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INTRODUCTION

THEY STARTED OUT as most criminals do – robbing cars, joyriding and getting involved in petty thieving. They were boyhood friends and neighbours. They had gone to the same primary school, and those that continued in education also ended up in the same secondary school. They were a tight group – around ten friends who were fiercely loyal and protective of each other. If you took on one, you took them all on. That was the way it was.

The Crumlin and Drimnagh area towards the end of the 1990s was a tough place. Notorious criminals like ‘The General’, Martin Cahill; ‘The Viper’, Martin Foley; Seamus ‘Shavo’ Hogan and Dublin’s original drug baron, Larry Dunne, all hailed from the area. Crumlin and Drimnagh are often referred to as the ‘home of organised crime in Ireland’. Many in the local community treated these old-school gangsters like Robin Hood type figures. The gang looked up to these men, admired their lifestyles and made a vow that one day they would be like them and would have what they had – one way or another. Their chance came earlier than they anticipated. In 1996, Sunday Independent journalist Veronica Guerin was murdered at the behest of John Gilligan, the country’s biggest drug importer. An unprecedented wave of public outrage followed, and the government made Gilligan its public enemy number one. A massive Garda investigation put Gilligan and his gang out of business, and almost overnight a major vacuum developed in Dublin’s gangland. The gang had started working for John Gilligan a few years before his downfall and had started to move up the drug-dealing ladder. With Gilligan permanently out of the way, the young and eager gang was perfectly posititoned to take over, and did so with gusto. The gang developed contacts with two Irish expatriates in Spain and then with contacts further afield. They built up a supply line and began importing millions of euro worth of cocaine, heroin and ecstasy into the capital. As sweeteners, and to show their appreciation to the gang for its business, the foreign suppliers threw in dozens of high-powered weapons with each shipment. The mob began to make tens of thousands of euro each week dealing drugs, and had soon conquered the market around Crumlin, Drimnagh and Dublin’s south inner city. The future seemed bright, but a petty squabble saw the gang permanently disintegrate – with deadly results.

Two separate groups formed, with Brian Rattigan leading one faction, and ‘Fat’ Freddie Thompson taking over the other. Over the next nine years, sixteen, people would lose their lives as part of the feud, either directly or indirectly – the average victim being just twenty-three years old. The falling out of old friends quickly became the deadliest gangland feud in the history of the state. Gardaí struggled to keep on top of hostilities, with literally hundreds of tit-for-tat incidents being recorded. The Gardaí’s dedication and hard work undoubtedly saved lives, but the accepted rule in the area of never co-operating with the police made the detectives’ lives very difficult, and they were always fighting to keep a lid on the feud. The deep hatred that the two rival gangs had for each other made the frequent peace efforts futile.

The feud did not just have an impact on the lives of the dead victims; dozens of other lives have been permanently destroyed. From the innocent residents caught up in attacks of mistaken identity to the relatives of feuding criminals becoming virtual prisoners in their own homes, unable to even drop their children to school because of the very real fear that they could be attacked and murdered, it is a feud that has driven a deep wedge in what was once a very close-knit community. Many of the criminals who were central players also desperately tried to get out but found that they were in too far. One notorious hit man took to driving around Dublin dressed as a woman, so he wouldn’t be recognised and shot. While the money man for one of the mobs managed to evade the law and invest hundreds of thousands of euro in property, he wasn’t able to escape a bullet to the head from his own gang. For the first time, the story is told of how one gang leader orchestrated murders from the comfort of his prison cell, with only his beloved pet budgie for company.

The Crumlin/Drimnagh feud has changed the political landscape in Ireland. It has resulted in one Justice Minister nearly having to fall on his sword because of an ill-conceived remark. It has directly led to a crack anti-gangland Garda unit being formed and the introduction of draconian legislation to allow Gardaí to permanently take feuding criminals off the street. Nearly a decade after the feud first began, it is more entrenched than ever, and there is little sign that it will ever end.

A new generation of feuding criminals has emerged and is taking the battle forward, even though most of the original gang members are either dead or serving lengthy jail sentences. This will surely mean that Gardaí will have their hands full over the next few years, and that even more young people will be sucked into this senseless feud. Towards the end of the 1980s, Larry Dunne spoke to Gardaí about the next generation of criminals. He said: ‘If you think we’re bad, wait until you see what’s coming behind us.’ This quote has never been more apt.

The Crumlin/Drimnagh feud will probably be the deadliest that the country will ever see. It has given the area an undeserved notoriety and divided what once was a strongly united community. Sixteen people have now lost their lives and there is little doubt that the murders will keep on happening, all because of a petty falling-out within a group of friends.





1

A Feud is Born

DECLAN ‘DECO’ GAVIN was tired after spending more than a day bagging and tagging the 2 kg of cocaine and 49,000 ecstasy tablets. He had booked into the Holiday Inn hotel on Dublin’s Pearse Street the day before, Thursday 9 March 2000, and along with Graham Whelan and Philip Griffiths had worked through the night breaking up the drugs haul into individual deals. The drugs would be worth around €1.7 million on the street, and nineteen-year-old Gavin and his gang expected to make a profit of nearly €1 million on their investment. Things were going well for ‘Deco’ Gavin of late. He was quickly becoming a very wealthy young man because of his burgeoning drug-dealing business, which was supplying large amounts of cocaine in his native Drimnagh and Crumlin.

The three men had come to the Holiday Inn well equipped for their work. The 2 kg of coke came in a solid block and they used hammers to break up the drugs into smaller blocks. They then put these into coffee grinders and blenders to crush them into a fine powder, which was mixed with glucose to make the finished product. The drugs were then packed into 1 gram deals – about three lines of cocaine – which would sell for up to €80 a bag. Once the individual bags were all sold on the streets, the gang would net around €750,000.

The ecstasy tablets would fetch at least €10 and possibly up to €15 each, depending on how pure they were. So although the trio were putting in the work, they would be rewarded handsomely.

Generally, drugs gangs can make a minimum of five times their investment on a shipment, and possibly up to eight or nine times what they paid if they break the drugs up in the most efficient way, so the job was a very important one.

Declan Gavin should really not have been in the Holiday Inn in the first place. Around Dublin there are three or four expert ‘cutters’ of cocaine who specialise in breaking the drugs up into individual deals. Gavin did this by mixing glucose, a white powder, with the pure cocaine, although the mixing agent of choice today is Lidocaine, which is a local anaesthetic often used by dentists. Lidocaine numbs the sensors in the membrane of a drug user’s nose and gives them a good buzz, leading them to believe that the cocaine is stronger than it actually is. Cocaine in Ireland is very weak, and masking agents like Lidocaine, Procaine and Xylocaine are vital in fooling users into thinking that their drugs are purer than they actually are.

A good cutter can make four diluted kilos out of one relatively pure kilo, which means that the profit margin is increased dramatically. However, Declan Gavin did not trust cutters because he believed that if they spent a day or two mixing cocaine, it was inevitable that they would steal some. This was a short-sighted attitude on his part, because neither he nor his two accomplices were skilled in mixing cocaine. It would prove to be a fatal error.

