
I had no doubts whatsoever of the intentions of the three men sitting 

opposite me in my office. They were here to collect. I was also under no 

illusions of the methods they would use to enforce said collection. 

Sat directly to my left, refusing to make eye contact but exuding the type 

of menace that comes from years of enforcing, the man in question 

would have thought nothing of putting a bullet in me. Years later, my 

gut instinct was to be proved right as he shot a man five times, killing 

him in a row in a bar somewhere in Europe. He is still on the run… 

 So, if that is how he dealt with a pub row, how would he take to 

someone I know, taking thousands of pounds from his firm and then 

hiding when it came to payback? 

Ignoring, or at least trying to, his adrenalin fuelled twitching leg and the 

animosity that came off him, I turned to his bosses. 

“Well, it seems you are owed the money after all. I have spoken to 

****** an he confirms it”. 

“Does he now?” said their number one guy “How very f***ing big of 

him. How’s he going to pay then?” 

“He’s not” I said, with more bravado than I was probably feeling. “I will 

take care of it as I don’t want his family bothered. I’m doing this 

because he owes it and for no other reason”. 

Number one turned to number two with a smile. 

“Cheeky f***ker” he said, nodding in my direction. “Alright Si give us it 

and we will call it quits”. 

 

“Well that’s the other thing. I haven’t got it. Not yet anyhow. Give me a 

month and I’ll make sure all the debt is cleared”. 

 

It was number two’s turn to laugh as their enforcer got more and more 

agitated. My anxiety grew in direct relation to his agitation as I had been 

told, just an hour earlier, of the hardware he carried and his willingness 

to use that and other means of violence to obtain results. I was also 



aware that if I showed my fear, he would mistake it for weakness and I 

couldn’t afford to let this happen. 

 

I indicated with my head toward him. 

 

“There is no point him getting worked up. You’ll have the debt cleared, I 

just need a few weeks”. 

 

Number one turned to the enforcer and with a slight shake of his head, I 

realised things were going to be okay. 

“Okay. Give us a ring when you have it. No more than a month though. 

And you can tell ***** e don’t ever want to see him again, let alone do 

business with him”. 

 

Several weeks later I met with one of their men and finalised the 

obligation with a payback and a shake of hands. We became friends of 

sorts and some months later he confirmed what I had thought. 

 

On his regular trips to see me on a social visit, we sat having a pint when 

he said with a laugh “You got their respect Si. You didn’t start crying 

and roll over, but you did the right thing. Everyone knew that ***** 

owed them and you sorted it”. 

 

I had to ask. “You know their guy?” 

 

“Before you ask Si, yes. He was bought out to ‘do you’ if you hadn’t 

done the right thing. You weren’t exactly lucky, but it could have gone 

worse. He’s another one that speaks highly of you. Not many people can 

say that about him”. 



I turned to my drink and counted my lucky stars. I started counting 

them again three years later when Sky News gave details of a holiday 

maker who had not been so lucky when crossing their enforcer. 

 

Based on An Everyday Warrior, a true story. Buy it now in paperback, 
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