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Dublin





Sunday 31st August, 9.45 pm





Eva could see how pale she looked reflected in the darkened glass. It was a year to the day since her son had set off for Tommy O’Driscoll’s house only for a car to come flying around the corner, the driver drunk or high on drugs or just full of malice.


Downstairs, the phone was ringing. She hoped it wasn’t her husband. After seeing him this afternoon at the cemetery, she couldn’t talk to him now. She should talk to him; she knew she should; his loss was as great as hers. She blamed him, and he knew it – though it didn’t make any sense. But he was a policeman. They had scrapings of paint and traces of metal from the car. They had tyre marks. And yet he, the man who’d made his name at Dublin crime scenes, couldn’t locate the hit-and-run driver who had killed their only son. Somehow it had created a vacuum between them. Too much to think about, too many emotions; no space, no peace to try and work it out. She realised she had the telephone receiver in her hand. ‘Hello?’ she said. ‘Hello?’


‘Eva, it’s Paddy. Are you OK?’


Patrick Maguire, her mentor, the man who allowed her to talk while he sat across the kitchen table and listened.


‘Paddy,’ she said softly. ‘I’m fine. How are you?’


‘I’m sorry to call so late, but I’ve been worried about you. There were so many people at the cemetery today; I was concerned it would overwhelm you.’


‘It did a bit, to be honest,’ she admitted. ‘I didn’t get a moment alone with Danny.’


‘That’s what I thought.’


‘There were so many people, they’d all come to mark the day, and I … I didn’t want to say anything.’


‘You’re his mother. Everyone knows you. You’re entitled to some private time with him.’


‘I know, but I had Jess and Laura to think about. Did you see the flowers, Paddy? Everyone brought so many beautiful flowers.’


‘I know; they were fantastic. Look, Eva, I’m sorry you didn’t get any time with him.’


‘It’s all right,’ she said, ‘there’ll be other days. God knows there will be lots of other days.’


Tears threatened suddenly, and she could feel the lump in her throat. ‘Oh Pad,’ she whispered, ‘I don’t know what I’m doing. I feel so empty, so confused. I hardly know what to do with myself.’


‘Listen,’ he said, ‘it’s the first anniversary, and it was always going to be the hardest. Just go with it: feel what you feel and make no apologies either to yourself or to anyone else. Nobody can feel what you do; nobody else was his mother.’


His voice was so gentle. She could see his face, his smile; the tenderness in his eyes. She wondered for a moment then, as she’d wondered a few times, what life might’ve been like if she’d not been so taken with Moss all those years ago.


‘Did you speak to him?’ Patrick asked, as if guessing her thoughts.


‘Not properly. I just can’t seem to. It’s been a year, and whoever did this is out there living their life, and here I am with my twelve-year-old in the ground. I blame my husband – at least for not finding out who did it. I know it’s irrational, and I know I shouldn’t, and I know it’s hurting people. But I can’t seem to get beyond it. He catches criminals but he can’t catch this one. Doesn’t he understand? This is the only one that matters.’ Sobs tightened her throat, and she struggled to hold them back. ‘I know it’s not his fault, and I know he’s hurting just as much as I am, but somehow I can’t grieve with him; I have to grieve on my own.’


‘You’ll come through it,’ Patrick told her gently. ‘Like everything else it will take time, but you will come through it.’


‘I don’t know. I don’t know. Really, I’m not sure I will.’


‘You will, Eva. I promise. You just have to give it time.’


‘It’s been six months,’ she reminded him. ‘Moss moved out just before the trial, and the … the truth is I’m not sure any more. I’m not sure there’s any coming back from where we are now.’


Walking through to the living room, she caught another glimpse of her reflection in the window. ‘I hate myself for what it’s doing to the girls,’ she said. ‘I mean, on top of Danny’s death and everything. But I just can’t help it.’ The tears threatened to swamp her now. ‘Paddy,’ she said, haltingly, ‘I’m thinking of moving back to Kerry.’


For a moment he was silent. ‘Really?’


‘My mam is there, and my sisters, and with what happened up here, I can’t deal with Dublin any more.’


‘What about Moss?’


‘I don’t know; perhaps we’ll get a divorce.’


There, she’d said it: at last she’d voiced what she had been thinking for so long. But she couldn’t talk any more tonight; saying goodbye to Patrick, she hung up and stood before the window. She looked like a fragile piece of sculpture. All she could think about was her son: she had two daughters who needed her now more than ever, but all she could see was Danny.


She couldn’t leave him. She couldn’t leave him on his own, not without a few words, not today of all days: they had had no time earlier, and there was so much she wanted to say.




*





Across the street he stood in shadow, as earlier he’d stood among gravestones. Above the city, the clouds had parted, and moonlight spilled onto the dirty pavement. Puddles lapped kerbstones as they’d marked paths in the cemetery. He had watched the way she’d dealt with everyone; she had been unfailingly polite and gracious, yet he knew how desperate she was. He had watched the way she was around her husband, together and yet separate, the distance between them tangible.


He watched her now silhouetted in the living room window.




