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Every society gets the kind of criminal it deserves. What is equally true is that every community gets the kind of law enforcement it insists on.

Robert Kennedy 

––––––––
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EVERY INVESTIGATIVE technique described in this book is based on some of the experiences of the author. 
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The Deadly Steps

Volume 1, of the Detective Inspector John Cahill Series.

John and Jules Cahill move to Belfast, from Cork, when John begins a new career with the police in Northern Ireland. Several years later, he is seconded to the Garda Siochana, the national police force in the Republic of Ireland, back in his native Cork City, where he tackles some of the most complex homicide investigations to hit the city.  
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From Volume 1 of the D.I. John Cahill series,

The Deadly Steps

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. 

John Cahill, his wife, Jules, and their young family enjoyed a moderately successful lifestyle, training young horses, (and a few older ones), at Inchydoney’s twin beaches, on the west coast, near Cork City. 

After sustaining a life altering injury on the racecourse John Cahill needed a new career with a secure future for his family. He decided 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. 


	Life could not have been more different for the young family from the Republic of Ireland, working and living in Belfast during the final years of ‘The Troubles.’

	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, John Cahill was promoted to 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, such as homicides, kidnappings, robberies and the case of an international gun-runner and bomb maker. 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 forces 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 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. 

	Like any city, where drug fuelled violence terrorizes the normal citizens, The Serious Crimes Unit in Cork City, were kept busy and nothing was straight forward. The investigations became more complex and challenging. 
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​Chapter 1
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Sunday December 21st. 

Four days before Christmas, John and Jules Cahill were busy packing their suitcases for their trip to Northern Ireland. They went there at least twice a year, ever since John had been seconded to the Garda from the Police Service of Northern Ireland. Although technically it was work related, it was an opportunity for the Cahills to have a break and visit with their friends, Fred and Janet Nesbit, who lived in Belfast. 

Fred, now a superintendent with the PSNI, met John in the 1990’s when they were both recovering from life-altering injuries received in their respective workplaces. Fred, a member of the Royal Ulster Constabulary. was the victim of a terrorist bomb blast and John fell from a racehorse during a steeplechase race at Down Royal Racecourse, near Belfast. Constable Fred Nesbit and John Cahill became great friends, encouraging each other through weeks of painful physiotherapy and rehab. With his horseracing career in tatters and facing a bleak future, thirty-three-year-old John Cahill, was convinced by his friend, Fred Nesbit, to move his family to Northern Ireland and join the Royal Ulster Constabulary. Their wives also became close friends and allies.

December 21st was a typical winter’s Sunday afternoon at Inchydoney Beach. There was a bite in the air and the wind swirled in from the Atlantic Ocean, across the sand dunes, up the cliff face to the front of the Cahills’ homestead. Jules was in charge of all the planning and organizing for this trip because John, as usual, was completely focused on his work. They had to pack up their two retired racing greyhounds, Lucy and Molly, their large wire dog crates and the dog food. The dogs were to be boarded with Jules’ aunt, Nan O’ Regan. Nan ran a pub in the small town of Bandon, situated between Clonakilty and Cork City.

“We’re only going to be in Belfast for a week. It just takes five or six hours to drive each way. Why, in the name of God, do we need two huge suitcases?” John asked his wife.

“You want me to look nice while I’m there?” Jules shot back with a smile. “What’s the itinerary for the journey?”

John rolled his eyes but he would do anything just to please her.

In the early 1980’s, after riding the winner in a steeplechase race at Cork Race Course in Mallow John met Jules, the love of his life. Jules had bet on a winning horse that just happened to be ridden and trained by John. A whirlwind romance commenced. They soon married and over the next ten years John enjoyed moderate success as a racehorse trainer and jump jockey in their small training yard near the twin beaches of Inchydoney in West Cork, on Ireland’s south coast. 

“We leave here tomorrow morning at 7. With a stop for lunch in the Midlands, we should be in Belfast around 2. We’re staying at the hotel near the waterfront. Only the best for government employees,” John said with a sarcastic grin. 

“One stop in the Midlands!” Jules interrupted him. “Typical, you think nobody needs a bathroom break, just because you can hold it for hours. It’s a good job we’re not bringing the dogs. Lucy would demand a stop every hour,” she teased. 

“All you have to do is tell me you need to stop. I can’t read your mind,” he fired back defensively. 

“Are you going to be working all the time while we’re there? I really want to see the Titanic Museum again.” 

“It’s literally around the corner from the hotel. I only have a few days’ training. I have my yearly firearms qualification and am due for first aid training again but that only takes a few hours. I also have defensive driver training, that’s it really. Maybe two and a half days’ work during the week.” 

“Don’t you have a meeting at headquarters as well?” Jules enquired.

“I have to go and see the new boss in Personnel.”

“They call it Human Resources now. In fact, they’ve called it that for the last twenty years,” Jules smirked, knowing what was coming.

“Personnel is for assholes. That’s a direct quote from one of my favorite movies, ‘Dirty Harry.’ These people in HR go there to avoid working nightshift and doing real police work. Sometimes that means dealing with the scum of the earth but most of them are afraid of the dark or allergic to the moon. Then they design the promotion process to suit themselves and get promotion after promotion. So they end up in senior positions, making decisions about a job they know absolutely nothing about,” John vented in a usual rant that Jules expected.

