


Prologue

He fiddled with the volume control on the steering wheel
and a loud guitar wail filled the car. Ah, now — that was
better. The Stones were one great band that was for sure
and some music just had to be listened to loud, didn’t it?
Sitting back in his seat, he relaxed a bit. The music filled the
inside of the car. Fuck — it was hard to beat it, all the same.

He closed his eyes and he didn’t mean to but he must
have nodded off because next thing he knew the Stones
were back at Track One and he’d been having a dream about
swimming in Kilkee with Alan and they were kids and he
was winning the race. For once.

He felt like shit, his mouth was foul and his head was
killing him. He rubbed his hand over his face and flipped
down the glove box, looking to see if there was anything
there he could take for his headache — nothing. He muttered
curses and jabbed at the stereo controls. Silence replaced
the music in the car and he peered into the dark street. Not
that he could see anything. It was pitch black out there and
now it'd started raining as well.

He thumped the steering wheel. For God’s sake. He knew
he probably should have worn his glasses. All the squinting
wasn’t helping the headache much. He hated those bloody
glasses — especially since his mother had said they made him
look like his father. That was the last time he’d worn them.

He leaned forward to see if he could see anything in the
darkness. It made no difference. All he could see were the
dark ghosts of the houses on the empty street and the rain



gathering on the windscreen. He flicked on the wipers. Still
no sign of her.

He looked at his watch — two thirty-five — twenty-fucking-
five-to-three. Jesus wept. Well, she knew what’d happen
when she did eventually turn up — she’d have to make it
worth his while. Still, it was damn annoying. And as if that
wasn’t enough he knew Caroline had probably phoned while
he was out. Phoning and phoning — calling his mobile . . .

He pulled his phone out of his pocket to have a look. It
was blank and quiet. He’d forgotten he’d turned it off earlier
when he was in Finn’s, watching the match. Nothing ruder
than a phone blaring during a match. He fucking hated that
himself.

But she didn’t get that and she’d want to know why he
turned it off, considering everything. She’d want to know
what he was doing there anyway after all they’d talked about
— blah, blah, blah, the usual shite. Ah, well, so what? He’d
just say he’d fallen asleep in front of the telly. Didn’t hear
the phones. She could like it or lump it.

He thought about the girl again. Jesus, she was something
herself all the same. Now he’d had a bit of a sleep he was
really looking forward to seeing her again. The Lexus was
great like that — plenty of room in the front for her to make
up to him for all this bloody hanging around.

Why the fuck had he told Caroline he was meeting the
girl, anyway? He could have kicked himself as soon as the
words were out of his mouth. A few too many Bushmills
when she rang last night. That and the shock of it, what
with the girl having called just before . . .

If he was honest, she was the last person he’d expected
to hear from, so he’d gone and blurted it out to Caroline
like an eejit as soon as he heard her voice. Big mistake. She
always got so worked up about this stuff — over-reacted



every single time. And with no reason — as he was tired of
telling her, it was all well under control. Had been for years.

She was such an uptight bitch sometimes, freaking out
and ringing Alan, like they couldn’t do anything without
him. She even said that once when they were fighting. Later
she took it back and said she didn’t mean it. He wasn’t a
fool, though. He knew she did. If Paddy Power’s was open
he’d have put down a bet that she’d already phoned Alan
and told him about this as well. Mister Fucking Knowitall.
So that was two lectures he was due.

For Christ’s sake, what did they think he was? A child? A
fucking eejit?

He opened the glove box again and took out the silver
hip flask that he’d bought in France. He’d managed to slip
it past Caroline when they were in that shop in Paris — she’d
been right beside him and she hadn’t seen him buying it.
That still made him smile.

He filled his mouth with whiskey. That was definitely
better. He swallowed, enjoying the feeling of heat as the
liquid rolled into his gut. He followed it with a second
mouthful — that tasted even better than the first.

He could feel a lot of the tension moving out of his body
as it welcomed the top-up. He relaxed — well, most of him
relaxed except for that all important area where — as Roddy
Hannon always said — you wanted to keep your tension.

