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      Author’s Note


      Regarding places, people, and events: The author has learned that in any book dealing with the Irish, literary license and other liberties should not only be

         tolerated but expected.

      


      St. Patrick’s Cathedral in New York has been described with care and accuracy. However, as in any work of fiction, especially

         in one set in the future, dramatic liberties have been exercised in some instances.

      


      The New York police officers represented in this novel are not based on real people. The fictional hostage negotiator, Captain

         Bert Schroeder, is not meant to represent the present New York Police Department Hostage Negotiator, Frank Bolz. The only

         similarity shared is the title of Hostage Negotiator. Captain Bolz is an exceptionally competent officer whom the author has

         had the pleasure of meeting on three occasions, and Captain Bolz’s worldwide reputation as innovator of the New York Plan

         of hostage negotiating is well deserved. To the people of the city of New York, and especially to the people whose lives he’s

         been instrumental in saving, he is a true hero in every sense of the word.

      


      The Catholic clergy represented in this work are not based on actual persons. The Irish revolutionaries in this novel are

         based to some extent on a composite of real people, as are the politicians, intelligence people, and diplomats, though no

         individual character is meant to represent an actual man or woman.

      


      The purpose of this work was not to write a roman à clef or to represent in any way, favorably or unfavorably, persons living

         or dead.

      


      The story takes place not in the present or the past but in the future; the nature of the story, however, compels the author

         to use descriptive job titles and other factual designations that exist at this writing. Beyond these designations there is

         no identification meant or intended with the public figures who presently hold those descriptive job titles.

      


      Historical characters and references are for the most part factual except where there is an obvious blend of fact and fiction

         woven into the story line.
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      Book I
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      Northern Ireland


      Now that I’ve learned a great deal about Northern Ireland, there are things I can say about it: that it’s an unhealthy and

            morbid place, where people learn to die from the time that they’re children; where we’ve never been able to forget our history

            and our culture—which are only other forms of violence; where it’s so easy to deride things and people; where people are capable

            of much love, affection, human warmth and generosity. But, my God! How much we know how to hate!


      Every two or three hours, we resurrect the part, dust it off and throw it in someone’s face.


      Betty Williams, 
Northern Irish peace
  activist and winner of  
the Nobel Peace Prize


   

      CHAPTER 1
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      “The tea has got cold.” Sheila Malone set down her cup and waited for the two young men who sat opposite her, clad in khaki

         underwear, to do the same.

      


      The younger man, Private Harding, cleared his throat. “We’d like to put on our uniforms.”


      Sheila Malone shook her head. “No need for that.”


      The other man, Sergeant Shelby, put down his cup. “Let’s get done with it.” His voice was steady, but his hand shook and the

         color had drained from under his eyes. He made no move to rise.

      


      Sheila Malone said abruptly, “Why don’t we take a walk?”


      The sergeant stood. The other man, Harding, looked down at the table, staring at the scattered remains of the bridge game

         they’d all passed the morning with. He shook his head. “No.”

      


      Sergeant Shelby took the younger man’s arm and tried to grip it, but there was no strength in his hand. “Come on, now. We

         could use some air.”

      


      Sheila Malone nodded to two men by the fire. They rose and came up behind the British soldiers. One of them, Liam Coogan,

         said roughly, “Let’s go. We’ve not got all day.”

      


      Shelby looked at the men behind him. “Give the lad a second or two,” he said, pulling at Harding’s arm. “Stand up,” he ordered.

         “That’s the hardest part.”

      


      The young private rose slowly, then began to sink back into his chair, his body trembling.


      Coogan grasped him under the arms and propelled him toward the door. The other man, George Sullivan, opened the door and pushed

         him out.

      


      Everyone knew that speed was important now, that it had to be done quickly, before anyone’s courage failed. The sod was wet

         and cold under the prisoners’ feet, and a January wind shook water off the rowan trees. They passed the outdoor privy they

         had walked to every morning and every evening for two weeks and kept walking toward the ravine near the cottage.

      


      Sheila Malone reached under her sweater and drew a small revolver from her waistband. During the weeks she had spent with

         these men she had grown to like them, and out of common decency someone else should have been sent to do it. Bloody insensitive

         bastards.

      


      The two soldiers were at the edge of the ravine now, walking down into it.


      Coogan poked her roughly. “Now, damn you! Now!”


      She looked back toward the prisoners. “Stop!”


      The two men halted with their backs to their executioners. Sheila Malone hesitated, then raised the pistol with both hands.

         She knew she would hit only their backs from that range, but she couldn’t bring herself to move closer for a head shot. She

         took a deep breath and fired, shifted her aim, and fired again.

      


      Shelby and Harding lurched forward and hit the ground before the echo of the two reports died away. They thrashed on the ground,

         moaning.

      


      Coogan cursed. “Goddamn it!” He ran into the ravine, pointed his pistol at the back of Shelby’s head, and fired. He looked

         at Harding, who was lying on his side. Frothy blood trickled from his mouth and his chest heaved. Coogan bent over, placed

         the pistol between Harding’s wideopen eyes, and fired again. He put his revolver in his pocket and looked up at the edge of

         the ravine. “Bloody stupid woman. Give a woman a job to do and…”

      


      Sheila Malone pointed her revolver down at him. Coogan stepped backward and tripped over Shelby’s body. He lay between the

         two corpses with his hands still held high. “No! Please. I didn’t mean anything by it. Don’t shoot!”

      


      Sheila lowered the pistol. “If you ever touch me again, or say anything to me again… I’ll blow your fucking head off!”


      Sullivan approached her cautiously. “It’s all right now. Come on, Sheila. We’ve got to get away from here.”


      “He can find his own bloody way back. I’ll not ride with him.”


      Sullivan turned and looked down at Coogan. “Head out through the wood, Liam. You’ll pick up a bus on the highway. See you

         in Belfast.”

      


      Sheila Malone and George Sullivan walked quickly to the car waiting off the lane and climbed in behind the driver, Rory Devane,

         and the courier, Tommy Fitzgerald.

      


      “Let’s go,” said Sullivan.


      “Where’s Liam?” asked Devane nervously.


      “Move out,” said Sheila.


      The car pulled into the lane and headed south toward Belfast.


      Sheila drew from her pocket the two letters the soldiers had given her to mail to their families. If she were stopped at a

         roadblock and the Royal Ulster Constabulary found the letters… She opened the window and threw her pistol out, then let the

         letters sail into the wind.

      


      Sheila Malone jumped out of her bed. She could hear motors in the street and the sounds of boots against the cobbles. Residents

         of the block were shouting from windows, and trash-can lids were being beaten to sound the alarm. As she began pulling her

         slacks on under her nightdress her bedroom door crashed open, and two soldiers rushed in without a word. A shaft of light

         from the hall made her cover her eyes. The red-bereted paratroopers pushed her against the wall and ripped the slacks from

         around her legs. One of them raised her nightdress over her head, and then ran his hands over her body, searching for a weapon.

         She spun and swung her fists at him. “Get your filthy hands…”

      


      One of the soldiers punched her in the stomach, and she doubled over and lay on the floor, her nightdress gathered up around

         her breasts.

      


      The second soldier bent down, grabbed her long hair, and dragged her to her feet. He spoke for the first time. “Sheila Malone,

         all I’m required to tell you is that you are being arrested under the Special Powers Act. If you make one fucking sound when

         we take you out to the trucks, we’ll beat you to a pulp.”

      


      The two soldiers pushed her into the hall, down the stairs, and into the street, which was filled with shouting people. Everything

         passed in a blur as she was half-carried to the intersection where the trucks were parked. Voices called insults at the British

         soldiers and the Royal Ulster Constabulary who were assisting them. A boy’s voice shouted, “Fuck the Queen.” Women and children

         were crying, and dogs were barking. She saw a young priest trying to calm a group of people. An unconscious man, his head

         bloodied, was dragged past her. The soldiers picked her up and threw her into the back of a small truck filled with a dozen

         other prisoners. An RUC guard stood at the front of the truck, fondling a large truncheon. “Lie down, bitch, and shut your

         mouth.”

      


      She lay down by the tailgate and listened to her own breathing in the totally silent truck. After a few minutes the gates

         of the truck closed and it pulled away.

      


      The guard shouted above the noise of the convoy. “The Pope is a fucking queer.”


      Sheila Malone lay against the tailgate, trying to calm herself. In the dark truck some men slept or were unconscious; a few

         were weeping. The guard kept up an anti-Catholic tirade until the truck stopped and the tailgate swung open, revealing a large,

         floodlit enclosure surrounded by barbed wire and machine-gun towers. Long Kesh, known to the Catholics of Northern Ireland

         as Dachau.

      


      A soldier shouted into the truck, “Clear out! Quick! Move it!”


      A few men scrambled over and around Sheila, and she heard the sounds of blows, shouts, and cries as the men left the truck.

         A voice cried out, “Take it easy, I’m an old man.” A young boy clad in pajamas crawled over her and tumbled to the ground.

         The RUC guard was kicking everyone toward the tailgate now, like a trash man sweeping the floor of his truck clean at the

         dump. Someone pulled her out by her legs, and she fell on the soft, wet earth. She tried to stand but was knocked down.

      


      “Crawl! Crawl, you bastards!”


      She picked up her head and saw two lines of paratrooper boots. She crawled as quickly as she could between the gauntlet as

         blows fell on her back and buttocks. A few of the men made obscene remarks as she passed by on her hands and knees, but the

         blows were light and the obscenities were shouted by boyish, embarrassed voices, which somehow made it all the more obscene.

      


      At the end of the gauntlet two soldiers picked her up and pushed her into a long Nissen hut. An officer with a swagger stick

         pointed to an open door, and the soldiers pushed her onto the floor of a small room and shut the door as they left. She looked

         up from where she lay in the center of the tiny cubicle.

      


      A matron stood behind a camp table. “Strip. Come on, you little tramp. Stand up and take them off.”


      Within minutes she was stripped and searched and was wearing a gray prison dress and prison underwear. She could hear blows

         being struck outside the small cubicle and cries and shouts as the harvest of the sweep was processed—transformed from sleeping

         civilians into gray, terrified internees.

      


      Sheila Malone had no doubt that a good number of them were guilty of some kind of anti-British or antigovernment activity.

         A few were actually IRA. A smaller number might even be arsonists or bombers… or murderers like herself. There was a fifty-fifty

         chance of getting out of internment within ninety days if you didn’t crack and confess to something. But if they had something

         on you—something as serious as murder… Before she could gather her thoughts and begin to formulate what she was going to

         say, someone placed a hood over her head and she was pushed through a door that closed behind her.

      


      A voice shouted directly in her ear, and she jumped. “I said, spell your name, bitch!”


      She tried to spell it but found to her surprise that she could not. Someone laughed.


      Another voice shouted, “Stupid cunt!”


      A third voice screamed in her other ear. “So, you shot two of our boys, did you?”


