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Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

The Tale Of Mrs Fry’s Mushroom Soup
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The campfire had dwindled to embers by the time Bennie Barrier, Bryony Barrier, Beatrice Barrier, Bradley Bollard, Barnaby Bollard and Carlton Cone slipped back through the side gate just after 2am. Carlton kept to the shadows, hood up, looking like a guilty secret wearing jeans. Lewis Ladder slept soundly against the main yard gate, resting his head on his trusty pillow. Chester Cone was still dozing against a stack of barriers, his flask cradled like a teddy bear.

“Chester, wake up,” Bennie muttered, nudging him with a boot. “We’ve got a situation.”

Chester Cone opened one eye. “If this is about more tea, the kettle’s broken and so am I.”

“No. Carlton Cone’s back. Escaped. Says he’s being framed for something big. Shopping-centre vaults, council payroll, the works. Claims he wants to turn himself in the right way, but someone’s using him as a distraction.”

Chester Cone sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake. “Blimey. My old Shepherds Bush contacts owe me about seventeen favours. Give me five minutes and a phone.”

Carlton lifted a hand. “Not yet. First, we keep me hidden. Second, we find out who really wants that money. Because if I know one thing, it ain’t me they’re frightened of. It’s you lot.”

Mrs Fry’s voice boomed from the food-hall doorway like a dinner gong. “And third, you lot are having late-night soup before anyone does anything daft. I’ve got a pot of mushroom on the go, foraged fresh from the New Forest this morning. Proper medicinal. Settles the nerves before you embark on one of your legendary quests.”

Twenty minutes later every bowl was scraped clean. The soup was rich, earthy, with a peppery kick and a faint blue shimmer on the surface that everyone was too tired to question. 

Mrs Fry beamed like a proud mum at a nativity play.

“Get to bed,” she ordered. “You can save the world after breakfast.”

At 5:47am, the first moan echoed across the yard. Carlos Cone shot upright from his bunk in the portacabin, clutching his stomach. “Oh no. No no no—”

He made it three steps before disaster struck.

By six o’clock the Maintenance Yard resembled a field hospital after a particularly bad curry night. Cones lay draped over barriers like melted ice creams. Lewis Ladder had formed an orderly queue for the single portaloo and was timing runners with his stopwatch, shouting, “Next! You’ve got ninety seconds or you forfeit your place!”

Chester Cone was face-down on a pallet, arms spread like he’d been crucified by sausages. “Tell my goldfish... I loved him...”

Even Collison Cone, normally made of sterner stuff, was curled in the foetal position whispering, “Make it stop, I’ll fill in the paperwork, I swear...”

Sally Sign marched through the carnage untouched, high-vis crisp, clipboard gleaming. “Mass gastroenteritis outbreak. Probability 99.7 %. I’m declaring a quarantine zone. Nobody leaves until I’ve taken stool samples.”

“You’ll have to catch us first,” Collison Cone groaned, before sprinting past her clutching both cheeks.

Bennie Barrier staggered out of the food hall with Bryony wheeling beside him, both pale but upright. Beatrice followed, pressing a cold flannel to her forehead.

“Mrs Fry?” Bennie croaked.

The cook herself was bent over the sink, looking like she’d aged ten years in ten minutes. “I’ve never... in forty years... my mushrooms have never... I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have encouraged everyone to have supper last night.”

Bennie spotted the empty foraging basket on the counter. Something fluttered at the bottom, paper. He fished it out with shaking fingers. It was a single folded note in blocky handwriting:
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Deliver to the Yard.

Make sure Bennie eats first.

C.C.
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The yard went very quiet, except for the distant sound of someone being sick into a metal bucket.

“Carlton,” Bennie Barrier sighed.

Bryony read over his shoulder. “That absolute rotter.”

Mrs Fry straightened, eyes blazing through the pain. “He doesn’t get away with drugging my family. I’m coming with you, and I’m bringing my heaviest rolling pin.”

Beatrice already had the Maintenance Truck keys and went looking for Stanley. “Mobile sick-bay it is. Load up the walking wounded. We’ve got a cone to catch.”

They rolled out at seven-thirty looking like the world’s most miserable maintenance team. Stanley drove, white-knuckled. Chester Cone laid across the back bench with a bucket. Carlos had claimed the jump seat and was breathing into a paper bag. Mrs Fry sat in the middle clutching her rolling pin like it was a precious sword.

First stop: the New Forest mushroom dealer everyone knew as Shroomy Dave. Dave operated from a battered Transit van parked in a lay-by near Lyndhurst, selling wild garlic, chanterelles and the occasional bag of something that definitely wasn’t oregano. He took one look at the high-vis zombies spilling out of the truck and tried to reverse away. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





