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I called in on Jo and asked her how she'd been this past while since the accident. She said she was 

fine and that I shouldn't have bothered calling. She says this every week as her faculties aren’t quite 

what they used to be, so she never remembers when I’ve called from one week to the next. But it was no 

trouble I assured her, not least that it was partially my fault that she was in this state in the first place. 

Well, how was I to know she was going to be in the attic when I set fire to it? It was that festering old 

bastard McGlinchy that I was after. Apparently she was too.

Judge McGlinchy was a mean old git that took pleasure in making sure that no one else in life had 

any. Strictly speaking he wasn’t a judge at all as he’d retired years ago. In fact, I can’t actually ever 

remember him being a judge. Even if he had of been I can’t imagine he would have been very fair as he 

wasn’t very fair to any of the towns folk.

You see, Judge McGlinchy killed my dog. On purpose. As it transpired he killed Jo Welton's dog too, 

and Mary Mac's dog, and Robbie Flower's. I don't wish to sound callous, but their dogs were all 

mongrels, whereas mine was a pedigree boxer. Amber was his name. A fine liver colour with a white 

face and socks. I'd been given him as a Christmas present, by my folks, when I was eight.

If I'd known McGlinchy had killed other folk's dogs too, I would have formed a gang or a committee 

or something. Instead we all went our own separate ways trying to get revenge on the old man. Jo and 

myself were the only ones to survive.

I accidentally killed Mary Mac when, early one morning, I wired up McGlinchy's door handle to the 

pylon in his back yard. My Dad worked for the Electricity Board and showed me how to re-wire most 

things that needed a current. Though pylons weren’t one of them. But once you’ve wired a transistor 



radio up to your bedroom door handle to stop your kid brother invading your space, well... it’s the same 

principle really. 

I'd just finished connecting up the jump leads and was making my way round to the front of the house 

to knock on the door when I heard a muffled bang. Mary Mac had got there before me with a twelve 

gauge shot gun. She was going to shoot the old bastard for killing her dog, Sabre. As you can imagine 

she wasn't about to knock. She marched right up the porch steps and grabbed the door handle. The shock 

blew her right across the street in to Mr Kovak's privets.

Men had to come wearing rubber suits to remove the body so's she wouldn't electrocute them. 

Electrocuting people wasn't uncommon to Mary Mac though, as she used to be a nurse up at the asylum 

and electrocuted people practically everyday. That's why she kept Sabre. It was a cross between a 

doberman and a rottweiler with a little sabre toothed tiger thrown in for good measure. She kept him as a 

guard dog just in case any of the ex-inmates found out where she lived. She would sit out on the porch 

with a shot gun on her lap and Sabre by her side, and if anyone passed on her side of the street, Sabre 

would run down to the fence and rip chunks of wood off to try and get at you.

One day, as luck would have it, McGlinchy was walking down Crozier Avenue, on his way to meet 

one of his spurious gentlemen friends no doubt, when Sabre caught sight of him and bolted down to the 

fence howling and frothing. The fence had gotten so worn over the years that Sabre tore one of the struts 

clean off and was trying to get through the hole he'd just created to tear another hole in old McGlinchy. 

Mary Mac panicked, ran down to the fence and began pulling at Sabre's tale, all the while shouting 

obscenities at McGlinchy. Meanwhile, at the other end, Sabre wasn't about to let go of McGlinchy's 

cashmere even though the old man was beating him over the head with a walking cane. Sabre would 

growl then yelp, growl then yelp.



It was due to the sound of her dog in such distress that Mary Mac pulled with a little more vigour, and 

in doing so, fell backwards discharging both barrels of the shot gun, which she had tucked under her 

arm, right up Sabre's backside.

The police questioned McGlinchy about why he would go to such extraordinary lengths to kill Mary 

Mac, but decided to release him when they realised he only had one foot and would never of been able 

to climb a sixty foot pylon. 

He said he’d lost his foot during the war; the Germans had cut his foot off because he kept trying to 

escape. But my grandad said that he had deliberately shot himself in the foot so he wouldn't have to take 

part in the Battle of the Bulge, and that it had gone septic by the time the German medics found him 

hiding in a trench under the bodies of his fellow soldiers.

I, meanwhile, kept quiet about my involvement in the incident. Firstly, because I hadn't meant to kill 

Mary Mac and secondly, because she was as spooky as old McGlinchy. I did feel bad about my Dad 

though. They questioned him and a few other engineers who had the expertise to rig up such an 

elaborate execution, but luckily for him, a pimp and a hooker came forward to verify his alibi.

