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            ♪♪When Irish Eyes are smiling
Sure, 'tis like the morn in Spring.
In the lilt of Irish laughter
You can hear the angels sing ♪♪
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Prologue
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Background: Detective Inspector John Cahill

From Volume 1, 2, 3 and 4 of the D.I. John Cahill series: 

The Deadly Steps: Volume 1 

Alibi for an Alibi: Volume 2

The Strongest  Web: Volume 3

Time To Be Scared : Volume 4

John Cahill grew up in one of Cork City’s oldest neighbourhoods, 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. Later on, 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, John Cahill formed a close bond with fellow patient, Royal Ulster Constabulary Constable Fred Nesbit. 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. RUC Constable John Cahill was promoted to detective constable in 1997 and assigned to the Criminal Investigation Division (CID) 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 gunrunner 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 and Detective Inspector John Cahill was transferred to the Professional Responsibilities Unit, the force’s Internal Affairs Unit. 

	During this assignment, DI 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 a 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, DI 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, DI 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. 

	DI John Cahill hoped that the level of violence would subside if his team could only take the leaders of this loosely structured gang 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 realized he could not have been more wrong. The new leader of the Independent Posse was an ambitious sociopath with a propensity for violence, known only to the worst war criminals in history. The gangs employed child soldiers to do their dirty work and convinced these children that, due to their young age, they were untouchable. Only luck and the perseverance of the detectives of Cork City’s Serious Crime Unit ended the reign of terror, not seen since the days of the Black and Tans. 

Volume 4, (Time To Be Scared): Gang violence is at an all time low in Cork City. Nevertheless, drugs are still being sold and are readily available. Six years into his secondment to the Garda from the Police Service of Northern Ireland, Detective Inspector John Cahill knows he is near the end of his career. The only reason he is still posted in The Republic is because his old friend, Fred Nesbit, was recently promoted to the rank of Assistant Chief Constable for the Police Service of Northern Ireland and saw no reason to fix something that wasn’t broken.  Nobody is happier than Jules Cahill that the gang violence has slowed in Cork. She is hoping her husband will retire soon and they can lead a normal life on the sandy twin beaches of Inchydoney. 

	However, where there is money, there are drugs and where there are drugs, there is violence. ‘The Angel of Death’ is far from finished with Cork City.  Detective Inspector John Cahill and his dedicated team of detectives are faced with another string of disturbing, violent incidents. A chain of events begins with the shooting of an innocent man outside a busy nightclub in Cork City. Then millions of euros’ worth of drugs goes missing and a team of assassins come to Cork on a mission to seek and destroy the suspect in the theft. Kidnapping, torture and murder are the order of the day as Cork City’s Serious Crime Unit unravels the links between the crimes. Nothing is easy in the world of homicide!







Volume 5 (When Irish Eyes are Dying): Detective Inspector John Cahill finds himself in the midst of heart-wrenching investigations that delve into the darker sides of intimate relationships. As the city grapples with the aftermath of two brutal murders and a disturbing case of prejudice, Cahill and his team must navigate the complexities of intimate partner violence and societal intolerance. Against a backdrop of tension and urgency, the Serious Crimes Unit races against time to seek justice for the victims, even when the odds seem stacked against them.  When Irish Eyes are Dying explores the complexities of motive, the resilience of the human spirit and the unwavering determination of those seeking truth and closure in the face of unimaginable violence.
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March 14th

If there was ever a typical day for a funeral, this was it. On this bleak Saturday morning, the dark grey clouds hung low. The rain lashed on to the sodden wet ground in the graveyard off Church Hill in the village of Innishannon, half an hour west of Cork City. 

Only a handful of people stood around the grave, huddling under the oversized black umbrellas that the undertaker had provided. The funeral director himself held one of the umbrellas over the priest, who, as his glasses fogged up, was trying hard not to rush the prayers. The gravediggers had just lowered the coffin into the ground and shuffled into the background; one of them was shielding his cigarette inside his fist to avoid the rain. 

“What time is the cement truck coming?” John Cahill whispered to his wife, Jules.

“What?” she whispered loudly, trying not to look at him. Her sister at the other side of the grave heard her and glared across. 

John leaned down to his wife’s ear. “You know the cement truck to fill in the grave, to make sure she doesn’t get up.” 

Jules chuckled and bit her bottom lip to stop herself laughing. “Would ya shut up!” she murmured to her husband. She wanted to laugh but knew she shouldn’t. After all, it was her mother’s funeral. 

Elizabeth O’Brien, the deceased, had been an angry, bitter old woman for most of her life. She was one of life’s chronic complainers and even held a grudge about the outcome of the Irish Civil War, over in 1923, long before she was born. 

