
Chapter Thirty-eight 

 
The temperature dropped and snow started to fall; tiny, white crystals 
that drifted down from the heavens like feathers and settled on the 
earth forming a thin crust of white on the land. Beneath the trees 
there was little snow, the tall, bare branches of the sentinels of the 
forest defeating most of the snow’s efforts to reach the ground but 
some did, coming to rest on Jamie’s still body. 

Beams of torch light swept back and forth across the field near 
the cottage as the Garda officers from Kiltyclogher, supported by 
men from further afield, searched for clues to the horror they had 
discovered in Malone’s cottage. These were men who had witnessed 
death in most of its forms but nothing could prepare them for what 
they had found there. The house resembled an abattoir. 

The torch beams stayed well away from the tree line, simply 
sweeping over the now snow covered field in wide arcs. Searching the 
forest was a job for the morning when there would be light and more 
men to assist. The radio waves had been busy and it was inevitable 
that the heavy traffic would be picked up by the British in The North 
even if the earlier gunfire hadn’t already alerted them. The Garda 
officers shrugged. If the men who did this had sneaked back over the 
border then the British were welcome to them. 

Jamie regained consciousness, if you could call it that, not long 
after his attackers departed the scene. He knew immediately that he 
was in a serious trouble. Pain racked his entire body, particularly his 
head. He touched it gingerly, running his fingers through the hair at 
his temple. His hair felt sticky and when he examined his fingers he 
found they were covered in blood. He was shivering now. The pain in 
his leg was growing worse by the minute and the wound was 
throbbing violently.  

He appeared to be alone. Nothing moved nearby but sounds 
drifted to him from the cottage below; doors banging, nervous 
laughter and faint voices. He couldn’t stay here, he had to get away. 
Come the morning the Garda and Irish Army would widen their 
search and they would find him. He couldn’t let that happen. He tried 
to get up but his left leg, unable to support him, gave way in an 
explosion of pain. He fell back onto the ground, writhing in agony. 



Time passed slowly, each second seeming like a lifetime, before he 
was able to move again. Painfully, he began to haul himself through 
the undergrowth, pulling at ferns and low branches with his bare 
hands and digging his elbows into the soft ground to make ground. 
His left leg, bleeding again, was sapping away his strength. He cried 
out in frustration and felt hot tears well up in his eyes. His head spun 
and his vision blurred. His whole body was aching now, the pain 
almost unbearable, and yet he wasn’t afraid. He rested again on the 
loam, his breathing harsh and laboured. Rest, he needed to rest, just 
for a moment.  

He closed his eyes and lapsed into semi-consciousness. His life 
passed before him then, a kaleidoscope of images. Places, people, 
times, all of them crowding in on him to rest in his memory for an 
instant before being replaced by others; different times, different 
places, different people. Some came to him with faces full of hate and 
rage, others with love and compassion. He retained the latter and 
discarded the rest. Jack Connolly was there. He could see his old 
friend’s familiar, lopsided grin. And Lucie... his beautiful Lucie, her 
expression filled with love and concern... Until only one image 
remained, Kate. She hovered in front of him, pleading, tears 
streaming from her eyes. She was reaching for him, stretching out her 
arms, her hands and her fingers, but never quite making contact. It 
was as if some invisible force was keeping them apart, pulling him 
further and further away from her. He heard her voice screaming to 
him and her words echoed in the depths of his mind - ‘don’t leave me, 
don’t leave me, don’t you ever leave me’, she cried, until the words finally 
faded and there was only silence and darkness all around him. 

 


