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Gwybod mae bae Caergybi


drwy’r nos am ein stori ni.


Gwybod bod ’na gysgod bedd:


â hi’n ddu, bod ’na ddiwedd.


Gwybod, cyn i’r wawr godi,


y bydd llofrudd wrth y lli


a stelciwr o Fryngwran


am waed yn yr oriau mân.


Mae hi mor hwyr, ac mae’r arch


yn dyfod ger Porth Dafarch...

















Night has fallen


over a brooding, foreboding


Holyhead Bay.


From the cliffs,


the birds have bolted,


darted away


as an Easter darkness


stoops to sea.


An April midnight,


cloaking the coves


along a land


of dusky farmsteads


and lonely lanes…


On Anglesey,


north-west Wales,


Good Friday


sneaks up in its shroud


while a tv glimmers


in a front room


amongst the fields.


Not far away,


a forlorn Land Rover Discovery


swallows the silence.


White as a shock,


it shoots along the tracks,


headlamps stinging,


a trail of red in its wake.


















View From The Window


From my home in Gwynedd, weather permitting, I can usually see Mynydd Tŵr (Holyhead Mountain) in the distance, about twenty miles away on the other side of the Menai Strait.


On many warm nights during the spring of 2019 I would look across at some spectacular sunsets over the west coast of Anglesey and try to make sense of the strange and disturbing story I was covering at the time for BBC television and radio programmes. More often than not, during the day I had been at Penrhosfeilw, a couple of miles from Mynydd Tŵr, where an elderly man had been shot outside his home in the dead of night for no apparent reason. He was fighting for his life in hospital.


In this part of the world, where violent crime is rare, it would have been unusual and frightening enough if he had been shot with a gun. But the assailant had used a crossbow – a weapon many people associate with the Middle Ages. The whole thing seemed baffling; more baffling because this was a place I thought I knew well. I had covered the area as a journalist for well over thirty years.


I was brought up on Anglesey. I had lived there from the day I was born. I went to school there. Part of my early career as a reporter in the early eighties had been spent in the market town of Llangefni, working from a small newspaper office above a butcher’s shop.


Llangefni still felt relatively prosperous at the time. The streets were busy with shops and businesses which were largely dependent on the farming community. A livestock sale was held in the town every Wednesday, and a thriving market on a Thursday. Almost everybody spoke Welsh.


It was a great place to learn the trade as a news reporter, but big stories were rare. There was little serious crime. The town’s magistrates court held every Monday dealt with the occasional drunken fight and motoring offences. Drugs were almost unheard of, although that would change very quickly over the next decade.


Even though Llangefni was the unofficial capital of the island, the biggest town was the port of Holyhead, fifteen miles away. I rarely went there for work. The newspaper had another office there, and another reporter. She was from Holyhead, which was important, because it felt like a very different place with very different people. There was a clue in the name of the newspaper we worked for, the ‘Holyhead and Anglesey Mail’. Officially, Holyhead was part of Anglesey. But it didn’t always feel like it.


Growing up on Anglesey in the seventies, Holyhead had always seemed like a place apart – harder, tougher, definitely Welsh, but more English-speaking. Because of the port, there was a strong Irish influence. As a teenager going there to play football, you felt an undercurrent of hostility. The annual island schools’ cross-country competition was always held around Holyhead. As well as the abuse from local teenagers, there would sometimes be hard-faced men and women on the route suggesting to runners from ‘outside’ that they were going the wrong way.


A couple of miles out of the town, and it felt very different again. In summer, going to play cricket against Trearddur Bay, you were again transported to a place that seemed different to most parts of Anglesey – or Holyhead itself for that matter. Here the accents, even then, were often Cheshire or Lancashire – the houses were bigger; the people seemed richer and more elderly.


In 1994, Gerald Corrigan, the man who had been shot, had moved to a remote house two miles down the road from Trearddur Bay. Like many of the thousands of people who have since moved to Anglesey to retire, he had first come here as a visitor and had fallen in love with its beauty and peace and quiet.