In order to get repeat custom, you need to ensure that the cocaine you sell is always of good quality; otherwise the user will go elsewhere. It was all about the profit for Gavin though, and he wasn’t prepared to pay an expert cutter the €35,000 fee that is standard for cutting down 2 kg of cocaine. So he really shouldn’t have been in the Holiday Inn with the drugs at all, because the first rule of being a successful drug dealer is never to touch the product. This is a principle that was adopted by Ireland’s first major drug importers, the Dunne family, in the early 1980s. Larry Dunne was the leader of the family and the mastermind behind the smuggling racket. Foot soldiers who used to handle heroin on his behalf often joked, ‘Larry doesn’t carry’, because Dunne knew that the Gardaí would have great difficulty linking him to any seizures if he wasn’t in possession of the drugs.

Declan Gavin was one of the leaders of the drugs gang that controlled distribution in Dublin 12. There were about ten senior members of the gang. Whelan and Griffiths were only foot soldiers brought in to break up the coke under Gavin’s watchful eye. The gang members had clubbed together to buy the batch of cocaine and ecstasy and would probably have paid about €170,000 up front to buy the 2 kg of cocaine. However, it is also possible that they were given a kilo on credit because they were such good customers of their Dutch supplier. Just a euro or two would have been paid up front for each ecstasy tablet. Gavin had probably personally invested €35,000 in the shipment, so it was in his interests to make sure that things went smoothly.

Organising drugs shipments is a logistical nightmare and is very costly, hence the temptation to dilute the finished product and make as much money as is possible. When a drug dealer organises a shipment with his Dutch or Spanish supplier, it is not just a case of popping over on a flight, packing the drugs into a suitcase and returning home the next day. Professional drug importers send at least two ‘mules’ to the Netherlands to pick up the drugs. They are supervised by a senior and trusted member of the drugs gang, who accompanies them and always watches from a distance to make sure that nothing goes wrong and that the mules do not cream drugs off the main stash. This necessitates booking hotel rooms and organising flights, often with false passports, so that the authorities don’t find out the real identities of those travelling. So it is a very expensive business. Then there is the matter of organising the drugs to be driven back to Ireland. A long-distance lorry driver is usually paid around €30,000 a trip to bring the drugs in through Dublin or Rosslare Ports. So before any drugs arrive in the country, up to €100,000 can be spent on the logistics. This is before unforeseen problems, such as a mule carrying cash through Dublin Airport on the outward journey being caught by Customs and having the money seized, or the Gardaí getting a tip-off and confiscating the cocaine as it comes into the country.

Even arriving at the hotel without getting caught had been something of a victory, then, but there was still serious work to do before the gang could cash in. Gavin, Whelan and Griffiths had rented two adjoining rooms in the hotel. They worked shifts, with two of the men breaking up the coke, while the third caught up on some sleep. The Holiday Inn traditionally attracts tourists eager to see the sights of the capital, and, usually, the vast majority of guests are out during the day and return to their rooms in the afternoon, leaving them vacant for most of the day. The three men told hotel staff that they did not want to be disturbed and turned away the cleaners when they came to change the bed linen. When this happened two days in a row, a vigilant member of staff became suspicious and wondered what three Dublin men in their late teens were doing in two hotel rooms for well over a day without coming out once. He reported his suspicions to hotel management, and Gardaí at nearby Pearse Street station were informed. Five uniformed officers came to the hotel to see what was going on. They knocked on the door, identified themselves as Gardaí and ordered the men to open it. There was no response, so the door had to be forcibly opened. Graham Whelan and Philip Griffiths were caught red-handed. Griffiths was observed running over to a window and throwing a blue holdall out onto the car park below. It was subsequently found to contain cocaine. The two men offered no resistance and were quickly cuffed while reinforcements were called. The Gardaí knew that they were dealing with a major drugs haul. In 2000, a €1.7-million haul would have been the equivalent of finding €10 million worth of drugs today because drugs were far more difficult to source at that time. The Gardaí burst into the adjoining room hopeful of finding more drugs. They found Declan Gavin lying dozing on a bed, but he was not physically holding any drugs, although there was cocaine in the room. Gavin was also arrested and taken to Pearse Street. Coffee grinders, weighing equipment and packages for bagging the drugs were also recovered, as well as other drug-mixing paraphernalia. A major Garda investigation was launched under the command of Detective Inspector John Fitzpatrick. At the station none of the three men co-operated with the investigating detectives. They were all used to being quizzed by Gardaí and knew that the drill was to keep quiet and say absolutely nothing.

Declan Gavin was questioned for all of Friday evening and Saturday. However, because he was not actually in the process of handling the drugs, the Director of Public Prosecutions (DPP) decided that he should not be immediately charged, but that investigations should continue and a full file be forwarded for consideration in due course. On the Saturday evening, a disbelieving Declan Gavin was released from custody without charge. His two pals were not as lucky. On the Monday morning, seventeen-year-old Graham Whelan and nineteen-year-old Philip Griffiths appeared before Dublin District Court, where they were both charged with possession of drugs with intent to supply. The pair were given bail. Back in Crumlin the post-mortem immediately began over how the cops had found out that the drugs were being cut in the hotel room. Suspicion soon fell on Declan Gavin.

The main person pointing the finger was Gavin’s friend and one of his main partners in crime, Brian Rattigan. Rattigan, a twenty-year-old from Cooley Road in Drimnagh, and other members of the gang could not believe that he had been freed without being charged, and the word soon spread that he was a Garda informant. There was no evidence to prove this and it wasn’t actually the case, but Gavin was labelled a tout [‘rat’ or ‘grass’] and he and Brian Rattigan fell out spectacularly, with the gang splitting in two amid serious recriminations.

Rattigan wanted to be paid for the drugs that were seized, but Gavin put it down to an occupational hazard and laughed, declaring that he wouldn’t pay Rattigan a penny of his €35,000 investment. Gavin also accused Rattigan of having ‘touted’ to the police, and it was obvious that the two sides would not be able to reach any common ground. Both men were hotheaded and more than prepared to use violence and intimidation against any enemy, real or perceived. A dispute that had been building had now escalated, and it was obvious that there would inevitably be bloodshed before a truce was declared.

