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EPILOGUE AS PROLOGUE


“SO YOU SEE, MA’AM, IT wasn’t like they said in the paper,” Young waved the paper he was clutching as he came into the churchyard, “it wasn’t like that at all.  He did deserve his MC, he earned it.  The problem is that the newspaper man got hold of only half the story and made the rest up.”

  “Alas, Sgt Young, - now that I know you so much better may I call you Barry?”

  “My mates call my Bazzer, ma’am,”  he said diffidently.

  “Thank you, Bazzer, that is how it always has been.  The papers, I am afraid, are in the business of selling papers, not really telling stories as they actually happened.”  She was much stronger than she had been, was it just three days before? when she had called out to her son in her grief, after the story had broken in the paper.  Now, talking to Young, she had the whole story, she knew it all, and she was much stronger still, much happier.

  Young had explained to her everything as he knew it.  He had been there all of the morning and well into the afternoon, and had drunk numerous cups of tea.  He had politely refused her offer of a glass of home made wine, he had to drive, and she was quite glad that he had, remembering her hang-over of two mornings ago.  She had shown him Samuel’s diaries, which Michael had retrieved from the barracks, and had been an eye-opener for her.  She realised she never really knew the internal workings of her son at all.  It caused her some concern that maybe she did not know her other, her only, son.  Yet he was much more open, much more balanced than Samuel, and they had been drawn so much closer together now.

  Young had not seemed surprised by the diaries, more interested.  He knew much of it.  He had filled her in on the bits they had not revealed.

  He had been the second man into the room.  Mathews had reacted very quickly, quicker than the rest of the patrol.  By the time he had got in the back and was coming up the stairs the terrorists had exited the bedroom and had been dealt with.  There was a “whole shit load of gunfire” - he had “sorry ma’am”-ed at that - and although the last single shot had been of some surprise he took no notice.  The Lieutenant had not come out of the bedroom so he entered with some caution.  It took him some time to work out what had occurred; he had to deal with huge personal pain, pain like he had not felt since Warrenpoint six years previously, as he came to realise that his boss, his friend was dead.

  He had assessed what had happened.  He had never met the girl, the puppet-like wreck of a human body before him only just resembled a girl, but he knew who she was.  Mathews had spoken of her often.  His body, in its death throw, was draped across her.

  He then did something he could never believe he did.  The rest of the patrol was gathering, he shut them all out, leaving a senior corporal to keep control, and closed the door.

  He thought hard and fast.  He moved bodies and clutched Russells pistol in the dead terrorist’s fist.  He rested Mathews head on the floor and fired three rounds at his boss.  He then fired three more through the head of the girl which he had to hold up while he manipulated events.  He then arranged the bodies.

  He briefed the patrol.  He had no idea if he could fool forensics.
  He assumed not, but that which would come out would be a scenario of heroics.  The terrorist killed the girl, shot Mathews as he rolled into the room and was mortally wounded himself.  The rest of the patrol backed up the story, so if the Scenes of Crime officers knew any different, they kept their peace.

  Young relived the story and Mathew’s mother smiled.  “He didn’t do anything wrong, did he Bazzer?  He died a paratroop officer.”

  “He did his duty, ma’am.”

  “Do you know, Sergeant Young, I believe he’s happy wherever he is.  Happier than he would be if he were still here with us now . . .”  





Book 1.





CHAPTER   I


THE STRETCHING SHADOW


DANIEL RUSSELL STOOD ON THE headland looking down at the bay and considered what had gone before, and what was yet to come.  The troubles he was unleashing.

  He could not blame the English for the subject of his thoughts just then: for the blight.  The various acts of parliament that crippled his country, the invasion of foreign troops that raped and subjugated his land, the failed and cruelly put down rebellions, all yes.  But the small parasitic fungus, one of a hundred thousand of the species, borne on the wind in tiny spores, hardly.   

  He turned to the man standing next to him.  They had been each in their own thoughts, gazing down at the bay as if by staring hard something would come to life.

  “It is from these shores, Michael-John, and the hundreds of bays along them, that our forefathers fled.”  His companion said nothing, lacking Russell’s fascination with history.  “During the great famine, of ‘45/’46, that surely shaped our county’s future.  The bastard blight which killed over a million, and forced a further million to flee.”

  Yet, to some extent, he did blame the English.  The Brits.  He had to, it fed his hunger.  The ingredients of the past that were history stirred his imagination and fuelled within him anger.  The randomly striking curse, kicking a nation when it was already down, made him despair and made him mad.  Mad was too extreme an emotion, however, and he held it with a tight reign. 