Over the years, as a reporter for the BBC, I had covered dozens of stories around Holyhead. I felt I knew the town and the area around it pretty well. I prided myself on having lots of contacts there. But I’d never heard of Gerald Corrigan, and strangely, neither had any of the people that I knew locally.


By the time of his shooting in 2019, Anglesey was a very different place from the island he had moved to 25 years earlier, and you would be hard pressed to find lifelong residents who thought the changes had been for the better.


‘Mae’r lle ’ma bellach fel un o’r cregyn bendigedig ’na ti’n ffeindio ar draeth weithiau. Mae o’n dal i edrych yn ddel, ond unwaith ti’n edrych tu mewn, ’does ’na ddim byd yna erbyn hyn – dim bywyd.’


‘This place nowadays is like one of those lovely shells you find on the beach sometimes. It still looks pretty, but once you look inside there’s nothing there anymore – no life.’


That gloomy assessment of Anglesey from a few years ago has stuck in my mind. It came from a man who was born and brought up there.


It would be a gross exaggeration to say that the island in the nineties was an economic powerhouse. Average wages were low by UK standards. The Holyhead travel to work area was regularly close to the top of the Welsh unemployment tables. But there were opportunities for young people who wanted to stay close to home to find relatively well-paid skilled jobs; at places like the Wylfa nuclear power station and Anglesey Aluminium, and other major private employers – Octel, Rehau, Peboc, Eaton, and many more.


However, shortly after the turn of the century, those companies began to leave – well-established names, one after the other – and nothing came in their place. It became a regular feature of my work as a reporter, waiting outside factory gates for resigned-looking men and women to emerge after hearing bad news. The response to the question of what they would do next was nearly always the same: ‘There’s nothing else here – we’ll have to move away.’


What had always been a steady trickle of young people leaving the island became a stream, and then a flood. It felt sometimes as if it was all one-way traffic on the A55, the dual carriageway across the northern coast of Wales, which goes all the way from Holyhead to Queensferry on the English border.


When it was built in the nineties it was dubbed ‘the road of opportunity’ by some politicians because of the many well-paid jobs they said would surely come to the area as a result of improved transport links to the north-west of England. But that never happened. Instead of new jobs arriving, the main movement west was older people; retirees who had had enough of the rat race. They wanted peace and quiet, spectacular views, and beautiful beaches. The new road meant they were still within reach of family and friends in Cheshire, Manchester and Merseyside.


As a result of all this, I knew the island had changed massively over the previous twenty-five years. But speaking to people on Anglesey in the months after the shooting was something of a revelation. I hadn’t realised the true extent to which communities had become more fractured as a result of so many people leaving, and other people moving in.


It was obvious that the place, like most rural areas, was not immune to crime. But I came to understand that I had seriously underestimated just how widespread and organised the drugs trade had become, even in a seemingly idyllic tourist destination.


It turned out that I didn’t know the island where I’d been brought up half as well as I thought I did.


Siôn Tecwyn












The Shooting


He never knew what hit him, just that he was in agonising pain. Somehow he stumbled a few metres back into the house and shouted for help.


A few minutes earlier, Gerald Corrigan had been sitting in his living room watching television. As usual the curtains were open. There was no reason to close them – out there in the darkness there would be nothing but fields, cliffs, and the sea.


It was just after midnight on Good Friday, 19 April 2019 – a pleasant and mild spring night. Gerald, who was 74 years old, was doing what he always did. He was a night owl, normally going to bed at around 2 am after watching television or working on his computer, then getting up late the next day.


Sometime after 12.08 am the satellite signal on his television was interrupted. But he was watching a pre-recorded programme, so may not have realised what had happened for a few minutes. When he did, he went out into the dark with a torch to investigate – the outdoor security lights hadn’t worked for a while.


Because of the house’s exposed location, the Sky satellite dish was positioned at ground level in front of the house, fixed by a bracket, looking out to sea. At around 12.30 am, as Gerald Corrigan bent over the dish with his right hand resting on the house wall, a terrible pain tore through his body.


Marie Bailey, Gerald’s long-term partner, had, as usual, gone to bed several hours earlier. She was woken by the noise. ‘He was crying and shouting,’ she later told police. ‘How he got himself up the stairs I don’t know. He got himself into the bathroom. He was bleeding and had broken his arm. I tried to help him.’


