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Prologue
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Background: Detective Inspector John Cahill

From Volume 1, 2 and 3 of the D.I. John Cahill series: 

Volume 1: THE DEADLY STEPS

Volume 2: ALIBI FOR AN ALIBI

Volume 3: THE STRONGEST WEB

John Cahill grew up in one of Cork City’s oldest neighborhoods, Blackpool, situated in the heart of the North Side. Unlike most kids in the Blackpool area, John did not play the traditional sports of hurling and Gaelic football. Instead, at an early age, he got involved with horses and ponies. In his late teens, John Cahill entered the world of horseracing. Later on, John and his wife, Jules, operated a small-scale horse training establishment at Inchydoney’s twin beaches, on the west coast near Cork City. 

In Volume 1, (The Deadly Steps), after sustaining a life altering injury on the racecourse at Down Royal, Northern Ireland, John Cahill needed a new career with a secure future for his family. While recuperating in hospital in Belfast, John Cahill formed a close bond with fellow patient, Royal Ulster Constabulary Constable Fred Nesbit. Fred convinced John to become a police officer, but in 1994, at the age of thirty-three, he was too old to join Ireland’s national police force, ‘An Garda Siochana’. So he crossed the border into Northern Ireland and joined the Royal Ulster Constabulary. R.U.C. Constable John Cahill was promoted to detective constable in 1997 and assigned to the Criminal Investigation Division (CID) in Belfast. 


	
The Royal Ulster Constabulary was rebranded in 1999 after the Good Friday Agreement and became the Police Service of Northern Ireland. John Cahill’s career flourished in the new police service.

	
After working on his first homicide investigation, Detective Constable John Cahill was promoted to the rank of detective sergeant and transferred to the Serious Crime Unit in Belfast. 

	
Detective Sergeant John Cahill successfully investigated many complex cases while assigned to the Serious Crimes Unit. These included homicides, kidnappings, robberies and the case of an international gunrunner and bombmaker. It wasn’t long before he was promoted to the rank of detective inspector. 

	
With promotion came transfer within the Police Service of Northern Ireland and Detective Inspector John Cahill was transferred to the Professional Responsibilities Unit, the force’s Internal Affairs unit. 

	
During this assignment, D.I. Cahill ruffled some feathers with some senior ranking officers and the police union when he investigated two officers for failing to carry out their duty. The officers’ negligence led to the death of a young man from a marginalized community.

	
With the assistant chief constable as an ally, Detective Inspector Cahill was transferred again. He was seconded to an Integrated Fugitive Squad, working with An Garda Siochana in his native Cork City, south of the border in the Republic of Ireland. 

	
John and Jules Cahill moved back to their homestead in Inchydoney in West Cork. After two extremely successful years leading the Integrated Fugitive Squad, D.I. Cahill was parachuted back into the world of Serious Crime when his boss in the Garda, Superintendent Paddy Collins, asked him to lead a difficult and complex homicide investigation.

	
Using extraordinary investigative techniques, D.I. Cahill led a small dedicated team of investigators in the newly formed Serious Crime Unit in Cork City, tackling the notorious street gangs, the Independent Posse and the Mahon Warlords. 



In Volume 2, (Alibi for an Alibi), Detective Inspector John Cahill investigated three homicides that occurred during New Year’s celebrations. With dozens of witnesses who ‘saw nothing’, Cork City’s Serious Crime Unit used every tool in their kit to solve these atrocious crimes that were carried out at the behest of the gang leaders. 


	
D.I. John Cahill hoped that the level of violence would subside if his team could only take the leaders of this loosely structured gang out of the picture. Fear was the strongest weapon that the gang had and Mikey Galvin knew how to inflict fear on everyone that knew him.

	
With the strongest gang council members locked up, Cork City should have been a safer place.



In Volume 3, (The Strongest Web), Detective Inspector John Cahill realized he could not have been more wrong. The new leader of the Independent Posse was an ambitious sociopath with a propensity for violence, known only to the worst war criminals in history. The gangs employed child soldiers to do their dirty work and convinced these children that, due to their young age, they were untouchable. Only luck and the perseverance of the detectives of Cork City’s Serious Crime Unit ended the reign of terror, not seen since the days of the Black and Tans. 

In Volume 4, (Time To Be Scared), gang violence is at an all time low in Cork City. Nevertheless, drugs are still being sold and are readily available. Six years into his secondment to the Garda from the Police Service of Northern Ireland, Detective Inspector John Cahill knows he is near the end of his career. The only reason he is still posted in The Republic is because his old friend, Fred Nesbit, was recently promoted to the rank of Assistant Chief Constable for the Police Service of Northern Ireland and saw no reason to fix something that wasn’t broken.  Nobody is happier than Jules Cahill that the gang violence has slowed in Cork. She is hoping her husband will retire soon and they can lead a normal life on the sandy twin beaches of Inchydoney. 

