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Chapter 1

Looking out at the rain lashing down on the Antrim University campus, Michael Caldwell announced to the assembled body, ‘May 25 1998 was a sad day for our movement when the entire population of the Emerald Isle fell for Tony Blair’s publicity machinery and voted to end the struggle which those of us in this room have been waging for the last thirty years. Maybe Gerry Adams and Martin McGuiness have decided the fight is over and they have won their place in history but I’m sure I speak for us all when I say the fight must go on.’ 

Michael was referring to the Good Friday Agreement when the majority   of people throughout the whole of Ireland agreed to a future of co-operation between the governments of the North and South of the country. There was opposition to the move from the Democratic Unionist party but international support for the initiative meant that it gained acceptance.

‘Aye, I agree with you Michael it’s been at a great cost - too many young lives have been ended prematurely by British bullets, interjected Seamus Carr, before continuing to puff on his slim panatela.

Michael continued, “So how does this change our future? Well for a start, fund-raising will be affected if and when the public decide that they no longer have to succumb to our cause as the population have voted 71% in Northern Ireland and amazingly 94% in the South to support the peace initiative. The Garda on both sides of the border will be co-operating much more closely and using MI5 intelligence data to flush us out. On a personal   front the disruption campaign has provided us, the High Command, and to a lesser extent our foot soldiers, with a far higher standard of living than we otherwise would have experienced in our lifetime. We have been able to skim off money from the protection rackets and drug trafficking. The proceeds have been laundered safely out of Northern Ireland into tax havens around the world. Why, there’s nobody in this room who doesn’t have a   seven-figure bank balance tucked away in a foreign bank for their old age.”

The other five in the room nodded.

“Well it was good while it lasted” muttered Pat Kearney, a white-haired veteran of the terrorist movement, “I’ll just have to send the wife out to work!” he laughed.

David Cossar was not amused, adjusting his horn-rimmed spectacles he solemnly addressed his colleagues “I do not take defeat lightly - especially from the likes of Tony Blair who once this agreement is finalised will probably come clean and join the Catholic Church - making him almost one of us. I said years ago that we should stick to our principles and not get distracted into filling our own pockets, but use all the funds to support our communities. Now as a result of yesterday our intelligence network will be fractured as there will not be the same level of confidential information circulating amongst ourselves. That will make our communities attractive to organised crime movements, who have always left us alone in the past as they feared reprisals emanating from our network of look-outs. This looks like the end for us Michael.”

Michael Caldwell, the Chancellor of Antrim University, looked down at his colleagues around the table before replying “Well only if we allow it to be, and I for one have no intention of letting other organisations profit at our expense. We have to keep a lid on our income sources but change our opus memorandum on how we go about our business. There will be no more city centre mass killings using car bombs as this will only result in adverse publicity, bringing the security services and the official IRA down on us. I began giving this matter some thought for some time now as the opinion polls began to prophesy the result of the Peace Initiative and I think we should concentrate on hurting the British Government where it matters - in their pocket.”

Colm Murphy, the Party Treasurer, stirred, “Do you have anything specifically in mind Michael?”  He enquired.

“Yes” Michael confirmed “but it is not for discussion today. Meeting over”

The 1972 Club, as they chose to call themselves in memory of Bloody Sunday, rose from their seats, making small talk about their families and how their local football team was performing. Michael indicated that he would join them shortly in ‘The Sands Bar’ as it was known to republicans once he had finished tidying up. As they sauntered out it gave him time to analyse his command team.

Pat Kearney had been raised in Londonderry, (‘it’s Derry, mention London and I’ll knock your bloody head off!) he warned all and sundry. He had been present on Bloody Sunday, when British troops opened fire on republican demonstrators killing 13 demonstrators, including seven children. That led to him joining the IRA. Although not a military man but one with a strong physical presence, he quickly adapted to the training he received and soon demonstrated a talent for carrying out the ‘awkward jobs’ - placing bombs under the cars of the unsuspecting and carrying out assassinations. His reputation soon spread and ‘PK’ became feared in the republican communities. It was soon recognised the control he displayed in these areas was invaluable. The younger members in the movement were brought up by their parents to respect ‘PK’, who was now in his late fifties, as the last thing they wanted was him to come knocking on their door.

