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Laws are like cobwebs, which may catch small flies, but let wasps and hornets break through.

Jonathan Swift 1667-1745  
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Background: Detective Inspector John Cahill.

From Volume 1, 2 and 3 of the D.I. John Cahill series: 

Volume 1: THE DEADLY STEPS

Volume 2: ALIBI FOR AN ALIBI

Volume 3: THE STRONGEST WEB

John Cahill grew up in one of Cork City’s oldest neighborhoods, Blackpool, situated in the heart of the North Side. Unlike most kids in the Blackpool area, John did not play the traditional sports of hurling and Gaelic football. Instead, at an early age, he got involved with horses and ponies. In his late teens, John Cahill entered the world of horseracing. John and his wife, Jules, operated a small-scale horse training establishment at Inchydoney’s twin beaches on the west coast, near Cork City. 

Volume 1 (The Deadly Steps): After sustaining a life altering injury on the racecourse at Down Royal, Northern Ireland, John Cahill needed a new career with a secure future for his family. While recuperating in hospital in Belfast, he formed a close bond with fellow patient, Constable Fred Nesbit of the Royal Ulster Constabulary. Fred convinced John to become a police officer, but in 1994 at the age of thirty-three, he was too old to join Ireland’s national police force, ‘An Garda Siochana.’ So he crossed the border into Northern Ireland and joined the Royal Ulster Constabulary. 

	R.U.C. Constable John Cahill was promoted to detective constable in 1997 and assigned to the Criminal Investigation Division (C.I.D.) in Belfast. 

	The Royal Ulster Constabulary was rebranded in 1999 after the Good Friday Agreement and became the Police Service of Northern Ireland. John Cahill’s career flourished in the new police service.

	After working on his first homicide investigation, Detective Constable John Cahill was promoted to the rank of detective sergeant and transferred to the Serious Crime Unit in Belfast. 

	Detective Sergeant John Cahill successfully investigated many complex cases while assigned to the Serious Crimes Unit. These included homicides, kidnappings, robberies, and the case of an international gun-runner and bombmaker. It wasn’t long before he was promoted to the rank of detective inspector.

	With promotion came transfer within the Police Service of Northern Ireland. Detective Inspector John Cahill was assigned to the Professional Responsibilities Unit, the force’s Internal Affairs unit. 

	During this assignment, D.I. Cahill ruffled some feathers with some senior ranking officers and the police union when he investigated two officers for failing to carry out their duty. The officers’ negligence led to the death of young man from a marginalized community.

	With the assistant chief constable as an ally, Detective Inspector Cahill was transferred again. He was seconded to an Integrated Fugitive Squad, working with An Garda Siochana in his native Cork City, south of the border in the Republic of Ireland. 

	John and Jules Cahill moved back to their homestead in Inchydoney in West Cork. After two extremely successful years leading the Integrated Fugitive Squad, D.I. Cahill was parachuted back into the world of Serious Crime when his boss in the Garda, Superintendent Paddy Collins, asked him to lead a difficult and complex homicide investigation.

	Using extraordinary investigative techniques, D.I. Cahill led a small, dedicated team of investigators in the newly formed Serious Crime Unit in Cork City, tackling the notorious street gangs, the Independent Posse and the Mahon Warlords. 







	Volume 2 (Alibi for an Alibi): Detective Inspector John Cahill investigated three homicides that occurred during New Year’s celebrations. With dozens of witnesses who ‘saw nothing,’ Cork City’s Serious Crime Unit used every tool in their kit to solve these atrocious crimes that were carried out at the behest of the gang leaders. 

	D.I. John Cahill hoped that the level of violence would subside if the leaders of this loosely structured gang were taken out of the picture. Fear was the strongest weapon that the gang had and Mikey Galvin knew how to inflict fear on everyone that knew him.

	With the strongest gang council members locked up, Cork City should have been a safer place.







	Volume 3 (The Strongest Web): Detective Inspector John Cahill realizes he could not have been more wrong. The new gang leader is an ambitious sociopath, with a propensity for violence, known only to the worst war criminals in history. The gangs employ child soldiers to do their dirty work and convince these children that they are untouchable due to their young age. Only luck and the perseverance of the detectives of Cork City’s Serious Crime Unit can end the reign of terror, not seen since the days of the Black and Tans.











	Read on to find out how the Serious Crime Unit turns to new tactics to bring peace to Cork City
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The north wind howled down Blarney Street on a cold, wet, windy Friday night in mid-October. It was just after midnight and Anthony Woodsworth left the bar on Blarney Street and headed for home. As per usual for a Friday night, Anthony had had a skinful of beer and was slightly the worse for wear as he half staggered along the sidewalk. He pulled his heavy winter parka around him to block the biting north wind. Winter was starting to take an early grip on Cork City. On his way home, Anthony stopped in at the Fish and Chip Shop and ordered himself a snack. It was closing time at most of the bars in the area so the shop was busy with eight ravenous customers ahead of him. 

Most of the customers were happy to wait in line for their food but Anthony was a messy drunk. He called out to the woman behind the counter, “Would ya ever hurry up there, Josie? Me stomach thinks me throat has been cut. And it better be feckin’ hot too, not like last week.”

“Enough of your oul guff now, Anthony! Keep it up and you’ll be barred and you can feck off home hungry to Caroline,” the woman yelled back, not taking any nonsense from Anthony. 

