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      Rose Duff was born in 1941 and reared in Dublin among a family of nine children. At nineteen she met and fell in love with
         Jim Callaly, and they married when Rose was twenty-four. Together they adopted five children, with Rose becoming a full-time
         mother and housewife – enjoying family life in a time when life was simpler and society more secure. Rose and Jim were blessed
         with ongoing health and happiness and became grandparents for the first time in 2000, when their elder daughter, Rachel, gave
         birth to her first child.


      
      The unimaginable tragedy of Rachel’s murder in October 2004 led Rose to write this account of her daughter’s life and death
         and its aftermath. Though at times it was an agonizing process, Rose was determined to create this testimony and a tribute
         to Rachel’s memory. Rose and Jim Callaly still live in Dublin, surrounded by the love of their four children, Declan, Paul,
         Ann and Anthony, their daughters-in-law, Denise and Denise, and their six grandchildren.
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      To my darling Rachel,

      
      May this book forever reflect your
 beautiful spirit.

      
      Remembering Rachel’s little ones.
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      Author’s Note

      
      
      From the very first moment Joe O’Reilly rang our house that awful day, I knew that something terrible had happened. Nothing
         on this earth could have prepared me for the horror of the days and months we were to endure as the truth of what had really
         happened started to emerge. Everything about losing a child is painful; it is something that no parent ever wants to have
         to face, but when it happens through extreme violence and at the hands of the one person your child loved unconditionally
         and trusted with her life, it is the worst pain imaginable. The murder of your child changes your life for ever.


      
      After the initial shock and the pain of knowing you can never see your child again, the process goes on and on. You get through
         the days having to endure the identification of the body, the funeral, the investigation and eventually the trial and possible appeal. Murder
         is a crime that continues to destroy a family every single day. It is now five years since our daughter Rachel was murdered
         by her husband, and we now realize that the pain, sadness, anger and loneliness that grips our family will never go away.


      
      One of the hardest things for me about Rachel’s murder was the invasion of her privacy as the most intimate parts of her life
         were laid bare for the world to see. I do not want people to remember Rachel by the awful names she was called, or the way
         she was portrayed by people who do not know what love is. I want her story, the true story of her life and how she lived it,
         to be known. I have written this book to tell that story and to try to give an insight into the kind of person Rachel really
         was. It has been almost impossible at times to get it all down on paper, not only because of the emotions it brought to the
         surface, but because there aren’t enough words to express the true horror of our daughter’s brutal murder and the effect it
         has had on all our family.


      
      In telling Rachel’s story, my goal was to be honest and to honour our daughter’s memory. I have tried to remember the details of these excruciating five years as honestly as I could. Obviously, it has been a very traumatic and
         upsetting period in our lives, and between time passing, repeating statements for the Garda and the courts, and the extensive
         media coverage, the details have at times become hazy. I have done my utmost to describe things as they happened, but my recollection
         of small matters of detail may not be 100 per cent accurate. If I have made errors, I have not done so intentionally.


      
      In the midst of all this, my priority has been to protect our grandchildren, Rachel’s children. This is still my priority
         and for that reason, although they are a crucial part of Rachel’s story, I have gone to considerable lengths to respect and
         protect their privacy.


      

      
      
      
      
      Introduction: The True
 Story of Rachel’s Life

      
      
      ‘All rise.’ That phrase will always have the power to bring me right back to when we sat in Court Number 2. I can still feel
         what it was like when Judge Barry White’s tipstaff would announce his arrival, and he would make his way back into the court,
         all eyes on him, and the trial would then continue. Day by day, we were being shown that our daughter Rachel’s life with her
         husband, Joe, was far from the ideal picture of a happy family they gave the appearance of being. It makes you wonder how
         well we really know people and what goes on in the lives we think we know so well. Learning that my own daughter had a life
         so different to what I thought has changed for ever not only the way I think about what I see, but also what I think I understand.