      There it was. They knew. She felt her legs begin to shake.


      “Answer me, you little murdering cunt!”


      “N-n-no.”


      “What? Don’t lie to us, you cowardly, murdering bitch. Like to shoot men in the back, do you? Now it’s your turn!”

      


      She felt something poke her in the back of the head and heard the sound of a pistol cocking. The hammer fell home and made

         a loud, metallic thud. She jumped and someone laughed again. “Next time it won’t be empty, bitch.”

      


      She felt sweat gather on her brow and soak the black hood.


      “All right. Pull up your dress. That’s right. All the way!”


      She pulled her skirt up and stood motionless as someone pulled her pants down to her ankles.


      After an hour of pain, insults, humiliation, and leering laughter, the three interrogators seemed to get bored. She was certain

         now that they were just fishing, and she could almost picture being released at dawn.

      


      “Fix yourself up.”


      She let her aching arms fall and bent over to pull up her pants. Before she straightened up she heard the three men leave

         the room as two other people entered. The hood was pulled from her head, and the bright lights half-blinded her. The man who

         had taken the hood moved to the side and sat in a chair just out of range of her vision. She focused her eyes straight ahead.

      


      A young British army officer, a major, sat in a chair behind a small camp desk in the center of the windowless room. “Sit

         down, Miss Malone.”

      


      She walked stiffly toward a stool in front of the desk and sat slowly. Her buttocks hurt so much that she would almost rather

         have remained standing. She choked down a sob and steadied her breathing.

      


      “Yes, you can have a bed as soon as we finish this.” The major smiled. “My name is Martin. Bartholomew Martin.”


      “Yes… I’ve heard of you.”


      “Really? Good things, I trust.”


      She leaned forward and looked into his eyes. “Listen Major Martin, I was beaten and sexually abused.”


      He shuffled some papers. “We’ll discuss all of that as soon as we finish with this.” He picked out one sheet of paper. “Here

         it is. A search of your room has uncovered a pistol and a satchel of gelignite. Enough to blow up the whole block.” He looked

         at her. “That’s a dreadful thing to keep in your aunt’s home. I’m afraid she may be in trouble now as well.”

      


      “There was no gun or explosives in my room, and you know it.”


      He drummed his fingers impatiently on the desk. “Whether they were there or not is hardly the point, Miss Malone. The point

         is that my report says a gun and explosives were found, and in Ulster there is not a great deal of difference between the charges and the realities.

         In fact, they are the same. Do you follow me?”

      


      She didn’t answer.


      “All right,” said the major. “That’s not important. What is important,” he continued as he stared into her eyes, “are the

         murders of Sergeant Thomas Shelby and Private Alan Harding.”

      


      She stared back at his eyes and displayed no emotion, but her stomach heaved. They had her, and she was fairly certain she

         knew how they had gotten her.

      


      “I believe you know a Liam Coogan, Miss Malone. An associate of yours. He’s turned Queen’s evidence.” An odd half smile passed

         over his face. “I’m afraid we’ve got you now.”

      


      “If you know so goddamned much, why did your men—”


      “Oh, they’re not my men. They’re paratroop lads. Served with Harding and Shelby. Brought them here for the occasion. I’m in

         Intelligence, of course.” Major Martin’s voice changed, became more intimate. “You’re damned lucky they didn’t kill you.”

      


      Sheila Malone considered her situation. Even under normal British law she would probably be convicted on Coogan’s testimony.

         Then why had she been arrested under the Special Powers Act? Why had they bothered to plant a gun and explosives in her room?

         Major Martin was after something else.

      


      Martin stared at her, then cleared his throat. “Unfortunately, there is no capital punishment for murder in our enlightened

         kingdom. However, we’re going to try something new. We’re going to try to get an indictment for treason—I think we can safely

         say that the Provisional Irish Republican Army, of which you are a member, has committed treason toward the Crown.”

      


      He looked down at an open book in front of him. “‘Acts that constitute treason. Paragraph 811—Levies war against the Sovereign

         in her realm….’ I think you fill that bill nicely.” He pulled the book closer and read, “‘Paragraph 812—The essence of the

         offense of treason lies in the violation of the allegiance owed to the Sovereign….’ And Paragraph 813 is my favorite. It says

         simply”—he looked at her without reading from the book—“‘The punishment for treason is death by hanging.’” He stressed the

         last words and looked for a reaction, but there was none. “It was Mr. Churchill, commenting on the Irish uprising of 1916,

         who said, ‘The grass grows green on the battlefield, but never on the scaffold.’ It’s time we started hanging Irish traitors

         again. You first. And beside you on the scaffold will be your sister, Maureen.”

      


      She sat up. “My sister? Why…?”


      “Coogan says she was there as well. You, your sister, and her lover, Brian Flynn.”

      


      “That’s a bloody lie.”


      “Why would a man turn Queen’s evidence and then lie about who committed the murders?”


      “Because he shot those soldiers—”

      


      “There were two calibers of bullets. We can try two people for murder—any two. So why don’t you let me work out who did what

         to whom?”

      


      “You don’t care who killed those soldiers. It’s Flynn you want to hang.”


      “Someone must hang.” But Major Martin had no intention of hanging any of them and making more Irish martyrs. He wanted to get Flynn

         into Long Kesh, where he could wring out every piece of information that he possessed about the Provisional IRA. Then he would

         cut Brian Flynn’s throat with a piece of glass and call it suicide.

      


      He said, “Let’s assume that you escape the hangman’s noose. Assume also that we pick up your sister, which is not unlikely.

         Consider if you will, Miss Malone, sharing a cell with your sister for the rest of your natural lives. How old are you? Not

         twenty yet? The months, the years pass slowly. Slowly. Young girls wasting their lives… and for what? A philosophy? The rest of the world will go on living and loving, free to

         come and go. And you… well, the real hell of it is that Maureen, at least, is innocent of murder. You are the reason she’d

         be there—because you wouldn’t name her lover. And Flynn will have found another woman, of course. And Coogan, yes, Coogan

         will have gone to London or America to live and—”

      


      “Shut up! For God’s sake, shut up!” She buried her face in her hands and tried to think before he started again.


      “Now there is a way out.” He looked down at his papers, then looked up again. “There always is, isn’t there? What you must do is dictate

         a confession naming Brian Flynn as an officer in the Provisional IRA—which he is—and naming him as the murderer of Sergeant

         Shelby and Private Harding. You will be charged as an accessory after the fact and be free within… let’s say, seven years.”

      


      “And my sister?”


      “We’ll put out a warrant for her arrest only as an accessory. She should leave Ulster and never return. We will not look for

         her and will not press any country for extradition. But this arrangement is operative only if we find Brian Flynn.” He leaned

         forward. “Where is Brian Flynn?”

      


      “How the hell should I know?”


      Martin leaned back in his chair. “Well, we must charge you with something within ninety days of internment. That’s the law,

         you understand. If we don’t find Flynn by the ninetieth day, we will charge you with double homicide—perhaps treason as well.

         So, if you can remember anything that will lead us to him, please don’t hesitate to tell us.” He paused. “Will you think about

         where Flynn might be?”

      


      She didn’t answer.


      “Actually, if you really don’t know, then you’re useless to me… unless… You see, your sister will try to free you, and with

         her will be Flynn… so perhaps—”

      


      “You won’t use me for bait, you bastard.”


      “No? Well, we’ll have to see about that, won’t we?”


      “May I have a bed?”


      “Certainly. You may stand now.”


      She stood. “No more Gestapo tactics?”


      “I’m sorry, I don’t understand.” He rose from his chair. “The matron will escort you to a cell. Good night.”


      She turned and opened the door. A hood came down over her head, but before it did she saw not the matron but two young Royal

         Ulster Constabulary men and three grinning paratroopers.

      


   

      CHAPTER 2
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      Brian Flynn looked up at Queen’s Bridge, shrouded in March mist and darkness. The Lagan River fog rolled down the partially

         lit street and hung between the red-brick buildings of Bank Road. The curfew was in effect, and there was no traffic.

      


      Maureen Malone looked at him. His handsome, dark features always seemed sinister at night. She pulled back the sleeve of her

         trench coat and looked at her watch. “It’s after four. Where the hell are—”

      


      “Quiet! Listen.”


      She heard the rhythmic footsteps coming out of Oxford Street. In the mist a squad of Royal Ulster Constabulary appeared and

         turned toward them, and they crouched behind a stack of oil drums.

      


      They waited in silence, their breathing coming irregularly in long plumes of fog. The patrol passed, and a few seconds later

         they heard the whining of a truck changing gears and saw the headlights in the mist. A Belfast Gas Works truck pulled up to

         the curbstone near them, and they jumped in the open side door. The driver, Rory Devane, moved the truck slowly north toward

         the bridge. The man in the passenger seat, Tommy Fitzgerald, turned. “Road block on Cromac Street.”

      


      Maureen Malone sat on the floor. “Is everything set?”


      Devane spoke as he steered slowly toward the bridge. “Yes. Sheila left Long Kesh in an RUC van a half hour ago. They took

         the A23 and were seen passing through Castlereagh not ten minutes ago. They’ll be coming over the Queen’s Bridge about now.”

      


      Flynn lit a cigarette. “Escort?”


      “No,” said Devane. “Just a driver and guard in the cab and two guards in the back, according to our sources.”


      “Other prisoners?”


      “Maybe as many as ten. All going to Crumlin Road Jail, except for two women going up to Armagh.” He paused. “Where do you

         want to hit them?”

      


      Flynn looked out the rear window of the truck. A pair of headlights appeared on the bridge. “Collins’s men are set up on Waring

         Street. That’s the way they’ll have to go to Crumlin Road.” He wiped the fog from the window and stared. “Here’s the RUC van.”

         Devane cut off the engine and shut the lights.

      


      The black, unmarked RUC van rolled off the bridge and headed into Ann Street. Devane waited, then restarted his truck and

         followed at a distance with his lights off. Flynn said to Devane, “Circle round to High Street.”

      


      No one spoke as the truck moved through the quiet streets. They approached Waring Street, and Tommy Fitzgerald reached under

         his seat and pulled out two weapons, an old American Thompson submachine gun and a modern Armalite automatic rifle. “The tommy

         gun is for you, Brian, and the light gun for my lady.” He passed a short cardboard tube to Flynn. “And this… if, God forbid,

         we run into a Saracen.” Flynn took the tube and stuck it under his trench coat.

      


      They swung off Royal Avenue into Waring Street from the west at the same time the RUC van entered from the east at Victoria

         Street. The two vehicles approached each other slowly. A black sedan fell in behind the RUC van, and Fitzgerald pointed. “That’ll

         be Collins and his boys.”

      


      Flynn saw that the RUC van was moving more slowly now, the driver realizing that he was being boxed in and looking for a way

         out.

