just acted out on our turf, a bit like the Battle of the Boyne! And McFadden will go away for a good stretch, so it’s not all bad,” Hays said. 
 
    “After lunch we’ll go and have another go at Eddie. With Chapman out of the way he’ll tell us what’s what to try and save his own neck, wait till you see,” Hays said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Eddie Turner was in a bad mood. 
 
    “You lot can’t keep me locked up in here like this. I know my rights. I’ll do you for false imprisonment – bloody Paddies,” he ranted on. 
 
    Hays and Lyons let him vent. When he had exhausted the expletives, Hays cut in, “Right, Eddie. We thought we should bring you up to date with developments. This morning your partner in crime, Peter Chapman, was washed up on the shore out near Roundstone. It turns out he wasn’t a seafaring man.” 
 
    “That’s nonsense. It’s a trick. You’ll not catch me out that easily,” Turner said. 
 
    Lyons reached for her phone and loaded the photographs she had taken that morning out at Gurteen. She turned the phone around and held it up in front of Turner’s face. 
 
    “No tricks, Eddie. Just another dead body for us to deal with,” she said. 
 
    “Jesus Christ. How the hell did that happen?” Turner said, looking away quickly from the gruesome picture. 
 
    Lyons went on to explain the events that had led to the demise of Peter Chapman. 
 
    “That’s not the first unsuspecting amateur the sea has taken out that way, and I dare say it won’t be the last. The idiot didn’t even have a life jacket,” Hays said. 
 
    “So now, Eddie,” he went on, “if you want to get out of here, it’s time for you to tell us what’s behind this whole ugly mess.” 
 
    “What’s in it for me?” Turner said. 
 
    “If you tell us all you know, Eddie, we’ll see what we can do. No promises mind, let’s see what you have first,” Lyons said. 
 
    “OK. Well with Chapman dead, I should be able to hold onto all my fingers at least. You know old man Craigue used to work for Chapman’s father in London back in the 1980s?” Turner said. 
 
    “Yes, he told us that,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Well he left Chapman’s firm and set up his own printing firm, kinda in competition see. Then, one by one, he picked off his old boss’ customers by offering them cheap deals. Chapman’s business went downhill, and after a while he had to turn to some dodgy stuff just to keep the place going,” Turner said. 
 
    “What sort of dodgy stuff?” Hays said. 
 
    “Oh, you know, a bit of forgery here and there, labels, boxes for some of the boys up the West End that flog horse piss in Chanel No. 5 bottles, that sort of thing. Then he branched out into iffy tenners. They were good too – better than the real thing, some said. For a while he was the best in London, and he wasn’t short of work. He used a team of runners to take the notes off to places like Benidorm and Majorca and change them in the foreign exchange shops, then bring the Pesetas back to the UK and swap them back for real money. At one stage he was clearing twenty grand a week,” Turner said. 
 
    “Then his son Peter came into the business. Peter was a mad bastard. No fear. Thought he was invincible. He got in with a really bad crowd and before long they owned him. He wanted out. He was going to move to Spain, get away from the whole scene. Buy a little hacienda up in the hills somewhere, but he needed capital,” Turner said. 
 
    “So, he thought Bernard Craigue would be a soft touch,” Lyons said. 
 
    “He knew Craigue had sold his business for a good wedge. And he knew all about the lad, and the fact that they had bought a place out here. Anyway, he reckoned Craigue owed him for taking his father’s business, so he asked me to help him set it up. No one was supposed to get hurt. All we was going to do was keep the boy in a rented house till we had the ransom and then let him go. Easy money, and Craigue wouldn’t have even missed a hundred grand. I sussed out McFadden in Galway and he looked like a likely lad, and he had that good-looking chick with him – perfect. Pity I didn’t know he couldn’t drive proper,” Turner said. 
 
    “And what were you going to get out of it?” Lyons said. 
 
    “Ten grand, and I had to give the driver and his girl a grand out of that,” Turner said. 
 
    “So, what’s going to happen to me now?” Turner said. 
 
    “We’re going to talk to the superintendent, see what he wants to do with you,” Hays said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    When Hays got back to his desk there was a message there for him to call Dr Julian Dodd. 
 
    “Can you deal with the good doctor, Maureen, I need to go and see Plunkett?” Hays said. 
 
    “Yeah, sure. I’ll call him now.” 
 
    “Well, Doc. Mick asked me to give you a call, he’s with the superintendent,” Lyons said. 
 
