                                                                  A    SMALL  WORLD

                                "Small  world  isn't  it  Davie?  At  the  moment  it  consists  of  you , me ,    and  this  fucking  room.  Oh  and  the  Dandy  Lad  here.  Keeps  himself  nice  and  smart  doesn't  he?  He  could  be  a  real  ladykiller  could  the  Dandy  Lad.  If  he  was  interested  in  the  ladies  that  is.  But  he  only  seems  to  be  interested  in  hurting  people  who've  upset  me.  And  you've  upset  me  a  great  deal  Davie.  Now  what  am  I  going  to  do  about  it?.  That's  the  thing.  What  am  I  going  to  do  about?  I  know  what  HE  wants  to  do  about  it.  One  track  mind  has  the  Dandy  Lad.  His  name's  Raymond  by  the  way.  I  think  it's  important  you  know  that.  A  man's  entitled  to  know  the  name  of  the  man  who's  going  to  put  him  in  intensive  care."

                                             Davie  gripped  his  pint  glass  tightly,  terrified  to  glance  up  from  the  racing  section  of  his  newspaper.  Today  of  all  days.  Another  week  and  he  and  Irene  would  have   the  money.  It  wasn't  her  fault  her  redundancy  cheque  was  late.  She'd  taken  the  kids  to  her  mother's    in  order  to  go  and  see  about  it  again  this  morning.  She  was  due  to  meet  him  here  at  any  moment.  After  her  cleaning  job  at  the  priest's  house.

"Ah'll  need  tae  ask  ye  fur  another  week  Mr.  Gibson.  Ye  see  mah  wife's  due…"

"Shut  fucking  up.  You've  had  all  the  time  you're  getting.  You  owe  me  four  hundred  quid  and  that's  a  lot  of  broken  bones.  And  you're  sitting  here  drinking  fucking  beer.  No  more  time  you  little  shit.  A  lesson  now.  Outside."

                            Petrified  with  fear,  Davie  sat  on  his  hands  to  stop  them  trembling  and  tried  to  catch  a  breath.  Eventually  he  summoned  just  enough  courage  to  look  up  and  immediately  wished  he  hadn't.  Everybody  had  heard  about  Gibson's  enforcer  but  those  who  had  been  unfortunate  enough  to  meet  him  never,  ever  spoke  about  it.  Now  he  knew  why!  Davie  Sneddon  had  known  and  lived  with  fear  most  of  his  life.  Certain  areas  of  Glasgow  have  that  effect  on  people  but  this  guy  was  something  else  again.  A  small  and  very  thin  man,  he  positively  radiated  evil.  Pale  green  eyes  glared  at  Davie  from  beneath  a  livid,  purple  scar  running  from  his  closely  cropped  hair  to  his  left  eyebrow.  Deathly  pale,  with  a  perfectly  groomed  goatee  beard  he  might  well  be  most  people's  conception  of   Satan  himself.  He  was  immaculately  dressed  in an obviously very  expensive  leather  jacket  and  perfectly  tailored  jeans.  When  he  spoke  it  became  clear  that  the  Devil  originated  from  Ireland.

"We'll  be  after  taking  a  walk  then."

                His  voice  was  surprisingly  low  and  soft  which  somehow  had  the  effect  of  making  him  all  the  more  menacing.  His  left  hand  stroked  at  the  little  beard,  the  right  ominously  and  obviously  holding  something  very  sharp  in  the  right  hand  jacket  pocket.  It  was  the  typical  blade  man  stance.  Absolutely  no  point  in  trying  to  explain  to  the  moneylender  and  his  "tally  man"  that  he'd  only  borrowed  the  money  to  give  his  two  kids  a  good  Christmas  and  that  it  hadn't  been  meant  to  end  up  like  this.  What  a  fucking  mess.

                                             That  was  when  the  pub  door  opened  and  Irene  came  in.  Followed  by  two  nuns  with  collection  cans.

                                                                                        *

               "I  know  it's  difficult  Irene,"  Father  Brady's  voice  sounded  weary  over  the  telephone,  "but  you  really  must  try  to  calm  down  a  little.  For  the  childrens  sake.  So  he's  in  intensive  care  and  the  police  have  just  left?  I'll  be  there  in  ten  minutes."

                                                                                        *

                                      When  Irene  opened  the  door  to  her  parish  priest  she  was  obviously  still  very  much  in  shock.  Alone  in  the  Sneddons'  modest  council  flat  the  priest  searched  for  the  right  words  to  console  the  pretty  young  wife  and  mother  of  two.  He  couldn't  find  them  so  asked  her  if  she  wanted  him  to  make  her  some  tea.  She  shook  her  head  and  continued  to  dab  her  eyes  with  the  sodden  handkerchief.  Suddenly  she  spoke  in  monotone  as  if  unaware  there  was  anyone  else  in  the  room.

