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Chapter 1

The wind was bitter, there was snow in the air. I looked up at the sky. It was grey, that ashen grey that imbues the landscape with an eerie, otherworldly quality. Three o’clock in the afternoon and the light was fading already.

‘Why the hell would anyone want to live in a church?’ Paul Doherty wrestled with the padlock on the old iron gate.

I shrugged. ‘Not sure I would.’

‘Clients really pushing for this report then?’ he asked.

‘Liam is anyway. First sale he’s had in a while. He nearly had a fit when he discovered you didn’t have the map.’

Paul grinned. ‘He’ll get it tomorrow – if we ever get in, that is.’

He gave the key a last tug and the padlock released. He shoved the key into the pocket of his anorak and dug out a woolly hat, pulling it down over his ears as he lifted the gate just high enough for it to pass a foot or so over the rough grass, allowing us space to squeeze through. I waited while he arranged his camera bag and other equipment across his shoulders and then we set off in single file up the overgrown driveway. It didn’t take me long to regret not wearing gloves. My hands were scratched repeatedly by the briars that crept out towards us from the moment we left the gate. I regretted too the skirt I was wearing; I had come straight from court. Suddenly I heard a loud expletive ahead of me, uttered with considerable feeling.

‘Paul,’ I mock-scolded him.

‘Ah, Jesus. Who’s going to hear me up here?’

He had a point, unless you counted the cattle in the next field, a cluster huddled together against the cold. As we climbed higher I could see the cliffs and the Atlantic Ocean crashing against them. Never the most hospitable of waters, today the ocean looked as hostile as I’d ever seen it: dark, inky-blue with white horses riding the waves. It was always rough here, where the River Foyle met the sea at the north-east corner of Donegal.

We kept going up the hill, managing eventually to find a less uncomfortable route through. And then it appeared, looming high ahead of us, silhouetted against the pale sky. We stopped in our tracks, simultaneously.

Paul exhaled loudly. ‘Whitewater Church.’

I stared up at it, blowing on my hands. ‘Impressive. Do you still call it a church once it’s been deconsecrated?’

‘No idea.’

He rested his bag on the ground and fished out his camera. He screwed on a lens and flipped the switch to turn on the flash.

‘It’s been disused for a long time, but I’m still surprised by how much it has deteriorated,’ he commented.

‘How old is it?’

‘Hundred and fifty years, give or take a few. Built of fine local granite.’

‘I’m sure it was beautiful once,’ I said.

‘See the quoins at each corner and the bell tower? Typically Victorian features.’

The church was in bad shape. The gable end we were facing was completely covered in dark ivy, and there were places where the walls were starting to crumble. The stained glass which must once have resided in the two arched windows was long gone, but the stone cross on the eaves was still there, defiant.

The building had a heartbroken look about it, as if grieving for the parishioners who had abandoned it, the people who would have come to worship every week. I dismissed the thought as fanciful nonsense. Whitewater Church was to be revived – I supposed that must be a good thing. It was to become someone’s home.

Paul stopped taking photographs. ‘Do you have those maps?’

‘Map singular, I’m afraid.’ I opened my bag, produced a flimsy sheet of paper and handed it to him. ‘I’m going to have to get my office scanner fixed.’

‘Don’t worry about it. You’re the one who had to handdeliver it. And to be honest, I’m happy to have some company.’

He unfolded the map. It was little more than an old drawing with some rough measurements.

‘Is this all there is?’ he asked.

‘Yes, sorry. I doubt this place has ever been properly mapped. That’s what was attached to the old Registry of Deeds conveyance.’

He folded it back up and put it in his pocket.

‘OK. I’ll just need to measure the boundaries on the ground and ensure that they match the boundaries on the map as best I can.’ He looked around him at the overgrown site. ‘It’s not going to be easy. Right, the light’s fading. I’ll do the inside first.’

He picked up his bag, hoisted it over his shoulder and started to walk towards the main entrance, cursing again as his foot caught in a stray briar. The ground was covered in rubble, bits of metal and weeds – lots of weeds.

‘The original door must have been impressive all right,’ Paul said, looking up.

‘Wood?’ I asked.

He nodded. ‘Carved probably.’

It was hard to imagine it now. It had been replaced by an ugly corrugated-iron gate about ten feet high by eight feet across, which was starting to rust around the edges. The salty sea air couldn’t be good for it. Another padlock. Paul rooted in his pocket and retrieved the keys.

