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Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

The Tale Of Mr Pike’s Last Catch
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The early alarm call had left the City Centre Maintenance Team bleary eyed on Saturday morning but Highway Harry and Stanley, The Sidewalk Sleeper were all ready, their fishing rods and bait already packed into the back of the Maintenance Truck.

“Surely there’s no need to be awake at 5am on the weekend!” Carlos Cone complained as he ate the last of his bacon and egg muffin.

“You’d be surprised what fishermen will do to catch the biggest fish of the tournament,” Chester Cone replied.

“How would you know? You’ve only been here five minutes!” Channing Cone snapped.

“Just ‘cos I’m from London doesn’t mean I don’t know about fish.”

“Oh really, what does a Londoner know about the annual South Coast Fishathon then?”

“I knew this mush in Shepherd’s Bush who worked at the fish markets and over 90% of his fish came from these waters around here. When we worked the markets, we used to help him unload from the lorries to the stalls.”

“Maybe Chester Cone should be leading us today instead of Bennie Barrier,” Carlton Cone commented as he walked by.

“I don’t think I’m ready for that,” Chester Cone blushed.

“Really? What do you know about the fishathon Bennie?” Carlton Cone asked, glaring at Bennie Barrier.

Bennie Barrier stopped mid-bite of his muffin. “Well, I did help Cornelius Cone fish a load of plastic out of the sea at Calshot once.”

All of the cones laughed. 

“Do you mean to say that you’re going to lead the team in the annual fishathon today, keep all of those fishermen safe, organise the car parks and the weighing areas and you’ve never cast a fishing line into the ocean before?” Carlton Cone laughed.

“You don’t need to be a good fisherman to be a good leader, Carlton. Sometimes common sense and being someone who people can turn to in a crisis rather than punishing them for their problems can take you a lot further than hooking the winning fish in a competition.”

The rest of the cones nodded and muttered in agreement.

“We’ll see Bennie, we’ll see,” Carlton Cone smiled as he walked away.

Bennie Barrier watched him leave.

“Ignore him Bennie, you have nothing to prove to anyone. You’re a better leader than Carlton Cone ever was,” Carlos Cone reassured him.

Bennie Barrier nodded as he finished his muffin and orange juice before heading out into the yard. He knew the annual fishathon was a big event for the city, one that he had to get right and he was determined to do it his way.

The marina was buzzing by the time Bennie Barrier and the Maintenance Team arrived. Boats bobbed in the sparkling water, their colorful flags flapping in the morning breeze. Fishermen shouted greetings, their tackle boxes clinking as they set up along the docks. The air smelled of salt and seaweed and the team could feel the anticipation. Bennie scanned the scene, his eyes narrowing as he spotted Mr. Pike, the reigning champion, strutting toward his prime fishing spot with a shiny new rod and a smug grin.

“Don’t trust Pike, he’s trouble,” one of the fishermen said to Bennie Barrier as he walked past.

Bennie Barrier nodded. “Right, team,” he called out, gathering the cones around him. “Highway Harry and Stanley are taking the east entrance to keep the traffic moving smoothly. No pile-ups today. Chester, you’re with me at the weighing station. Carlos and Channing, set up the barriers for the spectator area. Carlton, you have dockside with Beulah Barrier, Beatrice Barrier and Colin Cone. Let’s keep this organised.”

The team nodded and went their separate ways, but Chester lingered, his orange cone gleaming under the rising sun. “Bennie, you heard what they’re saying about Mr. Pike, yeah?” he whispered.

Bennie Barrier looked at him. “What’re we talking about, Chester?”

Chester Cone leaned closer. “Some fishermen were muttering at the bait shop yesterday. Said Pike’s been winning ‘cos he’s got some dodgy tricks up his sleeve. Like, maybe he’s not fishing fair.”

Bennie Barrier frowned, glancing at Mr. Pike, who was now chatting loudly with a group of admirers. “Dodgy how?”

“I dunno, exactly,” Chester Cone admitted. “Just heard he’s got a ‘special method’ that’s not in the spirit of the Fishathon. Thought you should know.”

“Thanks, Chester. Keep an eye on him, especially as Carlton Cone will be on the dockside and let me know if you hear anything else.” 

Bennie patted the cone’s rim and headed toward the weighing station, his mind racing. He’d always thought Mr. Pike’s record-breaking catches, a 25-pound cod, a 30-pound bass and last year’s monstrous 42-pound halibut seemed almost too good to be true. But cheating? That was a serious accusation.

As the morning wore on, the Fishathon kicked into high gear. Fishermen cast their lines, spectators cheered and the Maintenance Team kept everything running like clockwork. Bennie moved between the weighing station and the docks, checking on his team and watching the action. By noon, the leaderboard was filling up: a 15-pound mackerel here, a 20-pound pollock there. But Mr. Pike’s spot was suspiciously quiet. No fish yet, just that same smug grin as he fiddled with his bait.
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