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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	A Missing Person’s Story

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	How long have they kept me chained to the damn wall? I am scared now. I try to move my arm to ease the weight of the chain. Never in my worst nightmare could I have imagined my life would end like this, in a derelict factory on the outskirts of Lima. I am groggy and very thirsty. I have been here one night, or is it two? 

	The Lima sky should be visible but no sign of it. The floor above has windows. I saw light once or twice. Part of the floor has crumbled away. It’s not the stability of the building that worries me, nor even the rats that peer over the edge of the damaged floor/ceiling checking on their future food supply. By the time they come for me, I would be long dead. They run through the walls as well. I think of poor Callum, what became of him? No, what worries me is the men that brought me to this old disused complex on the drive through the city from Miraflores. They had proved their capacity for limited violence. They were acting under orders if the orders changed their violence would increase. Who was behind this? What did they want from me? 

	There was the fat sweaty one in the filthy old white vest, the little guy with the mean looking face who grinned through his yellow teeth, or the tall dark leader, he was the one who made the least noise, but he was in charge. Their rough treatment of us did not concern him as they threw me into the old white van to join Callum. They looked for all the world like they had walked off central casting, ‘South American criminal drugs cartel.’ There was nothing funny about this abduction. None of my friends or relatives had ransom money. This wasn’t about money; it was about her. 

	I had not seen Callum since yesterday. He lay near me, moaning in pain. They must have roughed him up in the van more than they did me, yet he put up no fight. I kicked ‘Yellow Teeth’ on the shin and in the stomach, and it was gratifying. Of course, he beat the crap out of me in the van while ‘Vest’ held.me. After a few blows, the leader signalled enough. Yellow teeth made it clear it wasn’t enough for him and there would be another chance to repay me. I wanted to say, ‘Listen pal, you are a kidnapper. A career like that comes with no conditions of service, no benefits, no pension or paid annual leave. If you grab people against their will some of us do not like it, live with it.’ I said nothing. Callum came into my head. He was in no position or condition to fight with anyone. Where was he, what had they done to him? 

	The worst part was the weight of the chains around my wrist. Why didn’t they use plastic ties like all modern terrorists or spy agencies? These men took me to this dilapidated old warehouse. They came back yesterday to bring me water, food, and use of the toilet. The dirtiest, grubbiest, most run-down toilet I have ever seen or smelt. I will fight them when they return. 

	Winston had schooled me well back in the old City Centre boxing gym. These guys would experience pain before…. before they killed me. I got angry and someone had to pay. Who got me into this? Charley Mackensie? No, it was down to me chasing halfway around the world in pursuit of —of what, a dream, a myth, who knows? 

	Charlotte Isobel Mackensie was born on May 10, 1952, at Perth Royal Infirmary. She was the only daughter of Hamish, an Assistant Bank Manager in the town, and Fiona, a teacher at Perth Academy. Hamish maintained a reputation as a quiet, respected local figure who achieved a local manager’s post in the bank hierarchy but did not progress beyond it.

	Many considered Fiona as a cold fish, especially her pupils, in whom she instilled an element of fear. Her pupils achieved the highest exam results in her classes in that part of Scotland. As one mother put it, “Thole Mrs Mackensie, she isn’t easy to like, but school is short, and your qualifications will make the lack of her warmth worthwhile.”

	Charlotte was a deep child, devoted to her father. The dark curly hair, the brown eyes, the olive complexion delighted her dad. She was constantly by her father’s side. From the day and hour Charley could walk and talk, she challenged her mother. Primary school brought more challenges like the ones she already faced. One look or quiet word from her father brought order. Fiona marvelled at her husband’s control, but the conspiratorial nature of father and daughter irritated her. 

