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KIERAN FAGAN’S interest in miscarriages of justice was prompted by living close to 10 Rillington Place in London in the 1960s. At that address serial killer John Christie had lived, and also Timothy Evans, who was hanged for murders later shown to be the work of Christie. The author is a retired journalist who has worked for The Irish Times, Irish Independent and Sunday Tribune.
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Harry Gleeson with some greyhounds, which were his great passion. COURTESY TOM GLEESON




Preface


When I first began to look into this subject, in late 2009, I thought the job involved finding out the names of those who had murdered Mary McCarthy, or Moll Carthy as she was known locally. My plan was to bring the story up to date by publishing the names of those responsible, thus exonerating Harry Gleeson, the man hanged in April 1941 for Moll McCarthy’s murder. Not long after I had begun, however, I was sidetracked by another project, and when I returned to Moll’s murder in late 2011, I found that my purpose had shifted: I was less focused on who had killed her. After all, an earlier writer on the subject, Marcus Bourke, though he stopped short of naming the guilty parties, had left plenty of clues pointing to their identity. The key for me became to ask other questions. Why did they do it? How did they get away with it? This book, I hope, explains how a series of overlapping events and interests caused an innocent man to be hanged.


In looking into these matters, I found that I had to ask some hard questions of those still living, and prompt the living to ask even harder questions of the dead.


Look at the bare facts: a woman was murdered and a man was hanged for her murder. Yet most of their neighbours and friends knew at the time that the evidence that pointed to Harry Gleeson being the murderer was sketchy. Others knew, or thought they knew, that he had not killed anyone. So why did so few speak up for him? And if not then, why not later? Why, in the early 1990s, when first Bill O’Connor and then Marcus Bourke had published books showing grave flaws in the murder investigation and the trial of Harry Gleeson, did people not speak out and demand that his reputation be restored?


There was, and still is, a conspiracy of silence. Moll’s promiscuous relations with certain men in New Inn, County Tipperary, and beyond left many families with guilty secrets. Fear was another factor. If Harry Gleeson did not commit the murder, then those who did were still living in the community and had shown that they were not to be trifled with. So this conspiracy of silence could more accurately be described as ‘a reign of terror’, as Seán Delaney of the Justice for Harry Gleeson campaign group pointed out to me. However, even after all the protagonists had died, there remained little appetite for confronting the truth. All this contributed to unease in a community that knew it had looked the other way when trouble had come to a neighbour’s door. There were then, as there are now, honourable exceptions, and it is to them we owe the truth.


The townland of Marlhill, close to the village of New Inn, came to the attention of the wider world following the events of Thursday, 21 November 1940, when a farm manager, out checking on sheep, found the body of a woman with gunshot wounds. That single event would enmesh the lives of ordinary people and international figures, lawyers, diplomats and international peacemakers, film-makers and novelists, and its consequences continue to engage the attention of the public to this day. This book is an attempt to disentangle the threads that came together in what was a fairly typical community in the Irish countryside, not long after the Second World War had begun. However, there are some questions to which we will never find answers.


Where people are quoted, the text is taken from the official record unless otherwise indicated. There are conflicts in evidence between ‘old time’ and ‘new time’ because some rural people did not change their clocks for daylight-saving time. These conflicts can get in the way of comprehension. Previous writers tried to adjust the text to adopt one. I have chosen not to alter the record, but to ensure that, where timing is critical to understanding what is going on, the time lapse between events is given correctly.




1. South Tipperary in 1940


The village of New Inn is a pleasant, quiet backwater today, less busy than it was some seventy-five years ago. Then, it was on the main Dublin-to-Cork road, about halfway between Cashel and Cahir, and had a busy garda station with a complement of four men. The girls’ secondary school was a hive of activity, just across the road from a modest parish church and quiet graveyard. Vincent O’Brien had not yet begun training horses at nearby Ballydoyle, but the land was good, and many farmers prospered in the Golden Vale, some of the finest agricultural land in Western Europe. Because of wartime supply shortages, farmers were required to plant crops, although much of the land was better suited to grazing high-quality livestock, as generally happens today.


