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A wealthy Irish-American group hired Rainey to get rid of Daniel Larkin, a Vietnam vet turned professional killer who heads up a team of ruthless assassins and demolition experts in Belfast. Larkin’s gang is in the pay of both the IRA and the Ulster Defense League. So Rainey’s assignment is to either provide evidence that will put Larkin in prison for life, or kill him. Rainey’s problem: he has to survive long enough in bullet-riddled Belfast to complete the mission.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	A LIMOUSINE WITH the Dowd shipping company name on its side was waiting for me when I came out of the terminal at Boston’s Logan Airport. The driver was a runty, red-haired guy with a black suit and an Irish brogue.

	“Welcome to Beantown, Mr. Rainey,” he said.

	A NO STANDING sign was right in front of the car and so was a state policeman, who took absolutely no notice of the violation. That’s the kind of clout Cornelius J. Dowd has in Boston.

	His attorney had called me in Beaumont, Texas, and said Dowd wanted to talk a deal. He didn’t have to go into details, because I’m a professional mercenary and there’s only one kind of work I do. The attorney said Dowd was good for five-hundred plus airfare for one day’s work, even if the deal didn’t work out.

	So I flew to Boston.

	Dowd was a big wheel in oil tankers, which wasn’t bad for an Irish immigrant who had worked his way up from owning one old tub during World War II. His docks were in East Boston, just a few miles from the airport, and we got there in no time at all. It’s an unlovely part of the world, but I could smell money even before we got close to the main gate. The whole place was enclosed by a high chain-link fence with rolls of concertina wire on top, and an armed guard checked out the driver’s ID card, though he must have seen him a thousand times before. We drove in after the swing gate opened electronically, then down an oil slicked road toward a three-story cinder block building with cars parked in front of it. One was a Mercedes, the other a stretch Cadillac. Beyond the building and the cars, dwarfing everything, was a tanker flying the Dowd flag.

	Another Irishman, this one a Notre Dame type, took me up in an elevator to the third floor. Then he knocked on a door and it was opened by Cornelius J. Dowd himself. He was about seventy and stoop shouldered, but with plenty of bounce left in him. You could still see the tough sailor underneath the well-tailored clothes and the steam room pink of his face. His eyes were blue and as mild as a babe’s, but I knew that here was one mean old son of a bitch. Like the driver he had an Irish accent, but the rough edges had been rounded off.

	“Glad you could come, Mr. Rainey,” he said. We shook hands and went into a room that didn’t belong in a cinder block building on a greasy dock. It was paneled in some dark wood and there were paintings of Ireland, a rich carpet, the smell of five-dollar cigars. Two men sat in leather chairs in front of Dowd’s desk. They nodded, but said nothing. I recognized one of them, a burly handsome man of about forty-five, as Senator Vincent O’Malley of Connecticut. He was the chairman of some subcommittee; a millionaire with an estate in Virginia. The other man was vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place him.

	Dowd sat down and regarded me with phony benevolence; the Irish are good at this kind of bullshit. “Gentlemen, this is Mr. James Rainey who has come all the way from Texas to chat with us. Mr. Rainey, I’d like you to know Senator Vincent O’Malley and Mr. Michael Cunningham. Sit down! Sit down! A drink? A soft drink? No. Well then, maybe later. Sing out when you decide.”

	As soon as I sat down and got a good look at Cunningham I recognized him, too. A labor leader from Philadelphia, head of a small but extremely powerful craft union, he was a squat ugly man of fifty-five with hard eyes, and he was smoking a cigar without taking it out of his mouth. A rough customer, they said, but they also said he was honest. All three men were Irish: guys who knew where the power was and how to grab it.

	I wondered what they wanted me to do, since they must have had plenty of hard guys on tap. Old Dowd settled back in his chair; his desk was bare except for a file folder. The show was about to begin, but his first question surprised me.

	“Might I ask if you’re Irish, Mr. Rainey?” he said.

	“Not lately,” I answered. “But my great-grandfather was. He landed in Galveston in the 1840s. Fought for the Confederacy. He was a North of Ireland Presbyterian. I’m nothing. Is that what you’re asking?”