“Step off the soapbox! You’ll only upset yourself and raise your blood pressure,” Jules said laughing, knowing she had purposely set him off on his pet peeve. “Now you can stop sighing and rolling your eyes. Get the dog crates and the dog food ready. “Should we drop them off at Nan’s tonight or tomorrow morning when we’re on the way?”

“I’d prefer to drop them off tonight, but I really don’t fancy driving to Bandon now.”

John set about his next task when the familiar sound of his cell phone rang. He looked at the call display, ‘Superintendent Collins Work.’ “Oh, for fuck sakes,” John muttered under his breath.

“You are not going in! I don’t care who’s dead or how many have been killed. YOU ARE NOT GOING IN!” Jules glared at her husband. She stormed off and left John to deal with the call.

John Cahill had been a police officer with the Police Service of Northern Ireland for almost seventeen years. For the last three years he was seconded to the Garda Siochana, the police in Cork City and the rest of the Republic of Ireland. John was initially seconded to the Garda to run an Integrated Fugitive Squad but his direct supervisor, Superintendent Paddy Collins, saw an opportunity to re-assign him as the Detective Inspector in charge of the Serious Crimes Unit, in Cork City. Business was brisk and John was always on call, although his official working hours were Monday to Friday, 7AM to 4PM. When new business came in, John and his team regularly worked around the clock. Jules was annoyed about the call from Superintendent Collins as she worried about the long hours her husband worked and how seriously and personally he took his job. 

John answered the phone, “Hi Boss, what’s up?”

Superintendent Paddy Collins was the Commanding Officer of all the Investigative Units and Support Units, including Forensics, in Cork City and County. Before the arrival of Detective Inspector John Cahill in Cork City, all homicide investigations were overseen by detectives from the National Bureau of Criminal Investigation, situated in the capital, Dublin. 

However, Paddy Collins saw an opportunity to form a Serious Crimes Unit in Cork City and with the backing of the Assistant Commissioner, he put the officer from the Police Service of Northern Ireland in charge of the new unit. The superintendent knew that John, who was born and raised in Cork City, knew the subculture that existed in the city and because of his homicide investigation experience in Northern Ireland, he was the obvious choice to head up the new unit. Almost none of the other Garda officers in the city were originally from Cork. It was both tradition and a rule in the Garda that you could not serve in your home town.

The Serious Crimes Unit was one of the busiest Garda units in Cork and also one of the smallest units, with only eight full time investigators including their detective inspector, who ran the unit. The DI made all the investigative decisions; senior officers like the superintendent and the chief superintendent were the administrators. 

“Hi John, I’m sorry to bother you. I know you’re getting ready to head up to Belfast, but I need a favour,” the superintendent said sheepishly in his strong rural Kerry accent. “Remember that fella, Pierce Alfonso, the guy you spoke with last week? Well, he just walked into the station and asked to speak with you. He claims he has more information on the Killen homicide. The duty officer called me because he didn’t want to call you directly. Can you come in? It shouldn’t take very long. I promise that you’ll make it home in time to drive to the North.”

“Let me call you back,” John answered as he thought about the best way to break the news to his wife. 

Jules didn’t overhear the conversation but she looked at her husband and guessed what was coming. John was now fifty years old and he was working an average of one hundred and twenty hours overtime every month. She worried about his physical and mental health. “What now?” Jules groaned.

“Paddy wants me to interview someone. Remember the Killen homicide back in August. We haven’t made any headway and it’s gone stone cold. We have nothing; no suspects whatsoever. It shouldn’t take long. I’ve already spoken to this clown twice and I don’t think he has anything to offer, but according to Paddy this fella thinks he has more information,” John answered sheepishly.

“Well, you better go in,” knowing that he would go anyway but wanted her blessing. “DON’T BE LATE! We must be on the road before 8. Put the dogs’ crates and food in your car now. You can drop Lucy and Molly and all their gear off at Nan’s on your way to the city. I’ll take them out for a quick walk on the beach while you’re getting ready and I’ll call Nan and tell her to expect you.” 

John and Jules had kept their home at Inchydoney’s twin beaches in West Cork as a holiday let when they moved to Northern Ireland in 1994. Now that John was seconded to the Garda in Cork City, it was the perfect place to live as it was only a forty-five-minute drive to the city.

John smiled at Jules; he knew he could not do his job without her support. Jules headed down to the West Beach with the two large dogs. The wind had picked up and the mercury had dropped; it looked like it was going to be a cold windy night on Inchydoney’s twin beaches. According to the latest weather forecast, it was supposed to snow shortly after Christmas. Snow was an anomaly in West Cork and if there was any serious accumulation, it would cause havoc for drivers. Jules had bought warm coats and boots for the greyhounds. The two dogs loved to go walking on the beach, but the skinny athletic dogs certainly were not built for cold snowy weather. She tried walking through the sand dunes but the damp sand was being blown in her face, so she turned back and headed home after a few minutes.

