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      Jim Lusby was born in Waterford, Ireland, in 1950. A Hennessy Literary Award winner for his short stories, he has also written
         extensively for television, radio and stage. He is the author of six crime novels featuring DI Carl McCadden published by
         Orion, two of which - Making the Cut and Flashback - have been adapted by RTE Television, and, as James Kennedy, of two thrillers. Currently teaching at The Institute of Education
         in Dublin, he has recently published a number of educational text books and contributes as a panelist on radio and television.
      

   
      
      
      
      The critics on Jim Lusby

      
      ‘He is a gifted writer with a strong feel for character, a fluency with dialogue and the ability to construct solid storylines
         which hold the reader’s interest’
      

      
      Irish Times

      
      ‘The Irish setting makes for a pleasant change and Inspector Carl McCadden has just the right degree of laid-back charm’

      
      Guardian

      
      ‘More feeling for atmosphere and more sense of character than most crime stories’

      
      Evening Standard

      
      ‘Forget Ballykissangel – this is the real Ireland, where pleasure and pain are inextricably linked’
      

      
      Manchester Evening News

      
      ‘As usual, Lusby keeps a masterful grip on the narrative and skilfully pumps up the adrenalin like a good crime writer should
         … Strongly recommended’
      

      
      Irish Times

   
      
      Crazy Man Michael

      
      Jim Lusby

      
   
      
             To Pearse, for a strange affair …

   
      
      one

      
      Wearing only a sleeveless blue slip, she was sitting at her dressing table, grooming her hair with a lavender brush. She had
         long, gleaming black hair and she was stroking it with a slow, insistent rhythm, the movement keeping her muscles tight and
         rippling along her naked shoulders, and her posture – with both her arms raised and working behind her head – exaggerating
         the attractions of her figure … until the brush’s teeth suddenly snagged on a knot by the roots and she swore quietly. She
         reached out then to switch on a shaded lamp and worked for a while with her fingers, disentangling the problem with the hair.
      

      
      When she was finished, she put the brush beside the lamp on her dressing table. A little sweat from her palm glistened on
         the handle under the light. She pulled a paper handkerchief from a box and dried her hands, dropping the crumpled tissue into
         a wicker basket by her feet afterwards. Then she glanced sharply upwards into the mirror again, her bright eyes flashing for
         an instant in her shadowy face.
      

      
      It was a pose of hers McCadden was already too familiar with. That sideways glance across the naked shoulder, against the
         movement of her body. A quarter of a century before, when McCadden was in his early teens, she’d overused it in publicity stills.
      

      
      In the dull light from the bedroom lamp, it was possible to believe that those twenty-five years had taken nothing away from
         her. And perhaps that was the illusion she craved. Youth. Fame. The lost attractions of her own past.
      

      
      McCadden coughed lightly. Standing by the foot of her unmade bed, he smoothed the rug that was under his shoes, straightening
         the rucks he’d made when he’d stumbled over it a minute earlier. He said, ‘Your front door was open. I knocked a couple of
         times before stepping in, but there was no answer.’
      

      
      She nodded slightly at his reflection in the dressing-table mirror ‘Yes, I know.’

      
      ‘Are you Eleanor Shiels?’

      
      ‘Uh-huh.’

      
      ‘You didn’t answer when I called your name.’

      
      ‘Yes, I know.’

      
      Limited vocabulary. Narrow range of responses.

      
      McCadden offered a smile. ‘I’m sorry if I startled you.’

      
      ‘You didn’t.’

      
      ‘My name’s McCadden, Ms Shiels. Carl McCadden. I’m a Garda inspector.’

      
      ‘Uh-huh.’

      
      ‘Could I talk to you for a while? I can wait for you in the room outside.’

      
      ‘Make yourself at home.’

      
      ‘And the light switch … ?’

      
      ‘It’s on the wall inside the door. On your right.’

      
      The cottage was small. The outside room, leading to a cramped scullery and tiny bathroom, was even narrower than the bedroom.
         Lighting it, from a soft, blue-tinted bulb, McCadden glanced at the furniture he’d groped a path through in darkness a few minutes earlier. Most of it was in plain wood, rough and serviceable, and possibly handcrafted
         by some local carpenter.
      

