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Ken











“I’m sorry I called you an arsehole.


I thought


You already knew.”
















Edge.





In its various manifestations, edge could be interpreted in many Irish ways, i.e., nonlogical. As shown below.


Ireland lies on the edge of Europe.


Edge describes a person with a knife-edge personality.


Edge is an urban myth of a vigilante group.


Having the edge, meaning the inside stuff on a situation.


The cutting edge implies the sharp knowledge denied to most.


Edge came to mean an absolute living nightmare in the dying days of 2022.
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A notorious paedophile, named Cleon, managed to avoid prosecution despite appalling acts. He boasted to his abuser’s circle.


“I’m fucking bulletproof.”


Edge stepped in.


Edge were founded when the twelve tribes ruled Galway. Thus began a cabal who effectively ruled the city, stepping in when normal issues needed to be resolved. They discovered early that secrecy and subterfuge were powerful tools. As a person in the city rose in the community, they were approached by Edge to join. Rumours were their stock in trade. Gathering information, collecting sordid acts, wielding power from a city that didn’t know that they were.


By stealth and money, they managed to exist as a rumour masquerading as a fact.


The paedophile was found burned to a crisp in his brand-new Audi, strapped in the driver’s seat, the burnt remnants of toys scattered all over his stinking corpse.
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Most days I went to sit at the bedside of a man in a coma; he was allegedly the predator who had been attacking nuns.


I had entered a pact with a group called Edge, they promised to deliver him to me.


But


I had to pledge a favour they might ask in the future.


When Raftery, the coma man, was finally presented to me, I swung a hurly at his head, didn’t kill him but flung him into this state.


I sat by his bed, wating for him to wake and then what?


Then we’d see.


I had been bequeathed a dog by an ex-nun named Sheila Winston; she, too, had become a Raftery victim.


The dog was a shih tzu named Trip. The dog and I took quite a wedge of time before we settled into each other’s world. But he was now an integral part of mine. He was a daily shot of unadulterated joy, and I loved him to bits.


Did he love me? Not so much. But I fed him, walked him (a lot), and he seemed resigned to his fate.


Into my life, too, had come a fine woman named Rachel. It was she who acted as a conduit to Edge, but we were circling the prospect of becoming an item.


I didn’t have to walk her or indeed feed her.


Least not yet.
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Saturday, 5 November 2022.


The state of the world.


Ireland had to cap the number of refugees from Ukraine as we had literally no place to house them anymore. Two hundred were already sleeping in the airport!


Nancy Pelosi’s husband, eighty-two years old, was the subject of a violent assault in his home. The attacker beat him with a hammer, screaming,


“Where’s Nancy?”


This was the war cry when the White House was near overrun by Trump zealots.


In the cervical cancer scandal in Ireland, another of the beautiful women who had been misdiagnosed died at the age of thirty-two. She left behind two gorgeous wee girls.


The country was battered by storms and many homes were flooded.


Inflation was out of control and fuel, gas, power were nigh ten times the amounts before the Ukraine war.


I managed to take Trip for a ferocious wind-strewn walk and he relished the battle to stay upright against the gales.


I was fortified by a hot Jameson and told myself,


“This is life on the edge.”


[image: ]


During my befuddled life, I’ve had a deck of priests splatter over my existence.


Two of the more nefarious are dead.


I’m not even going to try to figure why dead priests litter my landscape.


And nuns?


Phew-oh.


I was home in my apartment, drenched after an abortive attempt to wash Trip in the bath.


I swear to God, Trip loved showering me with bathwater and suds.


At least he was clean if damp, like the country used to be.


I was wearing a T-shirt with The Saw Doctors on the front, very faded 501s, and a pair of broken-in Crocs.


Crocs!


Making a huge comeback, which shows that ugly does indeed have its day.


I was kind of barefoot and kind of fancy-free.


The doorbell zinged, I opened it to the fattest priest I’ve ever seen and tall with it.


At the hope of being cancelled, I say fat as adjectives like


Obese


Rotund


Piggy


Deserve to be cancelled.


He wheezed,


“Jack Taylor?”


I said ’twas me.


He surveyed me, my bare feet, worn gear, said,


“I’m Father Richard, special envoy to the Archdiocese of Galway, Tuam, and Athenry. The powers that be decreed I should contact you as you have been of considerable assistance to Mother Church, not to mention, somewhat controversial. May I come in?”