	As Charlotte, (everyone called her Charley), grew older, the distance between mother and daughter widened. Fiona could not understand those women who told her Charley would be her best friend as time passed. After Primary school, Charley moved to Perth Academy. That distinguished old building with the clock tower perched on the roof, mistress of all it surveyed, a selective high school, claiming to be the oldest school in Scotland. This had been her mother’s school, both as a pupil but now as a head of department. Fiona insisted Charley behaved towards her like every other pupil. For Charley, it resulted in many pupils becoming confused or forgetting their mother-daughter relationship. This suited Charley and Fiona, too. On one occasion, when Fiona reprimanded Charley in a school corridor for running, Charley responded,

	“Yes mother,” 

	Fiona was fully aware she had done it to provoke her and ignored it.

	“Charley, I cannot believe you said that” her friend burst out. By then, they had reached the fourth form, and the formal nature of the relationship was established. Charley just giggled. 

	“Do you call her mother at home?” 

	“No, I call her Miss Mackensie.” 

	“Charley ……”

	Where do I fit into this story? It must have been six months since Rebecca, and I began living together in her flat. I was in a pub in Perth waiting for Rebecca. It was a small city centre pub, very old world, no puggy machines and no music to drown out conversation. A traditional pub I suppose you would call it, quite dark. Rebecca was late as usual... 

	It was too wet outside to wait out there. I was supposed to meet Rebecca here at 6.00 pm but she was delayed at work. That bastard Carmichael would be keeping her on as long as possible. I bet he would suggest, ’Rebecca, why don’t we continue this over a drink.’ He had tried this before several times. I wouldn’t mind kicking seven shades out of him, but Rebecca protested. ‘Paul, he is a partner in the firm, married with three kids it would impact on my career. I have had married men trying that all the time even staff at Uni. I know how to handle it.’ Rebecca was very career minded, me, not so much. 

	As I waited for my drink, I surveyed my fellow customers. Two older guys using three of the stools at the bar. It was quite a small pub. Dotted around various groups of guys, with a few women. Most looked as if it was Thursday night after work thing, they would do something more interesting tomorrow night but not with colleagues. 

	The girl behind the bar brought me my pint. 

	“Excuse me.” Someone slid unto the stool that was vacant. Damn, anyway I had my eye on one of the smaller booths in the corner which was vacant. Rebecca would have to sit somewhere and with this weather no one would be leaving for a while. I lifted the drink as three older women pushed pass me spreading rain from umbrellas they were folding. They sat in the vacant booth. 

	“Right girls I will get the first round what are you having Margaret…?” 

	I brought my drink over to one of the few empty seats in a booth. A guy was reading a copy of the Courier. 

	“Anyone sitting here,” I said sitting down before he could reply. It is always harder to ask someone to get up unless you have people imminently joining you. He lowered the paper for an instant, semi-grunted and brought the paper up to act as a barrier between us. As I sat there sipping my pint, I started reading the front and back pages as he held the paper outstretched. He must have been aware I was doing that. After ten minutes, he shuffled through the pages, then he handed it to me as he walked out. 

	“Just in case you missed any bits.” I accepted it, ignoring his sarcasm. 

	I always read the local papers, going out of my way to devour them. You would be surprised at the number of prompts I come across that I either incorporated into my work or brought to Sandy my boss, the editor.

	“Sandy, I had an idea, why don’t we do a --? “

	“Brilliant, young man. What made you think of that idea?”

	“Ah, you know me, always wanting to improve, to create the opportunity to write the 21st Century War and Peace.” 

	He would shake his head; I had been there for over 3 years, and he said, “You will never leave.” It was my ‘Hotel California’ moment. 

	The only proposal he rejected turned out to be an idea for a glamorous grannies’ competition, 

	“In one fell swoop we would lose half of our readership,”. 

	He was right, of course. I came across this idea in a local Ayrshire paper. They do things differently down there.

	The Courier’s second headline, ‘Twenty Years On,’ caught my eye. ‘Local woman disappears on the Irish border.’ Positioned beneath a blurred photograph was a young girl aged, sixteen or seventeen, with dark curly hair and an inviting confident smile in her school uniform. Her smile was as if she hadn’t expected to be photographed but then became aware of what was happening and smiled enigmatically. With a shy expression, she pretended to ask, “Why are you taking my photograph?” 