Robbie Flowers was a different story altogether. He was only ten at the time and very good at soccer I 

seem to remember. In fact, he used to play soccer with his dog, Pele. Pele the dog bore no resemblance 

to Pele the player apart from the fact that he was black. He would probably have been better off being 

called Gordon Banks, as he was a much more accomplished goal keeper. Robbie would blast shots from 

twenty yards, curl them, chip them, and every time, this hybrid Springer cum Labrador, would jump up 

and block the ball.

It was during one of these training sessions that Pele came to grief. Robbie had just unleashed a 

twenty-five yard volley which Pele, athletically tipped over the cross bar into McGlinchy's back yard. 

Without hesitation, Pele scrambled through a hole in the fence to retrieve the ball. Before he got within 



ten feet a shot cracked out from the back door of the house and Pele somersaulted over himself 

collapsing in a bloody heap in the rose bushes. 

Robbie, as you can imagine, was so hysterical that he ran through the same hole in the fence, 

stooping to pick up a lump of wood as he did so. McGlinchy, oblivious to the child, retreated into the 

house. As all this was going on I was furiously tugging at a series of ropes and pulleys that at the other 

end were connected to a wood cutters axe which I had suspended above the door. 

My plan had been: Boy knocks on door, boy runs away, man opens door, boy pulls on rope, man gets 

axe in head, Amber is avenged.

But would the axe come down? McGlinchy was there for ages, lining up his hunting rifle on poor old 

Pele. I was pulling and tugging, all to no avail. When he went back into the house I stopped. It was then 

that I saw Robbie running up the back steps wielding his four by two. It seemed like that axe took five 

years to fall. When it did it came with such a gristly, crunching thud that all I could think about was 

Amber’s jowly face being squashed into a waste disposal unit.

Later, McGlinchy claimed that he’d shot the dog in self-defence, as the dog had gone completely mad 

and would have torn his throat out if he hadn’t put it out of it’s misery. 

The cops seemed to accept this, albeit with a little suspicion. My Dad wasn’t quite so lucky though. 

They wanted to know why an axe with his initials on it was used to try and kill McGlinchy, and 

definitely kill young Robbie Flowers. Dad didn’t have much of an explanation for this so the cops took 

him away.  I vowed to myself that I would confess to the crime after I’d got my revenge on McGlinchy. 

But that was the last I ever saw of him. Unfortunately Dad died of syphilis before I could honour my 

promise.

I don't suppose you can really blame old McGlinchy for killing Sabre, but you can for Amber and 

Pele, and you most definitely can for Jo’s dog, Mitsy.



Jo was out walking her toy poodle cum Yorkshire terrier. The cold November snow had left a shroud 

over the manicured gardens and a wafer thin layer of ice over the pond. It was while she was admiring 

the patterns in the ice that she noticed McGlinchy at the other side of the pond. Now if there was one 

thing Mitsy liked it was sticks and swimming, McGlinchy knew this and promptly threw a stick right 

into the middle of the pond. Mitsy duly complied and jumped in to retrieve it, much to the protestations 

of Jo. What you couldn't see from the side of the pond was the cat gut and fishing hooks that were 

wrapped around the stick. Once poor old Mitsy sank her teeth into the stick the fish hooks sank 

themselves into her jaw. McGlinchy then proceeded to pick up a large stone that lay at his feet, which 

coincidentally had the other end of the cat gut tied around it, and threw it into the pond. The stone sank, 

and moments later so did Mitsy, albeit with more of a struggle.

It was rumoured that he committed this hideous deed in retaliation to Jo not supplying him with the 

sexual favours that she once had. It was also rumoured that she undertook these sexual favours in order 

to keep her husband out of prison. But since her husband was dead, so was any obligation she felt to 

McGlinchy.

In some ways I was glad that her husband was dead because I’d always had a crush on her. I thought 

that someday, even though she was much older than me, that she could fall in love with me and we could 

run away and get married. I wrote her a letter once professing my undying love, which she thought was 

so charming. She said she was very flattered and that I was too nice for her and that I should find 

someone my own age as she would be an old hag by the time I was twenty one. She giggled a lot when 

she read it and after; she gave me a big hug, ruffled my hair and kissed me on the cheek. 

I was so embarrassed that for months after I used to cycle the long way to school through the 

cemetery, past the disused lumber yard. Secretly though, I think she liked me, because when it came 

around to my twelfth birthday she sent me a card which read: Hope you have a wonderful birthday, Love 

Jo. I kept the card under my pillow; at nights I’d take it out and press the ink to my lips. I imagined I 



was kissing her fingers, her lips, her eyes, her long red hair, even her nose. I stopped after a while 

though, as it got all smudgy and was getting difficult to read.

