    THE KLEPTOMANIAC 

To cover for Harry's Fireman while he was on holiday for two weeks was to be my fate. I say fate because Driver Harry had a reputation, a tale that before the following events, I found hard to believe.

My experience with Harry started on the first day I was Booked with him, we Had to prepare a Saddle Tank 0.6.0 87 Class Engine at the Loco Depot, to work a Goods Train from Paddington to Park Royal and then proceed light engine to Acton for the purpose of Goods Shunting and were to be relieved at 6.OO a.m. in the morning.

We booked on duty at 9.OO p.m. to prepare the above Engine. We met on the footplate. He seemed a nice sociable type of man, but my suspicions were first aroused when he instructed me to fill the Engine Firebox full to the brim with coal. I thought, that is unusual, but he was the Boss, it was for me to obey.

"Are you ready to move?" he asked

I replied "O.K. Bring her on to the Turntable"

He then drove the turntable round, opposite the Road to the Coaling Tip.

"O.K." he said "Out for coal"'

I suppose he knows what he is doing, I thought, so under the coal chute I drove the Engine.

"Right Mate" he said "Top the coal bunker up with large lumps, as high as you can fill it. Meantime I'll go and make a can of tea."

We left the Loco. sheds on time and proceeded to paddington Goods Yard to pick up our Train. When we arrived at Paddington the Guard hooked up the Train. The Train consisted of some sealed vans and empty wagons.

Within 10 minutes we were on our way, it was a dark night and we made slow progress, being stopped many times at Red

Signals. Each time we stopped the Driver said "I wont be a minute, sound the whistle if the Signal comes off". I guessed what he was up to, although I knew if I said anything it would make for an unhappy two weeks, so I thought the best thing to do was, do my job but not take part, and just play at being ignorant. Even this did not work, for at one of the signal stops he returned with a box containing 24 Bottles of Milk of Magnesia, he put six bottles over my side and said "These are for you". Being single at that time, I said "I don't want any. You keep them".

He then said "They will come in when you get married and have your own children".

I said "There is no possibility of that yet. You keep them." and so the two weeks had begun. Two weeks of constant worry.

We eventually arrived at Acton Goods Yard where we were to shunt Goods wagons until we were relieved.

The Goods Shunter came over to our Engine and said "We have been waiting for you Harry. We have got one of sugar on the Stop Blocks ready." I thought, I wonder what that is all about. I was soon to find out, the Shunter hooked the Van to the Engine, the Driver commenced to hit the Van on to the Stop Blocks.

"There she blows" cried the Shunter. This I found was to indicate that a sack in the sealed van had split and SUGAR was flowing from the cracks in the floorboards of the sealed van, then all present filled up all the containers they could find with rationed sugar. When everyone had their share of the sugar, the Shunter said to the Driver "I will put you down the rails at the back of your garden"

The Driver stopped opposite his back garden. I then found out why we had topped up the coal in the Engine Bunker.

"Right" said the Driver "Hop up on the bunker and throw the lumps of coal over the fence into my garden, that will boil my pigs swill for a week or two". What next, I thought.

The Driver then asked if I could drive the Engine, doing Goods Shunting. "Yes" I replied

"O.K., you don't mind if I go and feed my pigs etc."

He was gone for two hours. When he returned, he said "I'll look after things now, see you tomorrow".

These sort of activities went on in some form or other for the two weeks I was with him.

His crowning event that topped the two weeks, happened at West Ealing. It was 2.00 a.m. in the morning. We were waiting for the Milk Train Express to drop off some full Milk Tanks, for us to take on the Branch Line to Kensington. We stood waiting with one sealed van on the Engine that we had to take with us. There was no way my Driver could bear not knowing what it contained, so he took the coal pick and broke the seal on the door of the van. To the Driver's amazement, tied to the inside of the van was a COFFIN with a body inside, to be buried in London. He returned to the Engine and told me what he had found in the Van.

He then said "Have we a big screwdriver in the tool kit?" He only wanted to open the coffin to see if the body had any valuables on it, like rings or watches, or anything of value.

For me, this was the last straw, I thought, thank God it is the end of my two weeks with him, and how sorry I am for his regular Fireman.
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