The financial guru Colm Murphy was the antithesis of PK. A first in economics at Queen’s University was followed by Colm graduating as a Chartered Accountant whist working at PWC who sent him across the water to ‘the Golden Mile’ to get experience in the workings of the investment market. The young accountant took to it like a duck to water and quickly learned to move large sums of money around the world to such an extent that he became a recognised authority on the subject. This did not go unnoticed by Michael Caldwell who invited Colm to consider a career in academia. Knowing full well that being a good Catholic boy raised in the Bogside he would be missing home and was ideal to administer the considerable cash-flow collected by the republican hierarchy from their faithful supporters. A family man, married with three children living in leafy Dunmurray, he was highly regarded in the community - even among the Protestant professionals and academics.

Seamus Carr was the ‘motivator’ of the movement using his training skills to keep all the members faithful to the cause at all times - even if this meant handing out punishments including tarred & feathering which still existed for those who took the British pound in return for information. Children are the lifeblood of any protest movement and Seamus took a pride in organising, in conjunction with the local priesthood, youth clubs where he would observe the kids, looking for future recruits the Provisionals required to keep the Cause alive. Seamus a single man had a dark side that attracted him to young boys which he disguised under the cover of his interest in the youth centres.

Michael Caldwell’s reign had modernised the republican movement in Londonderry but in order to implement the programme he needed the services of a top IT guru and he found the perfect answer in Mhairi McClure. At 40 she was younger than the other council members and from a completely different if somewhat privileged background. Not one for campaigning in the street demonstrations, preferring instead to be seen at the Irish horse racing meetings in both Northern Ireland and Eire. An attractive rather than beautiful woman with Nordic blond hair, piercing green eyes and a slim figure, Mhairi could scheme with the best of them and gather intelligence through her social contacts. Mhairi had, after an all-girls public-school education obtained a place at Oxford where she gained a first in computer studies before doing a Master’s degree at Harvard. Boston opened Mhairi’s eyes (and her legs) to the opposite sex and to the charms of Matt O’Reilly in particular, a descendant of a prominent Bay Stater Irish family who had left the ‘old country’ during the potato famine and had prospered into one of the richest dynasties in Boston. 

After suffering a personal tragedy Mhairi applied and successfully obtained a lecturer’s position at Antrim University where she met Michael Caldwell who nurtured her attributes and put them to good use for his political agenda. Her fiancé Matt O’Reilly’s sudden death had greatly affected Mhairi’s long-term plans to marry into the O’Reilly family and, rather than take holy orders to become a nun, she dedicated her life to revenging Matt’s demise. This way she shied away from a lifetime of celibacy and still engaged regularly in affairs of the flesh. The Brits might currently have the upper hand regarding technology but using her computer skills she vowed to bring the Provisional IRA into the modern world. 

David Cossar was a successful self-made businessman who used his negotiating skills when attending trade seminars around the world not only to bring work into Northern Ireland but also to hold clandestine meetings with the dark forces who supplied the IRA with weapons. On a more localised front he was constantly back and forward to the Irish Republic and able to arrange a steady supply of illegal drugs (to satisfy Northern Ireland's ‘crack-heads’) crossing the border. Michael Caldwell respected what David did for their group but never got too close to him as he secretly disapproved of how he conducted his business and the people he dealt with in his transactions.

‘A good team’, thought Michael as he rose from the table, and one which was extremely capable of keeping the lid on things in Northern Ireland. However, only Mhairi and Colm, as university lecturers were professionally equipped and suited to moving around the world seamlessly, which was essential for Michael to implement Michael’s plan of attack. 

Chapter 2

MAY 7th 1982

Matt O’Reilly valued his Irish heritage intensely and it was not long before he contacted the republican movement in Derry, offering not only to contribute funds but also to promote fund-raising along the American Eastern Seaboard on their behalf. Born into a rich Irish American family the conversation in the O’Reilly house was often about events in Ireland. When at Harvard Matt became a member of the Bostonian Sinn Fein Club.