Anthony quietened down after being put in his place, shuffled through the queue and eventually received his food. He got his usual order: a bag of chips, a sausage in batter and a hamburger. He ordered a chicken supper for his wife, Caroline. As Anthony made his way home to Harbour View Road, he ate his snack out of the paper wrapping. His kept his wife’s offering sheltered by wrapping it up tightly in its own paper packaging and placed it in the inside pocket of his thick parka. 

As Anthony walked along Harbour View Road, he balled up the paper that wrapped his snack and threw it on the sidewalk. He pushed open his garden gate and made his way to the front door. He pulled the key from his pant pocket, took aim with it and got it in the keyhole on the first attempt. Anthony turned the key and bump! The door was bolted from the inside. Anthony hammered on the door and rang the doorbell. He stepped back from the door, looked up at the upstairs windows and returned to the door again, ringing the bell frantically. 

Then the upstairs window flew open and an angry woman stuck her head out. “You’re drunk again, aren’t you? I told you last week that if you came home langers drunk again, I’d lock you out!” 

“Ah Caroline, I only had a few pints. I’m not that bad, I swear. And I bought you a chicken supper,” Anthony pleaded as he fished the warm package out of his pocket and held it up for his wife to see. 

“You can stick the chicken supper up your arse and feck off up to your mother’s house for the night!  Come back here in the morning when you’re sober,” Caroline hollered angrily as she slammed the window shut. She turned the lights off and the house was in darkness. 

Anthony knew there was no point in trying to reason with her. After all, she had given him fair warning last Friday when he came home late, pissed as usual. He turned around and headed out the gate, pulling his parka in around him. He took the paper package from his pocket, opened it and started on his wife’s crispy fried chicken, mushy peas and chips. 

Using his fingers as cutlery, Anthony picked away at the lukewarm food as he passed through Knocknaheeney on his way to his mother’s home in Manor View Estate. 

It was now after 3:00AM. Anthony had sobered up slightly after his fill of greasy food and the cold air. He walked up to the porch at the front of his mother’s house. The house was in darkness; only the porch light shone brightly. The street was dead quiet. Anthony knocked on the front door, somewhat  more calmly than he had knocked on his own front door a couple of hours earlier. When there was no answer, he rang the doorbell and knocked again. Still no answer.

Anthony walked around the back of the house and peeked in the windows. Darkness and nothing moving within. He walked back to the front street and noticed that his mother’s car wasn’t parked there. “Ah fuck it anyway,” he said to himself. “I forgot she’s babysitting for me sister tonight.” 

Tired, cold and still feeling a few of the effects of several pints of stout, Anthony decided to lie down in his mother’s porch and get some sleep. Before doing so, he unscrewed the bulb from the porch light, making it much darker. He carefully placed the bulb in the corner of the porch. Sheltered from the cold wind inside the porch and using a black doormat to block the rising damp from the concrete floor, Anthony Woodsworth drifted off to sleep.

At 4:30AM, Anthony woke to the sound of four gunshots. The sound of the shots appeared to have come from the back lane at the other end of the block. He then heard a vehicle race down the street and off towards Knocknaheeney. “Jesus, almighty! This is a terribly dangerous place.” Anthony thought as he shook his head.

Anthony stood up. He was shivering from the cold. He knocked at his mother’s front door again. Still no answer. He walked to the front gate in the garden and looked up and down the street. All quiet and still no sign of his mother’s car. He walked into the garden, unzipped his fly and pissed up on one of his mother’s rose bushes. He went back inside the porch and settled down on the floor mat again.

An hour later, Anthony was woken by a young man standing over him. The man was tall and athletically built. He had short dark brown hair, parted in the middle. He was dressed in all black except for a red bandana around his neck. The young man kicked Anthony to rouse him saying, “What the fuck are you doing hiding in here?”

Anthony, suddenly wide awake, looked up at the man. “I’m not hiding.  Who the fuck are you anyway?” 

“Who are you down with?” the man asked in a demanding and menacing voice. 

Confused, barely awake and somewhat sober, Anthony responded, “Down with? I’m not down with anyone.”

“What do you think of the I-P?” the man insisted on an answer as he towered over Anthony.

“What?” Anthony asked, his voice full of confusion as he scrunched his eyes and wrinkled his brow. 

“The Independent Posse!” the man replied, even more intimidating as he leaned over Anthony. 

“Ah fuck that shower of eejits.” Anthony dismissed the man with a wave of his hand. 

“Wrong answer!” the man said and he calmly produced a black semi-automatic pistol, held it two centimeters away from Anthony’s face, just below his right eye. Then he pulled the trigger. 

The hollow-point bullet made a hole nearly five centimeters in diameter as it tore through Anthony’s face. He slumped to the ground. There were some involuntary spasms from his body for a few seconds. Then nothing. Anthony Woodsworth lay dead at his mother’s front door in Manor View Estate in the heart of Independent Posse territory. 
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After Anthony stopped twitching, the assassin leaned in to see if he could find the shell casing that had been ejected out the right side of the slide of his black pistol. The gunman’s ears were ringing from the loud crack of the gunshot. When he could not find the silver-coloured shell casing, he started to panic; he was afraid that someone had called the police after the shot rang out. The young man stood up, turned and walked out of the garden. He pulled the red bandana up above his nose, covering half his face. Once out on the sidewalk, he broke into a jog and then ran faster towards a waiting car at the end of the block.