He squirmed in his seat and looked out at the dark,
deserted street. There was still nobody around and nothing
stopping him giving himself a bit of tension relief if he felt
like it; but no, he wouldn’t — he’d wait. It’'d be all the better
for the waiting. That little bitch was in no position to object
and he had a few ideas about how he wanted her to repay
the favour he was doing her.

He looked at the clock on the dash — two forty-five.



Where the fuck was she? Hadn’t he just seen a Pink Floyd
album in that glove box?

He leaned over and rooted around. There it was: ‘Wish
You Were Here’. Fucking great album. Music filled the car
again and he had another slug of whiskey. If she didn’t turn
up by the time ‘Shine On You Crazy Diamond’ was over . . .

The passenger door opened and he started. Jesus H.
Christ! The music was so loud he hadn’t even heard her
coming — after all the waiting. She sat in beside him. She
smelled great, like lemons.

“You took your fucking time,” he said, carefully screwing
the top on his hip flask. He didn’t want to spill any. Stink
up the car and draw another lecture on himself.

The girl didn’t say anything. He didn’t care. He wasn’t
interested in her using her mouth for talking, anyway. That
thought made him laugh — he must tell that one to Roddy.

He tossed the hip flask into the back and it landed near
the bag.

‘OK now, let’s get down to some business here,” he said,
leaning back in his seat and unzipping his fly.

She turned her head. He couldn’t see her propetly in the
dark. He was definitely going to have to get contacts —
bloody uncomfortable probably but better than being blind
or looking like his father. He peered at her but he could
only really see her outline. She smelled the same as always,
though. He loved that lemony smell — the memories that
went with it’d nearly be enough to give him an erection by
themselves. He pointed at his lap.

‘Get going,” he said.

She didn’t say a word. He looked down to pull out the
lad. Jesus, there definitely was plenty of tension going on
there — he didn’t think he was going to need Viagra any time
soon. And then he felt something even harder at his temple.



1. Monday 4 April, 5.40 a.m.

Hi Clint,

I went with Kelly after all. Remember I told you about it
and how she said she’d go by herself? Anyway, first she
goes out by herself to meet him — like she said she would.
Then she comes back — after ages — and says will one of us
go with her after all? Natalie (as usual) was all, Oh, so now
we’re suddenly good enough to meet your precious friend.
But I didn’t give a shit. Just said I’d go.

It was late when we left — after two in the morning, maybe
later even. We didn’t talk much, walking there, but like I
told you already, Kelly doesn’t talk much ever — which is fine
with me. All she said was he wanted to meet up at the back
of the park. So that’s where we went — the People’s Park.

Remember when we used to go there? Remember rolling
down the hill there under that big statue? I haven’t been
there in years.

Anyway, that’s where we had to go. I don’t know why
she wanted anyone to go with her because when we got
there she wouldn’t even let me go up to the car. Told me to
wait in a doorway. I was pissed off about that but like I said
already I didn’t care really as long as he gave us the money.

When she told us about it first — Kelly, I mean — she’d
said it was simple. He was some guy she had information
about and he was going to give her money to keep her
mouth shut. Ordinary blackmail — she just had to meet him
and collect it and that was it.



‘As it happens the answer is yes. Billy Hendrick,” he said,
stopping for effect. ‘Shot dead.’

I stopped walking as well and looked at him. Shit.

Sean laughed at whatever expression was now on my face.
‘Well, it didn’t happen in the last fifteen minutes. It hap-
pened some time last night. I was called in but they couldn’t
get you. Anyway, O’ Toole wants you as her right-hand man,
I’d say. She just rang. She’ll call back in a few minutes —
I said you were in the jacks.’

“Thanks.” I reached into my pocket and took out my
phone and turned it on. I’d forgotten that I'd turned it off
while I was with Rita. ‘I didn’t think you were you on duty
this weekend.”

‘I wasn’t, but that didn’t stop anyone calling me at seven
o’clock this morning.’

‘Why does she want me?’

Sean shrugged. ‘Because you’re so special. Jesus, Rob —
how am I supposed to know?’

