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They called him Mike The Mike, the most famous DJ in the county. He did several popular shows on Radio 50s, whose logo looked like it was called Radio SOS. This was not lost on an email from a listener that said simply “Radio SOS? It must stand for ‘Same Old Songs’!”


Every month, Mike chaired a meeting with his fellow DJs at the radio station. This month he began with a plea he already had the answer to.


“We need a way… to promote the radio station.”


Fred, the late night DJ, yawned and said “We could do one of those charity calendars.”


“Fred!” protested Joyce, the station’s Secretary. “I’m not stripping off for nobody!”


“No wonder her husband wants a divorce!” joked Tommy, the station’s youngest (and cheekiest) DJ.


Joyce thumped him, while everyone fell about laughing.


“I never said it was a naked calendar!” he protested. “It must be your dirty mind!”


“Well it just so happens I’ve got the perfect plan,” announced Mike. “We should hold… a fete!”


“Good idea!” commented Tony, the middle-aged DJ with the weekday afternoon slot.

“We could have stands selling cakes!” suggested Joyce.


“Well it just so happens that in two months’ time, the church hall is available for booking. I thought it would be the ideal place to hold our fete.” revealed Mike.

Everyone agreed it was a plan worth pursuing. Mike would be the DJ. Joyce offered to bake the cakes. Tony would buy the refreshments with money from the kitty. Fred would talk about the station, using boards of photos and text he said he’d make. While Tony agreed to hand out flyers to anyone passing by. What could possibly go wrong?

On the day of the fete, Fred set off to the church in his rusty Mini. He prided himself on his knowledge of the latest hi-tech gadgets, like the satnav his son had installed recently for his birthday. Typing in the name of the village and the word “church” he set off. What Fred didn’t realise was that there were two churches in the village. The satnav chose the nearest one.


Soon he arrived in the car park outside the church. He carefully unpacked the boards he’d made from the car boot. He had printed out sheets to go on the boards, with photos of all the DJs on. There was also text about the history of the radio station. He’d copied this from their website, hoping no-one would notice. Lastly, he had placed drawing pins and sellotape in a plastic carrier bag, along with a sharp knife, in order to stick the sheets of paper onto the boards. He hadn’t had time to do them last night, his son had rung on the phone. He’d kept him talking for hours, chatting about a new boy band called Wanted Direction. Or was it The One?


Opening the church doors, he propped them open with a board, while he brought the rest of the stuff inside. He didn’t look forward until the last board was brought into the church and he’d closed the doors.


An eerie silence suddenly gripped him. Where was the music? Turning round slowly he saw an astonished group of people of all ages, stood watching him. They were all wearing black. Then he saw the coffin at the altar, and the priest dressed in white. This wasn’t the fete! He’d gatecrashed a funeral!


“Oh, er, sorry, I think I must have got the wrong church!” Fred apologised, stumbling back the way he’d come, with all his boards and carrier bag of… wait, it felt lighter than before. Once safely out of the church, he looked back at the car park outside, then down at the carrier bag. The knife had torn a hole in the bottom, letting all the drawing pins fall out. Fred looked in horror at the trail of pins that led from his car to the church doors. It was then that a man on a bike turned into the car park, heading his way.


‘The pins!’ he thought. Fred rushed along the ground trying to gather them up before the bike would ride over them. The wind didn’t help, blowing a steady breeze that kept moving them around. Racing frantically, Fred gathered up the pins with his bare hands and threw them into his pockets.


The oncoming cyclist saw Fred and stopped until he had finished at last. Getting back into his car, he drove out of the car park as fast as he could, desperate to escape his moment of shame. As he looked in his rear view mirror, he saw the cyclist riding forward, then suddenly swerving. The bike and its owner fell to the ground. As Fred turned out into the road, all he could see was the cyclist waving his fists at him angrily. Fred realised he must have missed some of the pins!

Following his satnav to the other church, Fred finally arrived at the fete. Tommy was stood outside handing out flyers. He thought he was doing a successful job promoting the fete. If only he knew about the litter of dropped flyers around the corner.


Mike, Tony and Joyce were all inside the church, setting up the equipment and stalls.


“Hi Fred!” spoke Mike. “I thought you weren’t coming! The fete’s due to open in ten minutes!”


“Sorry Mike, I, er, got delayed.”


“Well never mind, get those boards up quickly before anyone arrives.”


Fred hurried over to a space near the wall and began putting up the boards.


Joyce had arranged a selection of different coloured cupcakes and slices on a table. While Tony had brought various drinks, including several glasses of water and pots of tea and coffee.


Mike had set up a simple mixing desk surrounded by two large speakers. He also had an amplifier, but curiously, Tony thought, no box of records. When asked about this, he answered,


“You mean like big vinyl records? Wayyyyy too heavy to carry around. I move with the times.”


“So you’re using CDs instead?”


Mike laughed. “You’re out of touch Tony, my friend. No CDs either. All my music is here.”


He pulled out a silver iPod from his shirt pocket. All he needed to do was to plug it in to the mixing desk and he was away.


Suddenly a couple of young girls poked their heads round the church door. At first they were inquisitive as to what the fete was about. They’d only agreed to go in because they fancied Tommy outside. But when they saw Joyce’s cakes, they rushed over and asked if they could try one.


“Help yourselves, girls!” said Joyce beaming.


While the girls started munching away, more people entered the church, until it was soon busy with a steady flow of newcomers.


Mike decided it was time to start playing the music. He turned on the iPod and let it select tracks randomly. The timeless tones of Frank Sinatra came on. Mike faded up his microphone and began speaking as the music faded out.


“Welcome everyone to the first Radio 50s fete! I’m glad you could all make it. Tony over here will keep you refreshed…”


Tony gave him an annoyed look.