A few people living in Manor View heard the gunshot. Just like they heard the four shots an hour earlier. However, nobody dared to call 999. It wasn’t that they did not care. They did, but the regular people who resided in Manor View Estate were terrorized by the gangsters who lived among them. The reality was that they were too scared to get involved. 

At 6:45AM, Brenda Woodsworth parked her little yellow FIAT in front of her home in Manor View Estate. She picked her purse up from the floor by the passenger seat and exited the car. She retrieved her overnight bag from the back seat, locked the car and walked towards her front door. 

As Brenda walked along the short garden path, she saw the shape of a person lying in her front porch. Instantly, she knew something was not right. Brenda’s chest tightened and there was a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. 

Brenda instinctively knew that this was Anthony lying by her front door. She stopped walking and called out to her son. She had not yet seen the pool of blood.  “Anthony, is that you luv? I’m home now. I’ll open the door for you.” There was no reply.

Brenda took two more steps forward and could now see the thick pool of dark red congealing blood. “Oh Jesus, Mary and Joseph. What happened to you, Anthony?” Although it was not quite daylight, Brenda could plainly see her son’s face. Anthony’s eyes were wide open, staring at nothing. Brenda started to panic and breathe rapidly. She shook her son and called out to him. There was no response. She did not focus on the hole below his eye; she saw it as only a cut.

When she did not get a response from her son, Brenda ran to the rear of the house and unlocked the back door. She immediately picked up the telephone in the hallway and called 999. Brenda told the call-taker how she had found her son on her front porch. She reported that he must have fallen and cut his head.  Now he was unconscious. In her wildest dreams, Brenda would never have guessed that her son had been shot.

In less than ten minutes, the blue flashing lights of the ambulance came to a sudden halt outside Brenda’s house. Brenda met the paramedics at the gate and ushered them in to her son. “He must have fallen and split his head open. I can’t wake him. Please, for God’s sake, help him,” she begged as the tears rolled down her face and her voice trembled. 

The two paramedics rushed to Anthony’s limp body. As soon as they saw his face, they knew he was dead. They also knew this injury was not the result of a fall. “What happened to him?” one of the paramedics called out to Brenda. 

“I don’t know. I only came home a few minutes ago and found him here. He must have fallen. Will he be OK? Oh, please God, let him be OK!” 

The paramedic turned back to Anthony. She pulled the radio from her shoulder and clicked the button on the side. “C-A One-One,” she spoke into the radio. 

“Go ahead One-One,” the dispatcher answered.

“One-One, we have an adult male victim, possible G.S.W. to the head. We require the police here as soon as possible. Copy?” 

“Copy that. The Garda are advised and attending,” the calm dispatcher replied.

By now, the neighbors were starting to peek out their windows and a few had ventured to their front doors to see what all the commotion was about. A police car stopped abruptly behind the ambulance and two young uniformed officers ran to the front yard. 

One of the officers stopped to speak with Brenda and the other proceeded to Anthony and the two paramedics. The officer shone his flashlight onto Anthony’s face and stopped dead in his tracks. The young policeman’s eyes were as large as saucers when he saw the hole in the dead man’s face. The two paramedics were deep in conversation. They had cut Anthony’s shirt open and had electrodes stuck to his chest and legs, checking for signs of life.

“I think we should take him to C.U.H.,” the one who had called dispatch said.

“What’s the point? He has a huge hole in his head. He can’t survive. He’s dead,” the other whispered loudly.

“I don’t see any exposed brain matter! He is still somewhat warm. We must transport! He’s going to C.U.H.,” the woman responded quietly. She stood up and walked to the ambulance to retrieve a stretcher. 

“What happened?” the young Garda officer asked the other paramedic.

“I don’t know. It looks like he’s been shot in the head. His mam says she found him twenty minutes ago and she thinks he fell and hit his head on the step.”

The policeman turned, looked at Brenda and then turned back to Anthony. “Does she know that he is likely dead?” he asked in a low voice.

“God love her, no. We’ll transport him to Cork University Hospital now. Maybe they can work a miracle, but I would say they’ll be lucky if they can harvest some organs.” 

At this point a Garda sergeant arrived and took control of the scene. He directed the officer who was speaking with the paramedics to go with Anthony in the ambulance and report back with an update from the hospital as soon as possible. He called for reinforcements to guard the scene and directed the other officer to take Brenda to Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street, where she could be interviewed by detectives. The sergeant then called the duty inspector at headquarters. Duty Inspector Bob Keating was a senior officer who oversaw all Garda operations within the district, outside regular business hours.

“Hello Bob, you’ll have to call out the Serious Crime Unit for this one. We have a young male, shot in the head in front of his mother’s house in Manor View,” the sergeant reported.

“Is he deceased?” the inspector enquired.

“The paramedics will not pronounce him here. But Bob, he has a hole the size of a two-euro coin on his face. He can’t have survived that.” The sergeant provided the inspector with the few facts that he had and terminated the call.

