
 
 

 

Issue  37 

 
Dear all, 
Hope you are all still well, what weather but I guess it could be snow! 
Great news this week with the announcement of the vaccine being given the 
ok. Even the BBC in their news today weren’t negative!  I think we can safely 
say thanks to the efforts of the world’s scientists we are now on the slow road 
back to a normal new life style. Internet shopping, working practices, and 
communications have now grown so fast during this epidemic that life will 
never be the same. I think this has also been a wakeup call for the world and 
hopefully there may be a return to more local made products. 
The boxes of decorations came down from the loft last Sunday so we have 
been busy putting a bit of Christmas spirit along our front veranda and now 
have the tree up with lights on. If it is only Skype people this Christmas at least 
they can see we have still made the effort. I am still plodding through my 
videos and even found some with me with dark brown hair back in the 1980’s!  
I have also started my story with “digressions” this week. 
Last week I said attached was the Sydney Live Steam Locomotive Society 
Magazine that David passed on to me but sadly I forgot to send it on to Andrew 
to send out. This was due to my rush to cook Lorema’s birthday dinner, well 
that’s my excuse anyway!     
Keep safe,    Mike W 



 
 

 
Brief club house NEWS  
The commi ee is having a virtual mee ng on Tuesday 8th Dec so will report 
back in the next issue of Wharfedale.  
Thanks as always to Andrew S, Andrew B, and Tom Broome for continuing with 
the security visits. You never know they may be doing it in the snow soon! 

Mike W. 
 
 
 
My Early Years. (With digressions) Mike W. 
I have been asking over the weeks we have been doing Wharfedale for people 
to give me an ar cle about themselves so I thought it was about me I put pen 
to paper. 
I was born in Wallington Surrey general hospital in May 1943 when my parents 
were living in Sandy Lane Beddington. My father at this me had missed out on 
being called to join the forces as he was an essen al worker at Wimbledon 
Power sta on. This power sta on had been built by the railway to service the 
demand for electricity and was right next door to Durnsford Road engine 
sheds. 

    
 

 My Father had joined Southern Railways in 1937 as an Electrical fi ers mate 
and worked throughout the war at the power sta on only doing Civil Defence 
du es with his wooden rifle made from a broom handle and a chunk of wood. 
Life was a bit precarious at home at this me because we were right next door 
to Croydon Aerodrome. This airport was originally known as Beddington 
Airport and was established in 1915 as an airbase for planes to protect London 
by bringing down the Zeppelins in World War 1.  
 
 



 
 

The first two aircra  that arrived at Beddington in January 1916 were B.E 2C's  

 
BE 2C 

Beddington Aerodrome became Croydon Aerodrome in March 1920 and 
developed into the first UK international airport until the start of World War 2.  
During World War 2 it was renamed RAF Croydon as it turned into a fighter 
Airfield during the Battle of Britain. The year I was born RAF Transport 
Command was founded on the site to transport thousands of troops in and out 
of Europe. 
The airport was a target for the Germans and the accuracy of bombing in those 
days was more along the lines of if we flatten everything in a couple of square 
miles we should hit the target. 

At this point my parents decide to go and live with my father’s mum and dad in 
Balcombe. 

They lived on site at the Victory Hall a local landmark built for the villagers and 
also a memorial to those killed in the wars. The main hall is renowned for its 
WW1 Frescoes by Neville Lytton and is listed in the Imperial war museum.  

 
Grandfather was the Steward of the Balcombe Working Man’s Club which was 
part of the same building. The Balcombe Working Men’s Club and Institute 
opened in 1902. In 1923, it was extended to become the Balcombe Victory 
Hall. For more reading of this hall follow the link:- 

http://ww1centenary.oucs.ox.ac.uk/material/the-art-of-remembering-the-
neville-lytton-first-world-war-frescos-and-the-balcombe-victory-hall-2/ 

This move I guess is what started the downhill slope to becoming a train 
enthusiast. 