	
However, where there is money, there are drugs and where there are drugs, there is violence. ‘The Angel of Death’ is far from finished with Cork City.  Detective Inspector John Cahill and his dedicated team of detectives are faced with another string of disturbing, violent incidents. A chain of events begins with the shooting of an innocent man outside a busy nightclub in Cork City. Then millions of euros’ worth of drugs go missing and a team of assassins come to Cork on a mission to seek and destroy the suspect in the theft. Kidnapping, torture and murder are the order of the day as Cork City’s Serious Crime Unit unravels the links between the crimes. Nothing is easy in the world of homicide!


Read on and see how a professional homicide investigative unit works under stressful conditions to bring the killers to justice. 
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Chapter 1
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Crowds of revelers were lined up outside Grant’s Bar, Cork City’s newest club on North Main Street. The lively beat to the music was shaking the flagstones on the narrow footpath outside. If you were between 18 and 35, this was the place to be seen. 

Gerry Campbell, his girlfriend and her brother had been let in a side door by the chief bouncer. Gerry slipped him a twenty as the security man locked the door behind them.

Gerry Campbell, originally from Belfast, was an independent drug dealer, based in Limerick. He was forced to relocate several years earlier because he entered the Witness Protection Program in Northern Ireland. He had testified against his co-accused in a murder trial. Gerry was a youth and still in school when he and his friend killed a drunken kid after an altercation outside a pub. Gerry was convicted of the lesser offence of causing grievous bodily harm. His co-accused was convicted of manslaughter and served ‘four short years’ in prison. 

Gerry served a short sentence in a youth detention center and it was here that the naïve young man learned how to be a successful drug dealer. When he moved to Limerick for his own safety, he signed himself out of the program and set up shop. Nobody knew his past. Gerry played both sides of the fence; he bought drugs from the cartels in Dublin, sold them as an independent dealer, but he also topped up the street gangs when their regular supplies were low. And Gerry wasn’t afraid to ‘help’ the cops either. On more than one occasion, Campbell had provided valuable information to the Serious Crime Unit in Cork and helped them solve complex homicide investigations.

He had just spent the best part of a year inside for firing a machine gun in the parking lot of a nightclub in County Clare. The bouncers had roughed Gerry up and then had thrown him out after he started a fight inside the bar.  That’s when Gerry fired the shots. But Gerry’s business didn’t suffer. His girlfriend, Colette Daly, and her brother, Pat, followed instructions very well and had kept his business going. Now he was out and it was business as usual. 

Gerry liked Cork City. His business had expanded here because one of the more prominent street gangs, The Independent Posse, was all but defunct, after the police had locked up their leaders in successful homicide investigations. 

On a mild Friday night, in mid April, Gerry only wanted to blow off some steam and have a good time at Grant’s. Gerry wore a Hawaiian shirt and light-coloured chinos. Colette wore a short, black cocktail dress and Pat dressed casually in a light blue shirt and black chinos. Both men wore Louis Vuitton baseball caps. The trio walked down the hallway, past the washrooms and into the main bar area. 

The barroom was hopping. The music blared, the beat was vibrating through the floor and the coloured spotlights flashed in time to the beat. To add to the atmosphere, there was a machine blowing odorless smoke into the air. Gerry made a hand signal of drinking from a glass and he and his companions made their way to the bar. 

Gerry finally got the attention of one of the three barmen and ordered a few drinks. He looked up along the crowded bar and did a double take. Then he froze. 

The barman placed the drinks in front of Gerry and a few seconds passed before he realized they were there. He handed the barman three €10 bills, telling him to keep the change. He once again stared up the counter, not believing who he saw. 

It was Jack Geaney! This was the man that Gerry testified against all those years ago in Belfast. Geaney was nineteen when he hit a drunken teen on the side of the head with a baseball bat Then he stabbed him, all because the drunk had insulted him earlier in the evening. 

Make no mistake. Gerry Campbell didn’t testify against Jack Geaney because it was the right thing to do; he testified to save his own skin which he did. Now there was no love lost between the two of them. 

Jack Geaney also left Northern Ireland when he was released from prison. He hooked up with one of the homegrown Dublin drug cartels that ran a massive drug empire all over the globe. This criminal empire was on the radar of the FBI and DEA in the United States as well as in Europe, Asia and the Middle East. Geaney was an enforcer and was a suspect in more than a dozen assassinations in Dublin and throughout Europe. 

Gerry Campbell grabbed his drink and took a few steps back. All the while he kept a watchful eye on Jack Geaney. It didn’t look as if Geaney had seen him. Geaney wasn’t alone but with two other men that Gerry didn’t recognize. 

Gerry once again caught the eye of the barman who was anxious to get another big tip. He ordered another round and made his way back to the shadows where his girlfriend was waiting. 

“There’s a few assholes up at the bar that might give us some trouble,” Gerry said to Colette and her brother. 

“Where?” Pat asked, scouring the bar area. 

“Down at the far end. There’s at least three of them. Do ya see the fella with the shaved head, his back is turned to us right now? That’s Jack Geaney. I knew him in Belfast. He has a beef with me over some business.”

“He looks like a hard man.” Pat stared at the other group. 

“Aye! He is. Go up there next to them and order a drink. See how many of them there are. They won’t know you or suspect anything in a place as crowded as this,” Gerry ordered his minion while his girlfriend continued to dance alone, next to them.