Bob Keating’s next task was to notify Superintendent Paddy Collins, who was in charge of Investigations, and have him assign one of his units to take over this case. 
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At 8:15AM on that Saturday morning, Detective Inspector John Cahill was having a well-earned lie in. He purposely did not set an alarm as he had no intention of rising early. Nevertheless, he always kept his phone close by as he never knew when the next call-out was coming. And at 8:15 AM, the call-out came as the phone lit up on the bedside table. It vibrated violently a second before it rang. 

Jules, John’s wife, shot up in the bed and looked across at the lit-up phone next to her husband. “What now?” Jules sighed, as she guessed her husband would have to go to work. She was worried  how long he would be gone for.

John reached out from under the covers and grabbed the phone. He looked at the call display and saw it was ‘Superintendent Collins.’ “Oh Jesus, can’t I get one fucking day off?” John muttered under his breath.

John answered the phone as he rolled out of bed and put on his housecoat. “Hey boss, what have ya got?” He spoke softly as he walked into the kitchen and switched on the electric kettle. He sat at the kitchen table and grabbed a notepad and a pen. In doing so, he had disturbed his two greyhounds. As usual, they were sleeping in their huge wire crates in the kitchen. Lucy, the older and larger of the dogs, started to whimper. She wanted to get outside. John covered the speaker on the phone and shushed the big red dog. 

“I’m sorry to ruin your weekend, John, but we have new business in the city. Some fella has been shot in the head in front of his mother’s house in Manor View Estate. His mother found him on the doorstep around 6:45AM,” the superintendent said apologetically. 

“Not Manor View again!” John responded with frustration in his voice. “This has to be gang related. That entire place is a rat’s nest full of gangbangers.” 

“I’m afraid I haven’t much more information for you. There are no witnesses, except for the victim’s mother who didn’t see anything. She only found him.”

“Not your fault boss! I’ll be in within two hours,” John answered, resigning himself to another long day. 

Jules walked into the kitchen and started to make two cups of instant coffee. “Are you going in?” she asked, knowing what the answer would be.

John nodded as he opened the dogs’ crates, led them to the back door and took them to the back paddock. It was an unremarkable, overcast day. But when John stepped around the side of his house and was greeted by the view of the Atlantic Ocean, as always, it took his breath away. 

***
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JOHN AND JULES CAHILL had lived at Inchydoney Beach in West Cork when they married in the early 1980’s. Back then, John was a moderately successful racehorse trainer and jockey. They had six stables at the rear of their house and John used the two long sandy beaches as his training ground. However, in the early 1990’s, he suffered a career-ending fall from one of his horses at Down Royal Racecourse in Northern Ireland. He spent several months in the Royal Victoria Hospital in Belfast where he met his closest friend, Fred Nesbit. At that time Fred was a constable with the Royal Ulster Constabulary and was recovering from life altering injuries that he sustained in a bomb blast. Both men made miraculous recoveries. Fred was unable to return to regular police work and went to work in the R.U.C.’s training college. Although fit for most things, John was unable to train and ride horses again. 

Constable Fred Nesbit convinced his friend to move with his family from Cork to Belfast and join the R.U.C. John joined the R.U.C. in 1994. He eased into the unfamiliar territory of police work, with such ease, that he soon progressed through the ranks. 

As the R.U.C. evolved into the Police Service of Northern Ireland, people like John Cahill, with a Republican, Catholic background, became more acceptable. John’s career took off. After being promoted to detective inspector, he was transferred to the Professional Responsibilities Unit. John caused upset with the police union and some senior officers when he investigated two police officers who neglected their duty and left a young man, from the marginalized Traveller Community, to die. 

In order to protect John from the wrath of some ‘old school’ beliefs, the assistant chief constable arranged a secondment to the Garda across the border in the Irish Republic. John and Jules moved back to their homestead in Inchydoney. His original assignment with the Garda was to lead an Integrated Fugitive Squad; however, the Garda bosses in Cork soon realized his potential as an investigator and put him in charge of the newly formed Serious Crime Unit in Cork City. 

*** 
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JULES JOINED HER HUSBAND at the front garden of their house and handed him a steaming hot cup of coffee. “How long can you keep this up?” Jules asked, squeezing his hand. She wondered how long he could punish his body and mind working the extremely long hours and seeing, first hand, the carnage and evil that came with being a homicide cop. 

“I can’t retire for another few years. I hope they’ll let us stay here until then. But my five-year secondment is almost up. I really don’t want to go back to Belfast. Do you?”  He took a sip of his coffee, looking over the horizon of endless ocean. “I’ll suck it up as long as I have to in order to stay here.  Lucy, Molly, come on inside!” he called to the two greyhounds and headed for the house.

“Yeah right!” Jules replied as she slapped him on the butt. “You love the work. I don’t know how you’re going to retire.” 

***
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JOHN SHOWERED AND DRESSED, grabbed a couple of slices of toast and hopped in his car and began the forty-five-minute drive to Cork City. As he approached Bishopstown, on the west side of the city, he started to phone his team. He left it until now to give them at least an extra hour at home with their families. 

At Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street, John made his way to his office on the second floor. He fired up his computer and got the bare facts of this latest incident. Then he moved next door to the incident room from where they would run the investigation. 

At the top of the whiteboard, John wrote the incident number assigned to this case. He then wrote the victim’s name and underneath, ‘G.S.W. to the head.’ Next, he wrote the address at Manor View Estate where the incident occurred. Then he wrote the victim’s mother’s name and the time that she called 999. At this point he had nothing further to add. 