*





Eva hated herself for leaving the girls, but she couldn’t let this day pass without having a moment alone with her son. Listening for sounds from upstairs, she grabbed her car keys and stepped outside. The rain had gone, but the air was damp and the avenue lay in darkness. The three-storey Georgian houses stood shoulder to shoulder, grey stone and greyer slate; street lights illuminating steps and railings, the parked cars half-hidden behind the massive chestnut trees. She glanced up at her daughters’ bedroom windows: she wouldn’t be long, half an hour at the most. Nothing could happen in half an hour; she would be back and feeling better, and they’d never even know she’d been gone. Yet crossing the road to her car, she knew that this was wrong. This was very wrong; it wasn’t rational. She almost went back. But Danny beckoned; her son called her, as he had never called her before.




*





He watched as she paused there on the step. He watched as she got in her car. He watched as the engine fired and the lights came on and she glanced furtively at the upstairs windows. Then she pulled out and, gunning the engine, drove quickly to the T-junction. Without indicating, she swung onto the main road. Stepping from the trees, he stole a lingering look at the house: the upstairs in perfect darkness; lights from the hall below.



















Sunday 31st August 9.45 pm





A light burned in the Bureau of Criminal Investigation. South of the river on the fifth floor at Harcourt Square, thirty-nine-year-old Inspector Moss Quinn sat hunched over his desk. At six foot, give or take an inch, he was leanly built, with hair flecked grey at the temples. He wore an Armani suit; his tie was undone and gold links hung at the cuffs of his shirt.


Sunday night, and there was no other detective in the suite. Sitting there in the half-dark, he could see Eva as she’d been in the cemetery: how gaunt and hopeless she’d looked; the hollow expression in her eyes. He reminded himself that he had come in to collate the files: five women – five single mothers who had disappeared, leaving their children behind. Their cases went back six years, to Janice Long and Karen Brady, and tomorrow he and Detective Murphy were making the temporary transfer to a new unit in Naas. Since the collapse of Maggs’s trial, there had been questions raised in the Dáil; questions about him; his career had been publicly scrutinised for the first time. He didn’t like it; he didn’t like it at all. But now, perhaps, he had a chance to redeem himself. In the words of the justice minister, the souls of these five wretched women must finally be laid to rest.


There was another file on Quinn’s desk – a case Murphy had asked about on Friday. He’d been reminded of it again that morning, when he’d noticed the necklace his wife was wearing. He turned the pages, a fist pressed to his jowls. The night of the music festival, Mary Harrington had died of thirst and Conor Maggs had confessed.


Quinn sat back, arms folded. He could hear the words; he didn’t have to read them. The murder trial; the defendant taking the stand in the Four Courts; the barrister giving him the pages, telling him to read them aloud.



















Conor Maggs’s confession The Four Courts, Dublin Monday 15th April 2 pm





For a moment Maggs just sat there. He peered at Quinn; he stared hard at Doyle. Then he spoke, his tongue snaking his lips and his hand shaking slightly as it held the page.


 


I spoke to her outside the corner shop. She came teetering up from Jett O’Carroll’s pub on a pair of high heels that looked as though they were going to turn her ankle. A little later I saw her again: she was trying to light a cigarette standing in the shadows cast by the solicitor’s building.


‘Hey,’ I said, ‘it’s you again. We keep bumping into each other.’


She looked up with a squint, the lighted match wavering.


‘Up the road, remember? You bumped into me and had to sit down on the window.’


‘Did I?’ she muttered.


‘You’d had a run-in with your girlfriend’.


‘Yeah, well there you go. What the fuck, eh? Who cares?’ She looked as  though she was about to fall over; taking her hand, I steadied her. She was peering at me, blinking slowly, but she didn’t pull away. Moving closer, I could smell the scent she was wearing: I could see the glint of perspiration where it gathered at the base of her throat.


‘What’s your name?’ I asked her.


‘Mary.’


‘I’m Conor.’ I smiled now, still holding her hand. Turning her palm upwards, I studied the lines in the skin. ‘You know you have a very long love line. Has anyone ever told you? It’s really strong, look.’ I paused then, and added: ‘Your life line is a little short, mind.’


She pulled her hand away but made no move to leave. She just stood there sucking on her cigarette.


I glanced across the square towards the big marquee, where a band was playing. ‘I’ve had enough of the music,’ I said. ‘Been here all night. What about you? Do you fancy going somewhere?’


Mary shrugged.


‘If you’ve had a fight with your friend, why don’t I bring you somewhere?’


‘Where?’


‘I don’t know, the beach maybe. What do you think? We could go to Ballybunion and take a look at the sea.’


She thought about that for a moment. ‘Have you got a car?’


What a question! Jesus, I had a Ford Granada: a classic, just like the one Jack Regan had driven in the old TV series ‘The Sweeney’. Immaculate in silver, with a black vinyl roof and perfect upholstery, it was parked round the corner in a side road. Settling her in the passenger seat, I fired up the engine.


Halfway to the coast, she cracked her window a fraction, took the pack of cigarettes from her bag and lit one.


Like a wave, the anger washed over me. I hate smoking; I mean, I really hate it. She hadn’t asked; no one smoked in my car. I stared ahead, knuckles white on the steering wheel. She didn’t say anything. She just sat there, dragging on her fag like she was suckling. I saw ash break and spill onto the seat.