Gerald managed to tell her that he ‘had been looking at the satellite dish and had received a shock from it.’ She could see a bloody finger mark on the light switch, which he had managed to switch on as he tried to get upstairs.


At 12.34 am she phoned 999, and with an ambulance on the way, the operator told her to try and stop her partner’s bleeding.


‘He was just clutching on to his side and I was pushing the towel as firmly as I could. He was making noises like he was in pain. He said that he felt he was having a heart attack, and they had to hurry. He was very frightened and in a lot of pain. There was a lot of blood on the floor.’


Because of the house’s remote location, she was worried that the ambulance would not be able to find it. She rang again, but shortly afterwards, at 1.02 am, the paramedics, Richard Alwyn Roberts and Huw Hardy, arrived. A trail of blood led them up to the top of the stairs, where Gerald Corrigan was sitting with his back to the wall.


‘I could see he was a very ill man,’ Mr Roberts told police later. His shirt was saturated in blood, and he asked the paramedics for oxygen. He told them that he thought he was having a heart attack, and that he had been electrocuted by the satellite dish. But whilst treating the wounds to his arm, the paramedics cut away Gerald’s upper clothing, revealing two puncture wounds – one to the left of his abdomen near the rib cage and the other near his right nipple – indicating entry and exit wounds. His injuries had been caused by something else.


Gerald Corrigan was carried to the ambulance, in what the paramedics described as ‘a state of traumatic shock.’ Marie Bailey said: ‘He was concerned for me.’


He told his partner: ‘Phone Wyn. He’ll look after you.’


They were his last words to her.


While his colleague attended to Gerald in the ambulance, Richard Alwyn Roberts asked Marie if he could have a look at the satellite dish. He went out with a torch and noticed that the garden gate, leading into the field and the coastal path beyond, was open. This was unusual. Marie Bailey said the gate was always closed to stop cattle coming into the garden and asked him to shut it by putting the rope loop back over the post. As he did, they saw something on the grass, covered in what seemed to be fresh blood.


‘We both noticed it, but he saw it first. I didn’t know what it was.’ said Marie. ‘It was long and very thin and looked like an arrow without a tip on it, and a set of flights on the back.’


The paramedic asked Marie Bailey: ‘Do you have anything to do with bows and arrows?’


‘No’, she replied.


Mr Roberts, wearing gloves, put the object in a plastic hospital bag and told her that he would report the incident to the police.


Marie followed the ambulance in her own car to Ysbyty Gwynedd, the hospital in Bangor, about 20 miles away.


It was there that the horrific extent of Gerald Corrigan’s injuries became apparent.


He was given initial emergency surgery, which included the removal of his spleen and surgical repairs to the damage to his colon and stomach. He had a massive blood transfusion and was placed into an induced coma.


Marie remembered being told at the hospital that Gerald had suffered ‘a very significant injury.’


‘I was very shocked. I’d thought I would be driving him home. I don’t know what I was thinking.’


From the time he entered hospital, Gerald Corrigan was unable to speak.


*


At her home in Cheshire, Gerald’s daughter Fiona switched her phone on at seven o’clock on Good Friday morning.


‘I looked at my phone and I had God-knows how many missed messages and calls. My brother rang, and his tone of voice was really weird. He was speaking really slowly and really clearly.


‘He said: “Fiona, you have to get up and get dressed. You have to get to the hospital. The hospital has been trying to get hold of you. Dad has been shot. He’s in hospital. You’ve got to get up now Fiona – now, because he’s still alive and you might lose him.”’


In a state of disbelief, she got into the car for what would be – on a good day – a drive of just over an hour and a half to Bangor. But this was a Bank Holiday weekend.


‘I just remember the drive over there being the most awful drive. I thought I’d never get there. I was on my own in the car. It was boiling hot and the aircon wasn’t working. The traffic was at a standstill, and time seemed to be going backwards, and I was thinking ‘I’ve got to get there before my dad dies’. So it was like a totally surreal experience; an out of body experience.’