    “Ah, Inspector. It’s just about the body you sent me in this morning. Very straightforward. Lungs full of the Atlantic Ocean I’m afraid. No unexpected marks or trauma – he was in pretty good shape till he went swimming. I’ll keep him here till you can arrange something.” 
 
    “OK, Doc, thanks.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Superintendent Plunkett was in a relatively good mood. 
 
    “Ah, Mick. Come in, take a seat. I hear you pulled another body out of the sea over this kidnapping thing.” 
 
    “Yes, sir. The so-called brains behind the whole thing, if you could call it that,” Hays said. 
 
    “Jaysus, Mick, this hasn’t been our finest hour.” 
 
    “No, but in fairness it wasn’t really our fault,” Hays said. 
 
    “No matter. The press won’t see it that way. ‘Dog’s Dinner at Dog’s Bay’” he said, drawing an imaginary headline with his fingers in the air. Hays smiled. 
 
    “Do you think you could tidy it up a bit, Mick? Play it down, make some of it go away,” the superintendent said. 
 
    “I’m not sure, boss. The driver has already been processed, but we might be able to do something about the other clown, Turner.” 
 
    “What have you in mind, or do I want to know?” Plunkett said. 
 
    “Nothing like that, boss. I was thinking the Brits might like to have him back. I got the impression they’ve been looking for him for a while anyway. They have a couple of warrants out for him.” 
 
    “Excellent! But keep me out of it, won’t ye? And do it quietly, no press. We’re OK with the driver, that’s a good story – North-South co-operation, hands across the border and all that bullshit, and if he gets Judge Meehan, he’ll go down for a decent stretch,” Plunkett said. 
 
    “Something tells me that’s exactly what will happen.” Hays said exchanging a knowing look with his superior officer. 
 
    “Ah, away with ye now. Oh, and Mick, how did Inspector Lyons do on this one?” 
 
    “She’s not happy, but she did OK. She needs a few more straightforward cases to build up her confidence, but she knows I have her back,” Hays said. 
 
    “Good man, Mick, that’s the spirit.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    A few minutes later, back at his desk, Hays called DCI Irene Russell in London. 
 
    “Afternoon, Irene. How’s things?” he said. 
 
    “Oh, just peachy as ever, Mick, and you?” 
 
    “Same. Look, we have this Eddie Turner guy here and we’re not sure what to do with him. Is there any chance you’d like him back?” Hays said. 
 
    “Let’s see, I’ll just look him up on the system.” The conversation paused while DCI Russell consulted the Met’s computer. 
 
    “Hmm, well we have two warrants out for him, so it would be handy to have him back all right. We could close the file and get him banged up for a year or two,” the DCI said. 
 
    “OK. But it has to be low key – no drama, and no publicity. I can get someone from here to fly over with him and hand him over at Heathrow. But just in arrivals, no squad cars on the tarmac. Is that OK?” Hays said. 
 
    “Sounds good. Call me when you have the flight details and I’ll set it up this end. Thanks, Mick.” 
 
    They didn’t have much trouble convincing Eddie Turner that he would be better off in the UK. As they were explaining his options to him, mention was made of suspected subversive activity, and how some English prisoners get welcomed in Irish prisons. Of course the detectives talked it up a good bit, but Turner didn’t know any better, so in the end he was happy to volunteer to fly back to the mainland and take his chances. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-six 
 
    Sally Fahy phoned Pat Bolger on the number his wife had given her. She arranged to meet him at the bar of the Imperial Hotel on Eyre Square at six o’clock, telling him that it was just a routine meeting to tie up some loose ends concerning the death of his step-daughter. 
 
    Bolger had been reluctant at first, but when Fahy offered to have the meeting at his home, Bolger quickly agreed to the hotel meet. 
 
    Fahy had filled Lyons in on the situation, and it was agreed that Detective Sergeant Eamon Flynn would go with Sally to the meeting, but that Sally would lead the interview. 
 
    Bolger turned up at five past six, got himself a pint, and sat down in a quiet corner with the two Gardaí. 
 
    “How can I help you?” he said. 
 
    “As you know Mr Bolger, your step-daughter Sheila was killed in a road traffic incident out near Roundstone the other day. That incident occurred during the execution of a failed kidnap in which Sheila was involved. We’d just like to ask you what you know of her acquaintances since she left home,” Sally said. 
 
