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Part One
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Peter McGarr





Pulling his car onto the shoulder of the dual carriageway, McGarr peered down into the valley of the Shannon.


Below him stretched a vista that had remained unchanged at least since Ireland had been cleared of its forests in the seventeenth centurya patchwork of green fields, iridescent under a pale sun and bounded by a web of gray-stone walls.


The pattern stretched in every direction as far as the eye could see, dotted here and there with bright bits of black-and-white cattle that were feeding on the last green grass of the year before being confined to barn or haggard the winter long.


It was fully autumn now, and the smoke of kitchen fires could be seen rising from farmhouse chimneys into the chill air. Down in one low field, a hopeful farmer was disking the land to plant winter wheat in spite of recent snow. A cloud of crows wheeled in the lee of his tractor, diving for the grubs and worms that the bright blades were turning up.


The Shannon itself divided the idyllic scene, as in many ways it did the country, east from west. A wide and sinuous strip of silver, the river had overflowed its banks in places, rushing to the sea. But on a high bluff in a bend of the confluence lay the town that had summoned McGarr. Because of the report of two deaths. Murdered together in bed, the caller had told him.


Called Leixleap (literally, Salmon Jump), it was a collection of no more than three dozen houses around the spires of two churches and a bridge over the river. The ruins of a sixteenth-century castle occupied the highest ground, and there was even the outline of a mottean ancient earthen fortfrom pre-Christian days when the river had been the main thoroughfare of the Irish Midlands.


Lined with narrow vintage dwellings, Leixleaps old main street traced the river with tour and fishing boats tied along a diked wall. There was even a riverside parkcourtesy of an EU grant, McGarr would betjutting out into the stream. At the bridge, the old cobbled street formed a T with a newer road that was lined with shops that were busy on this, a Saturday.


Its there youll find me, the voice had said to McGarr on the phone. Mine is the biggest, prettiest, and surely the most valuable edifice in town. And its that that bothers me, Peter.


Sitting in his office in Dublin Castle, where he had been completing paperwork of a quiet Saturday afternoon, McGarr had waited.


Finally, the man had added, It was done, Im sure, to finish me. And it will, without your help. Youre my only hope.


McGarr had turned in his chair and looked out the grimy window into Dame Street, which was choked with shoppers and traffic, now as Christmas approached. Thehubris of the man is what he remembered of Tim Tallon, who had been a schoolyard bully.


Son of a powerful and wealthy judge, he had thumped and punished every smaller boy at the prestigious Christian Brothers Academy in Synge Street. Until he stole from one, who had the courage to tell. And the good brothers had promptly expelled the hulking lad.


That one had been McGarr, a much younger scholarship student who found Tallon waiting for him after school when McGarr set off for his working-class home in Inchicore. Across Dublin the larger boy had gone at McGarr repeatedly, with the fight broken up mercifully by a publican on one corner, a butcher on another.


That man had whispered in McGarrs ear before releasing him, Now, RedIll give you a running start. If you dont think you can get clear, youre to lay for him with something solid. Go for the knees. Then, stay out of reach.


Good advice and well taken. In an alley off Davit Street, McGarr had surprised Tallon with a length of lumbera low blow to the side of one knee. And then, nipping in with short, sharp punches, he had drubbed the larger, slower boy, until yet another charitable adult had finally intervened. On Tallons behalf.


At home that evening, McGarrs fathersmoking a pipe in his easy chair in their diminutive sitting roomhad glanced over his newspaper, taking in McGarrs broken nose and black eyes, his torn and bloody school-uniform jacket and trousers, and finally his bruised and scraped knuckles. Something to say? he had asked.


McGarr had not.


Are you right, lad?


McGarr had nodded.


And youll find the money for new gear? he asked, there being eight others at the time in the family.


Again McGarr had nodded.


Sois there anything that needs attending? He meant, at school.


McGarr shook his head.


Regarding him, his father had smiled, which was a sign of approbation from the unassuming good man who very well understood what growing up in Dublin could be like. Go in to your mother now. Maybe she can patch that nose.


McGarr had neither seen nor heard from Tim Tallon until the phone call now some forty years later. And with what? Only the report of a double murder, if Tallon could be believed.


