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It was late afternoon at Pinetops Depot and Timmy-Ollie was having a quiet 

day.  A bright red 'Stopped not to be moved' notice had been hung on his near 

side mirror since early morning, when 'Handy Jack' had taken him out on to the 

depot forecourt in the sun, while he inspected the trolley booms and checked 

their spring tension with the aid of a long rope and a big heavy weight.  'Handy 

Jack' liked this job for when he was standing high up on Timmy-Ollie's roof, he 

was then able to see the Switchwick Rovers football team training on the 

practice pitch which was surrounded by a high fence.  

 

Yesterday there had been lots of 

activity at Pinetops, with a big red tow 

truck and then a large yellow crane 

arriving, to take old 'Ozzie' the tram car 

to the transport museum at 

Shrimpworth. After he had been given 

a wash and brush up, there had been 

lots of huffing and puffing from the 

workmen, as 'Ozzie' was carefully 

extracted from his resting place, to the 

cheers of several small boys who had 

gathered to watch.  

 

Once a short length of track was placed in position, 'Ozzie' was pushed out into 

the sunlight and slings placed around him, so the crane could lift him up onto 

the trailer of a tow truck.  For the first time in over fifty years there was now 

the chance that 'Ozzie' could be seen in all his glory and that children and 

grownups alike, would soon be able to enjoy rides on him once more.  

 

Sam, Fred and 'Handy Jack' were quite exhausted and when almost all the hard 

work had been completed, two large cars arrived bringing Mayor Brown, 

Manager 'Micky Bee' and a reporter and photographer from the Seaside Times.  

'Micky Bee' was Timmy-Ollie's special name for the manager of the two 

trolleybus depots, for he was always buzzing around getting things done and 

hardly ever sat still at all.  Luckily, the newspaper photographer was in time to 

get a really good picture as 'Ozzie' was suspended high in the air by the crane.  

 

When he was safely on the trailer, Mayor Brown and 'Micky Bee' wanted 

another picture taken with them standing beside him, just to give it that 

special air of importance.  Once this had been done it was suddenly quiet, as 

the tow truck went on its way to leave an empty space where 'Ozzie' had 
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stood.  Timmy-Ollie knew he would miss 'Ozzie' no end, for they had known 

each other for a very long time, but he could now look forward to seeing him 

on Shrimpworth Museum open days.   

 

Today, though, Timmy-Ollie's thoughts were concentrated on tomorrow, for he 

had learned he would be one of the prime exhibits at the County Show.  Held 

each year at the Abbey show ground it showed the very best that the county 

had to offer and was a two day event packed with lots of exciting things. As 

Mayor Brown's favourite event of the year, one of the many Corporation 

services was always demonstrated.  Last year it had been the smart new dust 

carts of Public Cleansing that had pride of place, but this year Public Transport 

was the theme of the Corporation's stand and Timmy-Ollie would now be on 

view alongside his friend 'Sunbeam'.  

 

With his windows polished and his paint work gleaming, after more than two 

hours cleaning by Alec and Charlie under the direction of Freddy the foreman, 

Timmy-Ollie was now ready for the big event.  He was sure that several of the 

other trolleybuses would lose no time in pulling his leg as to how posh he 

looked, but they didn't get the chance, for by tea time 'Terry' towerwagon had 

him in tow, heading for the Abbey show ground out towards Picton. 'Sunbeam' 

had arrived and already stood beneath a large banner which proudly said 

'Switchwick on Sea - Stay for a while and Travel in Style'.  

 

As Timmy-Ollie was placed into position alongside 

'Sunbeam', he could see that large crowds of people were 

already there too, for the fairground was open and large 

yellow notices announced that the evening's fire work 

display would commence at nine thirty.  To see that all was 

in order for the following morning, 'Inspector' and an old 

conductor who everyone called 'Moneybags', had decided 

to camp overnight and had put up a tent beneath some 

trees.  'Moneybags' had got this name, because during the 

years he had worked as a conductor, he had always kept 

his cash bag and its leather straps very highly polished, 

bringing favourable comment from his passengers as to his 

smartness.  