      
      The marriage that had started out with such excitement for Rachel, the dream life with Joe that was all she ever wanted, turned
         out to cause her enormous pain and hurt. She could never give him what he thought he needed. Day after day, we were finding
         out that he had a cruel and irrepressible need to destroy his wife and let him move on. We will never be able to get over
         the way Joe O’Reilly systematically and intentionally tried to devalue and erode any self-esteem Rachel had left. He never
         showed any sense of fairness or justice towards Rachel or her memory and he carefully planned to rob Rachel and her children
         of their future together. Cruelly, that was not enough for him. Joe O’Reilly was so bitter and so resentful of his beautiful
         and popular young wife, he decided to rid his life of her entirely.


      
      Joe appeared to be fairly normal to us, but he was able to mask his true personality. I can now see quite clearly how manipulative
         he was, that he really believed he was entitled to behave towards Rachel as he did. Among all the other revelations that came
         to light during his trial, we learned that Joe had accused Rachel of being a bad mother to the point of being rough with her
         children.


      
      What was worse was that, once he had chipped away at her self-esteem with his lies and his infidelity, he tried to convince
         her of it herself. I just could not understand how the girl we knew and loved so well could be portrayed in such a light;
         it just did not seem possible. She was not perfect, just like I am not perfect, and I have made mistakes throughout my life
         that I would rectify if I could. But in all my life I have never consciously done any harm to anyone, and Rachel was the same.


      
      I, or anybody else that ever knew or met Rachel, would know what a brilliant mother she really was and I can only imagine
         the torture she was put through with the constant and persistent accusations she had to endure for God knows how long. Joe
         would paint a totally inaccurate picture of his wife for anyone who would care to listen, and I know how devious he was at
         creating the very image he wanted people to have of her, when it was really he who had all of the problems. When it began
         to emerge what Rachel had been subjected to and how she had suffered, I had thoughts about her murder that I cannot believe
         even entered my head. I try my best not to let that anger be any part of my thoughts but I find it a daily struggle. I have
         to keep remembering that no one can hurt Rachel any longer. Since Rachel’s death, I have been told by her friends how on numerous occasions Joe was verbally abusive and disrespectful to Rachel in front of them. This causes me great
         anguish and sadness, and I only wish I’d known at the time. I had never heard Rachel bad-mouth Joe in any way. She loved him
         so much and could see no wrong in him; she never could.


      
      Their relationship was certainly not equal in this regard. He seemed to think he owned her, but because his life with his
         wife did not satisfy him, he felt he needed more. I think somehow he blamed her for the lack of feelings he had for her at
         this time. It is evident he felt he needed more stimulation and excitement than Rachel could provide him, and as we know now
         he tried to fill this need with extramarital affairs. I have no doubt in my mind he will never find what he thinks he needs.
         I am firmly convinced that marriage would never fill this need and would not change him. I hope that he never gets the opportunity
         to repeat what he did to Rachel to any woman ever again. No amount of tears and sorrow will ever heal the permanent wounds
         he has inflicted on everyone who knew and loved Rachel.


      
      I cannot help thinking of how different her life would have been if she had met and fallen in love with somebody else, somebody
         decent who would have loved her in return and given her the life she really deserved. I know she would have made the right person very happy,
         and life could have been so different for her, and for the rest of us. For some reason that only God knows, it was not to
         be; Rachel gave her heart to one who did not possess a heart, and we all know how dismally all of her love and efforts to
         be a good wife and mother failed in his eyes. Ultimately her husband turned out to be her executioner, chipping away at her
         as he did before killing her. I cannot imagine a greater evil than what was done to Rachel. I do my very best not to think
         of him, but it is a cross I carry now and every day of my life.


      
      There have been many different parts of the whole ordeal that I have found particularly hard to bear, but being part of the
         trial of Rachel’s murderer was one of many nightmares that you would not wish on your worst enemy. It brought to light a Joe
         O’Reilly that we knew nothing about, a Joe O’Reilly it still seems so hard to understand. I had always accepted him as being
         the person he appeared to be and I was so wrong. I was completely taken in by him. We have been exposed to a side of human
         nature we had never known and we have to be thankful that, for most of our lives, we were unaware of its existence. The upsetting
         part for us is that Rachel never had a chance. She could never have done the right thing in the eyes of Joe, and that had
         nothing to do with Rachel. I wish we could have let her know that she was the best person she could have been, and that none
         of what she was experiencing was her fault. What should have been the happiest days of her life were ruined long before her
         murder. At one stage during the trial, I just could not understand how the girl we knew and loved so well could be portrayed
         in such a light, it just did not seem possible. I no longer have to wonder. I still do not know the whys but I have come to
         learn that is just how it is.