The suspicions that Gavin was a ‘rat’ did not come out of thin air, and the fact was that he had a history of avoiding charges for the possession of large quantities of illegal drugs. On 14 August 1999, Gavin had fallen into a trap set up by the Garda National Drugs Unit (GNDU) at Ballymount Cross in Dublin 12. The GNDU operation, which was led by Detective Inspector Brian Sutton, Detective Sergeant Pat Walsh and Detective Sergeant Christy Mangan, was set up after intelligence was received that a large number of ecstasy tablets were being moved by criminals from Crumlin. Gardaí had been watching a white van from 6.00 a.m. that morning, when it picked up a number of cardboard boxes in Balbriggan from another car. In the early afternoon Gardaí stopped the van, which was being driven by twenty-six-year-old Donal Keenan, who was from Galtymore Close in Drimnagh. The thirty-year-old passenger, Thomas Delaney, was also from Galtymore Close. There were 100,000 ecstasy tablets, worth up to €1.5 million, wrapped in plastic bags and packed in cardboard boxes in the back of the van. The M50 motorway in Dublin was under construction at the time, and there was a large amount of traffic in the area after a major traffic jam had developed. Delaney and Keenan were cuffed and taken away by DS Pat Walsh, but DI Brian Sutton noticed that Delaney’s mobile phone had been ringing incessantly while the arrests had been taking place. Sutton answered the phone, and there was a man with a thick Dublin accent at the other end who asked, ‘Is everything OK?’ DI Sutton said that he was a member of Dublin Fire Brigade and there had been an accident involving a white van, and that the two occupants had been injured and were being rushed to Tallaght Hospital by ambulance. At that moment, an ambulance happened to go by the arrest scene with its sirens on. The man at the other end of the phone seemed very panicked and quickly hung up. Gardaí were sitting in an unmarked car waiting for the van to be towed away, when a man approached it, slid open the door and attempted to take the drugs. He was quickly arrested, and identification found in his wallet revealed him to be Declan Gavin. The GNDU officers didn’t know who he was and were not expecting him to be there. He had been shadowing the drugs van in a car to make sure that the delivery went smoothly, but had become separated in the heavy traffic. The car was being driven by a notorious drug dealer from the north inner city, Christopher ‘Bouncer’ Hutch, who had invested in the shipment. Hutch was not arrested. When Gavin lost sight of his friends, he rang the phone and thought that Brian Sutton was really from the Fire Brigade because he had heard the ambulance siren with his own ears. Thinking that his two friends were injured, he rushed up to the van to get the drugs before Gardaí came to investigate the supposed traffic accident. Again, he was caught red-handed, but the DPP decided that he should not be charged. Because he was not driving the van, was not a passenger in it and had not touched the drugs, there was not sufficient proof that they belonged to him. While Gavin appeared to have the number of lives normally associated with cats, his friends were, once again, not so fortunate.

In January 2001, Thomas Delaney was jailed for seven years after being found guilty of having the ecstasy with intent for sale and supply. In court Delaney said he was paid just £300 for ferrying the drugs and that he ‘wasn’t the main man’ in the operation, but he refused to reveal Gavin’s name. Two days before he was due in court, Delaney answered a call to his door at 3.30 a.m. and was shot at point blank range. He was lucky to survive. Gardaí believe that people who had been involved in importing the seized ecstasy wanted him dead so he wouldn’t inform on them from the dock. The threat obviously worked, because Delaney wisely didn’t say a word against them. Donal Keenan pleaded guilty to the offence and he was jailed for five years.

Declan Gavin was given the benefit of the doubt after the Ballymount arrest, but lightning doesn’t strike twice, and when he was released after the Holiday Inn, the consensus was that he was a Garda agent, which can be a fatal thing to be accused of. Just a few months after he was freed, the Gardaí did send a completed file to the DPP, and orders came back to charge him. He was subsequently brought before the courts, and a trial date was scheduled for October 2001. But the ‘tout’ label had stuck and there was no way that he and Rattigan could mend fences now.

In February 2001, Graham Whelan, who lived in Clonard Road in Drimnagh, pleaded guilty to possession of the drugs found at the Holiday Inn. Judge Elizabeth Dunne heard that Whelan was seventeen-years-old at the time of the offence and was being influenced by older, more ruthless criminals. The mandatory sentence for possession of such a large quantity of drugs was ten years’ imprisonment. Sergeant Seamus Boland from Pearse Street gave evidence that Whelan had told detectives that he could ‘do ten years on his head’ and had failed to co-operate with them. Judge Dunne decided to waive the mandatory ten years because of Whelan’s young age and the fact that he had pleaded guilty. He was handed a six-year jail sentence, which would not start until October 2001 because Whelan was already serving a sentence for assault, which he had committed while out on bail after the Holiday Inn seizure.

The previous week had seen Philip Griffiths, who was from Rafters Road in Drimnagh, appear before the same judge to face his punishment. Griffiths, who was then twenty, also pleaded guilty. Senior Counsel Barry White, who was defending, said that Griffiths was not in charge of the operation and only ranked number two of the three men involved (the main figure being Declan Gavin). Griffiths told Judge Dunne that he was awarded £15,500 in compensation from his job in 1998, and then left employment and lived off the award. He then began using cocaine and quickly became addicted. The money was soon spent, and he fell into debt with Gavin, who was supplying him with his drugs. He told the court: ‘When I ran out of money, he put it on the slate, and I was then approached by this person to bring drugs from one point to another as part payment for my debts and continuing addiction.’ Judge Dunne said that because of the legislation that required a mandatory ten-year term for quantities of drugs over £10,000, her hands were somewhat tied. She said she did not want to see Griffiths ‘sacrificed as a lesson to others’. Taking into account his age and the fact that he had weaned himself off drugs, the judge sentenced Griffiths to seven years in jail, and said she would review the sentence in October 2004, saying: ‘It makes me sad to see someone of his age come to court on such a serious matter.’ Local TD, the late Tony Gregory, lashed the sentence as being ‘crazy’ and too lenient, saying: ‘It’s hard to take these sentences seriously. There’s absolutely no consistency.’

***

Declan Gavin was born on 19 September 1980. He lived with his mother, Pauline, sister and brother, Aidan, on Mourne Road, Drimnagh. He was a single man and had no children. He was popular with women and always had plenty of female attention. He was unemployed and made money by selling vast quantities of illegal drugs. Despite the fact that he never had a job and never paid tax in his life, Gavin never had to sign on for unemployment assistance, because he was making so much money from dealing. Despite his youth, Declan Gavin was heavily involved in the large-scale sale and supply of heroin, cocaine and ecstasy in the Crumlin and Drimnagh area, and had built up a reputation with Gardaí across Dublin because of the sheer size of his burgeoning drug business. When he was in his teens, Gavin and some of his friends, including Brian Rattigan, began to realise the potential wealth that could be accumulated from drug importation.

They managed to get in touch with members of the infamous drug gang led by John Gilligan. They worked out a deal where they received regular shipments of ecstasy and cocaine, effectively working as wholesalers for ‘Factory’ John’s gang. They received a commission, while the majority of the profit went back to Gilligan. The aspiring young drug dealers made a few quid for themselves but they were bringing drugs money back to Gilligan by the sackful – literally – and they were the ones who were taking all the risks. As they became more established, the Gilligan gang allowed them to go to Amsterdam and meet with the suppliers and organise the shipments of the drugs back to Ireland. It was a lot of risk for very little reward, and Brian Rattigan and Declan Gavin were getting sick of it. They were determined to cut out the middleman in order to make far bigger profits, and they got their chance after the Gilligan gang imploded.