***
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JOHN CALLED HIS BOSS back, showered and changed into his business suit and began the forty-five-minute drive to Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street in Cork City. He stopped at the pub in Bandon and delivered his two dogs, their wire crates and food. John knew the dogs would not get very many walks while they stayed with Nan but they would be spoiled rotten and probably put on some weight during their vacation. 

During the drive from Bandon to the city, John thought about this tough investigation. In early August, Stuart Killen, a twenty-six-year-old man was found dead in his own home, in the quiet suburb of Ballinlough. John had attended the scene and it was one of the most violent and bloody scenes he had ever encountered. Killen had been savagely bludgeoned around the head with three golf clubs. At first glance, his body looked as if it had been staged as it sat upright on his living room sofa, with his arms calmly by his side, palms facing up. But the blood spatter told a different story. Stuart Killen had been beaten to death where he was found. Both the sides and the top of his skull had large deep holes created from the impact of the golf clubs. Blood and brain matter had oozed out of the cavities when the next strike landed.

When one of the golf clubs snapped after the impact with his smashed skull, Killen was then impaled through the stomach with the broken shaft of the club. And for some strange reason, the index finger on his right hand had been hacked off with a big kitchen scissors. Although this was a brutal crime scene and there was blood spattered everywhere in the living room, there was no physical evidence left behind by the assailant and the investigators had no clue how many people had been involved in the death of Stuart Killen. 

Early in the investigation, John had learned that Stuart Killen was gay and frequented clubs and bars where he met random men. The Serious Crime Unit investigators had canvassed all the usual clubs and bars. The victim was well known in most establishments but nobody remembered seeing Stuart Killen the night before he was found dead. Detectives also canvassed the immediate area near the victim’s home. A waitress in a coffee shop reported that a man came into the shop the day that Killen’s body had been found. While this man was in the shop, there was a news story about the murder broadcast on the radio. Then this man told the waitress that Stuart Killen was his friend and that Killen had been beaten to death. 

Detective Inspector Cahill found this information to be particularly interesting because when the police told the media they were investigating a homicide, they never mentioned the cause of death or the weapons used. This was hold-back evidence. However, the investigators had failed to identify the mystery man in the coffee shop. 

In early December, with the investigative trail growing colder, just like the weather, John decided to make a plea to the general public through the media asking for the mystery man to come forward.

***
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FLASHBACK TO MONDAY December 15th. 

On the previous Monday, thirty-two-year-old Pierce Alfonso walked into the foyer of Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street and went directly to the front counter.

The foyer was dull and cold. The walls were painted an institutional creamy grey and the red tiles on the floor needed a good scrub after all the foot traffic in and out of the place. Pierce Alfonso approached the semicircle counter where three young officers sat in front of computer screens. Two of the officers appeared to be speaking on the phone so Pierce walked up to the third. 

The young officer looked down at his keyboard and although he was well aware of the man standing in front of him, he did his best to ignore him. Alfonso was not to be deterred. He cleared his throat and shifted from foot to foot until the young officer looked up. 

“Yes?” the officer said in a bored tone. 

Pierce thought it interesting that as soon as this young man spoke to him, the other two officers finished their phone calls. Pierce introduced himself to the young uniformed Garda. He told him that he had seen the media report about the Stuart Killen homicide and thought that he may be the man the investigators wanted to speak with. 

The young officer was relieved. He didn’t have to take some stupid report from this person at the counter. All he had to do was phone upstairs to the Serious Crime Unit. The officer asked Pierce Alfonso to take a seat along the wall by the front door while he made the call to the Incident Room on the second floor. 

Pierce Alfonso took his seat under a memorial for police officers who had died in the line of duty. Every time the automatic door at the front slid open, the bitter cold air blew into the foyer and wrapped around him.  

Detective Inspector John Cahill took the call from the young officer at the counter. John looked around the Incident Room to see who was available for the interview. The only detective present was the youngest member of the team, Detective Garda Tim Warren.

“Tim, what are you doing right now?” the inspector called out.

“Not a lot, what do you need?” the detective answered.

“With me! We got a potential witness in the Killen homicide.”

Tim rolled his eyes and picked up his suit jacket from the back of his chair. Tim stood over six-feet tall and had an athletic build. He kept his hair very short and always had a slight stubble on his face. Although Tim always wore a tie, he never did up the top button on his shirt. John believed Tim got his dress sense from an old TV show, “Miami Vice.”

Tim followed his boss down the single flight of stairs to the foyer and glanced at the officer behind the counter. The officer nodded his head towards Pierce Alfonso, the only person sitting in the cold, bleak foyer. 

John stood in front of Pierce and extended his hand. “Hi, are you Pierce?” 

Alfonso nodded and answered “Yes” in a hushed voice.

The first thing that John noticed about Alfonso was that he was very quiet, even shy. He was soft spoken and presented himself as a gentle individual. Pierce Alfonso was tall and lanky with a thin build. He was well dressed in beige corduroy pants and a pale blue sweater, under a green quilted coat. John observed how extremely well groomed the man was as he introduced himself and Tim Warren to Alfonso.

“We’ll go upstairs to our office to talk.” John motioned for Alfonso to follow him and turned towards the bank of elevators across from where he sat. It wasn’t an invite or a suggestion. It was an order. 

“If this guy has something to say, he’s going to say it on my terms,” John thought.