Maybe she had reason to be angry. Her husband died when Jules was just ten years old. Elizabeth deteriorated after that, and Jules, being the oldest, had to pick up the slack in the household. She went to work when she was fourteen, paid most of the utility bills and helped with her younger siblings.

Nevertheless, Elizabeth and Jules never got along. Their personalities clashed and they were always at odds with each other. When Jules married a professional jockey, Elizabeth thought it was the most shameful thing she could do. Years later, when circumstances forced John and Jules to move to Northern Ireland, and John joined the Royal Ulster Constabulary, Elizabeth pretty much disowned them. 

In Elizabeth’s eyes, Jules could do nothing right and John was working for the British. How dare he!

***
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THE MEAGRE GROUP HAD retreated for refreshments at the hotel on top of the hill overlooking the Bandon River. Jules’s sisters had hijacked the priest and fussed over him, ensuring he had plenty to eat. The poor man looked all around him, hoping he could escape to another table and talk to the men about sports.

Jules and John sat with Aunt Nan, another black sheep in the family. Nan and Jules had a very special relationship. Jules was much closer to her aunt than she had been to her mother. It used to bother her but not anymore.

Nan had been born with both a cleft pallet and cleft lip. She spoke with an impediment and was sometimes difficult to understand. Nan had been taken out of school before she completed grade six, so she could nurse her ailing mother and take over the housework. At the time, her parents didn’t think it a problem. They believed that Nan had no chance in life because of her disabilities; meanwhile they sent their other two children to private school. But whatever life threw at Nan, she took in stride and had a wonderful, cheery personality and a happy-go-lucky outlook on life. 

Nan O’Regan’s Cinderella lifestyle didn’t come to an end until she was in her fifties. Her ailing mother finally passed away, and her ancient father had to move into a personal care home. Then Nan’s maiden aunt left her a business in the town of Bandon. And it wasn’t just any business; it was a bar. Nan had zero experience in running a business, let alone a bar, but she took to it like a duck to water, and the locals loved her as a landlady. 

Nan would often hold traditional music sessions in the tiny bar. On those nights, the patrons would be packed into the small space like sardines in a can. She would cook up two huge pots of Irish stew, made with mutton and vegetables, while a fiddle player and a banjo player would belt out rebel songs to everyone’s delight.

“They’re a dull old crowd, aren’t they?” Nan said to Jules as she scanned the room full of mourners. “The priest looks like he’s ready to hang himself.” She nodded towards the priest as she sipped her tea. 

“What do you expect? Live music!” Jules teased her. 

“That’s what I want at mine,” Nan said, but this time she didn’t smile. She began to cough uncontrollably. 

“You need to get that cough checked out.” 

“I did. I went to the doctor last week.”

“What did he say? Did he give you anything?” Jules quizzed. 

“He did. He gave me another antibiotic.”

“This has been going on too long. It’s been weeks now.”

“Yes, he wants to send me for some more tests. Anyhow, no matter what it is, I’ve outlived the rest of them even with all that was wrong with me. I’m the last in the line,” Nan said with a mischievous grin.

“I don’t know about you, Nan, but I’m ready to run away from here. It’s bloody depressing,” John said, looking at his watch. 

“I closed the bar for the day. Do ye want to come in for a while on your way home?” Nan asked. 

“Yes, that would be great if you can figure out how to get us out of here,” John said. Jules looked at him and smiled. It was exactly what she had been thinking. 

“I’ll get another fit of coughing and tell them I have to go, and you have to drive me home.”

“Good, cough fine and loud,” John said quietly. 

***
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NAN OBLIGED WITHOUT having to put too much effort into pretending to cough, and the three made the ten-minute drive from Innishannon to Bandon. 

“I don’t know about the two of you but I’m famished. Those bloody sandwiches were awful. What would ye like to eat?” Nan asked as she made a pot tea for herself and her guests.

“Why don’t we go out? Our treat,” Jules said. 

“I can’t, pet. I’d love to, but this cough comes out of nowhere and I can’t stop when it starts.” Nan sounded disappointed. 

“Well then, we’ll order in,” John suggested. 

A half an hour later, they were eating Chinese food. 

“Have you been working much overtime lately?” Nan asked John.

“I hate to say it out loud, but it’s been nice and quiet. The gang violence has really calmed down.”

“That’s good. Jules said you were thinking about retirement.” 

“We got a new boss. I don’t know what to make of him yet, but he’s an administrator, not a policeman. He has a background in personnel. I think he’ll kick me out and send me back to Northern Ireland if he can.” 

