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It was several months since Timmy-Ollie had seen his old friend 'Ozzie' the 

tram lifted high in the air, placed on a trailer and taken to the Transport 

Museum at Shrimpworth.  While Timmy-Ollie had ensured that everyone got 

to where they wanted to go to, 'Ozzie' had stood in a workshop with large 

windows, wooden floors and all sorts of machinery.  At first, using four large 

jacks, his body was lifted so that the workmen could reach his electric motors, 

his resistance banks and the heavy steel wheels upon which he ran along the 

tramway tracks.  

 

Once this had been done, everything from the trolley arm on his roof, the big 

brass headlamp on each end of his body and the gong which the driver 

sounded to let people know he was coming, was worked upon until he was 

once more in tip top condition.  Lastly he was given a smart new coat of paint, 

to leave him feeling just as he had when he first came from his makers in 

Liverpool long ago and the thought that he would soon be working again, got 

him increasingly excited. 

 

Of course some things took a lot longer to do than others, as for instance the 

work of the sign writer who painted in all the different notices, such as ‘No 

standing on the top deck’, ‘No Smoking’ and the Switchwick coat of arms, 

which had to be put on each side.  The wooden seats too, all had a fresh coat 

of varnish, ready for the boys and girls who would now have the opportunity to 

sit on them, in the way their grandparents had done many years before. With 

all this work completed, 'Ozzie' was moved into the main exhibition hall, to 

meet the other vehicles with whom he would now be living.  Nearest to him on 

the tram tracks at one side of the hall, was a big red double deck tram from 

London Transport and a little blue and white horse drawn tram even older 

than 'Ozzie', that had once ran in Westhampton. 

 

Over to his right was a fire engine, a coal lorry, a road sweeper and several 

motor buses, one of which like himself had an open stairway to the top deck. It 

reminded him of the time when he had been running back and forth across 

town each day, as did the horse drawn baker's cart, a brewer's dray and the 

steam roller that was also positioned quite close to him.  He knew very well 

that a great number of things had changed out in the big wide world while he 

had been standing all those years in the depot at Pinetops, for Timmy-Ollie and 

the others had told him, so seeing things like this around him again made him 

feel quite at home.  
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In fact there were now only three weeks left, before the day when crowds of 

visitors were due to arrive and just enough time for a test run out on the 

museum's tram tracks, which ran beside the harbour wall as far as the swing 

bridge.  Installing the rails last year had been a major job at the end of the 

period of summer openings, for the roadway and part of the museum grounds 

had to be dug up so that they could be installed. Old tram rails were now quite 

scarce, so the museum considered itself very lucky to get them from Donnybeg 

in Ireland, after they had been discovered in a yard of the old Strebeth and 

Corric Tramway, in County Colune.   

 

'Ozzie' of course was overjoyed at the prospect of running once more on rails, 

for he would again feel the surge of electricity through his motors and could 

now look forward to plenty of excitement in the months ahead.  To everyone's 

satisfaction the test runs to the swing bridge went well, so 'Ozzie' could now 

look forward to a meeting with Timmy-Ollie, or another of his former friends in 

the months ahead.  You see this was possible, for one or two old trolleybuses 

from other towns also lived in the museum and any others that visited could 

be operated under the museum's own overhead wiring, which ran out for 

some distance along the Meadowfield Road.  

 

When the day finally arrived, Timmy-Ollie was eager to learn who 'Micky Bee' 

had decided should attend the special event.  He had heard that it was to be 

either himself, or 'Doodlebug' and although he had been there several years 

ago before the tram tracks had been laid, he was anxious to see what other 

changes might have been made.  Of course most of all he was looking forward 

to seeing his old friend 'Ozzie', now that he was restored to his former glory. In 

fact he needn't have wondered quite so much, for 'Micky Bee' decided that 

both he and 'Doodlebug' would attend, as two excellent examples of the 

quality of trolleybus operated by Switchwick Council.  

 

'Doodlebug' of course looked rather plain when compared with Timmy-Ollie 

because he had Utility body work due to his having been made during wartime, 

when everything was in short supply. Despite having very straight sides he was 

actually of very advanced design, having a new type of motor and control 

system, which gave an especially smooth ride for his passengers.  However this 

wasn't always the case, for when he was new he had only been fitted with 

wooden seating which tended to be rather uncomfortable, but as soon as soft 

seats were available, 'Micky Bee' had arranged for the workshops to fit new 

ones.  
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Timmy-Ollie was overjoyed, when he heard 'Inspector' say that he would be 

going to the great event, for 'Handy Jack' had said it was advertised in all the 

papers as the biggest one yet to be held at the museum. Early on the previous 

evening, 'Terry' towerwagon collected each of them in turn for the trip to 

Shrimpworth, so that they could be suitably decorated up with flags and 

bunting, ready for when the gates opened early next morning. Three motor 

buses from other towns and an exceptionally old coach, with an open luggage 

rack on its roof, had already arrived before them, along with a horse drawn 

Gypsy caravan, an early petrol tanker and an old breakdown lorry of Simpson's 

Haulage Company that had solid tyres.  

 

Timmy-Ollie had the feeling that they were in for a great time, especially when 

he heard someone say that over fifty other vehicles were expected to arrive. 

When he first caught sight of 'Ozzie', Timmy-Ollie thought he looked absolutely 

smashing as they waited for the official ceremony, which would celebrate 

'Ozzie's seventy-fifth birthday and his introduction into museum service.  

Arranged to be carried out during the afternoon, this would be attended by 

Mayor Brown, 'Micky Bee', the Chief Constable and a host of other dignitaries.  

