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Roger swooped between the stationary cars and over the bent
railing that separated the green expanse of Clapham common from the
pavement.  He flared his wings at the last moment to slow his
trajectory, the force of the draught causing Frank’s cigar to fly
from his beak.

‘You flaming idiot.’  Frank said nodding toward the
smouldering inch long stogie lying on the ground.  ‘That was a
bloody Cuban.’

‘Sorry Boss.’ Roger said quickly picking up the cigar and trying
to dust it off with his wing.

‘Leave it.  I don’t want your beak on it, do I?’ 
Frank snapped, smacking Roger across the back of the head hard
enough to knock his glasses off.  He bent over mumbling about
the difficulty of finding a decent cigar and it was lucky it hadn’t
gone out, as his zippo was out of lighter fluid.

Roger picked himself up, muttering more apologies.

‘Is everyone ready to go?’  Frank asked, scraping at the
last unscratched options on a lottery scratch card with his wiry
claw.

‘Well… not everyone.’   Roger swallowed hard, trying
not to meet Frank’s piercing glare.

‘Who?’  Frank said, stretching his almost nonexistent
neck.

‘Larry.’  Roger said quietly.

‘What?’ Frank roared, flapping his wings and rising 6 inches off
the ground. ‘Larry’s our muscle.  We’ll never keep that door
open without him.’

‘What can I tell you gov, he’s Jewish.  He doesn’t want
anything to do with Bodean’s.  Sure, they have the best damn
BBQ pork in London, but the big lug won’t eat pork, gov. He just
won’t do it.’

Frank exhaled a huge sigh and rolled his cigar back an fourth in
his beak.

 ‘Ok, ok… .let me think.’ 

He pecked through the rubbish spilling from the large wheeled
council bin and found a half eaten burger.  ‘That’s it, we’ll
do McDonald’s instead.’

‘What? But gov, the plan is for Bodean’s.  We don’t have
the blueprint for McDonald’s.  It’ll never work.  It’s
too late to make this kind of change.  We can still hit
Bodean’s without Larry.  Fat John and nasty Kev can hold the
door, they’re strong enough gov.’

‘No.  Bollocks to it.  We can’t hit Bodean’s without
Larry, the door is all wrong.  McDonald’s will work.
 Same plan, different venue, that’s all.’

Frank wasn’t listening to Roger’s whiny pleas for rescheduling;
he was envisioning the greatest crow led burger heist ever
conceived.

‘Are the men ready?’  Frank chewed on his cigar letting the
thick white smoke spill from his beak. ‘Tell them about the change
of venue.  We hit Mac D’s in one hour.’

Roger wanted to try one last attempt to dissuade Frank, but
could see it was useless.  Frank had made up his mind and was
lost in thought.  Although he knew the structure of Frank’s
beak wouldn’t allow it, he thought he could see a menacing
smile.  He was a bird possessed with mischievous
determination.  Nothing would stop him now the ball was
rolling.  It was a crazy long shot but it might just work.

‘Right men, you know the plan.’ 

Frank was pacing up and down the line of assembled crows
standing by the recycling bins. 

‘I won’t lie to you.  Not all of us are going to make it
back.’  He stopped to shake a cigarette filter spiked onto one
of his talons. ‘I know none of you like the change in plan.
 It’s not professional.  I don’t like it myself, but
Larry is a Jew and he doesn’t like the pork, so Bodean’s is
out.’

Everyone look at Larry, he was biggest of them by a long
shot.  He shuffled backward, holding his wings up in defiance.
‘What do you want me to do?’ He said in his comically squeaky
voice, ‘give up being a Jew, just so we can turnover this BBQ
joint?’

Everyone looked at the floor and shrugged.

‘Maybe… just for one day.’  someone whispered.

‘Would it kill ya to give up the giving up of pork for one day?’
Bill asked annoyed.

‘I thought it was just them Muslims that was not into
pork.’  Dave said, trying not to look at Larry.

‘Why the bleedin ‘ell would anyone want to not eat pork
anyway.  What idiot decided that would be a good idea?’ Bill
continued, getting more and more agitated.

‘Who?’ Larry screeched, his voice almost disappearing out of
audible pitch.  ‘Who? God, that’s who.’