When they reached the second floor and got off the elevators, John produced his pass card and held the card to an electronic box next to a door. A light on the box turned from red to green and the lock on the door clicked. As he opened the door, they stepped through the doorway and Alfonso looked around in awe. Several men and women were walking around a large office area. Some of them wore guns on their hips and some carried papers. None of them paid any attention to the three people who just walked in. Alfonso had never been in contact with the police prior to this day; he had never even received a traffic ticket. Pierce felt that he had just walked onto the set of a cop movie. 

John led him down a corridor. On their right they walked past a closed door, with a sign that read ‘Serious Crime Unit.’ 

“That’s our office, Pierce. But we will speak in a room down here.

Another fifty steps and the corridor opened up to another large work area with work station cubicles on the right, each one separated from the other by a grey portable partition. Each cubicle had a wrap around desk, two computers and two chairs. On the left side were eight steel doors with a sliding steel shutter about forty-five centimeters by thirty centimeters in the middle of each. 

“These are our interview rooms, Pierce,” John announced as he pointed to the row of steel doors. 

There were seven interview rooms and a toilet in the middle making up the eighth room. The first door had a large white number 1 above the steel shutter. John slid back the shutter and glanced into the room. Seeing it was unoccupied he slid back the heavy bolt, opened the door and invited Pierce Alfonso into the room. 

Pierce’s heart rate began to quicken as he stepped inside the small concrete room. He quickly surveyed his surroundings. Three of the walls were painted in the same institutional cream/grey as downstairs. The other wall had some form of grey wallpaper torn off in places. The floor was concrete but painted a glossy dark green. There was only one seat in the room, a plastic cushioned steel chair and a steel table, both bolted to the floor. The table top was covered in graffiti. Pierce looked up at the ceiling, The bright fluorescent lights blinded him momentarily but he noticed that they, too, were covered by a steel grate to protect them from prying hands. 

John saw the look of sheer horror on his guest’s face and smiled. “I must apologize for the surroundings, Pierce. It’s all we got. We interview everyone in these rooms...victims, witnesses, suspects and some very bad and dangerous people too. Please have a seat and Tim and I will be back to speak with you in a few seconds, I just have to pick up my notebook. Is there anything I can get you, tea, coffee, a bottle of water?” 

Pierce Alfonso asked for water as the detectives left the room. He felt a little at ease after the detective spoke to him. He liked these detectives and did not feel intimidated by them.  

When John and Tim returned, they pushed two chairs into Interview Room 1. Pierce Alfonso sat with his knees together and his legs under his chair, crossed at the ankles. His hands were in front of him between his thighs. Pierce looked down at the table top and spoke in such a low hushed voice that the detectives had to ask him several times to speak up. 

After John had collected some tombstone, background information from Alfonso, they got down to business. 

“How long did you know Stuart Killen?” John asked.

“About three years,” Alfonso answered as he looked directly at the inspector. 

“How well did you know him?” 

“Pretty well,” whispered Alfonso.

John asked “How well is pretty well?  He exhaled slowly through his nose. 

Alfonso’s gaze dropped to the floor again. There was an awkward silence in the room. At least it was awkward for Alfonso. The detectives just stared at him waiting for his response. ‘Spit it out man!’ John thought and he felt like shaking the other man. 

After what felt like an hour, but in reality was less than thirty seconds, Pierce Alfonso felt he had to answer, “I’m gay.” He took a deep breath, still staring at the floor and continued. “Me and Stuart would hook up every few months and spend some time together. It was very casual, nothing serious. Stuart liked that. He didn’t want a steady partner.” 

“As long as nobody was getting hurt, Pierce. I’m not going to judge you.” John smiled reassuringly, and immediately Pierce felt slightly more comfortable as his tension eased.

At first John and Tim thought Alfonso was trying to be evasive because he said “I may be the person you spoke about in the news!” Alfonso claimed that he hadn’t seen Stuart Killen since the beginning of the summer in June, but he may have been the man who spoke to the waitress in the coffee shop. 

After a couple of hours of questioning and going over the relationship a few times, John and Tim left the room and discussed the interview. 

“I don’t know what to make of this guy, Tim.” John commented as he shook his head. “He definitely knows the victim and claims to know where he lived but he doesn’t know for sure if he was the person that spoke to the waitress. He’s a weird duck!” 

“Do you think he’s fishing for information, trying to find out what we know?” 

“I thought that too for a while, but I don’t think so. He appears to want to help but has nothing to offer. He is actually a nice guy. You can’t get mad at him. If you did, he would break down and cry.” John was frustrated. “Let’s test him. We’ll ask if he’ll give us a copy of his fingerprints to compare to the crime scene and for a D.N.A. sample. We should also ask him to point out the victim’s house and the coffee shop where Mr. X went and spoke to the waitress.” 

“All right! But you do remember, we don’t have any unknown fingerprints or D.N.A. at that scene,” Tim replied.

“I’m guessing that he doesn’t know that!” 

John and Tim returned to the interview room and asked Pierce Alfonso to voluntarily provide his fingerprints and a D.N.A. sample so they could compare it to evidence from the crime scene. Alfonso agreed without any hesitation. He was only too happy to assist the officers. 