His team were now arriving. Detective Garda Pete Sandhu, the team’s analyst, looked at the whiteboard and delved into various databases. Within minutes, Pete had Anthony Woodsworth’s age, date of birth, his address on Harbour View Road and Anthony’s wife’s name. 

Next to arrive were Detective Garda Eddie Jenkins and Detective Sergeant Mike Williams. Both were among the most accomplished interviewers that John had ever worked with. Detective Sergeant Jeff Rafter and his partner Detective Len Benoit arrived seconds later. The last to arrive was the youngest member of the team, Detective Garda Tim Warren. John partnered with Tim most of the time and they had developed an understanding of each other, especially when interviewing suspects. This had led to numerous confessions. 

As the members of the Serious Crime Unit settled in for what looked like it would be a long day, John debriefed with the first officers at the scene and gathered as many facts as he could from them. Then he spoke by phone with the sergeant at the scene in Manor View and requested a canvass of the immediate neighbors, in case anything suspicious was seen or heard.

Pete Sandhu updated the inspector on what he had learned about the victim. Pete had also discovered that Darryl Lyons and his girlfriend lived directly across from Brenda Woodsworth. Lyons was one of the top men in the Independent Posse street gang. Lyons was usually in the company of Tyson Rolland. Rolland had assumed the leadership of the Independent Posse gang after the Serious Crime Unit took Mikey Galvin and his brother Georgy out of the picture following an extremely complex homicide investigation almost two years earlier. 

“That’s interesting,” John commented as he read the information on Darryl Lyons. “What are the chances that somehow the I-P are involved in this?” he asked Pete in a hushed voice. “Does Anthony have any ties to gang life?”

“As far as I can see, he has no connections to any of the gangs in town, but I’ll dig a bit deeper to confirm that. He’s come to the attention of the police a few times but it’s all domestic- related. It appears he has a nasty side to him when he’s been drinking. His wife, Caroline, calls 999 when he starts acting up.” Pete handed the inspector several pages of reports that he had printed. 

John stood at the front of the incident room and immediately his team stopped what they were doing and looked at him, pen at the ready and notebooks open. The briefing started.

“Thank you everyone for coming in on a Saturday morning. I’m sure you all had other plans for the weekend but here we are again,” John greeted his team with a smile. Then he continued with the serious business. “We believe our victim is Anthony Woodsworth, thirty-four years old, living on Harbour View Road. He was found this morning at 6:45AM by his mother. Mr. Woodsworth was lying in her front porch at Manor View Estate. He had been shot in the head. He was conveyed to Cork University Hospital by ambulance and has since been pronounced deceased.” John’s team were making frantic notes as he presented the facts of the case. 

“Mike, Eddie! Head to his address on Harbour View. His wife’s name is Caroline. You’ll have to notify her of Anthony’s death. Find out what he was doing at Manor View at his mother’s.” John assigned his first task of the investigation while Pete kept notes on who was to do what.

“Jeff, Len! You guys make your way to Manor View Estate and canvass the area. Be vigilant in that neighbourhood. Just be aware that the infamous gangster, Darryl Lyons, lives directly across the street from our murder scene. And a block away lives the lovely Trish Langford, the bride of Georgy Galvin so that’s another Independent Posse stronghold. Be careful. Tim and I will interview Brenda Woodsworth, the deceased’s mother. She's here now. Uniform brought her in this morning after she called 999.” John closed his notebook, bringing the briefing to an end.
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“What do you think this lady can tell us? Detective Tim Warren asked his boss as they made their way to Interview Room # 1. “Maybe she did it.”

“When has it ever been that easy?” John sighed. He knew this investigation was going to be anything but straight forward. 

When John opened the door to Interview Room # 1, he saw Brenda Woodsworth sitting in the corner on a black plastic chair that was bolted to the floor. Brenda was distraught. Her eyes were wet and red from crying. Brenda was a robust woman with dark brown short curly hair. John saw how fragile she looked as he introduced himself and Tim. “Brenda, I’m going to record our entire interview with you so you do not have to go over it again.” 

Brenda nodded and muttered something inaudible as Tim left the room to turn on the video and audio recording equipment. Once John explained that he needed Brenda to give a full account of her morning, she sobbed and asked, “How is Anthony? Did he wake up in the ambulance?”

John sat opposite the woman and slowly blinked his eyes. “Let’s cover everything that you can remember first. It is very important that we understand how you found Anthony and it may help us find out how this happened.” John hated himself for ignoring the woman’s plea.

Although very upset, Brenda described her evening babysitting her grandchildren at her daughter’s house in Ballyphehane. She stayed overnight but left very early in the morning because she wanted to be home to do some chores. Brenda went on to describe how she found Anthony. She told the detectives that he probably came over to her place during the night because his wife would not allow him in the house if he had ‘drink taken.’

Brenda was convinced that Anthony had fallen and hit his head on her front step. She asked many times during her statement if he was OK. John agonized about not telling Brenda that her son was dead and that he had been shot. But it was important that he got her statement now, while it was still fresh in her mind. John also questioned Brenda about any possible criminal or gang associations that her son had. As far as she knew, there were none. Nevertheless, once he was sure that Brenda had told them everything that she knew, he had to tell her the bare facts.