It was as if someone had struck me: I could feel a tremor, my jaw was tight.  Slowing the car, I looked for somewhere to turn.


‘I thought you were bringing me to the beach,’ she said.


‘It’s too far, there’s not enough time. I’ll just pull off and we can look at the moon or something.’


‘The moon,’ she said, flicking at the end of the cigarette. ‘What d’you want to look at the moon for?’


The ash fell on the carpet. I turned up a track that ran between farmers’ fields. A hundred yards off the road, it widened at a five-bar gate. Pulling over, I switched off the engine. Neither of us spoke now: my window down, I rested an elbow on the sill.


‘Come on,’ I said finally, ‘let’s get some air. You’ve had a few to drink, and the last thing I need is you chucking up in my car.’


Getting out, I walked round the front and opened her door. Then, taking her hand, I helped her out. She lolled against me, the heels of her shoes catching in the stones on the track. I led her to the gate and she rested against it, still sucking on her cigarette. Without thinking, she blew smoke in my face.


I looked away in disgust; I looked at the ground, and then up. The moon was bright, the sky streaked with cloud. I stepped across her where she leant with her back to the gate; my hands at her waist and one leg either side of her. I kissed her. She tasted of cigarettes; it reminded me of my mother.


Hooking her hands around my neck, she tried to kiss me. I backed away: all I could taste, all I could smell, was cigarettes.


‘Are you all right?’ she asked. ‘What’s the matter with you?’


I didn’t reply. I was looking across the fields to the lights of a house in the distance.


‘What’s up?’ she was slurring. ‘What did you say your name was? Colin, was it? Shit, I don’t remember.’ She was giggling now. ‘What’s the matter, Colin, is your girlfriend back there or something?’


I didn’t reply; I just stared at her.


‘Let’s go back,’ she said. ‘What the hell, we never got to the beach, did we, and I never fancied you anyway.’


‘We can’t go back,’ I said.


 ‘What do you mean, we can’t go back? Of course we can. Take me back, Colin. Come on, let’s go back and listen to some music.’


‘It’s Conor, all right. My name is Conor, not Colin.’


Something sparked in her eyes. She had her palms pressed to my chest now, and I could feel the anxiety rising in her suddenly. I pointed above her head.


‘Look at the moon, would you? Can you not see how beautiful it is?’ She didn’t look up. She looked at me: uncertainty, the beginnings of fear, maybe.


‘I want to go back,’ she said. ‘My friends will be waiting. They’ll be wondering where I am.’


‘No they won’t, you told me you’d had a fight.’


I had her pinned now, and she pushed at me. She tried to force me away with her elbows in my chest.


But I wouldn’t move. Spinning her round, I slammed her into the gate. She cried out. Covering her mouth, I dragged her down to the ground. She was terrified: eyes wide, lips parted, there was blood against her teeth. She was trying to scream, to cry out. I lay across her but somehow she managed to push me off and wriggle free. Grabbing her leg, I dragged her back and smashed her across the face.


She cried now. She tried to scream but I stuffed the heel of my hand in her mouth. I had her: she was prostrate beneath me. But I no longer wanted her. There was no desire in me. I did hate her, though: I hated her for the way she looked; I hated her for the way she’d led me on. I hated her for lighting a cigarette and dropping ash in my car.




*





Sitting at his desk, Quinn let go the breath he’d not realised was caught in his chest. He could still see Maggs in the witness box: dark hair and dark eyes, hunched up in his seat like a child. He had scrutinised every mannerism, every expression, every movement. He recalled thinking that no matter what he was trying to get across to the jury, there was a part of him that was enjoying the whole experience. He was the centre of attention, and he read so eloquently, and with such passion, that every eye was turned his way, including that of Eva, who was sitting in the public gallery wearing the necklace he’d given her.




*





I savoured every moment. With the belt around her neck, I could control how slowly she suffocated. It was incredible, empowering: to extinguish another person’s life. It was overwhelming. I tightened the belt; I tightened it till my knuckles whitened, before releasing it again. A gasp, and her body went into convulsion; twitching like a chicken with its head ripped off. That really intrigued me: when the oxygen was gone, she didn’t merely go limp: she went into a kind of fit. I realised I was at peace, a sense of quiet exultation working through my veins; this was the culmination of experience; it was action and reaction, authority without responsibility.


Lying back, I stared at the sky. The Milky Way was plainly visible; dusted stars, gathered like souls, cut a swathe through the firmament. I’m no writer, but lying there, I thought I could compose a poem. The stillness, the moon above, and the salty air drifting in from the sea.


Getting to my feet, I fetched a roll of tape from the boot of the car. She lay where I’d left her. For a moment, I thought she was dead. Bu she couldn’t be dead: not yet, at least. Bending close, I could feel her breath on my cheek. Relieved now, I tore off a strip of tape and fixed it over her mouth. I didn’t want any noise when she came to, but I didn’t want her to die either. Leaving her nostrils exposed, I bound her ankles, then her wrists, then left her lying in the shadows while I took a moment to think.