Sean followed me into the tiny kitchenette, where I made
myself a cup of tea. I groggily tried to get my head into
work mode as I squeezed the last drop out of the teabag
with the back of a spoon. Who exactly was Billy Hendrick?
It felt as if I should recognize his name but somehow I
didn’t. It’d been a bad night. I’d had hardly any proper sleep.

‘Do you want anything?’ I asked Sean.

He waved a cup he was holding at me. ‘Already have
coftee on the go. Anyway, your man — Hendrick — was shot
in the head”’

‘Where?’ I said, leading the way back through the noisy
open-plan office.

‘In the head. I just told you,” Sean said, grinning as he
followed.

I gave him the finger.
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He smiled. ‘In his car, a Lexus — ruined now. Brains
everywhere.’

‘Jesus, Sean, please. It’s nine o’clock in the morning.’

‘Nine forty-five.’

‘So who is he? Do I know him?’

‘Maybe,” Sean said. ‘He’s a solicitor.”

‘Alan Hendrick? I thought you just said his name was
Billy.’

“The deceased is Billy Hendrick — he’s Alan’s brother.”

“That’s familiar all right — I mean I know Alan unfortu-
nately but I'm not sure I ever met his brother,” I said,
opening the door of my office. Sean followed me in.

‘Billy was in practice by himself for years. You probably
never ran into him. He was never as successful as Alan. Did
a lot of ambulance chasing. He only joined forces with his
brother a few years ago. Poor old Alan was in the market
for help — he’s run off his feet.”

‘Well, I suppose that’s what you get when you represent
every low-life in town.’

‘Bit of a boom, all right,” Sean said, sitting down and
sticking an unlit cigarette into his mouth. ‘It’s possible that
you never came across Billy because he didn’t do much
criminal work — compensation cases and other bits and
bobs. Alan does the hard cases. He probably brought Billy
in to free him up for his more important work of defending
bollockses.’

The telephone on my desk rang. I picked it up.

‘Rob, it’s the Super — for you.”

“Thanks, Gloria.’

There was an odd banging noise as Gloria put the call
through.

‘Rob?’

‘Superintendent, good morning, how are you?’

I2



A brief pause on the other end of the line was followed
by a sharp cough.

‘T'm fine, thanks. I suppose you’ve heard by now?’

“Yes, yes, I heard. Sorry you couldn’t reach me. I didn’t
realize my phone was turned off.

Another pause and I imagined Sharon O’Toole’s face as
she tried not to reprimand me for not being available when
I was actually off duty. Tough shit, Sharon.

I didn’t say a word — just dropped my head and massaged
the back of my aching neck. When I looked up Sean was
grinning at me and pretending to smoke his unlit cigarette.

‘OK, well, no time to waste, so, I suppose. You know as
much as I do if Detective Sergeant Ryan has filled you in —
I presume he has?’

“Yes, yes he has.’

‘Good. Well, the Bureau are already here — or at least they
should be at the scene by now and though Dublin will be
sending more people down I want you and Sean to take
charge from the start, really.’

“That’s fine.’

She let out a long sigh. ‘Look, Rob, I don’t know how
any of this is going to shake out, but if we don’t mark out
our territory from the start then I have a bad feeling that
we’ll be taking orders from Harcourt Street.”

‘Don’t worty, it’ll be grand. Sean and I are on our way to
the scene now.’

‘Good,” she said, her voice reconstituting into its more
formal mode. ‘I have every confidence in you.’

‘Thanks.’

Tm due at a meeting with the Chief Superintendent in
ten minutes. Somehow the papers already have a hold of
the story so we might have to have a press conference later.
I’ll want you both there if that happens.’
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‘No problem.

‘OK, great. You assemble the rest of the local team and
I’ll talk to you in a while.’

And then she was gone. My head was really starting to
hurt. I fished two paracetamol from my desk drawer and
swallowed them with a mouthful of tea.

‘How the hell is Sharon, anyway?’ Sean asked, tipping
back his chair with his feet on my desk.

