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Hello everyone, glad you could join me here in my second Big City Adventures book. We had a lot of fun the first time around discovering new places, new faces and a few reminders of my adventures with my best friend Cornelius Cone. Now that I’ve had my first year in the city, things are a little more settled but that doesn’t mean it’s going to lack adventure!! We’re going to have lots of fun together so  I’ll see you on the other side.

Cheerio

BB
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Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

The Tale Of The Ginger Cat
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New Year’s Eve was always a magical time for Bennie Barrier. A time when he looked forward to the new year and whatever surprises it may bring. Highway Harry brought his huge black speakers and flashing lights which all connected to his laptop and somehow played whatever songs you asked it to play. Bennie was very confused by how it all worked but he enjoyed watching all of his colleagues in the City Maintenance Team dancing, laughing and enjoying the party as he sat in the corner drinking his glass of cola.

“Come and join in Bennie, it’ll be fun!” Carlos Cone called out to him.

“I’m fine here, thank you,” Bennie replied.

Carlos Cone wandered over towards him. “What’s wrong?”

“I guess I’m not in the party mood tonight.”

“It’s your first new year’s eve with us, you should be enjoying yourself.”

“I know, it’s just seeing everybody with their families makes you realise how lonely you can be at times,” Bennie Barrier sighed.

“Have you lost contact with your family?” Carlos Cone asked.

“We used to work together in a big factory in Leicester. We all used to go out as part of the packaging for the crisps they used to make and then after we had been recycled, we all came back to the same place to be reused again. I always wanted to be the Cheese And Onion flavour but they always packaged me with the Ready Salted crisps instead.”

“Is that why you left there?”

“Kind of. I guess I wanted an adventure and I ended up in a different recycling plant where they made barriers and helped repair damaged cones. Luckily I was made into a barrier and sent out to join a Maintenance Team. The first team I joined wasn’t very nice. They sent me out in the pouring rain everyday to stand guard by a local school and the children used to come along and kept pushing me over. It was fun the first few times but then it became really annoying when I didn’t want to play anymore. They pushed me over so much that my joints broke and I had to go back to the recycling plant to be fixed. Then I ended up at the Hythe Village Maintenance Yard and Cornelius Cone was the first cone who really treated me well and became one of my best friends.”

“You miss him a lot don’t you.”

Bennie Barrier nodded. “I thought I could come into the city and make a difference. That I’d be able to lead my own team one day.”

“You already have made a difference. Everyone is so much happier since you took over the lead from Carlton Cone.”

“I guess,” Bennie sighed.

“What would Cornelius Cone be doing on New Year’s Eve?”

“Probably enjoying himself at one of Postman Pete’s concerts at the marina.”

Carlos Cone looked at his watch. “Well it’s too late to go there now but I’ve heard that Marv is rocking the guildhall in the city tonight. Come on, if we go now, we’ll be able to get there in time before the fireworks at midnight.”

Bennie Barrier agreed and the two friends left The Maintenance Yard and headed into the city centre. Hundreds of people were gathered in the streets dressed in outrageous costumes and celebrating the new year. There was a large stage set up outside the guildhall at the top of the High Street with musicians lined up and a couple of singers that Bennie didn’t recognise.

“Ah Bennie Barrier, I wondered when you might make an appearance!” Bradley Bollard called out as he wandered over towards them with his brother Barnaby Bollard close behind.

“I thought you two would be keeping guard at the shopping centre tonight,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Normally we would be but we had to help Tilly Trolley and her new friend Tiberius Trolley bring the new year sign down here so Carrie Crane can lift it up at midnight.”

Bennie Barrier looked up and saw Carrie Crane high up in the night sky, bopping her head from side to side as she enjoyed the music coming from the concert below. Together, the four friends danced and laughed the night away until Marv came onto the stage and began counting down the seconds until midnight. 

The crowd all joined in with the counting; “Ten, nine, eight, seven, six...”

During the countdown, Bennie Barrier noticed a ginger cat outside one of the shops. It looked around at everyone trying to find an escape route. Bennie Barrier began to walk towards it as the final seconds of the year were counted out.

“Five, four, three, two, one, happy new year!” Marv called out.

Fireworks exploded into the air as Carrie Crane raised the Happy New Year banner that had been decorated by the local children which was covered in multicoloured lights. As the bangs echoed around the city streets, the cat raised its back and sprinted away down one of the little alleyways between the shops. Bennie followed the cat and saw a van stop at the opposite end of the alleyway. The cat sprinted from side to side but someone dressed in black quickly scooped the cat up in a box and placed him in the back of the van. Bennie ran as fast as he could down the alleyway and managed to grab hold of the van before it sped away. Holding on with all of his strength, hoping that his plastic joints wouldn’t break, Bennie felt the wind blowing against him as he held on and the city lights passed by in a blur.

Eventually, after what seemed like a long time, the van finally stopped in a small square car park behind some shops and restaurants. The driver turned off the engine. Bennie Barrier stepped down from the back of the van. His arms ached from holding on for so long. He heard voices and quickly moved over towards the wall and pretended to stand over a vent that showed a window of a basement below the street level. A man dressed in black opened the back door and an orange and white cone joined him. 

“Any problems?” the cone asked.

“Nothing I can’t handle,” the man replied.

Bennie Barrier gasped. He recognised Carlton Cone’s voice and wondered what on Earth he was doing capturing cats from alleyways. He tried to stay in the shadow and blend into the background in the hope that Carlton Cone didn’t notice that he was there. The back door of a restaurant opened and the light shone out into the small car park. A Chinese woman stepped out and began helping the man and Carlton Cone unload the van and take all of the boxes down into a basement beneath the restaurant. 

Bennie Barrier looked down into the vent he was standing over. He knew if he could somehow get closer to the restaurant where the boxes were being taken to, he’d be able to find out what was going on. He carefully moved in the shadows, trying not to draw attention to himself. Slowly, he moved one step to the left. Then two. Then Three. Then, the back doors of the van slammed shut. Bennie Barrier froze to the spot. Carlton Cone looked straight at him but somehow, he didn’t recognise or notice that Bennie was there. The man in black headed back towards the front of the van before starting the engine once again and driving away. Carlton Cone watched him leave before heading back inside the restaurant with the Chinese lady and closing the door.

Bennie Barrier let out a breath he didn’t realise he was holding. He waited a moment in case there was anyone else around before darting across towards the vent above the basement of the restaurant that Carlton Cone was inside. The sign above the back door read “Happy Chappie Chinese Takeaway.” Bennie was confused. Why did a Chinese takeaway need to have a cat in its basement? He looked down into the vent. A small window was open allowing some air into the basement but it was all very dark. As Bennie took a step to the left, he heard a loud shriek. He quickly jumped back and looked down. Two mice were looking up at him raising their fists in the air.

“I’m so sorry, I didn’t see you there,” he whispered.

The shrieking became louder.

Bennie Barrier crouched down closer to them. The first mouse beckoned him to come closer. As he did, the mouse jumped up and hit him on the nose.

“Ow, what was that for?” Bennie asked.

“For stepping on my tail. What are you doing here? The Maintenance Team are working down the road!” the mouse replied.

“You can talk?” 

“No, I’m a figment of your imagination, of course I can talk. Even a dumb barrier like you should understand how animals communicate with each other.”

Bennie Barrier looked at them in astonishment.

The second mouse then spoke. “Don’t mind Mosely, he gets grumpy all of the time. I’m Minksy, this is our home and we don’t want any trouble.”

“Neither do I,” Bennie replied. “I’m trying to find out why a scared ginger cat was brought here tonight.”

“Oh, I wondered how long it would take for them to catch Gingy again,” Mosely laughed.

“You know him?”

“Everyone knows Gingy! They say a cat has nine lives but this one must have eighteen. Do you remember when the old church down by the football stadium had its spire damaged last year?”

“I heard some of my work friends talking about it. It was very windy and Carrie Crane accidentally knocked into it didn’t she?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“That’s what the newspapers said. In fact, Gingy had climbed up and managed to get into the controls and forced Carrie to damage the church.”