	The old boy smiled. “No such thing,” he said chidingly. “At least not in the religious sense. Just a matter of interest. Have you ever heard of PTN? Peace Through Negotiation. An Irish thing? PTN wants to stop the killing in Northern Ireland.”

	“Are you it, Mr. Dowd?” I asked.

	“Well yes, we are,” Dowd said. “That part the public sees. But there are thousands of members all over the United States. Most are of Irish birth or extraction, but not all. Many are Catholics, but you don’t have to be Catholic to be Irish. Our aim is the unification of all Ireland, north and south, through negotiation. To turn the people against these terrorists whether they be Catholic IRA or Protestant Ulster Defense League.”

	All I did was nod. I wasn’t there to argue with them. If they wanted to believe that terrorism could be stopped by talk, well then ...

	All over the world terrorism was on the increase: PLO, FLN, Red Brigades, Basque Freedom Fighters, Black Liberation, Armenian Justice, were just the better known names. But there were plenty of others. You name a country and it probably had some sort of terrorist group. And they were all doing fine; all part of the same network.

	Senator O’Malley said confidently, “It can be done, Mr. Rainey.”

	“How, Senator?”

	“With money. More jobs, better jobs. Northern Ireland has the worst unemployment rate in western Europe. Its economy would collapse if it wasn’t propped up by Great Britain. What PTN proposes is a massive infusion of American aid. If the United States can help out half the world, then why can’t it do the same in Northern Ireland? And,” the senator smiled, “we don’t mean tinker toy auto assembly plants like John DeLorean’s.”

	Dowd smiled and said, “You’re making a speech, Vince.”

	“It can’t be said often enough,” the senator said. “I’m sure Mr. Rainey is interested.”

	“Sure,” I said.

	Dowd cut in with, “Our organization is making some progress in persuading Irish-Americans from sending money and guns to the IRA. Cut off the money, you cut off the flow of guns. Or at least slow it down.”

	“They’re still getting guns from Gaddafi and the Czechs,” Cunningham said in his harsh skullbuster’s voice. “It’s part of an overall plan to destabilize Europe, to establish a Communist Ireland in England’s back yard. The IRA are nothing but a bunch of Commie bastards. I still think we should send our press releases to that effect. Let the whole world know what they really are.”

	“Bad public relations, Mike.” The senator shook his head. “The Irish over here wouldn’t buy it. Too many of them see the IRA as heroes.”

	Old Dowd nodded agreement. “I think Vince is right.”

	Out in the channel a ship’s hooter sounded. I was being ignored. “Gentlemen,” I prompted, “would you please tell me what this is all about?”

	They turned back to me, these three rich Irishmen. “Right you are, Mr. Rainey.” This came from Dowd, the practical businessman. “The problem we want to discuss here is American mercenaries—Vietnam veterans—operating in Northern Ireland. Are you aware that such a thing is happening?”

	I shrugged. “I heard there were two or three over there. There are American mercenaries everywhere, Mr. Dowd. A lot of them are overage, beer-bellied slobs who can’t settle down. Most of them aren’t worth spit. Look what happened to them in Angola. They got captured and shot.”

	“Forget Angola,” Dowd said. “The mercenaries in Ireland are a truly dangerous lot, experts in weapons and demolition. Your beer-bellied image doesn’t apply there.”

	“Fill me in then.”

	Dowd nodded. “You were in the Green Berets. Did you ever hear of a man named Daniel Larkin?”

	“Dan Larkin, the Irishman? The Mad Mick?” Everybody in the Special Service Forces knew about Larkin. In a bloody war, he was one of the bloodiest men. A handsome, smiling, blarneying sadist who liked nothing better than killing. And some of the people he killed had nothing to do with the war. Some of them were women.

	Dowd opened the file and read: “Lieutenant Daniel P. Larkin. Born in Belfast 1948. Emigrated to the U.S. 1964. Drafted 1966. Commissioned 1968. Served with Phoenix Assassination Group until 1973. Said to have assassinated twenty pro-Communist village chiefs and South Vietnamese officers suspected of disloyalty.”

	Dowd looked up and waited for my reaction. “Yeah, he was a bad bastard all right,” I said.

	“But highly decorated. Would you say he was efficient, Mr. Rainey?”

	“He certainly knows how to kill people.”