In the summer of 1996 John Gilligan arranged for the murder of crime journalist Veronica Guerin, and the government and Gardaí launched an unprecedented blitz on him and his cronies. A special Garda unit, under Detective Inspector Tony Hickey, was set up in Lucan Garda Station to investigate the murder, and many senior members were either jailed or fled the jurisdiction. The Criminal Assets Bureau (CAB) was also established, and began to forensically examine the assets of major crime figures and seize all assets that could not be explained or that were bought with the proceeds of crime. Gilligan and the majority of his gang were convicted of drug dealing on a massive scale, and the gang was effectively broken up overnight. The result was that a major vacuum developed in the distribution of drugs in and around Dublin’s south inner city, and a drugs drought occurred across the entire city. This resulted in a major increase in the number of robberies and burglaries on chemists and GP practices by desperate junkies needing to get high. Another initiative of the government and the Garda Commissioner in 1995 was perhaps more important than the establishment of CAB but is rarely mentioned. The Garda National Drugs Unit (GNDU) was set up under the leadership of experienced Chief Superintendent Kevin Carty, and its aim was to dismantle organised drugs networks involved in large-scale importation and distribution. The GNDU also investigates international drug importation and co-operates with international agencies to ensure that intelligence is shared. Over the years, the fifty or so GNDU detectives would seize tens of millions of euro worth of drugs that led to dozens of successful prosecutions.

***

‘Deco’ Gavin and Brian Rattigan knew that they could easily fill the void. They had been dealing with the Amsterdam supplier for a couple of years by this stage and were trusted customers. As far as the supplier was concerned, they always paid on time and were professional to deal with, so they were hooked up with their own supply. Over the years, they would extend their supply route to include Spain. As well as sending over the cocaine and ecstasy, the Dutch contacts would include free firearms with each shipment as a sweetener. Up to fifty guns of every variety came with the drugs. This meant that the group had access to lethal firearms, such as Glock 9mm pistols, and assault rifles, such as the infamous AK-47. For the first time in Ireland, lethal fragmentation grenades were also imported with drugs and Gardaí would later seize several of them. The gang would show over the next few years that they were not afraid to use the deadly arsenal.

The end of the 1990s was a boom time in Ireland. The Celtic Tiger economy meant that many middle-class people had unprecedented access to money. This rise in wealth also saw a rise in drug use, especially the use of cocaine for leisure purposes. It marked the beginning of the cocaine epidemic that continues to this day. Besides the increase in drug use amongst the middle classes, there was also a lot of drug use in working-class Dublin. Many were hooked on heroin and required their daily fix, whether or not they had the means to afford it. Crumlin and Drimnagh, not far from the city centre in the Garda ‘G’ District, were prime examples of these working-class areas.

In the early 1930s, Dublin Corporation began a large building programme in the area. Families from Dublin’s inner city were moved from overcrowded conditions and were relocated to Crumlin (Croimghlinn – ‘Crooked Glen’) and Drimnagh (Druimneach – ‘Ridged Lands’). For many reasons, the area has had a long history of drug problems and suffers high levels of unemployment. It has always had a large number of drug addicts. It quickly became little more than a ghetto, with the authorities failing to build any infrastructure to support the growing population or give the residents anything to do. Many of them inevitably drifted into crime. Detectives who work in Dublin 12 say it is a unique area when it comes to policing. From the time the first house was built, there was always a suspicion about the Gardaí. An unwritten rule developed that you should never, ever talk to the police. Criminals in nearby Tallaght and in the city centre will engage with Gardaí and talk to them, but almost without exception in Dublin 12, the suspects keep their heads down and don’t answer a single question, certainly not one that is on the record. In certain parts of Crumlin and Drimnagh, a Garda informant is regarded as being worse than a paedophile. This suspicion about Gardaí led to some of the country’s most infamous criminals coming out of Crumlin. It was home to ‘The General’, Martin Cahill; ‘The Viper’, Martin Foley, and his ruthless henchman, Seamus ‘Shavo’ Hogan. One senior detective once called Crumlin ‘the home of organised crime in Ireland’. Because of the poverty there, Crumlin and Drimnagh proved to be extremely lucrative drug-dealing turf.

Most of the original members of the gang led by Brian Rattigan and Declan Gavin had grown up together around a small area in Drimnagh and Crumlin, and were regarded as being extremely tight and close-knit. The original, founding members of the gang were Brian Rattigan, Declan Gavin and his brother, Aidan, brothers John and Noel Roche, Shay O’Byrne, Eddie Redmond and his brother Joey Redmond, Darren Geoghegan, Gavin Byrne.

The boyhood friends all went to the same school in Drimnagh and had played for the same football team and been members of the same boxing club. The members were extremely violent and determined to make serious amounts of money. They were not about to allow anybody get in the way of their ambition. They started out as petty thieves and joyriders and many were users of drugs, especially cocaine, and often mixed them with bodybuilding steroids. A night out would start with ten or twelve pints of beer followed by two or three ecstasy tablets and four or five lines of cocaine. This made them extremely unstable and paranoid, meaning they would fly off the handle over the slightest thing and were often suspicious of each other’s motives, thinking that other members were plotting against them. The first sign of tension in the gang appeared in early 1998, when a dispute arose between various members of the gang over some money that had apparently gone missing. There was a series of tit-for-tat assaults and criminal damage was done to cars and houses of the core gang members. These assaults and incidents of criminal damage eventually spread out to target friends, families and even unconnected relatives of the core gang members. This led to other individuals from outside the immediate gang becoming involved in the growing feud. People like ‘Fat’ Freddie Thompson from Maryland in Dublin 8, and Paddy Doyle from Portland Row, in the north inner city, were dragged into the hostilities. This meant that what was essentially an internal gang feud warped into something far greater and extended far further than Crumlin and Drimnagh.

The best account of the origins of the dispute was given to Gardaí by Freddie Thompson when he was arrested on 25 March 1999, on suspicion of shooting at the house of Noel Roche. Roche was then twenty-one years old and was one of the main members of the gang. Thompson told detectives that the feud first kicked off in 1998, when Derek Lodge set Declan Gavin’s motorbike alight. Lodge was twenty-three and lived in Kilworth Road in Drimnagh with his parents, his two brothers and sister. He was a mechanic and had the reputation of being a difficult individual who constantly harassed his neighbours and was generally a troublemaker. He worked in a small Portakabin at the front of the family home and often sold bric-a-brac at various markets around Dublin. He was a violent hothead and had attacked two Gardaí with a hatchet and threatened to ‘cut them into f***ing pieces’ after they searched his house in 1998. Lodge became part of the Gavin/Rattigan gang through his friendship with Noel and John Roche. Lodge and the Roche brothers had lived on the same street all their lives, although Lodge would not have been close to either Brian Rattigan or Declan Gavin. When Gavin’s beloved motorbike was burnt out, he went ballistic and tried to petrol bomb the Lodges’ family home. This led to Lodge retaliating and burning Declan Gavin’s mother’s car with acid, thereby worsening the dispute. Acid attacks on cars, or ‘nitromortizing’, as criminals in the area call it, is a tradition in Crumlin and is seen as sending an effective message because the acid burns deep into the car’s bodywork, meaning that it has to be resprayed.

