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A few years ago while trekking around the country, | came
acrossan old mate of mine. Harry waslivinginaclassiclittle
shanty perched atop aravine. | wasinvitedinsdewhereinhis
modest little homewe had acuppaand achat about old times.
After awhileheoffered to show mearound. Theland he oc-
cupiedwassmadl for arura plot, alittlegrassand afew bushes
and attached to anearby tree, alaundry line. But afew steps &
from his back door we beheld afantastic view of the Nok

River Ravine many feet below. In the distance| could just
spot therailway linewinding it' sway down to the settlement
of Nok whereareasonably sized railway station and facilities
wereevident.

Stepping back ins de we took afew paceﬁ and wewere at the front
door. Just outsderunstherailway line climbing up theravineheading to
Dipstick located to the east of our location. Right outside the door the
linecrossesagorgewith anold stedl trussbridgemuchin need of acoat
of paint.

Onething led to another and on awhim, we decided to bike downto
thenearby waystop and gofor atrainride. Harry knew thedriver of the
coming freight train and said hewould arrangefor usto haveacabride.
Inaflash | whipped out my cameraand asked if photo stopswereon,
towhichthereply “quitepossibly”, delighted me. Harry doubled meon
hisbiketo the stop wherewewaited for thetrainto arrive.

It was not long before our
train arrived. Hauled by
BDb55, it consisted of an Hc
cattle wagon and a 30ft
guardsvan. Not quitewhat |
hadinmind, but beggarscan’t
be choosers and | certainly
could not get my money
back. Our horselooked alit-
tle the worse for wear with
plenty of signsof rust, dust
and decay. The funnel had
an oily shine and oil laden
dust caked theglandsaround
thecylinders. Oily stregksran
downthedriverssidecylin- . ' :
der wrapperswhereit had leaked out of theWestl nghouse pump. Thedriver went around checkingtheoil reservesand
greasing where necessary to keep the old girl inworking order - whatever that might be. Whilewewaited for awater
refill, wewereentertained with thearriva of apretty pink Dj locomotive. Bringingamuch larger trainthan ours, it would
bethereawhilebefore getting theright of way toleaveagain. Being abit short onfilmand moreinterested in the steamer,
| chosenot to take any photosof the Dj. | haveregretted that decision.




We are soon underway with John driving and Freddy on
theshove, we head out along thelineand beforelong enter
ashort tunnel. Upon emerging from thetunnel aworkman's
hut and motorised jigger comeintoview. Therehasbeena
dlip and we are required to reduce speed as we pass by.
Thedip hasbeen contained by driving oldrall intotheground
" backed up with boulders. With ablast from thewhistle our
short train passed this scene by. John spurred Freddy on,

Further dongthelinel could not resist taking aphoto of a
farmershouse. Itlooked sotranquil init'ssetting with the
farmerstractor outside where hehad leftit. Theground
wasnot wonderful, however thetidy houseand maintained
tractor indicated acomfortableliving wasbeing made.
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Wetrundled along through rura farmland heading for the
distant mountains. Soon bush clad terrain surrounded us
astheBb echoedit’sway upthevaley withit'sdiminutive
train. Getting low in coal Freddy and John discussed the
best place to load, deciding that we would have to take
someat the next station, Wherarwi. Thecoal up herewas
not as good as that at Nok, so Freddy thought he would
only takeenough to cover that leg of thetrip andload upto
the brim with the good stuff at Nok. A mile or so from
Wherarwi, John dowed theenginewhilewe crossed abuilt
beam bridge. Hesaid it was quite safe, but just wanted to takeit abit easy. A few feet below usastream trickles by
splashing over boulders. John said that eveninthewinter timewhenit rained mogt, theleve of thestreamdid not rise by
that much, andin thesummer therewasawayssomewater flowing, whichwasjust aswel sinceit wasthewater supply
for afew housesdowninthevalley.
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Codling at Wherarwi took about half an hour to complete
by thetimewe had hand filled the bucket severa times. It
did not help that theold Bb had afew air leaksreducing the
effectivenessof the pneumatic coding crane.




‘;[ Finished coaling, we moved up to thewater vat to re-
plenish our suppliesafter thedog up thevalley. Onour
waly agan wewere back into rough country to continue
. our journey to Dipstick. Running along ashelf of rock
dropping away into a deep ravine, John and Freddy
- hadan easy timekeeping thetrain running swiftly dong.
¢ John announced that soon wewould be entering acut-

ting that would lead usto ahigh steel trussbridgecrossinga
very deep bush clad valley and said that we were nearing the
end of our run for theday. Sweeping around the next curve
thetrain rumbled out onto themassivested structure. Themain
centre pier cast aweird shadow on the bush clad rocks far
below. Therocky terrain |svery stable, but caused problems e 3
LN " - U RN for theengineersblagtingtheir way
iy ' e through at each end of the bridge.

| Theline passed through several
deep and bush lined cuttings be-
=u foreleading into along dark tun-
' | nel. Emerging into the daylight
once again the scenehad changed
L | intoapicturesquerurd vistawith
# thelinefollowingalazy river lagh
ing it's way through the rocks.
Nearing our destination now we
slow before stopping on a plate
girder bridgeat the Dipstick home
signal. After abrief wait we are
| clearedtorun past thesignal and
. wepull into the station, our jour-
" | ney over. Harry and | bid our fare-
" wedlsand offer thanksfor theride
¢ to John and Freddy. Our funis
over anditistimefor theloco crew

to have a break =
before coupling = ¢

Up More wagons
" fromtheyard and
¥ | continuingonthar
5. way. For usitis
time for another
cuppa and to £
close the photo
. dbum and care- |
fuIIy put it back e
1 onthesndf.