	“Yes he does, and now he’s been killing them in Ireland for nearly three years. In the Republic as well as up North. Larkin returned to the States when the war ended in ’75. Remained here for five years. Was suspected of being a hired killer for the West Coast Mafia. Questioned but never arrested. Returned to Northern Ireland in 1980. Since then he’s been working for the Provos, the extreme left wing of the Irish Republican Army. But he’s also in business for himself. Suspected of several contract murders in Paris and Amsterdam.”

	It looked like the Mad Mick had been keeping his hand in. “Why don’t they just kick him out of Ireland?” I asked. “He’s an American citizen, so they should be able to do it.”

	“No,” Dowd said. “Because he’s still a UK citizen. A native born British subject. Never bothered to relinquish it when he took out his American papers. You don’t lose it unless you make a formal declaration. And get this. He’s also a citizen of the Irish Republic. Anybody born in any part of Ireland, north or south, is a citizen of the Republic. That’s their way of taking a slap at the British. So the son of a bitch has three passports and they’re all perfectly valid. He can travel all over the place.”

	Well, they didn’t call him Mad Mick because he was stupid. The “mad” part came from his love of killing. “Yeah, I get all that,” I said to Dowd. “But can’t the cops or military intelligence do something to nail him? The British are pretty good at that sort of thing.”

	Dowd said, “The FBI boys weren’t able to get him for as much as failing to file his tax returns, and they tried hard enough, take my word for it. It’s all in this file. Larkin moves around. One day he’s in Belfast, the next in Dublin, the day after in London. Sometimes he just disappears. The special branch of the Republic police watch him, or try to. But sometimes they see him and sometimes they don’t.”

	I glanced over at O’Malley and Cunningham. The senator was studying his polished fingernails, Cunningham was chewing on the stub of his cigar. Something heavy was going down here and I thought I knew what it was. Old man Dowd coughed to remind me that I should look as well as listen.

	“British military intelligence, MI, is sure Larkin is responsible for the murder of five men in Northern Ireland. Political figures, three of them. The other two, a judge and a paratroop colonel belonging to the Special Air Services. That’s an elite assault force. But I suppose you know that?”

	“Yes, I know. What about this gang of his? How many?”

	“According to the file, nine or ten. All about Larkin’s age. All Vietnam veterans born in Ireland, and they don’t just carry out assassinations. What they are is true gangsters: drugs, prostitution, protection, even bank robbery. Hard to think of that kind of stuff going on in Ireland, but it’s true. The country has changed like all countries, I suppose. I’m talking about Northern Ireland, not the Republic, where the police don’t even carry guns. You have to be aware of how lawless the North has become, especially Belfast, which has been compared to Warsaw at the time of the uprising. Desolate, smoking, hopeless, wrecked. In the North there are parts of counties completely outside the control of the law. South Armagh is the worst. Bandit Country they call it. The IRA rules there. The gunmen are the law.”

	“Northern Ireland is full of gunmen, I know that. What makes Larkin so special to you? Why all the interest?”

	Dowd opened a tiny refrigerator built into his desk and took out a bottle of mineral water and a glass. “I was coming to that,” he said after a small drink. “Larkin is an American citizen and a bad example to other Irish-born veterans, and there are plenty of those. Thousands. A lot of young lads just over from Ireland got caught up in the draft. They might say: ‘If Larkin can get away with it, then why can’t I? Look at the way he lives? Beautiful women hang off his arm. The best restaurants in Dublin, London, Paris. Fine hotels. Jet planes and all the money he’ll ever want.’ That’s what I mean by a bad example, Mr. Rainey, and as such he’s a real threat to the unification of Ireland, a lasting peace in my dear native land. That’s why Larkin has to be stopped and his gang eliminated, don’t you see?”

	I bit the bullet. “You want me to kill him, is that it?”

	The direct question shocked them in spite of the fact that they had sent for me. I suppose they hadn’t worked it out all the way. People like that hardly ever do; they like their killing done, but they don’t like to talk about it in such blunt terms. Now they exchanged hasty glances.

	O’Malley said, “We’d rather see him in prison for life. But if that isn’t possible, we ...”

	I pushed them for a hard answer. “How much does it pay?”