Over the next year or so, verbal arguments, fist fights and criminal damage to vehicles and houses were commonplace. Then more serious incidents occurred, such as shots being fired through doors and windows of houses in the early hours of the morning. In most cases Gardaí only learned of these incidents through informants, and when they were made aware that something criminal had occurred, their investigations were stymied by the fact that they usually received little or no co-operation from the injured parties. There was a feeling that ‘This is Crumlin; thanks, but we take care of our own problems.’ The Gardaí were certainly not seen as being part of the solution.

Brian Rattigan took Derek Lodge’s side in the argument over Declan Gavin’s motorbike. This was because of his close friendship with John and Noel Roche. Shay O’Byrne, the boyfriend of Rattigan’s sister, Sharon, Eddie and Joey Redmond all sided with Rattigan.

Because of Rattigan’s dominant personality and bullying ways, he did not command loyalty from the whole gang, so others in the group were more than prepared to side with Declan Gavin after the row with Lodge. Staying loyal to Gavin were his brother Aidan, Gavin Byrne, Darren Geoghegan, Freddie Thompson and Paddy Doyle.

Brian Rattigan and Declan Gavin rose to the top of the gang because they were regarded as being intelligent. Gavin was genuinely smart and had a gift for drug dealing. He had the brain of an accountant and everything was stored in his head – he did not need records. If the gang needed a couple of mules to travel to the Netherlands at short notice, Gavin would immediately know who to choose and would know their mobile phone numbers off the top of his head. If the gang gave half a kilo of coke to a subcontractor five weeks ago at €35,000 up front with the rest due a month later, he always knew that an extra €800 in interest was due, because the balance of €15,000 was a week late. This might not sound like much of a gift, but many members of the gang were not considered very bright. Because of his “smarts”, the gang naturally gravitated towards him. Freddie Thompson in particular was a big ‘Deco’ Gavin fan and spoke about him in reverential terms. Brian Rattigan was not considered as smart, but he had people who were close to him who were very intelligent and knew how to plan the deals and organise the cash. This meant that he was also popular. So, when the split occurred, it was natural that Gavin would lead his side, and that Brian Rattigan would be the boss of the other faction.

***

Rattigan was born on 20 July 1980, and lived at Cooley Road in Drimnagh with his mother, Christine, who was generally known as Dinah, his brother Joey, and his sister Sharon. His other brother, Richard, split his time between the family home and his girlfriend’s house. Brian’s father, Ricky Rattigan, had a massive heart attack while asleep in bed in 1995, and died. It is believed that Sharon Rattigan went to wake up her father but could not rouse him. Then Brian went into the bedroom and realised his dad was dead. The pair are said to have been very close, and the death had a profound effect on the whole family.

Brian Rattigan is involved in a long-term relationship with Natasha McEnroe from Captains Road in Crumlin. The couple have one child. He previously worked with a builders’ providers company and as a labourer on road-building projects, but had been unemployed since he was released from serving a prison sentence for assault, in February 2001. In April 2001, he was convicted of two counts of assault causing harm at Trim Circuit Court, following an incident that occurred in Navan in June 1999, during which he beat two youths with a sewer rod and a bottle, causing both men serious head injuries. One of the victims required twenty-four stitches, and the other youth needed thirty stitches and even a blood transfusion, such was the extent of his injuries. Brian Rattigan had the reputation of being a very heavy drinker and a regular user of large amounts of cocaine and other illegal drugs. Gardaí regarded Rattigan as being particularly violent and dangerous, and at least two officers would be present at all times whenever they were dealing with him.

Although tension between the two factions was very high, they bizarrely continued to do business together. This was down to the fact that they were making so much money, so pragmatism prevailed. Although a shot might have been fired into a gang member’s house on a Friday night, the following morning the victim and perpetrator would meet to break up a fresh drugs shipment.

It is estimated that at the time of the Holiday Inn seizure, the main members of the gang were making at least €6,000 cash in a good week, after all their expenses, Garda seizures, bad debts and everything else were taken into account. Teenagers making such serious money are often tempted by the finer things in life, and the Rattigan and Gavin gang members were no different. Despite the fact that the CAB could seize assets that could not be accounted for, the gang members made no attempt to hide their wealth and revelled in the fact that they were earning such vast amounts of money. Some bought top-of-the-range BMW jeeps that had come on the market in Ireland for the first time and cost over €70,000; others invested in buying or renting penthouse apartments across Dublin, in Spain and further afield. Taking four or five long-haul holidays a year was standard practice, and Declan Gavin never left his house without having at least €500 cash on him. The majority of the gang members did not have jobs but had lifestyles akin to the country’s top bank executives.

The first documented feud incident occurred on 4 March 1999, when a shot was fired through the front window of Noel Roche’s house on Kilworth Road around midnight. Noel Roche was extremely close to Brian Rattigan. Declan Gavin and Freddie Thompson had been the main suspects. Indeed, when the house was shot at, a neighbour heard a shout from the Roches of: ‘If anyone is interested, it was ‘Deco’ Gavin.’ On 13 March, two shots were discharged at Noel Roche’s front door at around 1.00 a.m. This was the incident that Freddie Thompson had been arrested for when he gave the first account of why the feud had begun. Declan Gavin was also arrested, but there was insufficient evidence to charge either man, and they were both released without charge. A fragile peace descended after this, and the two sides obviously made up and continued to work together, because there were no incidents – except Declan Gavin’s drug-possession arrest in August 1999 – until the Holiday Inn seizure in March 2000.

Brian Rattigan and Declan Gavin had once been the best of friends. After the Holiday Inn seizure they were now the worst of enemies. It was clear that something had to give.
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A Night of Drama

BY THE SUMMER of 2001, the fragile truce between Declan Gavin’s and Brian Rattigan’s gangs had broken. On 5 June, shots were fired into Darren Geoghegan’s home at Galtymore Drive in Crumlin during a drive-by shooting. Noel Roche and Brian Rattigan were suspected of being behind the attack, although Gardaí did not have enough evidence to arrest them. Shooting at Darren Geoghegan’s home was a big deal.

Born on 3 November 1979, Geoghegan was fast developing into a key figure in the Gavin gang, and had started to take control of handling the gang’s money, which was one of the most important and sought-after jobs. Geoghegan and twenty-year-old ‘Fat’ Freddie Thompson were extremely close and usually travelled in the same car, plotting how they were going to grow their empire. In April 2001, three shotgun blasts were fired through the front door and a downstairs window of a house in Lucan at around 3.40 a.m. Gardaí rushed to the scene, and the householder told them that the only reason he could think why his house had been shot up was that he had been involved in a fight in a nightclub two weeks previously. He had thought no more about the incident, but when Gardaí heard the names of the two men he had fought with – Freddie Thompson and Darren Geoghegan – the incident made perfect sense to them. The gang members had long memories and would not just forget about the minor row.

Shooting at Geoghegan’s home, then, was a no-no, especially as his grandfather had narrowly avoided injury, and Declan Gavin was furious when he heard. He swore revenge. That summer was shaping up to be a long and tense one.