Pat Daly walked up to the other end of the bar. Gerry was right. Nobody looked twice at him as he twisted his way in, next to Jack Geaney, to order another round. “Excuse me there, lads,” Daly said, as he pushed right past Geaney.

“No problem. Squeeze through there, just don’t spill anything on us,” Jack replied in a pronounced Northern accent. 

Pat Daly brought the drinks back to Campbell and reported that there were two other men with Geaney. “What’s the story with them?” he asked.

Gerry Campbell took a sip of his drink. “I have a score to settle with Jack Geaney. When I was locked up in Northern Ireland, he paid a couple of goons to beat the shit out of me.” 

“Why?”

“We had a problem before I went inside,” Gerry lied, not telling Daly that he ratted out Jack Geaney to the police for a murder that he was also involved in. 

Campbell and Daly had a few more drinks in the nightclub but Gerry couldn’t relax. He kept looking over at Jack Geaney and his pals. While Gerry was watching, one of Geaney’s crew went outside for a smoke. He was out for less than ten minutes before he returned. Gerry knew he would need another smoke within the hour. He sat back in the shadows formulating his malicious plan. 

After half an hour and one more shot of whiskey, Gerry told Colette that it was time to go.

“Do you want me to come with you?” Pat Daly asked. 

“No. I want you to sit here and watch Geaney’s group. When one of them goes outside, text me.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Nothing, never mind, just make sure you text me,” Gerry said, slinking away towards the back door with Colette following.

Once outside, Gerry tied up his coat and pulled the collar up around his face. Colette pulled her light jacket close around her as she tried to keep up and balance in her high heels. They walked down Kyle Street to Cornmarket Street where Gerry’s cream-coloured Range Rover was parked. He sat in the driver’s seat and started up the engine. He knew he had a few whiskeys too many to be driving but that never stopped him. He pulled his phone from his pocket and stared at the blank, black screen. 

He didn’t have to wait long. After less than ten minutes, the screen came to life.

Pat Daly texted. “YOUR MAN JUST HEADED OUT, PROBABLY FOR A SMOKE.”

Gerry opened the center consul and pulled out a false bottom; he reached in and fished out a silver 9mm Beretta, semi-automatic pistol. He slid the slide back slowly to the halfway point. He saw a live round in the ejection port and let the slide go forward again. He started the engine and looked over at Colette. “You drive,” he said and got out so they could swap seats. Gerry then directed her. Colette drove slowly down the Coal Quay, to Kyrl’s Quay and up to the North Gate Bridge. She turned left on North Main Street and headed towards the bar. “Slow down,” Gerry instructed as he scanned the smokers outside the bar. 

There were a dozen people outside Grant’s, leaning against the wall and smoking in small groups of two or three. Gerry spotted Geaney’s pal. It looked like he was chatting up two women. Gerry lowered the window slowly as Colette drove up to the front of the bar. Nobody took any notice of the vehicle. Gerry reached out the window and fired BANG! BANG! and twice more. Four gunshots roared over all the other street noise and were followed by an eerie silence for a couple of seconds. The first one struck the man in the leg, while he was speaking with two women. As he slid to the ground, the second shot hit him in the upper body and the third shot hit him on the head. The three shots were fired in less than two seconds. A moment passed and a fourth shot hit the wall, sending tiny pieces of concrete through the air. 

Colette screamed inside the car, hit the accelerator and sped off down Kyle Street, back down Corn Market Street, and right on Lavitt’s Quay. She crossed the first bridge and drove up Mulgrave Road, disappearing into the North Side. When Colette eventually pulled over, she was shaking. 

Back at Grant’s Bar on North Main Street, Jack Geaney didn’t waste any time by waiting to be interviewed by the police. Once he discovered his associate was shot, he crept away into the night amidst the confusion. He was at a loss to know why the man had been shot. Jack barely knew him. The victim was related to the other man in Jack’s company and not associated with any criminal activity. 
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[image: ]




On Saturday morning, at 2:00 AM in a home at Inchydoney Beach, about forty-five kilometers west of Cork City, the cell phone lit up and rang on the nightstand next to Detective Inspector John Cahill’s bed. John’s wife, Jules, groaned at the sound of the phone and turned over. The inspector sighed, grabbed the phone and made his way out of the bedroom. He knew who was calling at this ungodly hour. It could only be his boss, Superintendent Paddy Collins. 

John wrapped his housecoat around himself and sat at the kitchen table. “Morning boss, what’s going on?”

“I just got a call from the Duty Office. There’s been a shooting outside Grant’s Bar on North Main Street. One man dead, half a dozen witnesses.”

“Anyone in custody? Any suspects?” the inspector asked wearily, hoping that this might be an easy investigation. 

“Are you kidding me! You’re lucky it didn’t happen inside the bar and you would have a hundred potential witnesses,” the superintendent said in a thick rural Kerry accent. 

“Have all the witnesses brought to Anglesea Street Station. I’ll be there in about forty-five minutes. I’ll call my team on the way.” John stood up, filled the electric kettle and spooned a heaping teaspoon of instant coffee into a mug. 

