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ALLAN MORRISON was a daily passenger on the number 9 Auchenshuggle tram for over three years. He, like many other Glaswegians, still laments the passing of Glasgow’s wonderful tram network. Last Tram tae Auchenshuggle! combines three of his passions: humour, nostalgia and Glasgow.


Allan is the author of 16 books. His media appearances include The One Show, Richard and Judy and The Fred McAulay Show.


He is involved in charity work, after-dinner speaking and is a member of his local Rotary club. Allan enjoys hill-walking, sport and travel. He and his wife live in the West of Scotland and he is the proud grandfather of four grandchildren.
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Introduction


Nostalgia and humour are a potent mix. Reminisce, laugh or cry, at an era in Glasgow of trams, tracks and tenements as Big Aggie MacDonald, the famous tramcar conductress, rides the Glasgow ‘caurs’ (as the trams were referred to by Glaswegians) during their final years, before taking the Last Tram tae Auchenshuggle in September 1962.


The auld shoogly tram was a microcosm of Glasgow. All social groups used the caurs: the elderly; young folks; parents with children; shoppers laden with purchases; shipyard workers in bunnets and overalls; city gents in bowler hats (they would only travel in the lower deck saloon, of course!); and tourists. In fact, everyone going about their daily business. Trams were the life blood of Glasgow as they clanged, shoogled, swayed, shuddered, lurched and screeched throughout the city.


For Glaswegians, travelling on rails provided a friendly intimacy and sense of security. Passengers sat chatting, reading their newspapers, or listening to the cheeky Glasgow patois of the conductress or conductor. Often the caurs were full with people left holding on to straps, cheek-by-jowl, while moaning about the overcrowding, the weather or the football.


To this day the caurs remain the focus of nostalgic folk history in Glasgow. It is a love affair which seems to grow with the passage of time as they evoke wonderful memories for many people.


Last Tram tae Auchenshuggle is a trip down memory lane to 1962 when the Glasgow tram service is shortly to end. But Aggie is not finished yet. She wants to enjoy the last months on her beloved caurs, dishing out advice and patter with her razor sharp wit to the unwary: the outspoken clippie who was never outspoken!









Major Events of 1962


10 February American spy pilot Gary Powers is exchanged for a Soviet spy.


4 April James Hanratty is hanged in Bedford for the A6 murder.


9 April West Side Story wins the Oscar for Best Picture.


14 April Scotland beats England 2–0 at Hampden.


24 May Scott Carpenter orbits the earth three times in the Aurora 7 space capsule.


26 May Acker Bilk’s ‘Stranger on the Shore’ achieves number one in the US charts.


17 June Brazil wins the World Cup in Chile, beating Czechoslovakia 3–1 in the final.


10 July Telstar, the world’s first commercial communications satellite, is launched.


5 August Actress, Marilyn Monroe, dies.


4 September End of the Glasgow Tramway System. The last tram goes to Auchenshuggle.


25 September Sonny Liston beats Floyd Patterson to win the World Heavyweight Boxing Title.


5 October First James Bond film, Dr No, starring Scot, Sean Connery, premieres in the UK.


14 October Cuban Missile Crisis begins.


22 December The Big Freeze starts in Scotland; it was to last until 5 March 1963.









The Magic of Auchenshuggle


Auchenshuggle! Just saying the name is pure joy. It’s one of those satisfying evocative words you can really get your teeth into. It could easily be used as a mild swear word, so vehement is the emphasis placed on those four syllables. Indeed it is so catchy that Auchenshuggle was adapted by the Sunday Post to become Auchenshoogle, the home town of Oor Wullie.


So where does this quintessentially Scottish name come from? Achadh an t- Seagail in Scottish Gaelic means ‘field of rye’. ‘Shuggle’ is to sway, rock or be rickety. A field of swaying crops is a description which could easily have been applied to a convoy of Glasgow trams as it oscillated from side to side.