He had developed into good looking young man with fair hair, hazel eyes and an athletic physique which he put to good use to become a quarter-back in the Harvard Football Team. His considerable fund-raising efforts did not go unnoticed by the British authorities who issued a warning from Downing Street - a statement stressing that ‘we take an extremely dim view of non-UK dissidents providing funding that results in further mayhem being created in Great Britain.’

Matt chose regretfully to ignore the warning. He flew into Shannon airport to be met by an IRA deputation instructed to escort him to Londonderry, unaware that his every movement was being monitored. Martin Flynn and his minders who met him at Shannon Airport introduced themselves and provided Matt with the password ‘Mick’ by way of I.D. clearance before they set off on the two-hundred-mile journey, going north along the N15. The driver announced that he would come off the motorway at Ballybofey, take the N13 to Letterkenny, then enter Northern Ireland by way of a minor road, before approaching Londonderry.

Five miles inside the border Lieutenant Colin Inglis, team leader to three marine snipers specially flown in from SAS headquarters in Hereford, received the news “They’ve just crossed the border, four occupants in the car, probably armed, including ‘the Golden Egg’ from Boston who’s wearing, would you believe it, a royal blue Ralph Lauren sailing jacket. Apprehend them and show this young man we mean business but do not take him out, repeat DO NOT TAKE HIM OUT!”

The green Range Rover was approaching a bend in the road when the bullet hit the rear onside tyre; “Fuck! A blow-out” screamed Donald Weir, the driver as he fought to bring the vehicle under control manoeuvring it away from the high wall to the left before coming to a sudden halt. “Everyone out and be vigilant” instructed Martin as his fellow bodyguards revealed their weapons to Matt.

“Hey steady up guys it’s only a puncture” exclaimed Matt, trying to bring some calm to the party after the initial shock of seeing guns being produced from nowhere.

“Shut up Yank. Over here you don’t get second chances. The Brits delight in entertaining sitting ducks that sneak across the Border” replied Martin, “Weir, you and Brennan cover my back as I change the tyre”.

Martin moved towards the rear of the vehicle, his eyes widening at the sight of the bullet-hole in the rear tyre - ‘It’s a ...” He didn’t get a chance to say ‘Ambush’ when the hail of bullets from the marines’ silencer-fitted automatic weapons entered his and the other bodyguards’ bodies simultaneously. Matt was left stunned standing in the centre of a bizarre death scene unable to take in how life had been removed silently from his companions whose bodies were now haemorrhaging pools of blood.

Lieutenant Colin Inglis broke his cover, approached the shaken American and in his best Sandhurst accent shouted, “Don’t move, my men have you in their sights and have orders to shoot if you make a wrong move.”

“You bastards, you shot them in cold blood - what crime have they committed?” yelled O’Reilly.

“Taking money from the likes of you and others like you who have this fantasy about re-uniting Ireland by providing funding to allow this lot to carry out their heinous crimes is monstrous. You don’t understand how they control their followers, never allowing their youth to mix with the other half of the population for fear that they build up relationships and learn to live in harmony with each other. That would upset the considerable income they accumulate from drugs and protection rackets - not to mention the fall in their self-esteem within the local community.”

“That’s bullshit!!” exploded the American “we have every right to campaign for the benefit of restoring what we feel is rightfully ours. How can you possibly not agree with me?”

“Oh, I would agree with you - provided that you and your fellow citizens agree to return the United States to the Red Indians,” retorted the Lieutenant.

“You, smug arrogant English bastard!” exclaimed the American

Colin Inglis, sensing he had hit a nerve smirked “Scottish actually”

The Irish anger in the American engulfed Matt’s body causing him to search for the nearest weapon which happened to be Flynn’s semi-automatic pistol. Diving downwards towards the body he grabbed the gun and attempted to point it towards the lieutenant - a futile move that acted as a catalyst for one of the marines to release a burst of bullets that penetrated the Bostonian’s body ending his young life.