      
      He scanned the fittings and the ornaments, looking for insights into the owner. There were no musical instruments, he noticed.
         And there were no records. No vinyl. No CDs. No cassette tapes. The white walls held a few standard Dali prints, a rough African
         mask and a thin watercolour of the headland they were on; but there were no photographs from Eleanor Shiels’s career, no posters
         advertising her gigs, no artwork from her record sleeves. Nothing at all to suggest that she was once hailed, in the trade
         magazines, as the voice of the new Ireland.
      

      
      One of the earlier new Irelands. Back in the mid-seventies.
      

      
      In the opposite corner of the room, there was a squat writing desk. Its surface held a ream of typing paper, a few current
         affairs magazines and a stack of colour photographs. McCadden walked across to look at the top print. Surprised, he used his
         index finger to slide it off the pile and reveal the next, quickly repeated the movement and went on sifting through the batch
         in the same style until he’d reached the end.
      

      
      The photographs were recent and used the interior of the cottage as a setting. The desk itself appeared in the background
         of some of them and on the desk there was a national newspaper with the date quite clearly visible. 26 July. Less than three
         weeks ago.
      

      
      Shot on expensive equipment, perhaps by a good professional or a gifted amateur, the prints offered slight variations on a
         single theme. Eleanor Shiels featured in all of them. Mostly, she was naked. Occasionally, something flimsy was loosely draped
         over parts of her body. Domestic items. Like a net curtain, for instance. A small pillowcase. The corner of a blanket. She was bound in all of them.
         But tastefully. Or considerately, maybe. With kitchen towels. Bed sheets. Cotton belts. All soft materials. There were no chains. No handcuffs. No metals
         at all. The lighting and the focus were also soft. And so were the poses. One even used that famous glance across the naked
         shoulders, against the movement of her body; but whether as pastiche or homage, with irony or nostalgia, it was impossible
         to tell.
      

      
      McCadden was sitting in the harder of the two armchairs in front of the open fireplace, after replacing the prints and moving
         away from the writing desk, when Eleanor Shiels finally joined him from the bedroom. She’d pulled on black denim jeans and
         a loose black sweater. She still looked stunning, as mysterious as a cat burglar in her dark outfit, but the stronger light
         also showed the lines on her face, the slight heaviness around her waist and hips that came with the mid-forties. And she
         was wary. The caution holding back any expression from her features, leaving her seeming bland, devoid of mood or personality.
      

      
      McCadden gestured his apologies. ‘You must've been getting ready for bed … ’

      
      She sat in the other armchair, flicked imaginary dust from her thighs. ‘It doesn’t matter.’

      
      ‘Do you always leave your front door open at night?’

      
      ‘Isn’t it the custom in the country?’

      
      ‘Not any more, I don’t think.’

      
      She shrugged. ‘Maybe I’m out of touch.’

      
      ‘And not at night, anyway. Only during the day. As I remember.’

      
      ‘Is there some danger?’

      
      ‘Well, the standard advice is to be more aware of personal security—’
      

      
      ‘Some specific danger. Here on the headland.’
      

      
      ‘No, nothing like that.’

      
      ‘Then why worry?’

      
      McCadden looked at her for a moment, his eyebrows slightly raised. He said, ‘Ms Shiels, three months ago you reported to the
         local station that some person or persons unknown seemed to be watching this cottage.’
      

      
      ‘I was mistaken.’

      
      ‘Hopefully.’

      
      ‘There was nothing to worry about.’

      
      ‘Which is always good to hear.’

      
      ‘Is that what you’ve come about?’

      
      He thought about it, reluctant to let the angle fade so quickly, but finally shook his head. ‘No.’

      
      ‘What, then?’

      
      ‘I’m looking for someone. A man named Tony Wallace.’

      
      She’d already slipped past impatience. Now she was irritated. When she answered, her tone was sharper, almost wearily dismissive.
         ‘Who?’
      

      
      ‘Tony Wallace. Also known as Rookie Wallace.’

      
      ‘Rookie Wallace? Good God!’
      

      
      ‘The name doesn’t mean anything to you?’

      
      ‘Does it seem as if it does?’
      

      
      ‘We’re encouraged not to rely on impressions.’

      
      ‘I’m not familiar with the name. I don’t know anyone named Tony Wallace.’

      
      ‘He might be using another.’

      
      ‘Of course.’

      
      ‘He’s a middle-aged man. About forty years old. Six foot. Dark hair and complexion. Probably unshaven. Rough-looking guy. He’s got a scar running horizontally across his left cheek. He was grazed by a bullet a few years ago.
         I’m sure you’d recognize him if you came across him.’
      

      
      ‘No doubt.’

      
      ‘He’s a stranger, not from this area.’