There was a rustling sound from the other side of the kitchen as his two retired racing greyhounds shuffled around in their crates. They were somewhat used to being disturbed when their master answered the call of duty in the wee hours of the morning. 

John made his coffee, took a few sips, showered and dressed. He gulped back the rest of the coffee and headed into Cork City. It was a beautiful clear calm night and a bright moon shone above the Atlantic Ocean. John drove along the coast road on the way to Clonakilty, the closest town to his house at Inchydoney’s twin beaches. Once he hit the roundabout in Clonakilty, he sped up along the Cork Road. He drove through Bandon and Innishannon without having to slow down and, before he knew it, he was driving through Bishopstown on the outskirts of the city. John now began to call his team. He always tried to give them an hour’s more sleep than he had from the time he received the callout from the superintendent. 

Since he was driving by the scene, John turned off at the Courthouse on Washington Street and made his way to Grant’s on North Main Street. The street had been blocked off by the uniform officers. John stopped his car in the middle of the road and got out. Immediately a young uniformed Garda officer ran over to him. “What do you think you’re doing? You can’t stop here!” he shouted. 

Before John could identify himself, he heard a yell from another cop. “Leave him alone, he’s the Orangeman, the fella from the North!” Garda Tom Donegan hollered, with a loud guffaw of a laugh. “You have a busy night ahead of you, Inspector,” Donegan said as he walked over and shook John’s hand. 

“What’s going on here?” John asked.

“It’s a bit of a shit show,” Tom answered. “It looks like someone shot some poor fella who was outside having a smoke. I think the shooter might have been in a vehicle but that’s for you to find out.” Tom and the inspector walked towards the front door of the bar. The body of the victim lay under a dark-coloured tarp. He obviously had been deceased when the paramedics arrived and there was no point in transporting him to hospital. John didn’t spend too long at the scene. He only needed to see it, in order to describe it fully to the other investigators during their briefing. 

An hour later, his crew of investigators were sitting in the incident room of the Serious Crime Unit at Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street. While his team were making their way to the office, John had interviewed the first officers who arrived at the scene; he got a first-hand account of what they had encountered when they arrived. He also received a brief synopsis of what the witnesses might have to offer. 

At 4:10 AM the first briefing began. Detective Garda Pete Sandhu kept notes and wrote down what tasks were going to be assigned to each crew member. Pete had worked with John in the Integrated Fugitive Squad when John first arrived on his secondment from the Police Service of Northern Ireland. Pete was one of a handful of Sikh officers in the Garda and was a genius when it came to analysis, computers and C.C.T.V. video. 

John took his place at the top of the incident room and the small team fell silent. “Thank you all for coming in at this hour of the morning. Our scene is at Grant’s Bar on North Main Street. Our victim has been tentatively identified as Darcy Cremin, twenty-seven years old. The victim had a driver’s license in his wallet. He was killed by a gunshot wound to the forehead and another round to center mass and another to the leg. It looks like a fourth shot was fired but struck the wall next to where the victim was standing.” John paused, giving the team a chance to catch up in their notes. 

“At the time of the shooting, Mr. Cremin was outside the bar having a smoke. He was talking to two girls. I don’t know if they knew him or they were only smoking outside together. There were four other people smoking outside the bar when this happened. All of them are here.” John wrote the names of the involved persons on a white board and the detectives wrote everything down in their notebooks. 

“OK, tasks!” John continued. “Pete, I need you to go to secure all the C.C.T.V. video from inside and outside the bar. Get everything from about 5:00 PM onwards.” Pete assigned the first job to himself. “Mike, Eddie! I want the two of you to go to the scene, interview the staff and then take a walk down North Main Street and see what C.C.T.V. is available.” Detective Sergeant Mike Williams and Detective Garda Eddie Jenkins wrote down their assignment. “Find out who else Mr. Cremin was with at the bar.”

“Jeff and Len! You can interview one of the girls who was speaking with the victim. Tim and I will interview the other one, and then we can interview the other witnesses that are in here.” Detective Sergeant Jeff Rafter and Detective Garda Len Benoit noted their first order of business as did Detective Garda Tim Warren. 

Now that the tasks were assigned, the detectives of the Serious Crimes Unit didn’t waste any time and the work began. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3
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Minutes after the shooting, Gerry Campbell texted Pat Daly and told him that he should probably leave the bar as the cops would be locking the place down in a few minutes. Daly didn’t have to be told twice. Before receiving this text, he had noticed a flurry of activity near the main entrance of Grant’s and quietly slipped out the side door. 

Gerry Campbell turned the cell phone off, hopped into the driver’s seat and drove through Blackpool and out the Mallow Road. He still hadn’t spoken to Colette who now sat in the passenger seat, looking flustered. Gerry turned off at the town of Blarney and found the small river behind a housing estate. He threw the gun into the river and drove back towards the Mallow Road. 

Colette finally broke the silence. “Oh my god! Did that really just happen?” She looked across at Gerry. She was smiling, but it was a nervous smile. 

Gerry looked across at her. “I needed to send a message to Jack Geaney. I bet he’s received that message loud and clear!” Gerry sneered as he looked down at the speedometer and made sure he was well within the speed limit as he pointed the luxury vehicle towards Limerick City. “You should turn your phone off too,” he said to Colette.