A mortified Lieutenant Inglis gasped “God no!! How the hell are we going to explain this to Washington?”  

The marine commander had to think quickly on his feet as he had been trained to do, but avoiding international incidents following the cold- blooded murder of an American citizen was not high up on the ‘Exceptional Circumstances’ manual. 

“Christ, what were you thinking about? You knew that our orders were clear that O’Reilly was not to be harmed, so who decided to bring him down?”

The squad looked at each other before Symons raised his hand, “I saw him going for the gun and took action to protect you Sir.”

“Ok Symons, thanks, you probably saved my life. Now we cover our tracks quickly and, as we have used silencers, nobody has been alerted to our presence. What I want you all to do is, using gloves, fire off some rounds with their weapons and place them back near the bodies. There will an extensive enquiry into this and we shall all be heavily cross-examined by military intelligence. So we better make sure that we are all singing from the same hymn sheet. Has anyone any objections to this?”

The marines looked at each other uncomfortably and Inglis sensed trouble ahead.

“Right let’s get started before someone drives along. I’ll fire off this one” he said reaching down and picking up Flynn’s gun from the side of O’Reilly’s body he instructed his team to do likewise. The team moved quickly and fired bursts of gunfire in a semi-circle from the protection of the Range Rover before placing the guns where the bodies had been laid out. 

The lieutenant saw his chance and seizing the opportunity turned the Glock on his own squad, who were at ease, guns on the ground and using the surprise element rendered them all dead with a rapid burst of fire. “Sorry lads, but the good name of the Army had to be protected in the face of international media pressure.” As well as my military career ambitions, he added mentally. After quickly ascertaining that they were all dead Inglis radioed in, wiping away the tears, “Emergency! We have apprehended the target, but it has all gone horribly wrong –we took out the terrorists but the American got hold off a Glock and sprayed us all killing the squad and wounding me. During the mayhem Symons managed to return fire and killed O’Reilly”.

The voice on the other end of the phone responded “We’ll get the roads closed off in the next few minutes.  A helicopter and back-up will be on their way immediately. Are you badly wounded?”

“No, he caught me on the arm” replied the unscathed soldier.

The call ended, Inglis moved nearer to Matt O’Reilly’s body before, using his left hand, firing a shot from the Glock in the direction of his arm forcing him to fall to the ground in excruciating pain. As he fell, his eyes closed, just as there was a rustle in the nearby foliage. 

Colin Inglis, the son of a Scottish landowner, had always been ’an awkward boy.’ Threatened with his expulsion from a leading public school for bullying, the Inglis family thought his lack of academic achievement may be corrected by army discipline. Colin was admitted to Sandhurst, where he continued to show an inconsiderate and arrogant attitude towards his fellow students who referred to him as ‘Flashman’ after the unscrupulous hero in the George McDonald Fraser novels.

The telephone at IRA headquarters rang and Pat Lafferty the duty officer picked it up.  “Derry 2859” he answered.

A voice responded, “Pat, I think we might have a problem. Flynn and two of the boys went down to Shannon this morning to pick up Matt O’Reilly off the Aer Lingus Boston flight. They were supposed to be here over an hour ago but there’s no sign of them anywhere. I know the route they were taking, and I’ve had my scouts check it out but they have just vanished.”

Lafferty replied with a voice filled with a mixture of anxiety and anger, “Christ this is serious, so it is, if anything’s happened to O’ Reilly I shudder to think of the consequences. Get a hold of his girlfriend Mhairi McClure and see if she’s heard from him. Just a minute, stay on the line till I bring up her number on the computer”. Lafferty put down the phone and returned thirty seconds later “it’s out near Stormont. You’ll get her on 899 1213”.