I knew this part of the country pretty well, and it didn’t take long to decide where I would take her. It began to rain; lifting her into the boot, I stood with the moon hidden and my eyes closed, letting the water roll off my face.


The engine running, I flicked on the headlights, then backed around and headed for the main road. I made for Ballylongford and O’Connor country; the  ruins of Lislaughtin Abbey. Across the field was the old keep at Carrigafoyle: a stronghold the O’Connors had claimed was impregnable. In 1580, however, William Pelham had pounded it into ruins using small cannons and naval guns commandeered from English ships anchored in the bay.


Beyond the keep was one of the many broken-down cottages that littered this part of the River Shannon. Long and low it was, like a crofter’s place, a relic from the past; no one ever went there. I parked in front of a gate close to the house where Jimmy Hanrahan lived with his father. I’d seen Jimmy at the festival, though his father hadn’t been there. His dad hardly ever went out. His wife had thrown herself into the estuary after Jimmy had been charged with battering an old woman half to death. Ever since then, the poor old fool had seen dead people in his kitchen.


She was still unconscious as I lifted her, slippery where I’d wrapped her in a plastic tarp. Shoving open the gate, I made my way across boggy grass that sloped to rough banks and darkened water beyond. Coming to suddenly, she wriggled like a worm; I slapped her. She was heavy; the rain made the plastic oil slick, and it was all could do to hold her. I walked in a half-crouch a hundred yards along the shore.


By the time I made it to the cottage, I was breathing hard. Soaking wet, I could see the shell of the keep, and beyond it the remains of Lislaughtin Abbey.


The cottage had no roof, the wooden cross-beams breaking the sky overhead. Fatigued now, my legs felt like jelly. Inside, it took a moment for my eyes to grow accustomed to the dark. She was trying to cry out, muffled sounds coming from behind the tape. There was no one to hear her.


There were three rooms, one of which had been tacked on as an afterthought – a toilet or a scullery, perhaps. I considered the floors, carpet sticking to old boards, slivers of rotten linoleum. Many of the boards were decayed, the nails that held them, rusty. When I lifted them and felt in the darkness underneath, it was clear that there was a space a couple of feet deep. This was perfect: a body could putrefy here, and no one would ever know. I broke boards where I had to, laid them to one side. After a while, the openinng was big enough. Then I looked  her in the eye. What I saw was terror, pure and absolute. That terror thrilled me.


I laid her in the hole and pressed her down so that she was wedged tight and couldn’t move; no one would hear her cry. Leaving enough room for her to breathe, I covered the aperture with a few boards and the stinking remains of carpet.


A few hours later, I did drive to Ballybunion, only this time an extremely drunk young woman called Molly Parkinson was in the passenger seat with her eyes closed and her cheek pressed to the window. She was a hairdresser from Dublin: she’d cut my hair, and a few weeks ago we’d started going out. I’d rented a caravan on the headland overlooking the twin beaches where, in the old days, male and female bathers used to be segregated.


Molly was really out of it, and I had to carry her inside. There was a double bed at the back that was separated from the main living area by a partition. She was muttering about wanting another drink, but she didn’t object when I told her she’d had enough, and she moved only listlessly as I took her clothes off.


The blood pumping suddenly, I took her the moment she was naked. Afterwards, I sat on the step under the awning with rain rattling the canvas roof. I had half a bottle of wine and I nursed it; the caravan door was open and Molly was already in bed. I’d seen her drunk before and knew she’d have the mother of all hangovers in the morning. Earlier, she’d passed out completely. It was the perfect alibi: when she woke up, she would remember nothing about tonight at all. I could tell her she’d danced naked through the streets and she’d believe me. All I had to do was say we’d been together, and she’d be so embarrassed she’d back me up completely.



















Sunday 31st August 10.05 pm





Danny was buried in Glasnevin Cemetery close to the Botanic Gardens. Eva had to drive through the residential area west of Dalcassian Downs and cross the little bridge that was all but covered with trees.


The pool of light from her headlights spilled briefly over the railway lines before exposing the first of the headstones. Leaving the car, she walked now, banks of stones on both left and right, until she came to the path that led to the south-eastern corner of the cemetery. There the railway line bisected the trees before the canal, but it was as close as they could get to the water; Danny had loved the canal.


Again she faltered, there in the darkness with the sound of a tram on the Luas line, cars on Finglas Road. She had an aching feeling that she should never have left the two girls in the house by themselves. She wondered what their father would say if he knew what she was doing; she wondered if he would understand.


She should not have left them. But they were asleep, and there was no fire in the grate and no one could get in. Then she realised that she hadn’t even brought a phone, let alone a purse or a bag: her mobile phone was in her handbag, and that was on the table in the hall.


She hesitated, then half-turned, looking across the rows of sleepers to the shadow of her car beyond.




*





Hidden in the trees, he heard her. When she paused, he could imagine what she was thinking: the children at home on their own. They were alone because their father no longer lived with them. If he had still been part of the family, none of what she was doing here would matter. Her presence set the pulse working at his temple. He knew how her son called to her and that, having come this far, she would not rush home.