 

Once 'Inspector' and 'Moneybags' had checked that everything was in order 

Timmy-Ollie and 'Sunbeam' watched, as they fried sausage, bacon and beans 

for their supper and drank several mugs of hot tea. "Funny things these 
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humans," thought Timmy-Ollie, "doing all this eating and drinking rather than 

just working, resting and sleeping as we do."  They certainly had some bright 

ideas though and none more than finding ways to enjoy themselves.  

 

Take the fairground for instance which stretched for quite a distance among 

the trees, with several large tents and all manner of rides for both children and 

grown-ups. Timmy-Ollie could certainly see clearly that it had swings, 

roundabouts, a big wheel, dodgems and the big dipper, but he wondered a lot 

about signs that said ghost train, waxworks, fortune teller and hall of mirrors, 

which all of which seemed to take place inside different buildings, where it was 

impossible for him to see what they were.  He did though have a very good 

view of the firework display and as the first rockets went up, 'Inspector' and 

'Moneybags' decided they could get the best view from Timmy-Ollie's upper 

deck through his big front windows.   

 

Next to come were simply hundreds of bangers that rose high in the sky, all 

shrieking loudly before they burst into bright sprays of colour and each one 

bigger than the one before.  Red and yellow, or white and blue, Timmy-Ollie 

liked them all, but it was the silver, gold and green that broke into a waterfall 

of stars, that excited him most of all.  Over to the left the sudden crump of 

some very loud mortars made everyone jump, while all the time the jolly 

noises of the fairground continued.   'Sunbeam' hadn't seen anything like it 

before and was most surprised, especially when some of the biggest rockets 

went up, but Timmy-Ollie had seen some from a distance last year on his way 

to the village of Picton on the 7 route.  

 

It was long after two o'clock in the morning before anyone got  to sleep and no 

time at all before the dawn chorus signalled the start of another day.  Standing 

alongside 'Sunbeam', Timmy-Ollie knew it would be an easy day, during which 

he could listen to what people said as they walked around, took photographs, 

or chatted to 'Inspector' and 'Moneybags'.  Early in the afternoon he got a nice 

surprise, when 'Terry' towerwagon arrived to collect him to take part in the 

grand parade, giving this quite unexpected chance to see a great many of the 

other exhibits that were assembled.   

 

Joining a very long queue, Timmy-Ollie was immediately behind two very old 

fire engines and in front of a large steam engine, the driver of which kept 

sounding his whistle shrilly, as if to say "Here I am, don't I look important."  

Counting all those that he could see, Timmy-Ollie thought there must be 

almost two hundred vehicles in all, from motor cycles and cars, to vans, lorries, 
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motor buses as well as all kinds of military vehicles.  The grand ring itself was 

surrounded by stands where people could sit to watch the proceedings and 

listen to a commentator with a microphone give details of each arrival. 

 

When at last it was Timmy-Ollie's turn, he 

was sure the applause got louder when the 

loudspeakers announced how many miles 

he had travelled since arriving at 

Switchwick, without ever having had an 

accident.  Not only this, but when it was 

time for rosettes to be awarded for most 

attractive vehicle including its presentation 

and condition, Timmy-Ollie found he got a 

gold one of the 'Best in Show' category.  He 

was also lucky in being taken an entirely 

different way back to where 'Sunbeam' was 

standing, which gave him a really good chance to see just how big an event it 

was and how many different things had been brought to the show ground.   

 

He was especially interested in the farm animals, for these he only saw on rare 

occasions when they were brought into town on Tuesday mornings, to the 

Switchwick cattle market.  There were chickens and ducks, sheep and goats as 

well as horses and even a donkey, or two.  Cows were what he usually saw on 

market days and he remembered that quite an uproar had occurred when a 

bull had got loose one day in Market Street, sending people rushing in all 

directions.  