The devil was in me to accuse,


“Think you’ll fit?”


But I let that slide, I can do diplomacy, if rarely.


He lumbered in, his black suit bulging in all the hard places.


Trip ran to him, wagging his tail furiously. The little bastard.


Richard said,


“Dogs love me.”


Huge point in his favour. He swooped Trip who smothered his face with licks, and they collapsed on the couch.


I said,


“I’m afraid of folk who are afraid of dogs.”


He liked that.


His face was large with the purple patches of the habitual drinker, I know my drinkers. He had one of those odd cupid mouths that recall the tag,


“Prissy.”


But his eyes, big blue orbs that shone with good nature. I asked,


“Might I wet your whistle?”


I might.


And did.


I poured a large, asked,


“Ice?”


He snapped.


“Don’t be ridiculous.”


A man of my tribe.


Plus, I didn’t have ice.


Save for the chip in my soul.


He held the heavy Galway glass tumbler of Jay up to the light, asked,


“Is there a grander sight?”


I said,


“The next one.”


He laughed out loud, his massive bulk shaking the couch and the dog.


I asked,


“Why are you here?”


He took a sizable wallop of the Jay, said,


“We have become aware of a group named Edge who are anti-Catholic.”


I gave a bitter laugh, said,


“Like most of the country.”


He let that go, continued,


“Among this group it is rumoured they have a priest.”


I said,


“That’s the clergy for you, stuck in every pie.”


He shook his head, said,


“Nevertheless, we need you to locate this individual and dissuade him of his activities.”


He added quickly,


“We will of course recompense you for your time.”


I let out my breath, asked,


“What’s his name and where does he hang?”


“Kevin Whelan, he is parish priest at St. Joseph’s.”


I asked,


“Am I allowed to bring my hurly?”


He was genuinely at a loss, asked,


“Why?”


I said drily,


“To dissuade him.”





“‘We are not like them,’ said Spiridon, as his brother


fell into step beside him. ‘And we will never be.’


‘Small details will betray us,’ said Radovan.


‘No,’ said Spiridon, “only small men.’”


—John Connolly


The Nameless Ones
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As Father Richard prepared to leave, he handed me an envelope, said,


“For expenses.”


I took it.


“I’ll buy some treat for the dog.”


Richard looked at me, asked,


“Aren’t you going to count it?”


I gave him my best smile.


“You’re a priest, isn’t trust in your brief?”


His eyes scanned the apartment and I saw his gaze land on a particular volume, he asked,


“Is that Declan’s book, The Green Platform?”


I nodded and he asked,


“Might I borrow it?”


I took the book, said,


“Beware the red platform.”


He gave a rueful smile.


“Alas, I have some work in that direction.”


I said,


“Me too.”


And he was gone, saying he’d be in touch. I ventured,


“I’ll try to contain my excitement.”


The dog seemed to miss him.
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Being overweight,


Is a constant cross,


You don’t get days off,


Where you might think you’re not so heavy


You go,


Did I lose a few pounds?


You didn’t.


You avoid mirrors,


For a shard of measured relief.


Richard suffered daily from his condition.


The shame


The heart worry,


His actual appearance


Jibes from the public.


Clothes that fit,


He was forty-five years of age, felt eighty, looked sixty-eight, and prayed to God,


“Let me be thin.”


But to date added


“But not yet.”


He loved his food and it’d be debatable if food loved him but, in every sense, it devoured him. He had spent five years as a troubleshooter in the Vatican and to survive that predatory state, you needed all the weight you could throw.


You needed edge.


And he had that in spades.
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The pope had once referred to him as an ecclesiastical barracuda.


His appearance led people to believe he was a pushover.


Big mistake.


Richard had been summoned to the inner sanctums. That meant one of three things:


You were fired.


You were promoted (highly unlikely).


There was a dirty job coming down the papal pike.


It was the third.
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Richard was ushered into a lavish room, ornate furnishings and Rembrandt on the wall. Sitting behind a massive oak desk was the scourge of the Vatican.


Monsignor Benedict.


You heard rumours of his ruthlessness in every corner of the state. He was a small man, with a goatee, nigh completely bald, a body disguised in a habit and then you got to his eyes.