      


      “Now!” shouted Flynn. Devane swung the truck so that it blocked the road, and the RUC van screeched to a stop. The black sedan

         following the van came to a halt, and Collins with three of his men jumped out and ran toward the rear of the van with submachine

         guns.

      


      Flynn and Maureen were out of the truck and moving toward the trapped van twenty-five yards up the road. The RUC guard and

         driver dropped below the windshield, and Flynn pointed his rifle. “Come out with your hands raised!” But the men didn’t come

         out, and Flynn knew he couldn’t shoot at the unarmored van filled with prisoners. He yelled to Collins, “I’ve got them covered!

         Go on!”

      


      Collins stepped up to the van and struck the rear doors with his rifle butt. “Guards! You’re surrounded! Open the doors and

         you won’t be harmed!”

      


      Maureen knelt in the road, her rifle across her knees. She felt her heart beating heavily in her chest. The idea of freeing

         her sister had become an obsession over the months and had, she realized, clouded her judgment. Suddenly all the things that

         were wrong with this operation crystallized in her mind—the van riding very low as though it were weighted, the lack of an

         escort, the predictable route. “Run! Collins—”

      


      She saw Collins’s surprised face under the glare of a streetlamp as the doors swung out from the RUC van.


      Collins stood paralyzed in front of the open doors and stared at the British paratrooper berets over the top of a sandbag

         wall. The two barrels of the machine guns blazed in his face.

      


      Flynn watched as his four men were cut down. One machine gun continued to pour bullets into the bodies while the other shifted

         its fire and riddled the sedan with incendiary rounds, hitting the gas tank and blowing it up. The street echoed with the

         explosion and the chattering sound of the machine guns, and the night was illuminated by the fire of the burning sedan.

      


      Maureen grabbed Flynn’s arm and pulled him toward their truck as pistol shots rang out from the doorway where the guard and

         driver had disappeared. She fired a full magazine into the doorway and the shooting stopped. The streets were alive with the

         sounds of whistles, shouting, and running men, and they could hear motor vehicles closing in.

      


      Flynn turned and saw that the truck’s windshield was shot out and the tires were flat. Fitzgerald and Devane were running

         up the street. Fitzgerald’s body jerked, and he slid across the cobblestones. Devane kept running and disappeared into a bombed-out

         building.

      


      Behind him Flynn could hear soldiers jumping from the RUC van and racing toward them. He pulled Maureen’s arm, and they started

         to run as a light rain began to fall.

      


      Donegall Street entered Waring Street from the north, and they turned into it, bullets kicking up chips of cobble behind them.

         Maureen slipped on the wet stone and fell, her rifle clattering on the pavement and skidding away in the darkness. Flynn lifted

         her, and they ran into a long alleyway, coming out into Hill Street.

      


      A British Saracen armored car rolled into the street, its six huge rubber wheels skidding as it turned. The Saracen’s spotlight

         came on and found them. The armored car turned and came directly at them, its loudspeaker blaring into the rainy night. “HALT!

         HANDS ON YOUR HEADS!”

      


      Behind him Flynn could hear the paratroopers coming into the long alley. He pulled the cardboard tube from his trench coat

         and knelt. He broke the seal and extended the telescoped tubes of the American-made M-72 antitank weapon, raised the plastic

         sights, and aimed at the approaching Saracen.

      


      The Saracen’s two machine guns blazed, pulverizing the brick walls around him, and he felt shards of brick bite into his chest.

         He put his finger on the percussion ignition switch and tried to steady his aim as he wondered if the thing would work. A

         disposable cardboard rocket launcher. Like a disposable diaper. Who but the Americans could make a throwaway bazooka? Steady, Brian. Steady.


      The Saracen fired again, and he heard Maureen give a short yell behind him and felt her roll against his legs. “Bastards!”

         He squeezed the switch, and the 66mm HEAT rocket roared out of the tube and streaked down the dark, foggy street.

      


      The turret of the Saracen erupted into orange flame, and the vehicle swerved wildly, smashing into a bombed-out travel agency.

         The surviving crew stumbled out holding their heads from the pain of the deafening rocket hit, and Flynn could see their clothes

         smoking. He turned and looked down at Maureen. She was moving, and he put his arm under her head. “Are you hit badly?”

      


      She opened her eyes and began to sit up in his arms. “I don’t know. Breast.”


      “Can you run?”


      She nodded, and he helped her up. In the streets around them they could hear whistles, motors, shouts, tramping feet, and

         dogs. Flynn carefully wiped his fingerprints from the Thompson submachine gun and threw it into the alley.

      


      They headed north toward the Catholic ghetto around New Lodge Road. As they entered the residential area they kept to the

         familiar maze of back alleys and yards between the row houses. They could hear a column of men double-timing on the street,

         rifle butts knocking on doors, windows opening, angry exchanges, babies wailing. The sounds of Belfast.

      


      Maureen leaned against a brick garden wall. The running had made the blood flow faster through her wound, and she put her

         hand under her sweater. “Oh.”

      


      “Bad?”


      “I don’t know.” She drew her hand away and looked at the blood, then said, “We were set up.”


      “Happens all the time,” he said.


      “Who?”


      “Coogan, maybe. Could have been anyone, really.” He was fairly certain he knew who it was. “I’m sorry about Sheila.”


      She shook her head. “I should have known they would use her as bait to get us…. You don’t think she…” She put her face in her hands. “We lost some good people tonight.”

      


      He peered over the garden wall, then helped her over, and they ran through a block of adjoining yards. They entered a Protestant

         neighborhood, noticing the better built and maintained homes. Flynn knew this neighborhood from his youth, and he remembered

         the schoolboy pranks—breaking windows and running like hell—like now—through these alleys and yards. He remembered the smells

         of decent food, the clotheslines of white gleaming linen, the rose gardens, and the lawn furniture.

      


      They headed west and approached the Catholic enclave of the Ardoyne. Ulster Defense League civilian patrols blocked the roads

         leading into the Arodyne, and the Royal Ulster Constabulary and British soldiers were making house searches. Flynn crouched

         behind a row of trash bins and pulled Maureen down beside him. “We’ve gotten everyone out of their beds tonight.”

      


      Maureen Malone glanced at him and saw the half smile on his face. “You enjoy this.”


      “So do they. Breaks the monotony. They’ll swap brave tales at the Orange lodges and in the barracks. Men love the hunt.”


      She flexed her arm. A stiffness and dull pain were spreading outward from her breast into her side and shoulder. “I don’t

         think we have much chance of getting out of Belfast.”

      


      “All the hunters are here in the forest. The hunters’ village is therefore deserted.”


      “Which means?”


      “Into the heart of the Protestant neighborhood. The Shankill Road is not far.”


      They turned, headed south, and within five minutes they entered Shankill Road. They walked up the deserted road casually and

         stopped on a corner. It was not as foggy here, and the streetlights were working. Flynn couldn’t see any blood on Maureen’s

         black trench coat, but the wound had drained the color from her face. His own wound had stopped bleeding, and the dried blood

         stuck to his chest and sweater. “We’ll take the next outbound bus that comes by, sleep in a barn, and head for Derry in the

         morning.”

      


      “All we need is an outbound bus, not to mention an appearance of respectability.” She leaned back against the bus-stop sign.

         “When do we get our discharge, Brian?”

      


      He looked at her in the dim light. “Don’t forget the IRA motto,” he said softly. “Once in, never out. Do you understand?”


      She didn’t answer.


      A Red Bus appeared from the east. Flynn pulled Maureen close to him and supported her as they mounted the steps. “Clady,”

         said Flynn, and he smiled at the driver as he paid the fare. “The lady’s had rather too much to drink, I’m afraid.”

      


      The driver, a heavy-set man with a face that looked more Scottish than Irish, nodded uncaringly. “Do you have your curfew

         card?”

      


      Flynn glanced down the length of the bus. Less than a dozen people, mostly workers in essential services, and they looked

         mostly Protestant—as far as he could tell—like the driver. Perhaps everyone looked like Prods tonight. No sign of police,

         though. “Yes. Here it is.” He held his wallet up close to the driver’s face.

      


      The driver glanced at it and moved the door lever closed, then put the bus in gear.


      Flynn helped Maureen toward the rear of the bus, and a few of the passengers gave them looks ranging from disapproval to curiosity.

         In London or Dublin they would be dismissed for what they claimed to be—drunks. In Belfast people’s minds worked in different

         directions. He knew they would have to get off the bus soon. They sat in the back seat.

      


      The bus rolled up Shankill Road, through the Protestant working-class neighborhood, then headed northwest into the mixed neighborhoods

         around Oldpark. Flynn turned to Maureen and spoke softly. “Feeling better?”

      


      “Oh, quite. Let’s do it again.”


      “Ah, Maureen…”


      An old woman sitting alone in front of them turned around. “How’s the lady? How are you, dear? Feelin’ better, then?”


      Maureen looked at her without answering. The citizens of Belfast were capable of anything from murder and treachery to Christian

         kindness.

      


      The old woman showed a toothless smile and spoke quietly. “Between Squire’s Hill and McIlwhan’s Hill is a wee valley called

         the Flush. There’s an abbey there—you know it—Whitehorn Abbey. The priest, Father Donnelly, will give you lodgings for the

         night.”

      


      Flynn fixed the woman with a cold stare. “What makes you think we need a place to stay? We’re headed home.”


      The bus stopped, and the old woman stood without another word and trundled off to the front of the bus and stepped off.


      The bus started again. Flynn was very uneasy now. “Next stop. Are you up to it?”


      “I’m not up to one more second on this bus.” She paused thoughtfully. “The old woman…?”


      Flynn shook his head.


      “I think we can trust her.”


      “I don’t trust anyone.”


      “What kind of country do we live in?”


      He laughed derisively. “What a bloody stupid thing to say, Maureen. We are the ones who helped make it like it is.”

      


      She lowered her head. “You’re right, of course… as usual.”


      “You must accept what you are. I accept it. I’m well adjusted.”


      She nodded. With that strange logic of his he had turned the world upside down. Brian was normal. She was not. “I’m going

         to Whitehorn Abbey.”

      


      He shrugged. “Better than a barn, I suppose. You’ll be needing bandaging… but if the good rector there turns us in…”


      She didn’t answer and turned away from him.


      He put his arm around her shoulders. “I do love you, you know.”

      


      She looked down and nodded.


      The bus stopped again about a half-mile up the road, and Flynn and Maureen moved toward the door.


      “This isn’t Clady,” said the driver.


      “That’s all right,” answered Flynn. They stepped off the bus and into the road. Flynn took Maureen’s arm. “That bastard will

         report us at the next stop.” They crossed the road and headed north up a country lane lined with rowan trees. Flynn looked

         at his watch, then at the eastern sky. “Almost dawn. We have to be there before the farmers start running about—they’re almost

         all Prods up here.”

      


      “I know that.” Maureen breathed deeply as they walked in the light rain. The filthy air and ugliness of Belfast were far behind,

         and she felt better. Belfast—a blot of ash on the green loveliness of County Antrim, a blot of ash on the soul of Ireland.