 I used to lay awake at night and stare at the ceiling, trying not to imagine what she did with 

McGlinchy. I’d tell myself she wasn’t that kind of woman. She was caring and gentle. I dreamt that we 

laid together in her bed. And she would hold me and kiss me, not on the cheek but on the mouth. I never 

thought of us making love, she was too nice for that. Don’t get me wrong, I fantasised about having sex 

with other girls all the time, but that was different. I didn’t love them.

I imagined that she fell so much in love with me that she sold her house, packed up the car and drove 

us both to Mexico, where we lived in a wooden house on stilts by the sea. I thought this was a really 

romantic idea, but it was also partly to do with the fact that my Mum would totally flip if we lived 

together in town.

In reality, my plans for eternal bliss were a little premature, seeing as though her husband had only 

been dead for six weeks.  

Pierse, Jo's husband, had committed suicide after auditors began to uncover a certain 

misappropriation of his accountancy firms funds. (Apparently he misappropriated about half a million.) 

McGlinchy, being the town’s ex-judge, convinced Jo that if she scratched his back so to speak, that he 

would get Judge Barmby to throw the case out of court on a technicality. For the life in me I couldn’t 

understand why she agreed to this, because if she hadn’t, it meant Pierse would go to jail and we could 

be together for the rest of our lives. It was that kind of unselfishness that made me love her even more.

The rest of the towns folk thought that Pierse had found out about their liaison and shot himself in 

total disgust. When in fact, it was because he was totally oblivious to the affair but had been blackmailed 

by McGlinchy, thus losing most of the money he had stolen in the first place.

A few weeks after losing Mitsy, her last remaining family member, she decided to pay old McGlinchy 

a visit, under the pretense of patching things up. Being the perverted old bastard that he was, he agreed.



Judge McGlinchy's sexual habits were no mystery to the town. He wasn’t fussy if he had men or 

women, boys or girls. Some say he even dabbled with animals on account of farmer Jackson finding 

most of his chickens had been killed in some bizarre sexual ritual a few years back. 

No one ever challenged McGlinchy about his sexual exploits, primarily because he did most of them 

in the neighbouring towns, and secondly because he had all of the local law enforcement so stitched up 

with evidence of corruption and illicit activities that none of them would dare stand up against him.  

One night, in December I recall, he took Jo up to his attic where he kept an array of masks, whips, 

chains, and all sorts of other instruments of sexual torture. Her plan was to handcuff him to his 

reconstruction electric chair, as she had done on so many other occasions, but instead of donning her 

peaked nazi cap and doing whatever it was she normally did to him, she would cut off his genitals and 

asphyxiate him with them.

It was at this point that I arrived on the scene. I had become so frustrated with my ingeniously 

elaborate plans to kill McGlinchy that I decided on a more direct approach.

I’d gone to the garage at home, pulled back the dust sheet on Dad’s old Buick, and siphoned off what 

petrol was left in it. I filled up two lemonade bottles and stuffed one of Dad’s handkerchiefs into the 

neck of each one. 

From my position up the old oak tree in McGlinchy's front garden the only room I could see with a 

light on and any activity was the attic. So I lit one of my molotov cocktails and tossed it through the 

window. I scrambled down the tree and threw the other one through a window in the front door.

I watched for a while from a safe distance behind Kovak’s privets. I was so excited I almost wet 

myself. At last, Amber would be avenged. Burnt to death! A fitting end for the man who had killed my 

dog by forcing his head into a waste disposal unit just for crapping on his rose bushes. Kovak said that 

McGlinchy had beaten Amber senseless with a sweeping brush whilst he was still in the act, then he 

dragged him into the house and was never seen again. 



Of course, I didn’t have any proof about the waste disposal part, but for weeks later his drains sure 

did stink. And, I found what looked suspiciously like one of Amber’s floppy brown and white ears in his 

trash can.

After about five or ten minutes the fire had really taken; there was no way anybody could survive the 

inferno that had a hold on that old tinder box. But to my horror, I could see someone moving around in 

the hallway. A few moments later Jo emerged from the front door with her rubber jack boots and plastic 

basque melting to her skin. I vaulted the privets, ran across the street, up the drive and threw myself on 

top of her to smother the flames. The plastic was sticking to my hands and setting my parka on fire too. I 

rolled her around in the damp, night grass until eventually I must have passed out.

When Judge Barmby asked me why I had killed a fellow judge in such a macabre way, I didn’t know 

what to say. I looked over at Jo sitting in her wheelchair, bandaged from head to toe, unable to talk. I just 

told him it was because     I loved her. 

I got twenty five years for arson, grievous bodily harm and murder.

I'm thirty seven now and visit Jo once or twice a week, she's fifty eight and has spent the past few 

years in Mary Mac's old place.
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