
Jim Prouton 
 

In 2006 I decided to pay a visit to the Bluebell Railway situated in Sussex and muse 
about my times spent at Redhill as a cleaner and stoker. There were a good assortment 
of engines to watch and I was allowed into the sheds, it was a quiet day with not too 
many visitors. My intention was to gain a few photographs for my collection; some of 
the results will eventfully appear on the gallery page of this website. I had set out �����
Bedford early one Saturday morning and took the train via London to East Grinstead, 
and from there by bus onto Kingscote railway station and then by steam train to 
Sheffield Park, the engine in use on that day was West Country Class Blackmore 

Vale.  
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I had a most enjoyable lunch in the 
Bessemer Arms there was plenty of time to 
spare before my return journey; I took the 
opportunity to talk with the driver and his 

mate on the footplate. As soon as he heard I was a former stoker the invitation was 
given, “come up on board and chat.” “Where were you a stoker? -- Redhill 75B, 1955 
until 1961, -- good lore! Really, -- do you remember a chap called Pi**sey Prouten? -- 
Yes I knew him well I was his stoker on many occasions.” We chatted for about 
fifteen minutes, about our experiences; soon it was time to return home, it had been a 
good day.�

 
Jim Prouton was his name and some have stated, “He was a legend in his own 
lifetime,” it was due his drinking habits and his manner that he became so well 
known. It was a warm summer Saturday evening Jim was the driver and I was his 
stoker, we were in a goods siding in just near Tonbridge station and very close by was 
the railway club. “Is that fire alright for half an hour Mick”? – “Yes its fine,”--- 
“Right fill her up we are going for a pint,--follow me.”  I believe we climbed a small 
wall or fence and the club was only a few paces away; Jim ordered the beer “two pints 
of best bitter please” --- then turning to me,--“now drink this it will turn you into a 
man,” -- thanks Jim.” I did enjoy, it was a most refreshing cool beer. The club was 
crowded with off duty railway men with there wives and girlfriends, a few were in 
uniform they were, porters, guards either just coming off duty or perhaps some would 
be going on nightshift. “Look at the crumpet Mick, look at that one standing next to 
you, a lovely bit of stuff,”  Jim was at times a bit of an embarrassment, especially 
when he had a few drinks and I am sure he enjoyed his reputation. 
 
Soon I left the club to check on the engine, Jim followed me about 15 minutes later,  I 
was busy building the fire for our return trip to Redhill which was uneventful Jim 
spent the trip talking about the young ladies in the club.  
 



 
 

Jack Street 
Memories of Jim Prouton. 

 
I am grateful to Jack Street for the loan of his written records about his 

time on the railways and the story below concerning Jim Prouton. 
 

One Saturday night I was booked on with Jim to work the 2004 passenger train from 
Redhill to Reading and return with the “Biscuits” a goods train from Huntley and 
Palmers factory at Reading just after 2300. Before we left the shed we had to prepare 
our engine and Jim, as usual, had left it all to me while he had nipped up to the tap 
room of the Lakers Hotel for a couple of pints. I got to work on our loco which was an 
S15 class or King Arthur 4-6-0 goods as we called them. About a minuet before we 
were due out Jim came dashing back up the road from the Lakers and joined me on 
the footplate. Off we went to the station and as we backed onto our train I could see I 
was in for a rough time, for instead of its normal three coaches our train consisted of 
nine, the extra six coaches was part of a special and some bright spark in control had 
decided the Reading portion could be added to our train. Eventually we set off and 
things were going alright until we left Guildford when it was quite a struggle to keep 
the steam pressure up, I had to keep my injector going most of the time so this didn’t 
help the steam pressure. 

To the uninitiated the injector is worked by steam and is a means of bringing water 
from the tender to the boiler. As we were about to leave Sandhurst Halt my injector 
stopped working, going over to Jim’s side of the loco to use his injector, I found the 
water cock open. This was situated at the rear of Jim’s seat so somehow he must have 
knocked it open. We had been loosing water for goodness knows how long. Suddenly 
a horrible thought occurred to me; jumping up onto the tender I opened the water flap 
and dropped a piece of coal in.  

Instead of a splash there was a dull thump as the coal hit the bottom of the tank, 
proving my worst fears, the tank was empty, we had run out of water. The nearest 
water column being at Reading there was only one thing to do, throw the fire out, thus 
avoiding a big bang and a vast amount of damage to the loco. The guard went to 
inform control by phone, he then spoke to the passengers to tell them what was 
happening while Jim went of to the nearest pub to inform the landlord. After a lot of 
hard work I managed to throw out all of the fire, allowing the boiler to cool down 
avoiding any damage. This was not the end of our troubles we had received a message 
from control saying that a major water main had burst at Reading so there wasn’t any 
water available there. It was decided that the train that had left Redhill one hour after 
us, the 2104 would, as it could not get past us, come up behind and push us into 
Reading. �
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At last the 2104 from Redhill pulled up behind us. The loco was an N class pulling a 
three coach set, crewed by driver Tommy Flight and his fireman Fred Davis, from 
Reading shed. They thought the whole thing was a huge joke and were quite looking 
forward to the overtime it would give them. After coupling up and receiving the green 
light from the guard we set off for our journeys end at Reading. We must have looked 
a strange sight running along in the darkness, led by a dead S15 loc, followed by nine 
coaches an N class loco pounding away for all it’s worth pulling another three 
coaches. 
 
Originally we were due in Reading at 2204 but by the time we arrived it was past 
midnight. We then had to wait at the station while Tommy Flight’s train was pulled 
away to release his loco so that he could make his way to the shed and then home to 
bed, Soon it was our turn to be released and we finally made our way to Reading shed 
for a well earned cup of tea. We were due to have booked off duty back at Redhill at 
0300. But because of the burst water main at Reading we had to wait until just after 
0500 before things were back to normal and we could make our way back home. 
After an uneventful journey we arrived back at Redhill just before 0800, where we 
were met by Harry Taylor the Shedmaster, who for some reason or another did not 
appear to be in a very good mood. I was very displeased with Jim my driver for he 
tried to lay all the blame on me by saying I could not have filled the tender up with 
water before we left Redhill the previous night. I knew that I did fill the tender up and 
I reminded Jim that he had left me on my own to prepare the engine while he went up 
to the pub. An inquiry was held a couple of days later to which my driver was 
summoned to attend. I was not asked to go so I do not know what transpired, suffice 
to say that when Jim returned he was quite happy to report. “We had got away with 
it.”  