 
 

My father had a railway in the garden in Balcombe before he got the job in 
Wimbledon. This train was ‘0’ gauge live steam and the water was heated by 
methylated spirits, sadly the locomotive came to end when my father was 
showing it off to some friends and over cooked it by having the regulator set 
too high and it came flying off at a bend. It had a full tank of Meth’s on board 
which ran out of the breather hole and caught light and because of the heat it 
was damaged beyond repair.  He also had a Hornby ‘O’ gauge 3 rail electric set 
which when we got older he sold and bought a ‘00’Twin Trix   

 
Trix Twin Railway Express, AC-model BR 20/54 on Bakelite rails 

We stayed at the Victory Hall until my parents were able to rent half of the 
village butchers shop. This came with its own pleasures like an outside loo and 
our weekly bath was in a zinc tub in front of the fire filled with kettles of water. 
The building round the back of the butchers was a slaughter house so at a very 
early age I was well versed in the complete process of butchering meat. The 
buildings are still there but I doubt the owners know much of their history.  

 
The slaughterhouse is currently on the market for £750,000. It used to be two 
story with the left hand end as the Slaughter house and the right hand end as 
garages. There were no rooms in the roof and the lower ground seen, which 
cannot be seen from the other side, was storage. 
By this time railways were well ingrained in my life as my father now worked at 
Lovers Walk at Brighton as an electrician on third rail stock and I will always 
remember the day he took me down there for a visit. In those days the short 
cut, and maybe still is, to the sheds was off the end of the platform 7 or 8 and 
walking down the track to the site. Can you imagine that today, a young child 
walking across the railway line with his dad holding his hand without a high 
visibility jacket on! 



 
 

Life in Balcombe was great as village life in those days was about a community 
working together. I like all young residents went to the village school and 
stayed there until they built Warden Park (Cuckfield County Secondary School) 
in 1957. As a village kid we knew everyone and we all joined in all village clubs.  
As soon as I was old enough and strong enough to carry a paper delivery bag I 
started to earn great sums of money, 2 shillings and sixpence (12.5p) per week, 
doing a paper round. In those days this would buy 10 Mars bars or 2 packets of 
5 Wills Wiff cigarettes to smoke behind the bicycle sheds. Because of where we 
lived I then added a further job of being a butcher delivery boy, complete with 
wicker basket on a custom built butcher’s bike. 

 
£350 on eBay today? 

Life as village boy was great we learnt the techniques of scrumping, the art of 
maintaining  your vitamin “C” intake by eating fresh fruit from someone else’s 
orchard. We also learnt how to trespass safely by avoiding the gamekeepers. 
As I lived in a butchers house in those days rabbits were plentiful and rabbit 
stew very popular so at a very early age I used to go rabbit shooting with the 
son of the butcher and learnt the technique of using a torch to stop them in 
their tracks so you didn’t miss with a 12 bore shot gun! Sadly in 1953 
Myxomatosis brought that all to an end and instead we would walk the woods 
to find them and put them out of their misery. This was all before I was 14. 
I was not all bad, I had an angelic side, which I know is hard to believe but I was 
a choirboy and then progressed onto being a bell ringer. 

 

Could be continued unless I get too many complaints! Mike W. 

 



 
 

Mike P.’s musings No.35 
    Well, we made it to December. What a year!  If this was the year of the virus, I 
fear the coming one will herald too much unemployment and financial failure.  
Hang in there, it’s not over yet!    My family has decided not to get together at 
Christmas, the first me for many years.  Perhaps, by Easter, quite a large 
por on of this country will be offered a vaccina on and, together with the 
warmer weather, we can start to emerge from all this. I think it’s possible we 
could even have a Beech Hurst passenger service by the summer, something to 
hope for!  Despite everything, there has been building ac vity all around the 
club lately. The latest is a new path (or upgrade) in the park, from the 
Harvester, past the tennis courts to the old millstone near the east end of the 
Pergola. I’ve sent Mike a couple of photos of the guys working on it this week. 