The ‘Wyn’ Gerald Corrigan had told Marie Bailey to ring as he was taken to the ambulance was Richard Wyn Lewis, a friend who lived a few miles away. She had tried to phone him several times that night, but hadn’t been able to get through. But by the time Fiona arrived at Ysbyty Gwynedd, he was there.


‘Wyn was actually waiting there for me, and he met me at the door of the hospital. And he took me up to the ward. Marie was there in a little relatives’ room with the police family liaison officer.


‘And Wyn sat himself down, and both she and the police explained to me that the house was now a crime scene, so she couldn’t stay there. And she was going to stay with Wyn and Siwan [Siwan Maclean, his partner].’


Fiona was left in no doubt about the seriousness of her father’s condition.


‘I do remember when I was at the hospital, I couldn’t see a doctor for what felt like quite a long time – maybe it was no more than an hour, I don’t know. Obviously, Dad was in with the doctors and eventually a doctor came out and sat with me.


‘I do remember her telling us all about the team of people that had been working on him all night and that they weren’t sure whether they were going to put him in an air ambulance to Stoke, and they were saying “that might happen, it might not. We’ve got to stabilise him.”


‘But she explained the nature and the extent of his injuries, and how much blood he’d lost, and they said he could die from this.


‘It was so awful. I was just numb. It’s the sort of thing that you only hear about other people experiencing. And I’m sure anyone who’s had a massive trauma would say that, but it’s so true.


‘It’s like, how can this be happening to my dad? Because he was such a big personality. He filled any room he was in. So, as anyone who’s lost a close family member, that one person who you would be used to talking to about the thing, I couldn’t talk to him.’


By this time, forensic experts and detectives had already been at Gerald’s home, Gof Du, for several hours, combing every inch of the house and the ground outside.


Police had been called at 2.45 am. After arriving at the hospital, the paramedics had told staff they didn’t think Mr Corrigan had been electrocuted but may have been ‘shot with an arrow.’


Richard Alwyn Roberts asked a nurse to contact police to tell them about the incident. Later, he went back to the house to show them where exactly he had found the arrow.


The night’s events sparked what became the biggest police investigation on Anglesey for almost 20 years, and a tragedy which even now has many unanswered questions.

















 


 


 


 


 


Does he notice it,


tending a seedling in the morning mist?


On the leaves, there lurks


the dew of death.


















Gerald Corrigan


Gerald Corrigan lived in a very beautiful place. Gof Du is perched on cliffs looking out on the Irish Sea to the west and the mountains of Eryri to the south. The location feels remote, on the far north-west coast of Wales.


And yet in summer this area, which is known as Penrhosfeilw, is busy. The popular small beach of Porth Dafarch is a fifteen-minute walk away down the Anglesey coastal path, which runs close to the house, some hundred metres in front of it. There are two campsites nearby; one, Draenan Ddu (Blackthorn Farm), a few fields away, which looks down at Gof Du, and another a ten-minute walk away along the coastal path. The cliffs and sea are magnets for climbers and divers.


The seaside village of Trearddur Bay to the south and the port town of Holyhead, to the east, are both no more than a ten-minute drive away.


This is Ynys Cybi (Holy Island); a part of Anglesey that is separated from the rest of the island by a narrow stretch of tidal water. Many visitors approaching Holyhead on the main A55 dual carriageway don’t realise that they are now on a different island.


The house itself is down a track, off a narrow lane which leads to a small car park used by fishermen and birdwatchers. The lane is a turning off the main B4545 road, which snakes along the western side of Holy Island, from Trearddur Bay to the South Stack lighthouse.


Gof Du is not an easy place to find unless you are walking along the coastal path.


It’s close to a large area of heathland, known as Comin Penrhosfeilw or the Range; part of a nature reserve which is home to many rare birds, insects, and plants. It’s called the Range because it was at one time used by the military, including members of the Territorial Army, as a shooting range.


Cyril Jones, who was brought up nearby during the fifties, recalls:


‘As children we were warned to stay away from it because it contained live ammunition, from its use as a practice range during the war.’


This land is now owned by the council but leased to the Royal Society for the Protection of Birds (RSPB), who manage the site.


