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Chapter 1:  The trail
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The old white Anglia, a small station wagon from the 1960s, creaked at every bend, more and more. The man behind the wheel wore an American military jacket over his khaki sweater, but despite his best efforts, it was not enough to keep him warm. The car heater had stopped working months ago. The cold of the Irish countryside was on Tarloch O'Carolan's mind at the time... What worried him immediately was whether the old car could cover the distance in time to reach Dublin and catch Pierce before he boarded his flight.  

Pierce was his direct superior in the IRA unit they served. Tarloch himself was a fresh lieutenant, having just earned his rank after a mission in Germany, from which he had returned the previous month. Pierce Ferriter, his superior, was a major and one of the few people Tarloch had come to love and trust.  

Ferriter was also an intelligence officer for the free Irish state, which was extremely useful for the IRA’s struggle.  

He grimaced disapprovingly when he thought that even in a secret and dedicated army like the IRA, where everyone should have been completely united, there was such distrust and rivalry that often left him disillusioned to the point of despair.  

But Pierce Ferriter? No. He was a true fighter and tireless despite being in his fifties. Tarloch nostalgically remembers the time they first met in Belfast. He had gotten into a fight with three English soldiers in a pub, and at the critical moment, when the English were about to beat him senseless, Pierce appeared out of nowhere, shifting the odds of the brawl. From that very first moment, they had taken a liking to each other, and Ferriter had taken the young Tarloch under his wing, treating him as a father.  

The sudden hailstorm that began battering the car’s window nearly startled him and snapped him back to reality. He checked his watch. It was 7:30 in the evening, and the flight to Belfast would depart in two hours’ time. He needed about forty-five minutes to reach the airport. He began to relax slightly, realizing that he would make it in time, but he did not slow down. He had to talk to Pierce about the information he uncovered. The white Anglia let out a strained groan as it took the next turn almost on two wheels...  

For a while now, they had suspected the existence of this faction within the IRA, and now they finally had a lead. A faction of the IRA believed exclusively in extreme measures—nothing less than violence. They opposed any other course of action, insisting that the only way was the literal assassination of the English, wherever they were found.  

These people had imposed a hardline strategy on the IRA in the previous decade, one that had yielded no results except costing the IRA part of its popular support, as the other side exploited this policy to paint them all as crazed child-killers.  

However, in recent years, the situation has changed. After much internal conflict, the voice of reason prevailed, and leadership was taken over by those who wanted—and were capable of—conducting military operations.  

Not emotional, spasmodic strikes against everyone, but against strategic military or paramilitary targets. And now, as peace slowly approached, discussions were underway for the IRA to cease armed action. However, a group within that faction could dynamite any such prospect.  

Still, the "extremists" did not give up and continued to operate through covert channels whenever the opportunity arose. They had taken care to organize secretly and to recruit their members with great care.  

They had no concrete evidence of any of these. They suspected certain individuals but had nothing solid in hand. That is, until today! After many efforts, they finally found a thread that might lead them to the higher-ups of this group.  

The Anglia was giving everything it had. It passed like a whirlwind under a small bridge, and then Tarloch finally saw the first sign: *Shannon Airport – 40 km*.

The Airport Café

The airport café was located on the elevated terrace, offering a full view of the runway, where you could idly watch planes take off and land. Pierce Ferriter sat at a table on the edge of the terrace next to the long, polished wooden bar. The fifty-year-old major bore an uncanny resemblance to former West German Chancellor Helmut Schmidt—the same silver hair, the same height, the same unflappable demeanor. The only difference was in their build, as Pierce was leaner.  

He glanced around and observed the airport. It truly was modern. He loved airports. There was something soothing about sitting in them, indulging in the illusion that he was about to embark on a long and leisurely trip. If fate had not chosen this path for him, he would have surely become a pilot or an aeronautical engineer.  

He lit one of his heavy cigarettes, took a deep drag, and checked the wall clock through the haze of the smoke. He glanced at the large screen across from him and confirmed that his flight was on time. He was about to take a sip of his coffee when he suddenly froze. From where he sat, he spotted his subordinate, Tarloch, entering through the main doors below. But it was not the sight of the young lieutenant that unsettled him—it was the sight of the three men who slipped in just steps behind him. Ferriter’s trained eye immediately caught something off in their movements, and he realized they were tailing Tarloch, who appeared completely unaware.  

Ferriter’s mind raced. He was too far away to warn him without putting him in danger. He stood up and approached the two airport security officers who were chatting at the bar.  

He flashed his intelligence badge and quickly explained that the three men were armed and dangerous. But he regretted it the next moment —the officers moved clumsily. They drew their guns and rushed toward the stairs, roughly shoving past the bystanders as they advanced. The men immediately noticed —and then all hell broke loose.  

It happened as quickly as these things always do. The tallest of the three turned, saw the officers and their drawn weapons, and without hesitation barked something to his men before yanking out his pistol. Without aiming, he fired nine shots rapidly. The panic that followed was absolute and widespread.  

One officer went down instantly, with two bullets in his stomach and one in his throat. The other threw himself face-first and scrambled for cover.  

Ferriter watched as the "tall one" moved toward the exit, reloading with smooth, professional motions, while the second man fired three shots at Tarloch—who was already on the floor, shielded by a thick tulip planter.  

The third gunman held the door open with his body, covering his comrades’ retreat. In under twenty seconds, all three were out and heading for their car.  

Ferriter rose from behind the bar, where he had taken cover, and surveyed the chaos.  

Most people in the hall were flat on the floor. The dead officer’s body had slid down the escalator to the lower level, the moving steps shifting rhythmically beneath him, and his corpse swaying gently in a pool of his own blood.  

A few feet away, a middle-aged man clutched his stomach and screamed in pain. Women shrieked. Truth be told, nearly everyone screamed. However, Pierce heard it all through a deafening ring in his ears. No matter how many years he spent in combat, his ears had never gotten used to the godforsaken sound of gunfire.  

He suddenly remembered Tarloch. He rushed over and found him trying to calm a woman sobbing uncontrollably, repeating the same words over and over in German.  

The moment she saw him, Tarloch moved toward him.  

"I’m sorry," he said, shame in his voice. "This was entirely my fault. I was in a hurry to catch you and didn’t take the precautions I should have."  

Ferriter was relieved to see the young man unharmed, but his tone remained stern.  

"What the hell are you doing here?" 

"I had to reach you before you left for Belfast. If I didn’t do it now, it will be impossible to track you down later. Come on, let’s find a quiet corner—I need to brief you."

He pulled Ferriter outside, past the terminal, and into the airport parking lot where they crouched between two Fords. Behind them, dozens of police officers and a few ambulances converged on the building.  

Pierce lit two cigarettes and handed one to the younger man beside him. Tarloch could feel Ferriter’s sharp gaze on him, so he started talking fast.  

"You remember Jimmy Calfy, right?" he said, although he knew Ferriter did. He was a new IRA recruit, carefully chosen to infiltrate the extremists and gather names.  

"Well, Jimmy found out something big. He found out who supplied the ‘clean’ guns for their last
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