    “Nothing. Nothing at all. I haven’t seen the girl since she ran away. Where was she living anyway?” Bolger said. 
 
    “We believe she was sleeping rough, Mr Bolger, but we’re not sure exactly where.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s terrible. I wish I had known, I would have helped her out,” he said. 
 
    “Can you tell us why it was that Sheila suddenly left her home, Mr Bolger? It seems strange to us that she would just up and leave for no good reason,” Fahy asked. 
 
    “I’ve no idea. She didn’t say anything – just left all of a sudden.” 
 
    “Is that so?” Flynn interjected. 
 
    “Because we have a witness who says she left home because you were interfering with her,” Flynn went on. 
 
    Bolger’s face went red. 
 
    “That’s nonsense. Who told you that? I’ll sue the bugger! Damned lies!” 
 
    “You’re lucky, Mr Bolger. The witness is not in a position to provide a statement, but he told us that he got it directly from Sheila, and he fully believed the poor girl who had nothing to gain from making up such a story,” Flynn said. “And to be honest, if Sheila hadn’t left home and got in with a bad crowd, she’d almost certainly be alive today, so you need to think about the consequences of your actions.” 
 
    Bolger was about to speak, but Flynn put up his hand. 
 
    “Now I want you to listen very carefully to me, Mr Bolger. There’s another wee girl living with Marie and yourself in that cosy little home you have out at Ardilaun. She’s just starting to grow up, and frankly, we’re a bit concerned about her safety. So, we’ll be watching, Mr Bolger, and at the first sign, or any sign, that you are acting inappropriately towards her, she’ll be taken into care under a place of safety order, and you’ll be arrested. And we will know, Mr Bolger, trust me, we have our methods. You’re on very thin ice here.” Flynn said. 
 
    Bolger said nothing, and the detectives, having delivered their message, and having done as much as they could for now to protect Amy, got up to leave. As Sally Fahy turned to go, her coat caught on Bolger’s almost full pint and sent it flying into his lap, soaking the front of his trousers. 
 
    “Oops!” she said, and walked out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-seven 
 
    Detective Sergeant Eamon Flynn sat beside Eddie Turner on the Aer Lingus flight to Heathrow the following day. Turner seemed relieved to be getting out of Ireland, but not quite so pleased when he learned of the welcoming committee that awaited him in London. Still, it was better than being stuck in an Irish prison, he reckoned. 
 
    The flight went smoothly. DCI Russell had arranged for them to go through a priority channel for passport control, and a few minutes later, after a long walk, Flynn and Turner emerged into the arrivals hall. 
 
    A very young detective constable was there to meet them, with a piece of white card bearing the name Flynn in black marker held out in front of him. The young man introduced himself as John Stokes, and after a few pleasantries about the flight, Turner was duly handed over. As Stokes and Turner walked towards the exit, Eddie said, “Listen mate, I’m busting for a piss. That Irish fucker wouldn’t let me go on the plane. Can we find a john?” 
 
    Stokes agreed, and they made their way across the concourse to the toilets. Turner made straight for the disabled one, went in and locked the door before Stokes could say anything. Feeling the need for relief himself, Stokes continued on into the gents, safe in the knowledge that Turner would be occupied for a few minutes at least. 
 
    Turner waited about ten seconds inside the disabled toilet, and then opened the door of the washroom gingerly. Great – no sign of Stokes. He slipped out of the toilet and walked briskly back to where lots of people were milling around, and simply disappeared into the crowd. 
 
    The Galway detectives never got to hear of Turner’s escape. DCI Russell was too embarrassed to tell Hays what had happened. Turner had made good his getaway and would once again be sought by police forces all over the UK. What no one knew was that Turner had been paid up front by Chapman – not ten thousand, but twenty thousand pounds, with the promise of another ten thousand on successful completion of the job. Eddie had left a fake passport and a spare bank card in baggage storage at Heathrow, and before the police could circulate his details, he was away on an Iberia flight to Alicante. 
 
    Hays reported to Plunkett the following day that the ‘loose end’ had been taken care of. The superintendent was pleased, and asked that his thanks be passed on to the entire team. 
 
    Lyons wasn’t happy. She felt that she had made a mess of the case, and if it hadn’t been for Hays who had been there to dig her out, the whole thing might have gone very badly indeed. 
 