It was little wonder that the whereabouts of Matt O’Reilly was unknown as the British helicopter arriving on the scene had witnessed the carnage and immediately arranged for back-up whilst taking control of the situation. The seven dead bodies and the wounded Lieutenant were flown to Masserene Barracks. As it was getting into the air the four occupants who had arrived in the helicopter set about changing the Range Rover’s damaged tyre and cleaning up the death scene. Once it was mobile the four removed their helmets and flak jackets before piling into the vehicle and driving at speed for five miles to Muckart Farm where they drove straight into the barn and closed the door and waited until a HGV furniture lorry to arrive. After placing the Range Rover inside the lorry, they set off on the journey back to Army Headquarters.

Chapter 3

‘‘Hi son, did you have a good day?” enquired David Johnston of his son John without lifting his head away from the door he was painting. No reply was forthcoming but that was not unusual for the twelve-year-old. “I take it you were playing the part of George Best and your pal Hughie was Norman Whiteside, so you won again.” Still no reply. David turned, faced the boy and immediately knew something was wrong - tears were streaming down John’s face and his young body was shaking.

“What’s wrong John?”

“D-D-Dad” the boy stammered, “I was w-walking home when I saw soldiers hiding in the woods and I was scared to move in case they thought I was the enemy. One of them fired a shot at a Range Rover and when the men got out of it they shot them all except one of them who was wearing a blue jacket.”

“Why would they do that? Are you sure about this?”

John interjected, taking short breaths to fight back the tears, “Dad that’s not all, the man in the blue jacket then picked up a gun and pointed it at one of the soldiers but before he could fire, he was shot dead.”

“Good God John, come here” comforted David putting his arms round his son, stroking his light brown curly hair, trying to qualm the tremors in his young body. “Let’s get you a drink.”

David handed John a cup of water which had a calming effect allowing John to relate the rest of what he had witnessed, finalising with Colin Inglis’ self-harming.

Johnston senior was by now in a state of shock and his mind was working overtime. He did not doubt what John had told him was genuine but this information was highly dangerous as both sides of the political divide would be out in force, the IRA trying to find out where their men had disappeared to - while the Army would be making sure that they had covered their tracks. John’s immediate concern was the safety of his only child, who he had brought up after his wife absconded with her lover and gone off to live in South Africa. As a Protestant, he would be expected to sympathise with the army, but not trusting politicians he had often thought that he could move out of Northern Ireland to ply his trade as an IT engineer elsewhere in the world. His brother Alistair had made the decision to leave ‘the Troubles’ behind him fifteen years ago and had set up his very successful surveyor practice in Guildford. Married with two children, aged fifteen and ten he had now settled into a Surrey lifestyle.

David sat down directly opposite his son and looking him straight in the eye he commented: “John, I want you to promise me that you will never ever repeat what you have just told me to anyone and that includes especially Hughie.” David had long suspected that the parents of his son’s friend Hughie McFaul, had links to the Ulster Defence Force. “Today’s actions are going to have repercussions and I don’t want you to be any part of it. There are evil people out there who will think nothing of harming you to get information. Do you understand what I am saying John?”

The boy, wiping away his tears, nodded his head.

David continued, “This incident has shown me that it is time for us to leave Northern Ireland and settle on the mainland. I can’t do this overnight due to work commitments and I wouldn’t want to draw any suspicions to us by leaving overnight but I am going to talk to Uncle Alistair and ask him to let you go and live with him. This will take a few days to organise; I will go to your school and explain our departure and how Alistair has fixed you up with a new school. I know you haven’t met your cousins Eric and Zoe all that often but you have always got on well and it will only be for a short time until I can sell up here and join you in England. What do you think John?”

“I’ll miss all my friends and I don’t know if I could stand being English, but it is better than going into hiding living with strangers,” replied John

David returned his son’s smile, “I’ll phone Uncle Alistair, you go and have a hot shower and I’ll get you something to eat.”

Following a very sombre meal that neither of the Johnstons had any stomach for, John said he was going to his room to watch television.  After John had left the room David pulled up an A4 pad and prepared his strategy to get Alistair to accept his plan to admit John into his home on a semi-permanent basis. The brothers had been close as children but since Alistair became domiciled in England, they had only met up on average every three years. The phone rang four times in his office before Alistair Johnston picked it up and answered, “Alistair Johnston”

“Hi Al, its David how are things with you?”