      
      ‘Are you questioning everyone on the headland?’

      
      ‘You’re the first.’

      
      ‘Why? Just the luck of the draw?’

      
      ‘No. He claims he knows you.’

      
      ‘Claims?’ she repeated. She sighed heavily, as if crushed by his stupidity. ‘How well have you done your homework, Inspector?’ she
         wondered.
      

      
      ‘I know about your career, Ms Shiels,’ McCadden assured her. ‘I accept that fame can act as a lure to the most unstable of
         characters, feeding their fantasies.’
      

      
      ‘Then you’ll understand my scepticism.’

      
      ‘But that’s not the case with Wallace.’

      
      She sighed and shook her head ‘I’ve never seen the man you described, Inspector. I can’t help you.’

      
      She gestured her regrets and stood up, waiting for him to follow, but McCadden sat on, contemplating the brick wall she offered
         and wondering if chipping at it was going to be worth his while. He sensed that she was hiding something. People’s reluctance
         to pursue the details always made him suspicious. People’s suppression of their natural curiosity, their fears, their self-interest.
         She hadn’t asked, for instance, if Wallace was dangerous. She hadn’t wondered if he was a criminal, if he’d smashed his way
         out of prison or tricked his way out of a psychiatric hospital. She hadn’t established if he’d made any threats against her.
      

      
      Maybe she already knew the answers. Maybe she didn’t really care.

      
      When he finally stood, McCadden offered his hand. Eleanor Shieis accepted. But her touch was light. And very, very brief.
         As he headed for the front door, he expected to drag her along in his wake. She stayed where she was, staring after him.
      

      
      Opening the door, he turned and said, ‘I suppose you’ll remember my name. If you need to contact me.’

      
      She didn’t commit herself. Just smiled faintly.

      
      He added, ‘I’ll probably take a quick look around. You don’t mind, do you?’

      
      This time, he didn’t expect a response. And didn’t get any.

   
      
      two

      
      Outside, the wind had lifted again. Mid-August, but the weather not keeping pace with the calendar. Not here, anyway. Fifty
         metres from where McCadden stood, the south Atlantic swelled and broke against the jagged rocks of the exposed headland. A
         treacherous place for shipping. It always had been. For a thousand years the seabed below had collected wrecks, coveting everything
         from Viking longboats to modern trawlers.
      

      
      McCadden drew in the damp night air and looked around, his eyes adjusting again to the darkness. The cottage, rebuilt from
         the ruins of an older dwelling abandoned in harsher times, was the last on the headland. Another renovated cottage stood about
         thirty metres away. Further back, where the road ended and turned into the pot-holed track that challenged a car’s suspension,
         there was a cluster of modern bungalows. And on the other side of the bay, across almost five kilometres of surging water,
         there were the holiday lights of Tramore, from where the faint sounds of carnival music and human shrieking were occasionally
         carried on the wind.
      

      
      McCadden used a small torch to illuminate the immediate area. Not knowing what he was looking for. And not finding anything at first.
      

      
      There was a narrow gap between the walls of the building and the hedge of blackberry bushes that almost completely surrounded
         it. But the space held no surprises. None of the cottage’s windows had been forced or damaged. The earth, still soft from
         the rains of the last few days, was undisturbed.
      

      
      He walked around the hedge, beyond a barbed-wire fence and into a stony, uneven field that a local farmer obviously used for
         grazing his cattle. And nothing there but the imprint of hooves. And cow dung. And deep impressions of tractor wheels.
      

      
      He was turning away, already weary with working in the country, when the sweeping beam from his torch caught a piece of flapping
         white material that had been snagged on the wire. It might’ve been the remains of a plastic shopping bag. It might’ve been
         a strip from the farmer’s Sunday shirt, he joked to himself. He couldn’t tell. But even as he moved towards it, he lost interest
         in it again. It turned out not to be significant in itself, but only as a pointer. Because beyond it, between the wire and
         the hedge, a little clearing had been trampled down by human feet.
      

      
      McCadden parted the strands of wire, twisted the barbs around each other to hold them in place and stooped to climb through
         the gap. When he stood upright again, he could see above the hedge. In fact, he had a clear view of Eleanor Shiels’s bedroom
         window. And provided he didn’t move, didn’t drift into the overspill of light from the window, he was obviously obscured himself.
      

      
      But the last occupant had also taken chances.