  If he did not blame the English for the blight itself, which must be, surely for whatever strange reason accepted as part of His grace, then he did for the conditions created by the English that determined no relief from starvation when it came.  No reward for turmoil.  Certainly, he could blame them for the climate that meant the people of the land, his land, drowning in poverty, could not survive the havoc wrought of the blight.  And thus were driven from the country in great numbers.  Driven by a plight of desperation with no hope and less choice.  Away, from their wretched barren homes, from their wretched barren lives, seeking a new promised land.

   Daniel, Danny “The Fuse” Russell, stood on the hill above the village, as he had three years before.  Much of his thought was how England was going to pay.  The Brits had started to pay, some units were already across the water, exporting The Troubles back to whence they came, but now they had to pay big time.  Her people could live with the same terror as his people lived with in Belfast and Derry.

  The bay was as hot and as calm, as it was when he had stood there last, surveying his handiwork.  The still, gun-metal waters shimmered and swayed in the stifling August sun.  The long sweep of the bay engulfed the silent ocean.   He thought of the ship-borne lost generations, fleeing on the wind like a million fungal spores.

  “I like to consider myself a romantic.   A romantic yes.  I am well versed in the romances, if that alone constitutes the definition.  But I have no love for the bay in summer, no I have not.”

  “What the fuck are you talking about, Daniel?  What the hell are we doing here on this bloody place in nowhere?”

  “Damn your heretic soul, we are here to consider the past.  From the past we shall see the future, from the disparate parts the whole.  Time past is time future and all that.”

  “I am off to England tomorrow, and to my knowledge I am not going on a Thomas bloody Cook package.  On my last afternoon you want to bring me to this god-awful place and quote to me poetry, and crap poetry to my mind at that.  I could be seeing to my missus.”

  “The vacant chasm of your missus will await its filling in time.  It is here where it began, and it is here where it is fitting that we embark on the last true crusade.”

  “Jesus Fuck, the last true crusade my arse.  It started in ‘69 with the Civil Rights marches.  And if we have got to go somewhere for dreaming should we not be in Derry where it started and then where it happened on Bloody Sunday?”

  “No, my friend, it started long before bloody Bloody Sunday.  This era started in ‘45/’46, and the ‘45’ of a century before.  Then was the diaspora.  That’s when our people started to leave, that’s when they were driven from their homes.  If we had been alive then, we would have left too.  Now our mission across the water is to the east, and we are not leaving defeated, destitute and degraded.  Never to be defeated.  No matter the what.” 

  Previously, on his very first visit, a leisurely reconnaissance for the mission that made his name, the season had been different.  He had enjoyed the stormier conditions of winter.  The sound was different then.  High rollers broke throughout the cove.  Sweeping in from their three thousand mile journey across the wild ocean, the ocean that had carried Irelands’ children.  He liked the wind.  Even though the wind had powered the proud sail ships, and borne his forefathers away, a population explosion like seeds popping from a squashed over-ripe fruit.  He liked it pushing against him, provoking his clothes, plucking his hair.  The noise of the wind.  The noise of the waves, as they dissipated their energy in snarling white froth against the shore.  He liked the controlled turmoil; nature aggressive, nature angry.

  “It is time for our anger to be channelled into action.  Action that will hurt them hard, sustained and controlled action.  That is why you go tomorrow, and I follow you soon.  We are going to spill their blood on their own bloody streets.  We are the new pilgrims, Father!”

  He lapsed again into silence.  He thought of the waves he had created when he stood here last.  Shock waves that disrupted that August afternoon.  In his mind’s eye, he could see the cauldron, a frenzied eruption, that blew apart the peace of the bay.  That blew the boat apart.  The shock wave that resonated around the sound, and around the world.  He smiled grimly, in satisfaction.  A job well executed which had put him in the position he was now in, awaiting the next month, yet another portentous August, that would see him cross the Irish sea to England.  The first wave was already there, England, and you are already beginning to suffer as we have suffered.  The first wave, the first of many.  He thought back to the summer of ‘79, when he had made Sligo Bay and this headland headline news.  


Barry Young was not in the quiet, sheltered fishing village or its protective headland, that still azure August day in 1979, but the weather was equally as good where he was, five hours later, a 100 miles almost due east.

  The young man would not forget the events that would become painfully etched onto his mind.  He had been in the Province just ten boring days which he had spent in a holding camp in Belfast. 

