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2.  Chapter One: A Guinness and a Body

The Crown Bar on Great Victoria Street was not the quietest pub in Belfast, but it was the most honest. Every kind of man drank there — Prod and Catholic, soldier and civilian, tout and hard man — all united by the democratic comfort of a good pint. Shamus O'Donnell, known in his current life as Paddy Coil, sat at the end of the bar nearest the window, nursing a Guinness that had settled to the precise dark perfection that only a patient barman could achieve.

The ploughman's lunch sat in front of him. Good bread, sharp cheddar, a fat pickled onion and a scraping of Branston. Nothing fancy. O'Donnell had learned long ago that the best meals in Ireland were the ones that didn't try too hard.

He checked his watch. Scott Lewis was twenty minutes late.

That was unusual. Scott Lewis, CIA Special Agent and the nearest thing O'Donnell had to a trusted partner in this particular war, was a man of precise habits. If he said noon, he meant noon. Not five past. Not quarter past. Noon.

O'Donnell took a measured sip of his Guinness and looked out through the ornate Victorian glass onto Great Victoria Street. The morning traffic moved at its usual Belfast pace — somewhere between suspicious and resigned. A woman pushed a pram past the door. Two young fellas in tracksuits lounged against a wall across the road. Not a threat. Just young fellas.

He pulled the folded newspaper from his jacket pocket and opened it to the inside pages. There it was. Three paragraphs. No photograph. Londonderry correspondent.

Body recovered from River Foyle. Male, late thirties. Unidentified. Police treating the death as suspicious.

Three paragraphs. In another city, a body in a river might merit more. In Londonderry — or Derry, depending on which foot you kicked with — it merited exactly three paragraphs and no more. The city had grown accustomed to bodies. That was the shame of it.

O'Donnell knew more than the newspaper did. The body had been identified by Special Branch as one Dermot Cassidy — a mid-level IRA gun runner who had been moving weapons across the border from Donegal for the best part of three years. Cassidy was not a shooter. He was a mover — the kind of quiet, careful operator who drove lorries and filed paperwork and never asked questions. In O'Donnell's assessment, Cassidy had been a man with no enemies. Just a man doing a job he'd fallen into and couldn't find his way out of.

Which made the manner of his death all the more interesting.

The question of who killed Dermot Cassidy was the reason O'Donnell was sitting in Belfast rather than Waterford. And it was the reason Scott Lewis was supposed to be here twenty minutes ago.

The door opened. O'Donnell looked up. Not Lewis. A heavyset man in a donkey jacket who scanned the bar with the automatic wariness of someone who'd spent time in the Maze. He clocked O'Donnell, found nothing interesting and went to the bar. O'Donnell went back to his newspaper.

Another ten minutes passed. Then his mobile phone — a basic Nokia, pay-as-you-go, clean — vibrated in his pocket.

The text read: Delayed. Something came up. Stay put. S.

O'Donnell read it twice. Something came up was not in Scott Lewis's vocabulary. Scott Lewis dealt in specifics. If he was delayed, he said why. Brief and precise, always. Something came up was the kind of vague message you sent when you couldn't say more. Or when you were sending it under pressure.

O'Donnell folded the newspaper, finished his Guinness in one long unhurried pull, and left the correct money on the bar. He walked out onto Great Victoria Street and turned north.
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3.  Chapter Two: The Foyle

LONDONDERRY IN EARLY morning fog was a city that wore its history like a coat it couldn't take off. The ancient walls still stood. The murals still blazed from every gable end — King Billy on his white horse on one side of the river, the hunger strikers on the other. The Foyle ran grey and silent between them, keeping its own counsel.

O'Donnell drove the A6 from Belfast in two hours and came into the city across the Craigavon Bridge, the river spreading wide beneath him. A police cordon had blocked off a section of the west bank near the Foyle Bridge. Two RUC Land Rovers. A forensic tent. The usual cluster of people who didn't want to look but couldn't help it.

He parked on a side street and walked down to the cordon. Showed his Metropolitan Police warrant card to the uniform at the tape. The constable — young, pink-faced, uncertain — looked at it and then at O'Donnell.

"Special Branch, son," O'Donnell said quietly. "Where's your sergeant?"

The sergeant was a leathery man called Donaghey who had the look of someone who'd been standing at crime scenes in the Derry rain for thirty years and had stopped being surprised by anything found in rivers.

"Chief Inspector." He nodded. "They said someone was coming up from Waterford."

"They did. What have you got?"

Donaghey lifted the tape and walked O'Donnell down to the forensic tent. "Male. Late thirties. Single gunshot wound to the back of the head. Execution style. Been in the water maybe twelve hours we think, but the pathologist will tell you more. No ID on him. But your people—" he glanced sideways at O'Donnell "—seem to know who he is already."

"Dermot Cassidy."

"So they say." Donaghey pushed open the tent flap.

Cassidy lay on a plastic sheet, his face grey and bloated from the water. The entry wound was clean and precise at the base of the skull. Professional work. No rage in it. No message. Just a job done.

O'Donnell crouched and studied the wound carefully. He'd seen IRA executions before. And he'd seen UVF work. And he'd seen something else — something colder and more deliberate — that didn't announce itself with any particular flag.