Sure, Peterweve been following you and your career in the papers and on the telly forhow long has it been? Decades. And when we found them dead only a minute or two ago after the maid opened the door to make up the room, well then I says to meself, says I, Ill call Peter. Hes an old friend and mighty. Hell handle this thing the way it should be handled. Hush-hush, like.


Tell you true, weve scrimped and scraped, worked and saved to build this business andChristsomething like this could ruin us surely. You know how things go.


McGarr did indeed, if there were in fact two naked corpses lying in the bed, as Tallon had reported. Chief Superintendent of the Central Detective Unit of the Garda Siochana, the Irish Police, McGarr was the countrys chief homicide cop, head of what the newspapers called the Murder Squad. And there was no way Tallons wish could be met ultimately; sooner or later tragedy of that sort would have to be made public, with the media making the most of it.


But in the near while, at least, McGarr would see for himself. And youve told this to nobody else?


Nary a soul.


The local guard.


The sergeant? Janie, I wouldnt think of it. Hes a bastard, that one. A regular town crier, if you know what I mean. Hed have it on every tongue in no time, and only Id be the loser. Its why I called you, Peter. Tell me youre coming down, tell me you can keep this quiet. Im beside myself with worry.


McGarr said he would be there.


In, likea patrol car?


Ill drive my own, if you prefer. McGarrs modus operandi was to accommodate people whenever he could. Often their wishes were revealing.


Id like that, I would. And no need to park in the street. Pull right through the arch that joins the buildingsyou cant miss itand park round back. Ill be waiting. When do you think youll be getting here?


Presently.


Slipping the receiver into its yoke, McGarr decided that Tim Tallon had changed little from their schoolyard days. No mention had he made of who had been killedtheir names, their familiesonly how the deaths would affect him personally. And his pocket.


McGarr reached for his hat.
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Tim Tallon






Before pulling through the archway, McGarr stopped his car and glanced up. THE LEIXLEAP INN, a large painted sign proclaimed.


It pictured wigged and powdered gentry debouching from a gilded coach before which hounds and footmen milled. Girded by a bib apron and with lackeys in train, the proprietor could be seen approaching the coach, golden brimming flagons in hand.


A fire blazed beyond the open door of the inn, and a long table groaned with provender. In the street a rural idyll was being played out, mainly by handsome swains, busty lasses, and towheaded children. Of course, there was a blacksmith present, shoeing a horse.


That had been the idealwhen? Perhaps in the eighteenth century, but more probably never.


And yet the reality at the end of the twentieth was little different, at least in regard to the building, which was really two large gray-stone structures that shared one roofline. They were joined in the middle by an archway. What looked like a pub stood to the left and the inn proper to the right.


With large and rounded Georgian windows and a patterned slate roof in three colorssalmon, teal, and graythe twin buildings were surely handsome. And each had two fronts, McGarr discovered when he drove through the arch into a wide fan-shaped courtyard that was the car park of the inn.


When first constructed, the complex had faced the river, not the street, and the remains of a formal garden led down to a stone wharf where a rather large speedboat was docked.


Outbuildings, once stables, lined the cobblestone courtyard, which was packed with cars. McGarr parked his Mini Cooper in the last slot remaining and got out.


A short stocky man in his mid-fifties McGarr had a long face and an aquiline nose that was bent to one side. His eyes were gray, and the hair that could be seen tufting from under a twill cap was red and curly.


McGarrs overcoat was twill as well. And with a brown knit tie on a patterned beige dress shirt, neatly pressed brown trousers, and shell cordovan brogues, he looked rather more like a successful countryman than a confirmed Dubliner and the nations top criminal detective.


Locking the car, he turned toward the building.


Is that a toy car? a young voice asked. He had not noticed the girl who was sitting in the sun against a wall. She was pointing to his low-slung and boxy Cooper, which was something of an antique, although well preserved.


Combining a powerful engine with catlike cornering, the hybrid design was perhaps the ideal vehicle for the narrow city laneways and winding country roads of Ireland.


No more than what youre holding is a toy, he said jocularly. Whered you get that? Does your mammy call you on it?


With both hands the girl was grasping a beeper, as though attempting to divine its secret with a prayer. There was a pause before she looked back up at McGarr, hopefully it seemed. Do you think she can?


Certainly, if arrangements are made.


No more than seven or eight, the girl lowered her tangle of blond curls to the device. What arrangements? When? Could you do it?