  There was grief in being deployed to Ireland.  Grief from his mother, grief in being scared.  In addition, his tour in Berlin had been cut short.  He had been tasting, to excess, the joys of an infantry tour in Germany:  fine German beer, fine German women.

  He sat crumpled with his full issue of kit in a three vehicle convoy taking him and the other joining soldiers to the battalion base in Ballykinler.  They passed a routine patrol from their company laid up in a small town, and waved, shouting good humoured banter as soldiers do.  The sun was shining.  

  The battalion had been in-country for a single summer month, a succession of beautiful sunny days.  It was peaceful and as they drove through the wooded countryside of Armagh they were watchful, but at ease.  In a moment of idleness he got as close to romance as he ever did, thinking it was a day for girl friends among the rolling tree-lined scenery, although his desires may not have been ‘Romantic’.  A day for lovers, not for soldiers marching unto war. 

  Around a sweeping bend, the road widened into a slip-lane allowing vehicles to wait for a chance to turn into the drive of Narrow Water Castle.  On their left, opposite the drive, a squat granite tower guarded Castleford Lough at its narrowest, here marking the border with the South.  Opposite was a matching stone gate-house, designating the entrance to the manor.

  Parked in a lay-by next to the tower stood a trailer, stacked high with straw.  A natural part of the rural scene.  The road was quiet, empty of traffic.  The lead Landrover and his four-ton truck had driven past the junction.  The rear four-tonner, carrying men from the machine-gun platoon, was passing the trailer.  There was 500lbs of explosive, packed in milk churns, hidden deep within the hay.  It was detonated.  By men watching from across Narrow Water, in Eire. 

  The Bedford, flung high into the air, was deposited onto the central reservation, a smouldering, twisted wreck.  Burning hay drifted on the light breeze.  Dust blossomed.  The smell of burnt flesh filled the thick, acrid air.  Six paratroopers died instantly.  None escaped injury.  The taste and sound of war blasted the peace and the landscape.

  The two undamaged vehicles slewed to a halt.  Fast reacting, highly trained soldiers, including Young, spilled from them.  Well drilled, without orders they formed all-round defence.  An older NCO, instantly taking charge, a weather-beaten corporal who could have been at Arnhem itself, shouted for them to take better cover, indicating the formidable stone protection of the Castle’s gatehouse.  The watching men had guessed they would.  


The old man had had to die.  The opportunity was coming to lead the fight onto the mainland, and Russell had to demonstrate that he was the man to lead it.  The operation against the old man was his signature operation.  He had to elevate himself in the eyes of the Army Council from a promising young potential to mastermind.  A planner.  An executioner.  A brilliant operation, carried out coolly and to schedule.  Undreamed of publicity.  A voice to speak revenge and shout retribution.

  Prince Louis Francis Albert Victor Nicholas, of the long regal line of Battenburg, came to Mullaghmore every August.  Their ten-bedroomed, nineteenth-century limestone castle stood on Benbulbren Brow, overlooking the bay in fifteen hundred acres.  Economic reality had descended on the clan and it had recently been forced to sell the family home to a wealthy Irish businessman.  A proviso in the contract allowed Lord Mountbatten to use the home for a month each year, as his family had done for the previous three and a half decades.  Every year.  

  He was easy - one of the reasons he had become the prime target of ‘The Fuse’.  The attentions of the Garda Siochana had been dismissed.  To their frustration.  Two of their men watched from the shore as 50lbs of explosive blew Mountbatten’s thirty foot wooden sloop, Shadow V, out of the water.  It disintegrated instantly, littering the calm waters of the bay.  Like his aunt Tsarina Alexandra, and her husband Tsar Nicholas II, killed by Bolsheviks 18 years after the turn of the century, he had no chance.  

  By tradition a fighting man, he was, in Russell’s eyes, a valid military target.  Chief of the Defence Staff in 1941, a prescient Mountbatten had given the stamp of approval to the nascent parachute forces.  Russell, too, had vision.  Authority, a grasp of combined operations, and a clear image of the path to victory.  Not one to theorise, Russell was a man on the ground.  A bomber by trade, he preferred action to talk.  His manifesto was promulgated through weapons of war.  Let others pursue the ballot box, he perfected his message with the rifle and the bomb.  


While Russell admired the view over Sligo Bay and wallowed in self congratulations for the events of August ‘79, Barry Young was on leave with the rest of the victorious British forces who had returned from the South Atlantic.  The Regiment had acquitted itself well and had come a long way from the day that still lived with Young.  More soldiers had died, but it seemed more honourably.  All was fair in love and war, and the Falklands campaign was war.  But not in the quiet green fields of Ulster.  Without warning.  Despite the more recent experiences of death, for Young the memory of Ulster still lived fresh.