    Their last task before closing the file, was to visit the Craigues one last time at their house out in Ballyconneely. A ‘For Sale’ sign had been erected in the front garden, with the sale being in the hands of a local estate agent from Clifden. Bernard Craigue was aghast to hear of the involvement of Peter Chapman. He was torn between anger and shame for how the kidnap and death of his only son had come about. His wife had become ill from it all, and in fact, never recovered. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    List of Characters 
 
    Senior Detective Inspector Mick Hays – a keen sailor and the senior officer in the Galway Detective Unit, with many years’ experience in crime detection. Hays is building a strong team in anticipation of an expansion of the unit in the near future. 
 
      
 
    Detective Inspector Maureen Lyons – Hays’ ‘bagman’ in Galway, Maureen is constantly trying to prove herself while wrestling with self-doubt. A feisty, ambitious and tough woman with powerful instincts who has a knack of being in the right place at the right time. 
 
      
 
    Detective Sergeant Eamon Flynn – known for his tenacity, Flynn wanted to work as a detective since he was a small boy. He develops his skill while working on the case and proves invaluable handling some tricky customers. 
 
      
 
    Garda John O’Connor – the nerdy and modest junior member of the team is a technical wizard. He loves working with PCs, mobile phones, cameras and anything electronic. 
 
      
 
    Sergeant Séan Mulholland – happy to take it easy in the quiet backwater of Clifden, Mulholland could have retired by now, but enjoys the status that the job affords him. Not to be hurried, he runs the Garda Station at a gentle pace. 
 
      
 
    Garda Jim Dolan – works alongside Mulholland and has little ambition to do anything else. 
 
      
 
    Superintendent Finbarr Plunkett – a wily old character who is politically savvy, he manages the detective unit with subtlety. He’s well-connected in Galway and exploits his connections to good effect. 
 
      
 
    Detective Garda Sally Fahy – the newest member of the team in Galway is still finding her feet but is already making an impression. 
 
      
 
    DCI Irene Russell – a highly experienced Metropolitan Police officer with a soft spot for Hays. 
 
      
 
    Dr Julian Dodd – an excellent pathologist with a rather superior air, who is always on hand to sort out dead bodies. 
 
      
 
    Sinéad Loughran – the forensics girl that manages to stay cheerful even in the most gruesome circumstances. 
 
      
 
    Joe Mason – the dog handler who manages Brutus, a beautiful and talented German Shepherd. 
 
      
 
    Garda Pascal Brosnan – runs the Garda station in Roundstone single-handed. 
 
      
 
    Lorcan McFadden – a small time crook from Galway with big ideas, but without the skills to match. 
 
      
 
    Sheila O’Rourke – a troubled teenager who had to leave home when her mother re-married. 
 
      
 
    Eddie Turner – an English criminal from London who finds himself out of his depth when dealing with the Irish police. 
 
      
 
    Bernard Craigue – a clever businessman who has done well at the expense of others, with a love of the west of Ireland. 
 
      
 
    Hannah Craigue – Bernard’s long-suffering wife. 
 
      
 
    Jeremy Craigue – son of Bernard and Hannah who enjoys the night life in Clifden during the summer months and doesn’t want to follow his father into the printing business. 
 
      
 
    Samuel Chapman – Bernard Craigue’s ex-employer whose business has hit difficult times. 
 
      
 
    Peter Chapman – Samuel’s son, a ne’er-do-well who finds himself all at sea. 
 
      
 
    Tadgh Deasy – a garage owner and mechanic that serves the people of Roundstone with all their motoring needs. 
 
      
 
    Shay Deasy – Tadgh’s son. 
 
      
 
    Pat Bolger – believes he has found the perfect match with Marie O’Rourke and her two daughters. 
 
      
 
    Marie Bolger – mother of Sheila and Amy O’Rourke who re-marries with more haste than good judgement. 
 
      
 
    John Lambert – coxswain of the Clifden lifeboat, dedicated to saving lives at sea. 
 
      
 
    Padraig – a life boatman highly knowledgeable about the waters around Galway Bay. 
 
      
 
    Paddy McKeever – the rural postman who travels all over Connemara in his little green van. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    More fiction by David Pearson 
 
    If you enjoyed MURDER ON THE OLD BOG ROAD, MURDER AT THE OLD COTTAGE and MURDER ON THE WEST COAST, check out the other books in the series, also featuring Irish detectives Hays and Lyons. 
 