*





Looking down on the flowers that covered the white pebbles that lay on top of the grave, Eva imagined his face. She could picture him in his room; with a rugby ball; she could see him getting ready for school.


She dropped to her knees, the ground sodden from all the rain. There were so many flowers; a year now, and so many people wanting to pay their respects.




*





Still he watched, though he was no longer in the trees. He was standing behind her, silently.


She looked so small and pitiful, her shoulders drooping as if the weight of the last year was too much for her to bear. When he spoke, his voice was a whisper. ‘Eva,’ he said.


The sound came from directly behind her. It was so sudden, so unexpected, that Eva cried out. Before she could move, she felt a hand grip her shoulder; another covered her mouth. She was forced face down on the grave. She lay on her belly. Then he was on top of her; her mouth in the flowers, the sharp stones pressing into her cheek. He rolled her onto her back and she lifted her hands. ‘Please,’ she cried. ‘Please don’t. Please, what are you doing?’


‘No sound.’ His voice was a hiss, a guttural rasp; something told her she had heard it before. ‘No words now, or I’ll kill you.’ He was covering her mouth, his shapeless head close to hers. ‘I’ll stamp you to death, do you hear me? I’ll stamp you to death right here on the stones of your son’s grave.’


All she could see was shadow. There was no whitened patch where his face should be, whoever he was. He was all in black, his features covered by a mask.


She lay there with his fist jammed between her teeth, so that the only sound she could utter was a pathetic kind of gurgle. She couldn’t move; her pulse was so thick that she felt the blood would stop flowing. Then her muscles seemed to come to life and she scrabbled to get up. In a flash, he forced her down again. She kicked out, and he cracked her across the mouth. He was on top of her, peering through the narrow slits of a ski mask; he could see the fear in her eyes. He kissed her.


He couldn’t help it: a moment of lust. He kissed her through the mask; he could taste blood where he had split her lip. His eyes rolled and, grabbing a handful of her hair, he wiped the blood from his mask. Then he saw the glint of gold at her throat.


The necklace, the pendant: the sacred heart of Christ bloodied by a crown of thorns. Gently now, he stroked the heel of his thumb back and forth across it. Then he tore the heart from the chain.


Stuffing it into a pocket, he took a roll of tape and, tearing off a strip, he twisted Eva’s head to one side and stuck it over her mouth.


He bound her wrists and ankles. Cloud blanketed the stars. Rain began to fall. For a moment, he looked into her face. She was helpless now; walking off a few paces, he took the pendant out again. The cemetery was silent and empty; only the ghosts of those who couldn’t sleep were taking any notice.


Eva was shaking, quivering with fear, cold with disgust. She was disgusted with herself for allowing this to happen, for leaving Laura and Jessie alone. She stared at the headstone, at her son’s name; her son beneath the soil. Tears clogged her throat; she could barely breathe. Snot from her nose ran over the tape covering her mouth. She heard the scrape of leather on stone, then he was above her again.


Tears like fragments of glass. She could no longer see the headstone, or the grass, or the broken flowers where he’d pressed himself against her.



















Sunday 31st August 10.05 pm





Moss Quinn, still sitting at his desk, turned the pages of Mary’s file.


Once more he was back in the courtroom. And he could see Conor Maggs, his head bowed now as he finished reading. Very slowly, very deliberately, he laid the signed confession on the edge of the witness box. He shot a glance to where his barrister, Senior Counsel Phelan, was standing.


‘Thank you, Conor,’ Phelan said.


For a few moments, Phelan considered the notes on the lectern. Turning to the members of the jury, he looked each of them in the eye and then peered beyond the counsel for the prosecution, to where the three Gards who had brought the case were sitting. Briefly, Quinn felt the weight of Phelan’s gaze, before it settled on Doyle. The sergeant, originally from Kerry, was a big, heavy-set man; at fifty years of age, his face was seamed like old leather, his eyes a cobalt blue. The close-cut grey hair bristled across his scalp.


‘Poetic,’ the barrister stated. ‘One could describe it almost as whimsical. A tale to rival any told in this city of Sean O’Casey.’ He gesticulated flamboyantly. ‘A modern-day Juno; a veritable Ulysses.’ His features darkened considerably. ‘However one wants to describe it, it is a work of fiction.’


For a few moments there was no sound in the courtroom: nobody moved; nobody coughed; nobody seemed to breathe.


‘Your honour,’ Phelan said to the judge, ‘the so-called confession was written by a police officer with a flair for the language; the signature extracted by force. The defendant was hit so hard and so often that he wrote down word for word exactly what he was told.’ Again he paused, his lips forming a single line. ‘And then he was forced to sign it.’


A ripple of unease spread through the public gallery. The judge reached for his gavel. Glancing at Quinn, Doyle blanched slightly. He hooked one finger into the collar of his shirt, where it was suddenly constricting.


Phelan took a series of photographs from his desk; he passed them, together with medical reports, to the bench. ‘Here are the pictures taken at the hospital,’ he explained, ‘and here are some the defendant took twenty-four hours before he was arrested. You can see clearly that before the guards “spoke” to him, his body was unmarked.’ He looked long and hard at Doyle; the big man could not return his stare. Doyle’s gaze fell on Quinn and Frank Maguire, and neither of them looked back. ‘Conor knew the Guards were coming. For years they’d been looking for an excuse, and he knew what would happen when they got it.’