“Why would he do that?” 

“Because Father Pike who works at the church tried to poison him,” Minksy Mouse replied.

“Father Pike? Is he related to Mr Pike who manages the superstore in the city?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“He’s Mr Pike’s father. He’s as mean as they come. Luckily for Gingy, Mosely has an amazing sense of smell and managed to stop him from drinking the milk.”

“I thought cats hate mice.”

“They usually do but when the circus was in town, Gingy annoyed one of the elephants and it scooped him up in its trunk. Gingy was so scared so we ran out into the elephant’s pen and scared it away. Gingy was so impressed that he promised to protect us against anyone who came after us.”

“What was he doing that close to the elephant?”

“The elephant was working for a known criminal who wanted to destroy a farm on the edge of the city,” Mosely replied.

“Who was the criminal?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Nobody knows but he calls himself Der Orangenmorder,” Minksy replied.

“And what happened to the farm?”

“Nothing, they were stopped by a postman and his friends from the local village Maintenance Team.”

Bennie Barrier nodded and smiled. He knew that Postman Pete and Cornelius Cone were quite often visiting the local farms and villages together and there was a good chance that they were involved with this situation too. “So, if Gingy is trapped inside this basement...”

“There’s a good chance that Father Pike will be coming for him. Just like your colleagues out in the village, we need you to be the hero and rescue our friend,” Mosely replied.

Bennie Barrier looked down towards the basement. “But how? Even if we managed to take the vent away, there’s no way that I could fit through that window.”

The two mice looked disappointed.

“You two could fit through though,” Bennie added.

“We are just two little mice, we need someone who can fight their way out of that basement,” Minksy replied.

At that moment, the back door of the restaurant opened again and a man walked out carrying a bag on his back. He walked over towards a motorbike in the corner of the car park. He placed his bag in a compartment behind the seat before climbing onto the seat and placing a key into the ignition. He turned the key and the motorbike roared into life. The two mice hid behind Bennie Barrier as the motorbike made a deafening sound before zooming out of the car park. As the noise disappeared into the distance, the two mice called out to Bennie and pointed at the back door.

“Look! He didn’t shut the door properly! This is our chance!” Minksy said.

“I don’t know. I have a reflective belt. I’ll draw attention to myself if I walk in there.”

“I’ll go in and check if it’s clear,” Mosely replied.

“You can’t go in there! They’ll hit you with the brush!” Minksy gasped.

“Better me than him,” Mosely said before rushing over towards the door.

Minksy and Bennie watched and waited as Mosely Mouse squeezed through the gap left by the open door. After a minute, he came back out and rushed over towards them.

“All clear but you need to be quick. They’re closing in ten minutes,” Mosely explained breathlessly.

“You’re our only hope,” Minksy said as she looked up at Bennie.

Bennie Barrier nodded before walking over and opening the door. He stepped inside and immediately noticed two staircases to his right. One going up and the other going down to the basement. A second door separated the small hallway from the kitchen. It had a small glass window in the centre of it. Bennie moved towards it and noticed Carlton Cone was in the kitchen talking to the chef. Bennie took his chance. He quickly ran down the stairs and opened the door of the basement. 

As he entered the basement, the room was pitch black. Bennie pulled his phone out from behind his high visibility belt and shone its light on the wall until he saw a light switch. As he switched it on, a small bulb in the centre of the ceiling flickered on with a crackle and a hiss. As his eyes became used to the dull light, Bennie was horrified to see stacks upon stacks of metal cages piled on top of each other. Inside the cages were cats, dogs, chickens, ducks and on the far side of the room was a small bird cage with a parrot inside it. None of the animals made a sound. Bennie stepped forward and felt his foot hit something in the darkness.

“Ow, be careful where you’re walking,” a small voice called out.

Bennie shone his phone light down and noticed a black briefcase with gold locks by his feet. “A briefcase that can talk?” he asked.

“All cases can talk,” the briefcase answered.

Bennie lifted the briefcase up onto a nearby table.

“Hey, easy with the handle, I’m not as young as I used to be!” the briefcase complained.

Bennie looked around as all the animals silently stared at him. “What’s going on down here and who are you?”

“He’s Justin,” a voice from behind them said.

Bennie Barrier swung around and noticed a clock on one of the shelves with two eyes and a mouth staring at him. 

“Don’t worry Justin, he’s not that bright,” the briefcase replied.

“His light is though, put that away!” the clock complained.

“Sorry,” Bennie Barrier replied as he lowered his phone light. “Which one of you is Justin?”

“He is,” the clock and the briefcase both said together.

“This is confusing,” Bennie Barrier sighed.

“No confusion,” the briefcase replied. “I’m Justin Case and he is Justin Time. We look after the livestock down here.”

“Just a minute...” Bennie Barrier began.

“No, no, she’s my sister. Always late. Terrible time keeper. I’m Justin Time and it’s time for you to leave,” the clock replied.

“I came here to help Gingy,” Bennie Barrier replied.

One of the cats meowed before a buzz echoed around the basement. All of the other animals backed away.

“What was that?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“You see those collars that all of the animals are wearing,” Justin Case explained.

Bennie Barrier nodded.

“Every time they make a noise, the collar gives them an electric shock. The owners use them to keep the animals quiet. I’m guessing that Mosely and Minksy sent you down here.”

“Yes, how did...” Bennie Barrier began before noticing a cone standing in the doorway of the basement.

“Because they work for me,” Carlton Cone said as he closed and locked the door. “Good luck with the window, Bennie. By the time you’ve split yourself apart there will be very little use for you as a barrier!”

Bennie Barrier rushed over to the door but it was securely locked.  He heard some scuffling and squeaking coming from the other side of the door. 

“You’ve had your cheese now scram before you join them,” Carlton Cone snapped before a door slammed shut above them.

Bennie Barrier leant against the table and looked around at the animals looking at him hopefully. He tried to call Highway Harry but his phone had no signal. 

“At least he forgot the collar,” Justin Case said as he moved over towards Bennie.

“I’m too trusting for my own good. I believed those mice,” Bennie Barrier sighed.

“We all did and that’s how we ended up here,” Justin Time replied. 

“What happens to the animals?” 

“If they are not used for food, they are sent to the animal shelter on the far side of the city.”

“Surely that’s okay. They get looked after there.”

“No, no, not this shelter. This one smells of urine and has rusty bars everywhere. Wild wolves come at night and try to get whatever food they can from the animals and if they don’t get what they want, they will eat the animals instead.”

“I’m not going to let that happen,” Bennie Barrier said as he moved towards one of the cages.

“What are you doing?” Justin Case asked.

As Bennie Barrier touched the cage, he felt a tingling in his hands and arms before pain started running through his body. He quickly let go of the cage. “The cages are electric too.”

“There’s no escape, the only inevitability is time,” Justin Time said.

“Well you’re a happy chappie aren’t you,” Justin Case replied.

“That’s it,” Bennie Barrier smiled. “You’ve done it briefcase.”

“What did I say?”

“The Happy Chappie is the name of this restaurant. There has to be a connection down here that leads up to power the sign above the front door.”

“So...”

“So, if we can short circuit the power, it will also cut the power to these cages and collars.”

“The fuse box is over there,” Justin Case said as he pointed towards the corner of the room. “But aren’t you forgetting something...”

Bennie Barrier looked at him.

“If you go messing around with electricity, we’re going to be smelling barbecued barrier for weeks.”

Bennie Barrier took off his high visibility belt and placed it on the floor before climbing over the cages towards the fuse box.

“What are you doing?” Justin Time asked.

“My visibility belt has metal inside it which conducts electricity. The rest of my body is made of plastic which doesn’t,” Bennie Barrier explained as he opened the fuse box and pulled two wires out.

“I hope you know what you’re doing,” Justin Case said.

“So do I,” said Bennie as he pressed the two wires together.

With a fizz and a pop, a bright spark flashed and then everything went silent. The small light bulb fizzled out and the whole basement was in darkness once again.