Many people thought that Glasgow Corporation Transport Department had ‘done a Hollywood’ with their General Manager of the time, James Dalrymple, deliberately inventing this wonderful place name Auchenshuggle to emblazon on the front of the trams as a gimmick, in order to encourage curious people to travel there to increase revenue.


In the 19th century Auchenshuggle was a small group of cottages set east of Glasgow. It came to prominence when in 1922 the eastern terminus of the number 9 (red) tram was changed from Springfield Road to Auchenshuggle. There was no regular service beyond Auchenshuggle and the terminus was situated at the City Boundary where London Road widened just beyond four old villas on the east side of Braidfauld Street, now occupied by flats. Part of the service was extended to Carmyle in 1944 but was cut back again in 1952, then the terminus was moved further east towards Causewayside Street.


The number 9 tram ran from Dalmuir West Terminus in Dumbarton Road, Dalmuir, at the junction with Mountblow Road, going through Clydebank, Yoker, Scotstoun, Partick and the centre of Glasgow, ending up east of Braidfauld Street in Auchenshuggle. At this point was the crossover junction from the outbound line to the inbound line. When the trams were replaced, a bus-only turning circle was created at the west corner of London Road and Braidfauld Street.


The famous number 9 originated as a ‘red’ service along Argyle Street together with numbers 26 and 26A. This busy route ran through tenement housing and industrial areas which meant traffic was heavy. Indeed it was almost impossible not to see a tramcar when one looked along the length of Argyle Street.


In 1962 there was an impending sense of profound loss as Glaswegians steeled themselves, not only to lose their beloved caurs, but also to lose what was really a way of life. There was something of a ‘wind of change’ blowing through Britain at that time, and many radical alterations were being made in the name of modernisation and progress.


The last official trams ran in Glasgow on Saturday the 1 September 1962.


However it was felt that some special trams should run for a few days more and as a result a very limited service was operated between Anderston Cross and Auchenshuggle, the last tram for paying passengers leaving at five o’clock on the evening of 4 September to Auchenshuggle. This marked the end of a remarkable era of unique public transport.


On that evening, a final commemorative parade of 20 trams led by a horse-drawn caur from 1894 attracted an estimated quarter of a million Glaswegians who had shown their unashamed affection by clinging to their trams to the very last. They had turned out to say goodbye to this endearing part of city life, as the trams shoogled into scrap yards, museums (as far away as America) and history books.


Last tram tae Auchenshuggle,


Last tram tae Auchenshuggle.


If you miss this one,


You’ll never get another one,


The number 9, to Auchenshuggle.
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The trams may have gone but the name of Auchenshuggle has been given a new lease of life with the Auchenshuggle Bridge (opened 2011) which now carries both carriageways of the M74 across the River Clyde. The area has been further invigorated with a business park located next to Auchenshuggle Woods, south of London Road.









‘I Remember the Trams’


‘What do I remember o’ the trams? Everything: the cheek o’ the conductresses; the big brass handle that the driver used; the smell of chips and fish suppers; the blue and sometimes red sparks on the overhead wires at night; the ping of the clippie’s ticket machine. Also, the ritual at the terminus when the destination blind was changed, usually with a loud clatter, and the bow collector was reversed for the return journey. I can see it all as if it was yesterday. Good days, they were.’


GRAEME M
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‘I can recall the last days of the tramcars. We lived near Anderston Cross and I thought I would take my two wee boys for a last trip on the caurs. We managed to get upstairs all the way to Auchenshuggle. It wis sad, but the boys fair enjoyed the experience, waving out the windows at the crowds.’


ELEANOR S
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‘What I recall most vividly was the racket, because they were noisy beasts. Aye, I can still hear the bogies chaffing as they went round a junction, hitting the rail-joints. The bow collector on the overhead wires gave a kinda swish, but the best bit was if you got a conductress who gave it laldy wi’ the patter. It was better than going to the Empire! Some of their cheeky remarks were legend.’