      
      I hope with all my heart that her horrific death will not have been in vain, and that there will come a change in the law
         whereby women are better protected from abusive partners. I hope that murders like Rachel’s are not allowed to happen so frequently,
         and if, God forbid, they do happen, that the balance changes in favour of the victims, not the perpetrators.


      
      It is now over four years since our Rachel was murdered, and it will soon be our fifth Christmas without her. Last Christmas
         was the hardest for me so far. The pain is unbearable. Sometimes, to distract myself, I get through the bad nights trying
         to work out a plan of how I could run away. Though I know this is not an option, in my darkest times I need some outlet from
         the stress and tension that is dominating my life. I long for peace and normality once again, and I hope to God I will find
         it soon. My fear is that I may never do so, because I now feel as though I am a different person. I have always been very
         happy with my lot in life. I have always felt blessed, and my family are, and always will be, the most important thing to
         me, which is why Rachel’s murder has changed me for ever.


      
      Part of that change is that I carry Rachel’s spirit with me every day, because she is no longer here to share it herself.
         That was taken from her, just like her right to tell her side of the story was brutally taken. I give thanks that she had
         such a strong spirit of goodness, and her bubbly personality was what people noticed when they first met her, and what they
         remember her for today. It was only after she was murdered we all realized that happy sparkle that was her very essence had
         been crushed a long time before she was murdered. I know she will always be remembered by those who loved her as the kind
         of person she really was. She was everything you would ever want in a daughter – happy, loving and so confident. I often think
         of the beautiful, loving little girl we were so lucky to have had in our lives, and I remember so fondly the different stages of life we had with her as she grew up.


      
      I feel strongly about telling Rachel’s story, as I now know it. The trial gave me an insight into what she must have gone
         through for years before she was eventually murdered. I want to shed light on that story, her story, to undo the lies that
         Joe told about her, and to destroy his picture of Rachel that was so very far from the truth. As Joe so often said himself,
         ‘I want to tell you this myself, as I do not want you to hear it from someone else’ – only this time, it will be the beginning
         of the true story of Rachel’s life.


      

      
            
      
      
      1. A Beautiful Child

      
      
      From the very start, Rachel captured our hearts. We have five adopted children, three boys and two girls: Declan and Paul
         first, then Rachel, our first girl, Ann, her sister, and last but not least our youngest son, Anthony. The fact that they
         were adopted and that we were blessed with having such a big family makes all our children hugely special to us. The babies
         were all about six weeks old when we adopted them with the exception of Rachel, who had contracted a virus. Although she had
         recovered from it well herself, she remained a carrier for it, and so we had to wait before she could leave the hospital and
         come home with us. I remember clearly the first day we met her – she was in a cot in the ward and she put her tiny arms out
         to Jim. That was the way she was to remain, always so affectionate. Part of his sorrow is that her great love is now no longer
         part of our lives. Jim says he will always remember her as the little girl out of the fairy-tale books, like Heidi or Alice
         in Wonderland. She always did look so beautiful in her pretty little dresses with her hair shining like silk, silver white
         in the sun, and her beautiful tanned skin as brown as a nut.