      
      The evidence suggested that a cigarette smoker had watched from this spot on separate occasions. Definitely twice. Probably more. At McCadden’s feet, there were several crushed
         cigarette butts. Not filters, as he discovered when he crouched to examine them. And not machine produced. Ones that were
         rolled by the smoker, using filter papers, loose tobacco, small pieces of cardboard as home-made holders. The way a joint
         was usually rolled. Some of them had been trodden into the ground, leaving only a corner or a curve still visible. Others
         were still on the surface, sodden from the recent rain and on the point of disintegration. But all of them had been burned
         by someone so addicted to the weed that they were willing to risk exposing their position to keep puffing.
      

      
      McCadden took a plastic Ziploc bag from a pocket of his leather jacket, gathered the butts and sealed the bag after dropping
         them in. The harvesting had taken him sideways. When he stood again, a bramble grazed his right cheek and the shoulder of
         his jacket caught on a thorn. His reaction made him jerk. The movement almost pulled the snared jacket off his shoulder. Cursing,
         he eased back, his left hand working to free his clothes without tearing the material.
      

      
      He didn’t hear anyone approaching. Had no idea he’d attracted company.

      
      From behind, a flash of light suddenly hit his profile, blinding him for a moment. He thought at first it was the flashbulb
         of a camera, recording his entanglement on film. Thought it was a joke. Maybe Eleanor Shiels, ironically referring to the
         photographs of her he’d peeped at earlier.
      

      
      But the light returned quickly and then held steady. And a man’s voice shouted at him aggressively, ‘Stay where you are, you!’
      

      
      Shielding his eyes, McCadden called back quietly, ‘It’s all right, I’m—’

      
      ‘I’ll tell you what you are!’ the voice cut him off.

      
      It wasn’t a local accent. A countryman’s, but with the flavour of the west rather than the south coast about it. Kerry? Clare?
         Stuck with his back to it, dazzled by the glare if he tried to turn, McCadden felt vulnerable, irritated, a little worried.
      

      
      ‘I’m a garda!’ he said sharply. ‘Do you understand? Put the light down!’

      
      There was no response. In the silence the sound of an electric organ drifted on the wind from the neighbour’s cottage nearby.
         It swelled for an instant. And then died away again. Before McCadden could recognize the tune.
      

      
      ‘Did you hear me?’ he called.

      
      ‘I heard you, all right,’ the voice confirmed. Sceptical now. Disparaging. ‘You’ll have identification so, will you?’

      
      McCadden retrieved his ID with his left hand and flipped the wallet open into the light above his head. The torch faltered
         for a second before being switched off.
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t recognize you. I, ah … ’

      
      McCadden turned, but still couldn’t distinguish anything. A bulky shadow loomed in front of him, about five metres away. ‘Who
         are you?’
      

      
      ‘Sergeant Mullaney, sir. From Dunmore East.’

      
      Funny how knowledge informed the eyes. Now the peaked cap and heavy greatcoat of the guard’s uniform were visible. Polished
         buttons even glistened in the moonlight.
      

      
      McCadden stepped back through the gap he’d made in the fence, laughing easily about the encounter. ‘You couldn’t be from Dunmore,’ he joked. It was a fishing harbour, a couple
         of kilometres to the east along the coast. ‘Not with an accent like that.’
      

      
      ‘Stationed in Dunmore, sir.’
      

      
      ‘I see. Right.’

      
      ‘I was actually born in Lisdoonvarna. I’m a Clareman.’

      
      ‘Lisdoonvarna. The Mecca of Irish bachelors.’

      
      ‘So they say, sir. I’m actually married myself, you see, so—’

      
      ‘Is this on your usual beat?’ McCadden slipped in. ‘Brownstown Head, here.’

      
      The sergeant stumbled, laughed uneasily. ‘No, ah … No. It’s just with the report and all.’

      
      ‘What report?’

      
      ‘The woman lives there, she reported prowlers might be around.’

      
      ‘Wasn’t that some months ago?’

      
      ‘It was, yes, that’s right. But she was once famous, you see. So they say, anyway. That sort of thing attracts a queer kind
         … Sometimes I drop down to see if things are all right.’
      

      
      ‘Seen anyone prowling?’

      
      ‘Not so far, no. But you never … know.’

      
      McCadden grunted, then loudly slapped the pockets of his jacket. ‘You wouldn’t have a cigarette, would you?’ he wondered.

      
      Anxious to please, the sergeant eagerly hiked a corner of his greatcoat and rummaged in a trouser pocket. The packet he offered
         was of a popular brand of filter-tipped.
      

