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Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures

The Tale Of Bradley Bollard’s Big Bang
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Yuri directed the delivery lorry onto his loading bay as Bradley Bollard stood waiting patiently by the side. November was always his favourite time of year. The summer sun making way for winter’s chill, the promise of snow falling from the skies and most importantly, the delivery of the Southampton Common fireworks.

“That’s it, that’s it, easy now!” Yuri called out. “And stop! Stop!”

The driver nudged the rear of his lorry against the loading bay causing a loud screech of metal against metal to echo around the bay.

“When I say stop I mean stop!” Yuri shouted at the driver.

“Sorry Yuri, couldn’t hear you over the engine,” the driver smiled as he stepped out of his cabin and climbed up the steps to the loading bay. 

“You’ll hear me when I send the repair bill,” Yuri muttered.

“What was that?” the driver asked as he opened the back of his lorry.

“Nothing, carry on,” Yuri smiled before heading back towards his office.

“Ignore him, he’s a little grumpy today,” Bradley Bollard said as he helped the driver move a pallet of fireworks out of the back of the lorry.

At that moment, Tilly Trolley came trundling down to the loading bay. “Ooh fireworks, Mrs Smart in the hardware store will be pleased!”

“Forget Mrs Smart, help me pull this pallet,” Bradley Bollard called out.

Tilly Trolley grabbed hold of the pallet truck and helped Bradley pull it off of the lorry and park it at the side before repeating the same procedure for the next three pallets.

“That’s a lot of gunpowder,” Barnaby Bollard said as he arrived in the loading bay.

“Glad to see you finally arrive when the hard work is done,” Bradley Bollard sighed as he signed off the driver’s paperwork.

“The hard work is only just beginning.”

“What do you mean?”

“Lawrence, the loading lift has broken down and Rupert at the recycling plant can’t get a new part until tomorrow.”

“So how are we going to get all of these fireworks up to the shops so they can sell them in time for firework night?” Tilly Trolley asked.

Both Bradley and Barnaby Bollard looked at her. 

“Oh no, not me. One spark and I’ll never be the same trolley again.”

“You’re our only hope,” Bradley Bollard pleaded.

Tilly Trolley sneezed. “Nope, see, I’m allergic to the powder!” she said before scooting away.

“Good luck boys, I think you’re gonna need it,” the driver smiled before driving away.

***
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Meanwhile, at the city centre Maintenance Yard, Bennie Barrier, Carlos Cone and the rest of the team were enjoying freshly baked muffins with sausages, bacon and eggs inside.

“These muffins are so good Mrs Fry, where did you learn to bake them?” Carlos Cone asked.

“The superstore,” Mrs Fry replied before heading back towards the kitchen.

Carlos Cone turned to Bennie Barrier. “I didn’t know that Mr Pike did cookery lessons in the superstore. Maybe he isn’t all bad after all.”

“You idiot, she means they’re not home made, they’re from a packet sold in a shop,” Chester Cone snapped as he walked past and headed towards Carlton Cone’s table.

Carlos Cone glared at him. “I don’t like that new cone.”

“It just takes a while for people to get used to each other when they arrive in a new place. I find some people still don’t like me,” Bennie Barrier replied.

“But you’re nice, he’s just a...”

“Right everyone!” Highway Harry called out. “As you know the council will be setting up the common ready for firework night so we need to cause as much disruption to them as possible as we help the water company replace the pipes and resurface the road between the cemetery and The Grand Hotel. Carlton Cone, you and five others of your choosing will patrol the university end of the road, Bennie, you will lead the rest of the team by the hotel. Let’s move!”

***
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The loading bay at the shopping centre buzzed with tension as Bradley and Barnaby Bollard stared at the towering pallets of fireworks. Without the loading lift, getting the crates to the shops in time for Firework Night seemed impossible. The air was crisp, with October’s chill settling in, and the pressure was on.

“We can’t let the city down,” Bradley Bollard said, rubbing his chin. “Firework Night’s the biggest event of the year. Kids’ll be gutted if the shops don’t have their sparklers and rockets.”

Barnaby Bollard nodded, scanning the pallets. “We need a plan. Tilly’s out, the lift’s broken and Yuri’s already in a mood. What about calling in some extra hands?”

Bradley’s eyes lit up. “The Maintenance Yard crew! Bennie Barrier and those cones are always hauling heavy stuff. Maybe they can help.”
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