      
      Rachel was a beautiful baby, a lively toddler and grew into the most beautiful, capable, enthusiastic child, whose many friends
         from her early days will testify to her caring and loyalty, even when she was so young. One of the most vivid memories Jim
         and I hold of Rachel is of one day when she was just a baby and was toddling from the kitchen to the front room and back.
         At one stage, I became aware that she was out of sight and had gone very quiet. I rushed to the sitting room to discover her
         trying to climb up the chimney. She must have gotten as far as her head and her shoulders before she came back down, as she
         was completely black with soot, and her beautiful hair was completely obscured by soot, and her eyes just seemed to leap out
         of her little black face. She was having a go at getting up there again when I found her. I will never forget the job I had
         trying to get her cleaned up again. Afterwards, she made several attempts at repeating her exploration of the chimney before she finally realized that it had
         been blocked up. It is one of the memories that the rest of her siblings still laugh about, as they have all heard that story
         many times through the years, as had Rachel herself.


      
      Rachel was to bounce with such energy and enthusiasm throughout her short life. She always had this inexhaustible energy and
         would put her heart and soul into everything that she did, even when she was very young. One day, she came home from primary
         school and announced that she wanted to play the harp. You can imagine our reaction to such a small child picking such an
         unusual instrument! Apparently, a nun had told her she was good at it, so she’d taken a notion that she wanted to take lessons
         at school. There was just no dissuading her, but that was typical of Rachel. She loved it, practised hard and was very good
         at it. This would have been when Rachel was very young, only about seven years of age, a time when she was very much involved
         in gymnastics as well. I used to drive from one side of the city to the other, from Glasnevin to Muckross Park and sometimes
         to Chapelizod or Palmerstown, attending gymnastic competitions with Rachel. I often thought as I watched her practise that
         her joints seemed to be made of rubber. It was beautiful to see her perform. She also enjoyed swimming and had done since she was about two and a half: she could
         swim effortlessly at this stage. When she was a young teenager, Rachel started doing shot-put, and I was concerned that she
         would build up large muscles in her arms, which mightn’t look too good – but things like that didn’t concern Rachel. She was
         also a keen badminton player, and it was a sport that Jim and all of the kids played in a local club. I tried it myself, but
         I couldn’t ever really get the hang of it! Rachel continued to enjoy all sports and became very successful at them. From music
         to sport, she had an interest in everything – harp, guitar, singing and swimming, she was brilliant at all of them. Nothing
         would surprise you with Rachel, and she was the same her whole life: in April 2004, Rachel and her softball team friends entered
         The Guinness Book of Records for the world’s longest softball match, which was held over a whole weekend in Templeogue. She was instrumental in the organization
         of the event and was thrilled when they broke the existing record – all of their hard work had paid off.


      
      One of my clearest memories of Rachel’s childhood years was when she got a new bike from Santa. I think she would have been
         about seven years old. It was a shiny new red bike with a basket on the front and a carrier on the back; she was thrilled with it. When the children
         were small, we had a small seven-seater minibus. The seats at the back used to fold down, and I could put the pram and all
         the bikes into it, and we often used to go down to Wicklow on summer days and have picnics by a stream, where the kids would
         play happily for hours.


      
      The kids always loved to be outdoors, so we’d go out with them all throughout the year. One cold, dry, sunny Sunday afternoon
         a few weeks after Christmas, Jim and I put the three bikes in the minibus and took them all out to the Phoenix Park. The kids
         all set out cycling along in front of us on little paths that were far enough in from the roadway to be safe, and they were
         having a wonderful time. Declan, Paul and Rachel were cycling along, and I was pushing Ann along in the buggy. The kids loved
         the freedom and openness of the park, and would race each other up and down the pathways. They were used to seeing real cycle
         races held there, as Jim used to be a racing cyclist himself. He always loved and had a great interest in the sport and still
         does to this day. He passed a little of that interest on to the children when they were small. That day, we had been out for
         almost an hour and were on our way back to the car when all of a sudden Rachel took off, fearlessly leaving the path. She went tearing down a grassy hill straight across a very busy road with cars flashing by. I
         will never forget the fright we got that day; it was a miracle she was not killed.


