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“Good morning Bonzo!” Bennie Barrier called out as he walked along Southampton High Street with his colleagues following behind him.

“Wow, what’s the occasion?” Bonzo Bin asked. “Has ol’ Bertie Bin broken out the barbecue at Bluebell Park again?”

“No, nothing like that, we’re off to the beach!” Carlos Cone replied.

“What? All of you?” Boomer Bin asked. “Is this where our money goes, letting you lot go off on a jolly?”

“Behave Boomer,” Tilly Trolley said as she wheeled towards them. “They’ve been working hard on the new ring road, they deserve a day at the beach.”

“Why don’t you come with us?” Bryony Barrier asked.

“Ooh no, I couldn’t. Trolleys and sand don’t mix. It gets in all the cracks,” Tilly Trolley blushed.

“I have wheels now and I’m still going,” Bryony Barrier smiled as she wheeled around in a circle in her wheelchair.

“Come on Tilly, it’ll be fun!” Brandie Barrier encouraged.

“Fun!” Chester Cone huffed. “Give me a dirty polluted city everyday!”

“No one forced you to come along,” Carlton Cone snapped.

“Ignore him, he’s just grumpy because he won’t get his daily dose of exhaust fumes from the cars down at the beach,” Costin Cone laughed.

“Fresh air, sea breeze, all that sand, it ain’t natural is it?” Chester Cone replied.

“Don’t you Londoners ever visit the beach?” Bonzo Bin asked.

“Do you?”

“As a matter of fact, I was on Bournemouth beach only last week,” Bonzo Bin smiled. 

“Loitering by the fish and chip shop more like,” Boomer Bin replied.

“Location, location, location.”

“More like belly ache, belly ache, blugh!” 

“Oh dear,” Bennie Barrier said. “Too much of a good thing Bonzo? Your brother Bertie Bin has a habit of doing that.”

“It wasn’t that much,” Bonzo Bin replied. “And I was only sick once.”

“Twice, you gave Tanya Train a heart attack when you got locked in her revolving toilet door!” Boomer Bin added.

“How much did you eat Bonzo?” Carlos Cone asked.

“Fourteen half eaten battered sausages, seven fish cakes, five scampi, three tubs of mushy peas, twelve pies, seven fritters, eight cod, seven haddock and enough chips to sink the Isle Of Wight ferry,” Boomer Bin replied.

All of the team looked at him with their mouths open.

“With plenty of salt and vinegar and a large Coke to wash it all down with,” Bonzo Bin smiled as he rubbed his stomach. “There was definitely something off with that Scampi though.”

“I knew this mush in Shepherds Bush that used to go to a cafe and do the 666 challenge,” Chester Cone said.

“666 was he the devil or something?” Boyle Barrier asked.

“Naw, he was a good cone, Cholesterol Cone they called him...”

“Can’t think why?” Beatrice Barrier smiled.

Chester Cone continued. “We used to go to Bill’s Butties in Brixton, nice guy, shame about his messy apron and greasy hair but otherwise a good guy...”

“Uncle Chester...” Costin Cone nudged.

“Okay, okay, the 666 was 6 of everything on his breakfast plate. Cholesterol Cone would have to eat 6 sausages, 6 eggs, 6 bacon, 6 tomatoes, 6 mushrooms, 6 slices of toast and 6 scoops of baked beans in half-an-hour to be Bill’s Big Breakfast Buddy.”

“And did he do it?” Carlton Cone asked.

“Yeah, 6 weeks in a row and the deal was, if you finished the whole meal in the time limit, it was free.”

“So why did he stop after 6 weeks?” Bonzo Bin asked.

“Isn’t it obvious? That much food is too much for anyone,” Tilly Trolley replied.

“I’d give it a try,” Bonzo Bin smirked.

“You’d give anything a try,” Boomer Bin replied.

“Seriously Chester, this is one of your better stories, what happened?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Well, you see, this mush, Cholesterol Cone, as the name suggests, had very high cholesterol and had to be careful what he ate,” Chester Cone explained.

“Oh dear lord,” Carlton Cone groaned. “So you substituted him.”

“Kind of.”

“So it wasn’t this mush after all then,” Carlos Cone replied.

“He was the mush who started it...”

“Surely he was being watched by Bill or whatever his name was,” Boyle Barrier asked.

“He was but we always went down as a group of us. There were 6 of us, me, Cholesterol, Cardiac, Carpal, Cataract and Cortisol. Between us, we used to distract ol’ Bill with conversation about football, the price of food, anything to make him look away and we’d swap over when he wasn’t looking.”