“You know that in the twenty-first century, everyone calls it human resources,” Jules commented, knowing she was stirring the pot. 

“Yeah, yeah, it’s like Dirty Harry said in the movie, ‘Personnel is for assholes!’” 

“Will ye go back to Belfast?” Nan sounded a little disturbed; she didn’t want the Cahills to move back to Belfast. She loved having Jules close by. 

Jules looked at John, waiting for his answer. 

“I’ll go there long enough to tell them that I’m retiring.”

***
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JOHN AND JULES HAD moved to Northern Ireland in the mid 1990’s when John joined the Royal Ulster Constabulary. He needed a new profession as his career in horse racing had ended abruptly, after sustaining a serious injury in a race at Down Royal. A career in policing was suggested by his friend, Fred Nesbit, a policeman from Belfast. Fred Nesbit had also suffered a catastrophic injury and ended up in the same hospital ward as the injured jockey. 

In the 1990’s, at the age of thirty-three, John was too old to join the Garda, Ireland’s national police force. However, the RUC welcomed him with open arms. As the RUC transitioned into the Police Service of Northern Ireland, peace between the warring factions in Northern Ireland began to settle in. John Cahill’s new career flourished as he progressed through the ranks, to the rank of Detective Inspector. Several years ago, John was given the opportunity to return to Cork and work with the Garda in an integrated unit. This unit was short- lived, but his Garda boss, Superintendent Paddy Collins, managed to keep John in Cork and put him in charge of the Serious Crimes Unit. 

***
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“WHAT HAPPENED TO YOUR old boss?” Nan asked. “He was a lovely man. What was his name?”

“Paddy Collins. They forced him to retire. I don’t know if he wanted to go or not, but it was definitely time. You’re right, he is a great guy and was the best boss I’ve ever had.” 

“How old is he?”

“Sixty-six, he managed to hang on for an extra year. I hope he gets at least another twenty years out of his pension.” John smiled.

“And you don’t think the new fella will keep you around?” Nan asked.

“I doubt it. All he thinks about is money. He doesn’t care about solving crime or catching killers. He wants everything done during the working day and no extra costs. He has his sights set on bigger and better things and saving money is what he thinks will get him there. Not catching killers. I’ve only spoken to him a couple of times, but that’s the impression I get from him and that’s how he got as far as he’s got.”

“Will he retire?” Nan looked to Jules. Jules shrugged her shoulders.

“I asked for my pension numbers, and we can both retire. We’re in good shape,” John answered. 

“What would you do all day?” Jules now asked. 

“I’ll help you with the garden and get under your feet,” he joked. 

John and Jules lived at Inchydoney, near Clonakilty, the next major town west of Bandon. Inchydoney was home to two long, beautiful sandy beaches, separated by a rocky outcrop. The Cahills’ house sat on top of a steep hill, overlooking the West Beach and the Atlantic Ocean. They had lived there since they married in the 1980’s, and John trained racehorses there, using the extensive beaches as his training ground. 

As they tidied up the takeout packaging, John’s phone rang. Jules sighed and gave him a dirty look. It could only be one thing...work calling!
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John looked at the call display; ‘Duty Inspector’ it read. Jules glared at him as he fished the phone from his back pocket. He rolled his eyes when he read the call display. 

“Inspector Keating, what can I do for you?” he said, sounding a bit more fed up than he should have. 

“Well now, I’m not calling to check on your health,” the duty inspector answered gruffly in his thick Tipperary accent. “I tried to get hold of your new boss, but he didn’t answer his phone. He’s likely on the golf course. Anyway, the uniforms went to do a wellness check this afternoon at a house in Dillons Cross and found the body of a young woman.” 

“You say it’s suspicious. Is it an accident, self-inflicted, or was she killed?” John asked.

“All I’m told is that it’s suspicious,” the inspector answered. “She was found in a stairwell leading up to the attic, and the door leading to the stairs was blocked off from the outside. So she didn’t block the door herself.”

“Are there any signs of a struggle?”

“There doesn’t appear to be, but the lads did some checks and there’s a history of domestic violence at the address. One of the forensic lads is working today and he’s on his way to the scene,” the duty inspector replied.  

“Alright, I’ll head in. I’ll call my team on the way.” John was about to hang up.

“Do you need them all for this?” the duty inspector yelled, knowing the call was ending. 

“Now you’re worried about the overtime? After you called me,” John jeered into the phone.

“Well, you know what this new fella is like!” The duty inspector sniggered and hung up.

John put the phone back in his pocket and looked at his wife. “What now?” she asked, not sounding at all happy. 