***

It was a night that Joey Rattigan had been looking forward to for many months; 24 August 2001 was the day he turned eighteen and became an adult in the eyes of the law, although his involvement in crime meant that he had lost his childhood innocence many years before. Brian Rattigan was determined that his younger brother would have a night that he would never forget, and the celebrations had been planned for weeks. The Rattigan family home at Cooley Road in Drimnagh was to be the venue. The three-bedroom corporation house was located in one of a number of cul-de-sacs that are known locally as keyholes. Joey turned eighteen on a Friday and spent the day cleaning the house and buying slabs of beer for his guests, knowing that the party was likely to be fairly lively. Brian Rattigan had the drugs taken care of. Being a major dealer, he had no problem sourcing cocaine and he had plenty of white powder in his bedroom, if any of the partygoers got sick of alcohol.

Dinah Rattigan, Brian and Joey’s mother, had no problem with opening up the house for a good knees-up. The family home had the reputation of being a bit of an open house anyway. Dinah was planning to go into the city centre with her sister and other relations, and would head back to her house after the pubs had closed to celebrate with her youngest lad. Both Brian and Joey still lived at home, and nineteen-year-old Sharon had also yet to leave the nest. Brian’s girlfriend, Natasha McEnroe, was a regular visitor to the Rattigan household. She usually spent at least a couple of nights a week there. Another regular house guest was Shay O’Byrne, Sharon’s fella. The nineteen-year-old was very much a part of the family. Apart from his long-term relationship with Sharon, O’Byrne was also involved in Brian Rattigan’s drug gang. The Rattigan family were tight and looked after each other. Ritchie Rattigan, who was exactly a year older than Brian, lived between the family home and another house on Cooley Road with his girlfriend. Although Brian was nearly three years older than Joey, the two were very close. Brian had been teaching Joey his trade – drug dealing and intimidation – and saw a bright future for his brother in his gang, which was growing bigger by the month. The two lads shared many of the same friends, and the group was loyal and fiercely protective of each other. From the early evening, a steady group of friends and associates began to converge on the house; the booze was flowing freely and the music playing loudly.

Joey Redmond, one of the older members of the gang, arrived. He was a few years older than Joey Rattigan, but the two were good friends. He was also from Drimnagh. Joey Redmond was a serious criminal with convictions for drug dealing. As the night went on, the music got louder, and several people at the party started snorting lines of cocaine, including Brian Rattigan. The banter was flowing and the crowd was in good spirits. The birthday boy was taken out into the front garden and given the bumps to celebrate him becoming a man.

Some time in the evening, Shane Maloney and John Roche arrived at the Rattigans’. They had spent the evening at the Kestrel pub in Walkinstown, before going to Coco’s nightclub in Tallaght. Shane Maloney, a twenty-year-old from nearby Drimnagh Road, drove his silver Nissan Micra and parked it outside the Rattigans’. John Roche was a neighbour and good friend of Joey Rattigan’s. Roche was twenty-two years old and lived with his parents and two brothers, one of whom, Noel, was also a key player in the Rattigan gang. Although he was jobless, John Roche led a lavish lifestyle and had come to the attention of Gardaí who suspected that he was making thousands of euro each week dealing drugs. Despite the attention of the law, Roche had only minor convictions for road traffic incidents and possession of an offensive weapon.

After 1.00 a.m. Dinah Rattigan arrived back from town to join in the festivities. She was with one of her sisters, her sister’s partner and her niece. They had a few drinks with the younger crowd. The night was shaping up to be a memorable one.

A few kilometres away, in Crumlin village, the night of Brian Rattigan’s sworn enemy, Declan Gavin, was coming to an end. Gavin had begun the evening at a twenty-first birthday party in the Transport Club in Crumlin with his friend Eamon Daly and Daly’s girlfriend, as well as a group of other people. After spending a few hours at the party, the group headed into town before going their separate ways. Gavin went to Club M nightclub in Blooms Hotel in the busy Temple Bar area. He left after 2.00 a.m., and met back up with Eamon Daly. The pair decided to head to Abrakebabra at the Crumlin Shopping Centre and get some food to soak up the night’s pints. They left Daly’s girlfriend and her friends in town, and it was agreed that they would meet up again later. Gavin and Daly hailed a taxi and arrived in Crumlin just before 2.30 a.m.

Although Crumlin and Drimnagh cover a large area, there are some traditions that are usually strictly observed among young people living there. At the end of a night out, they invariably head back towards home and get some food, before deciding whether to call it a night and go home or maybe head to a house party that somebody is throwing. Because the same people around the same age usually went to the same places, most people knew each other. Many of those going to Abrakebabra on the night of 24 into 25 August 2001 would have been at school together, played football together or just bumped into one another in the ‘chipper’ each week. Declan Gavin was an instantly recognisable figure to his peers hanging around the shopping centre that night. He was a month away from his twenty-first birthday and was planning a massive party that was bound to attract a couple of hundred people at least. People knew that Gavin was an up-and-coming drug dealer, and he was known to flash the cash and be generous, probably more out of showing off than actual kindness. If you were looking to score with a group of young ones, buying their grub at the end of the night wasn’t a bad way to start. And ‘Deco’ Gavin was certainly never short of cash. The little setback at the Holiday Inn in March 2000 hadn’t dented his confidence and it was a case of business as usual for Gavin. He was still moving large amounts of cocaine and ecstasy around the Dublin 12 area and beyond. He was expecting to be charged over what happened that day with Graham Whelan and Philip Griffiths and his attitude was that if he was going to jail, he may as well make as much cash as possible before being sent down.

When the cab pulled up outside Abrakebabra, a row was developing between a group of lads who Gavin knew and some strangers who were in a parked car. There was a lot of shouting and a few golf clubs were produced. It looked like serious violence was about to occur. Gavin was in good form though, and went over and intervened. He spoke to the lads he knew and had a word with the strangers, telling them that nobody wanted to see any trouble. He managed to broker a peace deal, and the car drove off without any punches being thrown. Over the next half an hour, Declan Gavin met about a dozen people, all of whom were later tracked down by Gardaí. A group of three women later said that Gavin was in good form and was not injured or bleeding in any way. Some time before 3.00 a.m., a few people saw Gavin kissing an unknown girl outside the restaurant, and it was clear that his night was ending on a high note. He was spending his time moving in and out of Abrakebabra and chatting casually to anyone he knew. Just before 3.00 a.m., a group of friends saw Gavin outside the ‘chipper’. Another group of five friends arrived at Abrakebabra at around 3.15 a.m., having come across the city from Finglas, where they had spent the night in the Castle nightclub. John Malone, Justin Beatty, Andrew Murray, James Fullam and David Byrne bumped into Gavin outside Abrakebabra, and the group had a conversation before Gavin headed back into the restaurant to get some food. While queuing up for his burger, another group of women arrived in Abrakebabra and bumped into him. They all knew him and he was in good form that night, even generously paying for their food. When the four friends left the restaurant, Gavin was outside with a group of people and asked the girls if he could share a taxi with them. The boyfriend of one of the women was on the way to pick them up, so they declined Gavin’s offer of a shared car.