Phew-oh.


As Robert Shaw described a shark’s eyes in Jaws, he had the eyes of a doll.


A very malignant one.


He indicated that Richard should take the hard Louis Quinze chair in front of his desk, sneered,


“If you can fit into it, that is.”


Richard did fit into the chair but not without wheezing and panting. Benedict flourished a gold Montblanc pen, pointed it at Richard, asked,


“You’ll have heard of Father Sheehy’s fuckup.”


That priest was eighty years of age and had been loaned from the US to fill in for a sick priest. He gave a sermon that said,


There are only men and women. Trans, LGBTQ, etc. were


Sins.


He proceeded to lash sinners and delivered a ferocious homily that fire and brimstone doesn’t even come close to describing. Our gay prime minister was of course hugely irate, and the government lined up to condemn him.


He could have given a flying fuck, told them all he was simply quoting the Bible.


Richard admired him greatly.


Benedict not so much.


He said,


“You’re going to Ireland to shut him down and to deal with Kevin Whelan.”


Benedict pressed a button on the desk and minutes later a Swiss Guard appeared with a tray holding two glasses.


He gently put them on the desk and skedaddled. Benedict asked,


“Is Black Bush to your liking?”


Richard wanted to shake the whole tone of Benedict’s spiel, asked,


“Isn’t that the whiskey of the Protestants?”


Benedict scowled, snapped,


“Don’t be a cunt, drink up.”


The foul language was, Richard knew, designed to intimidate.


He took a large gulp from his glass, waited, then belched loudly. He could be crude his own self.


It amused Benedict who said,


“Here’s a wee history lesson for you, tubby. In every major city is a group of people called, loosely, Edge. They function in the shadows, step in when other solutions are lost. Papal funds have been sent their way in the past. Now this Kevin Whelan is far too enmeshed in the Galway branch and your assignment, should you choose to accept it …”


He paused, tittered at his Mission Impossible joke, continued,


“Your task is to silence this idiot.”


Richard took a breath, asked,


“Silence?”


Benedict waved a hand dismissively, said,


“You’re a man of heft, bring your weight to the problem, now fuck off, your flight to Ireland is at seven this evening.”


Richard got painfully to his feet, asked,


“If I decline the mission?”


Benedict laughed, said,


“We know about Leona, your concubine,


“Bit of fluff


“Bit on the side


“Mistress,


“And you annoy me, she finds herself on the street, clear?”


Very.


Richard did indeed have a girlfriend, but women and the clergy were tolerated, any scandal preferable to rumours of child abuse.


He said,


“Thanks for the drink.”


Benedict laughed, said,


“Consider it a poisoned chalice.”
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Richard’s flight was a trial. Due to his girth, he had to book two seats but as it was on the Vatican’s dime, who gave a toss. The air hostess—if you can still call them such—whispered,


“We have a vacancy in first class, would you like that?”


Would he?


Fuck!


Yes.


Now here was a seat that fit.


He settled in and got a welcoming glass of champagne.


One could get used to such.


He was about to read the Financial Times when the man in the seat opposite asked,


“You’re thinking you recognize me?”


Richard thought absolutely nothing about him, save he was already annoying.


The man ploughed on. He was maybe fifty, dressed in an Armani suit, with a deep tan, grey coiffed hair, and nasty eyes.


Richard braced himself as the plane took off, the man chuckled, said,


“Nervous flyer, huh?”


As the flight levelled out, the hostess came with a tray of cocktails. The man took two; Richard settled for what looked like a frozen margarita. The man downed one drink, asked,


“So, you recognize me?”


Richard, feeling the tequila hit, said,


“No.”


The man was unruffled, he was of the type,


I will be heard and now!


He said,


“You’re familiar with the megahit show, Succession?”


Richard let the booze ease him on down, tried,


“I saw the first series.”


He didn’t.


The man grimaced, nigh spat,


“You haven’t seen the second and third ones?”


Like serious sins?


Richard said,


“I have them, just not the time.”


Out came the man’s hand. He barked,


“Thomas T. McKenna, I was big in the second series.”


Then he tittered, amended,


“Whoa, didn’t mean anything by”


Pause.


“Big.”