“While Joyce next to him has more cakes than a hooker has clients.”


Joyce’s mouth fell open in disgust.


“I’m going to be providing the music, while Fred standing next to those boards over there will tell you everything you ever wanted to know about…”


“Sex!” shouted one of the two girls who came in first.


“…the radio station!” Mike continued with an annoyed smile. “But for now, let’s have another song!”


He unpaused the iPod but nothing happened. ‘Damn it!’ he thought, as he wondered what was wrong. The iPod’s screen was… blank! He turned it off and on again, only to see a low battery warning. Why hadn’t he thought to charge it up? He watched in horror as the iPod switched itself off again.


“Well, we will have more music in a bit! I just need to sort out a, erm, technical problem.”


Mike ran over to Tony. “What should I do?”


“Maybe you should have brought some old records after all!” he replied. “Wait… doesn’t Tommy carry an iPod with him? Maybe you could use his?”


“Great idea! I’ll see if he’s got it with him today.”


Mike rushed out of the church and over to where Tommy stood, still handing out unwanted flyers. It turned out he did have his iPod with him, which Mike grabbed before rushing back into the church. Not wanting to waste any time, he plugged it straight into the mixing desk and set it playing randomly.


A gentle piece of guitar work began to play. ‘Ah, that’s better,’ thought Mike. Then the drums came in, pounding out a beat. Soon more guitars came in, a lot heavier than before. The vocals started. Mike wasn’t sure if they were singing or shouting. The music was clearly heavy rock!


Mike frantically faded the music down as everyone in the church looked on aghast. He forwarded to the next random track and faded the iPod back up.


Gentle keyboards played a soothing tune. ‘Phew,’ thought a relieved Mike. Until loud guitars crashed in followed by screaming vocals. More heavy rock! This time Mike looked at the iPod’s display which read “Deep Purple”. He pressed forward again and another heavy track began. This time the display read “Metallica”. Mike kept pressing forward as each new band began playing something heavy. “Black Sabbath” were next, then “Led Zeppelin”, followed by “Motörhead”. Mike kept on moving faster and faster through the tracks, each playing for a shorter time, yet always with a blast of rock guitars that meant he couldn’t let the whole track play. Didn’t Tommy have any gentle music on his iPod? No Nina Simone or Cliff Richard? Not even any jazz or soul?


He soon realised Tommy’s iPod contained only heavy rock music. It was no use – he’d have to unplug it.


“I am sorry to announce that there’ll be no music for today. In the meantime, if you’d like to…”


Suddenly the speakers cut out. The rest of what Mike said was barely audible above the noise of the crowd.


Mike turned round to see a small boy holding a power lead.


“Oi!” he cried as the boy ran off, dropping the unplugged power lead behind him. “You little…”


“Little what?” asked a smartly-dressed lady stood nearby. Mike could see the young boy stood cowering behind her. “Are you threatening my son?”


“No, of course not, only he…”

Fred watched on as the two entered into a heated argument. But before he could continue watching, an elderly man in a waistcoat, who looked like the reincarnation of Winston Churchill, suddenly started arguing with Fred.


“This information about the radio station,” he protested. “It’s all stolen!”


“Wh-what do you mean?” replied a shocked Fred.


“I read all of it last night! On your website!”


“Ah…”


“I wanted to know more about your station before coming to this fete.”


“Well, you see…”


“You may work for the station, but did you do their website?”


“Actually no, it was…”


“I thought so! This is blatant copyright theft! I’m going to have to report this!”

Meanwhile Joyce was having similar problems with a woman who persisted she learn the exact ingredients in one of Joyce’s cakes.


“Well how do I know you haven’t put poison in it? Or one of those genetically modified foods. My husband always says…”


“You don’t have to eat it!” Joyce told her, frustratedly.


“I’m not sure I like your attitude. My husband, who is stood over there talking to that man infront of those boards, might have to report this!”

Tony was listening and turned back to his stand of drinks quickly. Alas he moved too fast, knocking a glass of water over a young woman stood at the stand. She shrieked with disgust, before grabbing a second glass from the table and throwing the water in it over Tony.


“What the…” he cried, getting a piece of kitchen towel to dry himself.


The woman tried to leave but bumped into a tall boy, who fell backwards onto the floor. As he fell, he knocked into several other people with his hands. He tried to hold on to a man’s coat as he fell, only the coat came with him.


“Charming!” said the man whose coat was no longer his. “I’ll have that back, thank you!”


Soon the two were battling it out on the floor as the coat went from boy to man and back again.


Suddenly from nowhere a cupcake hit Joyce on the head. The coat-less man had thrown it at the tall boy, who was refusing to give it back until he’d had an apology for being wrestled to the ground.


Joyce threw it back without thinking – it really hurt! – and hit someone else. Soon there were cakes flying everywhere. Some people ran to leave, getting hit by cakes as they exited the church. One woman trying to leave slipped on a piece of raspberry sponge cake, causing the people behind her to fall over her in a heap. It was pandemonium!


People were still trying to leave when suddenly one of them shouted “It’s the police!” All the cake throwing stopped and the fete fell silent.


“There he is!” shouted an angry-looking man who had just entered the church, flanked by two policemen. He was dressed in cycling gear. “He ruined my bike!”


The police moved to grab hold of Fred and arrested him as he protested.


“I thought I recognised you entering the church as I cycled past!”

And so it came to pass that the first Radio 50s fete was also the last. No-one wanted to hold another after the disastrous one that they would never forget. Fred was let off after agreeing to pay for damages to the cyclist’s bike. While Mike gave Tommy his iPod back and vowed never to forget to charge his own again. As for Tony and Joyce, they doubt they’ll be serving refreshments or baking cakes again for the foreseeable future.