‘Frazzled.” I drank another mouthful of tea. “The papers
are on to her office already.’

Sean rolled his eyes. ‘High-profile family.’

I groaned. ‘Speaking of which, do we need to contact
them?’ I was dreading the thought. I knew what it was like
to be on the receiving end of that particular visit.

Sean shook his head. ‘I’'ve done that already. Wife is away,
mother’s in a nursing home, Alan is the only other family,
so I went round to see him. I was just back when you
came in.’

‘How did he take it?’

Sean shrugged. ‘Hard.’

‘Natural enough. How were we alerted?’

‘A couple on their way home found the car under a
lamp-post in Morris Street.’

‘Where is that?’

‘Up near the park, near the Mechanics Institute — one of
those small, narrow streets.” Sean paused to pretend he was
smoking. ‘Anyway, they rang it in about half four. Conor
Vaughan was on. He rang me to come in and then O’ Toole
called me as well but I was already on the way. They called
you as well — but I told you all of that.’

‘Did you call Dublin?’

He shook his head. ‘O Toole did it herself.’

I nodded. ‘Well, the Technical Bureau are already here.”
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“That was fast — which was why she made the phone call
herself, I suppose. Get the boot in eatly.”

‘Anyway, keep going. How did the couple who found
him notice that there was something wrong?’

“The passenger door was open and there was loud music.’

‘Music?’

Sean nodded and looked at his notes. “That’s what they
said. Mairin Healy is the woman and your man — Gerry
O’Sullivan is his name — loves Pink Floyd and there was a
Pink Floyd CD playing in the car and the passenger door
was open. So they had a look.”

‘I bet they’re sorry,” I said, trying not to think about it.

Sean grinned. ‘Maybe somebody shot him for listening to
Pink Floyd — I can see that.

“Very funny,” I said, before I drank the rest of my tea
in one long gulp. I hadn’t woken at all until after eight so
I’'d only had enough time to have a quick shower and
shave when I got home. “We need to have a think about
the team.”

‘Already done.” He tossed me a page of scribbled names.
I read through it. They all looked fine to me.

“The powers that be will probably send in people from
the NBCI to help,’” I said.

Sean grimaced; he could barely tolerate the Technical
Bureau guys. I knew the prospect of working with a size-
able contingent of importees from the National Bureau of
Criminal Investigation would set his teeth on edge.

It'll be OK, he said.

I nodded in surprise.

‘We’'ll outnumber them.’

“That’s not what I meant,” I said.

‘1 know.’

I read the list again but couldn’t think of any way to add
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to it. I slid it across the desk to him. ‘O’ Toole will want to
approve the list. Fax it to her,” I said.

‘Already done.”

‘Arrogant bastard.’

He shrugged.

‘T'm starving,’ I said, having a quick flick through a couple
of notes that’d been left on my desk. Nothing else important.

‘We can get one of those breakfast rolls on the way to
the crime scene,” Sean said.

‘Heart-attack food,” I said.

‘It’ll hardly kill you this once,” Sean said, throwing me a
set of keys. “You drive — I hurt my wrist playing badminton
last night.’

I should have known better than to eat a greasy breakfast
roll on the way to seeing Billy Hendrick’s dead body. As
soon as we arrived at the crime scene I could feel that the
combination of exhaustion and murder and black pudding
in a roll was about to take me down. Even my knees felt
funny — which hadn’t happened to me since I was a raw
recruit at my first murder.

I tried taking loads of deep breaths. That helped a bit. I
was really beginning to come to the conclusion that I wasn’t
cut out for this work. Especially in the past year. And now
it looked as if I was going backwards. Christ. I'd definitely
have to rethink my life.

A large area surrounding Billy Hendrick’s silver Lexus
was cordoned off and the whole place was swarming with
people. A distinctive, white Garda Technical Bureau van was
parked to the side and gloved and suited forensic specialists
moved back and forth inside the cordon.