“There’s a suspicious death in Dillons Cross. It sounds like it’s probably going to turn into a homicide,” John groaned.

Jules didn’t answer as she looked at her aunt. “Nan, will you drive me home later?”

“I can’t see him retiring anytime soon,” Nan joked. 

John was already wearing a suit since he was coming from a funeral. He also had his sidearm strapped safely to the small of his back. He carried it all the time now, ever since Jules was targeted by a killer that he had put behind bars. She had a narrow escape when a thug tried to run her over, only to be thwarted by a police surveillance vehicle. 

On the drive to the city, John hoped that this would be a quick and easy call where they would find a simple solution to this poor woman’s death. As he approached the outskirts of the city, he called his team. None of them were happy to be receiving a call on a Saturday. The Serious Crimes Unit was a small team consisting of only seven members. Five detectives, the detective inspector, and an analyst. 

Once John arrived at Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street, he went to the Incident Room and fired up his computer. The first thing he checked was the Computer Automated Dispatch record of the call for service. The information was sparse, but from what he read, he agreed with the attending uniform officers that it didn’t look right. There were no signs of a struggle, but the door to the attic stairs was blocked off by a large heavy old cabinet It had been dragged across the floor to block the door to the stairs from the outside. The woman could not have blocked the door herself and then died on the stairs. The responding officers didn’t disturb the body; they only confirmed that the woman was dead.

John pulled up a map of the city on his computer and looked at the street view of the house. It was a small, single- storey terraced house with an attic skylight. It was on Old Youghal Road, just east of Dillons Cross and across from Courtney’s news agents. 

It wasn’t long before the rest of his team arrived. John searched the computer records associated to the address and found that Tara Murdoch lived there. She was thirty-eight years old. He learned that police had attended there a few months earlier for a domestic incident. Tara was having a dispute with her boyfriend of five years and was ending the relationship. Her boyfriend had developed an addiction to crack cocaine and was becoming abusive. She wanted the boyfriend out, and she wanted advice on how to obtain a protection order. John scanned the report again. Tara hadn’t reported any violence, so the boyfriend hadn’t been arrested. John thought that this was a good starting point and made a note of the boyfriend’s name.

While he was still preparing for his first briefing with his team, John received a phone call from the forensic officer who had attended the scene. “There’s no sign of a struggle here,” Garda Kelly Tangney said. “That cabinet that was blocking the door up to the stairs is fairly heavy. She wouldn’t have been able to pull it along and close the door. Somebody else moved it and blocked her in.”

“Are there any signs of violence on the body?” John asked.

“I haven’t got that far yet. She’s fully clothed, wearing a black T-shirt, blue jeans and socks, no shoes. She’s face down on the steps with her head facing up to the attic.” 

“Any idea how long she’s been there?” John asked.

“A few days at least. Her T-shirt is rolled up a bit, and you can see the lividity on her stomach. Rigor has been and gone, so definitely a few days.” Garda Tangney was referring to the purple discolouration on the skin, when the blood pools at the lowest point and the joint muscles stiffen after death.  In some cases, it can last up to four days. “I’m going to call for reinforcements. The sarge will be thrilled to get called on her day off.” Tangney sounded defeated at the thought of disturbing his sergeant. 

The first officers who had attended the scene came to the Incident Room to debrief. They told their story to the inspector. They had been dispatched to the home in Dillons Cross for a ‘well-being’ check on Tara Murdoch. The complainant, Marianna Scanlon, was worried about her co-worker because she didn’t show up for work for two days. Marianna knew that Tara had been involved in a bad relationship. The first responders had checked PULSE, the computer data base, before attending the call and were aware that there was a protection order in effect. 

When the officers arrived at the home in Dillons Cross, they found all the blinds closed, and there was no answer to their persistent knocking. They called the complainant, Marianna Scanlon, who told them that Tara always kept her house bright and the drapes were always open. The officers tried to phone Tara, but it went directly to voicemail. They called their sergeant who directed them to force entry. It took eight kicks to break the front door down as it was reinforced by a door jamb from the inside. Once inside, the officers checked all the rooms on the small ground floor and observed a large cabinet blocking a narrow door leading to the attic. They pushed the cabinet a few inches and peeked in the door. They saw the deceased, face down on the stairs. They forced the door open, and Tara was cold to the touch and unresponsive. They knew she was dead and called it in.