The motte (or moat, in local parlance) of Knockgraffon is an imposing man-made earthen mound, an Anglo-Norman settlement, from the twelfth or thirteenth century, which survives to this day. Nearby is Rockwell College, in the 1940s a day and boarding school for boys run by the Holy Ghost order, now co-educational, where a young Éamon de Valera taught briefly. Knockgraffon National School, scene of some of the events in this book, closed its doors for the last time in 1992, though it outlasted New Inn Secondary School by ten years.
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Map of the Marlhill–Knockgraffon–New Inn area today, showing M8.


COURTESY FIONA ARYAN


But a resident of New Inn from 1940 would not recognise much else about the landscape. In recent years, the M8 motorway has severed the area. The very contours of the land have changed because the motorway passes through on a raised embankment. Farmers lost many acres when the motorway was built. John Caesar’s farm in the townland of Marlhill – where Mary McCarthy’s body was found in November 1940 – was bisected, and what remains of it now lies on either side of the motorway, with access via a tunnel.


Caesar’s land has also been combined with other adjoining farms. Many of the hedges which his farm manager maintained in 1940, and where the dead woman’s children scavenged for firewood, have gone, as fields have been consolidated. A pump where the murdered woman sometimes drew water for her cottage, near the site of the demolished Caesar farmhouse, remains.


The physical changes have also been more than matched by the changes in people’s way of life and their attitudes. It is fair to say that in 1940 anyone who forecast that Elizabeth II, a daughter of the then reigning British monarch, would visit the nearby Rock of Cashel and be welcomed with a handshake to republican south Tipperary by a Sinn Féin mayor would have been ridiculed. Yet that is exactly what has happened.


Politically and socially, too, New Inn has changed drastically in the past seven decades. In 1940, the Easter Rising of 1916 was fresh in many memories and the atrocities of the War of Independence and the Civil War were recent events, discussed and argued over in kitchens, public houses and meeting halls.


Men who had taken up arms when they were young had become honoured members of society. Some were feared, and with good reason. Many had killed for ‘the cause’ and were revered for their contribution to Irish independence. Where once an Anglo-Irish aristocracy had overseen the local society, now a cohort of nationalist heroes with a claim for respect in their own locality was in charge. Many were not yet fifty, most were men, and some had been rewarded for their services with pensions from the impoverished infant state.


The presence in the community of those regarded as heroes for acts of valour in bearing arms sat uneasily alongside that of a recent creation: An Garda Síochána, the unarmed successor to the Royal Irish Constabulary. Often, if there was trouble in a neighbourhood, a word with the local IRA leader was more effective than going to the local police barracks. As I was told by a man who grew up in New Inn in the 1940s, ‘They were hard, tough men; they knew how to handle guns and were not afraid to do so.’


Mary McCarthy was born around 1902 and was approaching forty years of age when she was murdered. When she was about nineteen, and working as a domestic servant in the New Inn area, she gave birth to her first daughter, Mary. The nineteen-year-old Mary McCarthy’s grandfather was Edmond McCarthy. He was the second head gardener at Garranlea, home of the wealthy landowning Cooney family. He leased a cottage from them and lived there with his family.


Some time later – on the same day that Abraham Slattery bought what would become the Caesar farm from John Cooney at public auction – Edmond McCarthy bought the leased cottage, along with two acres, in which his daughter Mary and granddaughter Moll subsequently lived. His daughter, Moll’s mother (who was also called Mary), was born on 12 January 1870, the youngest of his three children. Edmond’s wife died and he remarried. When Moll’s mother Mary was thirteen, she hit her stepmother in the face with a poker during an argument and her father threw her out of the house. We do not know if or when father and daughter were reconciled, but she did inherit his cottage. She had spent some time in an orphanage in Clonmel. When she left, she was penniless and that, it appears, is what made her take to prostitution, as did her daughter Moll.
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Map of John Caesar’s land showing Moll McCarthy’s route. COURTESY FIONA ARYAN


Some time in the mid-1920s a farmer called John Caesar bought the seventy-acre farm that Slattery had acquired from John Cooney. Caesar had gone to America as a young man and had made some money. Local legend says that he worked on the building of the Brooklyn Bridge in New York. Caesar was not a local man, but his first wife was from New Inn, and they farmed at nearby Graigue. When she died, he married Bridget Hogan from near Tipperary town, sold the original farm and moved a short distance to Marlhill, acquiring Moll McCarthy as a neighbour. The McCarthy cottage – some called it a hovel – stood on two acres surrounded on three sides by Caesar’s land, as if someone had taken a bite out of the farm’s southern flank.