“Brenda, I must tell you this and it’s going to be difficult to hear. Anthony did not fall and hit his head on your step. Anthony was shot and unfortunately died. Anthony is dead,” John said while he held Brenda’s hand. The wording he used sounded callous but he had to ensure that there was no doubt in Brenda’s mind that her son was dead. 

Brenda gasped for air. She tried to say something but then wailed, “Noooo!” She cried uncontrollably as she tightly gripped the inspector’s hand.

John let her cry as he and Tim exchanged glances. Tim felt like crying himself. No matter how many times he had witnessed this scene play out, it still hurt him. 

After several minutes, Brenda started to process what she had been told. “How could he have been shot?” she asked between sobs. “Who would shoot him at my front door? Anthony was good boy. He was a bit fond of the drink but he had a kind heart. Who would do such a thing?” Brenda begged for an explanation. 

“I have no answers for you at this time,” John said. “Right now we just don’t know what happened to Anthony. But I promise you that we’ll do everything possible to find who did this and put them in prison where they belong for a long, long time.”

“Where is Anthony now?” Brenda asked as she began to cry again.

“He’s at the morgue at Cork University Hospital. I will get someone to take you back to your daughter’s in Ballyphehane. Unfortunately, you can’t go back home for now. I’ll make sure his wife knows how to make arrangements for Anthony, later on today. Tim will sit with you for a few moments while I plan to get you to your daughter’s place.” John was somewhat relieved that he was able to get out of the awful atmosphere in the interview room. 

Minutes later, he returned with a uniformed officer who was going to drive Brenda to her daughter’s home. When she was gone, Tim turned to his boss, “She didn’t see that coming, did she? She couldn’t believe it when you said Anthony had been shot.”

“I hate doing that, Tim. I despise myself for trying to advance our investigation while the poor woman is pleading with us for information about her son. We can be so callous. Sometimes I hate this fucking job!” 

Mike Williams telephoned his boss to update him on the meeting with Caroline Woodsworth. Caroline described how Anthony had come home inebriated. She had locked him out and refused his peace offering of a chicken supper. 

“What time did Anthony leave Harbour View?” John asked the detective sergeant.

“It was between 1:15AM and 1:30AM. She is pretty good with the time because she looked at the clock when he first knocked,” Mike answered.

“Was he on foot, or driving or did he take a cab to his mother’s?” 

“He was on foot. She had control of the car and he wouldn’t spend money on a cab, according to Caroline. She sounds tough but she’s really very upset about his death,” Mike said, slightly relieved that he had answers to the inspector’s questions.

“Mike, can you or Eddie walk from Anthony’s house to his mother’s place on Manor View so we can get an idea of what time he arrived? Don’t march like soldiers. Stroll along like a drunk,” John requested.

“It’s pissing rain boss!” Mike hoped the inspector would change his mind.

“Use an umbrella or tell Eddie to do it,” John said with a smile as he hung up the phone. 

Eddie Jenkins looked across at his partner as the rain spattered on their windshield. “What does the boss want?” he asked Mike.

“He wants you to walk from here to Manor View to see how long it takes for a timeline on Anthony’s movements,” Mike said with a glint in his eye. 

“For fuck sakes! It’s lashing rain. Can’t I do it this afternoon when it stops raining?” Eddie groaned while pulling up the collar of his coat, getting ready to brave the rain. 

“He wants you to walk it slowly too, like a drunk would.” Mike was enjoying himself as his partner had taken the bait... hook, line and sinker. “I’ll see you at Manor View Estate. I’m going to head up there and help out with the canvass.” 

Eddie stepped out of the car into the rain and Mike started the engine and drove off.

Jeff Rafter and Len Benoit attended to C.U.H. and spoke to the emergency room doctor who attended to Anthony when he was brought in. “There was nothing we could do for the poor man,” the doctor said as he tut-tutted. “He died as soon as the bullet struck him. I think the ambulance crew were extremely optimistic when they brought him in.” 

“Is there anything else that you can tell us, maybe a time of death?” Jeff asked.

“He was dead for maybe an hour. The pathologist should be able to tell you much more after the autopsy.” The doctor turned to walk back to his department. “Oh, hang on a second!   When we cut off his clothing, we did find something that may be useful.” The doctor told the two detectives to follow him. 

The doctor stepped into a small office in the ER. He unlocked a desk drawer and retrieved a small brown transparent pill bottle. He handed it to Jeff Rafter.

Jeff held the bottle up to the light and looked inside. It contained a silver shell casing from a pistol round. “Where did you find this?” he asked.

“When the patient was moved from the ambulance gurney to the bed, we cut off his coat and his sweater and this fell onto the floor. It was hung up inside his coat. It’s probably from the bullet that killed him.” The doctor was quite pleased with himself for presenting this piece of evidence. 

Jeff called his boss to report as soon as he could. John told him to bring the shell casing to forensics right away. 

Sergeant Jennifer Martens was in the  forensic lab at Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street when Jeff Rafter delivered the shell casing. Sergeant Martens donned a pair of latex gloves and carefully opened the pill bottle. She removed it by placing a pencil inside the opening at the end of the casing. Sergeant Martens examined the markings at the base of the shell. “S&W .40cal” was stamped into the base of the shell casing. She told the officers what she had found.