John instructed the officers to complete their notes and reports before retiring from duty and headed to the whiteboard to write the few details that he had. He was glad that it was Garda Tangney from the Forensic Unit who had taken over the scene. He was a diligent, hardworking officer whose attention to detail was second to none. Minutes later, Kelly Tangney called back. “I found a receipt from that second- hand shop on Shandon Street. Someone pawned a PS3 video game yesterday. Kevin Clarke is the name on the ticket. So someone was in here yesterday, and she was definitely dead at that time.” Tangney spoke in a strong rural Kerry accent that he developed, growing up in the Kenmare end of the Black Valley.

John found himself listening intently, through the strong accent, and thanked the officer while he checked through the papers in his hand. Kevin Clarke was the man who was escorted from the premise a few months ago. Clarke was the ex-boyfriend, addicted to crack cocaine. She had obtained a court order to keep him away from her. “In your opinion, this death is definitely suspicious?” John asked. 

Garda Tangney confirmed his suspicions. “It doesn’t look right. I hope I’m wrong.”

“I think you should leave it until we get a search warrant,” John instructed, ending the call. “Well, if it’s a homicide, at least we have a suspect,” he muttered. 

Tim Warren, the youngest member of the team, looked at the inspector and turned to Detective Sergeant Mike Williams. “He’s doing it again, talking to himself!” Williams smiled.

The briefing was short and the assignments were few; after all, they weren’t even sure they had a homicide on their hands. Garda Pete Sandhu, the unit analyst, began preparing the application for the search warrant. Mike Williams and his partner, Detective Garda Eddie Jenkins, went to speak with the deceased’s friend who had called police to check on her well-being. Detective Sergeant Jeff Rafter and Detective Garda Len Benoit headed to the scene to interview the neighbours. 

An hour later, Sergeant Jen Martens, the supervisor of the Forensic Identification Unit, attended to the Incident Room, accompanied by Garda Kelly Tangney. Martens, a tall lady with an athletic build and collar- length blonde hair, was perfectly suited to ‘Ident’ as it was known throughout the force. She was meticulous in her approach to her job and took it very seriously. Sergeant Martens, above all else, liked working with the Serious Crimes Unit because they had the most interesting cases and usually got great results. 

“Happy Saturday!” Martens said sarcastically to the inspector. They sat in front of the whiteboard for their first official briefing. Garda Tangney described the scene and showed the inspector the photographs that he had taken that led him to believe that this wasn’t an ordinary death. The most revealing photograph was not the one of the dead body, lying face down on the steps, but rather of the photo of the heavy cabinet that was used to block the door leading to the attic. 

“That’s a very heavy piece of furniture!” Tangney said. “It’s solid mahogany with big brass handles on the doors and drawers. It’s roughly two metres by one metre. There’s no way that she could have pulled that against the door from the stairs. Whoever put that against the door... locked her in there.” 

“Was she dead at the time that she was locked in?”

“There’s no way of knowing. At least until we get a closer look at her,” the officer answered.

“What do you mean?” John asked.

“If she was murdered, we’ll probably determine she either died there on the stairs or was placed there after her death. But if she died of an overdose or a heart attack on the stairs, she was locked in there for some reason,” Tangney answered. “I didn’t notice any obvious marks on the inside of the door that would suggest she tried to get out, but then again, I didn’t look very hard.” 

“Right so! Pete is gone to get the search warrant. You should head back to the scene and he can drop off a copy to you, once he gets it.”

Len Benoit called the office to report on the neighbourhood canvass. “Tara’s next-door neighbour had seen her in the back yard four days ago. They exchanged a few cordial words and there was nothing suspicious. She sees Tara’s boyfriend on and off. The neighbour described him as surly and rude but wasn’t aware of any issues between them.”

“Has she heard any shouting or yelling from next door?”

“No, the neighbour knew the police were at the house a few months ago but doesn’t know why. Tara never discussed it. She sees Kevin Clarke here all the time so that protection order isn’t being enforced,” Len said.

Seconds later, Eddie Jenkins popped his head into the Incident Room. “We have Marianna Scanlon here, she’s the friend who called in the well-being check.” John made a note in his log. 

Within an hour, Pete Sandhu handed over a copy of the search warrant to Jen Martens who was at the scene. It didn’t take long before John’s cell phone lit up. “I’m going to text you over a couple of photos,” Sergeant Martens said. 

“What am I looking at?” John asked, staring at the first photograph to come through. It was almost exactly the same as the one that Kelly Tangney had shown him of the victim lying face down on the steps. But the next photograph answered his question.
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The forensic officers had turned the victim over. There was a small paring knife stuck into the victim’s neck, all the way up to the handle. “Holy fuck!” John said as soon as he realized what he was looking at. 

“I’d say we have another homicide on our hands,” the sergeant said.

“There’s not a lot of blood.” John stared at the screen of his phone, moving it and zooming in on the wound. “Do we have another scene? Was she killed somewhere else?”