  In the near-by town of Warrenpoint, the two Landrovers of the once routine patrol, no longer bantering, raced to the scene.  The paratrooper radio operator screamed a situation report into his mouth piece.  A helicopter-borne quick reaction force from the Queen’s Own Highlanders, also in-country only a month, came onto immediate stand-by.  It waited for the Commanding Officer, with his radio operator, to board a Gazelle to reconnoitre the situation most rapidly.  The helicopter, quickly at the scene of devastation from near by Bessbrook, landed in a field behind the lodge gates.  A bigger helicopter, an RAF Wessex, with medical attention for the wounded, landed also.  

  The gunmen, across the Lough, had opened fire.  It was being returned by the paratroopers, glad of the action.  The fire-fight lasted ten, fifteen minutes.  The wounded, being evacuated, had been loaded into the helicopter.  It was 4.59pm.  16.59 hours.  It was a beautiful summer afternoon.

  Lt Col David Blair, the QOH commander, walked across to speak to the senior paratrooper on the scene, Major Furseman.  The chopper, “Dust Off” in American Vietnam parlance, took to the air.

  A further 1,000lbs of land mine was blown.  The Royal Air Force pilot controlled the damaged helicopter with great skill in extreme turbulence, removing his stricken craft from the area.  Colonel Blair, taking the full force of the explosion, was never found.  A further 11 men were killed, including the para Major.  The scene was carnage.  Stunned soldiers, still under discipline, searched bodies for the living.  They choked on thick air and emotion.  The gate-house was destroyed.  The gunmen pulled back.  A tourist, unluckily caught in the fields of fire, was killed.

  Not since Major Victor Dover had led ‘C’ Company through the streets of Oosterbeek, a month short of thirty five years earlier, down to capture the famous bridge across the river Rhine, had the Company, the Battalion, or the Parachute Regiment, suffered such casualties.  


He could picture the slow roll of the boat, out of the water, splintering like a ruptured Man o’ War at Trafalgar, as he stood on the brow of the hill.  

  Russell, ignored his companion and enjoyed a quiet moment for reflection, thinking about his boss, mentor and friend.  His reason to be, and most certainly his reason for having survived so long without capture.  His guide along the delicate path through the shadows, avoiding incarceration.  The architect who designed the policy of pursuing victory through the combination of Armalite and Ballot Box.  He was well known to Russell for he had watched over the young bomber and channelled his career.  Like Russell, he came from a family imbued with the history of the IRA.  Uncle a Quartermaster, father shot and wounded by the English in the 1940s.  As OC of the Ballymurphy company he had given a hint of his political views to come, stating that all military action requires a political objective.  A Volunteer, but a politician underneath.  While he distanced himself from the violence in order to further his political aims he knew he needed a pretender, a friend on the inside of the military movement.  As insurance.

  At the tender age of 23, he was in control of Russell’s battalion, the 2nd Battalion in Belfast, when he was arrested and interned without trial.  His first sojourn in Long Kesh.  Released as a pre-condition for cease fire, he was involved in secret talks with William Whitelaw in the Home Office.  The break down of those talks, in which the British refused to accede to the IRA demands for complete withdrawal, led to 26 bombing attacks and many deaths on bloody Friday, July 21 1972.

  A second truce, in February 1975 was a disaster.  The Army used the peaceful period to penetrate the IRA with agents and informers.  Recaptured, he feared the IRA would be beaten.  During his second stay in the H-Blocks, he formed a new strategy for the future.  The Long War.  Defusing the Battalion structures, the new IRA would be based on the communist dictum of a cellular movement, more secure. 

  He activated, through writings, many of which were smuggled out of the Kesh by Russell who knew not what they were, a political machine with a political will.  It infused and inculcated the quasi-protest movement Sinn Fein.  He knew the IRA had no long-term military strategy to sustain the Long War, so on his release he took control of the Northern Command, forcing distance between it and the South.  He instigated a military strategy in parallel with his political vision.  Its first aim was to destabilise the economy of Northern Ireland.  Then, as he worked on the twin thrusts of politics and armed revolution, aiming for the presidency of Sinn Fein in the near future, he turned his far-sighted gaze on the mainland.  With an eye on delegating the English operation, he elevated in rank his young bomber protégé, Daniel The Fuse.  Together, secretively, they had devised The Plan.  
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