‘God?’  Bill said, incredulous.  ‘What a load of
rubbish.’

‘It was God’  Larry repeated, squeaking even louder. ‘He
wrote it.  Or someone wrote it for him anyway. It’s clear as
day in the book Leviticus, Chapter 11, verses 2 through 8, ‘And the
Lord spake unto Moses and Aaron… .’  Larry held his wings up
high and puffed out his chest as he recited. ‘to speak unto the
children of Israel… er… .that he … well, they should only eat…
’

‘Oh shut up Larry.’  Bill said, spitting out his roll
up.

‘Well, if you want to do Bodean’s, then you do it without me.
Ok?’  Larry’s voice trembled, on the verge of tears, and for a
bird as large as he - practically a raven some would say - it was a
sorry sight indeed.

‘Ok, ok. Everybody just shut up and settle down.  We’re
doing Mac D’s’, Frank cut in, thrusting his feathery chest between
the two of them.  ‘This arguing is driving me up the bleeding
wall.  Back into line… all of ya.’

 

Frank eyed up each of his fellow crows.  There were at
least thirty here today.  A good turnout considering the
danger of the mission and that the weekend bins on the common had
not been emptied yet.

‘Right.  You all know why we’re doing this.  We are
all sick to death of eating other people’s leftovers.  Picking
at the crap they throw away.  The last bite of sandwich that
hasn’t got any decent filling left.  The chocolate bar that’s
all melted and stuck to the pavement.  The last scraps of meat
clinging to a discarded bone of chicken wing dropped outside KFC
and not forgetting the desperate forage into last night’s curry,
that’s already been eaten once before.’  Frank inhaled deeply,
holding back his disgust to stay focused.

‘You know what I’m talking about.  Enough of this
bullshit.  We are not bloody rats.  We are definitely not
bloody pigeons.’  He nodded toward a pigeon struggling to free
its beak from some old chewing gum.  ‘Christ almighty.
 Sort him out will you Trevor.’ 

Trevor nodded, leaving his can of Budweiser and threw an upper
cut into the side of the pigeons head, sending him rolling across
the roof.

‘Where was I?’

‘We’re no pigeons, gov.’ A voice called from the second row.

‘No we bloody well are not… .we are crows… .and we are mighty
proud to be crows, but tonight lads, tonight we will feast like
kings.’

The crows cheered, punching the sky with their wings.

‘Let’s go lads.’  Frank shouted above the cheers and took
off.

The crows launched after him, a long black line of feathers
soaring into the sky.  They circled above the high street in
formation waiting for the order.

‘Hold this pattern lads.  Hold… .Hold… Hold.’  Frank
shouted above the noise of the usual stationary traffic on the
street below.

A large wobbly mother pulled open the door to the restaurant and
guided her equally wobbly but shorter children inside.

‘Now Larry.  Go on my son.’  Frank roared.

Larry dropped from the sky, his wings tucked behind his large
muscled body, accelerating faster and faster toward the swinging
door.  He smashed into the door just as it reached the apex of
its swing.  A wild cheer squawked from above.

‘He’s done it lads.  Let’s go.’  Frank shouted and led
the dive toward the open door.

Larry strained at the power of the pneumatic hinge, forcing all
of his immense 500g weight against it. His claws scratched at tiles
for traction.

The fat woman screamed.  ‘It’s a, it’s a … .’ but
words failed her and she stumbled away from the door, knocking her
own kids to the floor.

It was a losing battle for Larry.  He saw the last crow
shoot over his head into the restaurant and gave in to the
inevitable.  The door whipped closed, firing him across the
floor.

By now the restaurant was in chaos, as all thirty crows shot
through toward the kitchen.  The lines of queuing customers
scattered, screaming as though a massive earthquake had hit. 
The plan was to create total pandemonium and then strike. 
Crows landed on people’s heads, pecked at faces and knocked over
food and drink on the tables.

Frank landed on a straw dispenser to assess and then gave the
command. 

‘All right lads, here we go.’

The crows assembled in mid air and darted toward the serving
counter.  Four crows stationed themselves at each corner of a
tray while the rest raided the dispensing shelves behind the
counter.  They loaded up with big Macs, quarter pounders,
boxes of nuggets, fillets of fish, and  apple pies.  No
chips, it would be too messy.  Five of the bigger birds worked
security, flying into the faces of any staff that tried to stop
them.  Then the next four swooped in to grab the next
tray.  The rest of birds worked the floor to ensure chaos
prevailed.

