
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Death of the Parrot

by Adrian Rishar



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE DEATH OF THE PARROT

    

    
      First edition. October 30, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Adrian Rishar.

    

    
    
      Written by Adrian Rishar.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


The Death of the Parrot 

By Adrian Rishar

Copyright © 2025 Adrian Rishar. All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the

.author

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or

.are used fictitiously

––––––––

[image: ]


Henry and John had been watching that man for a long time. Sometimes he would sit down on the stone bench, and sometimes he would get up and start pacing restlessly. The signs of worry and fear in his eyes were clearly visible. Henry and John specifically noted that he couldn't sit on the bench or pace on the grass for more than a minute. He would just sit on the bench for a few seconds, then get up and start pacing, and after a few seconds, he would sit down again.

"You're watching him," Henry muttered.

"My eyes are perfectly fine," John said carelessly.

"Finally, what trouble does he have? Why is he so worried?" Henry's tone was thoughtful.

"Should I go ask him?" John said, straightening up.

"Stay seated. What if he notices us?"

"In the state of staying seated, can't he still notice us?" John said.

"Stop joking. I'm serious."

"Why didn't you say so before? Fine, I'll become serious too." John's manner was brimming with mischief.

"We should help him," Henry said thoughtfully.

"Provided he needs help," John replied.

"Can't you see? How restless he is, he's worried and also frightened. Who is he afraid of? He's afraid of someone."

"So what if he's afraid of someone? What's it to us?"

"I think he has an enemy, he's worried because of him."

"Don't jump to conclusions so quickly. It might not be the case."

"You probably haven't looked into his eyes."

"If you say so, I'll go and look, because right now he's looking the other way."

"You won't let it go, will you?" Anger flashed in Henry's tone.

"You were the one who talked about looking into his eyes," John said, making a face.

"If you talk nonsense, then..."

"Then you will get up and go sit next to him," John interrupted him and completed the sentence himself.

"That's enough. You should be serious sometimes."

"Much better. Now tell me, what should I do?" John displayed obedience.

"Just sit quietly. That itself is a blessing," Henry said irritably.

"Is that all? I can impose seriousness upon myself right now."

"Ugh! I'm fed up with you, Henry."

"This 'ugh' was for what?" John asked, putting on an artificial expression of surprise on his face.

"It's clear now. You can't stay serious," Henry was exasperated.

"So what's the big deal about that?"

"Now I won't talk to you," Henry said, upset.

"Then don't. I'll talk to Maya," John smiled.

"Okay, now be quiet."

"Why did you talk to me now?"

"Damn it!"

"Who?" It seemed the demon of mischief had possessed John today.

They were sitting in their usual spot in the National Park as per their routine. Coming to this spot to study in the evening had become their routine. Charles Blake had instructed them to go home by five o'clock. So they would get up from here by a quarter to five. When they arrived today, that man was already present on the stone bench near their usual spot. His strange condition had attracted their attention, and they had been watching him closely ever since. But John wasn't ready to give any importance to this matter.

"What's wrong with you today? Before this, your tongue didn't move this fast," Henry said, ignoring his sentence.

"Your idea is wrong. I've moved my tongue very fast before too."

"Okay. I don't remember." Getting annoyed, Henry also got into a joking mood. He had understood that if he kept getting irritated, John would keep teasing him. "If you don't remember, it's not my fault. Your memory must have gotten weak."

"Yes, you're right. But I am surprised," Henry said.

"What are you surprised about?"

"That your detective nerve didn't twitch until now..."

"God forbid that any nerve of mine should twitch." John, understanding his intent, said in a playful tone.

"Okay. If you're not ready to give any importance to this man's strange condition, then let it be."

"Come on, let's start our schoolwork now." "Actually, I think he has some domestic problem," John said, seeing Henry surrender.

"Yes. It must be something like that," Henry started taking out his books. "But he is very restless. Can someone be so worried because of a domestic problem?"

"Leave him, let's start our work."

"No, buddy. I don't feel like starting work today. Not until he leaves from here."

"Why? The detective nerve started twitching, didn't it?" Henry smiled at his success. He knew that John was intentionally annoying him; otherwise, he was no less interested in that man than he was.

"Why don't I go and ask him? Maybe we can help him."

"Yes, that would be good."

"Then get up," John said.

"Wait, let me put the books in the bag first."

"Leave them here."

"No, I'll put the books in the bag first. The bags can stay here though."

"Oh, so will someone take the books from here?"