The door swung open easily when the lock released and we went inside. There was more rubble underfoot and a smell of damp decay, but still there was growth: weeds were sprouting from the walls and in patches here and there on the floor. It was less dark than I had expected; light was coming in through the windows, as was foliage. The ivy which was climbing the external walls had found its way inside, and the remains of a bird’s nest rested on what was left of the windowsill.

‘It’s not very big for a church,’ I said.

Paul shrugged. ‘The population here would never have been terribly high – a few families at most. Almost like an island population.’

While Paul took some measurements and photographs I wandered slowly around the interior, looking at the walls. Here and there were the remains of memorial plaques to individual families. Fishermen who died prematurely, farmers who lived long lives: a community. A community that no longer existed. We eventually gathered our things and left. Outside, the light was fading rapidly.

‘It’s going to be dark soon,’ I said. ‘Have you much left to do?’

‘I’m nearly done. I have a torch – if we’re really stuck, I can use that. Not that I fancy the idea of being here after nightfall.’

I stood and watched while Paul walked around the perimeter of the building measuring the external walls. A loud fluttering made me jump. I looked up to see a rook fly over my head and land on the cross on the eaves. There were four of them, in a neat row, spectral and silent. As I watched them, I lost my footing and stumbled backwards. The heel of my boot hit something metal. I looked down. I was standing on some kind of iron grid about two feet square and very overgrown. I called out to Paul and he came over to investigate, pushing the weeds aside to get a better look.

‘Damn it,’ he said. ‘Does the church have a basement?’

‘No idea. Anything on the map?’

‘I doubt it.’ He took it out, unfolded it and checked again. ‘No, no mention of a basement.’

I followed him as he walked further along the perimeter of the church.

Suddenly, he stopped dead. ‘Oh, Jesus.’ He pointed to a small iron gate at the base of the rear wall. ‘It’s a crypt. The church has a bloody crypt.’

I looked at him.

He sighed. ‘Now that I’ve seen it, I’m going to have to go in.’

There was a bolt across the gate but no padlock this time. It slid across easily, and the gate swung open. He turned towards me with a resigned expression on his face as he took the torch from his bag and switched it on, illuminating a number of narrow stone steps leading down into the gloom.

‘This shouldn’t take long,’ he said briskly. ‘I’ll take a quick squint inside, a couple of photographs, I’ll do the site measurement and we can head home.’

‘OK.’

He looked at his watch and then at me. ‘Sure, why don’t you head off, for God’s sake? There’s no need for you to be here now.’

‘You must be joking. It’s just getting interesting.’

The truth was that the prospect of making my way back down the overgrown driveway in the half-light did not appeal in the slightest. He saw through me immediately.

‘Actually there’s a second torch in my bag,’ he said. ‘You could grab that, just in case.’

Gratefully, I found it and switched it on. I hovered beside the gate as he slid his legs through the entrance and sat on the top step.

‘Can I come with you?’

‘Absolutely not. You stay put,’ he said. ‘The steps mightn’t be safe. At least I’m insured to do this.’ He disappeared through the gate.

‘You OK?’ I called.

‘Yep. I can stand, sort of.’

Although the ground was damp and cold, I knelt and watched as he went slowly down the stairs, each step reverberating against the walls on either side. They led into a small chamber no more than seven or eight feet high, with what looked like stone drawers on either side. He was right, it was a crypt. I shivered.

‘How long are you going to be?’ I called.

I heard him chuckle. The echo made it sound like some Bond villain’s evil laugh. ‘Don’t worry. I’m not going to stay down here a second longer than I have to.’

Halfway down he shoved the torch under his oxter to lift the camera. He took one photograph, then seemed to hesitate.

‘What’s wrong?’ I asked.

‘There’s something at the bottom of the steps.’

He lifted the torch again and directed the beam. He was right, there was something lying on the floor of the chamber. In the gloom it looked like a pile of rags. Paul slowly went the rest of the way down and then stood for a second at the foot of the steps.

‘What is it?’

‘It’s a blanket,’ he said.

‘A blanket?’

‘Yes. An old brown woollen blanket, rolled up like a carpet.’

I leaned in further, lying on the flat of my stomach, propped up on my elbows. I was almost entirely in the chamber now, with nothing but my feet outside. I inhaled the dank, earthy scent.