	The reporter spoke with Callum Drennan, a teacher at Perth High School, who was also a former student of the school. Beneath a picture of him at around 18 years old, dressed in a school uniform, a caption showed, “Charley and I served as captains of our school debating teams.” 

	The words below the headline picture were unsettling. ‘After 20 years, there is no new information of what happened to Charley Mackensie.’ Ah, a missing person’s story, although the ‘girl’ must be over forty by now. Someone murdered Charley Mackensie. At first, I surmised it was possible a serial killer had killed her. One possibility was a serial killer, who was imprisoned for multiple murders, refused to admit to each one until he was tried in court and undeniable evidence was presented in that open forum. 

	The story developed further. Her boyfriend, Eamon McShane, an Irish folk singer, vanished at the same time and there have been no sightings or communications from either of them since they disappeared. I was not interested but no sign of Rebecca and my eyes returned to the print. In all likelihood, the boyfriend killed her and used local sources to go off the grid. There would be no lack of people in that locality who would be able to help him carry out that. 

	The next line raised more issues. ‘Angus McLennan, the MP for the local area, demanded that the Home Secretary give information to the girl’s family.’ Why was the Home Secretary involved even in those pre-devolutionary times? I sat there thinking it through. I suspected it was a rerun of a story they released from time to time on the anniversary of Charley Mackensie’s birthday or when they needed a space filler. Rebecca arrived; I asked if she knew the story. She did not. I dwelt on the story over the next weeks. My boss Sandy recalled it. 

	‘I think her boyfriend, or the IRA, killed her,’ was his best memory. 

	Two months later, we were at a party in Perth and I, as usual, sat out of the way. Rebecca floated around, hailing one and all. She could be very direct. ‘Hi, I am Rebecca. Who are you? What do you do? Where are you from?’ She joined groups, even if she knew no one in them. I am sure guys thought they were in with a chance as she flirted and danced at the drop of a hat. She always said, “I must go back to my fellah,” right when they wanted to get closer. I am sure she teased on purpose. That was Rebecca, a party girl who loved her red wine. 

	Anyway, at this party I met what I took at first to be Rebecca mark Two, a girl called Carrie. 

	In fact, she turned out to be more like Paul mark Two. At first, I surmised she collected spare waifs at social gatherings, but for what I do not know. She chatted to me for a while. I hoped it would make Rebecca jealous. 

	I suppose because she was a local, I mentioned the Charley Mackensie story.

	“Oh, has that hoary old chestnut raised its head again? You think they would tire of it? I was a pupil at Perth Academy, as was my mother, which was Charley’s old school. Charley was the year ahead of Mum. My mum’s French teacher was Charley’s mother. A fierce woman, a grand dame, one of the ‘old school.’ She taught me French too, though just for two years before she retired. I tell you one look from her, and you shook in your shoes.”

	“She sounds a right pain.” I said.

	“In fairness, she had a strong level of discipline. That was okay if you wanted to study but if you wanted to mess around, especially the boys, she came down hard on you like a ton of bricks. I promise you no one, and I mean no one, stood up to her. Not the rowdiest 4th former or even the head. My mum said she had the best exam results in central Scotland, well for the survivors.” and Carrie pretended to shiver.

	“I suppose Mrs Mackensie is dead, so she won’t be upset at the story.” I said.

	“Oh, good grief, no way, she isn’t dead. In fact, my mother mentioned seeing her three weeks ago. She asked after me. I was studious, so she did not sound too surprised to hear I had qualified as a solicitor. My mother claims that four years ago, Mrs Mackensie met the mother of one of the rowdy guys in our year and asked if he was out of prison yet. She remembered all the names and all the behaviours. It appalled his mother, as he was an IT consultant and had never been in or near prison. He got more sense as he got older.” 