There was no escaping the Caesars for Moll and her family: even when they wanted water, most of the time they had to draw it from pumps on Caesar’s land.


The Caesars had no children and, by the 1930s, John was in his seventies, but his nephew, one of many, had joined them and worked the farm, in the expectation of one day inheriting it. This nephew was Harry Gleeson. He and Moll were about the same age.


After Moll’s first child, Mary, was born, there were three Mary McCarthys living in the two-roomed cottage, soon joined by Moll’s second child, Patrick, the result of her liaison with a local man, Patrick Byrne of Knockgraffon.


Moll McCarthy’s mother Mary was also an unmarried mother. Since Moll’s father was a local man named Fitzgerald, and Moll’s first child was fathered by yet another Fitzgerald, this may account for the local view that Moll’s daughter Mary was, in the parlance of the time, ‘a bit slow mentally’. However, as we shall see, the youngest Mary McCarthy was not mentally impaired at all. She had inherited her mother’s flaming red hair, though she was not considered to be as pretty as her mother; a local woman who knew her as a child described her as ‘dumpy’.


In the 1920s, the oldest living Mary and her daughter Moll kept goats for breeding purposes, as well as a greyhound and some donkeys. The depredations caused to their neighbours’ property by wandering goats mattered little compared to the outrage at Moll’s way of life, giving birth to children by local men, some of whom were married to, or would later marry, ‘respectable’ local women.


In 1926, when Moll’s mother was still living with her, the two women and Moll’s two children, Mary and Patrick, were fortunate to escape with their lives when the thatched roof of the cottage was set on fire. A vacant cottage nearby was also burned – lest the McCarthys move into it. It was clearly arson and the McCarthys were awarded £25 in state compensation, a considerable sum at the time.


This outrageous act, which could have caused the deaths of four people, was blamed on local men, acting, it was thought, on the prompting of their womenfolk. Then it was the women’s turn to disgrace themselves. They approached the parish priest, Father Edward Murphy, prompting him to condemn Moll McCarthy and her way of life from the pulpit in New Inn. We do not have a record of his remarks, though we know she was in church to hear them. There is no record of whether or not he also condemned the arson attack and attempted murder visited on these members of his flock.


Matters improved somewhat with the appointment of a new parish priest in 1932. Father James O’Malley appeared to be a more tolerant and easy-going man. He had served in New Zealand, and, initially, did not act upon calls from the respectable women of New Inn to do something about Moll and her increasing brood.


Matters were not helped by Moll brazenly sending her children to Knockgraffon National School where they sat in desks alongside the legitimate offspring of their various fathers. The two eldest – Mary and Patrick – enrolled on the same day, 23 April 1929. The next child, Michael, enrolled on 4 September 1933, and Ellen (known as Nellie) entered the school on 19 June 1936. When classes ended for the day, the good wives of New Inn and the surrounding area would sometimes look closely at Moll’s children as they left, seeking to identify family likenesses to their husbands, brothers and even fathers.


On one occasion Moll got annoyed with this, and provoked a scene outside the school, shouting at the women to look as much as they liked, that her children were every bit as good as theirs, and saying, ‘Don’t they have the same fathers?’ Her logic was unassailable but did not endear Moll to her neighbours.


On another occasion, Moll broke up a fight between either Patrick or Michael and another pupil, telling her son not to be hurting his brother.