The barrister allowed his words to settle before turning once more to the witness box.


‘Now, Conor,’ he said, ‘in your own words this time, why don’t you tell the court exactly how it happened?’


Shifting in his seat, Maggs risked a glance in the direction of Doyle, who was peering at him from under hooded brows. Maggs’s eyes were hunted, the flesh around them wrinkled. Then his gaze shifted to the public gallery, and Quinn saw it fix on Eva. For a long moment he stared at her. Eyes closed now, he passed a hand across his face. He shook his head; his shoulders hunched to his jowls. When he spoke, he voice wavered.


‘The metal door was ajar,’ he began. ‘It took me a while to notice, and when I did I stared hard. I didn’t understand: why was the door ajar? The door was either wide open or it was locked. It was never, ever ajar. And the silence; the silence was new, and disturbing. Sitting on the narrow bed, with its thin mattress and single pillow, next to the tiny sink and the seat-less toilet, the silence was suddenly terrifying. Midnight, and I’d woken to a crack of light breaking around the door jamb. They had nothing: I mean, no evidence, not a shred of anything to link me to the crime I was accused of. Yet they wanted it to be me; they needed it to be me – Doyle particularly, with all his hatred, but Quinn too.


‘And then, as if to confirm my worst fears, I could hear the footfall of the big man. I knew who it was. Not Quinn: he wouldn’t get his hands dirty. I began to tremble: this awful dream I could not wake up from was gradually becoming a nightmare. I knew what was about to happen; I knew how they were when they didn’t get what they wanted. I knew how they’d bend the truth; create their own truth so that they got the result they wanted.


‘I realised then that the block was empty: Jesus, mine was the only cell that had anyone in it. Nobody would hear; there would be no one to witness what was about to happen.


‘I felt the weight all at once in my bladder. I wanted to pee. I would pee my pants at the very least; I would pee my pants, I knew it. This was personal; this had always been personal. And because it was so personal, it was terrifying. I was trembling, shaking; I could hear myself whimpering like a child.


‘Then the door was pushed open and the half-light from the corridor was partially blocked by shadow.’


Sitting there listening to it all, Quinn saw him cast a glance once more at the gallery. Only this time he was starring at Jane Finucane. On remand at Mountjoy, Maggs had written a letter to an evangelical church group in Harold’s Cross. He’d told them how, after Doyle had finished with him, he’d been in and out of consciousness and then had suddenly woken up. He claimed that the cell was bathed in a white light and that Christ was standing before him. He showed him the marks in his hands; he showed him the hole in his side. He told him that he wasn’t alone. They’d heard how Jane had read that letter and afterwards had gone to see him. They had been together ever since. Further along the same row, and hunched up like a rag, Quinn could see Molly Parkinson, the girl who’d originally given Maggs his alibi.


At the barrister’s lectern, Phelan was speaking again. ‘Your honour,’ he said, ‘the photographs show that my client was beaten so savagely the muscles were detached from his ribs.’


Quinn watched as the judge considered the pictures. He saw his eyes darken and the tip of his nose grow white. He could see Maggs watching the way the judge’s gaze began to narrow under the powdered wig; the way he regarded Quinn and Frank Maguire, Patrick’s brother, the senior investigating officer. Doyle sat impassively, his thick fingers spread in his lap, his cropped hair almost transparent under the courtroom lights. His eyes were as blue as Maggs’s were black, and Maggs was staring at him.


‘Coercion, your honour,’ Phelan stated, ‘Coercion, brutality, torture.’
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Getting up from his desk, Quinn closed the file. Thanks to the medical reports and the photographs Maggs had taken in advance of his arrest and interrogation, the case collapsed. The judge tore into the police and the prosecution for bringing the case in the first place. For Quinn, it was as vivid a memory now as Maggs on the witness stand.




*





Staring coldly at Doyle, the judge demanded an investigation.


The court emptied, but Quinn remained where he was. Frank Maguire remained where he was too, his face ashen, the nausea of the moment etched deeply into his skin. Only Doyle got up. He stood for a moment, working saliva into his mouth, then turned on his heel and stalked out.


Gathering up his papers, Phelan threw a glance at Quinn. ‘Moss,’ he muttered, ‘what the hell was all that about?’ He turned to Maguire. ‘And you, Frank, what were you thinking, bringing such a ragtag of a case to court?’ He grinned then. ‘Still, I’ll chalk it up as a victory nonetheless. Word of advice to the both of you: if I were you, I’d get the Doyler out to grass and do it quickly. Did you not know we’re in Europe, lads? We have been for a while now.’


Outside, Quinn paused as Maggs made a statement to the press. He could smell the Liffey, that particular scent that was part city, part salt and part history, maybe. Jane Finucane was holding Maggs’s hand, and across the road Doyle was leaning on the wall, gazing upriver.


