
Excerpts:  

 
 

Scene from the Chapter : Hazelwood 

 

This time the phone worked, and a few coins dropped as he connected to the local 

Gardai station.  

“Am I talking to a guard?” asked Séamus. 

“Yes, this is Garda O’Donnell.”  

“Codlaíonn an fear glas riamh,” said Séamus in perfectly pronounced Gaelic.  

“I don't speak Irish,” said the Guard.  

“Well then get me someone who does.”  

“That attitude will get you nowhere,” said Garda O’Donnell taking some offence. 

“And besides, our only fluent Gaelic speaker transferred to Mayo. Can ye not speak in 

English?”  

“THE GREEN MAN NEVER SLEEPS,” said Séamus carefully enunciating each 

word slowly.  

“Is this a complaint about your neighbour, Sir?” asked O’Donnell.   

“What NO! It is a code-phrase.”  

“For what?”  

“It is the OFFICIAL code-phrase that a representative of the OFFICIAL IRA is meant 

to use when OFFICIALLY contacting the Garda Síochána.”  

“Well, you learn something new everyday. So what am I meant to do now?” enquired 

the Guard.  

“You are meant to get me Philips or Wilson, your official liaison officers.”  

“That would be a problem.”  

“Not mine,” said Séamus in complete exasperation. 

“Well it might be. Sergeant Philips has retired, and Garda Wilson is on his holidays.”  

“Ah Jayzuz, YOU guards couldn't find your way out of a paper bag.”  

“There is no need to facetious,” said O’Donnell which was followed by a long pause 

for reflection before he continued. “I will get you Detective Sgt. Mahoney instead.”  

There followed an even longer pause until a familiar voice came on the line. 

“Hello, who am I speaking to?” said Mahoney. 

”GREEN EAGLE ONE,” said Séamus enunciating his words again. 

“Is that you Séamus Tooley?”  

“No; it’s feckin green eagle one.”  

“Green eagle whatever, Séamus, what can I do for you?”  

“It is about one of your guards.”  

“Who?”  



“I think it might be Liam Walsh. He has a habit of parking on the grass. So I think it 

might be him.”  

“What about him.”  

“I just witnessed him being kidnapped by the INLA. They put in the trunk of his own 

patrol car.”  

“Where?”  

“Down in Hazelwood, near the entrance to the straight service road belonging to the 

saw mill. You need to get some of your boys down there before they drive him away or 

do something worse.”  

“How do you know they are INLA?”  

“We have been tracking them since they came to town, but we don't want to engage 

them now that they have involved the Garda Síochána. We have no beef with the 

guards.“  

“We are dispatching back up. Thank you Séamus, I mean thank you Green Eagle.” 

Séamus hung up. He had a welter of emotions churning within. There was 

disappointment, from having lost the opportunity to settle an old score, but a certain 

satisfaction from having done the right thing. He needed some time and space to get his 

thinking right. Seeing his ex-friend and enemy McCreadie had mixed him up in the head. 

 

 

Scene from the Chapter : The Happy Huong 

 

 

Aden had studied to be a structural engineer when he was in college. A lack of 

concentration and a leaning towards 'the republican cause', ten years into the troubles, had 

helped curtail that ambition. Except now and again, the muse would come over him. 

Right now, he was studying the curves in Enya's tight blouse and wondering what degree 

of force was being applied on the two small buttons straining in vain to keep those blouse 

plackets firmly knit together. He was still marvelling at the odd shape of her breasts 

which seemed to point in perpendicular directions. 

Kav had taken a seat on a table beside the door which allowed him to keep one eye on 

the entrance, and the other on the swing door to the kitchen. He was busy explaining his 

dietary requirements to Enya who was the only waitress on duty.  

“Could you make me something with no nuts, dairy, fried food, or cured meat?”  

“Do you have a medical condition?” she asked with interest. 

“Yes Enya, he has I.B.S; Irritable Bastard Syndrome,” said Aden winking at the 

waitress. “It means he takes forever to order from a menu.”  