HECTOR M
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‘Ah remember the trams late at night when it was dark. They moved around like a ship, all lit up with flying sparks off the bow collector when they hit a junction. Inside they wad rattle like an auld tin can filled with nails.’


AGNES P
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‘It was awfa sad. Everybuddy was near greetin’. We stood watching the tram procession. You see, we’d been brought up wi’ the trams. They were a way of life in Glesca.’


PETER M
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‘What sticks in my mind is when I was a wee boy going on a tram from Springburn to Linthouse. There was a melodious drunk who serenaded us wi’ a’ the Scots songs. Then he gave us ‘I Belang Tae Glasgow’, and the whole lower deck, including the conductress, joined in. Magic!’


ANDREW B
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‘Our family lived in Renfrew and we would visit an old relation of my mother’s who lived just outside Milngavie. The journey seemed to take quite a while, and it was not until many years later that I discovered it was 22 miles, the longest route on the Glasgow Transport Tram System, as well as being the longest in Britain.’


JIM M
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‘Saturday was our big day on the trams. We took the caur tae Rouken Glen, if the weather was good. The problem was that everybody seemed to have the same idea. The caurs were overflowing and so was the park. But it was great fun, both on the journey there, and at the boating pond at the park.’


MARGARET S
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‘I used to go into the City Centre with my pal, Frank. We would jump on a tram at a junction, hold on to the platform-handle, and get a free ride. Then the conductress would see us and if you didn’t jump off you could get a thick ear, and she would shout, “Ur youse jist actin’ daft tae get a free hurl?” They wouldn’t allow anybody to do that nowadays, but that was the way it was in the ’50s. Anyway it didn’t deter us. We would just hop on another caur till we were caught again. Many a time we got into town without having to pay anything.’


BRIAN T
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‘On the Sabbath I had to dress up in my ‘Sunday Best’ along with my wee sister, and go on a number 26 tram to Burnside to see my ‘posh’ granny. She was my maternal granny, and lived in this large house with a garden. Different from the back green at our tenement I can tell you.’


DIANE L
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‘You could say that the trams were synonymous with Glasgow. They were like the character of the city, you know, hardy and dependable. You took them for granted – then suddenly they were gone. The buses and trolleybuses were bland with no character whatsoever. I am sure they could have modernised the tram fleet. The early ’60s was not the time to change the transport system as Glasgow’s industries were forging ahead. It was a crying shame.’


ALEX M
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‘The humour can be great at a football match if you stand beside a couple of wags. But let me tell you, it is nothing compared to the ‘Glesca patois’ you could get on a tram. If you came across certain conductresses then the enter tainment would be rich. If the patter to and fro was sparklin’, then you were reluctant to get off at your stop.’


WILLIAM R
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‘Just before the Second World War I was walking down Sauchiehall Street holding my father’s hand. Suddenly sirens went off, but it wasn’t an air raid, it was 11 o’clock on 11 November. A tram stopped beside us, and the motorman and the conductor got out. They took their hats off and stood beside the tram. Quite a few passengers joined them. Then the sirens went off again and they all got back into the caur and away it went.’


WILLIAM M
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‘See when I go on the number 64 bus from Carmyle to the City Centre, and it stops in Braidfauld Street, Auchenshuggle, I can still see, and smell, the old number 9 tram. Good days they were back then.’


SADIE S
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‘My father always said the trams looked like sardine tins on their side with all the sardines looking out. Sometimes it felt like that when the whole tram inside was choc-a-bloc. The only difference was that sardines don’t talk and by golly Glaswegians can blether better than anybody. You could make friendships or find romance on the tram. For a time I even went out with a lass I stood beside on a tram which was filled to the gunnels with folk. I can even remember an old poem about love on a Glasgow tramcar.’


PETER M
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’Twas sweet of old,


As our love we told,


On the top o’ an auld Glesca caur.


When a wandering breeze


Made us cough and sneeze,


Wi’ the smell o’ fags and cigars.