***

[image: ]


AT GARDA HEADQUARTERS, the two girls, who had been standing beside Darcy Cremin, gave a similar account of the killing. Neither of them knew Darcy and they were only chatting with him while smoking outside the bar. What John found disturbing was the description one of the girls gave of the shooting. She said that Darcy was in mid-sentence, chuckling away at their conversation, and suddenly he stopped speaking and slid to the ground. She remembered hearing the shots after he fell. She couldn’t believe that he died instantly. “One second, he was talking and laughing. The next he was dead! It was like when a fly hits your windshield when you’re driving down the road. Instantly, he was dead!” The girl spoke in a quiet monotone voice, obviously in disbelief of what had just occurred. 

The other smokers had little more to offer except for a consistent description of the cream-coloured Range Rover that the shots were fired from. Nobody knew how many occupants were in the car or if it was a man, woman or child who fired the shots. 

Eddie Jenkins and Mike Williams were making little headway at Grant’s Bar. According to management and the security staff, there were no altercations at the busy nightclub that evening. Nobody had been ejected and everybody was well behaved. The management were doing their best with damage control, trying to distance the bar from the shooting, by telling reporters that it happened on the street near the bar and probably had nothing to do with the popular nightclub. They went as far as to say that they couldn’t confirm if the deceased had even been inside the bar. 

Nevertheless, the barman remembered Darcy Cremin drinking at the counter with two other men. They were minding their own business and, as best as he could recall, they didn’t cause any problems. One of the three paid for all the drinks and he tipped well. 

Pete Sandhu secured a copy of all the security C.C.T.V. from inside and outside the bar. There were fourteen cameras inside. They covered everything from the counter to the dance floor and the back and front exits. Unfortunately, most of the cameras were focused on the cash registers and the bottles of liquor, behind the bar. There were only two cameras outside the building, covering the front and rear exits. Neither captured the street, the cream-coloured Range Rover or the shooting. Darcy Cremin was standing just outside the range of the camera when he died. 

Upon return to headquarters, Pete began the arduous task of converting the footage to a viewable format, separating the individual views and dividing them up for the investigators to scour through, hoping to find some form of a lead. 

John planned to ask the media office to make a public appeal for anyone who was at Grant’s Bar to contact the police. The more people they could identify in the nightclub the better. Detective Sergeant Jeff Rafter was assigned to start looking through open-source social media for any video taken after the shooting. This could also identify a few more people to interview. In the meantime, it was time to go and see the Cremin family. 

Paul and Margaret Cremin lived in Murmount. Murmount is a mature housing estate, with quiet cul-de-sacs and well-established gardens, in the Montenotte area of Cork City’s North Side. It was the usual overcast day, with low hanging clouds promising rain, when Tim and John pulled up in front of the standard 1960’s semi-detached home. Every house on the street had the usual one-meter-high pebble dashed wall in front. John stood in front of the ornate wrought iron gates that protected the driveway and took a deep breath, dreading the task ahead of him. Tim opened the gate, and they walked to the front door in silence. 

Margaret Cremin answered the door within seconds of the knock. She looked frazzled and had been crying. John felt guilty about being somewhat relieved. It meant she already had heard some news. 

The detectives were ushered into the front room. Margaret and her daughter, Tina, joined them. “You’re here about Darcy, aren’t you?” Margaret said, sitting on the armrest of a large armchair. John sat on another armchair and Tim took a seat on a sofa. Tina just stood by the door with a look of terror on her face. 

“You’ve obviously heard something has happened,” John said. “Please sit down, Margaret, and I’ll tell you what I can.”

Margaret moved to the armchair and Tina now sat on the armrest next to her mother. The silence in the room added to the tension; the only sound was Margaret’s deep breaths. “There was a serious incident last night at Grant’s Bar on North Main Street,” John began. “Darcy was at the bar and went outside for a smoke. While he was standing outside, somebody drove by and fired several shots from a gun. Darcy was hit. I’m very sorry, Margaret. But Darcy was killed!” It sounded abrupt, but he had to make sure that she understood what he was telling her.

No sooner had the words left his mouth when the most awful sound of sheer horror and grief filled the room. Margaret put her hands to her face, rocked back and forth in the armchair and cried deep sobs for her son. Tina wailed, stood up, took three paces away from the armchair and returned. She knelt down in front of her mother and hugged her. Both women cried uncontrollably. 

John and Tim exchanged glances; they didn’t say anything. John just closed his eyes and gave his head a slight but vigorous shake. This scene that played out in front of him never got easier. Being the bearer of the most devastating news imaginable was, without a doubt, the worst part of his job. 

The next few minutes felt like an hour, but now John and Tim had to get some information. Anything that could drive this investigation forward. “When we arrived here, you already knew something had happened. How did you know? Who told you?” John asked in a low, non-threatening tone. 

“My cousin called me,” Tina said, gulping for air in between sobs. 

John threw Tim a quick glance and immediately Tim knew the signal for him to ask the next few questions of the younger woman. “Who’s your cousin?” Tim asked. 