"He  only  went  to  see  that  man  because  my  redundancy  cheque  was  late  arriving  and  he  wanted  to  give  the  kids  their  usual  Christmas.  Now  look  what's  happened.  It's  not  as  if  it  was  even  his  fault."  She  suddenly  fell  silent  and  raised  her  eyes  to  the  ceiling  as  though  seeking  an  answer  from  above.

"It's  no  one's  fault,"  said  the  little  priest  softly.  "Now  tell  me  about  the  two  nuns.  What  exactly  happened?"

                                                                                         *                          

                                     After  leaving  Irene's  house  the  little  priest  visited  the  hospital  and  then  headed  straight  for  the  local  police  station  to  see  Sergeant  Connell  who  was  also  one  of  his  parishioners.

        "And  that's  all  she  could  tell  me  Bob.  Apparently  when  he  refused  to  come  across  with  any  money  the  enforcer  went  berserk  and  produced  whatever  sharp  instrument  it  was  he  used  and  I've  just  been  to  see  the  result.  Something  really  has  to  be  done  about  these  people.  And  poor  Sister  Veronica.  And  of  course  Sister  Theresa."

"I  know  Father,  but  we  really  won't  make  a  great  deal  of  difference  if  people  continue  to  use  loan  sharks.  It  was  a  Stanley  knife  incidentally."

The  little  priest  looked  slightly  bemused  for  a  second  and  then  realised  the  Sergeant  was  referring  to  the  weapon  used.

"Yes.  A  very  nasty  man   is  the  Dandy  Lad.  No  one  seems  to  know  who  gave  him  the  nickname.  Apparently  his  real  name  is  Raymond  something  or  other.  Now  tell  me  about  Sister  Veronica."  said  Connell

                 The  little  priest  seemed  lost  in  thought  for  a  second.  At  last  this  horrific  wounding  was  starting  to  make  some  sort  of  evil  sense.  A  perverted  kind  of  logic.

                                                                                        *

     "So  at  least  you  now  know  why  it  happened  that  way  Irene.  You  have  nothing  to  reproach  yourself  for.  Nothing  at  all.  Just  be  grateful  that  Davie  is  unharmed.  I  think  I  hear  them  coming  now."

           The  front  door  flew  open  and  Davie  Sneddon  entered  with  two  giggling  children  clutching  bags  of  sweets.

"The  Father's  just  been  telling  me  he  thinks  he  knows  the  reason  why  that  horrible  man  attacked  that  other  horrible  man  and  not  you  Davie.  Tell  him  Father."

                                   Davie  playfully  pushed  one  of  his  children  to  one  side  and  reached  into  his  pocket  for  his  cigarettes.

                      "God  help  the  poor  sister  Davie.  I  must  see  her  as  soon  as  possible.  I  only  know  this  through  a  conversation  we  had  some  time  ago.  She  loves  her  family  back  home  in  Ireland  dearly  and  mentions  them  all  by  name  whenever  we  speak.  There  was  one  thing  that  troubled  her  greatly  however.  A  brother  who  disappeared  during  the  troubles.  They  had  always  been  very  close  as  children  and  she  would  refer  to  him  as  Raymond.  A"dandy  wee  lad"  she  would  say.  This  incident  is  obviously  down  to  the  fact  that  Gibson's  heavy  is  none  other  than  Raymond  himself.  You  say  that  Gibson  not  only  refused  to  put  a  few  pennies  in  the  collecting  cans  he  also  pushed  the  nun  to  one  side.  The  other  man  then  slashed  his  face.  Is  that  correct  Davie?  Raymond   it  would  appear  is  none  other  than  Sister  Veronica's  long  lost  brother.  God  help  everyone  concerned  in  this  sorry  mess."

"But  Father  surely  the  Sister  could  have  identified  her  brother  as  the  man  who  attacked  Gibson.  If  he  isn't  caught  this  man  could  kill  somebody  next.  She  must  identify  him  to  the  police."  Irene  was  still  in  a  state  over  the  whole  affair  and  her  voice  was  shrill.

                          "God  knows  what  happened  to  this  man  to  turn  him  into  this  kind  of  animal  Irene  but  he  obviously  recognised  his  older  sister,  and  was  not  going  to  stand  for  her  being  pushed  around.  In  some  twisted  way  he  must  have  thought  he  was  doing  the  right  thing."

                   "I  don't  care  Father.  He  can't  get  away  with  this.  She  must  identify  him.  She  must."

                                 "Not  just  as  simple  as  that  Irene.  Sister  Veronica's  been  going  blind  for  many  years  now  and  is  now  totally  so.  She  had  no  idea  she  was  anywhere  near  her  long  lost  brother.  I  will  have  to  tell  her  of  course."

                        Suddenly  Irene  felt  more  confused  than  ever.

                                                                              END