 
 
    I am missing my winter tours to sunnier climes, usually suffering 35 degree 
heat and humidity in Thailand or Malaysia in early December.  I know, it was a 
terrible life! Ha,ha.  In Thailand, we used to take our tour groups on the local 
trains upcountry from Bangkok, and some mes south around to Hua Hin.  Of 
course, I thoroughly enjoyed these rail trips as opposed to the “bun” fight 
ge ng in and out of the Grand Palace with the tour bus, and jostling amongst 
endless waves of tourists. Interes ngly, many of the larger sta ons in Thailand 
have old “steamers” parked up (and sadly o en rus ng away on nearby track), 
such as the heavy 4-6-2   I photographed here.  



 
 

 
 
   The carriages we used to travel in were wonderful relics from the past. Large 
open sash windows, open pla orm connec ons between carriages, doors all 
wedged open to allow in as much draught as possible, and W/C’s with a simple 
latch to close the doors and a couple of foot pedals on the floor, one which 
worked the escape hatch in the bo om of the pan, and the other, the rather 
weak water flush system…best not to be operated at speed!  I always 
wondered how the small children, running up and down the length of the train, 
didn’t fall out somewhere….but they never seemed to.  
    However, despite some ageing railway relics s ll in use, all of Asia is changing 
rapidly. Opening in July 2021, the new train sta on at Bang Sue in the north of 
Bangkok (you can “google” it) is a vast, and magnificent, project.  It will be the 
largest railway sta on in South East Asia, with a quarter of a million square 
meters of floor space. I’ve been watching it develop as we passed by on road 
and rail trips, since 2013, when building first began.  There are four floors, 3 
above ground, one under, with subway trains below, a main air-condi oned 

cke ng concourse and wai ng area on the ground floor, 12 tracks on the 
second floor serving local commuter trains, 10 tracks on the top with cross 
country services, 6 tracks being reserved for future high speed lines.  It was 
proposed in 2010, started in 2013, finished in 2021. How are we doing with our 
single high speed line? Hmmmm. 
    I just heard Lewis Hamilton has got the covid now! That’s ruined the end of 
his super successful season!  He can’t now match Sebas an Ve el’s  or Michael 



 
 

Schumacher’s  record of 13 grand prix wins in a single season.  Schumacher 
won 13 out of 18, Ve el won 13 out of 19!  
  Good to see the ar cle by Chris last week. It’s great to have another 
contributor to the Wharfedale news, …adding  a bit of variety to our 
scribblings.  I hope others will try their hand too. 
 The planking and workmanship on Chris’s boat looked superb…almost a sin to 
cover it up with paint. I once made some beau ful locomo ve coupling rod 
“big end” bearings for an inside cylinder engine, with all the details, only to find 
you could never see them unless the engine was up-ended for maintenance!   
 It keeps us out of mischief, I suppose!  
Stay safe.  
Mike P. 
 
 
 
Firing a 9F.  Part 2 
By John Richardson. 
 
When the fire has been allowed to go out after the day’s run, the temperature 
inside may still be as much as 150 degrees Fahrenheit (65 Celsius) by the 
following morning, as in this case, which no doubt has many readers thinking I 
am a bit of a ‘line shooter’ but I can assure you that it is true and neither am I 
Superman. The reason you can withstand such temperatures, for short periods 
at least, is that the humidity is almost down to zero, which means that your 
perspiration evaporates almost instantly and keeps your body temperature 
within limits. 
I once served on a ship called the ‘Esso Durham’ which was a steam turbine 
driven oil tanker. In the boiler room, the temperature on the ‘plates’ (the 
operating position down at the bottom level) was normally 120+ when the ship 
was in tropical waters, but the further you climbed up the boilers the hotter it 
got and at the top platform, some 30 feet higher up, it was usually 140+  and 
on one occasion reached 156.  Apart from hanging out your washing to dry 
(and a soaking wet boiler suit taken straight from our very primitive machine 
which had no spin dryer, would be bone dry and stiff as a board after an hour), 
the only other reason to go there was to take flue gas samples for analysis once 
a day. The sample cocks were actually accessed from a walkway in between the 
two uptakes (exhaust pipes) and once I hung the thermometer on the handrail 
in there for a change: on one occasion it registered an astonishing 168 degrees 
Fahrenheit (75C) a temperature that could really only endured for the time it 
took to get the sample and read the thermometer. This was the hottest place I 