The waitress came with menus and more booze. Richard got out the complimentary eye mask, said,


“I’m going to rest now.”


Thomas T. was horrified, accused,


“You’re not going to eat?”


Richard said,


“I’m on a diet.”


Thomas T. snarled,


“It ain’t working, pal.”


Later, Richard woke after a disturbing dream about his woman Leona. She was a true peasant feisty fireball from Naples, she grew up in the infamous Gomorrah. In the dream she was being ridden by Benedict, who was grinning like a mini-Satan.


Thomas T. said,


“You’re sweating like a stuck pig there, buddy.”


Richard put his headphones on, checked the movie menu.


He chose The Whale.


Starring Brendan Fraser, playing a man who weighed forty-three stone and the trials and tribulations of his life. Thomas T., who’d watched the same movie, said,


“You could be twins.”


Brendan Fraser had once been the golden boy of Hollywood, hits like


George of the Jungle,


The Mummy


Made him the star of a particular Los Angeles moment then it all went down the golden toilet and he disappeared. This return to the screen got him a standing ovation in Cannes and an Oscar possibility.


Richard wiped tears from his eyes, closely monitored by the vigilant Thomas T. who asked,


“Hey buddy, I never asked, what’s your line of work?”


He paused,


Added,


“Something heavy, eh?”


Richard rarely wore the clerical collar; it was, combined with his weight, like a target on his ample back. He decided to go with the truth, maybe shut this arsehole up.


Bad idea.


He said,


“I’m a priest.”


Before Thomas T. could respond, the hostess arrived with more champagne and said they would be landing within the hour. When Richard thanked her, she leant over, said,


“God bless you, Padre.”


Thomas T. snickered and Richard summoned him to move closer. Which Thomas T. did eagerly.


Richard jabbed the flat of his hand into the stomach of Thomas T. This move was a speciality of the women of Naples. Leona had taught it to Richard. He said to Thomas T.,


“That is the first of five blows I can administer, so you have one question to answer—are you going to shut your mouth?”


Thomas T., unable to speak, nodded yes. Richard sat back, said,


“Consider it as a succession of blows you avoided, but now your season is over, your option has not been renewed.”


When the plane landed, Richard was on his way out when the hostess whispered,


“You’re my hero.”


Sometimes, the fat guy does sing.





The Razor’s Edge


W. Somerset Maugham
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The five,


Who


Comprise


The


Edge


In


Galway.


The Five




	Lukas Ortiz (literary agent)


	Philomena Dunphy (real estate mogul)


	P. J. Duggan (billionaire)


	Martin de Breen (best-selling author)


	Kevin Whelan (priest)





I got the list from my old drinking mate in the Guards. He looked haggard.


Would I say that to my buddy?


I said,


“You look haggard.”


We were on our second pint, and he put his glass down, said,


“That’s a bollix of a thing to say,”


Is it?


He said,


“Getting that list was nigh impossible; in the Force, we know about them, well some of their activities, I mean who’s not going to like a crew who rid the city of vermin, plus the simple fact that those five are seriously fucking rich. But it is not mentioned lest they decide to deal with Guards. You owe me big time and instead of your undying gratitude, I need cash, my wife is divorcing me and I’m hurting for cash money.”


The devil was in me, and I asked,


“Why not lean on one of Edge?”


He signalled for another round,


“Put some Jameson on point.”


Then to me,


“What’s your interest?”


I said,


“The priest; I’m being paid to tell him to cease and desist, whatever he’s at.”


The drinks came and I took out my wallet. Owen saw a rash of notes, heavy wedge, he said,


“I’ll be having that.”


I gave it to him and asked,


“Who should I seek out first?”


He raised his Jay, clinked my glass, cheered,


“Sláinte.”


I answered,


“Leat féin.”


He gave me a hard look, asked,


“Who is employing you to find the priest?”


I told the truth, said,


“The Vatican.”


He shot back,


“Fuck off.”
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He told me to go after the woman first, get a sense of Edge.


Added,


“She’s a ball-breaker, lives in Water Lane and if you ask a resident which house’s hers, they’ll point out the row of houses on the left and tell you, all of them.”


I finished my pint, said,


“Thanks for the info, I’m going to see her now while the booze still sings in my blood, plus you’ve taken my money.”
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