Bennie Barrier scratched his head. “So besides you all being named after different illnesses, surely he noticed the difference between you all.”

“Unless they were all brothers?” Bryony Barrier suggested.

“Uncle Chester doesn’t have five brothers...” Costin Cone replied before looking at Chester. “Do you?”

“No, but we do all have a special tattoo,” Chester Cone smiled as he turned around and moved his hi-visibility belt to reveal a number 6 with a piece of bacon wrapped around it tattooed just above his bum.

“Well that’s something I’m never going to unsee,” Boomer Bin said as she moved away.

“Bacon six?” Brandie Barrier asked.

“Yep, us mushes had a brotherhood and we stuck to it. I had the 6 bacon, Cholesterol Cone had 6 sausages, Cardiac had 6 eggs, Carpal had 6 toast, Cataract had 6 tomatoes and Cortisol had...”

“Enough wind to last him into next week!” Carlton Cone replied and they all laughed.

“So did you get caught in week six?” Carlos Cone asked.

“We did,” Chester Cone sighed. 

“What happened?”

“Well this mush, Bill, he discovered tomato sauce on Cataract Cone’s mouth.”

“He could’ve denied it, said it was from the yard. You’ve seen how Lewis Ladder eats in the morning, half of it misses his mouth and lands on his rungs,” Carlos Cone continued.

“He could have but I guess he didn’t see any way forward,” Chester Cone sighed.

“Lets hope that nothing like that is going to happen today. See you later Bonzo,” Bennie Barrier replied as they continued down towards the shopping centre.

“Was all that really true?” Carlton Cone asked as he walked alongside Chester.

“Of course it was,” Chester Cone smiled.

“And they were all named after illnesses?”

“Of course not, we all had nicknames.”

“Nicknames?”

“Yeah, we all have nicknames in the smoke!” Costin Cone replied.

“The smoke?” Carlton Cone asked.

“Yeah, you know, London. Every mush has to push to get their plates of meat indoors before the gate closes. I’ll give ya a pony if ya can work that out.”

Carlton Cone looked at Chester Cone confused. “What’s he on about?”

“London rhyming slang. It’s all the rage up there,” Chester Cone replied.

Carlton Cone shook his head. “I need a long swim in the sea.”

“Whatever you say double-o-seven,” Costin Cone laughed as he rushed on ahead.

“Since when have I been James Bond?” Carlton Cone snapped.

“It’s your nickname Carlton,” Chester Cone laughed. “Every mush has one.”

Carlton Cone looked at his reflection in a shop window. “Well, I guess I do look good in a tuxedo.”

“He didn’t mean that Carlton,” Carlos Cone smirked.

“What did he mean?”

“Double-o-seven, zero work, zero effort, seven coffee breaks,” Chester Cone laughed before rushing on ahead to catch up with Costin Cone.

Carlton Cone glared at them before stomping away in a huff.

At that moment, Bruno Bus came around the corner and pulled up alongside them.

“Oh no, oh me, oh my,” Bruno Bus gasped.

“What’s wrong Bruno?” Beatrice Barrier asked. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“They’re sending him to London again!” Carlos Cone laughed. “Chester! Your taxi is here!”

“I wish I was going to London again, it’s worse, so much worse!” Bruno Bus replied.

“What happened?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“Bex, the beach bus has broken down and now I have to be the beach bus until she is fixed!”

Bennie Barrier smiled. “That’s not too bad, a bit of sea breeze will do you the world of good.”

Bruno Bus frowned as his driver stepped towards his door to change his location settings.

“Bruno Bus has never liked sand,” his driver said. “Last time it got everywhere, between seats, along the aisle, even into places a respectable city bus simply shouldn’t have to think about. So when his radio crackled to life just after breakfast, he was in a good mood... until he heard the message. “Bruno Bus, Bruno Bus,” came the call. “We need your help at the shopping centre. Bex, the beach bus, has broken down.”

Bruno’s engine gave a nervous little rumble. “The beach bus?” Bruno Bus sighed. “As in... sand, buckets, wet towels and dripping feet?” 

He glanced down at his spotless floor. It shone. It gleamed. He had only just been polished that morning.

“Cheer up Bruno, we’ll help you. Come on, we’ll meet you at the bus stop,” Bryony Barrier replied.

“Oh dear,” Bruno sighed as his driver led him to the petrol station. “This is going to be... messy.”