‘I’ve only a few words,’ Maggs was saying. ‘All this has taken its toll, and I want to move on – and quickly. My life has changed; nothing is as it was before. What I want to tell you is that no matter who you are, no matter that you’re in the darkest moment of adversity, never forget that just around the corner there’s a moment of triumph waiting. I had nothing to do with Mary’s death, but the police had targeted me long ago. I ought to sue them; I ought to take them for every penny I can; my lawyer advises me to do just that. But that night in the cell, the Lord himself came to me, and his suffering was far worse than anything I’d been through. Christ didn’t seek revenge; instead, he offered comfort to his enemies; he offered forgiveness.’


Maggs broke off and looked down the road, to where Doyle had turned and was watching him. ‘I want to tell you that God is alive and well and is living among us, just as he always was. I know, because I’ve seen him with my own eyes. I will not bear a grudge, I will not seek retribution. I forgive Sergeant Doyle for what he did to me. I forgive An Garda Síochána – a misguided police force perhaps, but not one that’s morally corrupt.’


He clutched Jane’s hand. ‘This woman believed in me. When I was at my lowest ebb, she came to me, and we’re together now. We’re leaving Ireland. We’re going to London to start a new life. My story is one of salvation, and my only desire now is to be able to tell it. Thank you; that’s all.’


As Maggs finished speaking, the scrum of reporters and cameramen flocked over to Doyle. He stood where he was with his arms folded, staring at Maggs, before briefly glancing at Quinn.


He said nothing, and ignored the questions. Quinn watched him walk away from the cameras and walk over O’Donovan Bridge. He’d left his car on the other side of the river; no doubt he was heading for Jocky O’Connell’s on Richmond Street and a couple of quiet pints. Quinn saw Maggs and Jane Finucane get into a car. He saw Molly Parkinson with a bitter look on her face. He saw his wife cast a glance his way before ducking her head and hurrying to the corner, where a taxi was waiting.
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Crossing the detectives’ suite with his hands in his pockets, Quinn could see Eva again as she had been that day. His mouth was dry suddenly; he’d been pushed aside, and there was nothing he could do. At least Maggs had left the country for good: he and his new girlfriend had gone to London, as he’d said they would, to spread the Gospel – or whatever it was they planned to do. According to a couple of contacts Doyle had in the Met, they were living in Muswell Hill.


Doyle had been in the job for three decades. He had never married, and was living in digs with his landlady, Mrs Mulroney, as he’d been doing for twenty years. His life was the job, the pub, the dog track – the streets of this old city, which had seen so much from so many.


Pausing at the window, his thoughts drifted. The office looked out on Harcourt Street and, beyond it, St Stephen’s Green. A stone’s throw to the north-west was Dublin Castle, from where the British had ruled until 1922. For a moment, Quinn reflected: the old building was where the Archbishop of Cashel had been tortured in the days of Elizabeth I. His jailers had fashioned a metal boot for his leg, then filled it with oil and salt and ‘cooked’ it over an open fire.


Downstairs, Sergeant Dunne was on duty. Dunne, originally from the country, was a long-time crony of Doyle’s. He was unkempt, with a large belly and a shiny, bald head. He looked up as Quinn opened the security door.


‘Did you find what you were looking for?’ Dunne asked. ‘Coming in of a Sunday night … I’m not sure that could be classed as conscientious so much as masochistic, maybe.’


Quinn half-smiled. ‘Are you still here, Davey? If you must know, I came looking for a packet of smokes I was hiding after telling myself it was time to knock it on the head.’


‘Took me a year and a day to quit,’ Dunne observed, ‘but I got there in the end.’


‘So there’s hope for me yet, is there? Thank God for that. Night, Davey.’


‘Goodnight, Moss. Take care of yourself.’


At the gate, Quinn felt in his pocket for the cigarettes, but he needed a drink, and with the hotel only across the street, there was little point in lighting up. He had to wait for a couple of taxis to trundle past, then an old man and a handful of tourists. Dublin was like a magnet for tourists these days, and Quinn could spot the ‘blow-ins’ a mile off. ‘Too long in one city,’ he told himself. ‘Your whole life in the one place … it’s not good for you, Moss.’


Sitting at the bar he ordered a Guinness, and while it was settling the barman gave him a small glass of Jameson. Quinn nursed it, his mobile phone on the bar and Murphy’s number at the top of the list. His palm itched. The Guinness settled and he watched as Billy topped it off.


‘No Doyle tonight, then?’ Billy asked him.


‘It’s Sunday: you’ve no music and the old buzzard will be on Talbot Street, most likely.’


Quinn sipped the Guinness, still conscious of Murphy’s number. Billy wiped the polished bar, flipped the cloth over his shoulder and wiped it again.


‘Is it right you and Doyle had a bit of a falling-out?’ he asked. ‘After that case was in all the papers, I heard that the two of you had words.’


Quinn sat back. ‘That was six months ago, Billy. But yeah you’re right, we did. Sometimes the Doyler has the subtlety of a flying house brick, and I reminded him of as much after a few pints when we were toe to toe on Abbey Street.’


‘That’s what I heard: the two of you going at it, with Daniel O’Connell watching.’


‘It didn’t come to blows, Billy. I’m not so stupid I’d mix it with the old mouldy-arse.’