      
      McCadden grimaced. ‘Anything stronger than that?’

      
      The sergeant was suddenly embarrassed, worrying about his image, his virility. ‘I used to eat the damn things, sir, to tell you the truth, you know, but … They say the low-tar lads reduce the old risk of doing damage to the lungs
         … ’
      

      
      As McCadden listened to a rural spin on the industry spiel, Eleanor Shiels started moving again behind the window of her bedroom.
         Caught between the lamp on her dressing table and the thin curtains, she offered a sharply focused shadow when she stopped
         and stood still again. She was in profile. And she seemed to be naked. Raising her hands behind her head, she twisted her
         long black hair into a tight bun that she then clipped to keep secure.
      

      
      The sergeant went on talking, but his eyes drifted away from McCadden and his head slowly swivelled. A tall man, over six
         and a half feet, he still had to strain to look fully over the hedge from where he stood, stretching painfully on his toes.
         But it wasn’t the physical effort that showed on his rough country features. It was a look of raw lust. And it was so consuming
         that he was unaware he was a spectacle himself.
      

      
      McCadden glanced away, not wanting to draw attention to his own observations. He gestured towards the neighbouring cottage,
         from where the sound of organ music, playing something recognizable now, was blowing across again. ‘Who lives over there?’
      

      
      The sergeant started. He swivelled guiltily, but found that he wasn’t being stared at. ‘What?’

      
      ‘Over there?’

      
      The sergeant followed the direction of McCadden’s nod, his expression jerking from furtiveness through confusion to disgust.
         ‘Oh! Some odd fellow came down here from Dublin, sir. Newburn, I think his name is.’
      

      
      ‘Odd?’

      
      ‘Vegetarian, they say.’
      

      
      ‘How long has he lived here?’

      
      ‘Years, now.’

      
      ‘Right. Have you seen anyone new around the area lately?’

      
      The sergeant risked a laugh, swelling back now into his natural boorishness. ‘Dunmore’s a holiday village, sir. Nearly everyone
         you meet is a stranger this time of year.’
      

      
      ‘I meant, residents.’

      
      ‘There’s the pharmaceutical factory. Lisenter. They got in a few new executives from outside the last few months.’

      
      ‘Bit too dressy for what I’m looking for. Ever notice a big guy with a scar across his left cheek? Rough looking. The kind
         of character you’d pull over just to check on.’
      

      
      ‘Can’t say I have, sir, no.’

      
      ‘Right,’ McCadden sighed again. ‘Maybe I’ll wander over and have a chat with the neighbour. Newburn, did you say?’

      
      ‘Sonny Newburn, sir. He works at the ESB office in Waterford.’

      
      ‘Which way did you come in?’

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘You’d better lead. You seem more familiar with the ground.’

      
      But the sergeant was reluctant to leave. Furtively he sneaked a last, disappointed look over the hedge, craning again just
         as the light was switched off in Eleanor Shiels’s bedroom.
      

      
      ‘That torch of yours still working?’ McCadden encouraged him.

      
      ‘I suppose, yes … ’

      
      The sergeant led them towards the neighbouring cottage, then turned left along a rutted path and came out by an iron gate at the entrance to the field, where McCadden had parked earlier. Mullaney had pulled up tight behind the Mondeo.
         But not in a squad car, McCadden noticed. In his own private Astra.
      

      
      Was Mullaney coming off duty? Just clocking in? Taking much of a detour?

      
      ‘What’s it like?’ McCadden wondered innocently.

      
      ‘What, sir?’

      
      ‘Living in Dunmore. I suppose it’s smaller than your home town. Do you live in the village itself?’

      
      But the sergeant’s liveliness had faded. Frustrated in the purpose of his journey, he was eager to get away now. Small talk
         had no further attraction.
      

      
      ‘It’s not too bad, sir,’ he confirmed curtly. ‘Not too bad. Will you, ah, be wanting me to go in with you? To Newburn.’

      
      McCadden shook his head. ‘No. Thanks.’

      
      ‘Well, ah … goodnight, then, sir.’

      
      ‘Night, Sergeant.’

      
      McCadden stood by the boot of his own Mondeo, watching the sergeant fumbling with the car keys, hunching his big frame into
         the slightly cramped cabin of the Astra and painfully manoeuvring back and forth across the pot-holes in the lane, until the
         car was facing again towards the road.
      

      
      An uncomfortable man, he thought.