“These steps are so steep that it’s almost like she’s standing up,” Jen answered. “She probably bled internally; we’ll find out later at the autopsy. The only blood is a smear on the wall near the body. Oh! One last thing, Kelly lifted a fingerprint off the edge of that cabinet. It’s in an area where you would grab it to move it.”

John updated his log and picked up a police file photo of Kevin Clarke. “Well now, Mr. Clarke, I suppose we have to find you and see what you have to say for yourself.” Then he called Jeff Rafter and instructed him and Len to attend the second-hand store on Shandon Street. “Seize that PS3 system and see if they have CCTV of whoever brought it in. See if you can find out anything else about Kevin Clarke.”

In the meantime, Tim had identified Tara Murdoch’s next of kin. Her father was her closest relative and he lived in Swansea in Wales. Tim was relieved because he wouldn’t have to carry out the awful task as he arranged for the local police to make the notification.

In Interview Room #1, Mike Williams and Eddie Jenkins were speaking with Marianna Scanlon. Marianna worked with Tara at an optical store on Oliver Plunkett Street in the city centre. Marianna called police to check on Tara when she didn’t show up for work either on Friday at noon and again, this morning at 9:00 AM. Tara didn’t have work on Thursday, but Marianna spoke with her around lunchtime. She tried to call her friend on Friday and Saturday, but there was no reply. Marianna didn’t have any emergency contact information, so she felt she had to call the police. 

Marianna told the detectives that she had worked with Tara at the optical store for the last four years. Tara was sixteen years older than the younger woman, and she considered Tara to be her ‘work mom.’ Marianna described Tara as a homebody. She rarely socialized outside of work and had, only once, ever been inside Tara’s home. Marianna told the officers that as she lived in Mayfield, she often dropped Tara home after work. Marianna described Tara as a very ordinary person; she smoked but was trying to quit and only had a couple of drinks if they ever went out together. 

Mike Williams was having a hard time keeping up with Marianna. She had a lot of information to share. She also spoke about a few of Tara’s male friends. One was Clive. Tara and Clive were close and used to see each other regularly. They played video games at one another’s home, but Marianna didn’t think they had a physical relationship. She knew Tara had a key to Clive’s apartment and sometimes would go there to feed his cat. 

Marianna also spoke about Tara’s ex common- law, Jack. Jack and Tara lived together for about six years before Tara met Kevin. Jack was an alcoholic and their breakup was mutual. Marianna knew that Tara and Jack occasionally hooked up, especially when Tara and Kevin were going through a rough patch. 

Mike frantically wrote in his notebook. Marianna was the perfect witness for background information as she knew all the gossip from her workplace. She also knew that Tara had a cousin who lived nearby. She didn’t know the cousin’s name but knew his wife’s name was Marge. Tara and Marge were close and used to meet up most Tuesday evenings. 

Mike asked Marianna if she knew anything about Tara’s current boyfriend. Marianna took a deep breath; she was just getting started. “Let me tell ya about Kevin Clarke! He’s an abusive bully. He would do things like let the water run when she was out, just to run up her water bill. He never contributed anything to the household budget. He spent all his money on himself. Tara would kick Kevin out, and a few weeks later, let him back in.” 

Mike asked if Marianna knew of any violence between Tara and Kevin. Marianna narrowed her eyes and clenched her jaw. “A few months ago, that bastard forced his way into Tara’s house when she answered a knock on the door. Kevin grabbed her and slapped her and then tied her up with duct tape and raped her. The next day at work, I saw the bruises on Tara’s ankles and wrists. I asked her what happened and she told me.” Marianna took a breath. Mike wasn’t about to interrupt her as she was on such a roll.

“I told her that she should report the incident to the police. But Tara wouldn’t go there. She was afraid of the consequences for Kevin if she reported it, especially since she got the protection order, because she still allowed him in occasionally. She said it was her own fault.” Marianna was now tearing up. 

“Whatever else, it wasn’t Tara’s fault. That was Kevin’s fault, nobody else.” Eddie Jenkins tried to comfort the witness. “Did Tara say anything else about that assault?”

“Tara’s voice was raspy when she was telling me about this. I think that bastard choked her.  I suppose I could have called the police.” Marianna gulped, trying to stifle a cry.

“When did this assault happen?” Mike asked quietly and calmly.

Marianna took a few deep breaths as she contemplated the question. “Seven, maybe eight weeks ago.”

“Did Kevin ever steal anything from Tara?”