The detectives then drove Alfonso to the area of Stuart Killen’s home in Ballinlough. There was no doubt that Alfonso had been there before as he had no problem directing them and pointing out Killen’s house. But Alfonso failed miserably in pointing out the coffee shop. The detectives did not tell him he had failed that test.

When they returned to Garda Headquarters, Pierce Alfonso was asked to wait again in the dingy interview room.

“I’m pretty sure this fella has nothing to offer this investigation, Tim. But something doesn’t sit right. I don’t know what it is.”

“Do you want to take another run at him? Maybe turn the heat up a bit?” Tim suggested.

“No, I don’t think that is the way to approach this guy. What about a polygraph?”

“Why not! We got nothing to lose,” Tim agreed. 

John returned to Interview Room # 1 and asked Pierce Alfonso if he was willing to take a polygraph test in order to rule him out of the homicide investigation. Again, without any hesitation, Alfonso agreed to the test. Tim Warren contacted the polygraph examiner and the appointment was made for the following Wednesday. 

***

[image: ]


WEDNESDAY DECEMBER 17th.

On Wednesday morning, John and Tim met Pierce Alfonso outside his place of work on Washington Street and drove him to the polygraph appointment.  Alfonso was nervous as he did not know what to expect. His only knowledge of polygraphs was what he had seen in movies. 

On arrival at the office, Alfonso was directed into the room where the examination would take place and was left alone. Alfonso’s anxiety level was rising as he looked around the room, taking in the computer equipment strategically placed next to his chair. 

The polygraph examiner met with John and Tim and explained that he wanted Alfonso’s anxiety to rise as this would give him a clearer result in the test that was to follow. He did not want Alfonso in a relaxed state. The examiner explained that after setting a baseline with basic questions, he would present Alfonso with ten different weapons that could have been used to kill Stuart Killen. 


-  Gun

-  Knife

-  Baseball bat

-  Hammer

-  Golf club

-  Saw

-  Rope

-  Crow-bar

-  Axe

-  Hands and Feet.



If Alfonso has any knowledge of what was used to kill the victim, the results would show in the polygraph test. 

The polygraph examiner, Sergeant Donald Caufield, was a tall, thin man, with an outgoing personality. When he met with Alfonso in the examination room, he immediately put him at ease but didn’t allow him time to calm down. Alfonso liked Caufield and again it appeared that he wanted to cooperate with the investigators.  

Alfonso answered all the examiner’s introductory questions truthfully.

When it came to the ten assorted weapons, the examiner asked; “Did you kill Stuart Killen with a gun?” and so on. 

Alfonso answered” NO” to all the questions and at the end of the four-hour test, the examiner met with the investigators. 

“Well, John, Pierce Alfonso passed the polygraph test. In my expert opinion, Pierce Alfonso knows absolutely nothing about the murder of Stuart Killen.” 

“Thanks, Donald. We’ll get him out of your hair,” John replied.

John and Tim thanked Pierce Alfonso for trying to assist them and decided to write him out of this investigation. They drove Pierce back to work and never expected to hear from him again. 

***
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PRESENT DAY, SUNDAY December 21st. 

After abandoning his packing and leaving all the travel preparation to his wife, it was now mid- afternoon. John pulled into the carpark at Garda Headquarters on Anglesea Street. The weather was worse in the city than on the coast and the rain poured down so hard that it was actually bouncing off the ground. The wind, blowing from the north east, had picked up. John pulled his collar close around his neck as he felt the ice in the wind and the cold rain running down his head.

“Maybe for once the weatherman has got it right and this could easily turn to snow,” John thought.

John made the short walk to the Garda Station, and as he ran up the steps he met his partner, Detective Garda Tim Warren. 

“I got to ask Boss, what the hell are we doing talking to this moron again? He passed the polygraph. What more can he tell us?” It was plain to see that Tim was quite frustrated 

“What did you have going on, on the Sunday before Christmas?” John asked.

“My daughter had dance practice and then we were going to finish off some Christmas shopping. But here we are on another Sunday, talking to assholes!” Clearly, Tim was not impressed.

“I am well and truly in the doghouse too. I was actually putting my underwear and socks in a suitcase, packing to leave for Northern Ireland in a few hours,” John grumbled. “We have to be on the road first thing in the morning and the weather doesn’t look like it’s going to cooperate.” 

The two detectives walked up the stairs to the second floor where the Serious Crime Incident Room was located. They shared the second floor of the Garda Headquarters with CID and The Organized Crime Unit. The Forensic Identification Unit was also located on the second floor but in a completely separate wing. John unlocked the door to the Incident Room and Tim walked over to the thermostat and turned up the heat.

“It’s like a butcher’s walk-in freezer here. It’s colder than a witch’s tit!” Tim muttered. It was obvious he was going to complain about everything today. 

The detectives walked to their desks and started up their computers when Sergeant Ken Scott, from the Criminal Investigation Division knocked on the door, opened it and walked into the Incident Room. 

Before John could say a word, Sergeant Scott spoke, “Don’t start!” as he held up the palm of his right hand. “He is in Interview Room # 1. He says he remembers some other things about the last time he saw Stuart Killen and he only wants to speak to you. No one else will do,” 

“So let’s get this over with as quickly as possible!” Tim Warren stood up, ready to go.