A ninety-minute walk further along one of the most beautiful parts of the 120-mile-long Anglesey Coastal Path takes you to the lighthouse and RSPB visitor centre, a popular destination for tourists and birdwatchers.


Gerald Corrigan had lived in Knutsford in Cheshire until his marriage came to an end. He moved to Manchester, then to nearby Sale for a short time, and later to Lancaster. He was a lecturer in photography and video; first at what was then Manchester Polytechnic, and then the Blackpool College of Art.


He already knew Anglesey well before moving here. A friend of his had moved to the island a few years earlier, and Gerald would visit him regularly, sometimes camping on the other side of the road from Gof Du and fishing from the rocks nearby. On other occasions, he would stay at a local bed and breakfast. He had also brought some of his students from the college to the island.


As he neared his fiftieth birthday, Gerald had been thinking about early retirement. So, when, in 1994, he heard from the landlord of his bed and breakfast that the dilapidated house was on the market, it was too good an opportunity to miss.


For a nature lover, the combination of wildlife on his doorstep, the views, and peace and quiet, was irresistible, even though the house needed extensive renovation. But Gerald Corrigan, a designer by instinct, loved a project. He lived in a caravan on site for a time while the work was going on.


He had two children – Neale, who lived in London, and Fiona, who visited regularly from her home in Cheshire. She remembered the amount of work that was needed to make the house habitable.


‘Gof Du was in a bit of a mess at the time, and he thought it would be a nice project. When he first bought it, it was such a wreck there was a fox living in the bedroom upstairs. And I think there was a barn owl in another one of the bedrooms, in an abandoned wardrobe. So, it had quite a history. And he just put a lot of love into it.’


The house’s spectacular but exposed location also posed its own particular problems.


‘During the evenings it was generally just very quiet on still nights. But anyone who knows Anglesey knows it can get very windy, and where Dad’s house was in particular, the wind came straight across the sea and you knew about it, and you could hear it around the house. So I’m sure some people would have found it quite eerie. But as a family we loved it. Absolutely loved the wind.’


Fiona said Gof Du was the perfect setting for her father.


‘He loved nature. If you spoke to him, he was really chatty – he would chat to anybody for hours. But he actually loved his own company. He loved quiet, he loved nature, he loved reading, he loved art. So, the peace and quiet and the remoteness really appealed to him ... he could just lose himself in nature over there. And yet Holyhead was just down the road if he wanted to be around people – really the best of both worlds. He loved it over there. There were times when he had his doubts about living somewhere so remote because he found it difficult to go away and leave the place. He was worried about people breaking in.’


Fiona Corrigan herself enjoyed her weekends at Gof Du.


‘I used to go there and do some painting, take some photographs. He and I would go for a walk, say, on Saturday afternoons, and we would just sit and have a chat and we would really have a good laugh.


‘We had a lot of things in common, so it was very easy to talk to him; about what he was reading, what he was watching on television, what was going on in the news – he was very interested in current affairs.’ Laughing, she added: ‘He was very opinionated! And when he met my partner years later, you know, they really had a good laugh together, talking about current affairs, because they were on different sides of the fence politically.


‘Typically, I would go up on Friday night. We’d sit in the kitchen with a bottle of wine, polish it off. Quite often his partner Marie would be there. We’d just not stop talking – until two o’clock in the morning sometimes.’


Gerald’s partner, Marie Bailey, who was 64 at the time of the shooting, had met him 28 years earlier in Lancaster. She was working as a librarian at the time, and after he moved to Gof Du, she would come to stay with him at weekends. After she retired, she moved to Wales herself in 1998, a few years after Gerald, to be closer to him. For most of that time, she had her own home nearby on Anglesey, near the RAF Valley airbase, although she spent much of her time at Gof Du. But a few months before the shooting, in November 2018, she had sold her house and moved in full-time with Gerald Corrigan.


People who knew Marie described her as being ‘quiet but very independent-minded.’ Gerald was her carer to all intents and purposes. She had been diagnosed with multiple sclerosis twenty years earlier, which caused her discomfort at times, and some issues with her balance. But it was a condition she was determined to manage.