         Sometimes she wished that the city would sink back into the bog it grew out of.

      


      They passed hedgerows, well-tended fields, and pastures dotted with cattle and bales of fodder. An exhilarating sodden scent

         filled the air, and the first birds of morning began to sing.

      


      “I’m not going back to Belfast.”


      He put his arm around her and touched her face with his hand. She was becoming feverish. “I understand. See how you feel in

         a week or two.”

      


      “I’m going to live in the south. A village.”


      “Good. And what will you do there? Tend pigs? Or do you have independent means, Maureen? Will you buy a country estate?”


      “Do you remember the cottage overlooking the sea? You said we’d go there some day to live our lives in peace.”


      “Someday maybe we will.”


      “I’ll go to Dublin, then. Find a job.”


      “Yes. Good jobs in Dublin. After a year they’ll give you the tables by the window where the American tourists sit. Or the

         sewing machine by the window where you can get a bit of air and sun. That’s the secret. By the window.”

      


      After a while she said, “Perhaps Killeen…”


      “No. You can never go back to your own village. It’s never the same, you know. Better to go to any other pig village.”


      “Let’s go to America.”


      “No!” The loudness of his own voice surprised him.


      “No. I won’t do what they all did.” He thought of his family and friends, so many of them gone to America, Canada, or Australia.

         He had lost them as surely as he had lost his mother and father when he buried them. Everyone in Ireland, north and south,

         lost family, friends, neighbors, even husbands and wives and lovers, through emigration. Like some great plague sweeping the

         land, taking the firstborn, the brightest, and the most adventurous, leaving the old, the sick, the timid, the self-satisfied

         rich, the desperately poor. “This is my country. I won’t leave here to become a laborer in America.”

      


      She nodded. Better to be a king of the dunghills of Belfast and Londonderry. “I may go alone.”


      “You probably should.”


      They walked quietly, their arms around each other’s waists, both realizing that they had lost something more than a little

         blood this night.

      


   

      CHAPTER 3


      [image: art]


      The lane led into a small, treeless valley between two hills. In the distance they saw the abbey. The moonlight lit the white

         stone and gave it a spectral appearance in the ground mist.

      


      They approached the abbey cautiously and stood under a newly budded sycamore tree. A small oblong cemetery, hedged with short

         green plants, spread out beside the abbey wall. Flynn pushed through the hedge and led Maureen into the cemetery.

      


      The churchyard was unkempt, and vines grew up the gravestones. Whitehorn plants—which gave the abbey its name and which were

         omens of good luck or bad luck, depending on which superstition you believed—clogged the narrow path. A small side gate in

         a high stone wall led into the abbey’s cloister. Flynn pushed it open and looked around the quiet court. “Sit on this bench.

         I’ll find the brothers’ dormitory.”

      


      She sat without answering and let her head fall to her chest. When she opened her eyes again, Flynn was standing over her

         with a priest.

      


      “Maureen, this is Father Donnelly.”


      She focused on the elderly priest, a frail-looking man with a pale face. “Hello, Father.”


      He took her hand and with his other hand held her forearm in that way they had of claiming instant intimacy. He was the pastor;

         she was now one of his flock. Presto. Everyone’s role had been carved in stone two millennia ago.

      


      “Follow me,” he said. “Hold my arm.”


      The three of them walked across the cloister and entered the arched door of a polygon-shaped building. Maureen recognized

         the traditional configuration of the chapter house, the meeting place of the monks. For a moment she thought she was going

         to face an assemblage, but she saw by the light of a table lamp that the room was empty.

      


      Father Donnelly stopped abruptly and turned. “We have an infirmary, but I’m afraid I’ll have to put you in the hole until

         the police and soldiers have come round looking for you.”

      


      Flynn didn’t answer.


      “You can trust me.”


      Flynn didn’t trust anyone, but if he was betrayed, at least the War Council wouldn’t think him too foolish for having trusted

         a priest. “Where’s this hole, then? We don’t have much time, I think.”

      


      The priest led them down a corridor, then opened the door at the end of the passage. Gray dawn came through stained glass,

         emitting a light that was more sensed than seen. A single votive candle burned in a red jar, and Flynn could see he was in

         the abbey’s small church.

      


      The priest lit a candle on a wall sconce and took it down. “Follow me up the altar. Be careful.”


      Flynn helped Maureen up to the raised altar sanctuary and watched the priest fumble with some keys and then disappear behind

         the reredos wall in back of the altar.

      


      Flynn glanced around the church but neither saw nor heard anything in the shadows to signal danger. He noticed that the oppressive

         smell of incense and tallow was missing, and the church smelled like the outside air. The priest had told him that the abbey

         was deserted. Father Donnelly was apparently not the abbot but served in something like a caretaker capacity, though he didn’t

         seem the type of priest that a bishop would exile to such a place, thought Flynn. Nor did he seem the type to hide members

         of the provisional IRA just to get a thrill out of it.

      


      The priest reappeared holding his candle in the darkness. “Come this way.” He led them to a half-open door made of scrolled

         wrought iron in the rear of the altar. “This is the place we use.” He looked at the two fugitives to see why they weren’t

         moving toward it. “The crypt,” he added as if to explain.

      


      “I know what it is. Everyone knows there’s a crypt beneath an altar’s sanctuary.”


      “Yes,” said Father Donnelly. “First place they always look. Come along.”


      Flynn peered down the stone steps. A candle in an amber glass, apparently always kept burning, illuminated a wall and floor

         of white limestone. “Why is it I’ve not heard of this abbey as a place of safety before tonight?”

      


      The priest spoke softly, evenly. “You had no need of it before tonight.”


      Typical priests’ talk, thought Flynn. He turned to Maureen. She looked down the stairway, then at the priest. Her instincts,

         too, rebelled against entering the crypt. Yet her conditioned response was to do what the priest urged. She stepped toward

         the stairway and descended. Flynn glanced at the priest, then stepped through the doorway.

      


      Father Donnelly led them along the limestone wall past the tombs of the former abbots of Whitehorn Abbey. He stopped and opened

         the bronze door of one of the tombs, marked Fr. Seamus Cahill, held up his candle, and entered the tomb. A wooden casket lay on a stone plinth in the middle of the chamber.

      


      Father Donnelly passed the candle to Flynn and raised the lid of the casket. Inside was a body wrapped in heavy winding sheets,

         the linen covered with fuzz of green mold. “Sticks and straw,” he said. He reached into the casket and released a concealed

         catch, and the coffin bottom swung downward with the bogus mummy still affixed to it. “Yes, yes. Melodramatic for our age,

         but when it was conceived, it was necessary and quite common. Go on. Climb in. There’s a staircase. See it? Follow the passageway

         at the bottom until you enter a chamber. Use your candle to light the way. There are more candles in the chamber.”

      


      Flynn mounted the plinth and swung his legs over the side. His feet found the top step, and he stood in the casket. A dank,

         almost putrid smell rose out of the dark hole. He stared at Father Donnelly questioningly.

      


      “It’s the entranceway to hell, my boy. Don’t fear. You’ll find friends down there.”


      Flynn tried to smile at the joke, but an involuntary shudder ran up his spine. “I suppose we should be thanking you.”


      “I suppose you should. But just hurry on now. I want to be in the refectory having breakfast when they arrive.”


      Flynn took a few steps down as Father Donnelly helped Maureen up the plinth and over the side of the casket onto the first

         step. Flynn held her arm with one hand and held the candle high with the other. She avoided the wrapped figure as she descended.

      


      Father Donnelly pulled the casket floor up, then shut the lid and left the tomb, closing the bronze door behind him.


      Flynn held the candle out and followed the narrow, shoulder-width passageway for a distance of about fifty feet, grasping

         Maureen’s hand behind him. He entered an open area and followed the wall to his right. He found candles in sconces spaced

         irregularly around the unhewn and unmortared stone walls and lit them, completing the circuit around the room. The air in

         the chamber was chilly, and he saw his own breath. He looked around slowly at the half-lit room. “Odd sort of place.”

      


      Maureen wrapped herself in a gray blanket she had found and sat on a footstool. “What did you expect, Brian—a game room?”


      “Ah, I see you’re feeling better.”


      “I’m feeling terrible.”


      He walked around the perimeter of the six-sided room. On one wall was a large Celtic cross, and under the cross was a small

         chest on a wooden stand. Flynn placed his hand on the dusty lid but didn’t open it. He turned back to Maureen. “You trust

         him?”

      


      “He’s a priest.”


      “Priests are no different from other men.”


      “Of course they are.”


      “We’ll see.” He now felt the fatigue that he had fought off for so long, and he sank down to the damp floor. He sat against

         the wall next to the chest, facing the stairway. “If we awake in Long Kesh…”

      


      “My fault. All right? Go to sleep.”


      Flynn drifted off into fitful periods of sleep, opening his eyes once to see Maureen, wrapped in the blanket, lying on the

         floor beside him. He awoke again when he heard the casket bottom swing down and strike the wall of the passageway. He jumped

         up and stood at the entrance to the passage. In a shaft of light from the crypt he could see the coffin floor hanging, its

         grotesque mockery of a dead man stuck to it like a lizard on a wall.

      


      The torso of a man appeared: black shoes, black trousers, the Roman collar, then the face of Father Donnelly. He held a tea

         tray high above his head as he made his way. “They were here and they’re gone.”

      


      Flynn moved down the passageway and took the tray that the priest passed to him. Father Donnelly closed the coffin, and they

         walked into the chamber, Flynn placing the tray on a small wooden table.

      


      Father Donnelly looked around the chamber the way a host examines a guest room. He stared at Maureen’s sleeping figure, then

         turned to Flynn. “So, you blew up a sixer, did you? Rather daring, I’d say.”

      


      Flynn didn’t answer.


      “Well, anyway, they traced you as far as the McGloughlin farm up the lane. Good, loyal Ulstermen, the McGloughlins. Solid

         Presbyterians. Family came over from Scotland with Cromwell’s army. Another three hundred years and they’ll think this is

         their country. How’s the lady?”

      


      Flynn knelt beside her. “Sleeping.” He touched her forehead. “Feverish.”


      “There’s some penicillin tablets and an army aid kit along with the tea and bacon.” He took a small bottle from his pocket.

         “And some Dunphy’s, if you’ve the need of it.”

      


      Flynn took the bottle. “Rarely have I needed it more.” He uncorked it and took a long drink.


      Father Donnelly found two footstools, pulled them to the table, and sat. “Let her sleep. I’ll take tea with you.”


      Flynn sat and watched the priest go through the fussy motions of a man who took food and drink seriously. “Who was here?”

         asked Flynn.

      


      “The Brits and the RUCs. As usual the RUCs wanted to tear the place apart, but a British army officer restrained them. A Major

         Martin. Know him, do you? Yes, he’s quite infamous. Anyway, they all played their roles wonderfully.”

