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I Have An Idea!
“Oh no!” Elaine looked around the group for support. “Surely there must be some mistake?”

She was responding to the news that Andy Monroe’s Ballroom Dancing School was moving to a hall on the outskirts of town. 
“No, I’m afraid not,” John continued. “The rent here has risen drastically and Andy is finding it difficult to pay the bills.” He shrugged. “Perhaps if there were more clients…”
“There’s quite a lot of us already,” interrupted Elaine, gesturing towards the others.
“But not enough.” John counted off the expenses on his fingers. “Not only is there the rent, but Andy has to pay the three dancing teachers, the electricity, the heating, the cleaner…
“Alright! Elaine sighed. “I get the picture. I was forgetting about the extras.”  
“So you’re saying that if there were more of us, Andy would reconsider staying on here?” Terry asked. 
“Yes, I suppose so.” John said, thoughtfully. “But you really need to speak to him when he gets back from the conference. After all, it’s his dancing school. I’m simply one of his instructors.” 
“Perhaps he should advertise in the local paper,” suggested Elaine. 
He’s already done that,” replied John. “But, we only had two enquiries.” 
“Yes,” said Terry. “I recall Andy telling me about it. But he didn’t say anything about moving premises.”

 “No. I think it was a spur of the moment thing.” John replied, sounding as though he wished he hadn’t mentioned the whole business.
“You’ve gone very quiet.” Terry was looking at Elaine. 

“I was thinking about Andy’s adverts. I didn’t see them and I tend to look at everything. It strikes me they weren’t big enough to catch the eye. People who had never thought about learning to dance might consider it an option if they saw something screaming out at them.” She looked around the group. “I can’t be the only person who’s bought a gadget simply because an advert convinced me I couldn’t live without it.”

“The ads were quite large,” said John, defensively. Picking up a newspaper from the pile on a chair, he began to thumb through the pages. “I’ll show you.” 

“No!” Elaine squealed in desperation. “You don’t get it. I don’t mean something squashed between a reconditioned washing machine and an old cooker. What I mean is big and bold.” She pointed at the headlines on the front of the paper. “Something like that, for instance.”