“That’s the same type of ammunition that we use,” Jeff Rafter said. “There’s a lot of power inside that little shell casing.” 

“I’ll do some further tests and take a closer look at this. I’ll update your inspector later today,” Jennifer commented, dismissing the detectives. 

An hour later, Sergeant Martens walked into the incident room, holding the transparent pill bottle in her hand. She sat in a chair in front of the inspector’s desk and placed the pill bottle in front of him. John picked up the bottle, held it up to the light and looked into it. “It looks familiar,” John said, shaking the little container. “It looks like the ammunition that we use.”

“It probably is,” Jen Martens replied, taking a breath as she was about to launch into one of her expert opinions. “I went to look at the deceased at the morgue. She placed a brown envelope on the desk and pushed it towards the inspector who opened the envelope and looked at four printed photographs inside. “What do you see when you look at these photos of Mr. Woodsworth?” the sergeant asked.

“That’s a big hole in his face!” John said, scrutinizing the photograph. “Close range too. I can see the blue stippling around the edges of the wound.” 

“Very good.  I would say the gun was fired only a couple of centimeters from the skin. I also think it was a hollow-point round.” The sergeant paused, waiting for the inspector to ask her why.

John was not in the mood to play her games today. “Yeah, you’re probably right,” he agreed in his flat North Side, Cork City accent. “A regular round would have a much smaller entry wound and there would be a huge exit wound. The deceased does not have an exit wound.”

“How do you know? You can only see the front of his head in these photographs,” Jen Martens quizzed the detective.

“Ambulance would not have transported him with two holes in his head. That’s classified as an obvious death,” John answered, without making eye contact, as he was staring at the photograph of the dead man’s face. 

“The autopsy is scheduled for tomorrow at 9:00AM at C.U. H. Will you send someone to attend?”  the forensic sergeant asked.

“No Jen, I’ll leave it with you and your team. The cause of death is going to be a gunshot wound to the head. Call me if there are any surprises.” 

When Sergeant Martens left the incident room, John put one of the photographs of Anthony Woodsworth on a notice board next to the whiteboard. 

“Tim! With me. We’ll head up to the scene and see if they need help with the canvass.” John opened his desk drawer and retrieved his Glock 27 snub-nose pistol. He picked up a full magazine from the drawer and walked to the loading station in the corner of the  incident room. He pulled the slide back on the pistol, locking it in place. He snapped the magazine into the handle of the gun and pulled the slide back, let it go and slide forward again, engaging a round in the chamber. He placed the gun in his holster. Tim Warren walked to the Kevlar lined bucket at the loading station and did likewise, with his Glock 23. Both men grabbed their coats and headed out to their unmarked patrol car. 

Tim drove out the rear of the Garda Station onto Eglinton Street; he turned onto Albert Street and headed north across the bridge that spanned the River Lee. He drove across the quays to Mulgrave Road and towards the North Side. Tim drove up Cathedral Road, through Gurranbraher and turned right on Bakers Road and then left on Harbour View Road.  This was where Anthony Woodsworth started his last journey. Tim turned on Knocknaheeney Avenue and finally into Manor View Estate. 

John and Tim looked at some of the houses in Manor View Estate as they drove. Most were townhouses in rows of four, six or ten. Many of the blocks had at least one derelict house on them, with boarded up windows and gang graffiti painted on the boards. The estate was built in the early 1970’s, among much fanfare, when the Taoiseach, the Irish prime minister, cut the first sod. There was no manor to view, only the large ugly concrete water reservoir in Knocknaheeney. Manor View Estate was built to provide affordable housing for working class families, in the hope of establishing a strong sense of community. However, many people looked at the estate as a public housing experiment that went horribly wrong; terrible social and economic problems existed in the estate. As time progressed and unemployment in the area grew, the gangs and the drug dealers were the only ones who were thriving. 

When they pulled up in front of Brenda Woodsworth’s house, both were pleasantly surprised. Brenda had a lovely garden with rose trees and other shrubs. There would be colourful flowers blooming in the spring and summer. She kept a tidy lawn and her house looked bright and cheerful. 

The uniform officer, guarding the entrance to the front garden, raised the blue and white police tape for the detectives. Once they had passed under the tape, he jotted a few words in his notebook, ‘Serious Crime, inspector and detective on scene, 2:45PM.’ John stood back and looked at the large pool of dark red congealed blood on the step of the porch. “Jeez, that’s a lot of blood,” he said to the forensic officer, dressed in all white overalls, who was taking photographs and measurements around the step. 

“There’s always lots of blood from a head wound,” the officer replied.

“What’s that?” Tim asked as he pointed to an object in the corner of the porch.

“That’s the lightbulb from the porch light. It’s been screwed out. I don’t know if it was done to conceal the body or what. We’ll test it for fingerprints and DNA later,” the forensic photographer replied as he refocused his camera and continued with his task. 

“That’s odd,” John remarked as he walked around the side of the house to the back yard. 

Mike Williams and Eddie Jenkins showed up outside the police tape and were joined by John and Tim. “Two hours,” Eddie said rather sourly as he looked up at the sky, waiting for it to rain again. “He may have done it quicker than that, depending on how drunk he was, but it wouldn’t have taken Anthony any longer than two hours to walk from Harbour View Road to here.” 