      


      “I’m glad everyone had a good time. I’m only sorry I had to waken everyone so early.”


      “You know, lad, it’s as if the participants in this war secretly appreciate each other. The excitement is not entirely unwelcome.”


      Flynn looked at the priest. Here was one man, at least, who didn’t lie about it. “Can we get out of here?” he asked as he

         sipped the hot tea.

      


      “You’ll have to wait until they clear out of the hedgerows. Binoculars, you understand. Two days at least. Leave at night,

         of course.

      


      “Doesn’t everyone travel at night?”


      The priest laughed. “Ah, Mister…”


      “Cocharan.”


      “Whatever. When will this all stop?”


      “When the British leave and the northern six counties are reunited with the southern twenty-six.”


      The priest put down his teacup. “Not true, my boy. The real desire of the IRA, the most secret dark desire of the Catholics,

         no matter what we all say about living in peace after the reunification, is to deport all the Protestants back to England,

         Scotland, and Wales. Send the McGloughlins back to a country they haven’t seen in three hundred years.”

      


      “That’s bloody rubbish.”


      The priest shrugged. “I don’t care personally, you understand. I only want you to examine your own heart.”


      Flynn leaned across the table. “Why are you in this? The Catholic clergy has never supported any Irish rebellion against the

         British. So why are you risking internment?”

      


      Father Donnelly stared down into his cup, then looked up at Flynn. “I don’t involve myself with any of the things that mean

         so much to you. I don’t care what your policy is or even what Church policy is. My only role here is to provide sanctuary.

         A haven in a country gone mad.”

      


      “To anyone? A murderer like me? Protestants? British troops?”


      “Anyone who asks.” He stood. “In this abbey was once an order of fifty monks. Now, only me.” He paused and looked down at

         Flynn. “This abbey has a limited future, Mr. Cocharan, but a very rich past.”

      


      “Like you and me, Father. But I hope not like our country.”


      The priest seemed not to hear him and went on. “This chamber was once the storage cellar of an ancient Celtic Bruidean house.

         You know the term?”

      


      “Yes, I think so.”


      “The House of the Hostages, it was called. A six-sided structure where six roads met. Coincidentally—or maybe not so—chapter

         houses are traditionally polygons, and the chapter house we passed through is built on these foundations.” He gestured above.

         “Here in the Bruidean a traveler or a fugitive could shelter from the cold, dark road, protected by tradition and the king’s

         law. The early Celts were not complete barbarians, after all.” He looked at Flynn, “So you see, you’ve come to the right place.”

      


      “And you’ve taken it upon yourself to combine a bit of paganism with Christian charity.”


      The priest smiled. “Irish Catholicism has always been a blend of paganism and Christianity. The early Christians after Patrick

         specifically built their churches on Druid holy spots such as this. I suspect early Christians burnt this Bruidean down, then

         constructed a crude church on its foundations. You can still see the charred foundation stones. Then the Vikings destroyed

         the original monastery, and the next one was destroyed by the English army when Cromwell passed through. This is the last

         abbey to be built here. The Protestant plantations took all the good land in Ireland, but the Catholics held on to most of

         the good church sites.”

      


      “What more could you want?”


      The priest regarded Flynn for a long time, then spoke softly. “You’d better wake the lady before the tea gets cold.”


      Flynn rose and crossed the floor to where Maureen was lying, knelt beside her, and shook her. “Tea.”


      She opened her eyes.


      He said, “Hold on to me.” He stood her up and helped her to his stool. “How are you feeling?”


      She looked around the candlelit room. “Better.”


      Flynn poured the tea, and Father Donnelly extracted a pill from a vial. “Take this.”


      She swallowed the pill and took some tea. “Did the British come?”


      The priest felt her forehead. “Came and went. In a few days you’ll be on your way.”


      She looked at him, He was so accepting of them, what they were and what they had done. She felt disreputable. Whenever her

         life was revealed to people not in the movement, she felt not proud but ashamed, and that was not the way it was supposed

         to be. “Can you help us?”

      


      “I am, dear. Drink your tea.”


      “No, I mean can you help us… get out of this?”


      The priest nodded. “I see. Yes, I can help you if you want. It’s rather easy, you know.”


      Flynn seemed impatient. “Father, save souls on your own time. I need some sleep. Thank you for everything.”


      “You’re quite welcome.”


      “Could you do one more favor for us? I’ll give you a number to call. Tell the person who answers where we are. Tell them that

         Brian and Maureen need help. Let me know what they say.”

      


      “I’ll use a phone in the village in case this one is tapped.”


      Flynn smiled appreciatively. “If I’ve seemed a bit abrupt—”


      “Don’t let it trouble you.” He repeated the number Flynn gave him, turned, and disappeared into the narrow passageway.


      Flynn took the bottle of Dunphy’s from the table and poured some in Maureen’s teacup. She shook her head impatiently. “Not

         with the penicillin, Brian.”

      


      He looked at her. “We’re not getting along, are we?”


      “I’m afraid not.”


      He nodded. “Well, let’s have a look at the nick, then.”


      She stood slowly, pulled her wet sweater over her head, and dropped it on the stool. Flynn saw that she was in pain as she

         unhooked her bloodied bra, but he didn’t offer to help. He took a candle from the table and examined the wound, a wide gash

         running along the outside of her right breast and passing under her armpit. An inch to the left and she would have been dead.

         “Just a graze, really.”

      


      “I know.”


      “The important thing is that you won’t need a doctor.” The wound was bleeding again from the movement of her undressing, and

         he could see that it had bled and coagulated several times already. “It’s going to hurt a bit.” He dressed the wound while

         she stood with her arm raised. “Lie down and wrap yourself in the blanket.”

      


      She lay down and stared at him in the flickering light. She was cold, wet, and feverish. Her whole side ached, and the food

         had made her nauseous, though she was very thirsty. “We live like animals, licking our wounds, cut off from humanity… from…”

      


      “God? But don’t settle for this second-class Popish nonsense, Maureen. Join the Church of England—then you’ll have your God,

         your respectability, and you can sit over tea with the Ladies’ Auxiliary and complain about the IRA’s latest outrage.”

      


      She closed her eyes, and tears ran down her cheeks.


      When he saw that she was sleeping, he took the cup of Dunphy’s and drained it, then began walking around the cellar. He examined

         the walls again and saw the scorch marks. How many times had this place been put to the torch? What made this location holy

         to both the Druids and the Christians? What spirit lived here in the heart of the earth? He carried a candle to the wooden

         chest and studied it. After some time he reached out and lifted the lid.

      


      Inside he saw fragments of limestone that bore ancient Celtic inscriptions and a few unidentifiable pieces of metal, bronze,

         rusted iron. He pushed some of the objects aside, revealing a huge oval ring crusted with verdigris. He slipped it on his

         ring finger. It was large, but it stayed on his finger well enough. He clenched his fist and studied the ring. It bore a crest,

         and through the tarnish he could make out Celtic writing around a crudely molded bearded face.

      


      He rubbed his fingers over the ring and wiped away some of the encrustation. The crude face stared back at him like a child’s

         rendering of a particularly fearsome man. He felt dizzy and sensed his legs buckling under him. He was aware of hitting the

         floor. Then he blacked out.

      


   

      CHAPTER 4
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      Brian Flynn woke to find a face staring down at him.


      “It’s noon,” said Father Donnelly. “I’ve brought you some lunch.”


      Flynn focused on the ruddy face of the old man. He saw that the priest was staring at the ring on his finger. He got to his

         feet and looked around. Maureen was sitting at the table wearing a new pullover and eating from a steaming bowl. The priest

         had been there for some time, and that annoyed him. He walked over and sat opposite her. “Feeling better?”

      


      “Much.”


      Father Donnelly pulled up a stool. “Would you mind if I joined you?”


      “It’s your food and your table,” said Flynn.


      The priest smiled. “One never gets used to dining alone.”


      Flynn took a spoon. “Why don’t they send you a… monk or something?” He took a spoonful of stew.


      “There’s a lay brother who does the caretaking, but he’s on leave.” He leaned forward. “I see you’ve found the treasure of

         Whitehorn Abbey.”

      


      Flynn continued to eat as he spoke. “Sorry. Couldn’t resist the temptation.”


      “That’s all right.”


      Maureen looked up. “What are we talking about, please?”


      Flynn slipped off the ring, passed it to her, and motioned toward the opened chest.


      She examined the ring, then passed it to Father Donnelly. “It’s an extraordinary ring.”


      Father Donnelly toyed with the ring. “Extraordinarily large, in any case.”


      Flynn poured a bottle of Guinness into a glass. “Where did it come from?”


      The priest shook his head. “The last abbot said it was always here with the other things in that box. It may have been excavated

         here during one of the rebuildings. Perhaps under this floor.”

      


      Flynn stared at the ring in the priest’s hand. “Pre-Christian?”


      “Yes. Pagan. If you want a romantic story, it is said that it was a warrior king’s ring. More specifically, Fenian. It’s certainly

         a man’s ring, and no average man at that.”

      


      Flynn nodded. “Why not MacCumail’s ring? Or Dermot’s?”


      “Why not, indeed? Who would dare wear a ring larger than this?”


      Flynn smiled. “You’ve a pagan streak in you, Father. Didn’t Saint Patrick consign the departed Fenians to hell? What was their

         crime, then, that they must spend eternity in hell?”

      


      “No crime. Just born at the wrong time.” He smiled. “Like many of us.”


      “Right.” Flynn liked a priest who could laugh at his dogma.


      The priest leaned across the table. “When Oisin, son of Finn MacCumail, returned from the Land of Perpetual Youth, he found

         Ireland Christian. The brave warrior was confused, sad. Oisin rejected the ordered Christian society and longed with nostalgia

         for the untamed lustiness of old Erin. If he or his father, Finn MacCumail, came into Ulster today, they would be overjoyed

         at this Christian warfare. And they would certainly recognize the new pagans among us.”

      


      “Meaning me?”


      Maureen poured tea into three mugs. “He’s talking to you, Brian, isn’t he?”


      Father Donnelly rose. “I’ll take my tea in the refectory.”


      Maureen Malone rose, too. “Don’t leave.”


      “I really must.” His demeanor had changed from paternal to businesslike. He looked at Flynn. “Your friends want you to stay

         here for two more days. They’ll contact me and let me know the plan. Any reply?”

      


      Flynn shook his head. “No.”


      Maureen looked at Flynn, then at Father Donnelly. “I have a reply. Tell them I want safe passage to Dublin, a hundred pounds,

         and a work visa for the south.”

      


      The priest nodded. He turned to go, hesitated, and came back. He placed the ring on the small table. “Mister…”


      “Cocharan.”


      “Yes. Take this ring.”


      “Why?”


      “Because you want it and I don’t.”


      “It’s a valuable relic.”


      “So are you.”