Slightly taken aback Alistair responded, “David, long time no hear, good to know you’re alive and kicking and still managing to survive in these troubled times.”

“You’ve been reading too many newspapers, things here are not too bad.”

“That’s not what the television is telling me. There seems to be some concern that an American IRA sympathiser may have gone missing as he has not arrived in Londonderry, after flying into Shannon this morning. In fact, they are suggesting that he may have been passing close by your place.”

A shudder passed through David Johnston as he realised the increasing seriousness of what his son had witnessed.

Al continued, “So to what do I owe this phone call?”

“Al, I’ve got or rather we’ve got a problem that means that John will have to leave here and settle in England and I would like him to live permanently with you until I can sell up and join him”.

“With me? What sort of problem do you have as I can’t see me taking him in?”

“I can’t explain the problem over the phone but surely you would not turn down taking in your own flesh and blood?” reacted David with anger coming into his voice.

“Easy David, the reason I can’t do it is because you will be unaware that Caroline and I have separated - she’s got the kids.  I had been having an affair with a lady called Judith Duncan and I’m living with her just now until I can move into my own place.”

Dejection engulfed David before he answered, “Sorry to hear that Al, you and Caroline always seemed so happy. Well I hope it all settles down and for the sake of the kids you get back together.”

“I don’t see that happening at present, but I must admit that I’m missing Eric and Zoe. It’s a bugger because work wise everything’s going well. How about you David?”

“Okay, but I could do with meeting Judith’s sister if she has one. Once I have sorted out this little problem I’ll meet up with you.”

“David, you haven’t told me what this problem is; I’ll give you any help I can.”

“No Al, its better you don’t know but thanks anyway - I better go now as I’ve got more calls to make. Bye for now.”

“Bye David” Al responded. “Strange call” he thought, I hope David is not mixed with any of the criminal factions at home.

David stared at the hung-up phone and his A4 pad before scrawling a pen mark across his laid-out strategy. What now? He immediately realised reluctantly that he would have to implement plan B. The person at the other end of the telephone picked it up and dry mouthed, David began, “Linda, its David and I need your help.”

His ex-wife took an aggressive tone: “To what do I owe this pleasure? It must be serious if you need my help”.

David began nervously to relate the biggest lie he had ever told “John wants to come and stay with you in South Africa. I have got a new girlfriend, Maureen Sinclair, who works in my office and we’re intending living together. She has two kids and John despises them. The situation has become intolerable and he wants to join his mother in Johannesburg.”

David continued “Is Claude with you just now?”

“No, he’s at the hospital operating” Claude Van Rensburg was a leading neurosurgeon that Linda become involved with when she was an occupational therapist at Londonderry Royal Infirmary, before they decided to move to his South African homeland.

“Yes, I’d love to have him over here and I can make sure he gets a good education. The house has plenty of space and Claude knows it was a wrench for me to leave him in Northern Ireland when we left.”

“Don’t remind me Linda” David pleaded as he felt tears coming on. “Just go and make arrangements - talk to Claude and see that he is okay with what we want to do and get back to me a.s.a.p. This is unfortunately urgent as John’s attitude is causing domestic strife between Maureen and me.”

“Claude will be back in 3 hours and I’ll phone you back tonight.”

“Thanks Linda, talk to you later’.”

True to her word Linda rang David back four hours later, “Hello David, I’ve spoken with Claude and to say our proposal was a shock is an understatement, but he is delighted with your suggestion. To let you understand, and I didn’t know this when I left you five years ago, Claude has a low sperm count and is unable to have children of his own. Also, to make the story more credible I had to flower it a little by saying that now John was maturing he had been missing me and you no longer could put up with his tantrums about not seeing me.”

“What!” interjected David, “You’re still the scheming bitch!”

“I had to” protested Linda, “to give us a good cover for his leaving Ireland and getting into South Africa without any hitches. Claude has contacts in the government, some of his golfing pals at the Wanderers work there, so he’s confident it can all be attended to very quickly.”