“Corr, who turned the lights out,” the parrot said.

Several dogs whined and cats meowed whilst the chicken clucked. 

“Ssshhh! Quiet you lot!” Justin Time said. “If they hear us, they’ll be down here. Barrier, are you still there?”

“His name is Bennie,” Gingy called out as he opened his cage.

Everyone turned and looked at the ginger cat.

“You’re telling me you could step out of that cage at any time?” Justin Case asked.

“I needed to know if this barrier was the one that everyone was talking about,” Gingy explained.

“What do you mean?” Bennie Barrier asked as he climbed down to the floor and placed his high visibility belt back on.

“I was an unwanted kitten. A stray. I used to chase birds in the forest, chase mice in and out of rabbit burrows, run through the open fields, it was a hard life but a good life. Then winter came and I struggled to find food. I was starving and risking anything I had to in order to get something to eat. Then I met this crazy cat-loving guy at the local supermarket. He loved that shop and he knew there had been a rat problem in their warehouse for some time. One evening, I saw him chasing a rat with a broom. The rat dodged every attempt he made to get rid of it. So I chased the rat and two of its friends out of the warehouse. When I came back, the man did something I didn’t expect. He picked up a brand new cat bowl and opened up a tin of the finest tuna cat food I ever tasted and poured me a saucer of milk. For two whole years, I was the supermarket’s rat catcher. I chased all of those rodents out of the warehouse and kept the supermarket pest free. I was paid with regular cat food, treats and even some catnip at Christmas. I was living my best life.”

“What happened?” Justin Time asked.

“The store manager, Mullet, I think his name was, discovered our arrangement. He kicked me out of the warehouse. He blocked up the cat flaps and chased me away. From that moment on, I learnt never to trust humans again.”

“You were Checkout Charlie’s long-lost cat,” Bennie Barrier gasped.

Gingy nodded.

“So, why did you need Bennie to come here?” Justin Case asked.

“When I left the supermarket, it was one cold winter’s night. The cones and barriers were working down at the local children’s hospital and they were all sad that they were unable to clear the roads in time for Christmas day. Then somehow, this cone and barrier, using a helicopter, managed to get the presents to the hospital before the cone flew away leaving his friend behind. That friend was Bennie Barrier. I wanted to thank you for helping me to believe in friendship again.”

“How did you know that I would be in the guildhall tonight? Carlos and I only decided at the last minute to go out.”

“That was quite by accident. I’ve been following you around for a while since you came into the city. A countryside barrier is very noticeable in this environment. Then I spoke to a cone who said he would help me if I could bring you here,” Gingy explained.

“Carlton,” Bennie Barrier replied.

Gingy nodded. “I didn’t realise that he was trapping everyone here.”

“You liar,” one of the dogs called out. “Let me outta this cage and I’ll rip you limb from limb!”

“Buster!” No! That’s not how we do things around here!” Justin Time replied.

Bennie Barrier walked over towards the dog. “Buster, is that your name?”

“Buster Bulldog the third, named after my great-grandfather,” the dog proudly announced.

“I used to know a dachshund called Max who had the same family trait.”

“Sausage dog? Pah! They’re like oversized rats!”

“Buster, why should I not trust Gingy?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Who led you here tonight? He knew what he was doing and the minute you get us outta here, he’s gonna be running back to ol’ Carlton for his milk and biscuits again.”

“That’s a lie and you know it!” Gingy snapped.

All of the other cats and dogs began barking and meowing until they heard a door slam upstairs.

“Do you trust me?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Trust you, I barely know you!” Justin Case replied.

“We’re going to get one chance. Open up every cage and as soon as that door opens, we charge at whoever opens it.”

“Are you crazy!” Gingy gasped.

The stairs outside creaked as someone walked down.

“It’s now or never Gingy,” Bennie Barrier said.

Gingy, Bennie, Justin Case and Justin Time all quickly opened the cages and waited. The footsteps coming down the stairs stopped. A key entered the lock. As the handle turned, ten cats, eight dogs, five chickens, a briefcase, a clock, a barrier and a parrot charged towards the door. A chinese woman screamed as she was trampled over by all of the animals as they quickly climbed up the stairs. Carlton Cone rushed out of the kitchen and came face-to-face with Buster Bulldog. Carlton’s mouth opened but no sound came out as he ran out of the back door followed by all of the animals with Bennie Barrier following closely behind.

As Carlton Cone disappeared into the distance, Bennie Barrier saw Gingy leaping around outside the back of the restaurant before proudly standing on his back paws holding a mouse in each front paw.

“Bennie! Help us!” Mosely Mouse shouted.

Justin Case picked up a jam jar that had been left next to one of the rubbish bins and removed a handkerchief from inside his case. He walked over to Gingy who placed them into the jar before Justin used the handkerchief to make a lid which he tied on with an elastic band. Mosely and Minksy punched the side of the glass jar and shouted something which nobody could hear.

“What shall we do with them? That handkerchief won’t hold them for long,” Justin Case said as he handed the jar to Bennie Barrier.

“We let them go,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“What?” Gingy asked.

“Carlton Cone kept you all locked up in cages never knowing if you were going to survive from one day to the next. If we keep these mice locked away in this jar, we are no better than him.”

“So we’re just letting them get away with luring us into that basement so they could get some cheese from the kitchen?” 

“When you used to stay at the supermarket, was it because you cared about Checkout Charlie or did you enjoy the food and treats you were given?”

Gingy bowed his head. “Both, I guess.”

“These two can create new lives and I know just where to take them,” Bennie Barrier said as he led Gingy and Justin Case out of the car park and down the street towards the bus stop.

After a few minutes, Bruno Bus came trundling down the road singing “Auld Lang Syne.” As he stopped at the bus stop, his driver stepped out of his seat and walked around to the front of the bus.

“If I have to hear another verse of that song again today Bruno, I’ll sellotape your mouth closed!” he complained.

“Happy new year Bennie! I see you’ve brought some friends along too!” Bruno Bus beamed.

“Have you been giving your driver a headache?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Oh yes, all twenty verses so far and he’s only been back on the road an hour!” Bruno’s driver complained.

“Just joining in the celebrations,” Bruno Bus replied.

“Next time I’ll swap you for Caterina Coach! At least she doesn’t sing so loud in the mornings!”

“Okay, point taken. Where are you all off to so early this morning? You look like you’ve spent the night underground...” 

“Well, funny you should say that...” Justin Case began.

“Just three tickets to Hythe please Bruno,” Bennie Barrier interrupted.

“Is that mice you’ve got in that jar?” Bruno Bus asked.

“Yes, but they will behave on the journey,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“I don’t like mice. Last time I had mice on board, one of them ended up right inside my exhaust pipe!” 

“How did you get it out?” Gingy asked.

“By scaring him. I told it that I once saw a huge six foot tall mouse and I ran him over. That little one didn’t fancy his chances after that.”

“That’s awful, did he believe you?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Yes, especially when I showed him my lifetime ban from DisneyLand,” Bruno Bus laughed.

Bennie Barrier groaned before taking a seat on Bruno’s bus. As the city flashed by in a blur, Bruno began trundling along the New Forest roads until he arrived outside the supermarket. Gingy, Bennie and Justin all thanked Bruno and stepped off of his bus. They walked down the pathway towards the front entrance as the trollies began rolling out of their sheds that they slept in overnight and headed towards their trolley bays. 

Tricia Trolley yawned and stretched before noticing Bennie Barrier walking down the path. “My oh my, happy new year Bennie!” she called out as she came rolling towards them. 

“Good morning Tricia, is Checkout Charlie here yet?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“We can’t call him that anymore now he’s the store manager,” Tricia Trolley giggled.

“Mr Mullet has left?” Gingy asked.

Tricia Trolley looked at him. “Oh my, it can’t be,” she gasped. “Georgie! You came back!”

“Georgie?” Justin Case asked.

“That was my country name,” Gingy replied, looking a little embarrassed.

“Urgh, what have you got in that jar Bennie?” Tricia Trolley asked.