	“You just came here to talk, Rainey,” Cunningham reminded me in his tough guy voice.

	I knew he didn’t like me. “You want to think it over and have me come back in a month? Maybe all you want to do is talk. That might not be a bad idea. It’s safer.”

	Dowd raised his hand to stop the flare-up. “We were thinking in the neighborhood of twenty-five thousand,” he said.

	I said, “Let’s say there are ten men in Larkin’s outfit. That’s only twenty-five hundred apiece, Mr. Dowd. I want fifty thousand plus expenses, and for that I will do my best to put Larkin and his boys in prison or under the sod. I think under the sod. I say that because I know the man’s reputation. I can’t say I know him personally, but we did meet a few times in a crowd of other guys. I’m sure he’ll have to be killed.”

	“I would think so,” Dowd agreed. “What else do you want?”

	“I don’t want to have to send back any progress reports, and I don’t want anybody coming over to see how I’m doing. Too risky. About the money, I want half up front, the rest when I get the job done. If I don’t get it done, you get the money back, but I keep the expenses. Fair enough?”

	Cunningham shifted in his chair; this guy was used to pushing people around. “You lay down a lot of conditions, Rainey. And what you’re asking is more than a hit man gets. In New York the going rate is a thousand a hit.”

	I kept my cool. “I’m no kind of hit man, Cunningham. If I wanted to be a hitter, I’d work at it.”

	O’Malley, the politician, looked alarmed. “Gentlemen! Gentlemen! There’s no need for this.”

	“Let’s get on with our business. You won’t come down in your demands, Mr. Rainey?” That was Dowd. I sort of liked the old boy.

	“Not a chance, sir.”

	Another exchange of corporate glances, then Dowd said firmly, for Cunningham’s benefit, “You’ve got yourself a deal.”

	Cunningham got up out of his chair. “Wait a minute, Corny. This man has to know how he stands in this. He’s been laying down conditions and we’ve been picking them up. I’d like to lay down a few conditions of my own. First, if he gets caught, he doesn’t tie us in. No way.”

	Dowd frowned, and I knew he was the boss man of this outfit: a pacifist organization that hired mercenaries. “I think that’s understood, Mike. Mr. Rainey has a reputation for discretion. I’ve had him thoroughly investigated.” The old harp smiled at me. “You don’t mind, Mr. Rainey?”

	“Part of the game,” I said.

	Cunningham wasn’t ready to drop it. “Condition number two,” he went on, dark faced with anger. “He’s going to be well paid, but that’s all he gets. Not a cent more. No hardship money if he has to go to jail. If—”

	Dowd slammed his hand on the desk. “Enough of this shit, Mike. It’s completely out of line. We sent for him, remember? The deal is set and that’s it. You have any questions, Mr. Rainey?”

	“Yeah, are your people here reliable. I notice some of them are Irish. How can you be sure the Provos don’t have a plant in here?”

	Dowd didn’t think so. “I’ve had them checked out, and don’t worry about this room being bugged. No chance there. What else?”

	“Is this PTN a front for something political? It makes no difference to me, but I’d like to know.”

	The old man smiled. “No, it’s not political, especially not with me. My sister’s son was murdered by the Provos for keeping company with a Protestant girl—a nice, decent girl from what I hear—and the gunmen warned him to give her up, or else. He was a spunky kid and he told them to go to hell, so they shot him dead in his own house, in front of his own mother. That was four years ago and I flew over for the funeral. You never saw such a place as Belfast. The sight of it keeps coming back to me. Half the city bombed out. Burned out automobiles turned over in the streets. Broken glass crunching under your feet and garbage hardly ever picked up. The sound of gunfire and explosions every night. Sandbags and British soldiers and armored cars all over the place. Everybody scared to walk down the street. But it’s the little kids that got to me: they’re turning into wild animals. They’re raising a whole generation of criminals. That’s what these God damned terrorists are responsible for. I grew up in Belfast and it always was a grim old place, but Lord Almighty, you should see it now.”

	“Sounds pretty bad,” I said.

	The old man rubbed his eyes. “That’s not the half of it. You know what the IRA bastards did to that poor girl? My nephew’s lady friend. Kneecapped her. Shot her in both knees. She’ll never walk again except with crutches. So you see, I have a personal interest in all this. Ah well, we can only hope for better times. Now about the money. You’ll be wanting it in cash, I suppose?”