Both John and Tim knew that it wasn’t CID’s fault. Sergeant Scott was on duty and would have gladly spoken with Pierce Alfonso. However, Alfonso was, after all, a ‘different’ individual. John quickly checked his email, saw that there was nothing urgent, grabbed his notebook and walked directly to Interview Room # 1, followed by Tim. They didn’t bother to turn on the recording equipment. They did not think it was necessary and this interview was not going to be worth recording.

Interview Room # 1 was the closest room to the Incident Room. Each of the seven interview rooms was approximately four meters by four meters and wired for audio and video recording because the rooms were used for both suspect and witness interviews.

The detectives brought two regular office chairs into the room. Pierce Alfonso sat in the only other chair in Interview Room # 1, the one that was bolted to the floor. He had spent his time waiting by reading the graffiti that had been etched into the top of the steel table.

“Well Pierce, what brings you back here today?” John asked in a tone that suggested he wasn’t in the mood for socializing. He sat down, putting his closed notebook on top of the table.

Pierce Alfonso actually squirmed in his seat. He turned slightly sideways in his chair. His legs were crossed at the ankles. Pierce placed his joined hands between his knees and looked at his feet. 

“I’ve remembered some more details about the day before Stuart’s body was discovered,” Alfonso whispered. 

“You are going to have to try to speak up, Pierce. The boss is getting old and he’s getting hard of hearing,” Tim joked as his boss shot him a dirty look across the room. 

Pierce Alfonso looked at Tim and tried to smile. He continued in a low voice, “I met Stuart that day. I picked him up at his house and drove him to the supermarket to get some groceries. I know that because I paid for them. Fifty-eight euros. I found the transaction in my bank statement for August.”

“How is it that you are only remembering this now?” John silently scolded himself for the stern way he asked the question. 

“I don’t know. This has been bothering me since last week, when I saw the news report about the coffee shop. I believe that I must know something about this and last night I remembered going to the supermarket. I dug out my old bank statement and there it was, Fifty-eight euros at the grocery store.” 

“Do you have the bank statement with you?”

Alfonso said he had left it at home. 

“Pierce, were you in Stuart’s house that day when you took him to the supermarket?” John enquired less harshly. 

Pierce Alfonso looked very uncomfortable as he glanced around the room; it was as if he was checking to see if anyone else was listening. 

“I went over there in the morning and Stuart and I were starting to fool around. He told me he needed groceries, so I said I would take him to the supermarket and after we could fool around again.” 

“What do you mean, ‘fool around’? John had to know. He had to get Pierce to be specific. “Do you mean to be intimate, even have sex?” 

“Yes,” Alfonso blushed as he answered in a whisper. 

“It’s okay, Pierce. We are not here to judge you or make fun of you. This is important. We just want to know what you know,” John reassured him. “Did you go back to his house after you took him shopping?”

“When we went back to his place, we went to his bedroom and ‘made out.’ But then we started to argue.” Alfonso was barely audible. “I don’t remember much more than this. It’s all a blur.”

“That’s okay. You’re doing really well.” John smiled at his witness, trying desperately to keep him calm. “Why were you arguing?” John asked, keeping his voice low and unintrusive. 

Pierce Alfonso felt very much at ease speaking with the inspector, listening to the North Side Cork City accent. “Stuart told me he had AIDS. I was shocked when he said this. I asked him why he hadn’t told me before. I would have used protection.” Pierce, upset, pleaded for sympathy and understanding. 

“Of course, you were shocked, Pierce. I can see why you were annoyed, even hurt and betrayed. Tell me about this argument. Were you yelling at each other? Or did it get physical? You know, pushing and shoving.” John wanted to keep this conversation rolling. 

“It was mostly yelling. But I did shove him.” 

“So, tell me now Pierce, where did this argument happen? Where did it take place?

“It was all over his place. We started arguing in the bedroom and then all over the house.” 

John looked Pierce Alfonso in the eye, “Where did it end, Pierce?”

Pierce paused for a few seconds while he thought about this question.

“On his sofa,” he whispered and his eyes filled with tears. 

John looked across at his partner. The detectives could not believe what they had just heard from this man. This man who had passed a polygraph a few days earlier. Now Pierce Alfonso was telling his interviewers that he was with their homicide victim the day before the body was found. Pierce argued with the victim about AIDS after they had unprotected sex. And the argument ended on the sofa. The same sofa that the victim was killed on. A piece of hold- back evidence that was only known to a handful of police officers and the killer.

“We’re going to stop you here for a few minutes, Pierce. Tim and I are going to step out and when we come back, we have a few things to go over with you and we can continue this discussion if you want. Is that okay?” John was trying hard to hide his excitement. 

John and Tim left the interview room and went to find Ken Scott. Scott was in his office, surfing the Internet. He did not want to delve into any work four days before Christmas. John asked him if he could help them out for a few hours; they had to record the rest of the interview with Pierce Alfonso and now treat him as a suspect.

“Holy fuck, Ken! He just told us he was with Killen the day before his body was found. After they made out, they had a huge argument that turned to pushing and shoving and the argument ended on the sofa. That’s where we found Killen’s dead body,” John was speaking quickly, eager to finally close this cold case. 