“Two mice who need to be released into the countryside,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Wet Floor has built his own mouse colony over in the warren woods. He’s looking after seventy-two mice at the moment giving them a safe place to live and feeding them. I’m sure he’d be willing to take two more.”

At that moment, a white car parked outside the front of the supermarket and as the driver’s door opened, Charlie stepped out with Wet Floor stepping out of the passenger side. 

“Come along Tricia, we need everyone to be looking their best this morning!” Charlie called out but as he walked towards them, he noticed Gingy. “Georgie?” he asked.

Gingy ran over and as Charlie crouched down, he jumped up into his arms.

“How did you make it back here? I missed you so much,” Charlie said as he carried Gingy into the supermarket.

Wet Floor came over and noticed the jar of mice that Bennie Barrier was holding. “Hello Bennie, do you have two more customers for my mouse hotel?”

“Tricia tells me you are quite the expert at looking after mice. These two have been in trouble in the city and need relocating.”

Wet Floor took hold of the jar and took a closer look at them. As he lifted the handkerchief lid off, Mosely and Minksy took their chance and leapt out of the jar and disappeared into the bushes. “I guess they checked out already,” Wet Floor laughed.

“You fool, what if they make their way inside the supermarket now?” Tricia Trolley asked.

“I’m sure Georgie will find them and get his treats again,” Wet Floor replied.

“Wait a minute, did you recognise those mice?” Justin Case asked.

Wet Floor looked at him. “You look important, am I in trouble?”

“No, of course not,” Bennie Barrier laughed. 

“Yes, Minksy and Mosely were here last time Georgie was here. He used to catch them, get his treats and then release them again. They kept that going for two years until Mr Mullet realised what they were doing and kicked them out.”

“That mischievous little cat,” Bennie Barrier laughed.

“Are you staying for fresh cream scones and jam this morning?” Tricia Trolley asked. 

“We came to deliver Gingy home and we’ve done that. Now I have to go back to the city but thanks Tricia. It was good to see you again,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“You too Bennie, see you again soon. And your well dressed friend too,” Tricia Trolley smiled.

Justin Case looked at himself up and down. “Am I too well dressed this morning?” he asked as they headed back towards the bus stop.

“We’re all unique in our own way Justin, I guess time will tell if you turn out to be a nutcase,” Bennie Barrier laughed.

“Hey, that’s what they call my brother...”

“Why am I not surprised,” Bennie Barrier smiled and they both laughed.

SEE YOU IN THE NEXT ADVENTURE!!

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

The Tale Of Marv’s Musical Mishap
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Rain pattered down heavily on the glass roof of the conservatory at the back of a Victorian House called Coppers. Carlton Cone and Mr Pike, the city centre’s superstore manager, were sitting in chairs made from bamboo sticks as the man opposite them, Police Detective David Dukes, carefully studied the cards he held in front of him. 

Carlton Cone stared at him before laying his cards down. “I have two pairs and you have a seventeen percent chance of making a straight flush,” he smiled.

Detective Dukes placed his cards on the table. “I don’t have the money to pay you.”

“Then you shouldn’t be playing big boys games,” Mr Pike replied. 

“I never expected to lose to a traffic cone.”

Carlton Cone smiled. “I like your confidence, Detective, but you still owe me for this game.”

“And I told you I can’t pay.”

“Maybe, we can find a different way to settle the debt. I have a pest in my Maintenance Team that I think you could help me with,” Carlton Cone explained.

Meanwhile, on the opposite side of the city, the cones and barriers of the city centre Maintenance Team were queued up outside Ronald, the recycler’s workshop.

“Aaaahhhh!” Bennie Barrier shouted. “What was that?”

Ronald removed a piece of metal from between two of Bennie Barrier’s teeth. “I’m sorry Bennie but that tooth needs to come out. That piece of metal has left it too damaged to repair,” he advised.

“How on Earth did you manage to get a piece of metal in your mouth like that in the first place?” Highway Harry asked.

“It’s been there for a while,” Ronald added.

“I think it might have been when I helped Bruno Bus and his driver fix his exhaust pipe. Something got caught up inside it and I didn’t have a spare hand so I held a piece of it in my mouth,” Bennie Barrier explained.

“I heard that some children were pushing potatoes up the exhaust pipes of buses. Very dangerous idea,” Ronald replied.

“I’m guessing it could cause the bus some serious damage if the pressure built up too much,” Highway Harry said.

“Postman Pete once told me that he saw what happened when someone had a potato stuck in their exhaust pipe,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Knowing Pete he probably put it there himself,” Highway Harry added.

“No, no, he didn’t but he saw the potato fly out of the exhaust pipe and smash somebody’s front room window.”

“Was anybody hurt?” Ronald asked.

“No, but they never ordered a takeaway food delivery again,” Bennie Barrier laughed.

“Well this tooth shouldn’t take too long to come out, we can do it now,” Ronald replied as he picked up one of the metal scalpels from his side table.

“Why do we have to go through all of this Harry?” Bennie Barrier asked. “We never had health checks when I worked with Cornelius Cone in the forest.”

“New rules Bennie, everyone needs to be regularly checked to make sure that they are okay to be working on the roads and I want all of my team to be in their best shape possible!” 

“But my teeth are fine.”

Ronald picked up a syringe and tapped it a couple of times to check that the clear liquid inside was at the right measurement. “It’s okay Bennie, it won’t take long and I’m going to numb the area for you.”

Bennie Barrier looked at the needle in Ronald’s hand. “I, er, I forgot, I was meant to meet Marv for lunch...” he began as Ronald lowered the seat that he was laying on.

“Just a little prick...” Ronald continued.

“Oh, you know him then do you...” Bennie Barrier replied as Ronald injected his mouth and removed his broken tooth.

Ten minutes later, Bennie Barrier left the treatment room and walked back past the rest of the Maintenance Team and into the waiting room. He was holding a tissue to his mouth and had to drink lots of water.

“Are you okay Bennie?” Carlos Cone asked as he sat down.

“Wonald the wecycler is a lot wougher than Wupert at Hythe Wecycling Plant,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Why are you talking funny?” 

“He’s had a tooth removed so his mouth will be numb for a while,” Highway Harry said as he joined them in the waiting room. “At least it won’t be uncomfortable anymore Bennie.”

“Uncomfortable? It feels like you dwove a twuck thwough my mouth!” Bennie Barrier snapped.

Carlos Cone laughed. 

“Not sure why you’re laughing Carlos, you’re next,” Highway Harry replied.

Carlos Cone placed his hands over his mouth. “I’m fine, honestly. My teeth are pearly white.”

“Then you have nothing to worry about, come on.”

Carlos Cone looked at Bennie Barrier briefly before following Highway Harry into Ronald’s treatment room.

Later that afternoon, Bennie Barrier and Carlos Cone left The Maintenance Yard and headed into the city centre. The rain continued to fall and cars were creating huge waves of water that spilled over the path as they walked on by.

“Why didn’t you warn me about Ronald, the recycler?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Would you have gone for your health check if I did?” Carlos Cone asked.

“Probably not.”

“You’ve been complaining about your tooth for ages. Like Bonzo Bin says, it’s better out than in.”

“I don’t think he meant teeth, Carlos,” Bennie Barrier laughed.

At that moment, they heard Marv singing underneath the canopy outside the shopping centre.

“The one on the left was in the middle and the one on the right was on the top, the one on the bottom was on the left and the guy stood at the side, moved to the right!”

“What on Earth is he singing about?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“He sounds confused,” Carlos Cone replied.

“It’s his new song,” Bonzo Bin said as he approached them. “He had loads of people cheering and jeering him yesterday and nobody seems to understand why.”

At that moment, two police officers approached Marv and took away his guitar and his seat before placing handcuffs on his wrists.

“Hey! You can’t arrest a man for singing a song!” Bennie Barrier called out as he approached the police officers.

“We can when he is disturbing the peace,” the officer replied. “Detective Dukes’s orders.”

Bennie Barrier was about to argue when Carlos Cone pulled him away. “What are you doing? They can’t arrest an innocent man!” Bennie complained.

