     6OO0 KING GEORGE V - PRIDE OF THE G.W.R.
My one and only trip on her - See front cover illustration

It was a lovely Mid-Summers day, that I was booked as replacement Fireman on the 10.30 a.m. Paddington to Plymouth Train which carried mostly holidaymakers.

I booked on at 8.30 a.m.and went to the office to look up the locomotive that was booked on the trip. To my delight, it was 6000 King George V. Having located it's position in the Engine Shed, I climbed up into the Engine Cab to meet my Driver for the

trip. Although I had passed him from time to time, I had never fired for him or even spoken to him. I bade him "Good morning". He replied very grumpily "Are you my Fireman?"

"Yes" I replied.

He then said "Who's your regular mate?"

I replied "Mr Jack Chille".

His reply took me by surprise "Hmm" he muttered "You will have to take your finger out with me. And don't forget to oil tops around" this being part of his preparation work that apparently his regular Fireman made a practice of doing for him.

Well I thought I was looking forward to this trip on 6OO0, hoping it to be a special days work. O.K. I thought, if that's the way he wants it, two can play at that game. When we were ready to move out of the shed, he asked "Have you oiled the tops?"

"No" I replied "I haven't had the time" and went on working. I am the sort of person that usually gets on with anyone, but at the same time however, I have never made the practice of allowing anyone to browbeat me. Somehow he seemed hell bent on upsetting me. Perhaps he was put out by the fact that his regular mate was unable to be with him, anyway, I thought, I had not asked for the trip and it was certainly not my fault.

The Driver turned the turntable in line with our Engine and shouted "Bring her on". I drove the Engine onto the

turntable. After balancing, the Driver reversed the turntable until it was in line with the OUT Road and shouted to me "Take her down for water". After taking on 2OO0 gallons of water we left the Loco. Sheds, Tender first, bound for Paddington Station.

His next comment was "I assume you have made a can of tea" "No" I replied "You never said anything about making tea", After a grunt, he answered "My mate and I always have tea on

our way to Paddington. Fine trip this is going to be".

We backed onto our Train at Paddington Station and as usual, I coupled the Engine up to the Train (this being part of the Fireman's duty). The Driver then picked up a bucket of sand, handed it down to me and told me to pour the sand onto the rails in front of the Engine for about 50 foot. This was to allow the Engine to get speed up quickly by preventing the driving wheels from slipping.

The platform was on my side of the Train, so that made it my job to check the Green Signal from the Guard. It was exactly 10.30 a.m., the Signal in front of us turned to Green, the Guard waved his Green Flag, I said "Right away" to the Driver and our journey had begun. The Engine barked and snorted and we certainly picked up speed quickly. We had 13 coaches on, weighing 430 tons and before the end of the Train had left the station, we must have been doing about 60 m.p.h.

By this time my mood, to say the least, was upset. I thought, I'll show him how I get my finger out. 6000 being a lovely engine to Fire, you don't seem able to go wrong. So I shovelled and shovelled for the first twenty miles and ended up with the giant Firebox, full to the brim. By this time we were passing through Slough. I then sat on my tip-up seat, looking out. After a few minutes the Driver looked over and commented "Don't let that fire go out". I just sat and ignored him. After a few more minutes in sheer desperation, he stamped over to my side of the Footplate and before I could stop him, he had slid the Firebox door open.

By now the coal in the Firebox was white hot and had expanded. Consequently, quite a lot fell out of the Firebox doors onto the apron. He returned to his own side and sat down in complete silence, just looking out. We passed through Reading with three minutes in hand, Swindon being our first stop.

It is the Fireman's duty to wind down the water scoop, to take on water, on the run, from the troughs between the Rails. Our troughs were at Goring Streatly, where we were due to take on water to replenish the Tender. There are markers placed at the side of the track to indicate when to wind down the water scoop. We passed the markers, I wound down the scoop and needed to take on 1500 gallons of water. This should have taken about one minute. Normally the Driver stands by, ready to help wind up the scoop, but when my Driver saw I was having difficulty, I assume to get his own back, he stepped up off the floor, onto his seat squat fashion. The scoop was stuck down and I could not wind it up by myself. The result was the Tender Tank overfilled, the filler lid at the back of the Tender flew open and 10OO's of gallons of water gushed down the Tender, washing down, in it's wake coal, coal dust and water onto the Footplate leaving about 10 inches of coal and sludge. By this time we had passed over the trough and with no water pressure on the scoop, I was able to wind it back up. What a mess! By this time we were passing through Didcot but it took me until we stopped at Swindon to clear the mess off the Footplate. During this time, not a word passed between us, except for my giving him the Right Away Signal from the Guard at Swindon.

Due to a couple of signal delays we were now running 5 minutes late away from Swindon, our next stop was Bristol. From then on the Driver went like a bat out of Hell. I realised he was travelling extra fast as I was having a job to keep my feet while

firing. Suddenly, much to my surprise, the Driver said "Come over and look at this Mate" and pointed to the Speedometer, "105 m.p.h. Not bad eh!"

God, I thought to myself, what about the maximum speed limit of 80 m.p.h. on all Trains imposed because of the condition of the track during the War.
The Distant Signal for Bristol quickly came into view, and was Yellow. This signified that we must be prepared to stop at the next Home Signal, however I had a funny feeling that we were travelling too fast. The Red Home Signal came into sight and the Driver started to apply the Brakes. Sure enough we approached the signal too quickly to stop in time and eventually stopped, an Engine and coach length past it. The Driver immediately reversed the Engine and very, very slowly went backwards until we were once again able to see the Signal, this practice being absolutely forbidden unless you are issued with a signed WRONG LINE ORDER from the Signalman concerned. (Very dangerous, I thought).

From then on, the Driver's attitude changed completely. (I wonder why?), anyway he suddenly became very talkative and friendly. He was like a different man and by the time we reached Exeter where we were both relieved, he was treating me like his best friend, and by the time we had completed the return trip and were booked off at our Home Depot, having covered about 380 miles together, his last comment to me was, "Bert, I would take you as my Fireman anywhere, anytime".

How funny we humans are:

However, I at least fulfilled the ambition of most Crewmen - to work this wonderful Steam Engine 6000 KING GEORGE V.