   
      
      three

      
      Sonny Newburn didn’t smoke.
      

      
      He didn’t drink, either. He wore an old-fashioned cardigan under a dull brown suit, didn’t invite any intimacies and hid behind
         a regime of lifeless habits.
      

      
      He looked like a disappointed man. On the walls of the living room in his cottage there were a couple of graduation certs
         from an English music academy, dating back to the late fifties. Maybe he’d once imagined something more accomplished than
         being a clerical officer with the Electricity Supply Board, somewhere more exotic than Brownstown Head to enliven his retirement.
         And maybe living beside a musical legend who’d thrown it all away was a little cruel for him.
      

      
      His failure showed. Every question was taken on the defensive. Every answer cautiously measured.

      
      A small, nervous man, he shut off the recording he was listening to when McCadden knocked, put in a long time agonizing over
         his next move and only opened the door after McCadden held his ID to the lens of the spyhole in the wood.
      

      
      ‘Mr Newburn?’ McCadden asked through the narrow gap.

      
      Newburn blinked, weighing the purpose of the query, the consequences of a response. ‘Yes?’
      

      
      ‘Inspector McCadden, from Waterford. There have been reports of a prowler in the area recently. Would you mind if I asked
         you a few questions?’
      

      
      ‘What kind of questions?’

      
      ‘Could I step in for a while?’

      
      The cottage was stuffy. Not too warm, even though the central heating was on, but airless and stale, smelling of cheap sprays and withered flowers, old books
         and discarded clothes. The past accumulated everywhere, cluttering the room. On the wooden floor, unsteady piles of dried
         old newspapers shifted precariously whenever there was movement around them. Yellowing documents, tied together with elastic
         bands or held in frayed folders, covered the surfaces of chairs and tables. A glass cabinet in the corner held stacked videotapes
         of outdated television shows, which twenty years earlier had nostalgically explored a bygone age. All uselessly preserved.
         A crazed conservation that only promoted decay.
      

      
      Standing in a clearing on the living-room floor, oppressed by the rubbish surrounding him, McCadden wondered, ‘Has someone
         already talked to you about this problem?’
      

      
      ‘I beg your pardon?’

      
      ‘About the prowler.’

      
      ‘Who would talk to me?’

      
      ‘Some of the local guards?’

      
      Newburn shook his head. ‘No.’

      
      ‘Right. Have you noticed anything unusual in the area the last few weeks?’

      
      Newburn seemed to wait for clarification of the terms. He blinked a couple of times, but didn’t answer.

      
      ‘Any strangers around?’ McCadden prompted.
      

      
      Newburn got suddenly agitated, betraying an exposed nerve, a source of irritation. ‘A lot of people drive down the track from
         the road,’ he snapped. ‘Particularly around this time of year, in summer. Day trippers. They shouldn’t. As far as I’m aware,
         the track is not part of the public road system. It’s private. They climb the fences to walk on the headland, trespassing
         on the farmer’s land. They continue to do it. There’s nothing to see. No beach. The headland is bleak and rocky.’
      

      
      McCadden grimaced in sympathy, but explained, ‘I was thinking more of the night.’

      
      ‘Night?’

      
      ‘Someone coming here when it’s dark.’

      
      Newburn stared at him, anxious now, and channelling his uneasiness into his right hand, as it played with the wooden buttons
         on his brown cardigan. He said. ‘You mean Mr Logan?’
      

      
      ‘Who?’

      
      ‘Arthur Logan. He’s the only one I know who came down here after dark. But he’s not a stranger.’

      
      The name was familiar to McCadden. He’d asked Newburn to repeat it not because of his own ignorance, but because he was surprised.

      
      Artie Logan, a middle-aged, Irish-American business executive from Boston, was the managing director of Lisenter (Ireland)
         Ltd, a subsidiary of the multinational pharmaceutical company whose successful Irish plant a couple of kilometres down the
         coast had brought prosperity to the area the last decade. Three weeks ago Logan had disappeared. It wasn’t unexpected. The
         story was, he drank too much. The rumours about its cause ranged from embezzlement of company funds through gambling debts to feeding a cocaine habit. Something financial nudging him over the edge. No one had actually seen him take his sailing
         boat out from its berth in Dunmore East. But no one was surprised when his body became entangled in the nets of a local trawler
         and ended up with a pathologist in the local mortuary.
      

      
      Accidental death? Suicide?

      
      McCadden asked, ‘When was the last time you saw Mr Logan down here?’