“Detective David Dukes is one of the top men at the city Police station. If you go against him, I’ll be visiting you in a prison cell,” Carlos Cone replied.

“Why is everything so complicated in the city?”

“Not complicated Bennie, just different, that’s all,” Bonzo Bin said as the crowd began to move away. “As my old mate Bertie Bin used to say, there’s more than one way to cook a hotdog.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well they’re taking ol’ Marv down to the police station, right?”

Bennie Barrier nodded.

“Well, Carrie Crane and the construction gang were down there last week. From her position, she would have seen all of the comings and goings in the police station whilst she was there.”

“How’s that going to help us?” Carlos Cone asked.

“Distraction is key to success.”

“You’re talking in riddles Bonzo. What do you mean distraction is key to success?” Bennie Barrier asked, becoming more frustrated.

“Watch and learn,” Bonzo Bin said as he walked over towards a man walking down the High Street with his son who had a bag of sweets in his hand. 

Bonzo looked back at Bennie and Carlos before speaking to the man. “Good afternoon there Sir, have you finished with that coffee cup?” 

“Yes, thank you,” the man replied before placing his coffee cup in Bonzo’s Bin. 

At the same time, Bonzo knocked the bag of sweets out of the child’s hand, sending the remaining sweets over the floor.

“Oh Joey, you can’t eat those now,” the man sighed as he knelt down and picked up the sweets.

“But.. but..” Joey began.

“No buts, they’re dirty so the bin has to have them now,” the man replied as he handed the remaining sweets to Bonzo Bin and they continued on their way.

Bonzo Bin shuffled over towards Bennie Barrier and Carlos Cone with a smile on his face. “Mmmm, tangy ones too, my favourite. See what I mean Bennie, distraction is key to success.”

“No, distraction is key to you being mean to that boy with the sweets. You distracted his dad and then stole his sweets!” Bennie Barrier replied.

“I may have helped them on the way but he would have dropped them eventually anyway,” Bonzo Bin chuckled. “Do you want a cola bottle?”

“No, thank you, I don’t steal from children,” Bennie Barrier snapped before walking away.

Bonzo Bin looked at Carlos Cone who shrugged his shoulders before following Bennie Barrier up the High Street.

“He has a point,” Carlos Cone said as they arrived at the top of Civic Centre Hill.

“What do you mean? Bonzo just stole those sweets.”

“I know that but if we’re going to get Marv out of the police station, we’re going to need some help. We can’t do it on our own.”

Bennie Barrier sighed. “I know. I just get frustrated when bad things happen to good people.”

“You’ll need to get used to that. It happens a lot in the big city. It’s survival of the fittest over here and if you’re not willing to be a little bit devious about it then you’re going to be left behind.”

“Bennie! Carlos!” a voice called out as the two friends crossed the road.

As they looked up, they saw Tilly Trolley wheeling down the opposite path. She was carrying several packets of donuts and cakes in her trolley as she screeched to a stop next to them.

“I think you need some oil for those brakes, Tilly. They sound terrible,” Carlos Cone said.

“What brings you out here? I thought you’d be busy at the shopping centre,” Bennie Barrier asked.

“My brakes always squeak on a steep hill. We’ve had a quiet afternoon so Bradley Bollard said I could leave early and he would do the last delivery with Barnaby on his own. I called into my old superstore and the baker had lots of leftover cakes and donuts so I thought I would stock up while I can,” Tilly Trolley explained.

At that moment, a car horn sounded and someone shouted out from their car window at a Maintenance Team at the bottom of the hill before speeding past.

“That’s Condor Cone and his team, come on, let’s find out what’s going on,” Carlos Cone said as he began jogging down the hill towards them.

Bennie Barrier and Tilly Trolley rushed behind Carlos trying to keep up with him. As they arrived at the roadworks at the bottom of the hill, they saw three men standing around a hole in the path with one man inside the hole trying to remove a section of pipe.

“Ah hello Carlos, it’s been a long time. I see you’ve brought company with you,” Condor Cone called out.

Carlos Cone introduced Bennie and Tilly. “So, what’s going on?” he asked.

“We had a motorist getting angry because we’ve closed one lane and they saw three of our workers standing around and one of them down in the hole,” Condor Cone explained.

“Why are they doing that?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“New rules when you work on a busy road like this one. You need one man to supervise, one man to support the supervisor, one man to make the tea and one man to do the work.”

“Surely that’s way too many people doing the same job,” Tilly Trolley replied.

“You say that dear trolley but in your superstore they have swapped out ten of your checkouts for ones that the customer has to use themselves whilst still having ten people standing around in case the customer gets it wrong so who’s wasting who’s time?”

“Incoming!” a loud voice boomed from high in the sky.

As they all looked up, they noticed a section of metal piping was being lowered into the hole. The supervisor watched as Carrie Crane lowered it. The man supporting the supervisor took notes on his clipboard with an oversized pencil whilst the man who made the tea continued furiously dunking his tea bag as the pipe was manoeuvred into position.

“Burst water pipe. Ol’ Sidney, the solderer will have that fixed in no time,” Condor Cone smiled. “Hey, you two aren’t looking for any overtime are you?”

“Not really no, why?” Carlos Cone asked.

“Oh, after this one we have to go down to the Police Station and replace an automatic steel post they have in front of their gate. Someone ran over it and broke all of the bearings. Did you know some of them go five metres underground? Old Jack, the Jackhammer, will be earning his money tonight!”

“If it goes down that deep, how on Earth did a vehicle manage to damage it? They must have been going really fast,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Oh yeah, blue lights and everything, rumour has it that the detective was late for a dinner date but nothing has been proven yet,” Condor Cone explained.

Bennie Barrier’s mouth opened but no words came out.

“He’s joking with you Bennie,” Carlos Cone laughed. “Don’t worry about him, he’s from out in the countryside.”

“I thought I hadn’t seen him before,” Condor Cone laughed.

“Which team do you work for?” Tilly Trolley asked.

“The best in the area, the Hedge End Maintenance Team,” a voice from above them called out.

They all looked up and noticed a yellow speed camera above their heads.

“I didn’t know cameras could talk,” Bennie Barrier said.

“They can’t, that’s old Cooper Cone, he’s too old to patrol the roads anymore so they place him on top of the camera as a lookout,” Condor Cone explained.

“Except he doesn’t look out for anything,” Carrie Crane added as she lifted her arm away after the pipe had been released.

“I tell you old long arms, I’ve been keeping the Hedge End tidy ever since you were forged in the kiln!” Cooper Cone shouted.

“But why only the end of the hedge, why not a full hedge?” Tilly Trolley asked. “It’s going to look silly if your ends look tidy but the rest of it is messy.”

Condor Cone looked at Tilly Trolley. “You don’t get out of the city much, do you?”

“Hedge End is a place on the far side of the city Tilly,” Carlos Cone explained.

“A good friend of mine discovered that his brother had been stuck on top of a lamp post and they didn’t find him for several days,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Then he should’ve learned to climb better!” Cooper Cone snapped. “Now, get on and do some work, I haven’t got all day you know.”

“Ignore him, he should be in the Conesville Retirement Home by now but he refuses to go,” Condor Cone replied.

“I ain’t going anywhere where that darn Custer Cone is. He drives everyone insane. Pretends he can’t hear and makes up silly jokes and catchphrases. What’s happening then? We know what’s happening, he’s a fraud!”

“Okay, pipe down Cooper, you’ll give yourself a Connery!”

“What’s James blinking Bond got to do with anything?” 

Bennie Barrier laughed. “If you need some help tonight, Condor, count us in,” he smiled.

Carlos Cone looked at him. “Really? We have that big job at the airport tomorrow morning.”

“Splendid, see you there at eight o’clock,” Condor Cone replied as he held out his hand.

Bennie Barrier shook his hand before leading Tilly and Carlos away. As they walked past, another car stopped and a driver opened his window. “How many idiots does it take to dig a hole?” the driver shouted before he crashed into the car in front of him.