"Some child might step on them while passing by," Henry said while putting the books in the bag. After putting the books in the bag, he turned towards him. But seeing that the person had gotten up from the bench and was walking towards the gate, he stopped in his tracks.

"Oh, he's left," escaped from Henry's mouth.

"Thanks to your books," John said irritably.

"Then let's stop him," Henry said, getting up.

"No, that wouldn't be appropriate at all," John's tone was disappointed.

"And I say there's no harm in it."

"Then you go alone."

Henry had just started towards the gate when he heard John's surprised voice.

He turned and looked; John was looking towards the stone bench from which the man had just gotten up.

Henry saw an envelope lying on the bench.

"Oh! This is probably his, he forgot it on the bench in his worry. Look, we've got a good excuse to meet him." He said and, instead of going towards the gate, headed towards the bench. By the time he reached the bench, picked up the envelope, and turned back, the man had already left through the gate.

"Hurry up! He might go somewhere else," John shouted.

Then both rushed towards the gate. After exiting the gate, they looked around, but the man was nowhere to be seen.

"Strange. Where did he disappear to so quickly?" escaped from John's mouth.

"Maybe he got a taxi as soon as he left the gate."

"Now what should we do?"

"Let's go inside and sit in our spot, what else can we do?" Henry said in a disappointed tone.

"And this envelope?"

Henry turned the envelope over. No name or address was written on it. However, there was definitely some paper inside the envelope. The mouth of the envelope was open.

"There's probably a letter inside; maybe the man's name and address are written on it," Henry said.

"Yes, if this man wanted to send this letter to someone, then his address must be inside. But if someone wrote it to him, then only his name would be on it. The address could only be the sender's," John gave his opinion.

"That's right. Anyway, we should open it and see."

"But ethically, one shouldn't read someone else's letter," John objected.

"Otherwise, we can't do anything."

Henry took the paper out of the envelope. The very next moment, they were both stunned. Because apart from a few lines, nothing was written on the letter. Neither the sender's name and address nor the receiver's name. But the few lines that were written on it left Henry and John in a state of shock after reading them. Their faces turned pale; perhaps they had never read a more terrifying piece of writing in their lives. The content of the letter was:

"Richard Warren will be alone in his house today. His wife and children have gone to a relative's place. Therefore, a better opportunity than today will never come again. Kill Richard Warren tonight."

"Who is this Richard Warren? I've never heard his name..." Henry said, sinking into thought.

"And there's no address for his house on the paper."

John was still staring at the paper. He had read the writing several times.

"This means the man who just left from here knows Richard Warren's house," Henry said.

"Yes! And he has to finish off Richard Warren tonight, that's why he was so worried."

"It's not less strange for someone who does such work to be worried to this extent."

"Maybe he's not accustomed to such work and is forced to obey this unknown man's orders for some reason," John expressed his thought.

"Hmm. The question is, what should we do now? We should think about helping Merchant Richard Warren. He might lose his life tonight." Henry seemed very worried.

"If his address was written on this paper, we could have gone and informed him."

"Merchant Richard Warren house must have a phone." Suddenly an idea occurred to Henry.

"Yes, the word 'Merchant' is used with his name. And how is it possible for a Merchant's house not to have a phone?"

"Then it's fine. We can call him."

"How? Where will you get his number from?" John asked.

"His number might be found by searching in the directory," Henry said.

"For your information, there is no directory in the National Park. There are trees, plants, and flowers here," John smiled.

"This is not the time for jokes, a man's life is in danger." Henry made a sour face.

"All we know is his name, and that's it. What can we do in this situation?"

"Then we'll search for his number in the directory," Henry said, slightly irritated.

"For that, we'll have to either go to the telegraph office or to Evelyn Grace house," John said, adopting a serious tone.

"Evelyn Grace house will be fine; we can search for the number there peacefully. At the telegraph office, there will be other people watching," Henry suggested.

"Okay then. Let's go." John said, getting up.

Both picked up their bags and set off for home.

"Father probably won't have arrived by now," John said, looking at the watch on his wrist.

"Yes. Why did you ask about him?"

"I... I was thinking... why don't we tell Father about this letter?"

"If he's home, we'll do just that."

"If he hasn't arrived, we can still call the office and tell him everything."

They both started walking faster. It took them less than fifteen minutes to reach home. They entered Mrs. Charles Blake was sitting in the courtyard reading a newspaper, while Maya was busy doing her schoolwork. Both were startled to see them.

"Is everything alright? You've returned very early today," Maya asked.

"Has Father come home yet?" Henry asked without answering her question.

"No. But what's the matter?" Mrs. Charles Blake asked, looking slightly worried.
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