	I was pleased to hear of the boy’s transformation. After all I had a personal stake in ‘wasters’ rehabilitation. Carrie went on,

	“According to Mum, she was confident that Mrs Mackensie was aware and wanted the message to be conveyed to the guy, reminding him of his behaviour during his teenage years. She could be a bit of a bitch, twisted as they come. This is terrible to repeat but my mum said Mrs Mackensie would never die because God would be too afraid to share celestial eternity with her.”

	This analysis of Charley’s mother exuded genuine emotion. I had a strong feeling that Carrie and Mrs Mackensie had a confrontational encounter with the latter, a clear winner. This chance meeting made me think more about Charley Mackensie. I bet no journalist had done a proper investigation in the last ten years, maybe longer. 

	“I could crack this, Sandy.”

	“After a Pulitzer then. Well, let me tell you, they are awarded to journalists working in the United States. I doubt if the Daily Mail would print this story even if you got to the bottom of it.” He paused.

	“The Daily Express might though, knowing them. The Sunday Post would and the Perth Courier, Telegraph, Standard or whatever.” 

	Sandy was harsh, but my intellectual pretensions had been sussed out by others over the years.

	In the following weeks, I searched beyond the Perth and national Scottish print media to other media outlets. There was coverage in The Times and a lot in The Telegraph. I used other media research tools. 

	 

	 

	I am certain that back in the day someone orchestrated a campaign to keep the story alive and another player worked hard at suppressing it. One may have had a strategy that publicity would yield information on Charley and Eamon’s whereabouts, while the other’s view was letting it drift into the shadows would lead to a more positive outcome. 

	Eighteen months after the disappearance, the toing and froing stopped. When the story did crop up it was a rehash of all the earlier information with little or no spin. One fact stood out: the various sources did not agree on whether the Home Office employed Charley, or she worked for the Ministry of Defence. 

	The situation was strange, and even stranger was that the authorities could have solved the mystery if they had chosen to, but they didn’t. Then the question arose: why leave it as an uncertainty? I found out that two other people disappeared at the same time in the same area. One was rumoured to be an IRA informer. His body was discovered by a local couple. Of all the people in this story, his fate was the one the papers agreed on and reported, including his funeral. It was boycotted by most of the local community. All this was twenty-two years ago. Why did it remain an unresolved mystery? The Northern Ireland Peace Process would have freed up space, resources, opportunities to fill in blanks like this. Why had that not happened? 

	Charley’s fate lingered in my mind, but I didn’t make much progress. I had no interest in the boyfriend or the informer or were there two informers. It was confusing. Was it meant to be? Some sources suggested the boyfriend killed Charley and the informer. I reread material that I had copied from the various sources. I was surprised that I had glossed over the fourth disappearance which was hinted at. In fact, it was only when I brought some of the sources together that I recognised its significance. 

	As far as I could tell, the fourth person who disappeared was a military agent, not another informer. That person was embedded in the local community, perhaps in the IRA itself. None of the sources were as explicit as this. The authorities, when challenged, denied the existence of this person. One broadsheet paper came close to saying that there was no fourth person, but that Charley was the embedded agent. 

	I had a little break through. A well-respected MP, David Munro who had been a junior Minister at Westminster was standing down. A celebration for him and his local party activists was being held in Dunfermline. Because his constituency had covered our area for a number of years, we were invited to send a photographer along. The Secretary of State was doing a tribute. I volunteered to go and take the picture. Photos of politicians, in particular soon to be ex-politicians are not a big feature in our paper and Devolution had made him less relevant. Still, you never knew when you would need a quote for a story and Sandy said we should do something. I was at the function with various folk from other local papers and two nationals, who of course, got all the limelight.

	I spoke to him for a short period got a quote about the improvements in our area with the railway and bridge. Sandy claimed later he voted against, but I am not sure this was accurate. On a whim I raised Angus McLennan’s name, I assumed he was dead.