Paul poked the blanket gently with his foot. ‘I can’t feel anything inside it.’

‘Have a closer look.’

He looked up at me, an exasperated expression on his face.

‘I’ll come down.’ I struggled to twist myself around so I could get my feet onto the step.

‘No,’ he said. He shot me a warning look. ‘I told you to stay put. You shouldn’t be here at all.’

He went down on his hunkers. Even from this distance I could see that his hands were shaking. But he managed to pull the top of the blanket aside, just a little. Immediately, he leaped back, almost losing his balance, dropping the torch. The thud made me jump.

‘Paul? What is it? What’s the matter?’

He put his hand against the wall of the chamber for support. His torch rolled a matter of inches and came to a stop close by, its beam hitting the wall next to him. Slowly, he bent down and picked it up.

‘Paul?’ I said again.

He still didn’t reply. I stood up and went down the steps as fast as I could, trying not to slip on the uneven ones. Then I squatted beside the rolled-up blanket and carefully moved the top of it to one side, just as Paul had done, directing the beam of the torch to illuminate what he had seen seconds before.

It took everything I had to suppress the scream that rose in my throat.


Chapter 2

‘Hello?’ Sergeant Tom Molloy said again, his voice sterner this time. ‘Who is this?’

I had made the mistake of dialling the garda station before catching my breath. Leaning against the wall of the church for support, I breathed in deeply, relishing the clean, icy air.

Finally, I managed to speak. ‘Tom, it’s Ben.’

His voice softened. ‘Jesus, Ben, you sound a bit odd. What’s going on?’

‘I’m up at Whitewater Church with Paul Doherty.’

‘That deserted place on the cliff? What on earth are you doing up there?’

Paul watched me from a couple of feet away, looking agitated, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. I raised my eyebrows as he withdrew a pack of cigarettes from his bag and lit one, the wind causing the flame of the lighter to flicker.

‘Paul was doing a survey . . .’ I started, then caught myself. ‘Look, never mind about that. We’ve just found a skeleton in the crypt beneath the church.’

‘You’ve what?’

‘I’m serious. A human skeleton. And crypt or not, I’m pretty sure it’s not supposed to be here.’

‘OK. Stay put. Wait for me in Doherty’s jeep or something. Whatever you do, stay together. I’ll be there in ten minutes.’

I thought that was optimistic. Whitewater is a good fifteen miles from Glendara, along some of the worst roads on the Inishowen peninsula. I shoved the phone back into my coat pocket, grateful to be able to leave my hand in there with it for a while.

I turned to Paul. ‘I didn’t know you smoked.’

‘I don’t,’ he replied, sucking on the cigarette with a kind of grim desperation, his face ghostly in the light of the torch he had placed upright on the ground. ‘Gave up five years ago, but I always carry a pack with me to prove to myself I don’t need one.’

I smiled. ‘I can’t really begrudge you one in the circumstances.’

 

I came to sorely regret those words. In the confined space of the jeep Paul chain-smoked one cigarette after the other, giving me a pounding headache. The second the headlights of the Glendara squad car appeared in the rearview mirror, I climbed out, relieved by the blast of Arctic air. Molloy was beside me before I even closed the door.

‘You all right?’ he asked.

I was surprised by how comforted I was to hear his Cork lilt, to see the concern on his face. Things had been strained between us of late. I remembered the look in his eyes, his hasty retreat. I shook it off. Right now I had more pressing concerns.

‘Fine. Just a bit of a shock. I think Paul’s pretty shook.’

Paul acknowledged Molloy’s presence with a barely perceptible tilt of the head but made no move to get out of the jeep. His hands still gripped the steering wheel.

‘Right, let’s get up there and have a look. You can tell me your story on the way.’

Molloy waved at the squad car and Garda Andy McFadden emerged from the driver’s seat, phone in hand. He took a luminous yellow garda jacket from the back seat and strode over to Paul’s door.

 

Choosing brute force over orienteering, McFadden led the way, beating briars away with a large branch he had broken off one of the ash trees along the road. Every whin bush and bramble looked twice the size it had in daylight.

‘First of all, tell me exactly what you two were doing up here,’ Molloy said.

I took a deep breath. ‘Liam McLaughlin the estate agent asked Paul to do a survey of the old church and the site. The owners are selling.’

‘Are solicitors usually present at surveys?’ Molloy asked, in a tone that implied he already knew the answer.