 

Poor old 'Doodlebug' was right in the centre of the trouble that day and 

although his driver stopped until there was a chance for the animal to be 

recaptured, the bull had unfortunately charged right into 'Doodlebug'. 

Frightened no doubt by the shouting of the farm workers who were chasing it. 

Its horns had succeeded in cutting two large gashes in his side panels, as it 

tried to get between several of the stationary vehicles.  Fortunately no one was 

hurt and as 'Doodlebug' was a war time Utility trolleybus with a steel body, 

'Chalky White' and 'Chippy Bean' the carpenters had soon repaired the 

damage.  

 

As the second day ended, Timmy-Ollie was getting to think he would be glad to 

get back to Pinetops despite there being so much going on all around him, for 

nice as it was, he was beginning to miss seeing all his friends.  He loved being 
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out and about each day, when gliding up the hills was just as easy as going 

down, for there was always power to spare. Thus he was quite happy to find 

that 'Terry' towerwagon took 'Sunbeam' off to the parade in the grand ring on 

the third day instead of himself, so that he too could be applauded and people 

in the stands would know all about him as well.  'Inspector' too was longing to 

be back at home sleeping in his bed, for exciting as the idea of sleeping in a 

tent had been, lying on the grass wasn't half as comfortable in fact as he had 

imagined.  

 

Just as they were beginning to think they had seen all that there was to be 

seen, there was one last surprise for them as the roar of gas burners was 

heard, signalling that the hot air balloons were about to be launched as the 

finale to the day's proceedings.  Neither Timmy-Ollie, or 'Sunbeam' had ever 

seen these before, so they were both fascinated to see how little time it took 

for the hot air to expand the balloons and send them up into the sky.  As they 

rose, they could see that everyone was a different shape and a different 

colour, with just two men in a basket hanging beneath each of them.  

"Goodness me," thought Timmy-Ollie, "only two men being carried by 

something that's almost as big as I am, I'm sure that can't be very economic," 

but he had to admit it was quite exciting.  

 

'Inspector' and 'Moneybags' thought the launching of the balloons formed an 

excellent end to the event, as one balloon shaped like a giant black Wellington 

boot momentarily lost height, with expectation that it would land and kick over 

an ice cream van in the process!  As luck would have it all went well and it was 

soon heading towards the setting sun in company with a penguin, a rabbit and 

others shaped like a teapot and a milk bottle, as well as all sorts of round ones.  

 

By the time the balloons had disappeared from view, many of the stands had 

been dismantled and vehicles and other exhibits were being prepared for 

home. "I'm sure 'Micky Bee' should have arrived by now with instructions 

about our return to the depot," said 'Moneybags', who was beginning to think 

he might have to spend another night in the tent.  Having been delayed by 

everyone else trying to get out rather than in, it was a very hot and bothered 

manager who eventually arrived to seek out 'Inspector', from where he was 

talking with the owner of some penny farthing bicycles.  

 

Despite being somewhat rosy cheeked after rushing across the park, it was 

clear that 'Micky Bee' was very pleased that everything had gone so smoothly 

and especially glad that Timmy-Ollie had won yet another rosette. Timmy-Ollie 
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knew that 'Micky Bee' had a large glass case in his office, where these could be 

displayed.  From what 'Handy Jack' had said, this was an excellent means of 

showing them to the managers of other Corporation bus companies, when 

they visited him.  

 

'Micky Bee' quickly assured 'Inspector' that he had already arranged for 

Timmy-Ollie and 'Sunbeam' to be returned to the depot and sure enough, in 

little more than half an hour 'Terry' and 'Teddy' the two towerwagons arrived.  

For Timmy-Ollie and 'Sunbeam' the excitement was almost over for the 

firework display and everything else was now just a memory and in a few 

hours’ time their work of taking people around town would begin all over 

again.  They had enjoyed it all immensely and, were ready to share the 

experience overnight, with all their friends in Pinetops.  