      “I won’t ask you what you mean by that.” He stood and looked hard at the priest, then took the ring from the table and placed

         it on his finger. Several new thoughts were forming in his mind, but he had no one to share them with. “Thank you.” He looked

         at the ring. “Any curse attached to it that I should know about?”

      


      The priest replied, “You should assume there is.”


      He looked at the two people standing before him. “I can’t approve of the way you live your lives, but I find it painful to

         see a love dying. Any love, anywhere in this unloving country.” He turned and made his way out of the cellar.

      


      Flynn knew that Maureen had been talking to the priest while he’d been sleeping. He was having difficulty dealing with all

         that had happened in so short a time. Belfast, the old lady and the abbey, a priest who used pagan legends to make Christian

         statements, Maureen’s aloofness. He was clearly not in control. He stood motionless for a time, then turned toward her. “I’d

         like you to reconsider about Dublin.”

      


      She looked down and shook her head.


      “I’m asking you to stay… not only because I… What I mean is…”


      “I know what you mean. Once in, never out. I’m not afraid of them.”


      “You should be. I can’t protect you—”


      “I’m not asking you to.” She looked at him. “We’re both better off.”


      “You’re probably right. You understand these things better than I.”


      She knew that tone of voice. Remote. Sarcastic. The air in the cellar felt dense, oppressive. Church or not, the place made

         her uneasy. She thought about the coffin through which they had entered this hole, and that had been a little like dying.

         When she came out again she wanted to leave behind every memory of the place, every thought of the war. She looked at the

         ring on his hand. “Leave the damned thing here.”

      


      “I’m not only taking the ring, Maureen, I’m taking the name as well.”


      “What name?”


      “I need a new code name… Finn MacCumail.”


      She almost laughed. “In any other country they’d treat you for megalomania. In Northern Ireland they’ll find you quite normal,

         Brian.”

      


      “But I am normal.”


      “Not bloody likely.”


      He looked at her in the dim candlelight. He thought he had never seen anyone so lovely, and he realized that he hadn’t thought

         of her in that way for a long time. Now she was flushed with the expectation of new beginnings, not to mention the flush of

         fever that reddened her cheeks and caused her eyes to burn bright. “You may well be right.”

      


      “About your being a lunatic?”


      “Well, that too.” He smiled at the small shared joke. “But I meant about you going off to Dublin.”


      “I’m sorry.”


      “Don’t be. I’m only sorry I can’t go with you.”


      “Perhaps, Brian, some day you’ll get tired of this.”


      “Not bloody likely.”


      “No.”


      “Well, I’ll miss you.”


      “I hope so,” she said.


      He stayed silent for a moment, then said, “I still don’t know if we can trust him.”


      “He’s a saint, for God’s sake, Brian. Take him for what he appears to be.”


      “He appears different to me. Something odd about him. Anyway, we’re not home free yet.”


      “I know.”


      “If anything happens and I don’t have time to make a proper parting… well…”


      “You’ve had time enough over the years to say what you felt. Time wasn’t the problem. Tea?”


      “Yes, please.”


      They sat silently, drinking their tea.


      Flynn put down his cup. “Your sister…”


      She shook her head. “Sheila is beyond our help.”


      “Maybe not.”


      “I don’t want to see anyone else killed….”


      “There are other ways….” He lapsed into silence, then said, “The keys to the jails of Ulster are in America.”


      A month later, when spring was firmly planted in the countryside and three weeks after Maureen Malone left for Dublin, Brian

         Flynn hired a car and went out to the abbey to thank Father Donnelly and to ask him about possible help in the future.

      


      He found all the gates to the abbey locked, and no one answered any of the pull bells. A farmer riding by on a cart told him

         that the abbey was looked after by villagers employed by the diocese. And that no one had lived there for many years.

      


   

      Book II
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      New York


      English, Scotchmen, Jews, do well in Ireland—Irishmen, never; even the patriot has to leave Ireland to get a hearing.


      George Moore,


      Ave(Overture)

      


   

      CHAPTER 5
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      Brian Flynn, dressed in the black clothing and white collar of a Roman Catholic priest, stood in the dim morning light near

         the south transept entrance to St. Patrick’s Cathedral. He carried a small parcel wrapped in white paper decorated with green

         shamrocks. A few older women and two men stood at the base of the steps near him, huddled against the cold.

      


      One of the two large transept doors swung open, and the head of a sexton appeared and nodded. The small crowd mounted the

         steps and passed through the side vestibule, then entered the Cathedral. Brian Flynn followed.

      


      Inside the Cathedral, Flynn kneeled at the communion rail. The raised marble area, the altar sanctuary, was decked with fields

         of green carnations, and he studied the festive decorations. It had been four years since he had left Whitehorn Abbey; four

         years since he had seen her. Today he would see her again, for the last time.

      


      He rose and turned toward the front of the Cathedral, slipping his right hand into his black overcoat pocket to feel the cold

         steel of the automatic pistol.

      


      Father Timothy Murphy left his room in the rectory and made his way to the underground passage between the rectory and the

         Cathedral. At the end of a corridor he came to a large paneled door and opened it, then stepped into a dark room and turned

         on a wall switch. Soft lights glowed in the marble-vaulted sacristy.

      


      He walked to the priests’ chapel in the rear of the sacristy and knelt, directing his prayers to St. Patrick, whose feast

         day it was, and asking as he did every year for peace in Northern Ireland, his native land. He asked also for good weather

         for the parade and a peaceful and relatively sober day in his adopted city.

      


      He rose, crossed the sacristy, mounted a short flight of marble stairs, and unlocked a pair of brass gates. He rolled the

         gates back on their tracks into the marble archway, then continued up the steps.

      


      On the first landing he stopped and peered through a barred door into the crypt that contained the remains of the past archbishops

         of New York. A soft yellow light burned somewhere in the heart of the crypt.

      


      The staircase split in two directions on the landing, and he took the flight to the left. He came around the altar and walked

         toward the high pulpit. He mounted the curving stone steps and stood beneath the bronze canopy high above the pews.

      


      The Cathedral spread out before him, covering an entire city block. The lighter spots of the towering stained-glass windows—the

         flesh tones of faces and hands—picked up the early morning light, changing the focus of the scenes from the Scriptures depicted

         on them in a way that their artisans never intended. Disembodied heads and limbs stared out of the cobalt blues and fiery

         reds, looking more damned than saved.

      


      Father Murphy turned away from the windows and peered down at the worshipers. A dozen people were widely scattered over the

         length and breadth of this massive-columned house, none of them with any companion but God. He lifted his eyes toward the

         great choir loft over the front portals. The large pipe organ rose up like a miniature cathedral, its thousands of brass pipes

         soaring like spires against the diffused light of the massive rose window above them.

      


      From his pocket Father Murphy drew his typed sermon and laid it over the open pages of the lectionary, then adjusted the microphone

         upward. He checked his watch. Six-forty. Twenty minutes until Mass.

      


      Satisfied with these small details, he looked up again and noticed a tall priest standing beside the altar of St. Brigid.

         He didn’t recognize the man, but St. Patrick’s would be filled with visiting priests on this day; in fact, the priest appeared

         to be sightseeing, taking in the wide expanses of the Cathedral. A country bumpkin, thought Murphy, just as he himself had

         been years before. Yet there was something self-assured about the man’s bearing. He seemed to be not awed but critical, as

         though he were considering buying the place but was unhappy with some of the appointments.

      


      Father Murphy came down from the pulpit. He studied the bouquets of green-dyed carnations, then snapped one off and stuck

         it in the lapel of his coat as he descended the steps of the altar sanctuary and walked down the center aisle. In the large

         vestibule under the bell tower he came within a dozen feet of the tall priest, that area of space within which greeting had

         to be made. He paused, then smiled, “Good morning, Father.”

      


      The tall priest stared. “Morning.”


      Father Murphy considered extending his hand, but the other priest had his right hand deep in his overcoat pocket and held

         a gift-wrapped box under his other arm. Murphy passed by the priest and crossed the cold stone vestibule to the front door.

         He drew the floor bolt, then pushed the door open and stepped out to the front steps of the Cathedral. His clear blue eyes

         drifted across Fifth Avenue and upward to the top of the International Building in Rockefeller Center. A glint of sunlight

         reflected from the bronze work of the building. It was going to be a sunny day for the Irish, a great day for the Irish.

      


      He looked to his right. Approaching from the north was a vehicle with flashing yellow lights. Hissing noises emanated from

         it as it drew opposite the Cathedral. Murphy saw the stream of Kelly-green paint coming from the rear of the machine, drawing

         a line down the middle of Fifth Avenue and covering the white traffic line.

      


      His eyes focused on the huge bronze statue of Atlas—facing him from across the street in front of the International Building—holding

         up the world in a classic pose, heroic but pagan. He had never liked that statue—it mocked his church. Rockefeller Center

         itself mocked his church, its gray masonry buildings a colossal monument to the ego of one man, soaring above the marble spires

         of the Cathedral.

      


      He stared at the naked physique of the god opposite him and was reminded of the tall priest in the Cathedral.


      Brian Flynn moved to an arched oak door in a wall of the vestibule below the bell tower, opened it, and stepped into a small

         elevator. He pushed the only button on the panel, and the elevator rose. Flynn stepped out into the choir practice room, walked

         through it into the choir loft, and stood at the parapet rail.

      


      Flynn looked beyond the sea of wooden pews toward the raised altar, its bronze work bathed in soft illumination and its marble

         gleaming from unseen light sources. White statuary reflected the ambient lighting and seemed—as it was supposed to seem—ethereal

         and animated. The statue of St. Patrick opposite the pulpit appeared to be looking up at him. Behind the carnation-decked

         altar was the rounded apse that held the Lady Chapel, the tall, slender, stained-glass windows alight with the rising sun.

         The fifteen altars that stood on the periphery of the Cathedral were aglow with votive candles.

      


      If the intention was to awe, to mystify, to diminish man in the face of God, then this Gothic structure accomplished its purpose

         very well. What masters of suspense and mystery these Catholics were, Flynn thought, what incredible manipulators of physical

         reality and, hence, inner reality. Bread and wine into flesh and blood, indeed. Yet inside this Cathedral the years of childhood

         programming had their effect, and his thinking was involved with too many forgotten emotions. Outside the Church was a world

         that didn’t diminish him or play tricks with his mind and eyes. He gave the Cathedral a last look, then made his way to a

         small door off the choir loft and opened it.

      


      A rush of cold air hit him, and he shivered as he stepped into the bell tower. When his eyes had adjusted to the darkness

         he moved forward and found a spiral staircase with handrails in the center of the tower and began to climb, steadying himself

         with one hand and holding the parcel with the other.

      


      The tower was dark, but translucent glass let in a grayish light. Flynn could see his breath as he climbed. The stairs gave

         way to ladders, and the ladders became shakier at each succeeding landing. He wondered if anyone ever came up here; he couldn’t

         imagine why they would. He stopped to catch his breath on a landing below what he believed to be the first bell room.