The couple had a shared interest in archaeology and went on holiday to countries like Egypt and Turkey, where Gerald could indulge his interest in photography. Gardening was another hobby, with the garden at Gof Du including a vegetable patch. Gerald also enjoyed cooking, particularly making curries – a skill he’d mastered from his time in Manchester, getting tips from chefs in the city’s famous ‘Curry Mile’.


To Marie, Gerald was ‘my partner; very much my significant other.


‘Apart from looking after me, he has his computer, and he watches telly,’ she later told police. ‘We really don’t go out much. We’re very set in our ways. We tend to keep ourselves to ourselves. We’re actually quite boring.’


She explained that the two of them had very different body clocks.


‘Gerry is very much a night owl, and always has been a night owl. I’m a morning person. He usually comes to bed at about two o’clock.’


Fiona remembered her father would regularly be on his computer until well into the small hours of the morning.


‘Left to his own devices, he was nocturnal, pretty much to all intents and purposes,’ she said. ‘He would have been looking at his photographs on his laptop for hours and hours. And he loved Google Earth. He was really, really into Google Earth and he’d go around the world from his living room. Night after night, till four in the morning sometimes.’


Despite its magnificent setting, the house itself was not a thing of beauty, and by 2019, from the outside at least, it looked to be in need of some work. The property included stone outbuildings and around 35 acres of land, which Gerald rented out to a local farmer, Sion Roberts.


Gof Du has a history dating back to 1753. The name is thought to refer to a small dark cave in the nearby cliffs (ogof is the Welsh word for cave, and du means black). But it was originally called Mynydd Gof Du (Black Cave Mountain). On an island as low-lying as Anglesey, it is a long-standing joke that anything slightly higher than a molehill is often referred to as mynydd (mountain). Cyril Jones, who lived nearby as a boy, has carried out extensive research into the history of the area. His story of Gof Du can be found online.


A well-known local Welsh poet Hugh Hughes – Huw ap Huw or ‘Y Bardd Coch o Fôn’ (‘The Red Poet of Anglesey’) lived at Mynydd Gof Du for a time and died there in 1776.


From the end of the eighteenth century, the farm was part of the Penrhos Estate, which was owned by the Stanley family, the principal landowners on Holy Island for over 400 years. Gof Du itself was farmed by the same family for over 150 years. The present house was built towards the end of the nineteenth century during a major rebuilding project of many of the estate’s farms in Penrhosfeilw.


Between 1912 and 1929, the tenant farmer, Richie Roberts, and his wife had 11 children in this small house, eight of whom survived. He passed the farm on to one of his sons, Eric, in 1957, before it was sold out of the family in the late sixties or early seventies. All the Roberts family regularly attended the nearby Penrhosfeilw chapel. The chapel, which looks down on Gof Du from the main road, closed in 2000, and like many old buildings in the area, was turned into holiday accommodation.


Albert Owen, the island’s long-serving MP at the time of the shooting, was born and brought up in the area, and still lives nearby.


‘The area where the incident took place is on my doorstep. I call it my backyard,’ he said. ‘I live close to Mynydd Tŵr (Holyhead Mountain) – still do now. Been here for over sixty years.


‘South Stack is on my doorstep. Porth Dafarch beach and Porth Gof Du, close to where Mr Corrigan lived, are areas I would frequent as a young man, and with my family when my daughters were young. It’s a place where we’d go bathing, a place where you go walking, a place we go fishing. It’s a place where we’d meet up with people.’


Oswyn Williams, a builder, met Gerald Corrigan during the summer of 2003, when he helped a friend to put new roofs on some of the outbuildings at Gof Du.


They had a shared interest in natural history and spoke a couple of times while the work was going on. Like many people on Anglesey, Welsh is Oswyn’s first language.


‘Boi bach neis uffernol. Odd o’n dod allan o’r tŷ yn y bora efo camera a llyfr a cherdded y tir. Dyna oedd ei bleser o. Odd o’n licio cymryd lluniau o’r glöynnod byw a bob math o bryfetach.’


‘Bloody lovely bloke. He’d emerge from the house in the morning with a camera, a book and go walking. That was his pleasure. He liked to take photos of the butterflies and all sorts of insects.