This, he thought, was the third kind.

"Any witnesses?" he asked.

"In this city?" Donaghey almost laughed. "Three people saw everything and none of them saw anything. You know how it is."

O'Donnell stood. "Where's the nearest CCTV coverage?"

"Foyle Bridge has cameras. Traffic ones. We've pulled the footage. Your people in Belfast are looking at it now."

O'Donnell nodded. He stepped back out of the tent into the grey morning air. Across the river, the east bank sat quiet and watchful. Someone over there knew something. Someone always did.

His phone buzzed again. Not Lewis this time. His handler in London. Commander Reeves.

Lewis is not answering his phone. Find him. Priority one.

O'Donnell looked at the message for a long moment. Then he put the phone in his pocket and went back to his car.
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4.  Chapter Three: Missing

THE HOTEL LEWIS HAD been using was a modest place on Strand Road — the kind of establishment that asked no questions and provided clean sheets, which was all an undercover operative needed. O'Donnell spoke to the girl at the desk. Young. Student type. She remembered the American gentleman.

"Checked out?" O'Donnell asked.

"No sir. His key is still here. His car is in the car park. But he hasn't been seen since yesterday evening." She paused. "Should I be worried?"

"Not at all," O'Donnell said. "Just give me his room number."

The room told a story of interrupted routine. Lewis's laptop was open on the desk, screen dark. His shaving kit was laid out with military precision in the bathroom. A half-drunk mug of coffee sat cold on the bedside table. His jacket was over the back of the chair — and in the inside pocket, O'Donnell found what he was looking for.

A folded note in Lewis's precise handwriting. An address on the Bogside. A name: Creaney. And beneath it, a single word underlined twice: Careful.

O'Donnell memorised the address and replaced the note exactly as he'd found it. He left the hotel and walked to his car. He sat for a moment in the driver's seat looking at the Foyle through the windscreen.

Scott Lewis had gone to meet someone called Creaney on the Bogside. He had gone alone. He had not come back.

O'Donnell started the engine.
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5.  Chapter Four: The Bogside

THE BOGSIDE HAD CHANGED since the worst years. The Free Derry corner still stood. The murals still watched you as you walked. But the raw electricity of the Troubles — that constant hum of danger that O'Donnell remembered from his early years on the force — had dulled to something more like scar tissue. Still there. Just less visible.

The address was a terraced house on a quiet street off Westland Street. Net curtains. A small garden gone to seed. Nothing to distinguish it from its neighbours except the absence of any movement. Most houses on the street had some sign of life — a light, a figure behind glass, a dog at a window. This one was still.

O'Donnell parked two streets away and came in on foot, approaching from the back lane. He kept his hand near the Glock in his waistband holster — a weapon he'd grown, over the past year of firearms training, to treat with the careful respect it deserved.

The back gate was unlocked. That alone told him something.

He moved through the small yard and tried the back door. Unlocked also. He pushed it open with his shoulder and went in low and fast.

The kitchen was empty. Cold. The smell of cigarettes and damp and something else — something metallic and recent.

He moved through to the hall. The front room door was ajar.

Lewis was tied to a chair. His face was a ruin of bruising. Both eyes swollen shut. His shirt was torn and blood-soaked. But his chest was moving. Shallow and laboured, but moving.

O'Donnell went to him in three quick strides. "Scott." He put two fingers to the man's neck. Pulse present. Weak but present. "Scott. It's O'D. Can you hear me?"

A sound from Lewis that might have been a word.

"Don't talk. I'm getting you out."

He cut the cable ties with his penknife and caught Lewis as he sagged forward. The man was heavier than he looked. O'Donnell got him over one shoulder in a fireman's carry and moved for the back door. No time for careful. If whoever had done this came back and found them here, there would be two bodies in the Foyle.

He got Lewis to the car. Got him in the back seat. Drove.
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6.  Chapter Five: The Hospital

O'DONNELL DID NOT TAKE Lewis to Altnagelvin. Too many questions at the local hospital. Instead he drove south and called Commander Reeves from a layby on the A5.

"I found him. He's alive. Beaten badly. I need a safe house and a doctor. Not a hospital."

Reeves was silent for precisely three seconds. "Fermanagh. There's a farm outside Enniskillen. I'll text you the coordinates. Doctor will be there in two hours."

"Two hours is a long time."

"Keep him warm and awake. Can you manage that?"

"I've managed worse."

He had. He didn't enjoy it, but he had.

Lewis drifted in and out of consciousness during the drive south. In his more lucid moments he tried to speak. O'Donnell told him to save it. At one point Lewis grabbed his arm with surprising strength.

"Not IRA," Lewis said. His voice was a wreck. "The man who did this. Not IRA."

"I know," O'Donnell said.

"UVF?"

"Maybe. Save it."

"There's something else." Lewis's grip
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7.  Chapter Six: MI5 Arrives



























[image: ]


8.  Chapter Seven: Saoirse
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9.  Chapter Eight: Harkin















[image: ]


10.  Chapter Nine: The Barge
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11.  Chapter Ten: The Name
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12.  Chapter Eleven: Fletcher
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13.  Chapter Twelve: Recovery
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14.  Chapter Thirteen: Waterford Again
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15.  Epilogue: Across the Water
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