John and Terry looked at the each other.  
“Are you mad?” asked Terry. “Don’t you know what that would cost?”
Elaine didn’t reply. Her eyes were glued to the front page. Grabbing the paper, she stabbed her finger at the article. 
“I’d forgotten about the carnival procession next Saturday!” she exclaimed. “They’re going right down the High Street, along by the river and ending up in Cox’s field, where the exhibitors will be judged.”
“So?” asked John. He glanced at Terry and shrugged.
“I have an idea!” said Elaine excitedly. “We’ll have a float in the parade with a large banner displaying Andy’s dancing school.” Her words tumbled over each other. “Some of us could hand out leaflets, while others demonstrate our dancing techniques – no! Better still, we could be in fancy costumes and…” 
“Hold on a minute!” Terry cried. “Aren’t you getting carried away? For one thing it’s probably too late. This newspaper is a couple of weeks old. They’ll have the required number of floats by now and anyway, where would we get a lorry at this late stage?” 
“I agree with Terry,” said John, sounding relieved that someone was on his side. “Besides, Andy wouldn’t approve. He’s a rather conservative guy and wouldn’t like his name plastered on a banner. He simply asked me to forewarn you of his decision. The questions and answers thing was going to happen when he got back.”
“For heaven’s sake!” Elaine was exasperated. “It’ll be too late by then. Surely he’ll realise we did it to save his school.” She turned to the others. “How many of us are going to trudge out to some drafty hall in the back of beyond. Andy could end up with less people attending, than he has now!”
“Elaine’s right,” said Gina looking at Terry. “I can’t see many of us going to Andy’s school in the middle of winter.” She turned back to John. “Why not give the carnival a try? If we’re too late with the application or we can’t get a lorry, then fine. But at least we’ll have tried.”
There was a long silence, while everyone looked at John. 
“Okay,” he said, holding up his hands. “I’ll put in an application with the carnival committee tomorrow morning. But it’s up to the rest of you to find a lorry.” He sniffed. “However, I think that’ll be difficult. There aren’t too many around anymore. Haulage firms tend to use the large articulated type these days. I imagine any smaller ones will have been snapped up already. Anyway, we’ll meet up again tomorrow night and exchange news.”
The following evening, John was the first to make his report. “The application was successful. I found it strange we were accepted so readily. I definitely thought we’d be too late.” 
“I don’t think it matters how many floats there are,” said Terry. “The more the better. Look at Notting Hill. Their carnivals seem endless.” He sighed. “I didn’t manage to find a lorry, though. What about the rest of you?”
Elaine watched as everyone shook their heads. 
“John was right, they’ve all been booked up,” said someone at the back.
“Not quite all.” Elaine moved nearer to the front. 
“So you found one,” said Terry. “Trust you to come up with something when no one else could.” He paused. “Come on then, out with it.” 
“It’s not perfect.” Elaine shuffled her feet uneasily. “But as there isn’t anything else – and time is of the essence…”
“For heaven’s sake, Elaine, do you have a lorry or not?” Terry uttered.
“Yes – it’s Fred’s.”
“Please don’t tell me you’re talking about Fred the coalman.” Terry shook his head in disbelief.
“Yes. But we’ll clean it up a bit.”
“No!” John exclaimed. “Andy definitely wouldn’t approve of his name being on an old coal lorry.”
“Well, he’s not here and there isn’t anything else.” Elaine snapped. “It’s either Fred’s lorry or we say goodbye to the dancing school. He said we could have it for three days for £50. He appreciated we would need time to clean it and…” she coughed. “Check over the engine.”
“What’s that about the engine?” Terry had started talking to Gina, but now swung back to Elaine. 
“He said it might need some tinkering. But I know how good you are at messing around with engines and anything mechanical, so…” She broke off.
“Yes?” Terry glared at Elaine.
“So I said it would be okay.” She smiled, sweetly. “That’s all right isn’t it? The dancing school could be in your hands.”
“Trust you to put it like that!” Terry shook his head. “Okay, I’ll check it out. But Fred’s a cunning old fox. He’s getting his engine sorted and fifty quid into the bargain!”
“While you’re doing that, we’ll think about our costumes.” Elaine swiftly changed the subject. 
“Costumes!” Gina stared at her. “Where’re we going to get costumes at this late stage? Plus, they can be quite expensive to hire.”
“Who mentioned hire? We’ll make them!” said Elaine. “Shouldn’t be too much trouble.” 
“Why are you looking at me?” Gina asked, cagily.  
“Because you’re so creative,” replied Elaine. “I thought Hawaiian costumes would look super, yet wouldn’t be too difficult. We’ll get the grass stuff for the skirts from the stall on the market and make carnations for the garlands by using lots of coloured tissues.” 
For the next few days, Gina and some of the other women spent every spare moment folding, cutting and stringing the tissues together, until their fingers ached. Others, under Gina’s watchful eye, fastened the grass to lengths of string. “I hope all this is going to be worth while,” she grumbled.
By Thursday the costumes were finished and everyone turned out in their old clothes to clean Fred’s lorry. But no one had reckoned on just how thick the layers of coal dust would be. Even after they had brushed and hosed it several times, the problem remained.     
“This is ridiculous!” John spluttered. “Look at the state of us. We’re filthy and soaked to the skin and despite wearing masks we’re coughing all over the place. This is your fault, Elaine. If Andy was here, he would…”
“Well, he’s not here.” Elaine removed her mask, revealing a white circle around her mouth. “So shut up and get on with it.”
“For heaven’s sake, stop arguing and listen to me!” Terry exclaimed. “We’ve got more problems than cleaning the lorry.” He gestured towards the vehicle. “The engine isn’t up to it.” Seeing he had everyone’s attention, he continued. “I’ve changed the oil, cleaned the carburettor, checked the ignition and changed the spark plugs, but I can’t do any more. I’ve absolutely no idea how far it will get us. Even if we make it half way along the route, it’ll be nothing short of a miracle.”
“I don’t think Andy would be very pleased it we didn’t make it to the end of the route…” John began.
“Stop moaning, John!” Elaine turned back to Terry. “Is the engine really a problem?”
“Yes! Didn’t I just say that?” he said, shaking his head. “Fred hasn’t serviced it for years. He doesn’t do many deliveries any more so he probably doesn’t see the need. And even when he’s out on the road he crawls from one house to another, shutting off the engine at each stop – giving it a chance to cool down.”
“Well, we won’t be going far.” Elaine was exasperated.      
“But we have to drive very slowly, non-stop for over three miles.” Terry was beginning to sound annoyed. “The engine could overheat and…”
“Calm down, both of you.” Gina intervened. “There’s no point in getting all worked up. Why not leave it for today and we’ll start again tomorrow?”
Elaine opened her mouth to say something, but John spoke first. “Fine! I need to go now anyway. I have to give a lesson shortly and I must have a bath first. 
“Yes and we still need something to cover the floor of the lorry,” said Gina. “I’ll look for some green curtains in the charity shop.” 
“What about the imitation grass greengrocers use? It…” Elaine began, but quickly changed her mind when she saw the expression on Gina’s face. “Curtains will do fine.” 
By Saturday the lorry was spruced up and ready to go. Phil, Elaine’s husband had rigged up an amplifier and speakers for the Hawaiian music. Everyone had leaflets to throw to the crowd and a large banner heralding, ‘Andy Monroe’s School of Dancing’, was positioned above the cab – only just covering the words ‘Fred’s Coal’. Though John winced, he didn’t say anything.
Gina, Elaine and a few others were dressed in bikinis with grass skirts and garlands, while another group were wearing long gowns. Terry volunteered to drive the lorry and Phil climbed in alongside him. “I thought I’d better come too, in case the amplifier overloaded. It’s a bit of a makeshift job.”
“Rather like the engine.” Terry grinned.
At last they were off. The dancing school was the only float with loudspeakers and the sound of Hawaiian music filled the air as the procession made its way down the High Street. It was a warm sunny day and many people had lined up along the roadside to see the parade. 
However, they had only reached the river, when steam began to come from the engine. Elaine saw a young WPC gesture to them to pull over, but Terry was having none of it. He stayed firmly behind the float in front.
“Oh my goodness,” hissed John. “Terry’s going to get us arrested.”
“No he’s not.” Elaine winked at Gina. “Saucy monkey, he’s chatting her up!”
Gina grinned as the WPC continued to walk alongside the lorry. 
Though strange sounds persisted from the engine, it stayed on course until they reached the gates of the Cox’s field. It was only then that it suddenly ground to a halt.  
“Now we’re for it,” John wailed. “We’re blocking the whole gateway.”
However the WPC, who had been laughing with Terry along the route, encouraged some teenagers to push the lorry towards the finishing line. People, who had gathered for the judging, clapped and cheered, when the first prize was awarded to the dancing school float. 
A week later, Andy was delighted. “Well done!” he beamed, glancing at the trophy on the table. “We have around twenty new members.” 
“It was hard work, but we had a lot of fun,” said Terry. “Hopefully even more people will join over the next few days.”
“We should keep the momentum going,” said Elaine, slowly. “I have an idea that…”
Andy looked on in amusement as Terry and Gina suddenly placed their hands over their ears and yelled out, “No! Please, we don’t want to know!” 
The End

 

 