“He should have arrived here around 3:00AM,” Mike Williams added, grinning. “I don’t think it was raining when Anthony made his journey. You didn’t get too wet, did you, Eddie?” 

“Fuck off,” Eddie replied, rubbing his hands together and stomping his feet to warm up. 

John smiled; he knew exactly how Eddie ended up walking in the rain. “What’s the update from the canvass?” he asked the others. Mike Williams shrugged his shoulders. “Send Jeff and Len a text and have them meet us at Gurranbraher Garda Station. We’ll have a coffee there and debrief. Eddie can have a bowl of soup.”  John winked at Mike and walked to his car. 
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​​Chapter 5
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The Serious Crime detectives met in a vacant incident room at Gurranbraher Garda Station at Bakers Road and Cathedral Road. This was one of the busiest stations in the region. It was in the heart of Cork’s North Side and was in Independent Posse gang territory. 

The six detectives sat around a table, drinking stale coffee from Styrofoam cups. “The first house we canvassed was Darryl Lyons’ place, directly across from the crime scene,” Len Benoit said, reading from his notebook. “Some skank who looked like she was fifteen opened the door. All she wore was a filthy short T-shirt.  She had spiky hair and her eyes were sunken into her skull.” 

“Charming,” John commented, encouraging Len to continue.

“She said she was at home all night with Darryl but Darryl went out this morning when he saw the police cars across the street,” Len continued as he turned the page in his notebook for the next update.

“That’s something. At least we know Darryl Lyons was in the area when the shooting occurred,” Tim Warren added, making a note in his own notebook.

“Nobody else in the immediate area claims to have heard anything all night until the ambulance came blaring up the road at around 6:45 AM,” Len said, again turning the page for the next update. 

“Unbelievable,” John remarked, shaking his head. “Nobody even heard a gunshot. A .40 caliber shot would be like a cannon going off in the middle of the night.”

“If I lived in Manor View, I wouldn’t tell you if I heard anything either. Most of these people live in fear,” Jeff Rafter said smiling, although he was being truthful. “Something has to be done about this.” 

“We went all through the estate until we got to Trish Langford’s house,” Len went on, pausing for effect. 

“Let me guess. Trish invited you in and made tea and biscuits,” John responded sarcastically.  

“Yeah right! Trish Langford is an ignorant bitch. Before we even asked a question, she said she knew nothing about nothing and didn’t see or hear anything and then slammed the door.” Once again Len paused. “Nevertheless, the next-door neighbours have a different story. Trish, her sister, you know, the one with the squint, and another girl, probably Samantha Brady, were sitting in the front yard around a fire last night. They were playing loud music and drinking. They quietened down around 4:00AM and about half an hour later there were four gunshots, followed by a vehicle taking off at high speed.” 

“Now that’s interesting,” John said. “Are they sure of the time, around 4:30AM?” 

Len nodded.

“Our victim was only struck once and there are no signs of any other shots, no ricochets or other shell casings. And 4:30AM is at least an hour too early.” John was trying to figure out the significance of this new information. “I don’t know what the connection is, but it’s not a coincidence.” 

John picked up his cell phone and called Jennifer Martens, the forensic sergeant. He asked her to send a team to the area of Trish Langford’s house and check for signs of a shooting. Then he called Pete Sandhu in his own incident room. John asked Pete to check the traffic cameras in the area for a vehicle driving at high speed around 4:30AM in the Knocknaheeney area.  

It was mid afternoon when John and Tim returned to the incident room at Anglesea Street. Pete Sandhu greeted them with some positive news. “I may have the speeding vehicle at 4:30AM. A white Nissan saloon went by the camera on Kilmore Road by the football club at ninety-five kilometers per hour. Here’s the plate number and the owner’s information.” Pete, efficient as usual, handed his boss a couple of sheets of paper.

John and Tim didn’t even hang up their coats; they turned around immediately and headed out to find the owner of the white Nissan. They drove to the opposite end of the city from Manor View Estate to a house in the Ravensdale Estate in Mahon.  It was an end house in a row of four houses and had a pretty front garden. An innocuous looking white Nissan was parked in the front driveway. 

Tim knocked on the door and it was answered by an attractive middle-aged woman. “Yes?” the woman asked, as she looked at the two men wearing suits.

John identified himself, showing his police badge and warrant card. The woman immediately opened the door back and invited the officers in. She led them into a tidy sitting room at the front of the house. In the sitting room was a sofa and two matching armchairs that appeared to be used only on special occasions. A coffee table stood in the center of the room.  On it was a family photo of the middle - aged woman, an adult male and two teenage boys. 

“What can I help you with, Guard?” the woman asked appearing quite worried. 

“I hope you can help us, ma’am.” John’s Cork City accent took the woman by surprise as most of the cops stationed in Cork City were from other parts of the country. John used his accent to put people at ease and gain their trust. “That’s your car in front?” He turned his head to the window. 

“It’s my husband’s car really, but he’s working on a gas field off the coast.” 

“Who was driving it last night?” John asked.

“Jesus, Mary and Joseph! What did he do?” The woman crossed herself and quickly switched from a worried look to an angry one.

“Who had the car?” John asked again.

“My youngest, James. He’s next door. I’ll call him now. What did he do?” 

“Maybe nothing. But we need to talk to him about where he was.” John did not want to give too much away in case this woman stopped cooperating
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