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My Word,  

it’s all so 

Different
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On day two, the second half of Timmy-Ollie's duty at Chumrington did not start 

till late afternoon, enabling him to watch what was happening inside the 

depot.  He could see now why the two boys had thought that his number was 

unusual yesterday, for every trolleybus had a number that was bigger than 

1,000.  At this moment he could see 1096, 1134 and 1123 over to one side, 

with 1203 and 1056 directly in front of him.  Most activity around him was the 

same as what happened at Switchwick, but it seemed a lot noisier and he 

noticed that some workmen were going round with ladders and big rolls of 

paper.  When one came close, he could see that he had a big pot of paste and a 

brush and that the rolls of paper were brightly coloured advertisements.  

 

With the ladder up against the side of the bus, the man would quickly unroll a 

section of paper, paste it and place it on to a panel.  He then continued up and 

down the ladder until he had completed the whole sign, beneath the upper 

deck windows.  Of course Timmy-Ollie didn't know what it said, but it was 

certainly colourful and had lots of flowers like bluebells on it.  At Switchwick 

only a few trolleybuses had advertisements and those that did were painted on 

by 'Pinger' Willis down in the paint shop at Bridge Street.  Timmy-Ollie didn't 

know why everyone called him 'Pinger', but he had watched him one day doing 

what Handy Jack called sign writing, using very small brushes and a stick with a 

little round ball at one end.  He used the stick to steady his hand while he was 

painting and did a really good job, or so Timmy-Ollie thought, for 'Micky Bee'    

the manager had also asked him to paint 'General Manager', on his office door.  

 

Timmy-Ollie found so many things to watch, that before he knew it, John, Bob 

and 'Driver One' were standing beside him.  "Right if everybody's ready we'll 

go," said John.  "Route 622 takes us first to Piccadilly and later on there will lots 

of people wanting to be taken to the theatres and cinemas for their evening 

entertainment."  Timmy-Ollie was certainly eager to be off for he was sure he 

would be enjoying everything, just as he had yesterday.  Leaving Wanstead 

Road, John first took the road toward the docks, turning off at the Golden Key 

public house and heading toward Milton. 

 

Soon they were passing row upon row of houses that were much smaller than 

those on the roads in Switchwick and it seemed they would never end. When 

John took a left fork which took them through some woodland, Timmy-Ollie 

saw what looked like a castle ahead.  "This is the Barracks of the Royal 

Armoured Corps," said John.  "Over there you can see the soldiers parading on 

the barrack square and up here on the right are sentries in their sentry boxes."  

"Look out for the sign saying 'Beware Tanks Crossing' when we get to the end 
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of this line of trees, because they come out on to the road while they are on 

test."  "I wouldn't like to have an argument with one of them," thought Timmy-

Ollie as he caught sight of a large tank appearing through the trees. "I bet if it 

were to bang into me, it wouldn't do my shiny panels any good at all!"  

 

At what Timmy-Ollie guessed must be the centre of Milton there were lots 

more tram tracks and buildings which John said were the Library, Swimming 

Baths and a Skating Rink.  A large group of children crowded on board at the 

stop outside the Swimming Baths and some of them started to jump up and 

down excitedly when Timmy-Ollie came into view and they realised they would 

be travelling on him.  "They will be getting off when we get to Clifford Road 

and not a moment too soon," said John.  "Instead of sitting still, they usually 

open all the windows and run around, but I'm sure Bob will make them sit 

down and not make a nuisance of themselves today."  "We all like to have fun, 

but it’s dangerous if they don't sit still and are walking around if we should 

have to stop suddenly."  

 

That's very true, thought Timmy-Ollie, for he remembered one day when an 

old lady had stumbled while she was walking close to the kerb and had given 

him an awful shock.  It was a day when 'Sailor' Mann had been driving and he 

had stopped so quickly that his conductor had fallen onto a lady's lap and 

broken all the eggs in her shopping basket.  Luckily he wasn't hurt, only rather 

shaken, but 'Micky Bee' had thought it all a laugh, saying something to the 

conductor about, "The Yolk being on him!"  Today the children were, however, 

on their best behaviour and Clifford Road, where they got off was a much 

busier part of the city with trams, buses and trolleybuses all running alongside 

each other.  

 

"It's time we took a break," said John, as he pulled into the front of a large 

railway station by the name of Charing Cross, where a long line of taxis awaited 

customers.  Here Bob jumped off to run and pull the switch that would take 

the trolley booms on to a passing loop where they would not be in the way of 

other trolleybuses.  As Timmy-Ollie came to a stop, two Inspectors with 

notebooks, keeping note of all arrivals and departures immediately came 

across. "Well then what have we here," said the tallest one, as he stood on the 

pavement eyeing Timmy-Ollie from top to bottom.  "I haven't seen this fellow 

around before, where does he come from?"  

 

Can't you see the name on my side, thought Timmy-Ollie, surely it's big enough 

to see and everyone else has been able to read it. "It's from Switchwick", said 
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the other Inspector.  "Didn't you know, we've got it here for a week or two and 

it's being kept at the Wanstead Road depot."  "Ah yes, I can see the Switchwick 

coat of arms now."  "It's down on the south coast and one of the places that 

only runs trolleybuses and nothing else I believe."  By now 'Driver One and 

John were out of Timmy-Ollie's cab and had joined the two inspectors on the 

pavement.  "That's quite a smart bus you have there," said the tallest inspector 

and turning to 'Driver One', asked him what he thought of the traffic in the 

city.  

