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Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

The Tale Of Carlton Cone’s Catastrophe
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Fred, the fisherman, sat on the riverbank at the back of his garden. His white bungalow overlooked a perfectly maintained garden of rose bushes and lush green grass. As he placed a slice of partially frozen squid onto his fishing hook and tossed his line back into the steadily flowing waters of the Itchen river, he noticed something orange sticking out of the water. He stood up from his stool and stepped onto the large rocks that lined the river. He saw a hand raise up out of the water. Then another. He rushed over towards a life bhoy at the side of the river and tossed it into the water. The hand grabbed hold of it and to the fisherman’s amazement, a traffic cone and a roadside barrier came up to the surface of the water.

“Hold on!” Fred shouted as he used the rope attached to the life bhoy to pull them into the side of the river.

When they arrived at the side of the river, Fred stepped down onto the lower rocks and helped them out of the water. The traffic cone laid on the path, struggling to calm his breathing whilst the roadside barrier stumbled to his feet, removing pieces of seaweed from his shoulders and arms.

“What on Earth happened to you two? You’re a long way from the city,” Fred asked.

“You don’t want to know,” Bennie Barrier sighed. “Thank you for your help but we must get back to our team.”

“With all of that salt water in your joints, you won’t last five minutes before you start falling apart. What were you doing in the river?”

“It doesn’t matter. I have a score to settle with Carlton Cone.”

“It does matter if you’re about to go off on some kind of revenge mission against whoever this Carlton guy is. Who are you?”

Bennie sighed. “I’m Bennie Barrier, I work for the city centre Maintenance Team. Who are you?”

“Fred Cooper, or fisherman Fred as they call me over in the docks. You still haven’t told me what you were doing in the river?”

“Someone betrayed us and I’m going to make sure he pays for it.”

“Do you even know where you are?” 

Bennie Barrier looked around at the row of bungalows along the riverside which had a pub in the distance with a floating pontoon that had a wooden seating area attached to it. “No,” he sighed as he wandered over towards the traffic cone. “Cordovan? Cordovan? Wake up!”

Fred turned the cone on its side and he coughed up some water before turning and looking at them. 

“Where are we?” Cordovan Cone asked.

“Hamble,” Fred replied.

“Hamble?” Bennie Barrier questioned.

“Yes, it’s a few miles downstream from the toll bridge.”

Bennie Barrier began furiously searching along the riverbank. “Where is she?”

“Where’s who?” Fred asked.

“Tricia! Tricia!” Bennie shouted.

“Who’s Tricia?”

“Tricia Trolley, she was helping us on the toll bridge. She fell into the river with us,” Cordovan Cone explained.

“Tricia Trolley, as in a supermarket trolley?” Fred asked. “What was she doing up on a toll bridge in this windy weather?”

“She was trying to help us,” Cordovan Cone replied. “Oh my, no, we’ve killed her haven’t we? I told her it was too dangerous but...”

“We don’t know anything for certain yet,” Bennie Barrier reassured him.

“A shopping trolley would’ve sunk straight to the bottom if she fell from that height,” Fred commented.

Bennie Barrier glared at him. “Tricia Trolley is one of the most determined and resourceful trolleys I’ve ever met. She has been in many ditches and rivers before and has always come out of it alive. We just need to find her.”

“It’s getting dark, Bennie,” Cordovan Cone replied. “How are we going to find her in the dark?”

“By her tracking chip.”

“Her tracking chip?” Fred asked. “Do trolleys have them?”

“Our friend, Rupert, The Recycler, has been fitting tracking chips into all trolleys for the past few years. They are tracked by an app on the owner’s mobile phone so if any of them go missing, they can track them down.”

“So all we need to do is get Tricia’s boss to track her and then we can find her,” Cordovan Cone smiled. “That’s brilliant.”

Bennie Barrier nodded before looking down at the ground.

“What’s wrong?” Cordovan asked.

“It’s probably nothing.”

“Say it, Bennie.”

“I don’t know if contacting Checkout Charlie is a good idea.”

“Why? He can tell us where she is. She might be in trouble.”

“Think about it, Cordovan. Carlton Cone caused the accident on the toll bridge which sent us into the water. He thinks we’re gone. We can use that to our advantage.”

“I don’t understand.”

“There may be one crucial detail that I’ve overlooked in all of this.”

“What?”

“Cats.”

“Cats?”

“Gingy. Checkout Charlie’s long lost cat and friend of Carlton Cone.”

Meanwhile, at the city centre Maintenance Yard, Highway Harry sat in his office chair with Carlton Cone, Tabetha and Tobias Traffic Lights and Lewis Ladder standing in front of his desk. 

“I don’t need to tell you how disappointed I am in all of you today!” Harry snapped. “Not only have you disobeyed my orders, you put lives in danger on that toll bridge, created damage that could run into millions of pounds, lost two of our key workers and Tabetha and Tobias, you two had your licences cancelled seven years ago! What on Earth were you thinking when you took control of that junction?”
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