By the time Bruno Bus rolled into the busy shopping centre, he could already see the problem. Bex stood sadly by the curb, her doors closed and hazard lights blinking. Around her, a group of excited children bounced and chattered, all wearing bright beach clothes and carrying spades, buckets and inflatable flamingos. And yes, Bruno noticed immediately, sand. Lots of it.

“Oh no,” Bruno whispered to himself. “This simply won’t do.”

Just then, a familiar voice called out, cheerful and calm. “Need a hand, Bruno?”

Bennie Barrier, rolling into place beside him, bright and sturdy as ever.

“Oh, Bennie, thank goodness!” Bruno said. “Look at them! Sandy shoes, wet feet, my seats will never recover!”

Bennie Barrier chuckled. “Don’t worry. That’s what we’re here for.”

Behind him came the rest of his Maintenance Team, each taking their place with practiced ease. Beatrice Barrier lined herself up neatly by the entrance. Brandie Barrier zipped into position with a confident grin. Boyle Barrier gave a firm nod and stood tall. And Bryony Barrier, in her wheelchair, rolled forward with a warm smile. 

“We’ve got this, Bruno,” she said. “No need to panic.”

Bruno let out a relieved beep. “Oh, thank you all so much.”

Just then, a bright orange cone hopped forward. “Right then! Let’s keep things organised! Nothing that a mush from Shepherds Bush can’t handle. This is nowhere near as bad as the 815 to Notting Hill,” Chester Cone said as he directed the passengers. “Single file, everyone! No running!”

Beside him stood his nephew, Costin Cone, trying his very best to look important. “I’ll watch the buckets!” he said proudly.

“Maybe later,” Chester Cone replied.

A little further back, Carlos Cone was already guiding children into neat lines, while Carlton Cone... Well. Carlton Cone was not helping. Instead, he was wobbling from side to side, pretending to be a spinning top.

“Wheeee! Beach day chaos!” he shouted, knocking over a small pile of flip-flops.

“Carlton!” Chester snapped. “Stand still and be useful!”

Carlton Cone smiled. “Just living up to the nickname.”

With the Barriers forming a careful pathway and the Cones organising the crowd, the children began to board Bruno Bus.

“Shoes off, please!” Beatrice Barrier said.

“Wipe your feet here!” added Brandie Barrier.

“Slow and steady,” said Boyle Barrier.

Bryony rolled alongside the line, offering encouragement. “You’re all doing brilliantly.”

Bruno Bus watched in amazement. Not a single sandy footprint reached his aisle. “Well, I never,” he said. “This might actually work!”

Soon, everyone was aboard, giggling and chattering with excitement.

“Next stop,” Bruno announced, still a little nervous but feeling much braver now, “Keyhaven Beach!”

The children cheered. The engine hummed. Bruno Bus had never been so careful in his entire life. As he rolled out past the shopping centre and onto the open road, he drove smoother than ever before, no sudden stops, no sharp turns, not even a tiny wobble.

“Everyone comfortable back there?” he called.

“Yes!” came a chorus of excited voices.

“Bucket secure!” shouted one child.

“Towel accounted for!” said another.

Chester Cone stood near the front, watching closely. “Excellent organisation, everyone. Textbook boarding.”

Behind him, Costin Cone puffed up proudly. “I helped.”

“You did indeed,” Chester said with a smile.

At the back, Carlton Cone leaned sideways and whispered, “I nearly helped.”

Carlos Cone gave him a look. “Nearly doesn’t count.”

Carlton grinned. “It should.”

The city slowly faded behind them. Tall buildings gave way to open fields. Shops turned into cottages. The air seemed brighter somehow, even through Bruno’s windows. 

Bruno noticed it too. “Oh... this is quite nice,” he admitted.

“You’ve never been to the beach before?” asked one of the children.

“Well, not for a long time,” Bruno said. “I usually stick to clean, paved roads and very tidy bus stops.”

“You’ll love it!” another child said. “There’s sand and waves and shells and crabs!”

Bruno paused. “...Crabs?” he said nervously.

“They’re friendly!” the child added quickly.

“That’s... reassuring,” Bruno replied, though he wasn’t entirely convinced.

At last, the road curved gently and the sea came into view. Blue stretched as far as anyone could see, sparkling under the sun. Seagulls wheeled overhead, calling out loudly. The air smelled salty and fresh.

“Whoa...” Bruno Bus whispered.

Even he couldn’t
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