When Knockgraffon National School closed its doors in 1992, a nicely produced commemorative booklet issued at the time made no mention of these excitements, but one contributor did remember the less well-off. ‘We, the girls, never played with the cottage children. Thinking back on it, wasn’t it disgraceful? As though being poor was not enough, without being looked down on for it?’1
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An undated photograph of Anastasia Cooney.


COURTESY CARMEL O’LEARY


Moll and her brood were not completely without friends. Anastasia Cooney, a daughter of the wealthy landowning family, lived nearby at Garranlea House. An unmarried and formidable woman, Anastasia had driven a battlefield ambulance during the First World War.2 She was trained at the Mary Wardell Hospital in Stanmore, north of London, before being sent overseas. A devout Catholic, and a pillar of the local branch of the Legion of Mary, Anastasia Cooney was able to distinguish between the sinner and the sin. She befriended Moll, and let it be known that the McCarthy family had her protection. This meant that the ability of the New Inn parish priest, Father Murphy or O’Malley, to deal with the ‘scarlet woman’ on his doorstep was limited, since he could not afford to make an enemy of a daughter of the local Big House.


However, Anastasia Cooney was the only ‘respectable’ local woman known to have crossed the door of Moll McCarthy’s cottage, and she acted as godmother for some of Moll’s children. She also arranged for the burial of Moll’s seventh and last child, Margaret, known as Peggy, who lived for only about three weeks. Anastasia herself is laid to rest in a Cooney plot in Kilsheelan on the Tipperary–Waterford border, which is also where she had baby Peggy buried.3


But as Moll’s family grew, staff at nearby Rockwell College saw to it that surplus food from the boarding school kitchen found its way to her cottage. She also received a payment of six shillings a week from the local welfare officer, who paid for her to receive a daily pint of milk from a local farmer, John Condon. The manager of the adjoining farm, where Moll used to go to draw water, also gave her an occasional bag of potatoes. His name was Harry Gleeson.




2. A Wicked Murder


In the early half of the twentieth century, market day was an important event in the life of any rural town and for those who lived in surrounding areas, much more so than it is today. The daily routine of the farm was disrupted as the fattened animals were prepared for the journey, before the farmer and his wife, sometimes farmhands too, set off for a day of bargaining, meeting old friends and hoping for a good price for their livestock and produce. The farmer looked forward to a few pints when the negotiations were finished, while the women caught up with local news and saw what new goods the shops had to offer. Market day was a big event that involved many changes and distractions from day-to-day life in rural Ireland – and these distractions also made it a good opportunity to prepare for a murder.


When Michael Harris’s hired lorry drove into Caesar’s farmyard on the morning of Wednesday, 20 November 1940, to collect pigs to take to the fair in Cashel, John Caesar came out to help load the animals. He then got into the cab of the lorry beside Harris and they set off for Cashel, then a market town of some 3,000 people. Bridget Caesar would follow her husband later in the pony and trap. Unlike today’s dedicated marts on the outskirts of large towns, in the 1940s the market took place on the streets, and shop owners put screens outside windows to protect them from animals lurching in through the glass.


While the farmers haggled and bargained, the women sold their eggs, vegetables and other produce to the local grocer. And this is how it was for Bridget Caesar, who then bought what she needed for the coming month – tea, sugar, paraffin oil, soap and candles, and perhaps something new to wear for Christmas.


On that particular fair day in November 1940, after all the bargaining had been done, John Caesar was ready for a pint. There was no shortage of watering holes in Cashel and while he enjoyed a drink in one of the public houses where men were gathered, his wife took a small glass of port in the snug of Ryan’s Hotel at the top of the town. Those with more robust republican views frequented Davern’s bar in Main Street, a family-run business with strong IRA and Fianna Fáil connections.1


Later in the afternoon, the Caesars returned home in the pony and trap, full of talk of the day’s doings and the price they had got from a man called Cantwell who had bought their pigs. Tommy Reid and Harry Gleeson, who had stayed behind to work the farm, would want to know all the details. According to her son Michael, their neighbour Moll McCarthy saw the Caesars’ pony and trap returning up the road past her cottage.