	“I’d prefer cash,” I said.

	Dowd opened a drawer and counted out twenty-five thousand in hundred dollar bills. The others watched him count; rich men are fascinated by other people’s money; some of this money was theirs, but it was in Dowd’s hands for the moment. Then it was in mine and I don’t think they approved of the casual way I stuffed it in my inside pocket.

	Dowd pushed the file across the desk. “You can keep this, it’s a Xerox. Destroy it when you’re finished with it.” He reached across the desk to shake hands with me. “I’m curious. You won’t be able to take a gun across on a plane. Where do you plan to get one?”

	“In Ireland,” I answered. “It shouldn’t be hard.”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	BEFORE I WENT to Ireland, I went to The Bronx.

	I’d never been to The Bronx, but I knew there were Irish bars along Fordham Road where the smuggling of weapons is a topic of serious discussion. These paddy places are where the IRA and their sympathizers hang out. Not everybody in them is a gunman or a friend of gunmen; a lot of the drinkers are just ordinary cops and firemen, subway motor-men, union organizers, or bartenders on their day off. But the young gunmen with the brogues are the ones everybody is afraid of. These hard-faced characters never seem to work, yet they always have money, and they always spread it around. What they’re doing, of course, is drumming up support for the cause, and you don’t have to be a graduate of Madison Avenue to know what good PR is. Getting on their bad side can be hazardous to your health.

	A taxi took me there from LaGuardia, but first I checked most of Dowd’s money into a locker at the airport. It was still early afternoon, just three hours after I said farewell to Dowd and his pals, and I asked the cabby where I could find a real Irish bar, one that served draft Guinness and corned beef and cabbage. I guess he pegged me for a nut, but New York taxi drivers are surprised by nothing; most of them are crazy themselves.

	He was a little Jewish guy with a bald head and wings of white hair. “There’s a whole string of them places,” he told me. “Pick one and you’re home. No, wait a minute, mister. Yeah, yeah. Go to McGibney’s. McGibney’s is the place to go. It’s probably the oldest, so it oughta have all that stuff you’re askin’ about. Jesus mister, you oughta been around when Third Avenue was goin’ good. Before they tore down the El there musta been two, three Irish saloons on every block. On St. Patrick’s Day, the street ran red with blood. Such weird fuckin’ people, always fightin’. You ain’t Irish, I hope?”

	I told him I wasn’t and for the rest of the way he bent my ear with stories about the old days on Third Avenue. Not all the Irish were like that, of course; some were fine people, if a little dumb. But, ya know, there’s good and bad in every race ...

	McGibney’s must have been built around the turn of the century; a one story brick building next door to a closed-up movie house. A lot of the people in the street were black or Hispanic; it looked like the old neighborhood was changing. I went in and the place was going pretty good for that time of day. It was long and narrow, had a ceiling of pressed tin, and there wasn’t much light. The jukebox and the television set were going at the same time, but that’s a standard feature for this kind of bar. An old movie was flickering on the tube, Bing Crosby was singing Galway Bay on the box, and neither of them had a chance against the noise the customers were making. Up front, across from the bar, there was a hotplate with two Puerto Ricans serving up sandwiches and an Irish cashier taking the money for them. I hadn’t eaten since the plane from Texas, so I got a ham on rye and found myself a place at the bar. A young bartender with bushy sideburns gave me a bottle of Bud, then went away to make a martini straight-up for a black guy who was doping out a racing sheet.

	“Didn’t I tell you I wanted Booth’s Gin,” the black complained.

	The bartender gave him a look of contempt. “Can’t you read? Don’t you see the sign?” He turned to point at a sign that said: NO BRITISH BEER OR LIQUOR SERVED HERE UNTIL IRELAND IS FREE. “That sign means what it says,” the bartender said.

	“Got nothin’ to do with me,” the black said. “What the fuck! Gimme somethin’ American.”

	The guy on the right side of me was drinking draft Guinness and smacking his lips with every gulp of the black beer. Talking to me but looking at the martini drinker, he mumbled, “I don’t know why these blacks come in here. Why don’t they go to their
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