“Glad to help. There’s only so much solitaire and online shopping I can do,” the sergeant replied. 

John and Tim returned to Pierce while Ken Scott turned on the recording equipment in Interview Room # 1. Before entering the room, John told Tim that he didn’t think that Alfonso was smart enough or experienced enough to try to fool the police and deliberately lie. John really believed Alfonso was responsible for the death of Stuart Killen but for whatever reason, Alfonso was having trouble remembering all the details. 

With the recording equipment now turned on, John and Tim entered the interview room, with the intention of arresting Pierce Alfonso for murder. 

“Pierce, there are a few very important things I have to tell you before we continue with our conversation.” John remained very calm and relaxed.

“I told you everything I remember,” Pierce said in his usual murmured voice, barely making eye contact.

“I know you did. And I believe everything you told me,” John reassured the scared man. “But I think there is more. You just haven’t remembered it yet. Listen now very carefully. I have turned on the recording equipment in this room, so everything we do and say in here from now on will be recorded. Are you okay with that?” 

Alfonso nodded in agreement.

“Pierce, right now, I am arresting you for murder or a similar offence. Do you understand?” John asked.

Alfonso squirmed in his chair and brought his hands up to his face, “Oh my God! Murder?”

“Yes, Pierce, murder.” John provided Alfonso with his legal rights and the usual police caution. 

Alfonso looked completely overwhelmed but told John and Tim that he understood his rights. He didn’t ask to speak with a lawyer so John continued his gentle interrogation. 

The first thing the detectives had to do was get Alfonso to repeat everything he had told them earlier, so it could be recorded under charge and caution. Alfonso did not hold back; he repeated everything and added more. 

“When Stuart told me he had AIDS, I focused on his index finger. He had a big open sore on that finger. It had been there for months. I started to panic. I really believed the reason it hadn’t healed was because he had AIDS. It made sense to me.” Alfonso was almost in tears, recalling this detail. 

“When you were making out with Stuart, did he touch you with that finger? Did he put it inside you? It’s okay to be embarrassed, but like I said before, we are not here to judge you. You are still the same Pierce Alfonso we spoke with last week.” John was trying very hard to sound kind and caring. 

“Yes. He touched me with his finger. I couldn’t get it out of my head. I was so angry. I remember being angry, I was never that mad before in my entire life,” Alfonso sounded more determined than he had in any of his previous conversations with these officers.

“And you will never be that angry again, Pierce. But I get it, anyone would have been angry. Stuart let you down. He should have told you he was ill.” John was blaming the victim, making his prisoner feel more at ease with the situation. “What did you hit him with?” John thought it may have been a bit early to ask a direct question but he did it anyway. He could always work back to it again and again if need be.

Alfonso told the detectives he could not remember if he hit Stuart Killen with anything. John looked over at Tim and nodded his head slightly. This was a signal for Tim to ask a few questions. Tim Warren went over the entire story from the start. Alfonso didn’t falter. Nothing changed in his story. But when it came to striking the victim with a weapon, Alfonso claimed he could not remember. 

Throughout the entire interview Alfonso never denied that he was responsible for killing Stuart Killen, He simply said he could not remember if or how he killed him. After over four hours of constant conversation, it was time for a break. The detectives left Pierce Alfonso alone but he remained on camera.

“What do you think?” Tim asked his boss. 

“I don’t know what to think! Actually, I really think he doesn’t remember everything that happened that day. It’s like he is struggling with his memory or he could have blanked it out. He could have some form of post traumatic stress after the murder. I’m going to make a call.” 

John called the police psychologist, Dr, David Wilson, who was contracted to assist officers with their personal problems but was also open to assisting in investigations. John explained to the doctor the scenario he was facing with a very mild-mannered, shy suspect, whom he believed in a fit of rage had killed his sexual partner. John asked Dr. Wilson if Pierce Alfonso’s lack of memory could be a case of post traumatic stress.

“It’s impossible to say without speaking with the man for several hours,” Doctor Wilson responded as he pondered the situation. “But you are describing a normally gentle, quiet, shy individual who claims that he felt his life was threatened because his sexual partner disclosed that he had AIDS. It is possible that your suspect flipped out. He could have lost his temper beyond all control and flew into a violent rage and now has pushed that memory to some dark corner of his brain.” The psychologist blew out a long breath and continued, “It’s a fascinating scenario. I wish I was able to interview him.” 

Dr. Wilson thanked the detective for consulting with him and asked him to let him know the outcome as he wished he could be present or at least watch the interview. The psychologist also advised John to continue with easy questions for Alfonso such as the color of the walls in the deceased’s house and the type of flooring in different rooms. This line of questioning would assist in memory recall. 

John called Jules; she didn’t answer and he was slightly relieved because he knew she would not be happy that he was still at work. He left a message, sounding rather sheepish, “This is taking a bit longer than we expected but it’s going very well. We should be wrapping it up soon. Tim and I are going back into the interview room so I won’t be able to answer if you call. Love you, bye!”

John and Tim returned to the interview room. They quickly recapped everything that had been discussed earlier. Then John introduced some memory jogging questions.

