   GONNA RIDE ON THE ENGINE 

Shrivenham was a home for a great many American Troops during the 1939-1945 War.

Special trains were run to convey the American Troops from Shrivenham to London (Paddington) and from Paddington return to Shrivenham.

My Driver and I were booked on one of these trips from Paddington to Shrivenham. It was a cold dark mid-winter evening at 10.15 p.m. when I hooked our Hall Class 4.6.0 Engine to a 10 coach train. It was five minutes to Train time, when two American Servicemen, worse the wear for drink, climbed onto the footplate shouting, "We're gonna ride on the engine!"

My Driver quietly told them that we were not allowed to convey unauthorised personnel on the footplate, anyway they would be in the way. The Americans replied "We will keep out of the way".

My Driver made one more attempt, asking them to please leave, with no avail. By this time the signal was off and we were due to leave. The Guard waved his Green Light. The Driver then said to the American Soldiers "I am not moving until you are both off the footplate". He turned to me and said "Go down and tell the Guard what is going on".

I went to the Guard and told him what was happening, he then took me to six American Military Policemen that were on our train.

Before you could say "Jack Robinson" they had run down to the Engine with their batons raised. The next thing that greeted us, was the two American Soldiers being dragged unconscious from the Engine. The American Military Police then opened the Coach Door and simply piled them in, still unconscious. We got the Green Light from the Guard, checked that the signal was still Green and at last we were on our way, 15 minutes late.

My Driver was a very fair man, nice to work with, but he would never let anyone take advantage of us. He was told by the Driver who worked the same train last week, that when he had arrived at Shrivenham, the Stationmaster, all dressed up in Gold Braid, had taken advantage of them, by not having a Shunter available to uncouple, couple and uncouple the Engine. My Driver said to last weeks Driver, "My mate's not going to do it!"

The procedure was, uncouple the train on arrival, run round the train, couple up on the tail end of our train, then push it into a siding, then uncouple the Engine again. All this uncoupling, coupling and uncoupling was Shunters work.

Sure enough when we arrived at Shrivenham, up came the Stationmaster in all his regalia. He said to my Driver "Get your Fireman to Disconnect the Engine, run round the train and couple up again".
"Hold on" said my Driver "That's not my Mate's work. Where is your Shunter?"

"I've not got one on duty'" replied the Stationmaster. "Well, that's not our fault, you will have to find one"

The Stationmaster walked off in a huff, to ask the Guard if he

would do it.

The Guard said "Sorry, it's not my job, where is your Shunter?"

About five minutes later we heard someone uncoupling our Engine. It was the Stationmaster, he had removed his regalia, found some overalls, and carried out all the Shunters work himself.

The following week, we were told by the Engineman, who had worked the same train, that he had now got a Shunter on duty.

After the Stationmaster had finished with us, we had to travel light to Swindon Locomotive Depot., where we stabled our Engine.

Our next job was to relieve the Crew on the Bristol to London Passenger Express, stopping at Reading only, on it's way to Paddington. The train arrived on time, we relieved the Crew of the Castle Class Locomotive.

"She is O.K." said the Crew we relieved "There is nothing to report."

As we waited for the Guard to give us his Green Light, a Station Inspector came up to the Engine and explained, "We are carrying quite a lot of American Soldiers on board the train. Do not be surprised if the Emergency Chain is pulled 10 minutes after leaving here, as their camp is in that area, where they all hop off the train almost opposite their camp."

Sure enough, after travelling ten minutes, on went the Emergency Brakes on the train. As soon as we stopped, quite a number of American Soldiers jumped out of the coaches opposite their Barracks at Shrivenham. It was pitch dark and suddenly American Military Police turned up with torches and chased the American Soldiers, trying to catch the offenders.

Fifteen minutes later we were on our way to Paddington. On arrival at Paddington we were relieved by a new Crew. We made our way back to Old Oak Common Loco. Sheds, where we booked off, after a very trying day.






