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Almost a week had passed since Timmy-Ollie had arrived at Chumrington and 

each day he had been out and about with John and 'Driver One', travelling to 

different parts of the city.  On Saturday afternoon they had been one of the 

many 'Football Specials', taking fans to and from the match at Hamden Park, 

where Chumrington Rovers were playing Anchester United.  Timmy-Ollie had 

never seen anything quite like it before, for when the game ended a 

tremendous crowd of supporters swarmed out of the ground on to the four 

lines of waiting trolleybuses.  Red and white scarves and bobble hats were 

everywhere and so great was the crush that once they were fully loaded, the 

buses had to wait until the police decided it was safe to proceed.  With more 

people on board than he had ever had before, Timmy-Ollie's control pedal had 

to be pushed right down to the floor, so that as many as possible of those little 

'amps' of power could flood into his motor.  

 

When they arrived at the ground to a half time score of 1-1, John had 

suggested that it would be a good idea, if 'Driver One' who wasn't needed for a 

while, went to see if he could get in to see the second half.  He hadn't been 

gone long, before a huge cheer went up indicating that it must be the Rovers 

who had scored.  When 'Driver One' returned he got quite excited as he was 

telling John all about it, especially how Willy Watts had beaten several 

defenders, to score the winning goal.  Timmy-Ollie though was more interested 

in where the 617 route he was now on would be taking him. On Monday he 

had been on the 618 which ran out to the Airport and saw aircraft which John 

said were arriving regularly from other parts of the world.  

 

Far larger than anything he had seen at Switchwick since the new route out to 

Sandivale had commenced, John said that any with four engines were certain 

to have come from very distant lands like Canada and Japan.  Whether they 

had one, two, or even six engines, Timmy-Ollie was certain about one thing, 

they all made a great deal of noise and when they took off they climbed up so 

steeply that it was difficult to see them for more than a couple of minutes.  On 

Tuesday the 601 and 624 route had taken him out past the giant Orion factory 

where cars and vans are made, after John had done three journeys into the 

city centre taking school children to the Natural History Museum, beside the 

lake in Kensington Gardens.  

 

The first of these journeys had been for children from Wilton Grammar School 

on the 644 route, which had enabled Timmy-Ollie and 'Driver One' to get their 

first good look at the underground trains.  The terminus at Wilton was right 

beside the railway tracks, giving him a clear view as the trains ran into the 
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platforms of the station, on what John said was the Green, or Piccadilly Line.  

Of six coaches long, they were white and yellow, with doors along the sides 

which opened and closed with a whizzing noise, before the train sped off to 

the next station.  Later on while loading children at the Grammar School, they 

had been right opposite the Broad Oak station, where they could clearly see 

them dive down below ground into their tunnels.  

 

Timmy-Ollie had been thrilled, for as he watched, a train had suddenly 

appeared like a big yellow worm from the ground, just beyond platform end.  

"There you are," John had said. "Watch out now and in a minute, or two, you 

will see another dip down on its way into the city."  "How many lines are there 

altogether?"  'Driver One' had asked; to be told there were five altogether, but 

another new line out to the Airport was also planned, along with an extension 

of the blue line through the docks to the refinery at Plymron.  Today was 

Wednesday and most of their time was to be spent on routes around the 

docks, which were down river from the centre of the city and fairly close to the 

Wanstead depot.  

 

The 641 route was reached by going along some of the roads which John had 

travelled the evening Timmy-Ollie had arrived from Switchwick, but John had 

said that almost all else was going to be completely new.  As they passed 

through the St Catherine's Dock area at somewhere called Black Rock, Timmy-

Ollie was a little disappointed to find it all looked rather grey and unpleasant, 

for wherever he looked there didn't seem to be any grass, or trees. It didn't 

smell very nice either, especially along by the soap works and the oil refinery 

and he had never seen such strange looking buildings.  There were lots of tall 

narrow chimneys, some with flames coming out of the top and big fat gas 

holders and all kinds of fuel tanks, which had tubes and pipes running here, 

there and everywhere.  Even the Power Station, which John said produced the 

electricity for the trams, trolleybuses and the underground railway, looked no 

better, for it had four huge cooling towers which blocked the view to right and 

left.  

 

Silvertown as it was called had the St George's Dock, but this too was 

surrounded by all sorts of factories and there was no-where that you could get 

a clear view of any of the shipping.  There were no nice shops anymore and 

Timmy-Ollie thought that everyone who was waiting at the bus stops looked 

rather tired, as if they could do with a long holiday at Switchwick on Sea.  

'Driver One' obviously thought the same for when he mentioned this to John, 

he replied that he knew exactly what he meant, but many big cities were like 
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this.  "You must remember", said John; "Cities are mostly very old and have 

expanded over the years beside the river where they started."  "You mustn't 

think there aren't any more good things to see, because any minute now we 

will be passing a portion of the old city walls."  

 

When Timmy-Ollie heard this he cheered up quite a bit for he liked to see 

things that he hadn't seen before and seeing city walls sounded interesting.  

He hadn't long to wait, for almost immediately they reached the start of quite 

a long section which had towers along it every so often.  "It was built by the 

Romans nearly 2,000 years ago," said John "and we will stop for our tea break 

right beside one of its gateways."  Taken at the roadside, the tea break was at 

a stall owned by a man selling cheese rolls and sandwiches as well as drinks.  

By now Timmy-Ollie was pleased to have a rest, but he still hoped he might get 

a better look at some of the big ships.  Up ahead he could see traffic lights at 

what looked like a girder bridge, so perhaps he might still be lucky.  