It was then they heard a door open, and a gruff voice bellowed, Out! Get out! How many times do I tell you this isnt a play yard. If your fathers in the bar, go to him now. If hes not, get yourself home. Ill not have you begging from my guests.


Jumping up, the girl said, I wasnt begging, and scampered across the cobblestones toward the archway.


Bloody imp. No mother at home, her father and uncle up in the pub. I suppose you cant expect more from her. But Ill not have her here under foot or tire.


Big as a boy, Tim Tallon had become a large man with a span of shoulders and narrow hips. But he had acquired a sizable paunch, andboth pigeon-toed and bowleggedhis gait seemed less of a stride than a sideways shamble, belly first.


Unlike McGarr, who was nearly bald beneath the cap, Tallon had kept a thick shock of dark hair that was only now graying along the sides, and his face was handsome in a pugged way, apart from a double chin.


McGarr took in the rest of Tallon, as he approached:


Beneath a pricey Barbour fishing jacket, the man was wearing a Prussian blue shirt and puce-colored knit tie. Casually, the top button was left undone. Blue jeans and a pair of leather half-Welliespolished to a mirror sheencompleted his garb. And in all he looked sportingly stylish and very much the proprietor of the hostelry behind him.


Tallon held out his hand. Good to see yeh, lad, although we get a glimpse of you from time to time.


With his other hand Tallon also seized McGarrs shoulder. They dont make em big in Inchicore, do they? Only tough. Whats it been like all these years, Peter, kickin arse and takin names?


Which, McGarr supposed, was a rhetorical question, thehumor aside. Freeing his hand, McGarr asked, You mentioned two bodies. Are they about for the viewing?


Tallons features glowered. Of course. A horrible matter. An outrage and a tragedy. Theyre up over the pub. This way.


Yet the large man turned toward the doorway he had come out of, the one that led up a graceful flight of Georgian stairs to what was obviously the inn, explaining, Now, PeterI want you to do me a favor for old times sake, and indulge me a wee moment, please. Youve got to see what I have here, before we go over to them. Just so you know.


In gilded script across the pale blue Georgian door was written, Mon vere nest pas grand, mais je bois dans mon vere, or, My glass is not large, but I drink from my glass.


Before joining the Garda nearly a score of years earlier, McGarrlike so many of his generationcould not find work in Ireland and had been forced to seek employment abroad, first with Criminal Justice in Paris and later for Interpol, mainly in Marseilles. And he was fond of things French. De Musset, isnt it? he asked, pointing to the inscription.


What? Oh, thatits something Sylvie put up for all the French and Belgians we get. Makes em feel at home. Shes one of them herselfBelgian I mean. Theyre all right, I guess. Tallon lowered his voice. For frogs.


Opening the door, he led McGarr into a vast and well-proportioned hall filled with furniture. McGarr counted four settees, twelve chairs and a table, two screens and some potted palms. The quality of everything bespoke money, and plenty of it.


Pausing before a pair of rosewood coffered doors, Tallon slid them open dramatically and swept McGarr into a drawing room that was also overfurnished with heavily draped windows and another mass of velvet chairs. The walls were hanging with as many paintings and pictures as the plaster could support, McGarr judged. The bar, while small, was comprehensively stocked nearly to the tall ceiling.


Will you take something, Peter?


McGarr only glanced at Tallon.


Next came two conservatories and a vast and elegant dining room with the very same groaning board that was pictured on the sign out front. But real. And it held every manner of roast meat, fowl and fish, along with other gourmet preparations, Tallon assured McGarr. Three cooks in high hats were attending a good crowd of maybe thirty.


Transient trade? McGarr asked to assess the success of Tallons operation.


No. Never. We only accept nonguests by reservation at least a week in advance. But, may I say, we have plenty of those.


And said with all humility, thought McGarr.


My head chef studied with Dionne Lucas, Tallon continued, chin now raised. And Ive got the best ghillie on the river. These chaps hereTallon spread his armsare mainly French and German and from the Low Countries. Theyre mad for pike. And, of course He paused briefly. The eel are running.


McGarr turned to the taller man. Why?


Why whatthe eels?


Why are you showing me this? Where are the bodies?


Like I said on the phoneIm showing you this, so youll know.