    All of these books are FREE with Kindle Unlimited and available in paperback. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 4: MURDER AT THE PONY SHOW 
 
    A man is found dead during the annual Connemara Pony Show. Panic spreads through the event when it is discovered he was murdered. Detective Maureen Lyons leads the investigation. But questioning the local bigwigs involved ruffles feathers and the powers-that-be threaten to stonewall the inquiry. 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07G89DT5M/ 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/dp/B07G89DT5M/ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 5: MURDER ON PAY DAY 
 
    Following a tip-off, Irish police lie in wait for a robbery. But the criminals cleverly evade their grasp. Meanwhile, a body is found beneath a cliff. DCI Mick Hays’ chances of promotion will be blown unless he sorts out the mess. 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07JD9H8H1/ 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/dp/B07JD9H8H1/ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 6: MURDER IN THE AIR 
 
      
 
    After a wealthy businessman’s plane crashes into bogland, it is discovered the engine was tampered with. DI Maureen Lyons leads the investigation, which points to shady dealings and an even darker crime. 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07LFHRQ2D/ 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/dp/B07LFHRQ2D/ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 7: MURDER AT THE HOLIDAY HOME 
 
      
 
    A local businessman is questioned when a young woman is found dead in his property. His caginess makes him a prime suspect in what is now a murder inquiry. But with no clear motive and no evidence, detectives will have a hard task proving their case. They’ll have to follow the money, even if it leads them into danger. 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07P9W6T6J/ 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/dp/B07P9W6T6J/ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 8: MURDER ON THE PENINSULA 
 
      
 
    When a body is found in a car on a remote beach, detectives suspect foul play. Their investigation leads them to believe the death is connected to corruption in local government. But rather than have to hunt down the killer, he approaches them. With one idea in mind: revenge. Working out against whom and why will be key to stopping him in his tracks. 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07SPM71L9/ 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/dp/B07SPM71L9/ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Book 9: MURDER AT THE RACES 
 
      
 
    One of the highlights of Ireland’s horseracing calendar is marred when a successful bookmaker is robbed and killed in the restrooms. DI Maureen Lyons investigates but is not banking on a troublemaker emerging from within the police ranks. Her team will have to deal with the shenanigans and catch a killer. 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07X9MKZL4/ 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/dp/B07X9MKZL4/ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sign up to our newsletter to hear about new releases, special offers, and more: 
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Coming Soon… 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE GALWAY HOMICIDES – BOOKS 4-6 
 
    More page-turning crime fiction! Three more unmissable murder mysteries in the best-selling series. A super value box set! 
 
      
 
    Comprising the fourth, fifth and sixth books in this series: MURDER AT THE PONY SHOW, MURDER ON PAY DAY and MURDER IN THE AIR 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    THE GALWAY HOMICIDES – BOOKS 7-9 
 
    Three more gripping Irish murder mysteries from the best-selling series. Another great value box set! 
 
      
 
    Comprising the seventh, eighth and ninth books in this series: MURDER AT THE HOLIDAY HOME, MURDER ON THE PENINSULA and MURDER AT THE RACES 
 
      
 
      
 
    Both box sets will be available FREE with Kindle Unlimited. All the books in this series are also available separately on Kindle and in paperback. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Other titles of interest 
 
    If you like Irish crime fiction, why not try these books? 
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    Who was Nancy McBride and where did she disappear to? 
 
    The cold-blooded murder of an American tourist in his hotel room has Detectives Hanagan and Molly looking for a killer and a motive. But when the clues begin to point to the unimaginable, a story of loss, betrayal, and vengeance begins to unfold. 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B015UFAU22/ 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/dp/B015UFAU22/ 
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    When Irish detectives Maguire and O’Brien are woken in the early hours to investigate a dead body they soon establish a murder has taken place. Yet there is no shortage of candidates for who might have killed the notorious local headmaster. The mystery deepens, and the plot thickens, when a raving mad priest in a mental asylum seems to hold the key to the puzzle. 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B00QU8C32Y/ 
 
    http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QU8C32Y/ 
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    A judge is found dead in his courthouse. A bigwig in a small Irish town, the pressure is on to find answers. But quite a few people wanted the hardliner out of their lives. The regional newspaper always seems to know more than the police. With the chief inspector and the publisher at loggerheads, will the culprit ever be found? 
 
      
 
    http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B07JLMCZ5R/ 
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    FREE BOOKS IN YOUR INBOX 
 
    As a thank-you to our readers, we regularly run free book promotions and discounted deals for a limited time. To hear about these and about new fiction releases, just sign up to our newsletter: 
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