‘I have the deeds. I had to bring a map up for Paul,’ I replied defensively. ‘Our scanner’s on the blink.’

Molloy gave me a wry look. He’s more familiar with my nosiness than most.

‘So you act for the owners of this place?’ he said.

‘I do.’

Watery moonlight guided us back to the bell tower and Paul went ahead along the perimeter of the church to the low iron gate. It was bolted, as we had left it. Molloy pulled back the bolt and the gate swung open. He nodded at McFadden.

‘Right, you stay here with Ben, Andy. Paul, you come with me.’

I protested.

‘The fewer people down here the better,’ Molloy stated.

They were gone only a matter of minutes. Paul re-emerged first, lighting a cigarette again before he was even fully upright. Molloy stepped out after him, looking sombre.

‘Well, you’re right,’ he said. ‘They’re definitely human remains. It looks like they’ve been here for some time. And they certainly don’t appear to be part of the official, buried remains . . .’

I interrupted him. ‘Actually, I don’t think there are any official remains here any more. They would have been removed and reburied somewhere else when the church was deconsecrated; that’s what usually happens.’

‘When would that have been?’

‘The church was deconsecrated back in the 1990s sometime. I’m pretty sure there was something about it on the deeds.’

‘What are your clients’ names?’ Molloy asked, producing a notebook and pen from his pocket.

‘Kelly. They’re a couple – Raymond and Alison Kelly. I think Liam said they’re away in the States at the moment. Not sure when they’re back.’

Molloy took a note. ‘I’ll need their contact details.’

I produced my phone from my pocket. The battery was dead. ‘I don’t have them on me but I can get them from the office.’

‘I’ll need them as soon as possible.’

Molloy transferred his attention to McFadden, who had begun fixing crime scene tape to the wall. ‘Andy, did you get hold of the State Pathologist’s office? We’re going to need someone up from Dublin as soon as possible.’

‘Aye, I did.’ McFadden straightened himself, rubbing his lower back. ‘There’s a pathologist in Letterkenny at the moment, up to give a lecture at the college. I lost coverage down at the gate but I reckoned I’d ring again when we knew what we were dealing with.’

‘It’s OK – I’ll do it. From what I’ve seen of the bones we’ll need a forensic anthropologist.’ Molloy took McFadden’s mobile and walked away with it.

The beam from McFadden’s torch flashed on the bolted gate of the crypt as he struggled with the tape. I found myself staring at it, the memory of what I had seen half an hour before returning with a vengeance. My stomach lurched.

‘How long have the Kellys owned the church?’ McFadden asked, jolting me back to the present.

‘I’m not sure. I didn’t act for them when they bought it.’

He shook his head. ‘I didn’t know it belonged to anyone. I assumed the Church still owned it.’

‘The couple bought it with plans to turn it into some kind of heritage centre, as far as I know, but they ran into some problems.’

‘Money probably,’ McFadden said. ‘The sorry end of our Celtic Tiger.’

‘Probably, or planning permission,’ I said. ‘I think it’s lain derelict ever since.’

McFadden whistled. ‘Jesus, I wonder if they knew what they had in their cellar?’

Molloy shot McFadden a look of disapproval. In the dim light, I hadn’t noticed him return.

‘Stroke of luck,’ he announced. ‘It turns out we have a forensic anthropologist and pathologist rolled into one, just down the road. She’s on her way.’

He turned to me. ‘Not that I approve of McFadden’s crude analysis, but do you think there is any chance your clients did know about this?’

‘It seems a bit unlikely they’d have someone out to inspect the church if they did, doesn’t it?’ I said.

‘Sarge,’ McFadden said suddenly. ‘Take a look at this.’ He shone his torch on the ground in front of the entrance to the crypt. There was something glinting in the grass.

Using a handkerchief from his pocket, Molloy picked it up. It was a padlock, similar to those on the gate and the door of the church. It had been roughly sawn open. He rubbed his chin. ‘Looks like you might be right. Maybe they didn’t know.’

He handed the padlock to McFadden, still in the handkerchief. ‘We’ll need one of you here when the pathologist arrives; I’m sure she’ll have some questions.’

‘Of course,’ I said immediately.

‘There’s no need for you to stay,’ Molloy told me. ‘Paul was first on the scene.’

Paul hadn’t uttered a word since he’d come back out of the crypt. He nodded unhappily, an expression of resignation on his face.