“Terry Bellamy. Darcy went to Grant’s with him and some other fella last night,” Tina answered, looking across the room at Tim. 

“OK, tell me exactly what Terry told you.”

“He said Darcy went outside for a smoke and something happened outside and Darcy got hurt.  Terry said he didn’t know what happened. They couldn’t get near Darcy because the police were there and they just left him there.” Tina began to wail again.

“My husband and my other son are gone over to the C.U.H. to find out what happened,” Margaret said. She had now regained some form of composure. 

“Where does Terry live?” John asked.

“He lives in Dublin but his parents live over in Blackrock. But he’s all over the place. He’s up and down to Dublin all the time and he’s back and forth to the continent,” Margaret answered.

“Terry’s bad news. He’s a bit of an asshole!” Tina got a sharp, dirty look from her mother when she said this. 

John scribbled Terry Bellamy’s name in his notebook followed by two exclamation marks, signaling him to carry out some more checks on Terry Bellamy. 

The front door of the home opened and there were male voices in the hallway. Margaret opened the door. “The police are here.” She called the two men into the room. Margaret introduced her husband and son. The men looked frazzled. 

“They told ya?” Jim Cremin asked his wife. She stood up and they hugged as both started to cry. Jim and his son, Robert, had been to Cork University Hospital to find out what had happened. Here they had been informed that his son, Darcy, was in the morgue. 

John told the family again what he knew but also asked Jim and Robert if they knew why Darcy was shot and who he was with. Neither had any answers. 

After a short while, John and Tim left the shattered family, telling them that the Office of the Chief Medical Examiner would be in touch with them in order to make funeral arrangements. As the detectives were walking to their car, Robert came after them. 

“I was supposed to go with them last night, but I was late getting in from work,” Robert said. 

“Who was Darcy with, besides your cousin?” John asked.

Robert looked around, as if someone could overhear him. “You should probably take a look at me cousin, Terry Bellamy. He’s into some shady stuff up in Dublin.”

“What kind of shady stuff?”

“I’d rather not say. But he has loads of money, drives a fancy BMW and lives in a high-end apartment at that Docklands place.  You know what I mean?”

John nodded his head. “Who else was out with them last night?”

“One of Terry’s friends. Gerry or Johnny Gurney or Geaney. He’s from Dublin, I think. I met him once or twice before. He’s a bit of a hard man.”

“Anyone else with them?”

“Me other cousin, Benjy Fitzmaurice, might have been with them. He’s always with Terry. Benjy lives up in Dublin too. When he’s in Cork he stays at his mother’s place in Thorndale. But I don’t know if he was around or not.”

“How come you came out here to tell us this?” John asked.

“Me dad would lose it if he thought Terry had something to do with this. He’d tear him apart. And I don’t know if Terry had anything to do with this or not.”

John told Robert that they may have to speak with him again. They got in the car and headed back to headquarters. 

“What do you make of all that?” Tim asked his boss.

“The younger members of the family seem to think the cousin has something to do with this. It sounds like he’s a bit of a player. We’ll have to check him out when we get back to the barn,” John said as he scribbled some more notes in his notebook. 
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Chapter 4
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It was almost noon when they returned to Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street. Sergeant Jennifer Martens, the supervisor of the Forensic Unit, was waiting.

“Hi Jen, I hope you have something good to tell me,” John said, as he hung up his coat and walked to his desk.

“Not much, I’m afraid.” Jennifer Martens was a true professional. She was somewhat of a perfectionist and liked to deal only with facts and usually wasn’t open to speculation. She looked tired this morning, having been called to work by the duty inspector around the same time John got the call. “Three gunshot wounds on the victim, the upper right leg, center mass on the right side of his chest and then a head shot. Three shots hit the target and one hit the wall. Luckily it didn’t hit one of the other bystanders.”

“Any shell casings?” 

Martens sighed. “So far, we found one on the road. It’s pretty much a bog standard 9mm Remington round. But finding only one shell casing on the road supports the theory that the shots were fired from a vehicle. The other casings could have stayed inside the vehicle. I would say the first shot hit the victim in the leg and the shooter tracked up.” Jennifer extended her arm and simulated a shooting motion, raising her arm slightly after each shot.

“Will you...” John began.

“Stop right there! Yes, we will check the casing for fingerprints and DNA but don’t hold your breath. You know that’s a long shot,” the sergeant said in her usual matter of fact tone. 

When the forensic sergeant left, John called his team together for another briefing. “What do we know so far?” He threw out the question as he stood at the white board at the top of the incident room. Then he wrote the following:

	Victim – Darcy Cremin, 27 years. No criminal record



	Shot dead outside Grant’s Bar, North Main Street

	Four shots, leg, center mass and head shot. Other shot hit the wall

	Shot from passing light-coloured sports utility vehicle, possibly a Range Rover

	9mm shell casing located at scene

	Victim was at the bar with his cousins, Terry Bellamy and Benjy Fitzmaurice. Other male, Johnny/Gerry Gurney/Geaney, also in their company

	Is this targeted? Is this random? Is this mistaken identity?

	Terry Bellamy may be a player

	Or is this related to Bellamy or the other males?