      
      Newburn didn’t understand. Or misheard the question. He said, ‘He’s dead now.’

      
      ‘Yes, I know he’s dead.’

      
      ‘His funeral is tomorrow. He wanted to be buried here.’

      
      ‘But when did you last see him?’
      

      
      ‘A couple of nights before he disappeared.’

      
      ‘Was he visiting you?’

      
      ‘No. He was calling on Miss Shiels.’

      
      ‘Right. Look, ah … you don’t strike me as the kind of man who pries into the affairs of others, Mr Newburn.’

      
      ‘I don’t.’

      
      ‘You keep to yourself, follow your own interests. You have your curtains closed at night. Would that be fair?’

      
      Newburn nodded, pleased by the portrait. ‘Basically.’

      
      ‘You won’t mind me asking you. How do you know that Mr Logan was visiting Eleanor Shiels?’

      
      Newburn smiled slightly. ‘The first time he called on her, he knocked here by mistake. He didn’t know which cottage she lived
         in.’
      

      
      ‘When was that?’

      
      ‘More than a year ago. Almost two.’

      
      ‘Did you get to know him?’

      
      ‘Well, we discovered things in common. Sometimes, if Miss Shiels wasn’t at home, he waited for her here. We had tea, although he preferred coffee. He was American. And we talked.’
      

      
      ‘About what?’

      
      ‘We shared an interest in music.’

      
      McCadden raised his eyebrows, mildly astonished. ‘Rock?’ he asked incredulously.

      
      Newburn recoiled. ‘No, no.’

      
      ‘Well, I thought since Eleanor Shiels was once a rock star … ’

      
      ‘Baroque, Inspector. Bach, Scarlatti, Vivaldi … ’

      
      ‘Wasn’t he into photography as well?’

      
      ‘I have no interest in photography.’

      
      ‘OK. But what about Mr Logan?’

      
      ‘We never addressed the question.’

      
      ‘Right. Has anyone questioned you officially since his body was found?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘They probably will. They’ll probably ask you about his state of mind the last time you saw him. If he was depressed, suicidal.’

      
      ‘He seemed quite normal.’

      
      ‘How well do you know Eleanor Shiels, Mr Newburn?’

      
      ‘Casually. As casual neighbours. We exchange pleasantries when we meet.’

      
      ‘Has she ever mentioned a man named Tony Wallace? Or Rookie Wallace?’

      
      ‘I don’t think so, no.’

      
      ‘Does the name mean anything to you?’

      
      ‘Tony Wallace?’

      
      ‘Or Rookie Wallace.’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Going back to our earlier topic … You haven’t noticed anyone around at night during the last week or so, have you?’
      

      
      Newburn looked anxious again, worrying that wooden button on his cardigan once more. He said, ‘If a car pulls up at night,
         of course its headlights are visible, even from behind the curtains.’
      

      
      ‘Whose car? Mr Logan’s?’

      
      ‘No, no. The guard. I suppose he was here on business, really, responding to the reports of, ah … well, as you said, a prowler
         … ’
      

      
      ‘You’re talking about Sergeant Mullaney, are you?’

      
      ‘Is that his name?’

      
      ‘So he says.’

      
      ‘Well, yes, Sergeant Mullaney, then.’

      
      ‘He hasn’t introduced himself to you, has he?’

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘Right. There’s another character I’m particularly interested in. He’s a stranger here. A rough-looking guy, with a scar on
         his cheek. Have you come across him?’
      

      
      ‘No.’

      
      McCadden sighed his disappointment. ‘OK,’ he accepted. ‘Well … thanks for your time, anyway.’

      
      ‘No problem,’ Newburn assured him.

      
      No problem, McCadden repeated irritably to himself. Eighteenth-century music, a tip head of memorabilia and contemporary cliché. No problem? Ten years ago, Newburn would’ve said, you’re welcome, the native phrase indicating that knowledge was considered communal and sharing it was natural. Now co-operation seemed
         to be on the basis of personal convenience.
      

      
      Disgruntled, McCadden left the cottage and hurried moodily towards his car, kicking a loose stone from under his feet along the way. The stone ricocheted offa pot-hole and jumped up to hit the Ford Mondeo, chipping a little metallic
         paint from the passenger door.
      

      
      McCadden glanced at his watch as he sat in and started the engine. Already past eleven. The evening lost. The chance of a
         date passed up. And nothing to show for it.
      

      
      Except questions.