McGarr studied the mans face, which was, like his own, lined and creased in middle age. Whether from outdoor sportas Tallons clothes suggestedor some health problem, the mans color was high. Yet his muddled dark eyes held McGarrs gaze. So Ill know exactly what?


What I have on the table. The ante. What I can lose here.


Curious now, McGarr asked, Why do you think youll lose anything at all?


Tallons eyes shied, darting toward the tables and back. You know how people are, Peterwell-off people, people like these who can fly over here and fish for a couple of weeks on a lark. And think nothing of it. The people who can afford this place.


It was different when Syl and meself started out six years ago. But now? Therere scads of other more modern resort hotels with every convenience, not an old refurbished place, like this, in the middle of a cow town. Any hint


Tallon broke off. Again his eyes surveyed the guests before returning to McGarrs. You dont know what its cost me and Syl to do up this placepiped heat, new plumbing, double-glazed windows. The bloody roof?


The whole thing had to be restructured and the patterned slates cut by hand. It took three effing years! Weve got our last farthing wrapped up in this place, every last one. This thing could ruin us altogether, it could.


McGarr had heard pleas for discretion and confidentiality in the past, but seldom before had he actually viewed the corpse and crime scene. He pointed to the door. Please.


And yet as they climbed a galleried stairwell with a great mounted prize pike at the top, Tallon wore on about how the house had been the fishing retreat of the Dukes of Leinster and how Sylhis wife, McGarr supposedhad come upon it as a ruin, after he had retired from the Tourist Board after twenty-five years, and she had sold the family business in Belgium.


Tallon even stopped twice at bedrooms that maids were cleaning. So you can see the details, how Syl has insisted that everything be just so.


Which was overdone, McGarr could see without having to step in. Like the old saw about nature, the Tallons appeared to abhor vacant space. Even the archway joining the two buildings was filled with furniture, paintings, a bronze of Pan. Or was it a gelded Bacchus sans horns? Other accoutrements of what McGarr thought of disparagingly as gracious living were sprinkled about with the abandon of a television program about privileged domesticity.


Tallon had to use keys to open the two stout doors at either end of the archway. And once into the pub side of the double buildings, the questionable elegance ceased.
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Ellen Gilday Finn and Pascal Burke






The quarters in the pub half of the double-sided building seemed almost Spartan in contrast.


There were no tables, no paintings, not even a framed print on the walls. Only three chairs positioned between the four rooms that lay on either side of the hall. Tall, straight-backed, and mute, they stood resolute, rather like a ghostly jury, McGarr imagined.


Tallon stopped before room 5 and fanned through the ring of keys that was attached to his belt by a snap cord. These rooms are taken on a B&B basis by commercial travelers, lorry drivers, and anglers who either cant afford the inn or arent interested in much more than the sport and the pub. Its right below us.


At night, the chatter and noise come straight up through the floor, which is why, I supposehe twisted a key in the lock and pushed open the doornobody heard it. Or if they did, no thought was given to the possibility. He stood back and let McGarr enter first.


The bed, which stood rather like an island between two windows in the center of the room, was high with a tall footboard. McGarr had to walk around to get a clear view.


There, with a sheet half over them, lay a naked man and woman, she on top of him, her head on his chest, her right hand still clasped in his left. A bulletsomething powerful, like a 9mmhad been fired through her temple. And


McGarr moved closer to examine the man. Blood had flowed down the side of his large chest and pooled in the depression that the weight of their bodies made in the mattress. Andthe bullet had passed into his chest, McGarr speculated, since there appeared to be no visible mark on him and her head was directly over his heart.


She was a young woman. A natural blond. Diminutive, with a pixieish look made all the more apparent by a rather short if stylishly feminine cut to her hair and eyes that were startlingly blue, even in death.


Like some blonds, her skin appeared smooth and translucent. But it was also evident that she had either trained regularly or taken part in some vigorous sport. Her back was taut and well muscled.


The wound was clean, dark, and the size of a 10 P coin, any blood having flowed in the direction of the bullet. And with her mouth slightly open in what looked almost like the first movement of a smile, the expression on her dead face was jarring. It seemed almostecstatic.


Scarcely twenty-five, McGarr guessed. There was a tattoo of a butterfly at the base of her spine. She was wearing a cheap electronic watch with a plastic band and simple gold earrings to match the wedding band on her ring finger. And her nails had been enameled the light blue color of her eyes.


