
 
 
 

Preparation and Disposal 
 
Preparation and disposal (P.D.) of engines was, when busy, hard work and dirty; one 
duty shift was starting at 0001 and ending at 0800.  First the disposal part; when an 
engine came into the shed, as a stoker it would be my job to relieve the crew, usually 
at the turntable. After the engine had been turned and moved away from the turntable 
I would make a start on the firebox, and using fire irons and a large shovel, remove all 
the clinker from the firebox then bank the fire up just under the door.  
 
The driver Mack would move the engine to the coal stage. If he was busy on other 
duties I would often move the engine myself. After receiving 2 or 3 hoppers of coal 
we would move back onto the pit, open the dampers and I would crawl underneath to 
rake out the ash pan, which had to done with some care, especially if the wind was a 
bit strong. The new standard engines were so much easer to deal with; they had rocker 
bars for the fire within the cab, and the ash pan had an external connection.  
The next job was to empty the Smoke box of ash and make sure the door was properly 
closed when finished, then move back to the water crane and fill up with water. The U 
class engine had a capacity of 5 tons of coal and water capacity of 4000 gallons.  The 
Q1 class (pictured) again 5 tons of coal and 3700 gallons of water.  
 
The preparation: Collect requirements from the stores such as oil paraffin cloths or 
wipers and sometimes a new fire iron. Check the lamps, trim and fill them, see that 
there were 12 detonators in the emergency box and two red flags, then build up the 
fire if necessary and see that the water injectors worked; if the engine was booked out 
soon, build up the fire and tidy up the footplate. Whilst all this was going on Mack the 
driver would be making all his checks and lubricating all parts of the engine that 
required attention. We would usually chat when finished and see that everything had 
been covered.  
 
One night working on the midnight shift of preparation and disposal it was very quiet 
with not much work coming in, when I was called to the foreman’s office. On 
entering he was looking at his watch. He told me “You will have to call him out; he 
has not turned in.” It was about two thirty in the morning. I was given a piece of paper 
with an address just off Batts Hill a Driver W. This man was known to be a bit 
nervous of the dark although he was a big man and I found him a nice chap to be on 
duty with, always offering a cigarette to all and wanting to share his sandwiches at 
meal breaks. 
I set off on foot. It was a dark and windy night and there were no street lights on in 
1956. In those days they were all turned off at midnight. It was so dark that when I 
turned into Linkfield Lane I had to find the curbside with my left foot and the path 
with my right foot, move slowly until I found Batts Hill which was the same, with 
overhanging trees and the wind blowing it was a real spooky outing. 
 
I had no torch but eventually found the road and had to walk up to the houses and find 
the correct number. After knocking on the door for several minutes a bedroom light 
came on and big W put his head out of the bedroom window telling me to shut up as I 
would wake the neighbors.  



 
 
I gave him the message; he closed the window and I waited --- and waited, he did not 
appear. Eventually I made my way back to the depot and informed the foreman. “Did 
you find the house“? “Yes,” “Did you speak to him?” “Yes.” “All right well get a 
break now, thanks.”  A nice cup of tea and a sausage was waiting. 
When I saw big W later in the week he never mentioned the call out; neither did I. We 
both knew we had been the butt of a well thought out practical joke; well from time to 
time we had all played them. 
 
Another time on the day shift P.D. I was again called into the foreman’s office. “Mick 
would you mind? That engine on the pits needs a bit of a clean underneath.” It was a 
bit of a mess but later in life I was to see a lot more. Some poor unfortunate person 
had decided to end it all by jumping in front of this engine. The main parts of the 
body had been removed at the scene of the incident. I was left to remove some sticky 
bits that had remained on wheels and under the engine. I found a hose and a bucket 
and the job was soon done. This represented the more serious side of some of the 
duties we had to perform.  
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