“OK! Where are we on the C.C.T.V. from Grant’s?” John asked his audience. 

“I’m sorting it out. I’ll have it ready for viewing in a couple of hours,” Detective Pete Sandhu answered. “There’s lots of it, and it will take a few days to get through it all.”

“Well keep going. Let me know when it’s ready for viewing and we’ll divide it up among us,” John answered. “Mike, Eddie, check out this Terry Bellamy fella and bring him in. Let’s see what he knows about this. He called the family and told them Darcy had been hurt but didn’t offer up anything else.” Mike Williams and Eddie Jenkins noted their tasks in their notebooks. “Jeff, Len, find the other cousin, Benjy Fitzmaurice. Robert Cremin thinks he may have been with them also. Tim, try and put a name to the other fella, this Johnny Gurney or whoever he is.”

The team set about their tasks and John walked down the hallway to speak with Superintendent Paddy Collins. After the superintendent was brought up to speed, he shook his head. “Do you know what? It’s a good job I’m retiring soon. This town is gone to hell! Drive-by shootings! ‘Tis worse than Afghanistan,” he said in his strong rural Kerry accent. Like most members of the Garda, Paddy Collins was not from the area where he had spent most of his adult life working as a policeman. He was originally from rural County Kerry and never lost the strong accent. But Paddy Collins was a shrewd city cop and understood the dynamics of the big city.

“There’s no doubt about it. Terry Bellamy is a big player in the drug scene,” Eddie Jenkins announced when John returned to the incident room. “There are several intelligence reports tying him to the E.U. Gang, one of the larger drug cartels in Dublin with strong ties to Eastern Europe.”

“For fuck sakes,” John muttered under his breath. 

“The same reports also mention Benjy Fitzmaurice. Looks like him and Terry are into all sorts of drug dealing,” Len Benoit added, while he stared at his computer screen. 

“Well, it’s a good start. Bring these two clowns in. There’s a good chance they know why their cousin is dead,” John said, feeling slightly hopeful that this could be a break in the case. 

***
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TERRY BELLAMY WAS NOWHERE to be found. Mike Williams and Eddie Jenkins checked with his parents, who lived in Blackrock on the south side of the city. His mother said she had seen him for a few hours two days ago, but she believed he had returned to Dublin. They checked with another few acquaintances, but nobody said they knew where he was. Mike asked detectives in Dublin to go by Terry’s apartment; again, nobody was home. 

Jeff Rafter and Len Benoit had more success in finding Benjy Fitzmaurice. He was at his mother’s house in Thorndale at the summit of Dublin Hill. Benjy was brought to Garda Headquarters for an interview where he was adamant that he was not at Grant’s Bar and had no idea why his cousin was killed. Benjy denied being involved in the drug trade and said he worked with his cousin, Terry, who ran a logistics company that imported and exported furniture and ‘other’ dry goods. 

John watched Benjy’s interview on a computer monitor. He had Tim Warren confirm Benjy’s story that he wasn’t at the bar. Benjy was telling the truth. “Pete, do you have any video of the victim inside the bar yet?” John asked, desperately trying to think of a way to get more information.

Pete switched screens and found a grainy video of Darcy Cremin standing at the bar with two other men. “Capture a screen shot of that and print it off for me,” John instructed. A few seconds later, he knocked on the door of the interview room and called Jeff Rafter out. “He’s not going home until he names everyone with the victim,” John said, handing the photograph to Rafter. 

At first Benjy Fitzmaurice played dumb. He said he couldn’t make out who was in the still shot from the video. However, after another hour of persistent questions from the detectives, he caved in. “I’m pretty sure that’s Terry,” he said, pointing at one of the three men. “Yeah, yeah! That’s Terry for sure. That’s his bar shirt.” But Benjy was noncommittal and very reluctant to identify the other man who was standing with the victim. “I can’t be sure. It looks like a fella we know in Dublin.” Benjy was squirming in his chair.

“Who do you think it is?” Jeff pressed forward, pointing at the picture.

“It could be Jack Geaney. I can’t be certain.”

“Who’s Jack Geaney?” Jeff pushed for more.

“He’s some fella that Terry knows. He’s done some driving for us in the past but I can’t be sure it’s him.”

The name Jack Geaney meant nothing to John at this time. Tim Warren ran the name through PULSE, the Garda computer data base. There wasn’t much except for two reports that were sealed; Tim couldn’t open them. “Maybe the superintendent can get us access to these tomorrow. It’s time to wrap it up for today.” John looked at his watch and stretched. It was now 7:00 PM. Seventeen hours after he received the call to come to work. He told Jeff to kick Benjy out. Then he dismissed his squad, telling them to be back for 9:30 AM. Tim Warren tried to argue for a half hour extension until 10:00 AM. John laughed but wouldn’t budge. 

Traffic was light on the drive back to Inchydoney. Lucy, the larger of the two greyhounds, jumped from the sofa minutes before John arrived in the driveway. By the time he was parked at the side of the house, she was at the back door, frantically wagging her tail. 