That day Harry Gleeson had been ploughing the stubble field a few minutes’ walk away from the Caesar farmhouse. When the light started to fade, which was also around the time the Caesars were setting out on their journey home, he decided to call it a day. The field was partly tilled and partly pasture, and sheep were grazing on the pasture side. He returned to the farmyard and began to feed the cattle and settle them down for the night. Tommy Reid, the farmhand – he got paid for his work, unlike Harry Gleeson, who hoped to inherit the farm and so was paid no wages, having to subsist on what he earned from training greyhounds for coursing matches, and other odd jobs – helped him to clear up after the day’s work. They were both tired following the early start to the day loading up the pigs to send them to market.


Moll McCarthy was not what most people, in New Inn or elsewhere, would have described as an ideal neighbour. She had been a very pretty young woman, with striking red hair and good features, and, by 1940, even though she was fading slightly into middle age, men still found her attractive. So much so that she had given birth to six children by different men from the general locality and, earlier that year, a seventh child, a little girl, had died a few weeks after birth.


Life was hard in Moll’s cottage. At one time, it had been thatched, but by 1940 it had been reroofed with corrugated iron, making it more difficult to heat. For fuel, the family depended largely on collecting twigs and cuttings from hedges and trees in the locality. This inevitably brought them into conflict with neighbours, who saw the children pulling branches off trees and bushes in hedgerows that were essential to stop their cattle from straying. Good fences make good neighbours, as the poet Robert Frost noted, and scavenging for fuel had the opposite effect. To make things worse, Moll kept goats, which would often escape and eat everything in sight. None of this endeared the McCarthys to their neighbours.
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Moll McCarthy’s cottage. COURTESY NATIONAL ARCHIVES


Of Moll’s six children, the two eldest had left school. Mary, who was eighteen, had been working as a live-in maid at a nearby house, but had returned home recently following a dispute over unpaid wages. Patrick was fifteen and worked for a local farmer called Hanley. He slept at Hanley’s farm, but he came home most evenings after work for a few hours. The next child was twelve-year-old Michael, who, in 1940, fitfully attended the local national school at Knockgraffon, along with his sister Nellie. The two youngest children, Bridget and Connie (Cornelius), were still at home. As a family, they seemed to get along well, despite their poverty and humble abode.


In the early evening on that November day in 1940, as John and Bridget Caesar were sitting down to their evening meal, around the same time, just a few hundred yards away, Moll was getting ready to go out. Five of Moll’s children were in or around their home when she left some time after 5.30 p.m.; Patrick would come from work later. Michael and Nellie had gone to a nearby house to collect milk and a payment for the servicing of a female goat by Moll’s billy goat. A garda sergeant had called to the cottage earlier, at around 3.30 p.m. Some said he had a summons to serve on Moll because the children had not been attending school; others said he wanted to have sex with her – and either account or both may have been correct. Exactly why Sergeant Anthony Daly visited Moll that day has never been satisfactorily explained. At the time he was living in the garda station in New Inn because he was relatively new in the neighbourhood and his wife had not yet joined him.


Not long after the Caesars ate their evening meal together, Moll McCarthy was taking a shortcut across the Caesar farm in the direction of the village of New Inn. She was dressed to go out, though she did not tell her children where she was going, and the path she took brought her to the stubble field in which Harry had been working earlier in the afternoon. Her dress was simple enough – she had little to spend on clothes, and she was wearing odd shoes. Darkness was falling fast.


Her route across the field led to another popular shortcut to New Inn – known as the Mass Path – which ran along the side of Caesar’s farmhouse.


What we do know is that after Moll left her cottage that evening, nobody would admit to seeing her alive again.


Just down the road from Moll’s cottage, a card game would soon begin at the home of Frank Lenehan and his wife. They were hosting a regular ‘gamble’, a card game for which the prize was a pair of chickens. Their little pebble-dashed cottage – a half-mile south of Moll’s cottage – was packed for the evening and the children were told to stay in their bedroom. Peter, one of those children, who was twelve years old at the time, remembers the names of many who were present.2 Farmers James Condon, John Halpin and Willie Fitzgerald were present. Ned Clifford was also there, and so were Johnny and Jimmy McGrath, cousins of the Lenehans. The absence of four regular participants at the ‘gamble’ was also noted, certainly by the older Lenehan children, and very likely by others, too. Thomas Hennessy, Jack ‘The Boss’ Nagle, Patrick J. O’Gorman (‘Pak’ Gorman) and Patrick or Paddy Byrne were all missing, and all lived in close proximity to Moll’s cottage. Thomas Hennessy would later say in evidence that he had gone to Cahir that evening.