McGarr studied the man.


Who looked to be twice her age. Fifty, say, but sturdily constructed. Hirsute to say the least, he had a great mass of steely gray hair on his head, face, chest, and even his arms. A farmers tan gave him a rather Latin look. With dark eyes and large even teeth, he had been a handsome older man.


Who, like she, had been caught so unawares by their murderer that his only concession to death appeared to be the slackness of his jaw. McGarr reached down and drew the sheet off them.


Even his legswhich were between herswere crossed at the ankles, as though to suggest that the activity that they had been engaged in had been leisurely, at least for him. Or that it had been her duty or opportunity toentertain him, given her position, straddling him.


He was wearing a condom, and his penishugely engorged in deathlolled between their thighs.


Husband and wife? McGarr asked.


Tallon piped scorn for the possibility. No chance. Look at them. He could have been her grandfather. And maybe he was, for all we know.


When he chuckled, McGarr turned his head to him.


Tallon raised a hand. Please dont take that wrong, Peter. Its just that he was obviously as guilty as she in that. He jabbed a finger at the corpses. And dont I know her poor husband, whos a local lad. Shed been making a cuckold of him with this man, off but mainly onif you know what I meanfor nine months now.


And can I let you in on another little secret?


McGarr only continued to regard Tallon, who seemed suddenly animated. On his curious legs, the tall man moved to the closet and with a finger pushed wide the closet door that had been open a crack. They were two of your own.


He turned to McGarr, his eyes glittering, a thin smile on his lips.


There hung neatly on hangers were two groups of clothes, one obviously male and the other female: uniform outdoor jackets in two different colors, durable shirts and weather-resistant trousers, a pair of half-rubberized ankle boots for him and full farmers Wellies for her. Their undergarments were neatly folded on an upper shelf.


What struck McGarr was the order of everything, as though these two had not thrown off their vestments and made urgentcould it have been?love. No. They had calmly, dispassionately arranged their clothes before climbing into bed together. Young fetching woman and late middle-aged man.


Why? Becausethey had done so before, he supposed. There was not even a bottle of wine or a bit of whiskey in sight to loosen inhibitions or provide relief in case the congruence proved uncomfortable. What they had been having here had been arranged and pursued with method. Two of my own in what regard?


Why, in regard to your occupation, Tallon announced with near glee. With the tips of his fingers, he pulled back the placket of the womans jacket to reveal, first, what looked like an official police photo ID that had been clipped to an inner pocket.


Eel police, Tallon explained.


I beg your pardon.


The Guardsyour Guardswhore assigned to catch poachers on the river. The ones that are snatching up all the eels. Theres big money in that.


McGarr had heard or read of the operation, which was teamed with the Shannon River Fisheries Board. But even though the enforcement officers could issue arrest warrants and were allowed to carry guns to defend themselves from the thugs that the highly profitable activity attracted, they were employees of the Fisheries Board, not the Garda Siochana. And yet they were, after a fashion, cops. Dead cops.


McGarr glanced over at the pair, who were still locked in an embrace. Names?


His is Burke, Pascal Burke. He was in charge of the eel-policing operation and had just returned from Dublin, where he lived, after a fortnight up there. It was how he worked, two weeks up there, two down here.


Shes Ellen Finn, who would come down on his first day back and give him the big welcome that you see there.


Tallon paused to shake his head. Whoever shot them must have used Burkes shooter, which is missing. Or, at least, its not in his holster. He opened the larger jacket to reveal the holster hanging there. It was empty. But hers is still where it should be.


Tallon opened the smaller foul-weather jacket; a kidney holster had been strapped over a hanger in a way that could support the weight of a 9mm weapon. From it protruded the distinctive butt grip of a Glock.


You looked for it, McGarr said. You went through their clothes. And her purse. He pointed to the large leather handbag that lay on the carpet between the closet and the bed, much of its contents spilled out.


Me? No, Peter, this mess here is not me. Its how I found the place, with the door of the closet nearly closed. I figure thiswhoever murdered them managed to slip into the room or was here before they arrived, and while they were busy doing whatever, got hold of his gun there in the closet and moved to the bed without being heard. Then, the bastard whacked the both of them. Bingo. One shot through her head and into his heart.


