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Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

Tilly Trolley’s Trip
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Rain fell heavily as the postman arrived at the Maintenance Yard gate. 

“Good morning Steve, If  you’ve got bills for us, you can keep them!” Lewis Ladder called out.

“If I had a pound for every time I heard that I’d never have to work again!” Steve replied.

“I’d like to never have to work again.”

“Wouldn’t that mean you would end up in the recycling plant?”

“No, not anymore, long service Maintenance Workers have a retirement home over in The New Forest. They’re all a bit odd over there though,” Lewis Ladder chuckled.

“Speaking about odd ones, where’s your barrier leader? What’s his name...?”

“Bennie? Oh he’s off on some kind of community project today at one of the local football stadiums.”

“Does that mean Carlton Cone is back in charge?”

“I guess so,” Lewis Ladder sighed.

“You don’t sound too happy about that.”

“Let’s just say things are a bit tense here since Bennie Barrier arrived.”

“In what way?”

“People actually like him.”

“Is that a bad thing?”

“For Carlton Cone it is. He’s built his reputation by bullying everyone and pushing himself to the front of everything regardless of if he tramples over anyone else to get there and now that Bennie has come in...”

“He actually treats people well,” Steve finished for him.

“Yeah,” Lewis Ladder replied.

“I’m sure a colleague who treats people well is a much better leader than someone who treats everyone badly. When I had my injury, my manager made my round even longer than it was before.”

Lewis Ladder frowned. “How did that help you?”

“That’s how they started calling me Slidey Steve. I began delivering to a cobbler over on Evans Street and he fitted some wheels into the tips of my boots so now I can scoot along between addresses in half the time.”

“Sounds like a load of old cobblers to me.”

“No, he’s quite young actually,” Steve smiled.

“Have a good day Steve,” Lewis Ladder laughed before heading back inside. 

As he headed back towards the main food hall, Carlton Cone walked towards him. 

“What are you so happy about?” Carlton Cone asked.

“Oh nothing,” Lewis Ladder replied.

“Good, we don’t have time for humour today. We need to clear out the blockage in the sewer down by the Toll Bridge and I want everyone there now!”

“Aren’t we meant to be waiting for Highway Harry to take us out to work with the gas men in Chilworth today?”

“Are you questioning my orders?” Carlton Cone snapped.

Lewis Ladder didn’t reply.

Carlton Cone snatched the letters out of his hand and headed back inside. “Get everyone ready, we move out in thirty minutes!” he shouted as he walked through the door.

Meanwhile, at the football stadium, a few miles outside the city centre, Bennie Barrier and Carlos Cone were outside in the pouring rain alongside Tilly Trolley, Bradley Bollard and Barnaby Bollard. 

“How did you convince Yuri to give you today off?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“He’s got some help from one of the cruise ships. They had a huge delivery yesterday that we stored in our loading area for them so he has their team to help him out today,” Bradley Bollard replied. “How did you get away from your Maintenance Team?”

“Harry wants to be seen to be helping the community and these new adjustable wheels that Rupert, the recycler, has made could possibly help make our jobs easier when we’re having to carry things up and down stairs.”

“Well I think it’s a complete waste of our time,” Tilly Trolley replied. “I mean who has ever seen a trolley wheel her way up and down stairs.”

“At least we won’t have to keep carrying you anymore,” Barnaby Bollard said. “Until I met you, I never knew a trolley could fold in on itself and be carried like a suitcase.”

“There are a lot of things you don’t know about me, Barnaby Bollard!”

“Like the way you huff and puff to dry off your seat before someone tries to use you again.”

“Us trollies don’t like the rain. We prefer to be in a nice warm supermarket or covered over in our trolley bays watching everyone else running to and from their cars trying to dodge a little bit of water. Did you know that someone slipped over in the shopping centre last week?”

“Oh no, was she hurt?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“No, but she was carrying a lot of clothes so that probably didn’t help.”

“Did you see what happened?”

“Of course, I watched it all unfold,” Tilly Trolley laughed.

Bennie Barrier looked at her confused. “I don’t get it.”

“Clothes, unfolding? No? Sorry Bennie, we need to work on your city humour,” Tilly Trolley replied.

At that moment, Bruno Bus turned into the car park and drove towards the football stadium before stopping in front of Bennie Barrier and his friends. 

“Good morning Bennie!” Bruno Bus called out. “Not the best weather for a game of football today.”

“Not a game, Bruno, we have Rupert, the recycler, showing us his new inventions that will help make our job easier.”
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