A cross section of officers from the Bureau in Dublin
were present. Some I recognized, some I'd never seen
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before. But as I watched them work I could see that all
the various departments were well represented — ballistics,
fingerprinting, photography, mapping. There was no doub-
ling up at this scene. No local police collecting evidence.
That told its own tale.

Sean walked off and I stood where I was, hoping that
it looked as though I was doing something useful. But all
I was really doing was observing the activity around me.

Crime-scene technicians combing for evidence, chatting
as they worked about houses and holidays and children and
who was seeing who. Journalists arriving in their cars with
their photographers. Casual passers-by ez route to work, eye-
ing the scene as they hurried past. Uniformed police officers
and onlookers, crowded together like partners on the peri-
phery outside the crime-scene tape. It struck me as weird
that the whole area was full of life — except for the man in
the car, of course.

I hate crime scenes. A strange truth for a detective who
makes his living out of them. It isn’t the gore — not that I
like it — but nobody except for the very hardened or the
very strange likes the blood and guts. It’s something about
what it represents. The proof of something I don’t want to
believe about the human race.

Sean finished speaking to the sergeant in charge and
waved at me to follow him inside the cordon. Nothing ever
seems to knock a stir out of Sean. He walked ahead of me,
asking questions of everyone he passed. As I came closer to
the car I could feel the food dancing in my stomach. I
swallowed hard and took more deep breaths and then forced
myself to look inside.

Billy Hendrick was still in his car. He was slumped side-
ways, head leaning against the shattered driver’s door
window, eyes open to the dashboard as if he was checking
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the time or his speed. The sun was glinting off a pen in the
pocket of his grey jacket and a halo of blood fanned out
behind his head. The inside of the car smelled of Hugo Boss
aftershave and something else I couldn’t place. There was a
red child’s pencil case on the floor in front of the back seat,
a deep burgundy leather briefcase on the back seat itself and
behind it what looked like a silver hip flask.

I forced myself to bring my attention back to the victim.
The entry wound was tidy, black and stellate against his grey
face, most of the gore had been saved for the exit. The black
star on his left temple suggested that it was most likely
a contact wound. Somebody had put the gun against Billy
Hendrick’s temple, pulled the trigger and blown his brains
out. It was intimate.

As I forced myself to keep my attention on Billy
Hendrick’s dead body, I noticed his penis protruding from
his open fly. It was very out of place with the rest of the
besuited businessman picture but it possibly explained what
had happened.

Maybe one of the local girls had been plying her trade
and her pimp had decided to hold up the client. Or maybe
his girl hadn’t been paying him his share as she should.
Trying to cheat him and he wasn’t having it. Something
ordinary and seedy like that. The pimp follows her and he
tries to rob them. Billy Hendrick objects and the pimp
shoots him.

Simple and totally wasteful. Most crime is impulsive and
thoughtless and in the moment, so it was likely this one
wouldn’t be any different. Billy should have stumped up for
a hotel room — it would probably have been a bit safer. I
looked at his dead body again and at the darkened blood
behind his head, and the undigested breakfast roll churned.
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‘No broken glass, no sign of forced entry to the car,” Sean
said beside me. I was glad of the excuse to turn away.

‘Exactly what I was just thinking,” I said, stepping back
from the car to stand beside him. We made our way through
the increasing congestion of police and ducked under the
blue and white plastic tape.

‘Did you notice that he was caught with his trousers
down?’

‘Well, open, as opposed to down.”

Sean sighed. “You’re so picky. All I'm saying is that he
was obviously not sitting in his car waiting for his mother
to come out of Mass.’

I laughed.

Sean grinned. ‘And considering the open trousers etc.
I can think of a few little fuckers who might have done
something like this. Kenny Hogan, for example.’

‘He’s in jail,’ I said. ‘He was caught in that big drugs bust
last month.’

‘Well, well, well — didn’t know Kenny was expanding the
business. But anyway, you know what I mean: he’s not the
only one capable of something like this.’

T know. I can think of a few candidates myself. We’ll
round them up and have a word.’