“He stole everything from her! He stole her laptop, her jewelry, her PS3, even her microwave. Then he’d sell them at some second-hand store, and poor Tara would go and buy them back, then he’d do it again a week later, just to buy his crack!” Marianna sounded angry now. She finished her statement by saying that everyone who knew Tara wanted her to leave Kevin once and for all. “I don’t know why, but Tara kept going back to him.” After Marianna left, Mike and Eddie briefed the inspector. “She has all the gossip, but she’s a good friend to the victim,” Mike said. 

“Yeah! She has a ton of information. But now she’s thrown out two more names, Clive and Jack. Find out who they are. We can’t rule them out either. Ask Pete to help you. And see if we can find out about Marge who’s married to her cousin.” John sighed inwardly.  

Jeff Rafter phoned his boss from the second-hand store on Shandon Street. “Boss, Clarke sold a ring at the same time he sold the PlayStation. It’s a woman’s white gold ring. That was at 10:30 AM yesterday. He was also in the shop on Thursday evening, around 5:00 PM, and sold some more stuff. Some small appliances and video games.”

“Seize it all. Give the shop owner a receipt, anything else?”

“Yeah, they know Clarke very well here, he’s a regular. He has sold the same PS3 several times, and some woman keeps coming back and buying it. They also have CCTV here, and Clarke was wearing the same clothes he wore on Thursday as he did on Friday. Do you think she was dead on Thursday evening?” Rafter asked.

John sighed. “That makes sense. She was probably killed sometime on Thursday, and he kept going back to steal more stuff from her.”

“Mike!” John yelled out to Mike Williams. “Call your witness and ask her if the victim wore a ring and ask her to describe it.” 

Minutes later, Mike Williams poked his head into John’s office. “White gold, narrow band,” he said, describing Tara’s ring, the same one in the second-hand store.

The phone rang; it was Kelly Tangney. He had identified the fingerprint lifted off the cabinet as belonging to Kevin Clarke. “That’s good enough for me,” John said. Minutes later, he addressed the rest of his team about the latest information. They all agreed that Clarke was the most likely suspect although the fingerprint on the furniture was inconclusive. He lived in the house on occasion and could have touched that cabinet anytime. It was impossible to put a date on fingerprints. 

Pete was tasked with preparing a ‘Wanted’ bulletin for Kevin Clarke that would be distributed by email to every Garda in the city. The BOLO (Be On The Lookout) tag was also placed by his name on PULSE, the internal database. Clive and Jack, the other men in the victim’s life, also had to be located and interviewed. They could not be ruled out just because Kevin Clarke was the most likely suspect. 

Tim Warren had identified Kevin Clarke’s parents, and John and Tim went to speak with them. Willie and Donna Clarke lived in a modest, well-kept bungalow in Upper Fairhill. Willie and Donna were heartbroken to hear that Tara was dead. What John and Tim found surprising was the older couple immediately decided that their son, Kevin, was responsible. “He was always trouble,” Willie said, tipping the ash from his cigarette into an ashtray as they sat around the kitchen table. Donna nodded her head in agreement. 

Donna explained. “He left home when he was seventeen and to be honest, it was a relief to us. Sure, we couldn’t control him. He met up then with a girl from Togher, and they had two little kids together.”  He has nothing at all to do with those children or the girl now. We see them now and again, but she doesn’t want anything to do with Kevin.”

“Does Kevin have any mental health issues?” John asked.

“Not at all! He’s just a feckin’ brat,” Willie answered. “He tried calling a few times over the last few days, but we didn’t answer. He’d be only looking for money. And he doesn’t have a key to this place! He’s not allowed into this house, sure, he’d rob us blind.” 

“She was a lovely girl, Tara was,” Donna said, the tears now running down her cheeks. “We told her to get that protection order, but sure she still gave him a key. I know she was scared of him, but she couldn’t let him go.”

“He did terrible things to her,” Willie added.

“Like what?” John probed while Tim wrote in his notebook.

Donna took a deep breath and then let it out slowly. She glanced across the table at her husband, and he gave her a slight nod. “One day he was desperate for money, and she put a €50 note into her mouth so he wouldn’t take it. He grabbed her by the throat and choked her almost unconscious until she spat it out. He had to have his drugs. And another time, he tied her up and raped her.”

“And she told you all of this?”

“Yes, she told me,” Donna said, “but she wouldn’t tell the police. She was very scared of him.”

“He showed up here a few weeks ago and wanted to borrow my car,” Willie said. “Of course, I wouldn’t give it to him, so what did he do? He kicked a big dent into the driver’s side door.”

“Do you know what type of drugs he uses?” Tim asked.

“Cocaine,” the older couple answered in unison. “That crack stuff,” Willie added and stumped his cigarette into the ashtray. 