      
      The following summer, when we lived in Glasnevin Park, there was a big green out in front of our house encircled by a fairly
         quiet road. The children were allowed to cycle on the path, but I would always keep an eye on them as I used to sit knitting
         in our front room, which overlooked the green. One day, I noticed Rachel cycling very fast around the roadway, flying around
         the green with her eyes closed. I couldn’t believe how dangerous it was, and how easily it could have ended in tragedy. She
         was not allowed to use her bike for a week after, and I don’t think she repeated that stunt again. I can remember closing
         my eyes as a child and trying to navigate my way as far as I could without having to open them. I never did it on a bike,
         though, probably because by the time I had a bike I had the sense not to. All in all, though, the world Rachel grew up in
         was a much safer time, and we enjoyed a simpler way of life. They really were happy, carefree days for her, spent playing
         out with her friends, and it is something that has been lost to our grandchildren, which is a terrible shame.


      
      *

      
      When we were living at that house, Jim’s eldest brother, Kevin, lived just a few doors up the road from us. We were always
         a close family, with all the aunts, uncles and cousins in and out the whole time, and that’s still true today. As a child,
         Rachel was very close to all of her family, and when Kevin came by, he used to lift her on to his knee and she would give
         him a big hug. He would then ask her who she loved best, and she would turn her back so Jim could not see her and she would
         point to Kevin and mouth the word ‘You’ to him. Kevin used to get a great kick out of that!


      
      We visited all of Rachel’s aunts and uncles the day of her First Holy Communion, which I had been so looking forward to. I
         had made her dress and knit a cardigan, with socks and a bag to match, with yarn so fine that it was almost like a cobweb.
         I will never forget how excited she was that day as we saw all the family, and, to add to the excitement, Rachel’s aunt Lucy
         was home on holiday from Australia and was staying with us. It was really a wonderful day.


      
      Family and friends have always been a big part of life both in our house and on holidays. When Rachel was growing up, we used
         to go away with six or seven more families every Hallowe’en weekend to country cottages in various parts of Ireland. The children
         were sometimes well over twenty in number and always had a ball. The crowd, adults and children alike, would go for long hikes during the daytime and then have
         a gathering in a different one of the cottages each night. Each year, we were sure to put on something special for the children,
         and they would all dress up for the Hallowe’en party. Rachel loved these times and used to look forward to them so much. No
         matter what she decided to dress up as, she always looked beautiful. Every photograph of her on those weekends makes me feel
         so sad – she was so happy back then, and we felt she had a wonderful future ahead of her.


      
      I feel the same when my mind goes back to how Rachel always loved her birthdays. She would be so excited at having all of
         her friends to her party. I would give her a number of people she could have over, between her school friends and her friends
         she’d play with near by. Every time, there would be double the number arriving than the number she was given – you could bet
         on it. She was so popular and had so many friends; her personality drew people to her even then.


      
      Our family was the centre of our lives, and my parents’ house was a place that all of our children knew very well. It was
         where we would all meet for family get-togethers, and all of our children were in constant contact with their cousins and relations; that was the kind of childhood Rachel had. Like us, Rachel was very family-orientated.
         She loved her grandparents and would have done anything for them, and they loved her in return. My own elderly mother was
         eighty-four years of age at the time Rachel died. Our family tried to keep the details of the circumstances of Rachel’s death
         from her, but she found out from the television in the end. As soon as she heard how Rachel had died, and that I had found
         her, she said, ‘Joe did it, he murdered her.’ My brother Eugene was very shocked, and he told her not to be thinking such
         things. She would tell me herself much later that, as soon as she heard the news, she was convinced immediately that Joe had
         murdered Rachel. She was broken-hearted, and she never lived to see him convicted. That said, I am quite sure both my mam
         and my dad were looking down on us in the darkest hours of the trial and helped in getting justice for Rachel.


      
      I have felt the loss of my parents so much through all of this horror and I miss the support that only your parents can give.
         Sometimes I am quite sure they are instrumental in the people who come up to us to offer their sympathy and support. I have
         often thought how just like my parents they are, decent, salt-of-the-earth people who just want to help. I am from a large family of nine, and each one of my siblings has been such a great support in whatever way they could be during
         our time of distress and difficulty.