On his way home from work, Frank Lenehan had cycled down the road past Moll’s cottage at about 6.15 p.m., but had noticed nothing out of place.


There are two versions of what happened to Moll after she left her cottage. One says that she and an unknown man had sex in a nearby disused dwelling, known as Lynch’s farmhouse, and that sometime later she was killed instantly by a shot that severed her carotid artery. Nobody knows for certain whom she went to meet that evening, but if she had arranged to meet just one man, others had to have joined him. Had one person carried the body, the pathologist’s report would have noted markings caused in transit.


We do know that Moll’s body did not lie in the field all night. Her clothes would have been sodden with rain. The body was probably moved just before daylight. Another shot, fired from a shotgun, was fired at Moll McCarthy’s dead body – most likely as she lay in the field where she was found – and it took away her face.


The second theory, which came from the police, is that the man she went to meet was Harry Gleeson. Some time around 6 p.m., he slipped out of the Caesar farmhouse, intercepted Moll or met her by arrangement, shot her twice and left her body overnight in the stubble field. According to the police’s theory, there was nobody else involved. Thomas Hennessy said he had heard shots coming from the direction of the Caesar farm around at that time, and the police took this as confirmation of their version of events.


The next thing we definitely know is that, later in the evening when his mother did not return, Patrick, Moll’s eldest son, became concerned and went out with a dog and a lamp to look for her. He checked around Caesar’s farm, including the stubble field where his mother’s body was found the next day, but did not find anything. He decided not to return to Hanley’s farm where he worked, instead staying with his brothers and sisters that night in the hope that their mother would come home, but she was still not back when he set off for work the following morning.


The next day, Thursday, 21 November, Harry Gleeson was out looking for his uncle’s bull and sheep sometime around 9.30 a.m. when he saw a body lying near a hedge in a corner of the stubble field. He later said that a small barking dog was crouched on the body, obscuring his view of the victim’s head, and so he did not recognise Moll. He went first to tell his uncle John Caesar and his wife Bridget, and then ran across the fields to the New Inn garda station to report what he had found. That probably took Gleeson about ten to fifteen minutes.


At the station, Gleeson told Garda Vincent Scully, the first person he met there, that he had come across the body of a woman. He could not go closer because Moll’s little black dog was crouched on her chest and barking angrily; he had dogs with him and was afraid he would not be able to control four dogs. He never got close enough to see the woman’s face, but thought she might be sleeping or even dead.


Gleeson, whose hobbies included hare-coursing, had three dogs with him that morning when he went looking for his uncle’s flock of sheep. Two were Caesar’s farm dogs, sheepdogs most likely, and one greyhound, which happened to belong to Garda Scully – Gleeson was training it for a coursing meeting because Scully lived in rented rooms. Scully’s dog had to be put on a leash when he would not obey Harry’s voice commands, as the farm dogs would. After Harry Gleeson told Scully about the woman in the field, the garda called his station sergeant, Anthony Daly, from the living quarters above the barracks; then he, Garda Joseph Ruth and Harry Gleeson got into a garda car and went to the field where the body was lying. They approached the body from a different direction to that initially taken by Gleeson, and each of the men instantly recognised Moll McCarthy by her hair. ‘Look at the foxy red head on her,’ Harry Gleeson said. Even in death, with most of her face missing, Moll’s flaming red hair caught the men’s eyes.
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New Inn garda station, photographed in 2007. COURTESY CREATIVE COMMONS


Daly told Gleeson to remove the barking dog from the body and to get a sheet to cover it. Gleeson now had Moll’s blood on his clothes from picking up and carrying the dog. John Caesar’s farm became a crime scene. A police guard was put in place to keep people away from the corpse.