When the lights were low,


And the caur was aglow,


And many a miss got a kiss.


Wi’ a cuddle an’ squeeze,


I got doon on my knees,


And a wee lassie became ‘a wife’.


ANON
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‘I remember the trams in smog when they rang a warning bell for all and sundry. At least you felt safe in a tram in those conditions. The problems started when you had to get off and you could hardly see your hand in front of your face. If you didn’t have the fare home in a pea-souper then everyone just followed the tramlines. And another thing, I always fancied being a conductress and flicking over the seats at the terminus. They were like a pack of cards or dominoes.’


DOROTHY C
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‘From my auntie’s window you could hear the hiss on the overhead wires plus the ‘thump-click’ as the wheels crossed the nearby junction.’


ELEANOR C
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‘With very little opposition in the way of cars, the trams were ‘kings of the road’ in the ’30s and ’40s. As a result they could fairly clank along unhindered by the kind of volume of traffic we have nowadays.’


BILL T
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‘A friend of mine is a tram enthusiast. He says that watching a line of trams coming towards you was like seeing an armada of warships sailing off to battle. I agree with him for they certainly were impressive in their hey day.’


THOMAS D
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‘My favourite trams were the ones that went down Parliamentary Road. They could get up to a fantastic speed. It was better than the Big Dipper in Blackpool. Some of these trams flew along like the hammers o’ hell!’


MATT L
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‘I used to love to ride on a tram. My mother gave me a jammy piece wrapped in wax paper off a loaf, and my pals and I would sit there wobbling along in the wee cabin directly above the driver. There was a sliding door separating us from the rest of the passengers on the top deck. We could make a bit of a noise unless we stamped our feet. Then the motor man (driver) would use rich language telling us to stop the racket. We were able to go to a terminus, right across the city, where we’d never been before, and then come safely home, all for a penny.’


ROBERT F
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‘It’s the reverberations off the tenements that I recall. I can still hear them today. It was sort of like a train going through a canyon. Funnily enough you became used to it. When the caurs finished Glasgow became quieter. I just loved they old caurs.’


JENNIFER P
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‘We had an old wireless. When the trams passed our close sometimes you got a bit of interference. It was annoying if you were listening to the ‘Top-Twenty’ on Radio Luxembourg.’


SANDY G
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‘We used to put old pennies on the tramline then watch as the tram ran over them. It was kinda stupid as the coin was then bent or flattened and useless so you couldn’t use it. A’ve still got one in a drawer somewhere at home. A sort of souvenir. What I also remember was one of my pals mistakenly putting down a half-crown instead of a penny. Boy was he upset!’


GERALD M
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Big Aggie MacDonald


Ferrs pal-eeze, ferrs pal-eeze,


Ye a’ can hear me sing,


As up an’ doon the sterrs ah go


An’ gie ma bell a ring.


Ah work fur the Corporation-


Ye’ll tell it by ma dress-


Ah’m Aggie MacDonald fae Gorbals Cross;


The caur conductress.


Glasgow had many weel-kent tram conductresses, but Big Aggie MacDonald, the original ‘big-yin’, was the doyenne of them all. A dominating, ebullient, self-assured extrovert, it was generally agreed that she was ‘something else’ when it came to dealing with fare dodgers (‘pauchlers’), drunks, nyaffs, recalcitrant weans, and pretentious, high falutin’ passengers with ‘pan loaf’ accents who came from the posher areas of the city or lived in half-tiled wally closes. Aggie relished pricking the pomposity of the hoity-toity with her belligerent use of the Glasgow vernacular infused with her own brand of dark humour. Aggie demanded respect as she shouted with her strong, rich voice, smoke cured by decades of cigarettes, ‘Right, aw youse! Nae staunin’ up top. Move right doon the caur! Haud tight ontae yer strap or yer man.’ Then she would ring the bell, and the tram would lurch into life, rolling along like the proverbial Glasgow drunk.
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