 

When John and 'Driver One' returned they brought with them another 

conductor by the name of Paul and route 626 was wound up as their new 

destination.  "If we are lucky," said John, "there could be something worth 

seeing here along Maritime Way."  "I do hope so," thought Timmy-Ollie and my 

word wasn't he lucky, for the traffic lights changed to red just as they reached 

the bridge, so that he was right up close and could see everything clearly.  

"That's good," said John, "It's actually a swing bridge and it's opening to allow a 

ship to enter the Albert Dock."  As Timmy-Ollie looked to his right he found he 

could now see across the river, to where two tugs were pulling a huge ship 

along.  It was really big, in fact he had never seen anything like it before and as 

it came slowly towards him he could see some of the crew on board.              

 

"It's loaded with timber," said John.  "It will have come all the way from 

Norway."  "We get a lot of them in at this time of year and we've arrived at just 

the right time as it happens."  By now the ship was getting quite close and as it 

began to slide silently past him, Timmy-Ollie realised just how big it was, for he 

had a job to look that far up above him and he guessed it must be at least five 

times as high as him.  Although his attention was of course focused on the ship 

which was right in front of him, it also gave him the chance to see that several 

other ships were moored alongside the dock quays, for loading, or unloading.  

Jibs of tall cranes were swinging to and fro, lifting all kinds of things from their 

decks, or into and out of their holds.  'Driver One' was also interested and 

asked so many questions, that Timmy-Ollie couldn't remember them all.  
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When the ship had passed and the bridge swung back into place, 'Driver One' 

asked excitedly.  "What about the trolley booms?" "The overhead wiring on 

the bridge isn't connected to that on the roadway and now the bridge has 

swung back, I can see the wires don't meet!"  "Ah, well you see," said John, 

"the man up there in the bridge control cabin also cuts off the electricity."  

"When the bridge returns and he restores the power, if we go slowly the 

booms will be guided both on to and off the bridge wiring."  "That's all very 

clever," thought Timmy-Ollie, these humans seem to have an answer to 

everything.  John went slowly and it all went perfectly, so in no time at all they 

were on their way again.  

 

Upon passing through a long tunnel beneath railway 

tracks, they again entered an area with lots of shops 

and a street market and John was again stopping 

regularly to pick up passengers.  Paul was now kept 

very busy collecting the fares and issuing tickets and 

Timmy-Ollie realised they must be heading toward the 

city centre once more.  "Next time we turn left, you 

will see the Kingston bus depot," said John.  "It’s our 

largest and it also has all the workshops for the three 

others in the city."  When 'Driver One' asked how 

many motor buses were garaged there, Bob replied, 

"around 400"; causing Timmy-Ollie to stare in 

amazement.  There was no doubt about it, for he 

could see immediately that both Pinetops and Bridge 

Street at Switchwick together were only half its size.  

 

At a bus station called Lea Bank, they stopped briefly to see that a steady 

stream of motor buses and trolleybuses were pulling in to unload people who 

headed off towards an area of park land just along the road.  "Lea Bank," said 

John, "is where people come who are visiting the Tivoli Gardens and going to 

see the deer in Richfield Park."  "Over on the other side of the road you can see 

the underground station which is on the Morton, or Red Line and this is the 

main interchange for several routes."  "You saw how busy it was the other 

night around the Cinemas and Theatres in Bond Street, well it’s like that here 

as well at times, for Tivoli has a large Fun Fair and extensive Pleasure Gardens."  

 

"It's time now for our last but one change of the destination," said John.  "Our 

final trip today will be on the 611 route out to Lawton and you'll be able to see 

Blackfriars Abbey and Combe Castle later."  "Before we get back to Wanstead, 

Driver One 
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I've got to drop Paul off at Thornhill, so I would like you to take his place on the 

back platform for the last couple of miles so that no one gets on board."  

"That's OK by me, said 'Driver One' it's the very least I can do, when you've 

shown me around so well."  Of course this meant that Timmy-Ollie would now 

lose his running commentary from John about where they were, but by now 

he'd already travelled the road into Wanstead depot several times and knew 

well the last few miles.  

 

On the way to Lawton the journey was again mainly through a residential area 

and very different to that around the docks. When he caught sight of Combe 

Castle, it reminded him very much of the castle ruin back home in Switchwick 

at Clifftop, but this castle was far grander with several towers and John said 

that Howell Granger the film star owned it and lived there.  When they were 

close to Blackfriars Abbey and everything seemed to be going fine, disaster 

struck.  Luckily Timmy-Ollie wasn't hit by the car that shot out of a side road 

without stopping, but everyone got a nasty jolt when John brought him to a 

sudden and abrupt halt.  One man and three lady passengers upstairs received 

cuts and bruises when they were thrown forward on to the seats in front of 

them, requiring that Paul phone for an ambulance as well as police attendance.  

 

Luckily though no one was badly hurt and the policemen were much more 

concerned with the actions of the driver of the car than anything regarding 

John, or Timmy-Ollie.  Of course they measured the road and took statements 

from everyone, but advised John he was unlikely to hear anything further.  The 

delay meant that they were late arriving back at Wanstead depot, but it 

couldn't be helped and it didn't really spoil the day too much.  Timmy-Ollie 

hadn't ever stopped that quick before, but at least he hadn't lost the chance of 

spending his last day at Chumrington, by sustaining any damage. Spending 

another night beside his new yellow companions, he hoped all would go well 

tomorrow, for John had told 'Driver One' that there was every chance that the 

day would be a very memorable one.  

 