“What kind of covers did Stuart have on his windows? Blinds, drapes or net curtains?” John knew the answer but hoped it would help his suspect with his memory.

The look on Alfonso’s face changed as he was genuinely searching his memory, “He had heavy, dark brown drapes in the bedroom, blue drapes and net curtains in the living room and a roll-down blind on the kitchen window.” Alfonso looked pleased with himself for remembering. 

“That’s very good that you remembered that, Pierce. Well done,” John congratulated him. “Now the sofa in the living room. Was it a two-seater, a three or four-seater or one of those sectional sofas that fit in a corner?”

That was an easy one for Alfonso. “It was a three-seater sofa.”

“Was it leather or cloth or something else?”

“It was a tan colored imitation leather thing. It looked really cheap.” Alfonso was really chuffed with himself for answering all the questions. 

It was time to steer Pierce Alfonso back to the subject of the murder. “How did you feel later that day? How did you feel when you got home?” John asked.

Pierce paused and appeared to search his memory. “I felt an evil presence. I have never felt such a strong evil presence,” 

“Have you felt an evil presence in other situations?” 

“My family is very religious and they don’t know that I am gay. Sometimes I feel that evil presence when I am not being truthful to them.” 

“I’m sure they would understand and accept you for who you are. There is nothing wrong with you and you are not doing anything wrong because you are gay,” John replied as he leaned into the man and patted his shoulder. 

Pierce smiled at the detective.

Now was the time to try to return to the subject of the murder weapon. Again, John asked Alfonso what he used to kill Stuart Killen. 

“I keep thinking about the list that the other detective had on Wednesday.” 

“Do you mean the list of weapons that Sergeant Caulfield mentioned in the polygraph exam?” Tim asked.

Alfonso nodded in agreement.

“Well now, lets go through the list of weapons,” John suggested as he pulled his chair closer to Alfonso, looked him directly in the eye and held his gaze. “You list the weapons off and I’ll ask you questions.” 

“I don’t remember them all, but there was a gun,” Pierce said in his usual whisper. 

“Did you shoot Stuart Killen with a gun?” 

“NO! Definitely not!” Alfonso looked horrified at the thought. “There was also a knife.” 

“Did you stab or slash Stuart with a knife?”

“NO! I did not...there was a crow-bar too.”

Did you hit Stuart with a crow-bar?” John asked calmly.

Alfonso paused and looked down at his feet, then up at the ceiling. “No,” but he paused and looked the inspector in the eye. “I think I swung something at him.”

“And to be clear, Pierce, you don’t think it was a crow-bar that you swung at Stuart?” 

Alfonso sat silently, squirming in his chair, with his hands joined between his legs. Then he pulled his hands up to his face. “OH MY GOD! I HIT STUART WITH A GOLF CLUB.” That was the loudest Pierce Alfonso had ever spoken to the detectives.

John flashed Tim Warren a quick smile. Ken Scott, who had been watching the interview on a TV in the monitor room, stood up and punched the air. “YES!” he yelled. It was as if his favourite soccer team had scored a goal in a championship match.

Pierce Alfonso was close to tears as he had just realized that he had killed his lover. John and Tim wanted more details from him. They asked Alfonso how many times he hit the victim with the golf club.

“Three of four times I think,” Alfonso whispered. 

“What else did you do to Stuart?” Tim Warren was now asking the difficult questions.

It was a tactic the detective team had developed over the last year. One of them would get a confession but still appear to be on the side of the suspect, while the other asked the more difficult questions after the initial confession. 

Tears flowed freely down Alfonso’s cheeks. His upper lip trembled. He tried to speak but gasped as he sobbed loudly. “It’s too awful to say.” 

“I think you need to come out and say it, Pierce. I know it sounds awful. I will not judge you. As far as I am concerned you are still the same Pierce Alfonso that I met last week. But you need to say this out loud. Do not let it beat you. Do not keep it inside,” John stressed in his soft Cork accent, urging the man to say more, as he leaned over and reassuringly patted Alfonso on the knee. 

“I chopped off his finger with a scissors,” Alfonso blurted out between deep sobs. “And I stuck the shaft of the golf club into his stomach. OH MY GOD! WHAT HAVE I DONE?”

The detectives didn’t need any more. Pierce Alfonso had confessed to killing his lover and disclosed information about the death that only the killer and the police knew. When Alfonso had calmed down a little, he was left alone in the interview room. 

It was nearly 9:00 PM when the detectives left the interview room. Ken Scott met them outside the room.

“We need to get that bank statement that he mentioned earlier. It shows that he was at the supermarket buying groceries for the victim,” John said. 

Sergeant Scott nodded in agreement.

“For fuck sakes, Boss. We need a search warrant to get that and you have to go to Northern Ireland in a few hours and I have to finish my Christmas shopping...IF our wives don’t kill us first,” Tim groaned.

John called Jules and he explained that he had to get a search warrant but it shouldn’t take long. He would be home in a couple of hours and told her not to wait up. She slammed down the phone! 

John, proficient in applying for search warrants and other judicial authorizations, started to prepare an affidavit for a search warrant for Pierce Alfonso’s apartment. No matter how capable he was, he knew it would take at least six pages of information to get all the appropriate material down for the on-call judge. 
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