 
 

ever experienced at sea and needless to say I didn’t hang around for long!   
Now I had done my stint in the firebox, Martin the 3rd man checked the 
smokebox and then it was time to light the fire. I spread a layer of coal over the 
entire grate in the usual way, saving all the bigger lumps for the back corners 
and under the firedoor. Then the wood and paraffin soaked rags went down 
under the brick arch and finally a bit more coal was thrown in on top to 
complete the job. I had one last decent sized piece of rag, which I placed in the 
shovel and ceremoniously lit up – the first time I had applied the magic match 
myself. When it was blazing nicely, I gave it a good swing and chucked it in the 
firebox, only to have it catch on the brick arch and hang there like a burning 
curtain! I had to resort to hooking it down with a fire iron, by which time it had 
nearly gone out anyway and I had to search around for another bit to repeat 
the process. 
The brick arch incidentally, is a feature to be found on all nearly standard gauge 
engines  but rarely on narrow gauge ones or road engines. It is in fact an arch 
as described, made of firebricks or other refractory material and is erected in 
the firebox like a roof over the front half of the fire. The front abuts against the 
tubeplate just below the bottom row of tubes and the edges rest on studs 
projecting from the firebox side plates. The whole thing is inclined upwards 
from front to back to match the slope of the grate, or possibly steeper. Without 
the arch, the burning coals at the front of the firebox would only be a foot or so 
below the tubes and could be sucked straight through and shot up the chimney 
when the engine was working hard. Apart from setting fire to the surrounding 
countryside, this would be a considerable waste of fuel. The arch prevents this 
from happening and the much longer flame travel that results allows the 
combustible gases emanating from the coal time to burn off before passing 
down the tubes, thereby improving the thermal efficiency of the boiler. 
Now we had finally lit the fire, Martin and I decided we should at least make a 
thorough job of cleaning the cab, if not the rest of the engine, while Jim, our 
driver, pottered round with the oil cans and attended to the lubrication 
requirements. After we had been at this task for half an hour or so, we heard a 
shout from below and looked out to see David Shepherd himself standing by 
the cab – and not looking very happy. He demanded to know why his engine 
was so filthy, so we explained about the no cleaning notice in the ‘Manor’, 
which did little to placate him. It seemed that someone had got their wires a 
bit crossed; the filming part was correct but David said that the intention was 
to have the engine ‘made up’ and he certainly didn’t want real dirt! After this 
little bombshell, we did our best in the remaining time to at least give the 
boiler and motion a wipe over, while David himself got out the ‘Brassso’ and 
polished up the ‘Black Prince’ name plates. 
By the time we had run down to Alresford and started playing trains, David had 



 
 