John and Tim drove away from the house on Fairhill. “Kevin is looking pretty good for this now,” Tim suggested as they drove along Fairfield Avenue towards Blackpool. 

John’s phone rang; Pete Sandhu was calling with an update. “Marge Cunningham, a friend of the victim, called. In fact, she’s married to the victim’s cousin. Marge drove by the scene and saw all the police tape and guessed something awful had happened to Tara. She lives on Harrington Square. That’s on...”

“That’s OK, Pete. I know where it is.” John cut him off.

“I forgot, you know every lane and alley on the North Side,” Pete joked. 

John directed Tim to Old Youghal Road and past the blue and white walled garden that hosted a grotto and the statue of the Blessed Virgin, at the top of a block of cottages on Harrington Square. John didn’t speak but pointed to one of the neat homes facing the statue. He was thinking about why the victim stayed with that savage after all the abuse she took from him. He closed his notebook as Tim parked. 

Marge Cunningham answered the door within seconds of Tim knocking. She was in her early forties with shoulder- length hair tied in a ponytail. She wore a casual grey track suit and black and white running shoes. She invited the detectives into the kitchen and automatically filled the electric kettle, offering tea to her guests. John told her that it wasn’t necessary, but she insisted. It was as if she was trying to delay the inevitable. 

Once tea was served, Marge went to pieces when her fears were realized. John told her that Tara was dead. Marge buried her face in her hands and cried bitterly. After a minute or two, she composed herself and immediately knew that Kevin Clarke was responsible. She didn’t hold back when she looked directly at the detectives. “That fucking bastard! I knew he’d kill her one day and I told her that, but she wouldn’t listen.” Marge once again cried into a tissue. Nevertheless, she wasn’t about to let her grief stop her telling the detectives everything that she knew.  “Tara was my best friend. We texted each other every day, several times a day, and often met up for coffee.” 

Marge knew all about Kevin raping Tara and about tying her up with duct tape. She also knew that he slapped her around. But Tara would never call the police. In the end, she broke down and got the protection order but turned around and gave him a key to her place. Marge sounded very frustrated with her friend. “He was starting to get more violent. Tara complained of very rough sex where Kevin would choke her. He was getting off on that.  She showed me bruises on her neck a couple of months ago and bruises on her thighs.” Marge sounded embarrassed that she hadn’t done more to protect her friend. 

John sensed this. “You couldn’t have done anything else. At least you were here to listen to her. I’m sure that was a big help to Tara.” 

“He was very cruel to her,” Marge continued. “He would degrade her and talk down to her all the time. The slightest thing would set him off. She was very unhappy but couldn’t finish with him.   He sold her microwave and a load of stuff from the kitchen and her computer games and laptop. Then she’d go and buy them back and he would do it all over again.”

John asked Marge is she knew who Jack and Clive were. 

Of course she knew them.  “Sure Jack wouldn’t hurt a fly. But he’s a martyr to the drink. And there was nothing going on between Tara and Clive, they were only good mates.”

John and Tim drove back to headquarters after leaving Marge. “It’s a classic case of the cycle of domestic violence,” John said.

“You’re right,” Tim answered. “They describe it to you as a recruit and it’s hard to believe it can happen, but here it is as clear as day!” 

Jeff Rafter and Len Benoit found Jack Coughlan at his apartment in Ballincollig, a suburb of Cork City on the west side of town. Jack had black, greasy hair and appeared to be nursing a permanent hangover when the detectives met him. He didn’t take the news of Tara’s death very well. He broke down crying and blamed himself for not having a better relationship with Tara, and that was why she ended up with “a scum-bag like Kevin!”

Jack knew Kevin very well; they drank together several times and Jack even lent him money on a few occasions. It sounded like a weird relationship. Jack and Kevin were drinking buddies, yet Tara confided in Jack and told him all the bad things that were happening in her life. Jack knew that Kevin had sexually assaulted Tara. He knew that he had choked her out on more than one occasion. He also knew that Kevin stole from Tara regularly. More than once, he cleaned out her bank account. Yet Jack did nothing about it. In his own words, he was “too weak and too drunk.”

Jack said that he tried to text Tara on Thursday and Friday, but she never responded. He showed the detectives the text messages on his phone. His alibi was his job at a nearby pharmaceutical plant and one of the local bars. Jack was riddled with guilt and self-pity.

Jeff and Len didn’t suspect Jack had anything to do with Tara’s death. As they were about to leave, Jeff asked him if he could describe any of Tara’s jewelry. Jack smiled as he remembered. “She had a gold cross and chain that I bought for her
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