“Hi,” Jules called out when John entered. Molly, the smaller brindle greyhound, shyly looked around the corner at her master, also delighted to see him. “Oh! You look exhausted,” Jules said when John walked into the kitchen. “Tough day?”

“Oh, you know, just the usual bullshit! People killing people,” he said, kissing his wife on the cheek. 

“Do you want to shower first? Eat first? Or take the dogs for a walk first?” Jules knew he needed a few minutes to decompress.

“I’ll shower and get out of this filthy suit. We’ll take the dogs to the beach. I can eat later.”

Twenty minutes later, they were walking along the West Beach at Inchydoney. The tide was fully out and the hard-packed, wet sand stretched way out into the Atlantic Ocean. A light breeze kept the waves gently lapping on the shore, and the beach was lit up by a canopy of bright stars and a fingernail sliver of a moon. 

It was a perfect, romantic scene as the Cahills, walking on the sand, held hands. The two dogs ran off leash, sniffing at the seaweed and stopping occasionally to dig a hole in the sand. However, the conversation was anything but romantic. John told his wife about the horrific murder investigation that he and his team had just begun. For years, John had always told his wife about his job. It helped in so many ways. Sometimes speaking about the investigative process out loud to someone, who wasn’t involved in the day-to-day operation, brought clarity. Other times, a simple suggestion from Jules made total sense. But more often than not, it was nice to have someone to just listen. And Jules kept his secrets. She never disclosed a word to anyone about an ongoing investigation. 

“It’s most likely the simplest solution,” Jules said, after John had told her about the shooting and Terry Bellamy’s possible drug connection. “It has something to do with drugs and the dead fella’s cousin. You’ll get there in the end. You always do.” She squeezed his hand and he smiled at the words of encouragement. 

“Paddy Collins mentioned retirement for the first time, today.” John sounded anxious. “I think he’s getting ready to pull the plug.”

“How old is he?” 

“At least sixty! I think they have a mandatory retirement age here.”

“That age is creeping up on us too,” Jules said. “I think about you retiring all the time.”

“Hmmm.” Then John whistled as he called the dogs. They headed back to their home, overlooking the beautiful scene.

***
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THE FOLLOWING MORNING the team started viewing the C.C.T.V. video from inside the nightclub. “It’s possible that someone inside the club followed Cremin outside or signalled to someone outside when he went out for a smoke. Let’s go through the video and look for anything suspicious.” John assigned each detective some footage to review. 

“What exactly are we looking for?” Tim Warren questioned.

“I don’t know, Tim. Anything at all that looks out of place,” John said, knowing that the assignment sounded desperate. 

All that day they scanned video and knocked on doors, trying to find Terry Bellamy. No luck on either front. Their colleagues in Dublin tried Bellamy’s apartment near the Docks; again, no sign of him. They couldn’t link the victim to anything shady that would have led to this death. Darcy Cremin was not a criminal!

By the time Monday came around, John was getting worried that this case was starting to grow colder. “Let’s plow through the rest of this video today and then start interviewing everyone that we know who was in the bar when the shooting occurred,” he instructed his team during the morning meeting. The guys grumbled, knowing the task of tracking down a couple of hundred bar patrons was daunting. 

A few hours after watching his section of the C.C.T.V., Jeff Rafter called out, “Boss, you got to see this! Look who was in the bar!” 

“Is that who I think it is?” John looked over Rafter’s shoulder. 

Rafter rewound the video for a few seconds and it showed two men and a woman coming into Grant’s Bar through a back door. The two men were wearing Louis Vuitton baseball caps. Then one of the men looked directly up at the camera and Jeff froze the footage.

“No doubt about it,” John said, shaking his head. “That’s Gerry Campbell.” By now the rest of the team stood around Jeff Rafter’s computer screen. “What are the chances that asshole is involved in this somehow?” John said to nobody in particular.

“It could be a coincidence. Couldn’t it?” Jeff sounded like he was trying to convince himself.

“Maybe,” John quietly murmured. “OK, everybody back to the C.C.T.V. inside Grant’s. We know what time Gerry Campbell and Louis Vuitton arrive. Let’s see what he does when he is inside and let’s see what time he leaves.” 

As well as being a drug dealer, Gerry Campbell was a police informant. The rule of thumb was that nobody should know the identity of an informant, except the handler and co-handler. In this case, that would be Jeff Rafter and John Cahill. John had used Campbell as an agent in an earlier homicide investigation. Campbell was to introduce an undercover officer to the suspect, but he got drunk, threatened to stab the suspect and made a complete mess of the operation. John was lucky to salvage one comment from the suspect that eventually led to arrests being made.

But Gerry Campbell and John went back much further than that. Very early in John’s career, while working as a detective constable in Belfast, John arrested Campbell for murder. Seventeen years old at the time, Campbell identified his co-accused and testified against him; in return he was convicted of a lesser offence and spent some time in a young offenders’ facility in Northern Ireland. The co-accused was convicted of manslaughter. John still hadn’t made the connection.

Later that night while walking the greyhounds on the East Beach, John brought Jules up to speed. “Gerry Campbell showed up on the video inside Grant’s Bar,” he said as they watched the dogs race each other at full speed, running towards the channel across from the village of Ring.
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