Condor Cone walked over towards the car. “Obviously more than it takes to drive safely in our city,” he smiled before walking away.

“Are you sure you know what you’re doing Bennie?” Carlos Cone asked as the three friends wandered down towards the shopping centre.

“This is our perfect opportunity to get Marv out of his musical mishap,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Was he singing his left and right song again? I told him that would cause trouble,” Tilly Trolley said.

“You knew about that?” Carlos Cone asked.

“It’s been the talk of the shopping centre. Ever since we all had to vote for a new Prime Minister, any references to left or right have annoyed everybody. It’s made it impossible to give anyone directions anymore,” Tilly Trolley replied.

“I don’t understand,” Bennie Barrier said as they approached Carrie Crane at the bottom of the hill. “What has left or right got to do with anything?”

“Being left or right means you are voting for a certain member of parliament in the government,” Carrie Crane replied as she unveiled a red flag from her arm high up in the air. “I’m voting on the left because they are offering free maintenance of my joints. I haven’t had a good oiling for years and they’re starting to rust.”

“I thought the city Maintenance Team should have been giving you some health checks Carrie. Poor Bennie had to have a tooth removed this morning,” Carlos Cone replied.

“Yes, well, Carlt, I mean Highway Harry, said that he would look into it for me if I helped him with some heavy lifting so here I am supporting the Hedge End team to fix this pipe and then I have a second shift later on another project,” Carrie Crane explained.

“I guess we’ll see you there then as Bennie has volunteered us for the Police Station job this evening.”

“I, er, I won’t be at the Police Station this evening.”

“Surely they would need your help to move all of the concrete as they dig down to fix the broken steel post,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“No, I’ve got to go over to an old house on the opposite side of the city for some kind of demolition job instead,” Carrie Crane replied. “Oops, Condor Cone is calling me, must go.”

Bennie Barrier, Carlos Cone and Tilly Trolley walked past the shopping centre and along the main road towards the Police Station. As they arrived, they saw Ronald, the recycler, step out of his car and walk inside the station. 

“What’s he doing here?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“The police have their own Maintenance Team so he’s probably come to give them their yearly health check too,” Tilly Trolley replied.

“I never knew that. In Hythe, Cornelius Cone and the team used to help PC Page whenever he needed us.”

“I’ve seen them. They wear blue and white instead of the usual orange and white and look very important.”

“Tilly, they are warning cones for overhead wires or workers,” Carlos Cone laughed.

“But I saw them. They have a very high opinion of themselves.”

“So would you if you were looking after workers high up in the air with no safety net,” Bennie Barrier replied. “Anyway, blue cones or not, I think we might be able to use Bonzo Bin’s distraction idea to our advantage. Tilly, can you be here at eight when we start our shift?”

“Of course but what help will I be? My wheels buckle if I carry anything too heavy.”

“We won’t need you to carry anything. Just bring those cakes with you. There are two guards on the gate. If you can distract them long enough for Carlos and I to get inside, we’ll have a chance of finding out where Marv is and get him out.”

“Are you crazy? That place will be swarming with police officers!” Carlos Cone replied.

“We have to do something. I’m not leaving my friend in jail for a crime he didn’t commit!” 

Tilly Trolley and Carlos Cone agreed and whilst Bennie Barrier wandered off into the city to meet a few people, they returned home wondering if Bennie’s plan would really work. As the city hall clock bonged eight times for eight o’clock, Condor Cone and his team arrived on an electric Maintenance Truck and began setting up their working area. Cones and barriers moved into position and the gates slowly opened at the side of the station.

“No sign of your barrier friend,” Cooper Cone said as he headed towards the ladder at the side of the gate that led up to the seat where a police officer was keeping a close watch on everybody.

“He’ll be here,” Condor Cone replied.

As Condor Cone turned around, he saw Bennie Barrier and Carlos Cone approaching with two bollards and a trolley following behind them. “Strictly Maintenance workers only!” he called out.

The two bollards removed a pink sheet of paper from their pockets and showed it to Condor Cone.

“Barnaby and Bradley Bollard, from the Totton Maintenance Team. I thought they shut that old place down and sent everyone away,” Condor Cone said.

“Hire me or fire me, I don’t care. I’ve worked in Maintenance Teams for sixteen years whilst most of your team were still in nappies so don’t question my experience,” Barnaby Bollard snapped.

“So why do you both now work in the shopping centre directing deliveries?”

“We got fed up of trying to work out the seasons in the UK,” Bradley Bollard replied.

Condor Cone looked at him confused. “Do explain.”

“The only way you know it’s summer is because the rain gets warmer. In the loading bay, we have a calendar.”

Bennie Barrier held his head in his hands.

“And this is your team?” Condor Cone asked.

Barnaby Bollard turned his headlight on that signalled to the left before hitting Bradley Bollard on the back of his head for his headlight to signal to the right. 

“You’re going to need someone to direct these lunatics whilst you work so here we are,” Barnaby Bollard replied.

“Very well, just make sure you stand in the right areas or they’ll all end up in crash barriers,” Condor Cone sighed.

Bradley Bollard and Barnaby Bollard quickly moved into position whilst Bennie Barrier and Carlos Cone joined Condor’s team setting up the perimeter wall before Jack, the jackhammer, began working on the concrete. When they were in line, Bennie noticed Ronald, the recycler, walk out of the Police Station with two other men and a blue and white cone.

“She was right,” Carlos Cone whispered.

“That’s not a real blue and white cone,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“How do you know?”

“Look, he’s got orange socks, black shoes and there’s some orange showing around his neck. He’s an imposter.”

As they arrived at the car, the cone looked over at them and Bennie Barrier had a clear view of who the real cone was. “Carlton,” he whispered. 

At that moment, Condor Cone walked over towards Tilly. “And what are you doing here trolley?” he asked.

Tilly picked up a can out of her trolley and showed it to Condor. “I’ve brought snacks and refreshments for everybody,” she said as she opened the can and the fizzy drink inside it sprayed over Condor Cone’s face.

As he stepped back and wiped his eyes, Bennie Barrier and Carlos Cone took their chance to head through the gates and towards the side entrance of the Police Station. 

“Oops, silly me, I knew that road was too bumpy for fizzy drinks. Anyone for donuts?” Tilly Trolley asked.

All of the cones and barriers raised their hands and Tilly Trolley wheeled her way around the team handing out donuts and drinks to everybody. The two police officers that were on the gate also walked over to help themselves to a donut too. At that moment, Jack, the jackhammer, began digging into the road and his drilling echoed around the surrounding buildings as a cloud of dust began engulfing the cones and barriers who just managed to eat their donuts in time. 

Meanwhile, whilst everyone was distracted by Tilly’s donuts, Ronald, the recycler, reversed out of his parking space and began to drive on to the road when Barnaby Bollard stepped in front of him.

“Is there a problem?” Ronald asked as he opened his window.

“I’m sorry Sir but your rear light is broken,” Barnaby Bollard replied. 

Ronald opened the door and stepped out of the car. “I don’t believe this,” he sighed as he walked around to the back of the car with Barnaby Bollard following closely behind. 

The sound of Jack, the jackhammer, digging into the road was so loud that Ronald had to cover his ears as he looked at the back of his car.

“It’s fine!” Ronald shouted.

“It’s what?” Barnaby Bollard shouted in reply.

“It’s fine! Look! All the lights are on!” 

Barnaby Bollard looked at the lights then back at Ronald. “I can’t hear you!” he shouted.

Ronald waved his hand as if he was swatting a fly away before heading back to the driver’s seat of the car. As he left, Barnaby Bollard climbed onto the tow bar at the back of the car and held on as tightly as he could as the car sped away from the station.

Bradley Bollard watched in astonishment. “Cheese and crackers!” he said to himself.

Inside the Police Station, Carlos Cone and Bennie Barrier moved quickly and found the police cells. There were tiny cracks in the frame of the metal doors but they couldn’t see which one had Marv inside.

“Okay, think logically Bennie,” Bennie Barrier said to himself. “You have five doors, that’s a one in five chance of being right. That’s twenty percent which is not great but it’s better than one or two...”