   
      
      four

      
      The morning started damp again, a little cold, with a thick mist hanging over the coastline, threatening another gloomy day
         in what had been a disappointing August in the south-east.
      

      
      Through the mist, they carried Artie Logan’s coffin from the church in Dunmore East down the steps to the waiting hearse.
         The casket was draped with a stars and stripes. And a US Marine sergeant marched smartly behind it.
      

      
      The mourners didn’t linger on the steps outside the church. Shivering from the damp, they hurried to their cars, turned on
         their heaters and kept their engines running while waiting for the hearse to pull away.
      

      
      From Dunmore, the cortège took a strange route to the nearby graveyard at Corbally church. Instead of following the signposts,
         it turned south, into even poorer visibility, and snaked along the narrow coastal road. Halfway there it took another detour,
         this time to visit a scattering of houses known as Portally village. And after that it stopped again beside a promontory fort
         at Swines Head and at a standing stone in Ballymacaw.
      

      
      Sitting in the front passenger seat of an official car driven by a uniformed guard, McCadden wondered what the interruptions meant, what private associations were passing away with
         the dead man. He didn’t ask. The driver was preoccupied with the road. And behind him Chief Superintendent Daniel Cody was
         sitting rigidly on the rear seat and staring sullenly out the side window.
      

      
      Something troubling the Chief Superintendent this morning. Something fresh. And undigested.

      
      The night before, when McCadden had contacted him with a request to attend the funeral, Cody had been touched by his own misreading
         of the suggestion. It was, he cheerfully admitted, the kind of public gesture he was addicted to, the kind of image he craved.
         The force as an integral element of a caring society, fighting the same struggles, suffering the same losses. Human. And vulnerable.
      

      
      This morning, though, Cody was uncommunicative again. Almost resentful, in fact. Ignoring McCadden. And barking at the nervous
         young driver. ‘Don’t attack the bloody brake pedal, man!’
      

      
      It was ten o’clock when they finally reached the graveyard at Corbally crossroads.

      
      Brownstown Head was to the south on their left. Eleanor Shiels’s cottage was less than four kilometres away. And the ubiquitous
         Sergeant Mullaney was already busy at the intersection, furiously directing traffic on the tight roads and organizing parking
         around the junction. As the Chief Superintendent’s car passed within centimetres of his toes, he comically attempted a parade-ground
         salute that his superior didn’t even acknowledge.
      

      
      McCadden sat on for a while once they’d parked, calculating a decent interval after the grumbling Cody had gone to jostle
         for his place in the pecking order of VIPs. By the time he finally left, the mist had lifted. The clouds were already breaking overhead and there was a promise of warmth
         in the air. But it was too late for most of the attendance. Unable to turn back, they were now stuck with their heavy greatcoats
         and their corporate umbrellas.
      

      
      The church, huddled under the hills a short distance from the crossroads, wasn’t open for the ceremony. Small and recently
         built, all dull plaster and plain glass, it seemed – from the outside at least – to have no architectural or historical interest.
         The graveyard behind it was older, its headstones an array of memorials to the Celts and Vikings, Normans and English, who’d
         once lived in or invaded or colonized this cramped corner of the country.
      

      
      As always with country funerals, the mourners went at tangents for a while, visiting other graves and reminiscing about previous
         burials. Without attachments of his own, McCadden just drifted and watched, taking the central pathway through the cemetery
         and then slowly working his way back towards the road along a perimeter track to avoid getting caught in the crowds once the
         service started.
      

      
      Artie Logan’s plot was in the south-west corner of the graveyard, under a low wall and next to the graves of three local fishermen
         lost on 4 February 1996, when the Jenalisa went down in a storm off Brownstown Head. The coffin, still draped in the American flag, lay on a trellis of boards, waiting
         to be lowered. Beside it, the US Marine still stood rigidly to attention.
      

      
      The soldier was the most colourful of the impressive cast of mourners. Probably the most mysterious, too. But not the most
         surprising.
      

      
      On the Marine’s right there were three politicians, including Niall McAwley, the senior government minister who was McCadden’s ultimate boss.
      

      
      McAwley was a bantam man – five foot nothing and overstocked with belligerence – who was much in the news at the time. His
         name kept cropping up at one or other of the judicial tribunals investigating corruption and graft and bribery and tax evasion
         among politicians. But the dirt wouldn’t stick to him. The accusations never held. He seemed impenetrable. An old-fashioned
         hustler who’d slipped the net and adapted to change. A fibreglass dinosaur.
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