There was a kind of awe in that.


And, mind, PeterIm not trying to do your job for you. Its just


But you went into her purse. McGarrs voice did not rise up in question but rather fell, as though affirming a fact. He nodded before adding, You searched the room for her weapon?


No, JanieI wouldnt think of it. Its just that I knew she carried a gun and was good with it. Didnt she shoot out the tires of a poachers van recently and run them in. It was in all the papers.


But I swear, Peter, as God is my judge, I only glanced into the thing and said to Syl, theres no way it could be in there. Ask her, shell tell you.


In fact, the first glimpse I got of them I thought of you. Call Peter, says I to meself. Hes an old friend, hell know what to do, how to go about this quietly. Isnt he the chief of the murder cops? The best. Hasnt he made a career out of this class of thing? Hell know how to keep the lid on.


Syl agreed. Call Peter, she insisted, hes known you all your life, hell be discreet.


Where is she now?


Who?


Your wife.


Resting. This thing has done her in, so it has.


Could you get her?


There was a pause. I think I could. Why?


Was it she who discovered them?


No, the maid did.


Then, Id like to see her, too.


Im afraid shes gone home. This whole thing


Well then? McGarrs hand came up with the fingers splayed, as though to suggest that could Tallon not provide him with the maid, then he was powerless to keepwhat was the phrase? The lid on. Its your choice.


Of course. Ill get you the both of them. It might take some doing with the maid. But my wife will be here immediately.


When Tallon left the room, McGarr did two things: He used the cell phone in his jacket pocket to contact his office. Reporting the double murder he requested a medical examiner to certify the deaths, a team from the Technical Squad to go over the room and seal any evidence, and an ambulance to transport the corpses to Dublin for postmortem exams.


In no way would McGarr compromise his office where a double murder of two law officers was concerned, old friend or not. And Tallons fixation with publicizing the matter, which was inevitable, rather interested him.


If most of Tallons guests in the inn half of the hostelry were foreign fishermen or even Irish fishermen, how much would the report of any crime that happened over the pub, which was physicallyand seemed to be treated by Tallonas a separate operation, matter to them? McGarr himself was a longtime fisherman, and what concerned him was the availability of fish, a good meal, and a better bed at days end.


Connect me to the Leixleap barracks, please. When the sergeant answered, McGarr asked him to come to the room. I need your help.


Can I ask what its about, Chief Superintendent?


How soon can you get here?


In a wink. The inn is just around the corner.


Ill be expecting you. McGarr rang off.


Moving out into the hall, McGarr carried two of the chairs from the hall into the room and placed them together at the side of the bed.
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Sylvie Zeebruge






Know them? McGarr asked the Garda sergeant when he arrived. An older man with a scrupulously shaven face and a neat blue Garda uniform, Declan Riley looked more like a bank guard than the commander of the local barracks. He nodded.


Well?


From the hall they heard a door open.


Riley dipped his head to one side to mean quite well; his face was grave, his eyes somber. Pascal Burke is his name. Another sergeant, like meself, and her boss. He shook his head, plainly disturbed at what he was seeing.


A bachelor Burke was. And very much the Dubliner. Rileys eyes rose to McGarr, who was another. Thats to say


McGarr waved Riley off, knowing what he meant: city man among country folk.


He always seemed to have the readies to splash around, Riley continued. Drank. And ate well, usually across the way on the other side of the inn. Stayed here though, becauseId hazardit was easier to come and go than a room there or in somebodys house. Like a B&B.


He had the reputation of being aswordsman, if you know what I mean. Come down from town once a fortnight on an inspection tour, like. To visit the three other fisheries police, get their reports, look things over.


Widows, spinsters, married women. He preferred them, he once told me over a pint, since any little problem that arose would be cared for in her house, not his.


This, thoughRiley raised his prominent chin, as though pointing to the bediswas an outrage, with him the boss and her not even half his age and coming from one of the best families in the county. Theyll be devastated. Destroyed. He shook his head. Theyll never get over it, to say nothing of her young husband.


Name?


Ellen Gilday. Or at least it was Gilday up until last year when she married Quintan Finn, a fine local lad. Riley closed his eyes and let some breath pass between his lips, before glancing at McGarr. I wonder if theres any way we could keep this part of it quiet? The way they are now?