“Oh come on,” Carlos Cone said as he knocked on the first door. “Marv! Marv! Are you there?”

They heard footsteps and then a loud punch thundered against the door that echoed so loud that it made them both jump back.

“Settle down Frank!” a voice called out from one of the offices opposite the cells.

“Nice work Carlos, you almost got us caught,” Bennie Barrier whispered.

“Do you have any better ideas?”

“Carlos? Bennie?” Marv called out.

At that moment, a police officer walked into the corridor and opened a small hatch in the door before passing a metal tray through the gap and closing it again. Bennie Barrier and Carlos Cone quickly dived behind a coat stand and hid behind a pile of coats as the officer walked past. They waited a moment before moving towards the fourth door.

“Marv? Are you in there?” Bennie Barrier whispered.

“Yeah, I’m here. You need to leave, there’s no way out,” Marv replied.

As Bennie Barrier was about to reply, he saw a metal police barrier with long eyelashes and red lips looking at him. Bennie’s mouth opened but he couldn’t say anything. She smiled at him before continuing on her way.

“Bennie, Bennie,” Carlos Cone said before dragging him back towards the coats. “What’s gotten into you?”

“Did you see her?”

“See who?” 

“That Police barrier. She smiled at me, I’m sure of it.”

Carlos Cone slapped Bennie’s face a couple of times.

“Ow, what was that for?” Bennie Barrier complained.

“I’m risking going to prison for breaking a prisoner out of jail and you’re falling in love. Snap out of it or we’ll both be eating porridge for a month!” Carlos Cone snapped.

At that moment, they heard someone walking towards them. Carlos and Bennie both ducked down as low as they could behind the coat stand. Bennie Barrier felt a cold hand squeeze his shoulder and as he looked up, a set of keys was dropped into his hands. As he carefully stood up, he saw the Police barrier continue on her way without giving him a second look. 

Bennie Barrier quickly crouched down again. “Wow, what a lady,” he gasped.

Carlos Cone slapped him again. “No time for that now, let’s get him out of here!”

Meanwhile, Ronald, the recycler, parked his car outside an old Victorian House called Coppers on the far side of the city. He stepped out of his car and an echo of creaking and groaning metal filled the air. As he looked up, he saw Carrie Crane’s huge arm high up in the air with a demolition ball attached to it. Carlton Cone, Mr Pike and a police officer stepped out of the car and wandered up towards the front door of the house. Barnaby Bollard carefully stepped down off of the towbar at the back of the car, trying not to make any sound.

“Are you sure this is really necessary?” Carrie Crane asked.

“I told you before, I need all the help I can get if I’m going to remove that pesky barrier from my Maintenance Team. If the detective doesn’t charge Marv tonight then he’s a free man in the morning and that barrier will have his friend back again. I want to destroy him,” Carlton Cone replied as he knocked on the front door.

The Police Detective answered and looked shocked to see Carlton Cone at his door. “What are you doing here?” he asked. “And why have you brought Sergeant Stones here too?”

“You have an unpaid debt detective,” Carlton Cone said as he called out to Carrie Crane. “Lower it!”

“Lower what?” the detective asked.

“That’s a beautiful flower arrangement in your garden,” Mr Pike said as the demolition ball landed on top of it crushing all of the flowers.

“I have nothing to charge Marv with. He’s a volunteer fireman for goodness sake. Sergeant Stone, you of all people should know that,” the detective cried.

“Marv was singing songs that offended people in the street. He knows the rules,” Sergeant Stones replied.

“He’s probably free now anyway,” Carrie Crane replied.

“What do you mean?” Carlton Cone asked.

“Only a fool would let the city Maintenance Team work on repairing the security post at the Police Station when they are holding someone there without a reason.”

“City Maintenance Team have had their medical today. They’re all at the yard with horrendous toothache after Ronald removed some of their teeth!” Carlton Cone snapped.

“Apart from Bennie Barrier and Carlos Cone. They are working with the Hedge End team tonight. I overheard them chatting with Condor Cone earlier.”

Carlton Cone’s face turned red with anger. “How many idiots does it take to fix a steel post?”

“More than it takes to bribe a police detective,” Carrie Crane replied as she moved her demolition ball over towards Ronald’s car.

“No!” Ronald shouted as the ball crushed his car.

Barnaby Bollard ran and jumped onto the chain that held the demolition ball and climbed up towards Carrie Crane’s arm. He found the pin and released the ball from its chain. Carrie Crane quickly rolled the chain up into its coil with Barnaby Bollard flying up with it. He quickly grabbed onto Carrie Crane’s arm and walked along it towards her control cab.

“Oh my word, this is high. Oh my word, this is high!” he said to himself. “Don’t look down. Don’t look down.”

Carrie Crane began driving away as Carlton Cone, Mr Pike and Sergeant Stones chased after her on foot but they were soon left behind.

Meanwhile, at the Police Station, Carlos Cone found a blue and white high visibility jacket amongst the pile of coats that he was hiding under with Bennie Barrier. He slipped his hands inside the jacket and wrapped it around his orange and white one. 

“Well you’d fool me, come on, we need to get Marv out,” Bennie Barrier said.

“Most things would fool you Bennie,” Carlos Cone laughed.

“I know but I’m still a proud barrier.”

Carlos Cone took a deep breath before stepping out and moving over towards the metal door of Marv’s prison cell. As he stood outside it, a police officer walked down the corridor.

“Ah, you must be the new recruit,” the officer said as she handed Carlos Cone some paperwork. “Pass these on to Sergeant Stones for me when he gets back. He knows how much I hate paperwork.”

Carlos Cone nodded nervously as the police officer continued on her way. Bennie Barrier poked his head out from behind the coats and gave him the thumbs up. Carlos reached up and slid the key into the lock and turned it. The door slowly opened and Marv quickly stepped out of his cell. Bennie Barrier rushed out from behind the coats and led Marv towards the fire exit that they had entered from. As they rushed out into the yard, the three friends came face-to-face with the metal police barrier who had given Bennie Barrier the keys.

“Er, hello again,” Bennie Barrier said.

“Detective Dukes is in trouble, you need to help him,” she replied.

“Wait a minute, who are you?”

“I’m Beverley Barrier, I work for the traffic police here in the city. Carlton Cone has been playing card games with the Detective for many weeks now and he always wins. When he lost a couple of days ago, the detective didn’t have any money left to pay Carlton so they made a deal.”

“What kind of deal?”

“That they would arrest Marv and use him to force you out of the city,” Beverley Barrier explained.

“But why me?” Marv asked.

“Carlton Cone knew that you were singing some songs that would annoy people and used that as his opportunity to have you arrested.”

“How do you know all of this?” Carlos Cone asked.

“Because Carrie Crane has been hired to take a demolition ball to the detective’s house tonight. I saw the paperwork earlier. If the detective does not send Marv to jail then Carlton Cone will order Carrie Crane to destroy his house,” Beverley Barrier replied.

Carlos Cone looked at the paperwork that the police officer had given to him. “She’s right, look, it’s all written down here. Private hire of a city crane to a Mr Peregrine Pike.”

“Who’s Peregrine Pike?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“The superstore manager, one of Carlton Cone’s closest friends,” Beverley Barrier replied.

“Hey! What are you lot doing down there!” one of the police guards sitting above the security gate called out.

“Oh no, it’s Officer Graham Grimsby, cone, I need you to pretend that you work with me,” Beverley Barrier replied.

“Wait, what...” Carlos Cone began.

“I’m just taking a suspect to the courthouse!” Beverley Barrier called out.

“At this hour? Where is your investigating officer barrier?” Officer Grimsby asked.

“He needed to take a leak!” Carlos Cone called out.

Beverley Barrier looked at him.

“A what?” Officer Grimsby asked.

“He needed to use the toilet and then he is going to meet us in the car,” Beverley Barrier replied.

