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A Yellow & Bird Mystery 



From my perch I watched Frank’s face in the mirror over the cheaply made veneer dresser. The dresser was pushed against the wall at the end of the bed of our rent-by-the-hour hotel room. He carefully shaved the two day’s worth of  grey and black stubble off his product-of-the-mean-streets puss. In between strokes of the straight razor he wiped the edge of the blade on a faded grey towel, placed next to the aluminum bowl. The surface of the water in the bowel was shiny with oily soap. A smouldering Camel, stuck from the side of his cruel mouth, made me cough. The cigarette was stinking up my air. 

I shuffled down the wooden perch closer to the window and wished for the tenth time, in the past fifteen minutes, it was open. But for the tenth time it was still nailed shut. I sighed. The things I’ll sacrifice for the good of our partnership. Clean air was the least of our troubles. 

Good thing the window was closed actually. The summer San Francisco air outside was just above freezing. My tail feathers will freeze in ten seconds. Parrots aren’t built for this kind of weather. 

The only radio station in town predicted a high of forty today, but I doubted it, not with an iceberg in the harbor. 

“You say sumthin’, Bird?” Frank mumbled. He leaned closer to his reflection to examine his image. He squinted, swiped the blade over his face, then snorted with satisfaction. He had scraped away the last of the dark hairs with the razor. 

“Naw, nunthin’, Frank,  just thought—“ 

The rotary dial phone affixed to a bracket on the of the walls covered with faded wallpaper rang. The receiver rattled in the cradle. 

“Ouch!”  Frank nicked his chin. 

A dot of blood appeared where the scar from Oscar Ruiz’s knife still showed on his chin. Old Oscar was dumb that day. Never bring a knife to a gun fight are words I live by, and Oscar died by. Guy was good with a knife though, he had left his mark on my partner of fifteen years, before his timecard was punched for good. 
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I left my perch and flew to the phone. I snatched the receiver from the cradle in my left claw, then carried it back to my perch. That extra long extension cord, installed last month, really worked well. While balanced on one foot, I raised the receiver to my beak. 

“FYI. Bird speaking.” Even in the bad times it’s good business to be polite when answering the phone. Parrots are polite. 

“Bird? It’s Chief. We got trouble.” 

I love that word. Whenever I hear the word  trouble  I smell a hundred a day, plus expenses. 

“Yeah, Chief. What is it this week? Flaming arrows the size of Cadillac’s? A flying saucer flown by a cockroach from the planet Ick who speaks five languages? Or maybe another iceberg in the harbor?” 

“Enough with the jokes, Bird. This is serious. This time it’s murder.” 

I whistled. In the mirror I saw Frank cock an eyebrow. He was busy dabbing the cut on his chin with a wad of toilet paper. I lowered the receiver from my beak and whispered, “A  real  case, Frank!” 
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