This second call for confidentiality rather surprised McGarr, coming from a man that Tallon had characterized as the town crier. He waited. Riley had more to say.


This is a small town, a village. But a good place to live. And Tallongobshite that he isruns a fine inn and pub here, even if its on his wifes back.


She had the money andyou know, the Continental touch. And its her who makes it work while he plays atwhat?public relations, I think youd call it.


The Laird, the locals call him, adding arse behind a hand. Sure, its part jealousy. Look what hes got. But its how he carries himself thats off-putting, always playing the backslapping hail-fellow with the rousing laugh to a fault. Goes fishing and shooting with the guests, stands the odd round of drinks, remembers names and sends greeting cards at Christmas with no more meaning to them than the cash in his till.


That said, what Tallon and the wife have done with this building that was a near ruin when they bought it, has spilled out into the town. Any number of shopsfishing gear, gifts, the garage, the chemisthave bumped up their trade. And its a steady increase with the same faces coming back year after year with new people in tow.


Which makes thisRileys hand flicked out at the bedeven more of an enormity than it appears. For everybody.


They could hear footsteps approaching the door.


McGarr lowered his voice. I want you to listen closely to everything thats said. Later, well talk.


The door opened, and Tallon appeared; there was a woman behind him, who looked as though she had been crying.


Whats this? Indignant, with brow furrowed, Tallon pointed at Riley. Whys he here? I thought we were going to keep this matter under wraps?


Tired of Tallons carry-on, McGarr pulled back the first of the two tall chairs that he had placed near the bed. Close the door, and sit down.


WellI object. You and I were agreed. We had a definite understanding that youd


Look, McGarr cut in, the only understanding that can be allowed in this room is that we have two dead peopleofficers of the lawwho were murdered, and you either help us here or down at the barracks.


Then its plain you dont care about us, Peter. Tallon wagged his head, his face suddenly a tragic mask. Nor this village. Youre going to let thisthinghe flourished a hand at the bedwhat we had nothing to do with, what was done by some outsiders, ruin our lives.


Peter, I implore you. I beseech you. Dont let it happen!


There was a histrionic element to Tallons personality that was both curious and distressing and McGarr tried to remember if hed always been that way. But the truth wasMcGarr had had as little to do with Tallon as possible, and that little had been ugly.


Peter, I appeal to you. Werent we children together? Word of a thing like thisagain the hand gestured at the bed, as though trying to erase itwhy, we might lose the entire season.


Declan, Tallon turned to the sergeant, you tell him.


Ill not tell him a thing, Riley said in a low voice. Ill tell you, Tallonsit your arse down and shut your bloody gob.


What did I tell you, Peter? The man has it in for me.


McGarr was surprised by his own hand. As though in reflex, it shot out and seized Tallon by the arm, digging into the pressure point just above the elbow.


Tallon yelped, as McGarr walked him to the door.


Christme arm!


McGarr shoved him out the door.


Its ruined altogether. Im ringing up my solicitor this minute. Im not without friends, you know. My father


McGarr shut the door, and the woman took a chair.


At the bed McGarr turned the second chair so that it was facing her.


May I have your full name.


SylvieTallon, I call myself. Thoughher dark eyes, swollen from crying, flickered up at McGarrwe were never married. Formally. My last name is Zeebruge. Late thirties maybe early forties, she was a pretty woman with wavy dark hair, high cheekbones and a wide mouth. Large even teeth made her lips look protrusive and pouty.


How long have you been a couple?


Six years, ever since we bought this place.


Why are you crying? Did you know these people?


Her brimming eyes flashed up at him. Why do you think? Because Im not an animal. Because they were two human beings.


You knew them?


She nodded. Him. Pascal.


How did you know him?


He stayed here often.


How often?


Her face was now running with tears, and she had to pause to blow her nose. Once a month, since we opened. He was, like you. A chief of police.


What about the woman?


She shrugged. Of course, I knew her too.


Shesthere was a pause; she shook her headfrom town.


Did they use this room, like we see them here, often?


Perhaps. I dont know. He always asked for this room. We dont pry. What he did, he did.


How long would he stay?


There was another shrug and a sigh. She was a rangy woman with square shoulders that a thin shift-like garment made all the more obvious. But it was equally apparent that, although not portly, she had
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