	“I took over the seat from Angus. I got a nice note from him last week wishing me well in my retirement. He is living up in Crail, he is a bit of a golfer.”

	“I would love to speak to him.”

	He looked miffed. Experience taught me politicians hate mention of another politician even from the same party, they hate sharing the limelight, like journalists. 

	“Angus has been out of the game for a while but I can pass on your number if you like?” I gave him my mobile and thought no more about it. I got a call.

	“Good day is that, Paul Clarke?” a voice rasped. 

	“Speaking.” 

	“This is Angus McLennan, Davy Munro said you wanted to speak to me.” 

	I was a little flustered at this unexpected turn of events but I am a journalist, sort of, and regained my composure. 

	“That would be good.” 

	“Why do you want to speak to me?”

	“Thank you for getting in touch. I am doing a story on a Perth woman you may recall named Charley Mackensie. She disappeared in Ireland over twenty years ago.” 

	There was a silence, a long silence.

	“Hello, are you still there Mr McLennan?”

	“Yes, I am here. If I want to say more, I will phone you back next week.” 

	How very odd. He had raised this in the House of Commons, shared his comments with the local papers and now he was going all coy on me more than fifteen years after he retired from politics, very strange. 

	Having put the Charley story at arm’s length, this contact raised the whole thing again. McLennan did call back. He issued an instruction, not an invite.

	“Come up to Crail Golf Society and ask for me, next Tuesday at noon. Do you know Balcomie?” 

	“I am not a golfer, Mr McLennan, but I will find you.” 

	He grunted. Without saying it McLennan conveyed that neither my role as a journalist or as a non-golfer invited any respect from him.

	I drove through the charming village of Crail and then out to Balcomie links. I parked in an overflow car park and went into the magnificent club house. A woman stood behind a desk and told me ‘Angus’ was sitting at one of the windows in the bar.

	During the drive I became certain the gap between our two phone calls was because he contacted someone else before he spoke to me. He may have been checking on my bona fides as a reporter or he may have got in touch with the Mackensie family to see if they were happy for the case to be opened up with a quote from him. It would create more publicity. I could not imagine who else he might have contacted.

	He sat against the window gazing at the golf course and the sea beyond. He was sitting on his own. He indicated I should take a seat and proffered his hand, but did not stand up. The hand shake was limp. There was a jug of coffee and two cups. His tone started of friendly enough.

	“Why are you looking into this matter? It is all old hat; I do not think even the family want it reopened.”

	 

	 

	It was interesting his opening gambit was to try and talk me out of pursuing Charley’s fate. 

	Every time I was close to giving up on Charley Mackensie an incident reawakens my curiosity. I told him how I read the story in the pub and the research I had done. I also raised why he asked a question in the House of Commons then it all to petered out. He ignored that. 

	He made me go through my efforts twice, he was interested in the detail.

	” Well, I spoke to the Home Secretary. He said the Home Office’s view was Miss Mackensie was killed by the IRA. They do not know why or what happened to the boyfriend. He was a member of a family heavily involved in the IRA. In fact, it is rumoured his younger sister was also a key member in the IRA but I do not know if that is true. She had a fiancé who was an IRA volunteer who was killed in an ambush by the security forces. There is nothing more to be said, sad for the family but a lot of families in Northern Ireland,” and he added, “and on the mainland experienced tragedies at that time. I do not think it is relevant today. Life has moved on; I would let it go if I were you.” 

	He pretty much dismissed me after that. I was going to raise the fate of the informer and the ‘asset’ but an instinct made me hold back. My questioning of Angus McLennan had been his questioning of me. I was left even more curious and determined to get to the bottom of this story. 

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	 

	The Boxer

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Maybe because I was an only child or when younger was a little solitary, adults concluded there was something lacking in me.

	“He lacks confidence,” pronounced my uncle Tim. 