      


      He saw some movement to his right and drew his pistol. He walked in a crouch toward the movement, but it was only the straps

         of the bells hanging down the wall in a sinister fashion, swaying in the drafts as they passed through a hole in the landing.

      


      He looked around. The place was eerie. The diffused light added to the effect, and the sounds of the surrounding city were

         changed into odd noises that seemed to come from the tower itself. The draft was eerie also because he couldn’t quite tell

         from which direction it came. It seemed to come from some hidden respiratory organ belonging to the Cathedral itself—in a

         way, the secret breath of St. Patrick’s—or St. Patrick himself. Yet he felt somehow that this breath was not sanctified and

         that there was an evil about the place, He had felt that in Whitehorn Abbey, and afterward realized that what the faithful

         took to be the presence of the Holy Spirit was something quite different for the faithless.

      


      He tried to light a cigarette, but the matches would not stay lit. The brief light illuminated the small, polygon-shaped chamber

         of the tower, and again his thoughts were drawn back to the subbasement of Whitehorn’s chapter house. He rubbed his hand over

         the large ring that he still wore. He thought of Maureen and pictured her as he had last seen her in that basement: frightened,

         sick, saddened at their parting. He wondered what her first words to him would be after these four years.

      


      He looked at his watch. In ten minutes the bells would ring the Angelus, and if he were near them he would be deafened. He

         mounted the ladder and ascended. He had an impulse to shout a blasphemy up into the dark tower to rouse those spirits in their

         aerie, to tell them that Finn MacCumail was approaching and to make way.

      


      The ladder reached into the first bell room, which held three of the Cathedral’s nineteen cast-bronze bells hanging from a

         crossbeam. Flynn checked his watch again. Eight minutes to seven. Setting a flashlight on a crossbeam, he worked swiftly to

         unwrap the package, exposing a black metal box. He found the electrical wire that led to the utility work light fixed on the

         beam and cut the wire, connecting each end to terminals in the metal box. He set an electrical timer on the box to 5:00 P.M.,

         then pulled the chain of the utility light. The bell room was partially illuminated, revealing the accumulated dust and cobwebs

         of a century, and the timer began ticking loudly in the still room.

      


      He touched one of the bronze bells and felt its coldness, thinking that today might be the last day New York would hear it.


   

      CHAPTER 6
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      Maureen Malone stood naked in front of the full-length door mirror, cold water clinging to her face and shoulders and glistening

         in the harsh bathroom light. Her hand moved to her right breast, and she felt the cold, jagged flesh along the side of it.

         She stared at the purple gash. God, the damage a tiny bullet could do. She had once considered plastic surgery, but the wound

         went down into her soul where no surgeon’s hands could reach it.

      


      She took a hotel bath towel, wrapped herself in it, and stepped into the bedroom. She walked slowly across the thick carpet,

         parted the heavy drapery, and looked out into the city from the forty-second floor of the Waldorf’s north tower.

      


      She tried to focus on the lights a few at a time. Strings of highway and bridge lamps cut across the waterways and flatlands

         around the island, and the island itself was jammed with incredibly huge buildings. She scanned the buildings closest to her

         and saw the Cathedral laid out in the shape of a cross, bathed in a cold blue light. The apse faced her, and the entrance

         was on a wide avenue. It’s twin spires rose gracefully amid the rectangular hulks around it, and she could see traffic moving

         on many of the city’s streets, an incredible thing at that hour, she thought.

      


      The lights of the city blurred in her eyes, and her mind wandered back to the dinner in the Empire Room downstairs where she

         had been a speaker. What had she told those ladies and gentlemen of Amnesty International? That she was there for the living

         and dead of Ireland. What was her mission? they asked. To convince the British to release the men and women interned in Northern Ireland under the Special Powers Act.

         After that, and only after that, would her former comrades-in-arms talk peace.

      


      The newspapers had said that her appearance on the steps of St. Patrick’s Cathedral on the saint’s feast day, with Sir Harold

         Baxter, the British Consul General in New York, would be a historical precedent. Never had a Cardinal allowed anyone remotely

         political to stand with him on the steps on this day. The political types mounted the steps, she was told, saluted the Prince

         of the Church and his entourage, then rejoined the parade and marched to the reviewing stands fourteen blocks farther north.

         But Maureen Malone, ex-IRA terrorist, had been invited. Hadn’t Jesus forgiven Mary Magdalene? the Cardinal had asked her.

         Wasn’t this what Christ’s message was all about? She didn’t know if she liked the comparison with that famous whore, but the

         Cardinal had seemed so sincere.

      


      Sir Harold Baxter, she knew, was as uncomfortable with the arrangement as she was, but he could not have accepted without

         the approval of his Foreign Office, so that at least was a breakthrough. Peace initiatives, unlike war initiatives, always

         had such small, meek, tentative beginnings.

      


      She felt a sudden chill by the window and shivered. Her eyes went back to the blue-lit Cathedral. She tried to envision how

         the day would end but couldn’t, and this frightened her. Another chill, a different kind, ran down her spine. Once in, never out.


      Somehow she knew Brian Flynn was close, and she knew he would not let her get away with this.


      Terri O’Neal woke to the sound of early morning traffic coming through the second-story window. She sat up slowly in the bed.

         A streetlight outside the window partially illuminated the room. The man next to her—Dan, yes, Dan—turned his head and stared

         at her. She could see that his eyes were clear, unclouded by either drink or sleep. She suspected that he had been awake for

         some time, and this made her uneasy, but she didn’t know why. “Maybe I should get going. Work today.”

      


      He sat up and held her arm. “No work today. You’re going to the parade. Remember?”


      His voice, a light brogue, was not husky with sleep. He had been awake—and how did he know she wasn’t going to work today? She never told her pickups anything more than they had to

         know—in case it didn’t go well. “Are you going to work today?”

      


      “I am at work.” He laughed as he took a cigarette from the night table.


      She forced a smile, swung her legs out of bed, and stood. She felt his eyes taking in her figure as she walked to the big

         bay window and knelt in the window bench facing the street. She looked out. A lovely street. Sixty-something—off Fifth, a

         street of brownstone and granite town houses.

      


      She looked westward. A big police van was parked on the corner of Fifth, and across the street from it was a television truck.

         On the far side of the Avenue were the reviewing stands that had been assembled in front of the park.

      


      She looked directly below her. A long line of police scooters were angle-parked on the street. Dozens of helmeted police officers

         were milling about, blowing into their hands or drinking coffee. Their proximity made her feel better.

      


      She turned and sat facing the bed. She noticed that he had put on his jeans, but he was still sitting on the bed. She became

         apprehensive again, and her voice came out low and tremulous. “Who—who are you?”

      


      He got off the bed and walked to her. “I’m your lover of last evening, Mrs. O’Neal.” He stood directly in front of her, and

         she had to crane her neck to look up into his face.

      


      Terri O’Neal was frightened. This man did not act, look, or talk like a crazy—yet he was going to do something to her that

         she was not going to like. She was sure of that. She pulled free of his stare and turned her eyes slightly toward the side

         panel of the bay window. A loud scream would do it. She hoped to God it would do it.

      


      Dan Morgan didn’t follow her eyes, but he knew what was out there. “Not a peep, lass. Not a peep…”


      Reluctantly she swung her head back toward him and found herself staring into a big, black silencer at the end of a bigger

         black pistol. Her mouth went dry.

      


      “… or I’ll put a bullet through your pretty, dimpled kneecap.”


      It was several seconds before she could form a thought or a word, then she said softly, “What do you want?”


      “Just your company for a while.”


      “Company?” Her brain wasn’t taking in any of this.


      “You’re kidnapped, darlin’. Kidnapped.”


   

      CHAPTER 7
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      Detective Lieutenant Patrick Burke sat huddled against the cold dawn on the top riser of the reviewing stands and looked down

         into the Avenue. The freshly painted green line glistened in the thin sunlight, and policemen stepped carefully over it as

         they crossed the street.

      


      A bomb squad ambled through the risers picking up paper bags and bottles, none of them containing anything more lethal than

         the dregs of cheap wine. A bum lay covered with newspaper on the riser below him, undisturbed by the indulgent cops.

      


      Burke looked east into Sixty-fourth Street. Police motor scooters lined the street, and a WPIX television van had taken up

         position on the north corner. A police mobile headquarters van was parked on the south corner, and two policemen were connecting

         the van’s cables to an access opening at the base of a streetlamp.

      


      Burke lit a cigarette. In twenty years of intelligence work this scene had not changed nearly so much as everything else in

         his life had. He thought that even the bum might be the same.

      


      Burke glanced at his watch—five minutes to kill. He watched the uniformed patrolmen queue up to a PBA canteen truck for coffee.

         Someone at the back of the line was fortifying the cups of coffee with a dark liquid poured from a Coke bottle, like a priest,

         thought Burke, sprinkling holy water on the passing troops. It would be a long, hard day for the uniformed cops. Over a million

         people, Irish and otherwise, would crowd the sidewalks of Fifth Avenue and the bars and restaurants of midtown Manhattan.

         Surprisingly, for all the sound and fury of the day there had never been a serious political incident in over two centuries

         of St. Patrick’s days in New York. But Burke felt every year that it would happen, that it must happen eventually.

      


      The presence of the Malone woman in New York disturbed him. He had interviewed her briefly in the Empire Room of the Waldorf

         the previous evening. She seemed likable enough, pretty, too, and undaunted by his suggestion that someone might decide to

         murder her. She had probably become accustomed to threats on her life, he thought.

      


      The Irish were Burke’s specialty, and the Irish, he believed, were potentially the most dangerous group of all. But if they

         struck, would they pick this day? This day belonged to the Irish. The parade was their trooping of the colors, their showing of the green, necessary in those days when they

         were regarded as America’s first unwanted foreigners. He remembered a joke his grandfather used to tell, popular at the turn

         of the century: What is St. Patrick’s Day? It’s the day the Protestants and Jews look out the windows of their town houses

         on Fifth Avenue to watch their employees march by.

      


      What had begun as America’s first civil rights demonstration was now a reminder to the city—to the nation—that the Irish still

         existed as a force. This was the day that the Irish got to fuck up New York City, the day they turned Manhattan on its ear.

      


      Burke stood, stretched his big frame, then bounded down the rows of benches and jumped onto the sidewalk. He walked behind

         the stands until he came to an opening in the low stone wall that bordered Central Park, where he descended a flight of stone

         steps. In front of him rose the huge, castlelike Arsenal—actually a park administration building—flying, along with the American

         flag, the green, white, and orange tricolor of the Republic of Ireland. He circled around it to his right and came to a closed

         set of towering wrought-iron gates. Without much enthusiasm he climbed to the top of the gates, then dropped down into the

         zoo.