He felt a strong urge to call Murphy. She was young and she was attractive and, like him, she was married. Since the Naas inquiry had been ordered, the two of them had been working closely together. They shared the same car, sometimes the same desk, and they had pored over those five missing-person files sitting side by side. He had never strayed from his wife, had never intended to. But then he’d never imagined he’d be living above the Garda Club either, a year after his son’s death.


He stepped outside for a smoke and, leaning back against the railings, gazed across the road to the flat roof of Harcourt Square – like the head of an insect bristling with antennae. In the palm of his hand he held the mobile, Murphy’s number still showing. Thinking about her now, the saliva was draining. It was only when she answered that he realised he’d even dialled the number.


‘Hello Moss.’ Her voice sounded soft and warm and inviting.


His sounded thick in his throat. ‘Keira,’ he said, ‘what’re you doing?’
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When he got to the corner of Harrington Street, she climbed out of her car. He noticed her dark hair and olive skin; she considered him with a smile. Quinn realised that he was trembling. The anticipation of being alone with this woman, when he’d spent the last six months trying to save his marriage, was suddenly intoxicating.


All was quiet: nothing going on at the club tonight, no function, no Brazilian dancing or whatever the samba sound he heard so often was. Across the way, St Kevin’s Church dominated, and as they stood there among fallen autumn leaves the rain began to fall.


‘What did you tell your husband?’ he asked her.


‘I didn’t tell him anything. He’s not at home. He’s in Wicklow playing golf with his brother: they’ve been away all weekend and won’t be home till tomorrow. I was going to mention it on Friday, when we were packing the stuff for Naas, but …’


They entered the building by the side door. It was as if Quinn’s senses were suddenly heightened: he could hear every rustle of her clothing; he could hear the beating of his heart. He could scent her womanhood like a hint of perfumed gossamer.


She walked in front of him wearing jeans and a tight-fitting top. He watched the way the denim hugged the contours of her thighs and he could feel his breath grow short. At the door she turned so he could fit the key in the lock, and her breasts brushed against him. He could see his wife, only she had pushed him away; he could see the son he wasn’t allowed to grieve.


The flat was the last one the Garda retained. It was no more than a living room with a kitchenette and a bathroom. Through the open door to the other room, he could see the bed, which was still unmade.


Murphy perched on the settee, her gaze almost unnervingly on his. Her hair was drawn back, the gold loops of her earrings piercing the exact centre of each lobe. Quinn studied her openly now as he’d done covertly for more than a couple of months. There was something about this woman that touched the loneliness that had first engulfed him twelve months previously. He had a bottle of wine in the fridge. He poured two glasses, fetched an ashtray and produced the half-packet of cigarettes from his jacket pocket. Deliberately, he switched off his phone.


‘You know, I was in the office earlier,’ he said. ‘I was kicking my heels, and we’re moving tomorrow and …’


‘Are we taking Mary Harrington’s file with us?’


He pushed out his lips. ‘You asked me that on Friday and I said no. I dug it out just now because today at the memorial, Eva was still wearing the necklace Maggs gave her. She put it on after Danny was killed and she’s been wearing it pretty much ever since.’ He lifted his shoulders. ‘I don’t know why: some comfort in what she used to believe, or something.’


‘So have you changed your mind then?’


He thought about that for a moment. ‘About Mary, no. They were single mothers, Murph: that’s the common factor. We know Mary was pregnant, but only because of an autopsy.’


Murphy sat back, her wineglass cupped between both palms, and the faintest imprint of her lips around the rim. Neither of them spoke now; there was an awkwardness between them that he’d not been aware of before.


‘Maybe I shouldn’t have come,’ she suggested.


Quinn studied her. ‘You could’ve said no.’


‘I know I could.’


‘Why didn’t you?’


She laughed then. ‘Because I wanted to see you: I’ve been wanting to see you since the moment I was assigned.’


‘Doyle suspects there’s something going on between us; you know that, don’t you. Jesus. I might be the DI, Murph, but he still behaves like I’m fresh out of Templemore.’


Suddenly the awkwardness was gone. Quinn didn’t care anymore. Murphy didn’t care. Setting down her glass, she got to her feet. Then, slowly, she bent to where he was sitting and, cupping his cheek, she kissed him. The touch of her lips – forbidden, unlooked-for but suddenly sublime. It was wrong, it was too complicated, and yet there was a simplicity to it as well that sent a shudder through him. Hand in hand now, they went through to the bedroom.


Naked, he lay against her.


This was more than sex, this was more than lust or desire or loneliness: this was the culmination of six weeks working together so closely that they knew the sound of each other’s footsteps. This was more than frustration or relief, it was more than anger. For the last year, almost, he’d been helpless.


He had witnessed the look in his wife’s eyes when their son was taken, and he’d had to watch as the light that burned for him had quietly faded. He’d seen her reaction when they set the date for Maggs’s trial and she’d told him he was looking for a scapegoat. She’d told him it wasn’t about Maggs at all; it wasn’t even about the murder of Mary Harrington. It was about Moss Quinn, Dublin’s finest: the copper who couldn’t catch the man who killed his son.
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