Enya tried hard to suppress laughter. She found the younger man amusing as well as 

quite handsome, and she was impressed that he remembered her name.    



“Actually it is Crohns disease, an inflammation in my colon,” explained Kav unaware 

of the fleeting eye contact between the others two. 

“Thanks for putting me off my dinner,” said Aden addressing his friend directly.  

Kav smiled back at him unperturbed as usual by Aden’s digs concerning his diet. Then 

he supplied a broader smile for Enya who was leaning over the table and helping him to 

find something that matched his requirements. Aden took full advantage of the 

opportunity to continue his ogling at Enya. 

“The beef in oyster sauce with steamed vegetables will suit me fine, darling,” said Kav 

appreciatively whilst he surreptitiously kicked Aden’s shin under the table.  

With their order taken, Enya turned around to face the kitchen whilst she wrote it 

down.  

Aden took the opportunity to openly study the shape of her pert little derriere, which 

just like her breasts, seemed to have a life of its own, and presently seemed intent on 

moulding a permanent dent in her tight black waitress skirt.  

Then, waiting until she had left the vicinity, he said to Kav, “Stop kicking me.”  

“Then stop staring lecherously at her breasts.” 

“I can't help it, she is like Medusa luring me onto the rocks.“ 

“It wasn’t Medusa, she had snakes coming out of her head; it was Pandora with her 

box of tricks.” 

“No it wasn’t,” said Aden who didn’t like to be challenged on mythology or history.  

“Was!”  

“So what was the box for? Did she throw it at the shipwrecked sailors?” 

“No I think she made them look into it so that they could find their peril and doom.” 

“I look in a box every morning. I only ever find cornflakes in it,” said Aden 

dismissively. 

“They were sirens,” said Enya, surprising both men by her stealthy return to their 

table. “They were irresistible, and they always got their man,” she added winking at 

Aden, before walking away to clear another table after the previous diners had left. 

“Did you see that?” Aden asked his friend with excitement. 

“No,” curtly replied Kav. 

“Yes you did.” 

“Forget about it, we have other business to attend to.” 

 

 

Scene from chapter: Two Car Tail 

 

 

Kav was driving north on the Bundoran road in the direction of Grange. Aden was 

sitting beside him with an annoyed expression because of the cold breeze circulating 

uncontrollably around the interior of the car. The undesirable wind kept turning the pages 



of the road atlas which he was studying, and he had just picked out another fragment of 

broken glass from under his trouser seat. 

“I’m stealing the next car,” he said moodily. 

“Right so; whatever,” replied Kav. 

“What I mean to say is that you would think a man of your age might have learnt by 

now how to steal a car without always breaking a window.” 

“You made your point Aden.” 

“I know, but I am just saying.” 

Kav had heard this same speech many times before and was in no mood for its 

repetition. Nevertheless, Aden wasn’t going to drop it. As Kav drove faster, in an attempt 

to shorten the travelling time and curtail his friend’s nagging, the wind was wreaking 

extra havoc as it blew the road atlas off Aden’s lap and posted it all across the inside of 

the windscreen in front of him. 

“Jayzuz, son of a frigging camel herder, would you ever let me show you how to pop a 

lock without just busting the glass.” 

“Look; Aden,” said Kav trying his best not to sound condescending. “You have your 

way of doing things, and I have mine.” 

 

 

Scene from chapter : Sligo Sunday 

 

Kav heeded Margaret’s warning, and made sure to be disarming and friendly to her 

husband who sat behind the counter in a nearly empty bar, doing the Times crossword. 

He was an imposing figure, though this seemed more to do with his air of grumpiness and 

irritation than with his size. Dark hair combed across with  greasy wax, a roman nose and 

a full grey beard made him resemble the singer from the ‘Dubliners’.  

Paddy was a man of gravitas, and yet he also resembled a caricature of a bushy-

bearded republican prisoner of war. He had the Buddha belly which so often signified 

satisfaction, yet this man was obviously far from content with his current predicament. 