	I think that was daft. I could be a cheeky sod in the right company. Like most sixteen-year-olds I became quieter around older people including relatives. It was just a phase. Tim came up with the idea I should learn to box. How my mother agreed to this I never understood. I was not a physical kid. I was excited to go somewhere that might make me tough. My fantasy was about TV programmes or films where the good guy, me, emerged unscathed from battles with enemies. In my naivety, I assumed I would hand out a few beatings. It never occurred to me I would be on the receiving end of more and so it proved. They sent me to a city centre gym two nights a week. My regret was I had streets to walk with the lads, girls to chat up, in my own unique immature way. They took that away from me. 

	The bonus was I met Winston Brown the first night. Winston was one of the instructors and a 

	Jamaican from Birmingham. He was a big Villa fan, although he said attending games, even Villa games in his scarf. often brought racist comments. It was after I got to know him well that he confessed he had served in the army in Belfast.

	“Black, English and an ex-soldier, you don’t have much going for you,” 

	“Winston. I mean the black and the ex-soldier I can get by in these ‘Ceasefire/ pre-Good Friday’ days, but English.” I would shake my head. 

	I got a playful punch on the arm for that. No big deal. The arm was fine a few days later. 

	It was one of those fine dry chilly October nights. You just know Autumn will soon be ofski and Winter is coming. There was a mist as we walked home from the pub. “Nigger,” shouted the voice. I bristled on Winston’s behalf. 

	“Steady Paul.” The same reassuring voice. “Just let it go.” 

	The guy with three mates walked into our path. The one who shouted the abuse was covered in tattoos, his shaved head, and shabby clothing almost led me to feel sorry for him, However I was seething at the slur on my friend. Another victim of, I don’t know, life, capitalism or maybe a fashion statement. 

	I should have ignored it, but as he approached, I faked a strike and targeted his shin with my preferred foot, as instructed. The effort was minimal, the long-term damage minuscule, but the pain was immediate. What Winston expected took place. The other three moved forward, two making for him and the other for me. 

	The guy I had kicked rushed at me in fury, the pain propelling him forward. The good thing was he impeded his mate, who was going to swing. If they had coordinated their onrush the outcome would have been different. 

	Mr Pain drew back his fist, beautiful, wide open and I landed a perfect punch, he collapsed and lay like a warrior taking his rest His mate was off balance and couldn’t help but look at the prone figure before I hit him in the face and stomach 3, 4 even 5 times. I looked around. Winston stood also beside a prone body; the fourth guy exited sharply. 

	Winston said that there was one thing about me he didn’t like. It happened after a fight in the gym that went from sparring to the guy landing some punches that were not part of the exercise. They hurt and I went in hard and two of the other coaches jumped in and pulled us apart. He was in a bad way, blood all over his face. 

	“What’s this all about?”

	“He is sparring with me. I am working on my punches, and he landed a few.” I knew I sounded like a child.

	“All you had to do was call a halt.” 

	“He fucking started it,” I shouted. Pathetic I know. Winston appeared. 

	“You are barred for a week.” 

	“A week?” 

	“You want two weeks then?” 

	I knew better than to argue. It wasn’t the ban that upset me more that Winston was angry with me, that I could not handle. We had a heart to heart after I served my ban.

	“Paul, most of the time you act as a laid-back affable guy always ready with a witty reply. But inside you there is an intense, angry guy who wants to get even for some real or imagined lifelong grievance.” 

	He had a point, there was something inside of me I did not fully understand. I think I had a good relationship with my mother but my dad and I clashed. I disappointed him. I did not want to work in his business or even inherit it. That was all he wanted. He even called it, ‘Kelly and Son.’ I did not have the same political views. I was determined to be my own man but not to the point where I confronted him. As I grew older, I was dragged into it to work during the summer holidays, even on some weekends. He paid me, I had more money than my mates but loading and unloading things from lorries was of no interest. One of my mate’s dad owned a fruit shop but his mother would not let him work in it. 

	When I was on holiday from Uni that first year, I got my B licence and drove some of the trucks. That was alright, and it was the most extended time my dad and I got on. 