‘He was a very quiet placid man – didn’t interfere at all – agreed to the work and left us to it.’


Even though Gerald Corrigan was a seemingly self-contained man, who didn’t appear to have a wide circle of friends, the people who did get to know him agree that he was neither reclusive nor unsociable. John Peake, a retired engineer from the Wirral, who had moved to Trearddur Bay in 2001, first met him five or six years later at a car boot sale, where Gerald was selling rugs.


‘He did know people – he was choosy who he had in his life. If you weren’t interested in wildlife, you wouldn’t enter into Gerry’s world. He could talk about wildlife for hours. He’d have me enthralled. He was very sociable but because of where he lived – what we’d call out in the sticks – there’s not a lot of people to mix with.’


John was one of a group of four friends, all originally from the north-west of England, who had moved to the area and would occasionally go fishing or meet for a meal at his house to discuss their fishing exploits. Gradually Gerry Corrigan started to join them.


‘He was a very likeable gentleman, somewhat reserved. He liked fair play. If he came here for a meal, he’d be the one bringing two bottles of wine. He was good company to be with.


‘Gerry used to come round here and have a drink and Marie would drop him off. Then we’d have a meal and a drink, and the fish would get bigger, and Marie would come and take him home.’


John Peake never had any reason to think that Gerry had any kind of problems.


‘He was such an easy person to talk to, very easy going. There were no issues in his life or anything. He was quite a settled person.


‘I’d bump into him in Morrisons, and we’d probably be out every couple of months fishing. We’d occasionally pop round there to see him and Marie. We built up a solid friendship. We weren’t in each other’s pockets, but he was a chap you could rely on. He very much doted on Marie, and his life revolved around Marie, basically making sure she was okay, taking her shopping and so on.’ John Peake summed him up as: ‘A gentleman, very much old school, good manners, well presented.’


Mike Richardson was another member of the group who came to know Gerry Corrigan through their shared interest in fishing.


‘He was a very gentle man, and well above my education standard. He was very easy to get on with, a nice feller to talk to, always interested in you.’


He remembered selling Gerry Corrigan a canoe which he wanted for his family to use during their visits to Anglesey, with Gerry insisting that, despite their friendship, he should pay the full price with a bit on top. ‘That was the type of feller he was – as straight as they come.’


Fiona Corrigan said that, while being always happy to talk to anybody, particularly about wildlife, her father’s social circle had dwindled over the years as people he had known moved away. Friends from further afield would occasionally come to stay, and Gerald Corrigan would enjoy taking them out, and showing them the views, and rare plants and butterflies.


‘His circle of friends became smaller, which I think was a shame. I suppose it’s inevitable when you live somewhere that’s just so remote. But over the years, the number of individual names that he mentioned became fewer and fewer. So, I think in terms of socialising, his social circle around the time of his death was really quite a small one.’















The Investigation


Dawn breaking on the north-west coast of Anglesey is normally witnessed by a few seabirds and the occasional seal. First light on the morning of Good Friday 2019 was very different. Penrhosfeilw was a hive of police activity.


The area around Gof Du was cordoned off as the police searched for anything that could explain what had happened. Martin Casey was staying in a caravan at the edge of the Blackthorn Farm campsite, overlooking the house from a couple of fields away. He’d had the caravan on the site for seven years, and was a regular visitor from his home in Cheshire. Even though Mr Casey was at the campsite most weekends during the summer, over the years he had never seen Gerald Corrigan, although he’d heard that, like him, he was a keen photographer.


He had thought of going down to the coastal path that Thursday night to take pictures. It was a clear moonlit night, but as he looked out from the deck of his caravan, some sea mist came down for a while sometime between 10.30 pm and 11 pm and he decided to go to bed.


‘I remember hearing a dog barking which was quite unusual, and it was getting on my nerves. I didn’t go back to sleep.’


He heard a helicopter overhead in the early hours of the morning, but thought little of it because the cliffs were often used for training exercises by the rescue services. After a restless night, sometime after six o’clock in the morning he decided to drive from the campsite to a local café.


‘It was then I realised something big was going on because there were police vans everywhere. As soon as I got out of the site, I was pulled up and asked where I was going, where I’d been, had I seen anything. They wouldn’t say what had happened, just that it was a serious incident.’


