Down by the station, early in the morning...

Well maybe it wasn't early, more like just after middelyen eight of us turned up to
look at and ride steam trains at The Durundur Railway@dford. Standing at the

station was a resplendent little steam engine, buil®52 to haul cane, now hauling

three open cars with tourists through the bush in WoodfBirdt we had our lunch in
the picnic grounds beside the station and watched timeléaare and in time return.

Then it was our turn to ride the little rattler. Rhigcovered the loco driver used to
drive an R16 in time gone by; maybe that’s what drove begn? The train chuffed
down the track doing what steam trains like to do foristairblow steam and smoke.
Due to running costs the steam train was burning wood ratheictal so didn’'t have
that familiar smell that some of us love and othee latt on the plus side there was
Nno soot in your eyes.

The journey was relatively short but to our pleasant s@rpoisk us to another station
at Stoney Brook cottage. Stoney Brook is a B&B arfd sat in sprawling gardens in
the backblocks of Woodford somewhere. So we got offrthe and wandered
around the gardens discussing plants — well when nearaimen folk at least. Then
it was time for coffee and cake in the café. Evehiwed caught our train back to the
main station and | think we all had a better day thexeeted. Some of us stayed
around a little longer looking through the train junk yakb, not for old Renaults!

1. Phil chats up the driver.



2. Little choo choo.

3. Discussion on gardens, what else.