      


      The zoo was deserted and much darker than the Avenue. Ornate lamps cast a weak light over the paths and brick buildings. He

         proceeded slowly down the straight lane, staying in the shadows. As he walked he unholstered his service revolver and slipped

         it into his coat pocket, more as a precaution against muggers than professional assassins.

      


      The shadows of bare sycamores lay over the lane, and the smell of damp straw and animals hung oppressively in the cold, misty

         air. To his left seals were barking in their pool, and birds, captive and free, chirped and squawked in a blend of familiar

         and exotic sounds.

      


      Burke passed the brick arches that supported the Delacorte clock and peered into the shadows of the colonnade, but no one

         was there. He checked his watch against the clock. Ferguson was late or dead. He leaned against one of the clock arches and

         lit another cigarette. Around him he saw, to the east, south, and west, towering skyscrapers silhouetted against the dawn,

         crowded close to the black treelines like sheer cliffs around a rain forest basin.

      


      He heard the sound of soft footsteps behind him and turned, peering around the arch into the path that led to the Children’s

         Zoo deeper into the park.

      


      Jack Ferguson passed through a concrete tunnel and stepped into a pool of light, then stopped. “Burke?”


      “Over here.” Burke watched Ferguson approach. The man walked with a slight limp, his oversized vintage trench coat flapping

         with every step he took.

      


      Ferguson offered his hand and smiled, showing a set of yellowed teeth. “Good to see you, Patrick.”


      Burke took his hand. “How’s your wife, Jack?”


      “Poorly. Poorly, I’m afraid.”


      “Sorry to hear that. You’re looking a bit pale yourself.”


      Ferguson touched his face. “Am I? I should get out more.”


      “Take a walk in the park—when the sun’s up. Why are we meeting here, Jack?”


      “Oh God, the town’s full of Micks today, isn’t it? I mean we could be seen anywhere by anybody.”


      “I suppose.” Old revolutionaries, thought Burke, would wither and die without their paranoia and conspiracies. Burke pulled

         a small thermal flask from his coat. “Tea and Irish?”

      


      “Bless you.” Ferguson took it and drank, then handed it back as he looked around into the shadows. “Are you alone?”


      “Me, you, and the monkeys.” Burke took a drink and regarded Ferguson over the rim of the flask. Jack Ferguson was a genuine

         1930s City College Marxist whose life had been spent in periods of either fomenting or waiting for the revolution of the working

         classes. The historical tides that had swept the rest of the world since the war had left Jack Ferguson untouched and unimpressed.

         In addition he was a pacifist, a gentle man, though these seemingly disparate ideals never appeared to cause him any inner

         conflict. Burke held out the flask. “Another rip?”

      


      “No, not just yet.”


      Burke screwed the cap back on the Thermos as he studied Ferguson, who was nervously looking around him. Ferguson was a ranking

         officer in the Official Irish Republican Army, or whatever was left of it in New York, and he was as burnt out and moribund

         as the rest of that group of geriatrics. “What’s coming down today, Jack?”

      


      Ferguson took Burke’s arm and looked up into his face. “The Fenians ride again, my boy.”


      “Really? Where’d they get the horses?”


      “No joke, Patrick. A renegade group made up mostly from the Provos in Ulster. They call themselves the Fenians.”


      Burke nodded. He had heard of them. “They’re here? In New York?”


      “Afraid so.”


      “For what purpose?”


      “I couldn’t say, exactly. But they’re up to mischief.”


      “Are your sources reliable?”


      “Very.”


      “Are these people into violence?”


      “In the vernacular of the day, yes, they’re into violence.


      Into it up to their asses. They’re murderers, arsonists, and bombers. The cream of the Provisional IRA. Between them they’ve

         leveled most of downtown Belfast, and they’re responsible for hundreds of deaths. A bad lot.”

      


      “Sounds like it, doesn’t it? What do they do on weekends?”


      Ferguson lit a cigarette with unsteady hands. “Let’s sit awhile.”


      Burke followed him toward a bench facing the ape house. As he walked he watched the man in front of him. If ever there was

         a man more anachronistic, more quixotic than Jack Ferguson, he had never met him. Yet Ferguson had somehow survived in that

         netherworld of leftist politics and had even survived a murder attempt—or an assassination attempt, as Ferguson would have

         corrected him. And he was unusually reliable in these matters. The Marxist-oriented Officials distrusted the breakaway Provisionals

         and vice versa. Each side still had people in the opposite camp, and they were the best sources of information about each

         other. The only common bond they shared was a deep hate for the English and a policy of hands-off-America. Burke sat next

         to Ferguson. “The IRA has not committed acts of violence in America since the Second World War,” Burke recited the conventional

         wisdom, “and I don’t think they’re ready to now.”

      


      “That’s true of the Officials, certainly, and even the Provisionals, but not of these Fenians.”


      Burke said nothing for a long time, then asked, “How many?”


      Ferguson chain-lit a cigarette. “At least twenty, maybe more.”


      “Armed?”


      “Not when they left Belfast, of course, but there are people here who would help them.”


      “Target?”


      “Who knows? No end of targets today. Hundreds of politicians in the reviewing stands, in the parade. People on the steps of

         the Cathedral. Then, of course, there’s the British Consulate, British Airways, the Irish Tourist Board, the Ulster Trade

         Delegation, the—”

      


      “All right. I’ve got a list too.” Burke watched a gorilla with red, burning eyes peering at them through the bars of the ape

         house. The animal seemed interested in them, turning its head whenever they spoke. “Who are the leaders of these Fenians?”

      


      “A man who calls himself Finn MacCumail.”


      “What’s his real name?”


      “I may know this afternoon. MacCumail’s lieutenant is John Hickey, code name Dermot.”


      “Hickey’s dead.”


      “No, he’s living right here in New Jersey. He must be close to eighty by now.”


      Burke had never met Hickey, but Hickey’s career in the IRA was so long and so blood-splattered that he was mentioned in history

         books. “Anything else?”

      


      “No, that’s it for now.”


      “Where can we meet later?”


      “Call me at home every hour starting at noon. If you don’t reach me, meet me back here on the terrace of the restaurant at

         four-thirty… unless, of course, whatever is to happen has already happened. In that case I’ll be out of town for a while.”

      


      Burke nodded. “What can I do for you?”


      Ferguson acted both surprised and indifferent, the way he always did at this point. “Do? Oh, well… let’s see…. How’s the

         special fund these days?”

      


      “I can get a few hundred.”


      “Fine. Things are a bit tight with us.”


      Burke didn’t know if he was referring to himself and his wife or his organization. Probably both. “I’ll try for more.”


      “As you wish. The money isn’t so important. What is important is that you avoid bloodshed, and that the department knows we’re

         helping you. And that no one else knows it.”

      


      “That’s the way we’ve always done it.”


      Ferguson stood and put out his hand. “Good-bye, Patrick. Erin go bragh.”

      


      Burke stood and took Ferguson’s hand. “Do what you can, Jack, but be careful.”


      Burke watched Ferguson limp away down the path and disappear under the clock. He felt very chilled and took a drink from his

         flask. The Fenians ride again. He had an idea that this St. Patrick’s Day would be the most memorable of all.

      


   

      CHAPTER 8


      [image: art]


      Maureen Malone put down her teacup and let her eyes wander around the hotel breakfast room.


      “Would you like anything else?” Margaret Singer, Secretary of Amnesty International, smiled at her from across the table.


      “No, thank you—” She almost added ma’am but caught herself. Three years as a revolutionary didn’t transform a lifetime of

         inbred deference.

      


      Next to Margaret Singer sat Malcolm Hull, also of Amnesty. And across the round table sat a man introduced only as Peter who

         had his back to the wall and faced the main entrance to the dining room. He neither ate nor smiled but drank black coffee.

         Maureen knew the type.

      


      The fifth person at the table was recently arrived and quite unexpected: Sir Harold Baxter, British Consul General. He had

         come, he said frankly, to break the ice so there would be no awkwardness when they met on the steps of the Cathedral. The

         British, reflected Maureen, were so civilized, polite, and practical. It made one sick, really.

      


      Sir Harold poured a cup of coffee and smiled at her. “Will you be staying on awhile?”


      She forced herself to look into his clear gray eyes. He looked no more than forty, but his hair was graying at the temples.

         He was undeniably good-looking. “I think I’ll go on to Belfast tonight.”

      


      His smile never faded. “Not a good idea, actually. London or even Dublin would be better.”


      She smiled back at his words. Translation: After today they’ll surely murder you in Belfast. She didn’t think he cared personally

         if the IRA murdered her, but his government must have decided she was useful. Her voice was cool. “When the Famine killed

         a million and a half Irish, it also scattered as many throughout the English-speaking world, and among these Irish are always

         a few IRA types. If I’m to die by their bullets, I’d rather it be in Belfast than anywhere else.”

      


      No one said anything for a few seconds, then Sir Harold spoke. “Certainly you overestimate the strength of these people outside

         of Ulster. Even in the south, the Dublin government has outlawed them—”

      


      “The Dublin government, Sir Harold, are a bunch of British lackeys.” There. She had really broken the ice now. “The only hope

         for the Catholics of the six counties—or Ulster, as you call it—has become the Irish Republican Army—not London or Dublin

         or Washington. Northern Ireland needs an alternative to the IRA, so Northern Ireland is where I must be.”

      


      Harold Baxter’s eyes grew weary. He was sick to death of this problem but felt it his duty to respond. “And you are the alternative?”


      “I’m searching for an alternative to the killing of innocent civilians.”


      Harold Baxter put on his best icy stare. “But not British soldiers? Tell me, why would Ulster Catholics wish to unite with

         a nation governed by British lackeys?”

      


      Her response was quick, as his had been. They both knew their catechism. “I think a people would rather be governed by their

         own incompetent politicians than by foreign incompetents.”

      


      Baxter sat back and pressed his palms together. “Please don’t forget the two-thirds of the Ulster population who are Protestant

         and who consider Dublin, not London, to be a foreign capital.”

      


      Maureen Malone’s face grew red. “That bunch of Bible-toting bigots does not recognize any allegiance except money. They’d

         throw you over in a second if they thought they could handle the Catholics themselves. Every time they sing ‘God Save the

         Queen’ in their silly Orange Lodges, they wink at each other. They think the English are decadent and the Irish Catholics

         are lazy drunks. They are certain they are the chosen people. And they’ve guiled you into thinking they’re your loyal subjects.” She realized that she had raised

         her voice and took a deep breath, then fixed Baxter with a cold stare to match his own. “English blood and the Crown’s money

         keep Belfast’s industry humming—don’t you feel like fools, Sir Harold?”

      


      Harold Baxter placed his napkin on the table. “Her Majesty’s government would no more abandon one million subjects—loyal or

         disloyal—in Ulster than they would abandon Cornwall or Surrey, madam.” He stood. “If this makes us fools, so be it. Excuse

         me.” He turned and headed toward the door.

      


      Maureen stared after him, then turned toward her host and hostess. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have picked an argument with him.”
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