Neither of us spoke for a few seconds as we watched
Tommy O’Malley — one of the uniformed Guards on the
periphery — reassuring a slightly hysterical old lady who’d
just come out of one of the small terraced houses near by.
He said something to the woman and she beckoned to
another old lady. Even from the distance it was possible to
see that whatever Tommy was saying, the old women were
actually being reassured.

‘If the press saw that bit of taking care of the community,
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do you think we might get some positive publicity for once?’
Sean asked.

‘No, probably not. Anyway, any theories about the actual
shooting?’

Sean nodded. ‘Yeah, either they opened the door and
leaned in and blew his brains out or the murderer was
already sitting in the passenger seat talking to him. The lads
agree that either is possible,” Sean said, as we leaned back
against a low, red-brick wall and surveyed the scene. Dark
clouds were gathering overhead and a breeze that smelled
of rain started up.

A tall, thin man with dark hair wearing blue jeans and a
khaki parka ducked under the tape. He waved at us. We
waved back. Keith Smith, an assistant pathologist. Keith
moved around the car and then spoke to one of the uni-
formed Guards standing near by.

He pointed as an ambulance pulled up outside the cordon.
The Technical Bureau could smell the rain as well as I could
and they were anxious to finish before any more evidence
was destroyed.

Sean and I watched in silence.

‘I wonder what happened?’ I said eventually.

Sean shrugged. “Who knows?’

‘One way or another he’s definitely dead,’ I said.

‘No doubt about that,” Sean said, pulling a packet of
cigarettes from his pocket and lighting one. ‘No fucking
doubt about that.”

It was mid-afternoon before Alan Hendrick arrived in my
office. I'd expected him eatrlier. Sean had gone to get some
lunch. I was still struggling to digest my breakfast roll.
Alan Hendrick was a tall man, fiftyish, dark hair turning
grey in narrow bands, clean shaven, handsome face, regular
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white teeth, expensive suit and a look of contempt in his
eyes. Everybody in the station — no, everybody who worked
in law enforcement in the region — hated him.

The very sight of him made you remember all the cases
he’d won. All the hours and hours and hours of work wasted
in collecting evidence against dangerous bastards who were
destined to walk free because they had the money to employ
him.

That Monday morning, though, I came closer to feeling
sorry for him than was ever going to happen again.

“You’re in charge of this case?” he said as he walked into
my office unannounced.

‘Good morning, Mr Hendrick. How may I help you?’

‘I would have expected an incident room to have been
set up by now. This is a very serious crime.’

‘Everything is being set up as we speak,’ I said, struggling
past the impulse to tell him what to do with himself.

Alan Hendrick paused as if he was thinking. His face was
transparent for once and I could see the pain as if it was a
cobweb strung over him. I knew what that was like.

‘I'm very sorry about your brother,” I said.

He frowned and his eyes widened; then he coughed and
pulled a chair over to my desk.

‘Can I sit down?” he said, sitting down immediately.

‘Help yourself. What can I do for you?’

He sat back in his chair. His face had changed back to its
shellacked self. ‘My brother was murdered.’

I nodded.

‘Well?” he said. “‘What the hell are you people doing about it?’

I sat back in my chair as well, my sympathy evaporating.
“Your brother was shot some time in the early hours of this
morning. His body has only recently been removed from
the crime scene.’

21



‘T know. I've just identified him.” Alan Hendrick fiddled
with the edge of his tie and I felt sorry for him all over
again. ‘His wife and son are still away — on their way home
from Spain — so I went to the morgue.’

His face was almost as grey as his brother’s and his eyes
unfocused as he remembered what he’d seen. I knew he’d
never forget it.

‘Look, go home,’ I said. “‘We’ll be in touch as soon as we
know anything.’

‘No. I want to know what’s happening.’

Not that it'll change anything, I thought, but I didn’t say
it. I knew what that was like as well. That sort of desperate
hope that information would somehow fill the huge hole
gouged inside you.

‘Just the normal routine at the minute,’ I said. ‘Pathology,
crime scene investigation and the usual search for witnesses
— who saw him last and so on. We’re doing a door-to-door
in the area just in case any of the neighbours saw or heard
anything that’d help.’