‘I don’t mind staying, honestly,’ I said.

‘I’m sure you have work to do,’ Molloy said firmly. ‘And remember – I need to get your clients’ contact details as soon as possible.’

‘OK, I’ll ring you back with them. Then I need to give them a call and let them know what’s happened.’

Molloy frowned. ‘I’d rather you didn’t. That’s my job.’ He handed me his torch. ‘And Ben?’

I looked up.

‘I don’t need to tell you, keep the details of what you’ve seen to yourself.’

 

I made it back to Glendara and the old terraced house that accommodates O’Keeffe & Co. Solicitors half an hour later. O’Keeffe & Co. is my firm, since I took it over from my retiring predecessor six years ago. It’s the most northerly solicitor’s office in Ireland. Last legal advice before Iceland; I’ve always thought I should put that on my notepaper.

As I crossed the road and watched people scuttle from shop to shop, weighed down with children and bags, people with busy lives and families to feed, I felt a familiar emptiness. Being an outsider in a town where most people have spent their whole lives is not the easiest way to live. Sometimes, in my darker moments, I felt as if my role here was limited to that of an observer and facilitator for other people. That my own life was a sort of half-life, as if I didn’t really count because no one knew my ‘people’. But I have my reasons for being here. I have made my choice.

I’m Ben O’Keeffe. Benedicta actually, thanks to my parents’ fondness for an obscure fifth-century Italian saint, but the full version rarely gets an outing. ‘Ben’ does me just fine, although it does create some interesting misunderstandings.

Leah was engrossed in accounts when I walked into the office. Leah McKinley is my receptionist, legal executive and everything else rolled into one. One quiet afternoon she managed to identify a job description for herself for each letter of the alphabet – aide-de-camp, bookkeeper, coffee-maker . . . You get the picture. It’s a two-woman operation.

Molloy had told me to keep my mouth shut but I’d trust Leah with my life – plus she’s bound by the confidentiality clause in her contract. So I filled her in on what had happened, watched her jaw drop, then headed upstairs to my desk. I found an address and telephone numbers for the Kellys and dialled Molloy’s mobile. It went straight through to voicemail so I left a message. Then I went over to the filing cabinet and took out a fat conveyancing file.

I extracted a large bundle of deeds, untied the pink ribbon keeping them together and spread them out on the desk in front of me, reading through each of the titles until I found the one I was looking for: the most recent conveyance of Whitewater Church, from the Catholic Church Trustees to Raymond and Alison Kelly. I unfolded it and checked the date. The Kellys had bought the church on 14 December 2005. Back in the days when everyone had been full of big plans and easy money.

I shuffled through the earlier title documents until I came across a Deed of Deconsecration from 1995. I was starting to read through it when I heard voices downstairs. Leah was talking to someone with a loud voice and a very distinctive accent. It was one I had been expecting, although not yet. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but from the decibel level it sounded as if Leah was struggling to calm some frayed nerves. The expression of relief on her face when I appeared at the bottom of the stairs confirmed my suspicion. Standing at the reception desk, looming over her, was Raymond Kelly.

‘I can’t wait!’ he was shouting. ‘I have to see her straight away.’

‘Mr Kelly?’ I said.

He whirled round to face me.

‘What the fuck?’ he said, spreading his hands in a gesture of helplessness. ‘I turn my phone back on when I land in Belfast, and there’s a message from some guard called Molloy. What the hell’s going on?’

‘Come upstairs,’ I said.

He followed me up the stairs. ‘I’m on my way to the station now. That guard said something about a body. A body, for fuck’s sake?’

In my office he refused the seat I offered him and started to pace up and down like a caged lion. One, two, three steps to the left, one, two, three to the right.

‘Human remains were found in the crypt under the church,’ I explained. ‘I was there at the time, as a matter of fact.’

Kelly stopped in his tracks and turned to face me, an accusatory expression on his face.

‘What in God’s name were you doing there?’

‘Liam asked me to go and give Paul a map.’

‘Sounds like the whole fucking town was up there tramping about.’

I counted to ten. ‘Paul needed it for the survey,’ I said as calmly as I could. ‘As for the bones, they don’t know how old they are nor how long they’ve been there. They won’t know anything much until a pathologist examines them.’ I looked at my watch. ‘She’s probably there now, as it happens.’