“Is he with you now?” David enquired.

“No, he’s gone to play squash with a friend that’s why I’m phoning you now”’

David calmed down, “Sorry Linda, my emotions are running off the Richter scale tonight - God knows how I will get on at the airport on John’s departure day and if I will be able to cope with life without him.”

Linda felt tears in her eyes but managed to blurt out, “David you’ve always been a good father to John and what I did was wrong, leaving you to bring up a seven-year-old but we have to put our differences aside for the sake of John’s future.”

David nodded to himself before replying, “I agree Linda. I will speak to John in the morning and then get back to you with the transport arrangements. Good night and thanks “

Chapter 4

––––––––
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David looked at the steaming kettle whose whistle had awakened him out his deep thoughts on what was going to be one of the most difficult days of his life. John entered the kitchen and sat down at the table. He was dressed in a white and blue hooped jersey over a red polo shirt which brightened up his outfit and made up for the well-worn dull denims that covered his lower half. His Nike trainers completed the look.

“Morning John”

“Morning Dad, how did you get on with Uncle Alistair? Has he got me enrolled for his local rugby team yet?” replied John trying to put a brave face on things and not wanting to start the day recalling the nightmares he had encountered during the night that had affected both his and his father’s sleep.

David sat down at the table and began, “John there has been a change of plan. I spoke to Uncle Al last night, but he can’t help us. I didn’t know that he has separated from Auntie Caroline and has moved out of the house in Guildford.”

“But what about Eric and Zoe, Dad? What’s happening to them?” John enquired.

“I’ll come to that - they are staying with their Mum and hopefully sometime in the future they will all get back together again. To continue, as I said yesterday, I have to get you away from any bad men bringing harm to you, so I had no choice but to phone your Mum last night. I had to lie to her and made up a story that I had taken up with a new partner that you objected strongly to and the situation was so bad that you had asked to go and live in South Africa. John, I had to do this in case the intelligence forces had ‘Tapped our phone’.”

John’s face was one of disbelief, “Johannesburg! But Dad she left us to go off with that doctor and okay she phones once a month, but it means I won’t see you or my friends. It’s not like going to Uncle Alistair’s where Hughie or any of the rest of my pals could come over for a holiday.”

“I know that son” sympathised his father, “but what you saw yesterday changed everything. It has been on the television that the man in the blue jacket is a member of a rich, powerful Irish American family who will also be seeking information into his death. They will be just as ruthless as the IRA or British Forces in how they come about that information. From our point of view, it gives us a better cover story that you are going to join your mother rather than us leaving Northern Ireland suddenly that would attract suspicion with the various factions.

I will start by, first calling in at your school today and then seeing a travel agent about flights to South Africa. I’ll come with you as far as Heathrow and the airline will look after you during the flight and hand you over to your Mum when the plane lands in Johannesburg.

I only met Claude a couple of times and although what happened between your Mum and me angered me, Claude is not a bad person. He has no children of his own so he will look after you. Both Mum and me, despite our past differences, want to ensure your future.”

John sat silent; trying to take in what his father had just told him. Despite his mother’s selfish actions five years ago he did still miss her although the bond to his Dad was much stronger. Thoughts flashed through his head - how often would he see his Dad in the future if ever? How long would it be before he could return to Northern Ireland? Would he be able to make new friends in Johannesburg? 

“Dad I’ll find it really difficult to live without you, but I know you and Mum are only doing what’s best for me. What I saw yesterday terrified me and I know that everyone at school will be talking about what they have seen on TV about the men who were shot and I would be scared that I let something slip out accidentally about what happened.  I’ll go to South Africa.”

Chapter 5

Colonel Harper, Head of Army High Command in Londonderry looked over the rimless glasses on the end of his red nose at his assembled strategy team, “Right let’s get this damn mess sorted out. I’m under pressure from the PM, who’s getting it in the neck from the President in Washington, as the O’Reillys’ are big donators to his re-election campaign. Robertson, give us a quick resume
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