A curate, Father Denis Blackburn, came to administer the last rites and a Cashel GP, Dr James O’Connor, was summoned to examine the body, getting there shortly after 1 p.m. He could see immediately that Moll McCarthy had been shot dead. However, he did not detect that she had been shot twice – that would emerge from the state pathologist’s examination the following day. Dr O’Connor did note that rigor mortis had already set in and that the body had not cooled a great deal. It was just 3 degrees Fahrenheit below normal body temperature. The doctor also deduced that the dead woman did not appear to have been in the field for long. The body was lying awkwardly, and Dr O’Connor said this suggested that it could have had been moved.


In the afternoon, Superintendent Patrick O’Mahony arrived from his headquarters in Cahir. He was the senior garda officer in the area, reporting to Chief Superintendent Edward Reynolds at divisional headquarters in Thurles. This crime was not one to leave in the hands of the complement of four men at New Inn station, Sergeant Daly and Gardaí Vincent Scully, Joseph Ruth and Frank Gralton. O’Mahony’s first act was to have the body covered with a waterproof tarpaulin. He then drafted in thirty or forty gardaí to search the surrounding fields, drains and hedges. Sergeant Anthony Daly stayed at the scene for some hours before going back to New Inn garda station, though he later returned to Caesar’s farm, where he picked up some discarded spent shotgun cartridges, Eley No. 4 grade.


Superintendent O’Mahony, accompanied by Detective Sergeant James Reynolds, called on John Caesar and took from him his Harrison and Richardson single-barrelled shotgun, together with some cartridges and a cleaning rod. It seems that, at this point, the entire Caesar household was under suspicion.


Harry Gleeson and Tommy Reid continued to work on other parts of the farm, tending cattle and sheep, and repairing fences: the daily round of work that a mixed farm requires.


The next day, Friday, 22 November, Dr John McGrath, the state pathologist, arrived from Dublin in the mid-morning, around the same time as ballistics expert Superintendent Daniel Stapleton, but they travelled separately. McGrath conducted a preliminary examination in the field, then had Moll’s body removed to New Inn garda station. There, he made a detailed examination with the help of Dr O’Connor. It was at this point that McGrath found that Moll had been shot twice, and had died of shock and a haemorrhage. Her skull had been fractured in several places, her jugular vein had been punctured and her spine had also been fractured. One side of her face had been blown away and pieces of bone and teeth were found near the body.


McGrath estimated the time of death as between twenty-four and forty-eight hours before he took the temperature of the body at 1.50 p.m. on that Friday. (Since Moll’s body was found twenty-seven hours before Dr McGrath arrived, his conclusion does not add much to our understanding of what happened.) Dr McGrath would later say that he could not account for the relatively high body temperature recorded by Dr O’Connor – he could only offer his opinion based on his own examination. He also found about two dozen lead pellets from a shotgun on or close to Moll’s body, as well as cartridge wads in her clothes and one in her hair. He said that her coat was buttoned, that there was blood on its interior and that her body had been lifted, probably to move it away from the fence so that it would be more easily seen and found. The grass and stones under her body were dry, as were her clothes, despite the rain on the Wednesday night. The dry ground would pose a significant problem for the defence, with its implication that the body had lain out all night.


After the post-mortem examination was finished, the local coroner, Dr P.J. Stokes, opened an inquest at New Inn garda station on the Friday afternoon. A jury was hastily assembled from the local population, one of whom was a retired tailor, Joseph Moloney, who will appear later in this story. At the inquest, Sergeant Daly gave evidence of last seeing Moll alive on Wednesday, 20 November at about 3.30 p.m., a few hours before she disappeared.


Garda Ruth gave evidence of going with Sergeant Daly and Harry Gleeson to where the body lay. He described approaching the body, which had a black dog lying on its chest, and said he recognised Moll McCarthy from a distance of about eight yards.


The state pathologist, Dr McGrath, then summarised his findings and said that the body had lain where it was found for ‘anything up to ten hours’. (That would put the time of death at around midnight, but it conflicts with Dr O’Connor’s temperature reading, which suggests a much later death.) The inquest was adjourned.


