               FIREWORKS ON THE OXFORD TO LONDON EXPRESS 

We were waiting for the Guards Green Light to give us the Right Away from Oxford Station. It was very cold and dark on this mid-winters night. We had just relieved the. Driver and Fireman who had worked the Train down from Hereford.

The Fireman said to me "She's a bad steamer, we've had trouble all the way."

We eventually left Oxford, our next stop being Paddington. We dropped the Scoop at Goring Streetly to fill the Tender. I was having great difficulty keeping enough pressure to keep going. We had to stop steam-heating the Train to try to conserve the steam pressure for the Engine. The passengers must have been frozen.

Something made me look behind us. To my astonishment, there were sparks and flames coming from between the Engine and the first coach. I immediately told the Driver, who came over to my side to investigate. We were just approaching Twyford Station. The Driver braked and stopped in the Station, when we looked again the sparks had disappeared.

The Driver sent me to the Signal Box to inform the Signalman of our trouble. The Signalman told me that there was an Air Raid in progress.

While I was away the Driver had climbed down between the Engine and the first Coach looking for the cause. By the time I had got back from the Signal Box a lot of passengers from our Train had walked along the platform and formed a half-circle around the Engine and First Coach to watch the Driver, who was trying to cure the fault.

The sight that greeted me was, tools being thrown up onto the Platform from the Driver. The crowd of people all moved back. The Drivers head came up, just above the floor of the platform, swearing profusely "These are the f***ing tools we have to work with"

By now we were all freezing cold, passengers as well.

The fault was a Brake Hanger on the Engine that had come adrift from the fixings on the top and middle and was rubbing on the railway lines. Lucky for us, it did not derail us when passing over the points. There was no way we could get the top of the Hanger undone, so we borrowed some rope and tied it firmly up.

We then contacted Control to tell them what we had done. They would not let us take the Train any further and arranged for a replacement Engine from Reading to take the Train to Paddington. They instructed us to take the Engine carefully to Slough Engine Sheds and then make our way home.

Sometimes nothing goes right, I suppose we all experience these sort of days.

It's an ill winds that blows nobody any good. To me, the breakdown was a blessing in disguise, for I am sure that we would have had to stop anyway to replenish the steam pressure and to inject more water into the boiler.

The passengers must have been cold and fed-up but at least the replacement Engine would be able to warm them up on the way to Paddington. What they did not know was, just how lucky we all were not to be derailed.

Reports were demanded thick and fast from all concerned.