	I knew my mother was delighted. The exchange with Winston over my anger came back to me at times. I found it hard to let go of the ‘joker.’ I expect I was desperate to be liked, and my uncle was right. 

	I lacked confidence. The genuine confidence of someone comfortable in their own skin. I was trying to achieve something; I just did not know what. 

	A week after the ‘sparring’ incident, I came back to the gym. I waited for someone to say something, to remark on my absence. 

	I would have said, ‘Are you back? or The prodigal has returned’ but no one commented. Even the guy I had punched nodded in my direction and continued his workout. Winston took me aside.

	“Stop thinking the world revolves around you. No one has remembered you were barred for a week; they don’t care, they have their own lives.

	“I expected you to turn up after 2 or 3 days and that would have been all right. You are too literal.” 

	I had no idea what that meant. He was reminding me that just because I wasn’t in the gym everybody else was, doing what they always did. He changed the subject.

	“Did I ever tell you why I came to Belfast?”

	“To get away from home, your old associates?”

	“I did that when I joined the army for 7 years. It was great at first, Germany, Hong Kong, Malaysia but then we were deployed here. People were shooting real guns at us. They hated us and it wasn’t racist, it was the uniform and the fact we carried guns.”

	“Go on.”

	“There was a riot on the Lower Falls. We had a reasonable relationship with Catholics for a while but forces on both sides worked to dismantle it. That day we went in to support the RUC. They were extracted but we were left with an angry mob throwing bricks. There were thirty of us three Land Rovers and a PIG (Personnel Carrier). One of the Land Rovers was set on fire by a petrol bomb. The lieutenant asked permission to open fire, some chance. It was denied unless we came under direct fire. Petrol bombs do not constitute direct fire.” Winston laughed. 

	“Sounds scary.”

	“Whoever wrote that guidance had never been in action or on the receiving end of a petrol bomb.”

	“So, what happened?”

	Hearing these stories of the ‘Troubles’ intrigued me, while my parents, like many others, ignored them. To them it was a nightmare they lived through but did not want to pass on.

	“The lieutenant saw a young woman 20 years old, dark haired egging the crowd on. There were two hundred of them by this time. He recognised her as the scion of a very influential local Republican family. “ 

	“What is a skyon?”

	“Not a skyon, a scion, an heir apparent to a family of status.” 

	Winston sometimes used words I did not understand. He was proud he was doing an Open University course in English literature.

	“The lieutenant sent a snatch squad including me to grab her and we threw her in one of the Land Rovers. We tied her wrists, but she kicked out. The corporal, a subtle guy, not, from Sunderland. had had enough abuse. 

	He punched her hard in the stomach and that took the fight out of her. By this time, the crowd had surrounded our vehicles. We radioed for back up. It was going to take an hour more, to get sufficient strength to disperse the mob without shooting. 

	 

	 

	I was left alone with the prisoner. She got bored and she was in pain. 

	For some reason, I apologised for the punch. 

	“It wasn’t you,” she acknowledged. 

	“Aye, corporals can be bad bastards,” I agreed. She laughed.

	“You are black. You are as oppressed as us Irish. You should be fighting with us.”

	“It took two hours for reinforcements to arrive. The girl and I chatted all that time. She was bored and I was nervous. It was all a ploy to distract me, then she would make her move. We hadn’t even searched her; she might have had a weapon.” 

	“So, what happened after your guys arrived?” 

	“The mob dispersed.” 

	“What about the girl?” 

	“Oh, we let her go, but ---" 

	“But what?” 

	“No laughing. I had fallen in love with her.”

	I laughed anyway.

	“I know, 2 hours holding someone prisoner. She was beautiful, long dark hair, one of those cheeky faces, lovely features, and a nice figure, as far as I could tell. She didn’t know my name, but I knew hers.”

	It dawned on me.

	“Hold on. You came back to Belfast to find a
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