‘Jesus Christ.’ Kelly ran his fingers through his thinning hair. ‘Why do they want to talk to me? Do they think I have something to do with it?’

‘They didn’t say that.’

‘How am I supposed to know how the hell the damn thing got there?’

‘Look, why don’t you sit down?’

He shook his head. ‘I mean, why do they think I’d allow the place to be surveyed if I was hiding a fucking body there?’

‘I did say that, actually. I expect they need to speak to you because you’re the owner.’

He stopped pacing. For a second he looked like a little boy. ‘Will you come down to the station with me?’

‘If you want me to.’

His shoulders relaxed slightly. He sat down, put his elbows on the desk and held his head in his hands.

‘Why did I ever buy that damn place? It’s been nothing but a headache since I first set eyes on it. Paid far too much for it, couldn’t get planning permission and then the whole bloody economy collapses. A more superstitious person than me would think that the place was cursed. That I was being punished for buying a secularized church and trying to make something of it.’

I smiled. ‘I don’t think Whitewater Church can be blamed for the collapse of the whole national economy.’

‘I suppose not, still . . . It hasn’t brought me much luck. You can’t deny that.’

‘No,’ I conceded. ‘But then you couldn’t really have predicted this latest development.’

Kelly looked gloomily at the stack of papers on my desk. ‘Those the deeds?’

‘Yes, why?’

‘Anything in them about a hex?’

 

McFadden was on his knees searching for something behind the counter when we walked in.

I leaned over to speak to him. ‘Is the sergeant back, Andy?’

He looked up. ‘Nope. He’s still up at the church.’

Kelly groaned beside me.

‘This is Raymond Kelly,’ I said. ‘The owner. Tom wanted to speak to him.’

McFadden stood up. ‘Aye, OK. I can start taking some details from you if you like, Mr Kelly.’

He managed to get as far as Kelly’s address by the time the door of the station opened and Molloy strode in, accompanied by an attractive blonde woman, dressed in a dark trouser suit and flat shoes. They were deep in conversation. Molloy glanced briefly in our direction as they walked past and the woman looked up. Our eyes met and I found myself staring into a face I had hoped with all my heart never to see again. Without warning I was transported back eight years, to that awful courtroom where I had last seen her. I gripped the counter and looked away. Seconds later I heard the door of the interview room at the back of the station slam shut.

Time stood still until they re-emerged. My gaze followed them as they walked together towards the door, Molloy leaning forward to catch what she was saying. Pins and needles started to work their way up my neck. I forced myself to look away again, and tried my best to concentrate on Kelly’s replies to McFadden’s questions until I heard the front door of the station close and felt Molloy beside me.

‘Was that . . . ?’ I asked. My voice sounded odd.

‘That was the pathologist.’ He looked at Kelly. ‘And this is?’

‘Raymond Kelly, the owner of Whitewater Church.’

‘Thanks for coming down, Mr Kelly. I’m sure this is very distressing for you but we’d be grateful for any assistance you can give us. I’ll be back to you in a few minutes to ask you some more questions.’

Kelly nodded miserably. Molloy looked at me and cast his eyes in the direction of the interview room. I followed him, unsure if my legs would even work. He leaned against the door with his arms crossed.

‘Nothing much yet,’ he said. ‘Deceased was male. And according to the pathologist, from the level of decomposition, he’s been dead for at least five years. The body was completely skeletonized. But you knew that.’

I looked down, the grisly image still clear in my mind.

‘That’s it so far. She’s only done a preliminary examination. No cause of death yet. We don’t even know whether the bones were put there by somebody or if the man died down there.’

I struggled to refocus. ‘God, I hope he didn’t. What a place to die.’

‘If he did, it wasn’t an accident – we can be sure of that. The gate was bolted from the outside when you arrived, wasn’t it?’

‘Yes.’

‘That confirms what Doherty said. With or without the padlock that gate can’t be opened from the inside. The bars are too narrow. He’d have been trapped.’

‘Christ.’

‘Yes, Christ. The pathologist has arranged for the bones to be taken down to the hospital in Letterkenny. She’s going to do a full examination and post-mortem there tonight, so we should have more in the morning.’

Molloy opened the door. ‘Your client – I know him, I think. He owns a few pubs over the west of Donegal, doesn’t he, and one in Buncrana. Big into fund-raising for the hospice?’

‘That’s him.’

‘Do you want to stay while I talk to him?’
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