      
      Jim’s family was an equally important part of our lives when the children were small, and are still today. Jim comes from
         a family of five: Lucy, his only sister, was the eldest; then Kevin, his brother who used to live near by; Jim was the one
         in the middle, followed by his brothers Tom and John. Jim’s dad, Jimmy Senior, died before we were married and never had the
         pleasure of seeing any of his sons married or any of his grandchildren. His mother Ina was just sixty-six when she died of
         heart trouble but she was alive for the weddings and the births of Kevin’s three children, some of Tom’s and she was alive
         when we adopted Declan, Paul and Rachel. Rachel was still only a baby when she died, but we were so glad Granny Callaly had
         met all of them and had been in their lives.


      
      I still look back on Rachel’s life and think about the joy she brought to us. I feel an indescribable sadness at every cross
         word we ever had throughout her short life. We did have our differences, like any mother and daughter, but thank God not many,
         though I wish we never had any at all. I wish I could wipe out any cross word that went between us. Unfortunately, it does not work like that, and I love and miss her so much that
         it tears me apart. I thank God she knew how much she was loved and, in turn, I know how much she loved us. Above all else,
         we mourn all the things that we can no longer share with Rachel and her two children as they go through life without their
         mother by their sides.


      
      I consider myself lucky to be able to always treasure those memories of her childhood, but I am saddened at the thought of
         all the experiences that were denied to Rachel, and all the memories of her children growing up that she will never have.
         Knowing that the little time she was allowed on this earth was so tainted by the treachery that was going on in her own home
         makes it much harder. The accusations she was confronted with must have left her feeling completely bewildered. No young mother
         should be surrounded by constant scrutiny, and I have no doubt what she was subjected to must have affected her confidence.
         She would not have experienced the simple pleasure of bringing up her own two children as any normal girl would, without constant
         criticisms and negative undercurrents going on around her. Rachel had her children’s interests at heart at all times – they
         were her children, after all. We all have our own ways of bringing up our children, and she had every right to do the same, but
         unfortunately, unbeknownst to us, she was not allowed her basic right to mother her children as she saw fit, and I have no
         doubt that the criticism she suffered must have caused her a great deal of pain. I only wish we had known and could have reassured
         her.


      
      My greatest wish in life is that her two little children will grow up in the knowledge of how much she loved them and that
         they were her reason for living. I pray that some day they will feel and know what a beautiful person their mother was. I
         sincerely hope that they both possess their mother’s wonderful spirit, because it will be the most important thing they could
         have to help them through life. They have lost more than any of us, and to be betrayed by their own father as they have been
         is the ultimate act of evil that can befall any child.


      
      Whenever I spent time with Rachel and the children, I often thought how she just loved to be with them – they were so happy.
         She never seemed to want anything more than to be with her family. Rachel’s greatest interest in life was being a mother and
         a wife. She might not have been the greatest cook, but she had a lot more to do in her family than a lot of mothers, as she raised her two children and literally did everything about the house and gardens herself with no
         support from Joe at all. Rachel had said to me on many occasions that Joe was never home, but I never realized until she was
         gone that it was literally the truth. When my children were very young, Jim worked very long hours, too, and I presumed that
         Rachel was in a similar situation. She felt the job was taking up far too much of his time, and he did not get to spend enough
         time at home. I wish I had realized the extent of the problem then so that I could have been more supportive.


      
      Joe, meanwhile, concentrated on telling stories about her that weren’t true and manipulated every situation to make her look
         as bad as he could to his family and friends, which we learned through email evidence presented during the trial. Who could
         pass such scrutiny at every level and come out with flying colours? No one is good at everything, and in normal circumstances
         someone’s faults would balance out with their gifts. Rachel’s circumstances were definitely not normal; her husband was having
         a separate life with another partner, he wasn’t honest or open with Rachel about any part of it and he seemed to think he
         had the perfect right to live as he wished, staying out to be with his lover whenever he thought fit, leaving his wife to cope whatever way she could. I often think of the beautiful big garden they had and how sad and alone Rachel must
         have felt at never having the company of her children’s father, which would have made their lives so happy and enjoyable for
         all of them. They might have enjoyed as happy a family life as we had, and their children could have had the kind of carefree
         childhood that had made Rachel the loving person she
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