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Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

The Tale Of Traffic Light Trouble
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Lewis Ladder wandered into the food hall at the City Maintenance Yard clutching a copy of the local newspaper in his hand as Mrs Fry served up lunch on Friday afternoon. She placed bowls of fresh salad on the tables alongside bowls of her homemade Coleslaw and Potato Salad.

“How’s a self respecting cone meant to keep his strength up on this rabbit food?” Chester Cone grumbled.

“Not every meal needs to be full of grease and fried food London boy!” Mrs Fry replied.

“Well I know this mush from Shepherds Bush who ended up becoming a devout Christian after eating too many salads. That cone was never the same again!”

“Are you talking about ol’ Coda Cone Uncle Chester?” Costin Cone asked.

“Yeah, you remember him, always used to be at the steakhouse every Saturday night and down at the Hungry Hornet Cafe for his fried breakfast every Sunday morning until that new diet changed him.”

“How did it change him?” Carlos Cone asked.

“Every conversation you had with him always came back to the same thing, salad, salad, salad!” Chester Cone replied.

“So he always talked about food, nothing else? Sounds like ol’ Collison Cone over there!” Carlos Cone giggled.

“Hey!” Collison Cone protested. “I only said that this job wouldn’t be as good without Mrs Fry’s Coleslaw.”

“Naw, it wasn’t always about food but whenever you spoke to him, he always said, lettuce pray,” Costin Cone laughed.

Carlos Cone looked at them confused.

“They’re messing with you Carlos,” Lewis Ladder smirked as he walked on by whilst Chester and Costin both laughed.

Lewis Ladder shook his head and smiled as he headed towards Bennie Barrier. “Do you think Carlos will ever stop believing what those two Londoners tell him?” 

“Maybe one day,” Bennie Barrier smiled. “What’s this?” he asked as Lewis Ladder handed him the newspaper.

“Some reporter wants to spoil yours and Condor Cone’s big day tomorrow,” Lewis Ladder sighed.

“Condor won’t like that. This is a big day for the Hedge End Maintenance Team,” Bryony Barrier added. 

“Not just them, for us too,” Bennie Barrier said as he read the news headline. “Local Maintenance Worker involved in a conspiracy to undermine the opening of the new ring road?”

“Oh no, what’s Carlton Cone done now?” Beatrice Barrier asked.

“Nothing, why do you ask?” Carlton Cone replied as he approached their table.

Bennie Barrier showed him the newspaper.

“Says here that the newfangled traffic light system has had some problems with their setup. Why couldn’t they just keep with the old system instead of this AI stuff that keeps causing more problems than it’s solving,” Carlton Cone grumbled.

“It’s called the future Carlton, we need to get used to it,” Mrs Fry said as she walked past.

“So you’d be happy if we replaced you with an AI robot instead?” 

“Pah, no robot could make the homemade coleslaw like I do. All that pre-made stuff is full of so many additives and ingredients to make it last longer, it destroys your insides and before you know it you’re praying to the porcelain gods.”

“I knew someone who prayed to a porcelain god,” Boyle Barrier said.

“Not now,” Brandie Barrier interrupted.

“I meant the kind of porcelain god that disposes of your waste dear,” Mrs Fry explained.

“No, no, this one was real,” Boyle Barrier insisted.

“Tell us Dad,” Beatrice Barrier encouraged.

“You’ll regret this...” Brandie Barrier whispered.

“It was one time when I was still a humble crisp packet and I’d been shipped out to Aberystwyth, that’s in Wales if you didn’t know...” Boyle Barrier began.

“They do,” Brandie Barrier sighed.

“Well, as I was saying, in Aberystwyth, they had this place called Porcelain Palace where they made all kinds of things, crockery, sinks, toilets, anything you’d need.”

“Why would anywhere need a porcelain palace?” Carlton Cone asked. “I can’t think of anything worse.”

“It really is rather good, or was...”

“Why? What happened?” Beatrice Barrier asked.

“The local vicar visited as he was looking to improve the bathroom in his vestry at the church. I was on the desk next to the monitor as part of the receptionist’s lunch and I saw it all. The vicar went over to the porcelain toilets, sinks, baths, shower trays, it was all going well and then suddenly...”

“What?” Carlos Cone asked.

“The vicar tripped over a wire.”

“And then what happened?”

“His bible flew through the air, hit the back of the toilet and came down hard on the base causing the toilet to crack open.”

“Pah! How can a book crack open a porcelain toilet!” Carlton Cone spluttered. “What a load of...” 

“No, no, there’s more to it. The receptionist was very upset so the vicar picked up his bible and offered her the opportunity to pray for divine intervention,” Boyle Barrier continued.

“And did they?” Carlos Cone asked.

“Oh yeah, and when they opened their eyes, the toilet was as good as new. So from that moment on, the receptionist always prayed to the porcelain god when anything went wrong.”

“So what really happened?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“When the receptionist had her eyes closed, the vicar’s nephew who worked at the Porcelain Palace swapped out the cracked toilet for a new one,” Boyle Barrier laughed.

“And what happened to the broken toilet?” Carlos Cone asked.

“It was shipped out for an online customer order and we didn’t hear anything more about it!”

As Boyle Barrier strolled away laughing, Brandie Barrier looked over at them. “I told you you’d regret it,” she smiled.

***
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After lunch, Bennie, Bryony and Beatrice Barrier headed out into the city closely followed by Carlos and Chester Cone with Costin Cone running behind trying to catch up with them. As they arrived at the top of the High Street, Justin Time and Justin Case stepped out of the university entrance.

“I didn’t realise you two were back studying again?” Carlos Cone called out.

“We’re not,” Justin Case replied.

“We’ve been meeting with Professor Amber Glow. She’s the person behind this new artificial intelligence program being used by the traffic lights on the new ring road,” Justin Time added.

“I guess it’s all moving like clockwork,” Costin Cone chuckled.

Justin Time glared at him. 

“I wouldn’t say that, no,” Justin Case replied.

“What’s this I hear about some kind of sabotage being planned for our big day tomorrow?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“That’s what the meeting was about. It seems that two members of the Maintenance Teams have been trying to override the traffic light system. If those lights don’t work the way they’re supposed to, it’ll bring the entire city to a stop!” Justin Time replied.
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