‘And what have you found out so far?’

‘Not much. Your brother was shot at close range either
by a person sitting in the vehicle with him or somebody
who opened the door and leaned in.’

T think I could have figured that out myself.” Alan
Hendrick stared at me as he spoke and I watched as the
pain on his face dissolved once again, allowing his solicitor’s
mask to reappear. ‘The issue about his trousers being
open . .. His voice tailed off and he swallowed hard. ‘I don’t
want that piece of information in the papers — there’s no
need for it.’

I agree.

“They’ll have a field day and he has a wife and child.’

I nodded. ‘As I said, I agree.
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‘So you’re willing to promise me that nobody will say
anything to the press?’

‘Look, Mr Hendrick — Alan — this has been a difficult day
for you and I know you’re looking for answers. I promise
you as soon as we have any further information . ..

‘Forget that.” He leaned forward, eyes bright with pain
and fear and anger. T want...” he tapped the desk in time
to his words. ‘I want you now — this minute — to assure me
that this private information won’t get into the public
domain. Because I’'m warning you . ..

The door of my office flew open as if it’d been caught in
a gust of wind and a thin, blonde woman stood in the
doorway. We both looked at her as she grabbed the hand
of a small dark-haired boy dressed in red shorts and a white
T-shirt who was standing beside her.

‘Detective Inspector O’Connell?”” she said, walking
straight towards me, the small boy trailing like an appendage.
Her eyes were bright blue and set far apart and there was a
streak of mascara across her right cheekbone.

Alan Hendrick jumped out of his chair. ‘Carolinel’

She stopped and looked at him and it was obvious that
she somehow hadn’t noticed him before. As she looked up
at him her eyes filled with tears until one overflowed down
her face, following the line of the mascara streak to her chin.
I realized she must be the wife of the deceased.

Caroline Hendrick, née Farrell, according to the infor-
mation I'd read just before her brother-in-law had arrived.
Thirty-five-year-old ex-model, now a wedding planner —
whatever that was. Youngest of three children. Originally
from Ennis. Ten years younger than her dead husband.

And Dylan. Dylan William Hendrick. Seven years old.
Only son of Caroline and Billy Hendrick. Just finishing first
class in the multi-denominational Limerick School Project.
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Alan Hendrick put his arms around his sister-in-law and
pulled her close to his tailored chest. The small boy looked
at me. I smiled but he didn’t smile back. Why would he?
He’d probably been told that his dad was dead.

Hendrick stroked Caroline’s head as she cried and looked
down at the child.

I can swim without armbands now, Alan,” the boy said,
solemnly.

“That’s great news,” Hendrick said as he released his
sister-in-law and bent down to pick up the small boy. ‘I bet
you’re a brilliant swimmer.’

The child nodded and settled himself in against his uncle.
Caroline blew her nose and sat down in the chair her
brother-in-law had vacated. Hendrick held the child high as
if he was weightless and the boy’s arms encircled his neck.

‘Alan . .. identified him?’ she said, biting her lip and
looking at Hendrick and me. We both nodded. She sniffed
and looked upwards and rubbed her flattened palms across
her cropped blonde hair. I wished Sean would get back. He
was a lot better at this kind of thing than me.

I’d been full of admiration for Gerry Hourigan, who’d
had the job of telling me about Rita. Even as he was telling
me what had happened I'd been impressed by how well he
managed it — and me. I wasn’t ever going to be as good as
that at dealing with distressed relatives.

Caroline Hendrick looked up at her brother-in-law. ‘Can
you do me a favour, Alan?’

He nodded.

‘Buy Dylan an ice-cream?’ she said.

Hendrick looked confused but nodded his agreement.
Dylan began bouncing in his arms and his uncle hugged him
and laughed and they left the room. As soon as the door
closed Caroline Hendrick turned to look at me.
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‘Do you know who killed my husband?’

‘Mrs Hendrick,” I began, ‘it’s only been a short time since
your husband’s body -

‘Well, I do,” she said, her calm voice cutting across mine.
‘T know exactly who killed my husband.’