Some time after this initial inquest on the Friday, Anastasia Cooney took possession of Moll’s body and had it buried. But while all this was happening, Inspector Thomas O’Reilly and Sergeant Matthew Breen, who had been drafted in by Superintendent O’Mahony, were interviewing Harry Gleeson in the sitting room of John Caesar’s farmhouse. They arrived at about 4 p.m. and, seeing Gleeson in the farmyard, asked to talk to him. They did not caution him, later saying that he was not a suspect at that time. According to their version of events, Gleeson agreed to tell them about his movements over the previous days, but began by asking them if they had found out when Moll had died. O’Reilly told him that he didn’t know.


The gardaí asked Gleeson to describe his movements on the previous day. Gleeson told them he got up around 8 o’clock, lit a fire and had his breakfast. Then he went to milk the cows with Tommy Reid at about 8.50 a.m., getting back to the house at 9.30 or soon after. He had then gone out to exercise a greyhound (meaning Scully’s dog; the farm dogs followed him around as a matter of course), to find a straying bull and to count his uncle’s sheep. He crossed a field known as the dug-out field – so-called because close to its eastern boundary there was a shallow hidden burial place where arms had been stored during the War of Independence. He got to the gap in the ditch between the dug-out field and the stubble field around 9.45 a.m. He had jumped up on the raised ditch, seen the body lying in the field and decided to go back to the house to summon help. He could not see the face of the person lying in the field because a little black dog was sitting on the chest. He explained that he did not cross the ditch into the field because he had the greyhound with him. He ran back to the house, told his uncle and aunt of his find, and then went to report what he had seen to the gardaí at New Inn.


Even allowing for the wooden style of recording statements in official language, this exchange seems to have been business-like and even friendly in places. In it, Harry Gleeson talks conversationally about Moll and his encounters with her around the fields and at the pump3 on John Caesar’s farm where she drew water, and the constant irritant of her straying goats. In his statement, Gleeson named the fathers of the six children and filled in details about their addresses and occupations, where he knew them. The identities of the fathers of six of Moll’s children were well known around New Inn, Gleeson said.


In Gleeson’s account, a man called Patrick Fitzgerald of Marlhill was Mary’s father; Patrick (Paddy) Byrne of Knockgraffon was the father of Patrick, the second child; Paddy Barron, who worked as a labourer at Nagle’s farm in nearby Garrandee, was the father of Michael; a man called Connors, from Golden, was Nellie’s father; a Rockwell College cook called Mahony was the father of Bridget; and the youngest boy, Con, had been fathered by Cornelius Kearney. Moll had spoken openly about the names of the fathers of the first six children, but had not told Gleeson who was responsible for the seventh, Margaret (Peggy), who had been born and died earlier that year.


Gleeson said he had not shot vermin in the past few weeks, nor had he heard anyone else shooting on the Wednesday and Thursday.


Three days later, on Monday, 25 November, the investigation swung into a higher gear. John and Bridget Caesar were summoned to New Inn garda station. Tommy Reid, who had earlier given Harry Gleeson an alibi for the two time slots in which the gardaí now appeared to think Gleeson might have killed Moll McCarthy, was held there separately and refused to change his statement to suit the case the gardaí were now piecing together. Gleeson was interviewed again at length after being cautioned that anything he said might be taken down in writing and used in evidence against him. There was no lawyer present.







OEBPS/Images/twitter.jpg
Ld





OEBPS/Images/image001.jpg
THE FRAMING OF

HARRT
alEECON
(N

KIERAN FAGAN

\

T Callies P





OEBPS/Images/image003.jpg
THE FRAMING OF

HARE:
GLEECON






OEBPS/Images/image004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image005.jpg
\Gldon i1 Ro@m[(  Casitel

Coe






OEBPS/Images/image006.jpg
/ B
oo e fields Mol Cattg ke

— i Gazsonland






OEBPS/Images/collinspress.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/facebook.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image008.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image009.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg





