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On London’s Redcross Way right next 

to London Bridge, an unmarked, 
unconsecrated mass grave contain-
ing an estimated 15,000 women and 
children is about to reopen as a wild 
garden. A flurry of colourful ribbons 
and random tokens on steel fencing 
mark the Cross Bones site that is reg-
ularly visited by small gatherings of 
protesters, writers and a handful of lin-
gering Goths. 

The land had been used since medi-
eval times for the ignominious dispos-
al of women that were condemned as 
prostitutes, along with their unborn 
or unwanted children and later any 
local paupers whose bodies were re-
jected by the Church. The diminu-
tive ‘single-women’s churchyard’ was 
crammed with corpses until it finally 
closed in 1853 for being ‘completely 
overcharged with dead’. The ground 
could no longer be turned without up-
rooting scarred skeletal remains and 
ragged patches of clothing attached 
to decomposing flesh. From this grue-
some entanglement, many body parts 
were snatched for anatomy classes at 
the nearby Guy’s Hospital. A macabre 
ending for vulnerable lives, made all 
the more horrific by the list of causes 
of death: gonorrhea, smallpox, tuber-
culosis, scurvy, syphilis and rickets, 
diseases of endemic poverty and over-
crowding, and evidence of systematic 
dehumanisation. 

At the time of the ground’s closure 
there had been a massive expansion 
in the population and a correlated in-
crease in deaths, creating an excess 
of decaying matter. Necropoleis or 
‘cities of the dead’ were established 
on the outskirts of major conurba-
tions. Between 1832 and 1841 new 
London cemeteries were established at 
Kensal Green, West Norwood, High-
gate, Abney Park, Nunhead, Brompton 
and Tower Hamlets. In 1849, what is 
still the UK’s largest cemetery, known 
as the London Necropolis, was built 
at Brookwood, Surrey. The Necropolis 
was served by its own dedicated service, 
the London Necropolis Railway (LNR) 
which opened the year after Cross 
Bones closed. Until 1941 it ran from an 
exclusive terminal at Waterloo, convey-
ing funeral parties and corpses to their 
graves. The LNR terminus, rebuilt in 
1902, still stands at Westminster Bridge 
Road. 

A portion of the morbid mass at 
Cross Bones was shovelled up, disin-
terred and displaced to the Necropolis 
via the LNR. Separated from the body 
of its sisters, the deformed conglom-
eration of indistinguishable individu-
als, expelled without accompaniment 
of mourners, travelled third class. The 
remaining inhabitants were then for-
gotten between numerous attempts to 
build on the site. Gruesome discover-
ies halted construction work, forming 

a defence against pressure for the in-
creasingly central location. 

Today, the ground is owned by Trans-
port for London, a spokesperson for 
which has given an undertaking they 
will not succumb to commercial pres-
sures. Instead, a wild garden will com-
memorate the women interred at Cross 
Bones. An inner city of the dead in the 
centre of twenty first-century London, 
its citizens are an unthinkable, name-
less conglomeration, absorbed by dark-
ness and anonymity. It seems possible 
that the pathetic remnants of their 
materially thin existences have com-
pressed to form an immense subhuman 
mass of sisterhood, fused with each 
other, bonded in earth. From there 
a scattering of low trees have drawn 
their roots and somehow reach up with 
misshapen limbs that wave at us from 
the medieval city’s heavily compacted 
earth. Perhaps the women have finally 
stirred, rotating concomitantly, only 
now reeling to the carefree tones of the 
fairground that was sited above them 
in 1884.

The Cross Bones
Inner City of the Dead 
Transformed into Wild Garden 

The Cross Bones burial ground, 2015
Photo reproduced by kind permission of © G.P. Milton

Work on Platform Suspended
Work on the contemporary Platform 
has been suspended pending the forth-
coming Resources Review that is ex-
pected to highlight causes for concern. 
As the Platform is not connected to the 
mainline but is instead marooned at a 
tangent to the everyday, it has to date 
evaded scrutiny. However, escalating 
costs have led to questions about its 
effectiveness. A spokeswoman said 
‘It has come to our attention that the 
Platform may not, after all, be strictly 
necessary. Detailed investigations of 
the Platform have revealed that it is 
simply a prop, setting up expectations 

that are unfulfilled. People arrive only 
to leave again. Some wait but nothing 
substantive comes or stays. Indeed, 
it is a form overly involved with ab-
senting. Bodies and messages pass 
through or over the Platform on their 
way out. We therefore suggest that the 
only practical function of this structure 
is to raise the ground. We recommend 
considering more economical, less 
materially profligate alternatives, such 
as lowering the track, in which case the 
ground can remain where it is’. Work on 
the Platform will be put on hold until 
this issue is resolved.
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Further to rumours of clandestine 
coupling and uncoupling activities 

on the Platform, The Line’s investi-
gator met one of the ‘couplers’. She 
introduced him to a peculiar world of 
disconnecting experiences. 

We met at the back of the Platform. I 
settled into the moulded contours of a 
stainless steel seat. The Coupler was 
inclined to fidget while she spoke.

I now realise how much is at stake. 
It’s all so clinical, so I never imagined 
I was indulging in risky relationships, 
never considered the consequences. I 
got it so wrong, we all did. 

The sleeve of her coat concealed one of 
her hands. In the other she clutched a 
slim book. 

We’re paid to say goodbye on the Plat-
form, and to do so with passion. This is 
a small but efficient team with a highly 
specialised, and mechanically-aided, 
experience to offer. The people who use 
us? Well they’re ordinary types who slip 
through any number of public spaces 
like this without making any intention-
al contact with anyone. It’s about time 
as much as anything – making a few 
minutes seem precious as a brief but ir-
refutably sensual interaction. They get 
a good sending off. That’s the idea.

Her eyes intermittently darted away 
from mine to scan the Platform. The 
rubber soles of her shoes shuffled 
against the ground. What did she ac-
tually do – what were the illicit con-
trivances of the operation? 

If I was a bitch, which I’m not, but if I 
was, I could push someone off the edge. 
We get so close, anything’s possible. 
No need for you to look concerned. In 
practice I stay behind the metaphorical 
yellow lines of workplace parameters. 
It starts with the circuit: we walk along 
the recess to always make an entrance 
stage left, where the Platform inclines 
most steeply, allowing the rail to guide 
our ascent, building the emotion as we 
go, and then across the Platform and a 
quick exit down the stairs to the right 
before circling round again via the 
recess. When a customer arrives we ap-
proach, touch, and ultimately embrace 
with a precise series of movements per-
formed with graceful efficiency before 
letting go. Sensually crafted bespoke 
appliances aid every manoeuvre – it’s 
all laid out in this handbook [she 
tapped the cover of the book in her 
hand]. Yes, it’s physical but mediated 
by the apparatus and our guidelines. I 
shouldn’t be telling you all this. 

Although one hand remained retracted 
within her sleeve, she used the stump 
of her arm to indicate a man she de-
scribed as a colleague, sitting on the 
adjacent bench. She lowered her voice.

We aren’t supposed to talk about 
how much is possible but the truth is, 
I feel like we’re becoming closer. You 
understand the stakes. They all do. So 
why is it that the men who see me, too 
often use their tools inappropriately? I 
guess their time is limited so they get as 
much out of us as they can… groping 
hands, insistent tongues. A lot can 
occur beneath these overcoats. The ap-
pearance of a simple pressing togeth-
er of bodies concealed more intimate 
movements, palpitations and subtle 
hardenings, rapid fingers making quiet 
insertions, right here at the Platform 
boundary, where the ground falls away. 
Do you see it now? I could so easily 
thrust one of them away from me and 
over the precipice. I could take one of 
them with me when I go. But I’m cre-
ating the wrong impression. A goodbye 
should never include fulfilment. Any 
ingress is curtailed, the intimacy too 
brief to be consequential. Our contact 
is fleeting, as are my more malevolent 
fantasies.

The Coupler turned to me directly and 
delivered an impromptu overwrought 
performance:

Must you go? Yes, you must and I’ll 
stand here trembling… I’ll say to myself 
he didn’t go… Do you think we’ll ever 
see each other again?… Are these the 
last few precious minutes we have to-
gether?… No one could guess what 
we’re really feeling… Is this really it? 
[She sat back] There’s a whole section 
in the handbook devoted to classic 
lines. We learn them, then we pick the 
most appropriate to say in the terminal 
moment of each decoupling.

She placed her book on the bench and 
finally letting it go, seemed able to 
speak more freely. 

In the midst of every embrace I swear 
I feel the approach of something coming 
for me, something that vibrates and 
thunders like a powerful swell of antici-
pation, building up, a real thing, I know 
it’s coming. Can you feel it too? Yes? 
Then just as suddenly it’s gone again, 
isn’t it? No one’s really interested in 
getting involved, when it comes down 
to it, no one has the time. But what’s 
to become of those of us who have to 
stay somewhere that’s supposed to be 
transitory… We’re suspended in a site 
of repeated disconnections, here where 

everyone else is passing through? It’s 
me who feels the wrenching emotion 
of separation in every uncoupling. I’m 
sure you understand. And to think I 
could have been left here interminably, 
when all I need is someone who’ll never 
say goodbye.

I could suddenly understand why one 
might give money to leave this woman 
behind. 

Or do you think you’re in love with 
someone else?… Even if you are, take 
a step back and look down the line at 
the whole story. That love will be over 
in an instant, one of you will die, the 
other will be left heart-broken, in time, 
everything here will have gone.

I stood to leave, but as I took a step 
away, she lunged towards me. We 
were at the very precipice of the Plat-
form. There was tactile paving under 
foot. She pressed her hand against my 
mouth.

No, don’t say it… This is really it.?

As I tried to separate myself from the 
Coupler’s claim on my body, a curved 
angular object emerged from her other 
sleeve. A bracelet of some kind? No, 
it was a large metallic hook: an ugly 
thing, potent with the dreadful inevita-
bility of its function. I’ve never moved 
so fast, snatching the handbook from 
the bench as I made my get away.

The Uncoupling:  
An Exclusive Interview

1. When it is desired to couple, one 
of the couplings should have its 
hook in the about position. Then as 
they come together the arm will be 
necessarily struck by the head, and 
be consequently forced back into 
its recess, the spring-lever yield-
ing sufficiently for this purpose, in 
which position it will be securely 
locked by the return of the lever to 
place by the action of the spring 
after the arm has passed it. They 
are then securely coupled, and 
cannot be disconnected except by 
pulling back the lever. The arm of 
the hook is made to project for the 
purpose of insuring its being forced 
back into the recess by the entrance 
of the other hook, even if it does 
not approach in a straight line. 

2. The faces of the hooks where 
they bear against each other are 
made curved, for the purpose of 
permitting the parts to have the 
necessary play upon each other as 
they rise and fall unequally, and 
also to adapt the faces to each 
other when not in the same verti-
cal planes. The hook is provided 
with a suitable stop by means of 
which its movement when opened 
is properly limited. A cap, of any 
suitable construction, is employed 
to cover the slotted opening in the 
head, the same being slipped over 
the lever by means of which the 
entrance of undesirable substances 
is effectually prevented. Any form of 
spring may, of course, be employed 
in connection with the lever, which 
later may be arranged, if desired, to 
project from the side instead of the 
top of the head.

3. The advantages of the described 
couplings are numerous. They 
will couple readily under all cir-
cumstances if one of the hooks is 
open but will not couple if both are 
closed. It is adapted for use upon 
cars of different heights. They have 
no lateral or longitudinal play, but 
move freely vertically. It is impossi-
ble for them to become uncoupled 
unless they leave the Platform. By 
means of the hold a link can be 
used to connect to the head. They 
are uncoupled at any time without 
the least difficulty by simply pulling 
back the lever to hold it either out 
of contact with the arm of the hook 
or to lock the latter in place.

4. The arm is adapted for three 
different purposes – that is, first, 
for guiding the adjacent coupling 
properly into place as they come to-
gether; second, for use as a bumper 
in connection with the arms when 
they come together with the heads 
closed; and, third, for preventing 
the parts from uncoupling upon 
curves, the arm of one coupling 
pressing against the head of the 
other when curving to either right or 
left, and thus holding the two hooks 
together. 

5. It will be observed that the line 
of curvature between the head and 
guard arm is precisely the same as 
that of the hook and the head, by 
which means the parts, when they 
come together, are made to inter-
lock closely so that all lateral and 
longitudinal play is prevented.

The True Story of  
Brief Encounters on the 
Platform Edge

An Extract from the Handbook
Standard Coupling Patent No. 138, 405  
E.H. Janney 
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Negative and Faulty 
Signals Bound to 
Mislead according to 
new documentary

as well as the potential misin-
terpretations of accurate signs. 

C.B. Byles: ‘The ubiquitous 
semaphore itself calls for little 
description. In its early days it 
was made to give three indica-
tions, the all-right signal being 
shown by the arm lowered 
flush with the post and the 
caution and danger signals 
by the positions at forty-five 
degrees and at right angles re-
spectively. With the introduc-
tion of the block system, the 
caution signal became unnec-
essary and the former position 
now indicates all right. When 

the arm was lowered flush 
with the post it had practi-
cally the effect of making the 
signal invisible, and this was 
of course an objectionable 
feature according to modern 
standards. For many years, 
even after the introduction of 
the block system, the all-right 
signal was given by night by a 
white light. The white light is 
unsatisfactory as a signal light, 
as it is difficult to distinguish 
it from white lights used for 
other purposes. Further, in 
the event of the red specta-
cle being broken a white light 

would appear and thus give a 
false all-right signal.’

A Victim, Misled: The doc-
umentary includes the histri-
onic account of an unnamed 
journey-maker who claims to 
have had first hand experience 
of misleading signals. 

‘I walked up the slope and 
along to the end of the Plat-
form, before waiting at the top 
of the steps. I didn’t want to 
venture too boldly. They say 
that if you go all the way to 
the end, there are steps that 
become ever more treacherous, 
until you’re drawn towards 

what’s known to as “the 
blazing incinerator”. Its doors 
close on you before it steadily 
descends, carrying you to the 
underground with it, incandes-
cent but ultimately doomed. 
That’s why they say it’s best 
to wait on the Platform. But 
when I saw a light flashing on 
and off, bright blasts of red, 
then white light confused me 
and all thoughts of a furnace 
went straight out of my mind. I 
thought it was a call for help. I 
took a step forward and a few 
more before I realised that the 
lights had diminished. Ahead 
of me was what looked like 
a person of enormous height. 
The body was more like a 
statue. From its side, a vast ap-
pendage moved up and down 
in a silent gesture. I thought 
it was an arm or some sort of 
giant mannish erection. It then 
stood horizontally in such a 
sustained manner that could 
only have been possible, in my 
experience, if it was in fact a 
mechanical device. I assumed 
the object was important, but 
I have no idea what it meant.’

A comprehensive explana-
tion is offered by C.B. Byles: 
‘For the guidance of the signal-
man who may require to see 
a signal from behind, a small 
white light is shown at the 
back and when the signal is 
lowered this is obscured by a 
blinker working with the arm. 
Some companies use a purple 
light for the danger indica-
tion in siding and other sub-
sidiary signals. Formerly the 
signal arm was maintained in 
the horizontal position by the 
weight of the down rod and 
the balance lever at the foot of 
the post and thus, in the event 
of the rod fracturing, the signal 
might assume the all-right po-
sition improperly. A mishap 
arising from this cause called 
attention to the matter and led 
to the adoption of balanced 
signal arms. The balancing 
of the signal arm is effected 
by giving sufficient weight of 
metal in the casting carrying 
the arm and spectacle to over-
come the weight of the arm 
itself; thus even should the rod 
break the arm will retain the 
horizontal position.’

Material Evidence: The 
documentary includes re-
productions of a series of 
photographic negatives with 
no known provenance. The 
images depict antiquated 
railway semaphore signals – 
but the purpose and meaning 
of the images (as opposed 
to the signals, or the objects) 
has yet to be explained. The 
point is made that both signs 
and signals are indicators. But 
where the former might be 
unintentional, the latter are 
generally produced with the 
deliberate intention of con-
veying information, such as a 
warning. Although the status 
of the objects is touched upon, 
the documentary ends incon-
clusively suggesting only that 
the signals (conveyed by the 
image and the object) are mes-
sages from the past; as such 
they are currently considered 
to be both ‘unhelpful’ and 
‘non-communicative’.

Railway semaphore signals, date and photographer unknown

The Platform has long been 
accused of inertia and even 

dormancy, and now the dis-
covery of negative and faulty 
semaphores has led to com-
plaints about systemic failures. 
A damaging, but informative, 
new documentary cites sig-
nalling expert C.B. Byles, the 
highly respected author of the 
The First Principles of Railway 
Signalling. Byles was asked to 
comment with regard to the 
accepted and accurate func-
tioning of the apparatus and to 
give an indication of the pos-
sible cause of defective signals, 
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The Platform Announcer (PA) 
intends to persevere with her work 

despite being denounced as an autom-
aton by the Worshipful Company of 
Conductors (WCC). The Conductors, 
formerly employed by the London Ne-
cropolis Railway (LNR) and renowned 
for their ‘human touch’, had refused 
to undertake any operations on the 
Platform until the PA came to terms 
with ‘her abysmal condition’. She had, 
they claimed, attracted their attention 
when the standard practice of relay-
ing information was interspersed with 
sentimental overtones and informal 
disclosures. 

In her response to this news, the 

PA employed exemplary obliqueness: 
‘Messages are accurate at the point of 
delivery’ and ‘There is a good service 
on all lines’. And there you have it – it 
is precisely such discontinuous nar-
ratives that raised the hackles of the 
WCC. The suggestion of personal com-
munication, fractured though it may 
be, impinges upon the territory of the 
Conductors, forcing them to vacate the 
Platform. 

However, not ones to go quietly, the 
WCC produced what amounts to a 
retraction of their all too hasty judge-
ment on the beleaguered PA, when 
yesterday they released the following 
statement:

You are still. And you cannot protest. 
Neither can you point to the trees. What 
are those branches really doing? They’re 
waving goodbye.” In retrospect then, not 
every conversation was undertaken with 
the compassion that the wretchedness of 
the situation demanded.

With this in mind, we acknowledge that 
it is possible that at some point during 
our time with the LNR, somehow with a 
gross neglect of duty, we may have failed 

Platform Announcer 
Exposed as Disembodied 
Automaton

WCC Resigns En Masse Amidst Confusion 
Over Announcer’s Condition

The façade and rear of the former offices of the London Necropolis Railway,  
Westminster Bridge Road, 2015 
Photos reproduced by kind permission of © G.P. Milton

to Conduct with a sufficient degree of 
grace, and in this way we left an excess 
of humanity, stranded. We are forced to 
conclude that the Platform Announcer 
could be such an extraneous presence: 
the morbid surplus of neglected thought, 
trapped in the system. It is with deepest 
regret that we acknowledge possible 
failures; these only serve to reinforce 
our decision to decline further service 
on the Platform’. 

The Statement of the 
WCC with Regard to 
the PA
‘Further to the PA’s (Platform Announc-
er’s) recent messages, complaints were 
received about a lack of quantifiable 
mobility on the Platform. We the Wor-
shipful Company of Conductors felt 
it was incumbent upon us to make a 
public record of the accurate state of 
affairs: neither the Line nor the Platform 
constitute a mode of transport, at least 
not by any conventional understanding 
of the term. 

Our initial assessment was as follows: 
we were inclined to accuse the An-
nouncer of blatant deception with 
regard to the Platform and its relation-
ship to a journey. We noted that the an-
nouncements encourage people to step 
onto the Platform creating the impres-
sion of imminent transportation from 
one place to another. The giving of false 
hope being a likely consequence of her 
non-human condition. Direct and mean-
ingful communication is the work of an 
embodied Conductor. It is our consid-
ered opinion that any attempt to imply 
consciousness behind the Announcer’s 
messages is bound to cause confusion, 
if not wilful misdirection, when the ac-
curate communication of information is 
crucial to public safety on the Platform.

However, one of our number has in-
sisted that we attend to the specificity 
of the Announcer’s words. Evidently, 
traces of emotion can be detected in 
some of her messages. There is much 
that the Announcer grasps at with 
feeble descriptions but she has preten-
sions to being moved, and if so, are her 
claims of a meaningful existence to be 
considered as feasible?

We are experienced in differentiating 
between the living and the dead, having 
learned our trade on the renowned 
London Necropolis Railway (LNR) where 
we guided people from London Water-
loo to Brookwood Cemetery. Unlike the 

contemporary Necropolitan Platform 
operation, the LNR had a rapid steam 
powered engine on which many hun-
dreds were apparently conveyed by lo-
comotion. Many hundreds of corpses 
were displaced, but we assert that they 
never “moved”, this being an experi-
ence reserved for the living. 

Frequently we encountered sad and 
lost souls who insisted they were trav-
elling to a better place. They said they 
wanted the whole story. Our own advice 
was not to pursue the end of the Line. 
Reaching the end, as a destination, is 
terminal – once you get there, it’s over. 
If anyone insisted, we the members of 
the Worshipful Company of Conductors 
could only do our best to guide them on 
their way. 

Invariably people on the LNR im-
agined they were looking through 
windows, at a world that turned se-
dately as they rushed through it. The 
sense of the great surge and exhil-
aration of a journey would convince 
them they could see and feel them-
selves as an accelerated mobile entity, 
in the fullness of life flow. There were 
gardens and cars, they said, there 
were birds overhead, rabbits in fields 
and trees swaying, responding to the 
wind. These were difficult conversa-
tions, but we had to guide their intan-
gible expectations, gently persuading 
them to examine their sense of embed-
ded-ness. As they struggled with the 
passing of all thought, the last flicker of 
their inner eye would withdraw before 
it refocused on the dirty window. Brown 
dusty stains blurred their lucidity and 
perhaps a tiny black insect would make 
its way towards the grime encrusted 
edges of the sealant on the inner side 
of the window frame. We said, “Look 
beyond the surface. What you see is 
nothing more than a distraction. And 
now what do you perceive?” At first 
they said nothing, but as their gaze 
adjusted we said, “Look again. Turn 
inwardly. Peer into your consciousness, 
and concentrate. You are not actually in 
motion. Everything out there is moving. 
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A Barely Discernible Being
K. Palmer, London:
‘I paid up front for a man. I knew he 
wouldn’t be real, but I thought he’d at 
least be of a reasonable size. I opened 
the large box that he arrived in. It was 
stuffed with puffed-up plastic packaging 
pads and in the middle of it all there 
was an envelope. It was completely 
flat, so I turned it over and I was like, 
“There’s nothing in this envelope. I paid 
a shedload of money for an envelope”. 
I opened it; he was that small I nearly 
didn’t see him, and he was lying there 

completely dormant. Then just after I 
took this photo a bright light all but 
blinded me. I know it came from his tiny 
body. I dropped him. Who’d have thought 
something so small and inert could have 
the capacity for maliciousness, or the 
power of illumination for that matter? 
When I find that little sociopath I’ll bury 
him in the back garden. Do you think the 
glow coming from his light could shine 
up through the earth and reveal his 
interment? I’ll stamp the mud in on top 
of him. The little sod.’

His post was in as solitary and dismal 
a place as ever I saw. On either side, a 
dripping-wet wall of jagged stone, ex-
cluding all view but a strip of sky; the 
perspective one way only a crooked 
prolongation of this great dungeon; the 
shorter perspective in the other direc-
tion terminating in a gloomy red light, 
and the gloomier entrance to a black 
tunnel, in whose massive architecture 
there was a barbarous, depressing, and 
forbidding air. So little sunlight ever 
found its way to this spot, that it had 
an earthy, deadly smell; and so much 
cold wind rushed through it, that it 
struck chill to me, as if I had left the 
natural world.

Before he stirred, I was near enough 
to him to have touched him. Not even 
then removing his eyes from mine, he 
stepped back one step, and lifted his 
hand.

This was a lonesome post to occupy 
(I said), and it had riveted my attention 
when I looked down from up yonder. A 
visitor was a rarity, I should suppose; 
not an unwelcome rarity, I hoped? In 
me, he merely saw a man who had been 
shut up within narrow limits all his life, 
and who, being at last set free, had a 
newly-awakened interest in these great 
works. To such purpose I spoke to him; 
but I am far from sure of the terms I 
used; for, besides that I am not happy 
in opening any conversation, there was 
something in the man that daunted me.

He directed a most curious look 
towards the red light near the tunnel’s 
mouth, and looked all about it, as if 
something were missing from it, and 
then looked at me.

That light was part of his charge? Was 
it not?

He answered in a low voice, – ‘Don’t 
you know it is?’

The monstrous thought came into my 
mind, as I perused the fixed eyes and 
the saturnine face, that this was a spirit, 
not a man. I have speculated since, 
whether there may have been infection 
in his mind.

In my turn, I stepped back. But in 
making the action, I detected in his 
eyes some latent fear of me. This put 
the monstrous thought to flight.

‘You look at me’, I said, forcing a 
smile, ‘as if you had a dread of me.’

‘I was doubtful’, he returned, ‘whether 
I had seen you before.’

‘Where?’
He pointed to the red light he had 

looked at.
‘There?’ I said.
Intently watchful of me, he replied 

(but without sound), ‘Yes.’
‘My good fellow, what should I do 

there? However, be that as it may, I 
never was there, you may swear.’

‘I think I may’, he rejoined. ‘Yes; I am 
sure I may.’

His manner cleared, like my own. 
He replied to my remarks with readi-
ness, and in well-chosen words. Had 
he much to do there? Yes; that was to 
say, he had enough responsibility to 
bear; but exactness and watchfulness 
were what was required of him, and of 

‘HALLOA! Below there!’
When he heard a voice thus calling 

to him, he was standing at the door of 
his box, with a flag in his hand, furled 
round its short pole. One would have 
thought, considering the nature of the 
ground, that he could not have doubted 
from what quarter the voice came; but 
instead of looking up to where I stood 
on the top of the steep cutting nearly 
over his head, he turned himself about, 
and looked down the Line. There was 
something remarkable in his manner 
of doing so, though I could not have 
said for my life what. But I know it 
was remarkable enough to attract my 
notice, even though his figure was fore-
shortened and shadowed, down in the 
deep trench, and mine was high above 
him, so steeped in the glow of an angry 
sunset, that I had shaded my eyes with 
my hand before I saw him at all.

‘Halloa! Below!’
From looking down the Line, he 

turned himself about again, and, raising 
his eyes, saw my figure high above him.

‘Is there any path by which I can 
come down and speak to you?’

He looked up at me without reply-
ing, and I looked down at him without 
pressing him too soon with a repetition 
of my idle question. Just then there 
came a vague vibration in the earth 
and air, quickly changing into a violent 
pulsation, and an oncoming rush that 
caused me to start back, as though it 
had force to draw me down. When such 
vapour as rose to my height from this 
rapid train had passed me, and was 
skimming away over the landscape, I 
looked down again, and saw him re-
furling the flag he had shown while the 
train went by.

I repeated my inquiry. After a pause, 
during which he seemed to regard me 
with fixed attention, he motioned with 
his rolled-up flag towards a point on 
my level, some two or three hundred 
yards distant. I called down to him, ‘All 
right!’ and made for that point. There, 
by dint of looking closely about me, I 
found a rough zigzag descending path 
notched out, which I followed.

The cutting was extremely deep, and 
unusually precipitate. It was made 
through a clammy stone, that became 
oozier and wetter as I went down. For 
these reasons, I found the way long 
enough to give me time to recall a sin-
gular air of reluctance or compulsion 
with which he had pointed out the path.

When I came down low enough upon 
the zigzag descent to see him again, I 
saw that he was standing between the 
rails on the way by which the train had 
lately passed, in an attitude as if he 
were waiting for me to appear. He had 
his left hand at his chin, and that left 
elbow rested on his right hand, crossed 
over his breast. His attitude was one of 
such expectation and watchfulness that 
I stopped a moment, wondering at it.

I resumed my downward way, and 
stepping out upon the level of the rail-
road, and drawing nearer to him, saw 
that he was a dark, sallow man, with a 
dark beard and rather heavy eyebrows. 

actual work – manual labour – he had 
next to none. To change that signal, to 
trim those lights, and to turn this iron 
handle now and then, was all he had 
to do under that head. Regarding those 
many long and lonely hours of which 
I seemed to make so much, he could 
only say that the routine of his life had 
shaped itself into that form, and he had 
grown used to it. He had taught himself 
a language down here, – if only to know 
it by sight, and to have formed his own 
crude ideas of its pronunciation, could 
be called learning it. He had also worked 
at fractions and decimals, and tried a 
little algebra; but he was, and had been 
as a boy, a poor hand at figures. Was it 
necessary for him when on duty always 
to remain in that channel of damp air, 
and could he never rise into the sun-
shine from between those high stone 
walls? Why, that depended upon times 
and circumstances.Under some condi-
tions there would be less upon the Line 
than under others, and the same held 
good as to certain hours of the day and 
night. In bright weather, he did choose 
occasions for getting a little above 
these lower shadows; but, being at all 
times liable to be called by his electric 
bell, and at such times listening for it 
with redoubled anxiety, the relief was 
less than I would suppose.

He took me into his box, where there 
was a fire, a desk for an official book in 
which he had to make certain entries, 
a telegraphic instrument with its dial, 
face, and needles, and the little bell 
of which he had spoken. On my trust-
ing that he would excuse the remark 
that he had been well educated, and 
(I hoped I might say without offence) 
perhaps educated above that station, 
he observed that instances of slight 

incongruity in such wise would rarely 
be found wanting among large bodies 
of men; that he had heard it was so in 
workhouses, in the police force, even in 
that last desperate resource, the army; 
and that he knew it was so, more or 
less, in any great railway staff. He had 
been, when young (if I could believe it, 
sitting in that hut, – he scarcely could), 
a student of natural philosophy, and 
had attended lectures; but he had run 
wild, misused his opportunities, gone 
down, and never risen again. He had 
no complaint to offer about that. He 
had made his bed, and he lay upon it. It 
was far too late to make another.

All that I have here condensed he 
said in a quiet manner, with his grave, 
dark regards divided between me and 
the fire. He threw in the word, ‘Sir’, 
from time to time, and especially when 
he referred to his youth, – as though 
to request me to understand that he 
claimed to be nothing but what I found 
him. He was several times interrupt-
ed by the little bell, and had to read 
off messages, and send replies. Once 
he had to stand without the door, and 
display a flag as a train passed, and 
make some verbal communication to 
the driver. In the discharge of his duties, 
I observed him to be remarkably exact 
and vigilant, breaking off his discourse 
at a syllable, and remaining silent until 
what he had to do was done.

In a word, I should have set this man 
down as one of the safest of men to be 
employed in that capacity, but for the 
circumstance that while he was speak-
ing to me he twice broke off with a 
fallen colour, turned his face towards 
the little bell when it did NOT ring, 
opened the door of the hut (which was 

The  
Signalman
C. Dickens

Continued on p.7…
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The destruction of 
Waterloo’s iconic 1936 

signal box concealed a 
further significant loss: 
the illuminated diagram 
that was housed inside it. 
These stunning examples 
of signal box apparatus 
are used as a visual guide 
by the signal operators. 
Luminescent lines on a 
black background form an 
automated system that is 
synchronised in real time 
to indicate movement 
along the tracks. The 
diagram of most interest 
includes a depiction of 
the siding for the London 
Necropolis Railway 
(LNR), clearly visible 
at the bottom left of our 
photograph below. It is 
likely that this magnificent 
artefact has found its way 
into a private collection. 
Given its historical 
significance, railway 
enthusiasts and collectors 
of signalling and LNR 
memorabilia have been 
asked to come forward 
with any information of its 
whereabouts. And a note 
to anyone travelling on the 
main line into Waterloo 
today: if you happen to 
be on the southernmost 
side as you approach the 
station, the historic tracks 
of the Necropolis Railway 
siding, as depicted in the 
diagram, remain clearly 
visible.

Can You Throw Light  
on the Illuminated Diagram?

An official opening publicity photograph (detail) dated 19 October 1936 showing the platforms at the right hand side of the track diagram. 
Platform 1 is on the bottom right with the platform numbers rising to Platform 21 on the top right. The signal box is located in the middle 
of the picture 
Reproduced by kind permission of Mark Adlington’s website: www.wbsframe.mste.co.uk

Waterloo signal box on 11 August 1987
Reproduced by kind permission of Mark Adlington’s website: www.wbsframe.mste.co.uk; 
photo reproduced by kind permission of © David A. Ingham

The disused London Necropolis Railway tracks still visible today behind the 
Necropolis office building on Westminster Bridge Road
Photo reproduced by kind permission of © G.P. Milton
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proved it by experiments upon them-
selves. ‘As to an imaginary cry’, said I, 
‘do but listen for a moment to the wind 
in this unnatural valley while we speak 
so low, and to the wild harp it makes of 
the telegraph wires.’

That was all very well, he returned, 
after we had sat listening for a while, 
and he ought to know something of the 
wind and the wires, – he who so often 
passed long winter nights there, alone 
and watching. But he would beg to 
remark that he had not finished.

I asked his pardon, and he slowly 
added these words, touching my arm, –

‘Within six hours after the Appear-
ance, the memorable accident on this 
Line happened, and within ten hours 
the dead and wounded were brought 
along through the tunnel over the spot 
where the figure had stood.’

A disagreeable shudder crept over 
me, but I did my best against it. It was 
not to be denied, I rejoined, that this 
was a remarkable coincidence, calcu-
lated deeply to impress his mind. But 
it was unquestionable that remarka-
ble coincidences did continually occur, 
and they must be taken into account 
in dealing with such a subject. Though 
to be sure I must admit, I added (for 
I thought I saw that he was going to 
bring the objection to bear upon me), 
men of common sense did not allow 
much for coincidences in making the 
ordinary calculations of life.

He again begged to remark that he 
had not finished.

I again begged his pardon for being 
betrayed into interruptions.

‘This’, he said, again laying his hand 
upon my arm, and glancing over his 
shoulder with hollow eyes, ‘was just a 
year ago. Six or seven months passed, 
and I had recovered from the surprise 
and shock, when one morning, as the 
day was breaking, I, standing at the 
door, looked towards the red light, and 
saw the spectre again.’ He stopped, 
with a fixed look at me.

‘Did it cry out?’
‘No. It was silent.’
‘Did it wave its arm?’
‘No. It leaned against the shaft of the 

light, with both hands before the face. 
Like this.’

Once more I followed his action with 
my eyes. It was an action of mourning. 
I have seen such an attitude in stone 
figures on tombs.

‘Did you go up to it?’
‘I came in and sat down, partly to 

collect my thoughts, partly because it 
had turned me faint. When I went to 
the door again, daylight was above me, 
and the ghost was gone.’

‘But nothing followed? Nothing came 
of this?’

He touched me on the arm with 
his forefinger twice or thrice giving a 
ghastly nod each time:– 

‘That very day, as a train came out 
of the tunnel, I noticed, at a carriage 
window on my side, what looked like 
a confusion of hands and heads, and 
something waved. I saw it just in time 
to signal the driver, Stop! He shut off, 
and put his brake on, but the train 
drifted past here a hundred and fifty 
yards or more. I ran after it, and, as I 
went along, heard terrible screams and 
cries. A beautiful young lady had died 
instantaneously in one of the compart-
ments, and was brought in here, and 
laid down on this floor between us.’

Involuntarily I pushed my chair back, 
as I looked from the boards at which he 
pointed to himself.

‘True, sir. True. Precisely as it hap-
pened, so I tell it you.’

I could think of nothing to say, to 
any purpose, and my mouth was very 

kept shut to exclude the unhealthy 
damp), and looked out towards the 
red light near the mouth of the tunnel. 
On both of those occasions, he came 
back to the fire with the inexplicable 
air upon him which I had remarked, 
without being able to define, when we 
were so far asunder.

Said I, when I rose to leave him, ‘You 
almost make me think that I have met 
with a contented man.’

(I am afraid I must acknowledge that 
I said it to lead him on).

‘I believe I used to be so’, he rejoined, 
in the low voice in which he had first 
spoken; ‘but I am troubled, sir, I am 
troubled.’

He would have recalled the words if 
he could. He had said them, however, 
and I took them up quickly.

‘With what? What is your trouble?’
‘It is very difficult to impart, sir. It is 

very, very difficult to speak of. If ever 
you make me another visit, I will try to 
tell you.’

‘But I expressly intend to make you 
another visit. Say, when shall it be?’

‘I go off early in the morning, and 
I shall be on again at ten to-morrow 
night, sir.’

‘I will come at eleven.’
He thanked me, and went out at the 

door with me. ‘I’ll show my white light, 
sir’, he said, in his peculiar low voice, 
‘till you have found the way up. When 
you have found it, don’t call out! And 
when you are at the top, don’t call out!’

His manner seemed to make the 
place strike colder to me, but I said no 
more than, ‘Very well.’

‘And when you come down tomorrow 
night, don’t call out! Let me ask you a 
parting question. What made you cry, 
“Halloa! Below there!” tonight?’

‘Heaven knows’, said I. ‘I cried some-
thing to that effect – ’

‘Not to that effect, sir. Those were the 
very words. I know them well.’

‘Admit those were the very words. I 
said them, no doubt, because I saw you 
below.’

‘For no other reason?’
‘What other reason could I possibly 

have?’
‘You had no feeling that they were 

conveyed to you in any supernatural 
way?’

‘No.’
He wished me good-night, and held 

up his light. I walked by the side of the 
down Line of rails (with a very disa-
greeable sensation of a train coming 
behind me) until I found the path. It 
was easier to mount than to descend, 
and I got back to my inn without any 
adventure.

Punctual to my appointment, I placed 
my foot on the first notch of the zigzag 
next night, as the distant clocks were 
striking eleven. He was waiting for me 
at the bottom, with his white light on. 
‘I have not called out’, I said, when we 
came close together; ‘may I speak now?’ 
‘By all means, sir.’ ‘Good-night, then, 
and here’s my hand.’ ‘Good-night, sir, 
and here’s mine.’ With that we walked 
side by side to his box, entered it, closed 
the door, and sat down by the fire.

‘I have made up my mind, sir’, he 
began, bending forward as soon as we 
were seated, and speaking in a tone but 
a little above a whisper, ‘that you shall 
not have to ask me twice what troubles 
me. I took you for someone else yester-
day evening. That troubles me.’

‘That mistake?’
‘No. That some one else.’
‘Who is it?’
‘I don’t know.’
‘Like me?’
‘I don’t know. I never saw the face. 

The left arm is across the face, and the 
right arm is waved, – violently waved. 
This way.’

I followed his action with my eyes, and 
it was the action of an arm gesticulating, 

with the utmost passion and vehemence, 
‘For God’s sake, clear the way!’

‘One moonlight night’, said the man, 
‘I was sitting here, when I heard a voice 
cry, “Halloa! Below there!” I started 
up, looked from that door, and saw this 
Someone else standing by the red light 
near the tunnel, waving as I just now 
showed you. The voice seemed hoarse 
with shouting, and it cried, “Look out! 
Look out!” And then again, “Halloa! 
Below there! Look out!” I caught up 
my lamp, turned it on red, and ran 
towards the figure, calling, “What’s 
wrong? What has happened? Where?” 
It stood just outside the blackness of 
the tunnel. I advanced so close upon 
it that I wondered at its keeping the 
sleeve across its eyes. I ran right up at 
it, and had my hand stretched out to 
pull the sleeve away, when it was gone.’

‘Into the tunnel?’ said I.
‘No. I ran on into the tunnel, five 

hundred yards. I stopped, and held 
my lamp above my head, and saw the 
figures of the measured distance, and 
saw the wet stains stealing down the 
walls and trickling through the arch. I 
ran out again faster than I had run in 
(for I had a mortal abhorrence of the 
place upon me), and I looked all round 
the red light with my own red light, and 
I went up the iron ladder to the gallery 
atop of it, and I came down again, and 
ran back here. I telegraphed both ways, 
“An alarm has been given. Is anything 
wrong?” The answer came back, both 
ways, “All well.”’

Resisting the slow touch of a frozen 
finger tracing out my spine, I showed 
him how that this figure must be a de-
ception of his sense of sight; and how 
that figures, originating in disease of 
the delicate nerves that minister to 
the functions of the eye, were known 
to have often troubled patients, some 
of whom had become conscious of the 
nature of their affliction, and had even 

An official opening publicity photograph dated 19 October 1936 showing the centre section or lever frame 2  
with its 159 levers and one of the three train booking desks 
Reproduced by kind permission of Mark Adlington’s website: www.wbsframe.mste.co.uk Continued on p.8…
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yesterday evening when I was here, and 
you went to the door?’

‘Twice.’
‘Why, see’, said I, ‘how your imag-

ination misleads you. My eyes were 
on the bell, and my ears were open to 
the bell, and if I am a living man, it did 
NOT ring at those times. No, nor at any 
other time, except when it was rung in 
the natural course of physical things by 
the station communicating with you.’

He shook his head. ‘I have never made 
a mistake as to that yet, sir. I have never 
confused the spectre’s ring with the 
man’s. The ghost’s ring is a strange vi-
bration in the bell that it derives from 
nothing else, and I have not asserted that 
the bell stirs to the eye. I don’t wonder 
that you failed to hear it. But I heard it.’

‘And did the spectre seem to be there, 
when you looked out?’

‘It was there.’
‘Both times?’
He repeated firmly: ‘Both times.’
‘Will you come to the door with me, 

and look for it now?’
He bit his under lip as though he 

were somewhat unwilling, but arose. I 
opened the door, and stood on the step, 
while he stood in the doorway. There 
was the Danger-light. There was the 
dismal mouth of the tunnel. There were 
the high, wet stone walls of the cutting. 
There were the stars above them.

‘Do you see it?’ I asked him, taking 
particular note of his face. His eyes 
were prominent and strained, but not 
very much more so, perhaps, than my 
own had been when I had directed 
them earnestly towards the same spot.

‘No’, he answered. ‘It is not there.’
‘Agreed’, said I.
We went in again, shut the door, and 

resumed our seats. I was thinking how 
best to improve this advantage, if it 
might be called one, when he took up 
the conversation in such a matter-of-
course way, so assuming that there 
could be no serious question of fact 
between us, that I felt myself placed in 
the weakest of positions.

‘By this time you will fully under-
stand, sir’, he said, ‘that what troubles 
me so dreadfully is the question, What 
does the spectre mean?’

I was not sure, I told him, that I did 
fully understand.

‘What is its warning against?’ he said, 
ruminating, with his eyes on the fire, and 
only by times turning them on me. ‘What 
is the danger? Where is the danger? 
There is danger overhanging somewhere 
on the Line. Some dreadful calamity will 
happen. It is not to be doubted this third 
time, after what has gone before. But 
surely this is a cruel haunting of me.

What can I do?’
He pulled out his handkerchief, 

and wiped the drops from his heated 
forehead.

‘If I telegraph Danger, on either side 
of me, or on both, I can give no reason 
for it’, he went on, wiping the palms 
of his hands. ‘I should get into trouble, 
and do no good. They would think 
I was mad. This is the way it would 
work, – Message: “Danger! Take care!” 
Answer: “What Danger? Where?” 
Message: “Don’t know. But, for God’s 
sake, take care!” They would displace 
me. What else could they do?’

His pain of mind was most pitiable 
to see. It was the mental torture of a 
conscientious man, oppressed beyond 
endurance by an unintelligible respon-
sibility involving life.

‘When it first stood under the Dan-
ger-light’, he went on, putting his dark 
hair back from his head, and drawing 
his hands outward across and across his 
temples in an extremity of feverish dis-
tress, ‘why not tell me where that acci-
dent was to happen, – if it must happen? 
Why not tell me how it could be averted, 
– if it could have been averted? When on 
its second coming it hid its face, why not 
tell me, instead, “She is going to die. Let 
them keep her at home”? If it came, on 
those two occasions, only to show me 
that its warnings were true, and so to 
prepare me for the third, why not warn 
me plainly now? And I, Lord help me! 
A mere poor signalman on this solitary 
station! Why not go to somebody with 
credit to be believed, and power to act?’

When I saw him in this state, I saw that 
for the poor man’s sake, as well as for the 
public safety, what I had to do for the 
time was to compose his mind. There-
fore, setting aside all question of reality 
or unreality between us, I represented to 
him that whoever thoroughly discharged 
his duty must do well, and that at least it 
was his comfort that he understood his 
duty, though he did not understand these 
confounding Appearances. In this effort 
I succeeded far better than in the attempt 
to reason him out of his conviction. He 
became calm; the occupations incidental 
to his post as the night advanced began 
to make larger demands on his attention: 
and I left him at two in the morning. I 
had offered to stay through the night, but 
he would not hear of it.

That I more than once looked back at 
the red light as I ascended the pathway, 
that I did not like the red light, and that 
I should have slept but poorly if my bed 
had been under it, I see no reason to 
conceal. Nor did I like the two sequenc-
es of the accident and the dead girl. I 
see no reason to conceal that either.

But what ran most in my thoughts 
was the consideration how ought I to 
act, having become the recipient of this 
disclosure? I had proved the man to be 
intelligent, vigilant, painstaking, and 
exact; but how long might he remain so, 
in his state of mind? Though in a sub-
ordinate position, still he held a most 
important trust, and would I (for in-
stance) like to stake my own life on the 
chances of his continuing to execute it 
with precision?

Unable to overcome a feeling that 
there would be something treacherous 
in my communicating what he had told 
me to his superiors in the Company, 
without first being plain with himself 
and proposing a middle course to him, 
I ultimately resolved to offer to accom-
pany him (otherwise keeping his secret 
for the present) to the wisest medical 
practitioner we could hear of in those 
parts, and to take his opinion. A change 
in his time of duty would come round 
next night, he had apprised me, and 
he would be off an hour or two after 
sunrise, and on again soon after sunset. 
I had appointed to return accordingly.

Next evening was a lovely evening, 

and I walked out early to enjoy it. The 
sun was not yet quite down when I 
traversed the field-path near the top 
of the deep cutting. I would extend my 
walk for an hour, I said to myself, half 
an hour on and half an hour back, and 
it would then be time to go to my sig-
nalman’s box.

Before pursuing my stroll, I stepped 
to the brink, and mechanically looked 
down, from the point from which I 
had first seen him. I cannot describe 
the thrill that seized upon me, when, 
close at the mouth of the tunnel, I saw 
the appearance of a man, with his left 
sleeve across his eyes, passionately 
waving his right arm.

The nameless horror that oppressed 
me passed in a moment, for in a 
moment I saw that this appearance 
of a man was a man indeed, and that 
there was a little group of other men, 
standing at a short distance, to whom 
he seemed to be rehearsing the gesture 
he made. The Danger-light was not yet 
lighted. Against its shaft, a little low 
hut, entirely new to me, had been made 
of some wooden supports and tarpau-
lin. It looked no bigger than a bed.

With an irresistible sense that some-
thing was wrong, – with a flashing 
self-reproachful fear that fatal mis-
chief had come of my leaving the man 
there, and causing no one to be sent to 
overlook or correct what he did, – I de-
scended the notched path with all the 
speed I could make.

‘What is the matter?’ I asked the men.
‘Signalman killed this morning, sir.’
‘Not the man belonging to that box?’
‘Yes, sir.’
‘Not the man I know?’
‘You will recognise him, sir, if you 

knew him,’ said the man who spoke 
for the others, solemnly uncovering his 
own head, and raising an end of the tar-
paulin, ‘for his face is quite composed.’

‘O, how did this happen, how did this 
happen?’ I asked, turning from one to 
another as the hut closed in again.

‘He was cut down by an engine, sir. No 
man in England knew his work better. 
But somehow he was not clear of the 
outer rail. It was just at broad day. He 
had struck the light, and had the lamp 
in his hand. As the engine came out of 
the tunnel, his back was towards her, 
and she cut him down. That man drove 
her, and was showing how it happened. 
Show the gentleman, Tom.’

The man, who wore a rough dark 
dress, stepped back to his former place 
at the mouth of the tunnel.

‘Coming round the curve in the 
tunnel, sir’, he said, ‘I saw him at the 
end, like as if I saw him down a per-
spective-glass. There was no time to 
check speed, and I knew him to be 
very careful. As he didn’t seem to take 
heed of the whistle, I shut it off when 
we were running down upon him, and 
called to him as loud as I could call.’

‘What did you say?’
‘I said, “Below there! Look out! Look 

out! For God’s sake, clear the way!”’
I started.
‘Ah! it was a dreadful time, sir. I never 

left off calling to him. I put this arm 
before my eyes not to see, and I waved 
this arm to the last; but it was no use.’

Without prolonging the narrative to 
dwell on any one of its curious circum-
stances more than on any other, I may, 
in closing it, point out the coincidence 
that the warning of the Engine-Driver 
included, not only the words which the 
unfortunate Signalman had repeated to 
me as haunting him, but also the words 
which I myself – not he – had attached, 
and that only in my own mind, to the 
gesticulation he had imitated.
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dry. The wind and the wires took up 
the story with a long lamenting wail.

He resumed. ‘Now, sir, mark this, and 
judge how my mind is troubled. The 
spectre came back a week ago. Ever 
since, it has been there, now and again, 
by fits and starts.’

‘At the light?’
‘At the Danger-light.’
‘What does it seem to do?’
He repeated, if possible with in-

creased passion and vehemence, that 
former gesticulation of, ‘For God’s 
sake, clear the way!’

Then he went on. ‘I have no peace 
or rest for it. It calls to me, for many 
minutes together, in an agonised 
manner, “Below there! Look out! Look 
out!” It stands waving to me. It rings 
my little bell – ’

I caught at that. ‘Did it ring your bell 

The Dead Man Under Review
There is renewed impetus for a 
Review of Safety Procedures after 
a report warned of the potential 
dangers of old technology on the 
contemporary Platform. The pessi-
mistically named ‘Dead Man’s Handle’ 
has been a safety feature since the 
nineteenth century. The logic is 
simple: pressure must be maintained 
on the operating device to indicate 
the full consciousness of the operator. 
If that pressure is removed, the power 
is cut off. However, a number of acci-

dents have occurred where constant 
pressure is applied via unconscious 
means. The Platform Accident Inves-
tigations Bureau said it was time to 
rethink the pros and cons of relying 
on a Dead Man. Prevailing wisdom 
suggests a second layer of safety 
via a newer vigilance device may be 
required to prevent any further such 
incidents. It is expected that the 
review will recommend that the Dead 
Man is phased out. 