By 10 o'clock a big crowd had already gathered, all anxious to join in the fun 

and to watch the long line of buses, lorries and cars which were arriving.  

 

Of course it was 'Ozzie' who all the children wanted to ride on first, with the 

seats on his top deck the most popular place to be.  In fact so many people 

gathered round 'Ozzie' asking when they could have rides, that the museum 

director decided to give instructions that he be brought into service right away.  

From then on 'Ozzie' was in constant use running back and forth and the queue 

to ride never really seemed to shorten, for no sooner the children got off him 

and they were asking their Mothers and Fathers if they could have another 

ride.  

 

The children liked the way the tram could be driven from both ends by the 

motorman, which was what his driver was called, and the whine of the motors 

as the tram gathered speed. They found it strange too that the motorman 

didn't sit down, but stood on the open platform to work the controls by his 

hands.  With everyone on board, the conductor would call out, "Hold tight 

please", pull sharply on the cord that rang the bell and the tramcar would be 

on its way.  When the end of the track was reached the motorman and 

conductor would change ends and the long rope hanging beneath the single 

trolley pole had to be walked around 'Ozzie's' side by the conductor, for what 

had been the front was now the back!  
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The children loved this, for everyone was now invited to alter the position of 

their seat backs, to face in the new direction of travel and it was all so different 

from just getting on and sitting still until you got to where you were going. 

Timmy-Ollie could see that 'Ozzie' was having a great time too and sure 

enough as the number of people increased.  There were lots who also wanted 

to ride on Timmy-Ollie and 'Doodlebug' as well.  Because the overhead wires 

ran in a large circle around the site before they went off up Meadowfield Road, 

Timmy-Ollie now had an excellent view of everything that was happening, 

including a lovely little miniature steam train which puffed its way back and 

forth, over on the far side of the site beneath some trees.  

 

Its driver and fireman were kept ever so busy all day long, stoking the fire, 

taking on water, answering questions and having their picture taken with 

children who wanted to stand for a moment on the engine's foot plate.  On 

display with the museum's steamroller there was now a very old steam driven 

car, a steam lorry and a huge traction engine, which years ago was used to pull 

heavy loads on the roads, as well as it being able to drive threshing machines 

on the farms at harvest time.  The traction engine had big iron wheels and just 

like the steam roller, had heavy chains which ever so slowly, pulled the  wheels 

to the left, or right, when its driver turned the steering wheel each time he 

wanted to turn a corner.  

 

Timmy-Ollie liked the huge traction engine best of all, because it was so grand 

and had such a tall chimney and a wonderful steam whistle for the driver to 

sound, if anybody got in his way. One very old red motor bus that had travelled 

down from London was like 'Ozzie', in that it also had and open top and 

stairway. Timmy-Ollie thought it looked very strange, with its driver sitting 

behind the engine out in the open air, for just like 'Ozzie' there was no driving 

cab to protect its driver from the weather. Timmy-Ollie thought the two large 

brass headlights which were positioned at each side of the radiator looked 

really super and it also had heavy mudguards above four solid rubber tyres. 

  

Once the passengers had climbed up two large steps to get on board, the 

driver sounded a noisy klaxon (horn) by turning a handle and it was off.  "My, it 

is noisy though," thought Timmy-Ollie as it ran beside him for a while, for not 

only did the engine rattle and the exhaust backfire, but every time the driver 

changed gear there were an awful lot of clanking and grinding noises. No 

doubt when it was new everyone thought how wonderful it was, compared 

with being pulled along by two horses, but thankfully motor buses that day ran 

far more reliably and were now used in very large numbers.  
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As he ran round the museum's roadway, Timmy-Ollie also passed things that 

were no longer to be found in the streets of Switchwick, like Victorian 

streetlights that were lit by gas, a stone drinking trough for horses and some 

old petrol pumps which like so many other things in years past had been 

worked by turning a handle. There was also a big cart used to sprinkle water on 

the road, to stop dust blowing about when roads were made of cobblestones, 

or wooden blocks and near to this was an old tar pot, once used by gangs of 

road menders. 

 

There was even more excitement in the afternoon, when the horse drawn bus 

was brought out from the museum and two fine horses that had arrived in a 

horse box were placed between its shafts, so that it could again show the children 

how things used to be. Once more there was a rush to ride upon it and to watch 

how the driver controlled the horses by a whip and a set of long reins from where 

he sat high up at the front between its two decks. Spending most of their time in 

fields, of course the horses were not used at all to any kind of traffic and the noise 

of the traction engine whistle and the klaxon of the old motor bus frightened 

them once or twice, making them stop and rear up in fright. 

 

At around three o'clock Timmy-Ollie and 'Doodlebug' got a brief rest while the 

official ceremony associated with 'Ozzie' took place and the Shrimpworth Silver 

Band who had been playing during the day, gave a special presentation of music 

from days gone by, which said the band leader, contained many tunes which 

were very old favourites that any 

grandmas and grandpas would 

remember. Timmy-Ollie had certainly 

never heard any of them before, but he 

could tell that 'Ozzie' was enjoying them, 

for he had a faraway look in his eyes.  

 

It had been a lovely day for sure, but by 

early evening it was time for them to say 

good-bye to their old friend 'Ozzie', as 

he was driven back into the museum.  

With the other vehicles now making 

their way back from whence they had 

come, it was time too for Timmy-Ollie and 'Doodlebug' to return to Pinetops, 

behind their old friend 'Terry' towerwagon.  In the morning they would both be 

back at work in Switchwick and there was now lots to be told to the other 

trolleybuses, about everything that had happened on their wonderful day out.  

Terry Towerwagon 


