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1

"I say, Beats, there appears to be a dinosaur in the garden."

Beatrice didn't even look up from the cosy mystery she was reading. She'd fallen for this one before, only that time the apocryphal "dinosaur" Polly had summoned her to see had been on the front lawn. It had, in fact, been a common jay. Because birds, of course, are the modern-day descendants of the mighty dinosaur, or so they say. Some joke.

"I'm quite serious, Beats," she added quickly, as if knowing what her older sister was thinking. "This time."

"Very well," Beatrice sighed, carefully marking her place with her Agatha Christie bookmark (only heathens dog-eared pages to mark their place, or, Lord forbid, propped the book open, in all likelihood damaging the spine). "But if this is another one of your pranks..."

It wasn't.

"...BBC Two will continue uninterrupted coverage of this... well, this unprecedented event. Wait, I've just gotten word that a T-rex, that's a Tyrannosaurus rex, has appeared in Piccadilly Circus. This is, this is simply... we're going there now... this is simply..."

"Would you turn that posh and bother off, Polly! I can't think for the racket!"

"Sorry, " Polly said, flicking the telly off. There was an old movie in which someone pointed out that when two people decide to co-habitate, inevitably one of them is of the sort which always immediately turns a television on when they enter a room, and the other is of the sort which immediately turns it off. Truer words had never been spoken.

Beatrice peered out the window.

Their garden was, indeed, a mild shambles. And, planted smack-dab in the middle of it, unmistakable, a great lord of the Jurassic period: longer than a good-sized automobile; taller, even, than Mr. Winstead, down the street, who was quite tall; mottled, leathern skin; large bony plates, like playing card spades, sprouting from its back; its tail terminating with three long, upwardly-pointing spikes. The rough stub where a forth spike had broken off was clearly visible.

"He could certainly do a number on a body with those," Polly pointed out.

Its relatively tiny head extended well past their own minuscule garden, and was currently buried in the neighbour's begonia bush, happily munching away.

"It's a Stegosaurus," Beatrice declared.

"Are you sure?" Polly asked, in that audacious tone of voice that suggested she didn't quite believe her.

"Quite certain," Beatrice said. "I've read about such things, you know."

"I don't doubt it," Polly acquiesced.

They watched the dinosaur for a time, for while it wasn't doing anything particularly exciting, it was, undeniably, a novelty. Things had been quite dull in the residential park lately.

"Did you notice anything else?" Polly asked, after several minutes had passed.

"I can't say as I have." Beatrice frowned. Polly always asked this question when she'd observed something that Beatrice's usually keen eye had somehow missed.

"There," Polly prompted, "by the kerb."

"I don't see anything."

"Exactly!" Polly grinned in triumph. "Our bin is missing!"

"What?"

"Our rubbish bin! I placed it out for the men last night and now it's missing!"

"Are you sure? Is it Tuesday?"

"It most certainly is!" Polly huffed, crossing her arms. "I'm not senile yet, you know! And when it comes you're the older so likely you'll be the first to succumb!"

"And you're sure you placed it out?"

"I am."

"Well perhaps the binmen dropped it up the lane a bit. We'd best collect it. Can't do without a bin!"

They made themselves presentable. No point in giving the neighbours something to squawk about, even if one were just venturing out to collect one's wayward bin.

"We'd best go by way of the side, so Godzilla doesn't accidentally trample us," Polly observed.

"Godzilla is bipedal," Beatrice declared. "That fellow out there is..." she couldn't think of the word "...not bipedal," she quickly finished.

"A wealth of knowledge," Polly declared, with just a hint of sarcasm.
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2

The park was certainly in a tizzy today. People running wildly about, hollering. Pipton White tore past just as they reached the kerb, blatantly ignoring the 25 km speed limit, half of his belongings strapped to the roof of his car, the other half crammed haphazardly into the boot. Beatrice made a mental note of his reckless behaviour. That was no way to be driving.

"Is it a full moon?" Polly asked jocularly.

Beatrice ignored her, carefully looking up and down the lane once, twice, thrice. If the men had carelessly dropped their bin a little further along their route, or if it'd been struck by the lorry, it should still be somewhere about. But it was nowhere to be seen.

"Gone?" Polly asked.

"Gone," Beatrice confirmed. "We'd best report it to Mr. Cunningham. Can't be without a bin, you know."

"No, no, certainly not." Polly hesitated. "Would you like to go, or shall I?"

"We'll go together," Beatrice decided. "A show of strength, as it were."

"Quite right!" Polly agreed.
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They let themselves in without knocking, as Mr. Cunningham's office was understood to be open to all residents during business hours, which were 10-5 weekdays, 12-5 on Saturday, and Sunday by appointment only. Mr. Cunningham's face appeared to fall when he registered them. Perhaps he was ill. He was in the process of gathering up various papers, and personal belongings, and a veritable flurry of loose cash, inelegantly stuffing the lot of it into an old valise. He appeared quite hurried.

"I'm Beatrice Bird and this is my sister, Polly. That's B-I-R-D. Bird. We're in number seventy-four..."

"Yes, yes, Ms. Bird, I know who you are...."