Back at the house party in the Rattigans’, some of the guests were getting hungry. Shane Maloney and John Roche suggested driving to Abrakebabra in Crumlin village to get some food. Abrakebabra on the Crumlin Road was around 50 metres from Sundrive Road Garda Station, on the junction of Crumlin Road and Sundrive Road. It was one of a terrace of shops fronting onto the Crumlin Road, adjacent to the main front entrance of the shopping centre. It had large plate-glass windows and a glass door, and seated around twenty people in an ‘L’ shape around a counter. To the rear of the ‘chipper’, behind the counter, was a small kitchen area. Behind the seating at the counter were ladies’ and gents’ toilets, and the front door was covered by a canopy. Outside was a little-used taxi rank, where cars usually parked.

Nobody else wanted to leave the party, so the two lads jumped in Maloney’s ‘D’ registered silver Nissan Micra and drove the 1.8 km to the restaurant. It was just after 3.05 a.m. at this stage. They parked the car and spotted Declan Gavin talking to a group of four girls outside the ‘chipper’. Roche and Gavin had been good friends for many years, but they were now in rival gangs after the seizure in the Holiday Inn, and tensions between the two groups were very high. Roche jumped out of the car and shouted over at Gavin that he was a ‘rat’ and had informed to the Gardaí on Graham Whelan and Philip Griffiths. Roche cursed him and said that Gavin was enjoying his chips while Whelan and Griffiths were languishing behind bars. Gavin was no shrinking violet and gave as good as he got. He told Roche to ‘f*** off’ and said that he was no ‘rat’ and would be soon charged over the Holiday Inn seizure and would be joining the other two lads in prison for ten years. Gavin told Roche that if anyone was a rat that it was him, although he didn’t provide any specific details of when John Roche had been a police informant. The two men were screaming at each other from a distance of about 4.5 m and never actually physically confronted each other or threw any punches. John Roche was well able to look after himself, but he didn’t want to take on Gavin without any reinforcements, especially with so many people who were friendly with Gavin hanging around the area at the time. Shane Maloney told Roche to calm down and forget the food, and they got into Maloney’s Micra and headed back to the party. The incident between Declan Gavin and John Roche had only lasted a couple of minutes.

Back at Cooley Road, nineteen-year-old Karl Kavanagh invited a group who had been drinking in Brian Rattigan’s house to go to his place. He lived just 30 m away in a house on the same road. Karl Kavanagh lived with his mother and father, as well as his twenty-year-old sister, Catherine, Ritchie Rattigan’s girlfriend. His parents were away, so he had a free house. John Roche, Shane Maloney, Brian Rattigan, Joey Rattigan, Mark O’Reilly, Joey Redmond, Greg Bourke and Alex Hooper all went up to Kavanagh’s. Catherine Kavanagh was already in the house. Because she was going out with Ritchie Rattigan, there was always a great deal of movement between the two houses. As the group arrived at the Kavanaghs’, John Roche brought up the row with Declan Gavin outside Abrakebabra. He explained that the pair had a heated exchange and that Gavin even had the cheek to call him a rat, when the world and its mother knew that the only reason that ‘Deco’ Gavin was a free man was that he had been a Garda informant for years. Brian Rattigan lost the plot and said that a few of the group should head back up to Abrakebabra and sort Gavin out. Rattigan had taken a lot of cocaine at this stage and he was wired and full of nervous energy. Rattigan then got a knife and balaclava and got back into the front seat of Shane Maloney’s Micra, with Joey Redmond and John Roche scrambling into the back. The car pulled up outside Abrakebabra shortly before 3.30 a.m.
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Cold-blooded Murder

WHEN RATTIGAN SPOTTED someone he knew, twenty-one-year-old trainee soldier John Malone, he rolled down the car window and had a brief conversation with him. Several witnesses saw this exchange take place, and later told Gardaí about it. While Rattigan was having the conversation with Malone, Declan Gavin was standing outside Abrakebabra chatting to a young woman. The woman heard someone shouting ‘rats’. She looked and saw that they were shouting out the window of the parked car. Because she thought that the insults were levelled at her, she said: ‘What are ye saying?’ Then someone in the car replied: ‘What are you looking at, slapper?’ Other witnesses also described hearing the word ‘rat’ being shouted along with ‘There he is.’

When Rattigan spotted Gavin, he pulled on a balaclava to cover his face and pulled a knife out of his pocket. Then he jumped out of the car and ran towards Gavin, who was taken by surprise. Gavin was standing in the middle of a fairly large group of people; many of them saw Rattigan run towards him and they quickly scattered. Brian Rattigan stabbed Gavin once in the middle of the chest. Although the knife attack had inflicted a very serious injury, Gavin was aware enough to realise that he had to get away from his attacker. Despite his injury, he managed to run into Abrakebabra. A security guard held the door closed behind him preventing Rattigan from getting inside.

Joey Redmond, Shane Maloney and John Roche stayed in or around the Micra during the stabbing incident, which was over in less than two minutes. According to witness accounts, Rattigan spent a few seconds trying to pull the door open, but he was drawing attention to himself and was seen by at least a dozen witnesses. However, it wasn’t obvious who he was to some onlookers, because he was wearing the balaclava. Rattigan gave up and ran. As he was on his way back to the car, Mark Skerritt got hold of a golf club from the back of his car and chased him. Witnesses differed on whether or not Skerritt managed to strike him with the golf club, but he certainly lashed out at him. When Rattigan got inside the car, Skerritt turned his attention to Maloney’s Micra and smashed it over the bonnet, breaking the golf club in two. With that the Micra sped off into the night. A number of witnesses later described the voice of a female shouting, ‘It’s the Rattigans’, as the car left the scene.

Back in Abrakebabra, Declan Gavin staggered from the front door and collapsed in the small kitchen area. Several people in the restaurant tried to help him. A woman who was in the restaurant ran to help; she applied pressure to Gavin’s knife wound in a bid to stop the bleeding. She also performed mouth-to-mouth resuscitation, when it became clear that the injured man was on the brink of death. Darren Geoghegan and Patrick Doyle had arrived just after the stabbing; they were also in the kitchen trying to pull Gavin back from the brink. Somebody said that an ambulance had been called, so the group tried to keep Gavin alive until the medical experts arrived.

On the morning of 25 August 2001, Garda David Pidgeon was on duty at the public area of Sundrive Road Garda Station. A security guard from Abrakebabra ran into the station in a distressed state. He said that a man had just been stabbed in the ‘chipper’. Garda Pidgeon immediately circulated this information over the Garda radio system to all squad cars on duty in the area. Gardaí Thomas Lynch and Michael Redmond were in their patrol car when they heard the message and rushed to the scene. They were soon joined by Garda Pidgeon and Gardaí Sean O’Sullivan, Colm Quinn and Brian Clerkin. When the officers arrived at the premises, they noted that a man was lying in the back of the kitchen area. He was alive but unconscious and was bleeding from a large stab wound to the chest. Four people were around him administering first aid, including well-known criminals Patrick Doyle and Darren Geoghegan.

