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Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

The Tale Of The Sunday Morning Strike


[image: ]




[image: ]

“What are you lot doing up so early on a Sunday morning? Don’t you know its the weekend? It’s a time for cones, barriers and ladders to catch up on their beauty sleep before the busy working week ahead!” Lewis Ladder complained as he opened the yard gate.

“Obviously isn’t working for you then is it Lewis?” Chester Cone cheekily replied.

“I’ll have you know I was quite a handsome young ladder in my younger days.”

“And now you’re a grumpy old ladder who wants to stay in bed!” Carlos Cone smiled.

“There’s nowt wrong with wanting some peace and quiet on a Sunday morning. It’s what they were made for and I don’t need little rascals like you telling me otherwise.”

“I thought Sundays were made for going to church,” Bennie Barrier said.

“And are you?” Lewis Ladder asked.

“Would you be happier if we were?”

“It would explain why you’re moving shifty this morning.”

Bennie Barrier looked at himself in the mirror near the washdown area of the yard. “I don’t look any different than normal!”

“He’s winding you up,” Chester Cone laughed. “I knew this mush in Shepherds Bush that went out early on Sunday mornings but he was always home by lunchtime.”

“Where did he go?” Lewis Ladder asked.

“He went to church.”

“See Bennie, even Londoners are religious. Even in the biggest city in the country, they still value religion and contemplation on Sundays. You should take a leaf out of Chester’s book and start going to church rather than rushing off on your big adventures.”

Chester Cone smiled.

“I’ve never seen you going to church Lewis,” Carlos Cone said.

“That’s because he’s always asleep when the service is on,” Carlton Cone called out as he crossed the yard to head towards the food hall. “Where are you lot heading out to so early anyway?”

“Lewis is trying to convince us to go to church,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Yeah, apparently Chester’s old Maintenance Team used to go there on Sundays,” Carlos Cone added.

“A London Maintenance Team in church?” Carlton Cone asked. “I’d have thought you’d have been too busy on the M25 and blocking up Tower Bridge.”

“I didn’t say they went to church to pray or sing hymns did I?” Chester Cone replied.

They all looked at him.

“Bevvy, our mush from the Shepherds Bush team used to go into church and saw Johnny who was leader of the Orpington team and Sam who led the West End team. He’d then signal the all clear to Gaz who would text me at the gate so I could tell Yazim to pray for divine intervention.”

“What do you mean divine intervention?” Lewis Ladder asked. “Was he a priest or something?”

“No, but he used to say that the Lord moves in mysterious ways a lot.”

“What do you mean?” Carlton Cone asked, moving closer.

“You see, when Sam and Johnny were distracted in church, Yazim and I would empty their Maintenance Trucks, load ours up and then ol’ Seb would drive us back to the yard to unload before heading back to the church in time to pick Bevvy up after the service.”

“You robbed a fellow Maintenance Team whilst they were in the church praying and singing?” Lewis Ladder gasped.

“Well, yeah, have you read your bible recently?” Chester Cone asked.

“No, have you?”

“No, but I do know that there is a part of the bible called the book of profits and my mush from...”

“Not those kinds of profits,” Lewis Ladder sighed.

“Well it never did us any harm.”

Lewis Ladder looked over at Carlton Cone. “And you let him into our yard?”

Carlton Cone smiled. “Not me, that was all Bennie!”

Bennie Barrier looked at them all. “We’re not stealing anyone else’s equipment and we’re not going to church. Tilly Trolley text to say there was something big happening at the shopping centre today so we’re going to see what’s happening.”

As Carlton Cone wandered into the food hall grumbling about Chester Cone’s shady past, the three friends; Bennie Barrier, Chester Cone and Carlos Cone left the yard and headed towards the city centre. Rain had fallen a lot overnight and they had to take some avoiding action as cars, vans, lorries and buses splashed through large puddles as they drove on by creating mini-psunamis across the paths.

“I miss the underground,” Chester Cone sighed as they headed into the city.

“I thought you worked on the roads in London not on the trains,” Carlos Cone said as they crossed the park towards the High Street.

“I did but we rarely walked anywhere. Wherever you need to go, you just got on the train. You stayed dry and you didn’t sit in traffic for ages. This city needs that too.”

“We have park and ride,” Carlos Cone replied.

“So you sit on a bus in traffic instead of in your truck or car.”

“Southampton has a lot of historical significance I’ll have you know. You can’t just go and start digging up old historical buildings and walls just so you can have a superfast train running under the paths.”

“I guess not.”

“Plus, how would Tanya Train fit through those tunnels?” Bennie Barrier added.

“Not those kinds of trains, Bennie, proper tube trains. My favourite was Mary Marylebone.”

“Sounds like a toy that my friend Postman Pete’s favourite dog would enjoy,” Bennie Barrier laughed.

“Marylebone is a lovely place.”

“Don’t make a dog’s dinner out of it Bennie, he wouldn’t understand,” Carlos Cone replied.

“Why because you southern softies don’t know about the lovely places I used to work in London? I may be working down here but I’m still a proud Londoner.”

“No, you’re not, Chester,” Bennie Barrier smiled.

“What do you mean?”

“You’re not just a Londoner, you’re our mush from Shepherds Bush and for that, we’re proud of you.”

Chester Cone smiled. “I guess there is that.”

It was still early but the roads were unusually quiet. Normally, cars would hum past, buses would rumble and shoppers would begin to emerge. But today something was different. As they turned onto the High Street, they saw it. A long line of workers from the shopping centre, but not just ordinary people. These were their friends, their fellow fixtures of the retail world. Trolleys, bins, benches, bollards, even the revolving doors had taken a stand and Tilly Trolley held a photo of Lisa Lift with a scowl on her face.
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