"We're terribly sorry to bother you when you're so clearly busy fleeing with your ill-gotten gains, Mr. Cunningham, but it appears someone has absconded with our bin."

"These aren't ill-gotten...!" Mr. Cunningham began, exasperated. "They're petty cash, and receipts! I've got to get all of it out of here before..." He trailed off.

"Before what, Mr. Cunningham?" Polly asked.

"Don't you know what's happening?" He didn't quite shout this, but almost. In truth, he was being quite rude.

"All we know is that our rubbish bin is missing. While that may not take precedence on your list of duties today, I certainly hope you'll make a note of it and look into it as soon as possible."

He stared at them, flabbergasted.

"Of course," he said. "I'll... make a note of it."

They stared at each other for several seconds, both parties wondering what the other was waiting for.

"Well, aren't you going to write it down?" Beatrice finally asked.

"I'll remember," Mr. Cunningham said, wearily tapping his brain with his index finger.

"I certainly hope you do, Mr. Cunningham," Beatrice said as the sisters made their exit. "It's what we pay you for, you know!"

––––––––
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"Inexcusable!" Beatrice exclaimed once they were outside.

"He has too much on his mind," Polly said. "Too many duties for one man. Why just last week some visiting ducks befouled the pool and as they won't permit him an assistant he had no choice..." She trailed off, then smiled. "Befouled. Waterfowl. That's quite funny, isn't it?"

"Not now, Polly," Beatrice chastised. "It's clear, whatever the reason, that we'll get no help from the erstwhile authorities concerning this matter. Our bin has almost certainly been stolen, and I fear we'll have to track the thief down on our own. The game, it seems, is afoot."

"Is it now?" asked Polly.

"Yes. We'll return home to fetch our detective hats, then let the rogues and criminals beware, because the Bird Sisters are once again on the case!"

"Fancy a spot of tea before we begin?" Polly asked.

"That," her sister said, "goes without saying."
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3

The sisters were splitting the last chocolate biscuit when a bellowing hoot/roar echoed across the park, like a foghorn crossed with the growl of an enormous jungle cat.

"Blessed Lord!" Polly exclaimed. "What was that?"

"Language," Beatrice reminded her.

"I've heard you say much worse!"

"You most certainly have not."

The women rose, cleared away the tea, hand-washed their cups, saucers, and their little, dedicated biscuit plate, and left everything on the counter to air dry.

"Fetch our hats," Beatrice then declared, with no little gravity.

Polly scampered into the bedroom they shared and returned with their dedicated detective hats, which doubled as their church hats, although aside from Christmas and the memorial for the late, lamented Mr. Beatrice Bird (Polly was a lifelong spinster), the sisters hadn't attended services in years. Beatrice had re-adopted her maiden name subsequent to her husband's passing. "It just makes more sense that way," she'd declared.

Now suitably attired, which further served to put them in the proper mindset, they began their investigation back at the kerb. A rapidly passing shadow momentarily blotted out the sun as Beatrice examined the surrounding area with her pearl-handled magnifying glass. The roadway through the park was, of course, properly paved, but the verge was not and it was here that she focused her investigation.

"Any suspicious tracks?" Polly asked eagerly. Beatrice frowned. "No, then?" the younger sister surmised.

"Quite the opposite, I'm afraid – rather an embarrassment of riches. Foot tracks, tyre tracks, some manner of large animal track..." She sighed. "I fear we'll uncover little of substance here."

"Perhaps the perpetrator will return to the scene of the crime," Polly suggested.

"Really, Polly. Certainly by now you know better." A peculiar bleating sound echoed across the park, accompanied by distant screams and the still-more-distant sound of an automobile collision. "The natives are certainly restless today!" Beatrice declared.

"Bank holiday weekend," Polly reminded her.

"Ah. Oh, to be young again."

"Or even middle-aged," Polly agreed.

"Hrumph," Beatrice responded to this. For the briefest of moments the case appeared hopeless. But no, deductive reasoning must win out. Once again, carefully this time, she studied the scene. She looked up and down the roadway, again. Across. The verge on both sides.

"If it's not anywhere in sight, there's only one direction it could have gone," Polly suggested, indicating the space between their unit and the one next door. "Unless a body absconded with it entirely, I mean."

"One would have to place it on the back of a lorry," Beatrice mused.

"And why would one go to the trouble, then? And why our bin, specifically?"

"I think you're on to something there, dear sister," Beatrice acquiesced. "I submit that it was the contents of the bin the perpetrator was after!"

Polly nodded. "Yes, yes, do go on," she prodded.

Beatrice's brow furrowed. Certainly, it was the most likely scenario. The perpetrator would have seized the bin here, at the kerb, likely before it had even been collected, and dragged it between the two homes into either their back yard, or that of their immediate neighbour to the left, as they were currently positioned.

As for who might commit such a crime, Beatrice was beginning to have an inkling.

"Fetch my parasol!" she ordered Polly.

"Are you certain?" Polly asked. Things were getting serious.

"I'm most certain, indeed!" Beatrice assured her. "It may seem premature, but I believe we are on the verge of solving this care!"

"The verge," Polly repeated with a grin. "Funny, that."
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