Larry was dazed and battered but back at the door waiting for
the perfect door swing.  Punters were fleeing the restaurant
in droves, but the lads weren’t ready.  Then he saw the fully
loaded tray sailing through the air gripped in the talons of four
frantic birds screaming at him.  He was mesmerized by the
sight.  They seemed to be moving in slow motion.  He
stared at the piles of burgers, imaging sinking his beak into
one.

‘Get the bloody door Larry.’

It was Frank right beside him.

‘Come on man, you know what you’ve got to do.’

The door swung open as a kid with a skateboard tried to
enter.  Larry threw himself at the glass, breathing a mist of
condensation on its surface as he grunted against the weight,
kicking violently at the floor for purchase.  Frank piled into
the glass next to him.

‘Come on Larry, you bloody big Jew.  Give it some.’ 
He shouted.

The door opened a bit further, then two more crows slammed into
the glass pushing it further.  The kid screamed and ran off
down the road.

The first tray just squeaked through, the door was too
heavy.  The second tray was only two feet away when the weight
became too much and it started to close.

A tiny hand grabbed the vertical bar door handle and a little
girl no more than five years old giggled.  ‘I’ll help you Mr.
Crow.’ She said and swung the door wide open.

Frank looked up her and winked.  ‘Thank you little miss,
much obliged.’

‘You’re welcome.’  She said and blew him a kiss.

The crows streamed out into the sunshine, cawing with triumphant
delight.  Tonight, just as Frank promised, they would indeed
feast like kings.
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	The Ping Pong
Bowl (2010)
Bubs Silverman has just set the world of bowling on fire. He has
come from nowhere and won the world title. All he knows is bowling
and now all the bowling world can talk about is Bubs....and his
goat, Steve. It's a modern day bowling Cinderella story.



	


Over
The Edge (2010)
A short story:

Rich, powerful, at the top of his game, city trader, Sheridan
Hackett had it all...well, apart from being kind of average
looking. But when the market crashed, somebody was going to have to
take the heat. Somebody, was going to be pushed over the
edge.

More stories at http://shaggyfrogstory.com
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Amazing Bobo (2010)
A short story about a Russian circus bear with outstanding
motocross skills who wants to leave the circus, Russia and his old
life forever.

More stories at http://shaggyfrogstory.com

Please leave a comment. I would love to know what you think



	


Riding For
England (2010)
A short story about two neighbours with very different lives.
Luigi is a former professional cyclist, potentially the greatest
cyclist since Eddie Merckx, but living as a recluse after his team
is banned from the tour for performance enhancing drugs.

His neighbour, Dave, is fanatical about football. Not so much
playing as watching, fuelled by lager and pizza.

They could not be more different or like each other less.

It's the 2010 world cup finals and Dave's invested in best audio
visual system on the market, all his friends are coming over to his
flat to watch England take on Germany in the finals, probably the
most important game in history. But it's all about to go so very
wrong....

More stories at http://shaggyfrogstory.com

Please leave a comment. I would love to know what you think



	


Brodean's -
The Finest BBQ In The World (2010)
When Bud Brodean - creator of world famous Brodean's BBQ sauce -
realises that Andy Blaine is not the poor lonely kid whose parents
died in a tragic BBQ accident, and that he is in fact a world
famous restauranteur who has stolen Bud's secret BBQ sauce recipe
to set up his own BBQ restaurant half way round the world, he's
madder than hell.... and he's not going to let Andy get away with
it.



	


The
Salsa King (2010)
Gross and Grinberg is the most exclusive law firm in the city.
Their clients are among the richest people in the world. To become
a partner, you have to be something more than the best lawyer in
town.

For Jeremy Poncenby-Twill, this accolade is almost a reality. All
he has to do to prove his worth, is organize a party for 50 of the
firm's most valued clients.

When unprecedented catastrophe strikes, his dreams are shattered.
Only one man can help him. The Salsa King.

Check out the pictures from this story at www.shaggyfrogstory.com
and let me know what you think. Thanks so much
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