Officer Grimsby began to speak again but Jack, the jackhammer, drowned him out with his loud digging into the concrete. Beverley Barrier waved to Officer Grimsby before leading them through the gate and out into the main car park. Bradley Bollard rushed over towards them.

“I’ve just heard from Barnaby Bollard, he’s heading back this way with Carlton Cone, Ronald, the recycler, Officer Stones and Mr Pike chasing after him and Carrie Crane,” Bradley Bollard explained.

“What happened? I thought that Carrie Crane was meant to help them destroy the detective’s house?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“I guess she refused to do it. If Ronald, the recycler, catches up with her, he’ll turn her into scrap metal!”

“We won’t let that happen,” Beverley Barrier replied. “Where are they now?”

Bradley Bollard pulled out his phone and opened up a tracking app. “They are by the football stadium, heading this way.”

“Carrie Crane can’t go very fast so how are they still behind her?” Carlos Cone asked.

“She destroyed their car before they left the detective’s house.”

“We have to help them,” Marv replied.

At that moment, a black car with a flashing blue light inside its front windscreen zoomed into the car park and skidded to a stop next to them. Detective Dukes stepped out from the driving seat and looked over at Marv, Bennie Barrier, Beverley Barrier and Carlos Cone. 

“Miss Beverley, why is Marv out of his cell?” Detective Dukes asked.

Carlos Cone walked over towards him and handed him the paperwork confirming that Carrie Crane was hired to destroy his house.

“I don’t recognise you, where are you from, cone?” he asked.

Carlos Cone slipped his blue and white jacket off to reveal his orange and white jacket underneath. “The city Maintenance Team Sir. We know that our old leader Carlton Cone is forcing you to do things that you don’t want to do. Let us help you make things right again,” Carlos Cone replied.

Detective Dukes looked at them and then opened the back door of his car. “Get in,” he said.

The four friends climbed inside the car and they headed through the city towards the football stadium. When they arrived, they saw Ronald, the recycler, standing in front of Carrie Crane holding a chainsaw, Mr Pike holding a blowtorch, Officer Stones holding up some paperwork and Carlton Cone had climbed up onto a nearby bridge holding up some playing cards. He held the ace of spades in the air as he shouted out to Carrie Crane.

“I had a deal with the detective! You were hired to do a job and now, you are no longer of use to anyone!” Carlton Cone shouted.

“That’s not true, I’m no longer of use to you because I won’t help you remove a member of your Maintenance Team who is a better leader than you could ever be!” Carrie Crane replied. “Bennie Barrier actually cares about people. You just use people to get your own way and in the end, nobody will like you.”

“I’ll take my chances,” Carlton Cone replied. “Do you know what this is?”

“The ace of spades.”

“Exactly, I’m holding the ace card! That means that I win and it’s time to head to the scrap yard Crane!”

“No, it doesn’t!” Bennie Barrier shouted as he approached.

“You just can’t keep your nose out of other people’s business can you!” Carlton Cone snapped. “Go home, barrier, before I make Ronald recycle you too.”

“I’ve been recycled many times and because of that I’ve learned that you need to treat people right. You shouldn’t boss people around to do what you want to do. You should work together as a team to achieve what needs to be done.”

“Aww, isn’t that cute. I almost shed a tear,” Carlton Cone replied.

“It’s over Carlton! Let Carrie Crane go!” Detective Dukes shouted.

“You still have an unpaid debt!”

At that moment, Marv stepped out of the car.

Carlton Cone laughed. “Oh this is wonderful, the crooked detective has a known criminal supporting him. What next, is the devil going to come out of hell and make peace with the city?”

“No, but I am!” Bennie Barrier replied.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, I’m going to make you a deal, Carlton.”

“You have nothing that could possibly interest me.”

“I have your Maintenance Team. That’s what you want back isn’t it?” Bennie Barrier asked.

Carlton Cone paused for a moment. “Go on.”

“I’ll challenge you to one more card game. If I win, the detective’s bet is paid and you let Carrie Crane and Marv go.”

“And if you lose?” 

“Then I’ll leave the city and never return to your Maintenance Team again. You’ll have full control of the city back, just like it used to be.”

A smile spread across Carlton Cone’s face. “Agreed.”

Carlos Cone rushed over towards Bennie Barrier. “What on Earth are you doing? Carlton Cone is the best player in the city.”

“But I’m not from the city am I?” Bennie Barrier smiled.

“I hope you know what you’re doing.”

“So do I,” Bennie Barrier replied.

They all headed towards The City Centre Maintenance Yard. Ronald, the recycler, set up a table in the middle of the yard and everyone gathered around to watch the game. Lewis Ladder held a light above the table so everyone could see what was happening. Stanley, the sidewalk sleeper and recent recruit to the Maintenance Team, shuffled the cards by splitting the pack and folding them together like a professional card player.

“Hey, you’re good at that,” Carlos Cone smiled.

“I used to work in the casino a few years ago,” Stanley replied.

“Wow, you worked with James Bond!” Bradley Bollard gasped.

“Not exactly, no,” Stanley replied as he began dealing the cards.

Carlton Cone looked at his cards before folding his arms. Underneath the table, Mr Pike slipped two cards onto his lap. Carlton leaned back, pretending to stretch as he picked up the two new cards before leaning forward again and staring into Bennie Barrier’s eyes. They played for twenty minutes before they came to the final deal.

“What have you got?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“I’ve got two pairs,” Carlton Cone replied.

Mr Pike and Ronald, the recycler, smiled.

“Which ones?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Kings and Queens,” Carlton Cone replied as he laid his cards down on the table.

Everyone gasped. Bennie Barrier shook his head. 

“I guess you shouldn’t be playing big boy games Bennie,” Carlton Cone smiled.

“What have you got Bennie?” Stanley asked.

“Two pairs,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“Ha, you can only tie with me on that one,” Carlton Cone snapped.

“Lay your cards down Bennie,” Stanley replied.

“Well, I have two kings,” Bennie Barrier said as he laid the first two kings down.

“And?” Carlton Cone asked.

“And I have two aces,” Bennie Barrier smiled.

Carlton Cone’s mouth opened and he stared at Mr Pike before turning back towards Bennie Barrier.

“Aces high, Bennie Barrier wins,” Stanley said before collecting up the cards from the table.

Carlton Cone and Bennie Barrier stood up from the table. Bennie Barrier held out his hand to shake Carlton’s hand. He ignored it and stormed out of the yard with Ronald and Mr Pike following closely behind him as everybody cheered. 

Bennie Barrier walked over towards Stanley. “How did he get those Kings and Queens? That couldn’t just be luck!”

“It wasn’t,” Stanley admitted.

“What do you mean?”

“I’ve known Carlton Cone for a long time and I knew he was cheating.”

“How?”

“Because they were not the cards that I gave him,” Stanley smiled and gave him a little wink.

Bennie Barrier smiled as Stanley walked away. He was very thankful that he had made so many friends in the city that would stand by him when he needed them to. 

Beverley Barrier walked over to him. “Well done, not bad for a country boy,” she smiled.

“At least your boss is free from Carlton Cone’s demands for now,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“There will need to be an investigation into that to find out what really happened. I guess I’m going to need someone I can trust to help us out with that.”

Carlos Cone smiled at Bennie Barrier.

“Who, me?” Bennie Barrier gasped after a moment.

“Not many roadside barriers would risk their freedom to help out a friend,” Beverley Barrier smiled as she headed towards the yard gates. “I’ll be seeing you soon Bennie.”

Bennie Barrier watched her as she left. Carlos Cone walked over to him and put his hand over Bennie’s mouth. 

“What a lady,” Bennie Barrier said.

“What was it you told me that your old friend Cornelius Cone said to you? Chasing girls will only lead you into trouble,” Carlos Cone laughed. “This one almost led you into jail. Come on, I’m ready for some of Mrs Fry’s Mushroom Soup.”

“You boys know how to celebrate don’t you,” Carrie Crane replied before rolling away from the yard.

“I guess Carlos has a point. I can’t always be the fungi here,” Bennie Barrier replied and they all laughed.

See You In The Next Adventure!!
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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.”
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