cheered up however, so I asked him if he wanted to have a go on the shovel. 
This offer he declined, with the comment that we would finish up with more 
coal on the cab floor than in the firebox. I didn’t really believe this was very 
likely and thought instead that he was just being a gentleman, by allowing us to 
make the most of what may have been our only outing on his engine. 
Although we only had a five coach train, which was a piffling load for such a 
powerful locomotive, both Martin and myself were finding it quite difficult to 
fire and steam was by no means as easy to come by as we would have liked. 
Once again, a badly burnt and distorted deflector plate in the firehole was the 
problem. This was drooping down at the front and tended to catch the coal as 
it went past, causing it to drop short and form a hump in the fire that further 
compounded the difficulty. Unlike ‘Swanage’, where the grate is steeply sloped 
and therefore virtually self feeding providing you can keep the back end filled 
up, this flatter grate needed firing all over, so we were tending to starve the 
front of fuel. I tried wedging small pieces of coal between the deflector plate 
flange and the firehole rim to tilt it up a bit, but they didn’t stay put very long. 
After a couple of mediocre trips we were both feeling a bit downcast at our 
lack of success and just to make things worse, Bob Deeth appeared to see how 
we were getting on. After hearing our tale of misfortune, Bob took the shovel 
to give us a demonstration while Martin and I stood back to watch. Neither of 
us were really expecting him to do much better and were quietly satisfied to 
note that even he couldn’t throw the coal down the front either. Bob however, 
remained completely relaxed and just continued piling coal in wherever it 
would go, making the hump even bigger, while the clock continued to subside.  
After this he simply got down the pricker from the tender, pushed the heap 
around to where he wanted it and then stood back to await results. Within a 
couple of minutes that pressure gauge was back on the red line and we had to 
put an injector on to avoid blowing off! 
This performance left the two of us feeling suitable humbled but with another 
‘trick of the trade’ stored up in the memory banks. Bob told us later that 
deflector plates on ‘9Fs’ were a common problem in BR days and that in certain 
depots which had a large allocation of these engines, piles of discarded plates 
could often be found in some deserted corner of the shed where frustrated 
firemen had ‘lost them’. Having shown us how to do it, Bob left us to get on 
with it and I am pleased to report that we finished the day on a high note with 
a cracking final run up from Alton. 
That was the only time I ever went out on 92203 but not long after this, the 
Mid-Hants acquired 92212 and I enjoyed many happy firing and driving turns 
on her. In my humble opinion, the BR Standard engines were the state of the 
art steam engine and although they may not have been as pretty as some of 
the creations of the ‘Big Four’ companies in pre war days, they were 



 
 

economical on fuel and easy to operate and maintain. I once had a chat with a 
GWR fireman at Paddington station in the last days of steam running there. He 
told me that he would sooner have a ‘Brit’ than a Castle on the South Wales 
expresses any day (but made me promise not to tell his mate he had said it!) 
and more than one Southern engineman has also told me they that would 
prefer a Standard 5 to a Bulleid on most jobs – so there you are. 
John Richardson. 
 

……………………………………………………………. 
 
Andrew Ellis 
Here is another acrylic painting from a little while ago.  
I painted this as an exercise in painting mountains. I wonder what is on the 
stove in the distant log cabin. I can’t recall if I had watched Bob Ross create 
one of his paintings beforehand. It certainly has that sort of content (minus a 
few fir trees)  

 
Andrew E. 
Editor’s note:- Bob Ross was an American painter, art instructor and television host. He was the 
creator and host of The Joy of Painting, an instructional television program that aired from 1983 
to 1994. 



 
 

News From Afar - 2 Dec. 

       
 

 
Friday Work 

 

   
Keith and I finished this last triangular section engineered from ‘stuff’ in our collection 

on Friday last ready for our public run Sunday.  
 
 
 

Chairs and tables are again from our 
collection. The area was very popular on 

the day as can be seen later. 

 
 
 
 
 

Cut away. 
Bigger picture at end  

 

 



 
 

Sunday Public Run 

  
Children's faces have been deleted for privacy requests. 

 

Hot Rod Club in Attendance. 
 

 
 



 
 

   
 

   
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I cannot afford 
the paint or 
polish. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Also the Antique Engine Club. 

 

   
 

 Above - All this for 5 hp. 

 

     
 

On the Railway. 
 

 
 

The car park just after lunch. It was full before then, up to our gate. 



 
 

 
  

Again - Children's faces have been deleted for privacy requests. 

 

 
 

Good job they are on different tracks. 
 

 
 

‘81’ with another load. 



 
 

 

 
 

‘Santa Fe’ just leaving the station. 
 

 
Again - Children's faces have been deleted for privacy requests. 

 

Birthday party in progress. 
 



 
 

All packed into the shade as the heat and wind were challenging. 

 
 

Fire Truck. 

 
Monday Works. 

 

 
 A gent came from Tuggeranong Men's Shed to give a second opinion on these 

fractures. 