 

"I'm finding it all very interesting and it is certainly very busy," replied 'Driver 

One'. "But I can't understand why everyone's in quite such a hurry."  "John 

here is looking after me and showing me around and he tells me that by the 

end of the week I will have seen most of the famous sights."  That is good to 

know, thought Timmy-Ollie, as the Inspectors resumed their work and John 

took 'Driver One' and Bob across to the station cafe for their break.  Once 

more Timmy-Ollie was alone for a few 

minutes and able to watch the movement 

going on all around him, as trolleybuses 

on route 602. 608 and 635 pulled 

alongside him to load passengers, before 

taking the road ahead, or turned right at a 

busy junction where he could again see 

that trams were running.  

 

When the drivers climbed back into his 

cab John asked 'Driver One' to wind up 

633 on the destination blind, for they 

were now going out to Chilton and the 

University.  John said it was quite a long 

route and that they would be passing Rosebank Hospital and Police 

Headquarters, as well as several large factories.  Before long they were 

travelling on a wide roadway with lots of imposing looking buildings on either 

side. Indicating that this was the University, John said that the tall blocks were 

the halls of residence where the students lived and a building with a large blue 

dome was the observatory. Timmy-Ollie thought it all looked rather grand with 

well-kept lawns and tall trees, which gave shade from the sun to the large 

number of young men and women who were to be seen around.  

 

It was the bicycles though that surprised Timmy-Ollie most of all, for he had 

never seen so many.  Everyone seemed to be riding one and there were stacks 

An old tram at the  

Chumrington Depot 
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of them just about everywhere you could imagine.  John said that a bicycle was 

the best way for the students to get around to their lectures and there were 

probably several thousand of them.  Once they had passed the University 

grounds, they were again in busy streets and John said that the large white 

building on the left was Chumrington's Sports Arena.  "Next month," said John.  

"The athletics championships will be held there and if I can get the time off, I'm 

hoping to see some of the events."  "I've asked if I can be put on an early duty 

that week, but it will be difficult because we will have to carry even more 

people than usual while the championships are on."  

 

"Anyway, from now on we are in a part of the city called Springvale, which has 

quite a few firms that make very well-known products, like Tiger lemonade and 

Carter's biscuits."  "There are Mrs Minn's sauces and pickles, Kipper's corn 

flakes and just down there, is one of Robson's jam factories."  "It gets very busy 

here at times with all the workers either wanting to get to work, or to go 

home, but this week a lot of them are on holiday."  Holiday or not, Timmy-Ollie 

was still surprised to see how many people were waiting at the bus stops and 

he guessed that Bob must have had quite a job squeezing everyone on board 

and collecting all the fares.  Timmy-Ollie couldn't help noticing too, that as he 

came to rest beside the queue, he heard several of the workers say. "Oh good 

it's a smart looking trolleybus tonight, not one of those smelly old motorbuses 

like the one that we got last Wednesday."  

 

By now the afternoon had turned to evening, the sun had set and the twinkling 

of thousands of lights in the darkness brought an air of mystery, just as it did at 

Switchwick when the day was done.  Timmy-Ollie's day though was far from 

done and he knew it would be several hours before he arrived back at 

Wanstead Road, for John had said they would be running in Theatre Land.  Far 

larger than anything at Switchwick, this part of the city had got this name 

because of the number of cinemas, theatres and other places of 

entertainment, where people went after they had finished their day's work.  

When Timmy-Ollie reached a set of traffic lights where water from a floodlit 

fountain was shooting high in the air, they turned right and he knew at once 

that this must be it.  

 

Crowded with people, the roadway was now full of bright lights and coloured 

signs.  "Here you are," said John.  "Take your pick, for cinemas the Odeon, the 

Regent, Ritz and Roxy."  "For theatres there's the Alhambra, the Prince's, the 

Carlton, or the Troccadero."  "There are also Dance Halls, The Casino and all 

manner of restaurants, clubs and bars that stay open until the early hours of 
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the morning."  "I'm amazed," said 'Driver One'.  "No wonder you run all night 

buses, I never imagined it would be anything like this."  For his part Timmy-

Ollie was so entranced by all the colour, the twinkling lights and the flashing 

signs that for a moment he forgot where he was, thinking instead that he had 

suddenly been transported to another world beyond the stars.  "It’s quite 

remarkable," said 'Driver One'.  "I'd never have believed it if I hadn't seen it 

with my own eyes, not at all like anything back at home in Switchwick."  

 

"Well make the most of it while you can," said John, "for we will be coming 

through here twice more during the evening, before we head off back to the 

depot and believe me, tomorrow it will seem just like a dream when you think 

back." Timmy-Ollie knew that it was no dream, it was something he would 

remember and tell all his friends about.  It was all possible too, because of this 

wonderful thing called electricity that allowed him to run up and down hills as 

if they weren't there.  

 

Later on they passed close to the TV Tower which was also floodlit and John 

was able to point out to 'Driver One' the revolving restaurant that it had at its 

top. When they had completed the second run through the bright lights there 

was a quick stop at a roadside stall selling mugs of tea and a hot sausage rolls, 

before setting off on the last run across the city that would take them back to 

the depot.  "It will be a 2 o'clock start again tomorrow," said John; "and we will 

be around the docks for most of the time, so don't expect any bright lights 

there." 

 

"A great number of people work in the city and they don't all work in offices 

allowing them to dress in smart clothes and keep their hands clean."  "A lot of 

the things which are made here in Chumrington, involve hot and dirty work in 

factories and it's no wonder that when their work is done, these people like to 

dress up and go into theatre land for an evening’s entertainment.  At half past 

eleven they turned into Wanstead Road and Timmy-Ollie was somewhat 

relieved to see the depot lights in front of him, for it had certainly seemed very 

dark all the way back after they had left the bright lights of the city centre 

behind them.  He didn't know about the others, but by now he felt quite tired, 

not through having a long day, or carrying a heavy load, but with the tiredness 

that comes from having another most enjoyable day. 

 