Shortly before 4.00 a.m. an ambulance crew – Brendan Walsh and Mick O’Reilly – arrived at the scene and assessed the injured Declan Gavin. It was obvious that the injuries were severe, and it was decided that Gavin should be immediately transported to hospital. The ambulance rushed to St James’s Hospital, which is less than a five-minute drive from Crumlin village. Gardaí Colm Quinn and David Pidgeon followed behind the ambulance in a patrol car, while the other officers at the scene preserved it for investigation, and identified and took the names of as many people at the scene as was possible. It was clear that witnesses would be needed for a possible future court case. Darren Geoghegan also followed the ambulance in his car to see what condition his friend was in.

At St James’s Hospital the ambulance crew handed Declan Gavin over to the care of the hospital staff. Geoghegan had phoned Declan Gavin’s mother, Pauline, while he was following the ambulance, so she knew what was happening almost immediately. Pauline Gavin soon arrived at the hospital with her other son, Aidan, and her daughter. The news was not good, and following surgery and attempted resuscitation in an operating theatre, the doctor pronounced Declan Gavin dead. Gavin had died from a single stab wound to the heart. That morning Pauline Gavin did what no parent ever expects to do – she formally identified her son’s body. Gavin’s sister was present with her when she confirmed to Garda Marion Keane that it was Declan Gavin’s body.

State Pathologist Dr John Harbison conducted a postmortem on Gavin’s remains that afternoon. During the two-hour examination, Dr Harbison found that the principal injury, to an otherwise healthy body, was a stab wound on the right side of the chest, around two and a half inches long. The fatal injury was caused by a knife being thrust through cartilage into the right atrial appendage of the heart, causing bleeding, which in turn caused the right lung to collapse and the left lung to partially collapse. A second superficial injury was observed on the radical side of the right index finger, which Dr Harbison felt could be construed as a defensive wound, while Gavin was trying to fend off his attacker. A toxicology report showed a urinary alcohol level of 227 mg of alcohol per 100 ml of blood, which meant that Declan Gavin had drunk around ten pints. The report showed no traces of drugs.

In the immediate aftermath of Declan Gavin’s stabbing, an incident room was set up in Sundrive Road Garda Station under the leadership of Chief Superintendent Noel Smith. Local Superintendents John Manley and Detective Superintendent Denis Donegan headed the investigation, and Detective Inspector Dominic Hayes of the National Bureau of Criminal Investigation (NCBI) was also a key figure. Detective Inspector Tom Mulligan from Crumlin Garda Station was the day-to-day officer in charge of the murder inquiry. Over fifty officers were assigned to the murder on a full-time basis. Detective Gardaí John Doggett, Eamon O’Loughlin and Garda Katherina Joyce manned the incident room.

At first light a major forensic investigation got underway at Abrakebabra, conducted by a four-person team from the Garda Technical Bureau at Garda Headquarters. Detective Garda Seamus Quinn from the Ballistics Section examined the scene, and found blood in various places. Detective Garda Christopher O’Connor from the Fingerprints Section discovered a visible finger and palm mark in what appeared to be blood on the front window of the restaurant, 2" to the left of the door and 62" from the base of the window.

Detective Garda Caroline Hughes from the Photography Section took photos of what would later be a key piece of evidence. The palm mark taken from the window was compared to Brian Rattigan’s palm and fingerprints, which were on record from when he had been previously arrested, and it was concluded that the palm mark was made from Rattigan’s left palm. Later, DNA analysis of the blood next to Rattigan’s finger mark was examined. It matched Declan Gavin’s DNA. No blood was taken from the finger mark, as Bureau personnel decided not to distort the finger mark characteristics, so that adequate comparative features would remain intact. This turned out to be a pivotal development and would later prove to be a crucial decision.

It is believed that Brian Rattigan disposed of the murder weapon, his clothes and balaclava after leaving Abrakebabra. The movements of the four men in the Micra cannot be accounted for until they arrived back to the Kavanaghs’ house, ninety or so minutes later. Karl Kavanagh, Catherine Kavanagh, Ritchie Rattigan, Joey Rattigan, Mark O’Reilly and Greg Bourke were still in the house when the four men returned. John Roche, Joey and Brian Rattigan discussed Declan Gavin’s stabbing while they continued to drink. A radio bulletin came on at 7.00 a.m. – broadcasting news of a stabbing at Abrakebabra in Crumlin. Some of those present laughed and cheered at the news. After a while, Brian Rattigan told Shane Maloney to ‘get rid’ of the car in order to eliminate any forensic evidence. According to a statement later given to Gardaí, Maloney drove the Micra to the Texaco garage at the Cranley Centre on the Naas Road with another man. The other man bought a bottle of orange, emptied it and filled it with petrol. The car was then driven to Cookstown Industrial Estate, where it was partially burnt out. Shane Maloney then received a phone call from Brian Rattigan warning him not to get a taxi back to Cooley Road.

The party at the Kavanaghs’ broke up shortly afterwards, and the four men went into hiding anticipating that they would all be arrested. They were correct. They were all wanted men.

At around 8.30 a.m. on the morning of Saturday 25 August 2001, a woman was walking through the field at the back of Cookstown Industrial Estate in Tallaght. She noticed smoke and saw a car on fire. A call was made to the fire brigade. She didn’t see anybody else around the car, which she described as a small, three-door vehicle. The car was on fire on the side of the road directly outside Paramount Freight. The Dublin Fire Brigade arrived and extinguished the blaze. When the flames were put out, it emerged that the car was a Nissan Micra, registration 93 D 38843. Gardaí arrived at the industrial estate at around 10.30 a.m., and Detective Garda Tony Tighe and Garda Gavin Ross preserved the scene. They were sure that the burnt-out car had something to do with the murder the night before. The vehicle was taken to a secure storage facility at Santry Garda Station that afternoon. The remains of burnt clothing and footwear were found in the boot. Two unidentified palm prints were taken from the front wing of the driver’s side of the car.

Just hours after the killing, Gardaí had interviewed several witnesses. They knew that four men had been at the scene when the murder occurred, and that the men had left in a car. Officers quickly learned from confidential informants and other sources that these men were Brian Rattigan, Shane Maloney, Joey Redmond and John Roche. The main focus of the investigation switched to investigating the movements of the four men on the night of the murder. The fact that Shane Maloney’s Nissan Micra had been burnt out was a further indication that the men had something to do with Declan Gavin’s murder. After preliminary investigations, Gardaí learned of Joey Rattigan’s eighteenth birthday party, and also knew about the gathering in Karl Kavanagh’s house after the party.

As the Garda investigation kicked into full gear, various detectives were assigned the jobs of interviewing witnesses and potential witnesses who had seen Declan Gavin in and around the time of his murder. These witnesses included staff and customers at Abrakebabra and the nearby Texas Fried Chicken. A video recording of the front entrance to Abrakebabra was seized from a security camera, and although it did not cover the roadway where Shane Maloney’s car pulled up, or the location of the actual stabbing, it was very useful in identifying people at the scene at the time. The camera footage had a second-counter and did capture Declan Gavin staggering and being chased by another man, who is wearing a balaclava and appears to have a large object in his hand. Witnesses were shown stills of the footage, and several identified themselves and others from these stills. Some witnesses also confirmed that Declan Gavin was not injured or bleeding prior to his encounter with the knife-man.
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