 
 

Looking at the thickness of the casting, around 5mm, he said scrap the machine as 
he didn’t believe it was worth fixing as he had seen similar issues before.  

 
Point taken, but for half a days work I believe it is worth a try. Put in some tie bars, 

rods and plates and see what happens. Nothing lost except time if it fails. 

 
The yellow box shows a drilled and tapped hole, therefore guaranteeing the failure of 

the part in that position as soon as the bolts are tightened on the other side of the 
column..  

 

Wednesday Work. 
 

Bits and pieces. We put in a another pole to help take a large shade sail we have 
had for a while and last used over the welding bay before it had a steel roof. As the 
kiosk roof was so successful last Sunday, I thought it would be a good idea to use it 
for a quick extension and give the public a little more shade. Keith and I also looked 
through our ‘stuff’ at the end of the block, where sensible people never go, to see if 

we could find some more usable chairs. A struggle, but we did find some through the 
grass that is now nearly up to my head down there. They were given a quick scrub 

and are now ready for duty. Some pictures next edition I hope. 
 

 
 

Timm here playing with mud. Actually he is putting in the base for a new style of expansion 
link on the 5”, the design based on one at the club at Orange in mid-western NSW. The rail 

shown will be cut out of course, and the new joint added at some point. 



 
 

 
 

The flies today were a challenge, but at the end of the day it good to meet a friendly 
Canadian. 

  

 
 

The buggers are back destroying more of my tree! 
 

     
 

Stay well. 
David - Canberra - 2nd December 2020  



 
 

 

Puzzle corner. 

Lorema’s last week’s challenge Answers:- 

Using the numbers work out what the ini als stand for.   
1 365  D I A Y Days in a year. 
2 100 P I A P  100 pennies in a pound 
3 26 L O T A 26 letters of the alphabet 
4 24 H I A D 24 Hours in the day 
5 11 P I A F T 11 players in a football team 
6 101 D 101 Dalmatians 
7 T 12 D O C The 12 days of Christmas 
8 100 C M I A M 100 centimetres in a metre  
9 1000 M L I A L 1000 milli litres in a litre 

10 60 M I A H 60 mins in an hour 
11 T I D C Whoops!  The 10 commandments 
12 T 3 W M The 3 wise men 
13 10 G B H O T W 10 green bottles hanging on a wall 
14 A T W I 80 D Around the world in 80 days 
15 20000 L U T S 20000 leagues under the sea 
16 3 B M 3 Blind mice 
17 T 6 W O H T E The 6 wives of Henry the Eighth.  
18 4 A T B B B I A P 4 and twenty blackbirds baked in a pie 
19 60 S I A M 60 seconds in a minute  
20 T 7 D S The 7 deadly sins 



 
 

Lorema’s this week challenge. 
 
Answers all begin with an “A” 
 

1 A book of maps  
2 The capital of Ethiopia  
3 High pressure system associated with calm fine weather  
4 Largest country in Africa  
5 Material deposited by rivers giving fertile soils  
6 Second largest city in Turkey and its capital  
7 A ring-shaped coral reef  
8 The World's driest desert, located in South America  
9 An imaginary line around the Earth at 66 degrees North  

10 A chain or cluster of islands  
11 Indian city, site of the Golden Temple  
12 The Northernmost inhabited of the Channel Islands  
13 Largest US state by area  
14 Region of Spain, capital Seville  
15 Underground layer of water bearing permeable rock  
16 Scottish city known as the Granite City  
17 Precipitation that has a high level of hydrogen ions due to 

pollution 
 

18 Alphabetically the first capital city in the World  
19 Largest island in the Firth of Clyde  
2O A device for measuring wind speed  
21 Second largest country in South America  
22 Yorkshire river that flows through Leeds  
23 The Southernmost continent in the World  

 
 
 
 
 
 

My thanks go to all who keep sending me the material. 
If you have something for the NEWS please contact me 

mike.wakeling@b nternet.com    Mobile 07921819724 