If the weather conditions had been different that night, Martin Casey could have come face to face with Gerald Corrigan’s attacker. ‘On a clear night, I could have been down on that coastal path and something could have happened.’


Later that afternoon, North Wales Police released details of the shooting, saying a 74-year-old man ‘was in a critical condition’, but without naming Gerald Corrigan. Bearing in mind his injuries, and having examined the arrow found in the garden, they now knew that he had been shot with a crossbow.


The investigation was led from the start by Detective Chief Inspector Brian Kearney, a softly spoken Irishman who knew the area around Holyhead well. But even he had trouble finding Gof Du when he was called just after three o’clock on Good Friday morning. Despite being a highly experienced detective, he conceded very early on that it was ‘a challenging investigation.’


Making the first of what would prove to be several appeals for information, he said:


‘The elderly member of our community has received horrendous, life-changing injuries as a result of this incident, the motive of which remains totally unknown. We are in the early stages of our investigation and are working hard to establish the circumstances behind this incident. A number of inquiries are under way involving detectives from CID, the local policing teams and crime scene investigation. North-west Wales and Anglesey remain one of the safest parts of the UK. Incidents of this nature are extremely rare and we are determined to find out who has done this.’


Despite the reassurances and increased police patrols, there was both shock and fear amongst local people because of the bizarre nature of the attack. Was there some psychopath wandering around in the dead of night with a crossbow shooting people just for the hell of it?


Holyhead town councillor Jennifer Saboor told the BBC: ‘This is a horrendous incident with a 74-year-old man fighting for his life in hospital. It’s frightening that this can happen, and our immediate thoughts are for the gentleman to pull through.’


Albert Owen, the island’s MP at the time and a local man was, like most people, stunned at the news. ‘The shock was something I’d never seen before, because of the uncertainty about what had happened,’ he said. ‘People were in the dark.’


He was regularly briefed by the police during the investigation.


‘It’s a transit port town and this added to the pressures on the police. Was somebody just travelling through and was it just a short-term visitor who had committed the crime?


‘It’s something I’ll never forget as long as I live. You never forget these things, because they scar your memory.’


Police appealed to anyone who saw anything suspicious near the junction of Porthdafarch Road and Plas Road – both of which lead from the area to Holyhead and the A55 dual carriageway beyond – between six o’clock on the Thursday evening and four o’clock on the Friday morning to contact them.


Late on Good Friday, Gerald Corrigan, who was still in an induced coma, was airlifted in a helicopter from Ysbyty Gwynedd to the Royal Stoke Hospital because of the extent of his injuries. He arrived there at 11.18 pm.


The following day, Saturday 20 April, he was named as the victim. The story dominated the news in Wales, and there was coverage in many London-based newspapers.


In a statement, Mr Corrigan’s family said ‘This is a horrific incident that has happened to our family. We cannot think of anybody who may have wanted to hurt our father and dear partner. We are trying to come to terms with this shocking incident.’


The white suits of police crime scene investigators were still prominent in the garden of Gof Du and the surrounding fields on Saturday as they carried out a fingertip search for the tiniest clue that could help the investigation. The police helicopter flew overhead, as specialist dog teams searched the surrounding countryside. Police officers stood at the entrance to the track that led from the lane down to the house.


The news inevitably attracted media attention. Elen Wyn was the reporter on shift that weekend for the BBC in North Wales. She had never been to that part of Holy Island before and, like many other people, got lost trying to find the house along the rural narrow lanes.


‘I remember parking, and I remember seeing this lovely, beautiful, picturesque scene in front of me – the sea and the fields. It really is a beautiful, beautiful place. But I had never been here before, because it’s so far from everywhere.


‘When you hear the word crossbow it’s so out of the ordinary – it sounded so medieval. Nobody really understood what was going on. Who on earth would have a crossbow in the middle of the night in rural Anglesey? It’s so odd. It’s such a rural area – it was just bizarre. It was one of those incidents and cases where you can’t just forget about it. It was a story that everybody had an interest in, and wanted to know what had happened and why it happened.’
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