He displayed a complete lack of enthusiasm in getting up off his stool to come over and 

serve Kav; and in his mind, he may well have been dragging the stone of Sisyphus up that 

hill. 

  

“Hello Sir, Lovely day for it, the weather I mean,” said Kav intending his comment as 

an icebreaker. 

“So lovely, you felt the need to come inside,” Paddy replied with irony. 

“No I was just walking around town and appreciating the blue skies,” offered Kav in 

manner of explanation for his current good humour. “I mean it was raining earlier on, and 

the weather in Sligo seems so unpredictable. I am not from around these parts” 

“Belfast man?” enquired Paddy.  



“Born and bred.” 

“So do you want a drink?” the barman asked with an air of impatience.  

“Yes, a Guinness please. In fact, can I have two?” said Kav who was planning to sink 

a few while he still could. 

“I am not closing,” a perceptive but gruff reply from a man who was so obviously out 

of his depth running a public bar.    

“Just the one then,” said Kav smiling like a Cheshire cat. “You don't sound like a 

Sligo man either, sir.” 

“I couldn't think of a worse fate.” 

“Why; do you not like living in Sligo?” 

“I love Sligo; the only problem with it, is that it is full of Sligomen,” said Paddy who 

paused before proudly stating, “I am from Kells, County Meath.” 

“So, did you name this hotel after the Bective abbey in Meath.” 

“That is perceptive of you. Have you been there?” asked Paddy. 

“Yes I passed by it last summer, but it was raining that day; bucketing down, a bit like 

the other night. No, my preference is definitely for a bit of sunshine,” stated Kav, still 

equating today’s lovely sunshine with his potential bright future. 

 

A few minutes later, another customer entered the bar, and saddled up to the counter 

tentatively looking for a drink outside of licensing hours. With a thick Sligo accent, he 

asked “Ah howayeh Mister Gee. Nice to see you behind the bar, and looking so well.” 

 Seemingly Paddy wasn’t in the mood for greetings or small talk, but he did look up 

from his crossword to see if the man had any intention of getting to the point. 

“Tis a mighty fine day outside,” said the man still nervous about asking for an illicit 

pint. “I believe we are in for a fine spell. Do you think we might, Mister Gee?” 

The bearded proprietor erupted; he had had enough.  

“Look if you want to talk about the weather, talk to him,” he said pointing at Kav, 

”He’s a fookin expert.”  

 

Scene from chapter : Eileen’s Pub 

 

“Aden says it’s the killing,” she quickly blurted out before he had become too 

distracted by his perception of his friend’s betrayal. 

Kav’s habitual response would have been to stay silent on the matter. Regardless, the 

cat was out of the bag now, and from her tone, she seemed more than willing to listen. He 

decided to confess the truth. 

“He is right Maeve; I could smell death on you when you used to come home after a 

hit.” 

“Well; you have killed people too.” It wasn’t really a challenge, more like an 

observation. 



“A couple; well maybe a few, but that was different. I had to, but you ... You revel in 

it. You enjoy killing and that makes me feel…” 

“Go on,” she said seeking a fuller explanation. 

“Well not like the man in the relationship.” 

“So this is about the fragility of your male ego?” 

“No it’s about being scared of my own wife.” 

Strained silence pervaded. They briefly looked each other in the eye, like two stags 

with horns locked upon each other, but a weakness was showing in the window to 

Maeve’s soul.   

“I can stop killing,” she said meekly and almost apologetically. 

“It’s not in your nature.” 

“It might be; it could be. I could do that for someone if they cared for me.” 

“Do you care for me, Maeve?” 

“Yes, and I know that you care for me too.” 

More silence ensued, but this time it was contemplative rather than strained. 

“I don’t have to kill, I can wound them instead. Would that bother you?” 

“No Maeve” 

It would be a start, like a small bridge cast across the deep chasm that had developed 

between them; but the ghosts of their marriage would require a more thorough exorcism. 

Nonetheless, it was food for thought and was served up with equal portions of 

contemplative silence. 


