
Narrator: The next day was a rush of errands. They found the food Mrs Viney 
had left, and after breakfast, six small legs quite ached with running 
about while their owners carried things to their proper places. It was 
not until the afternoon that Mother said: 

Mother: There! That'll do for today. I'll lie down for an hour, so as to be as fresh 
as a lark by supper time  

Narrator: The children had only one thought, one thought between the three of 
them, a thought that came in two parts: Question – Where shall we go? 
Answer – To the railway. 

 
To the Railway 

 
Phyllis: Down from the hill, through the field and the gate, 
Bobbie: Gleaming as though it’s alive 
Peter: Down where it sits, where it’s lying in wait 
All children: Hoping that we might arrive 
 
 And we don’t even need to discuss 
 For it’s obvious where we should go 
 There’s a magic that calls to us 
 Full of secrets we’re desp’rate to know 
 
 To the railway, down to the line 
 Where the trains are travelling 
 To the railway, all of the time 
 As they race through the world, they’re free 
 It’s the only place we could be 
  
Peter: Here it comes again! The 9.15 up to London! 
Phyllis: The Green Dragon! 
Bobbie: The 10.7 down! 
Peter: The Worm of Wantley! 
Phyllis: The midnight town express! 
Bobbie: The Fearsome Fly-by-night! 
 
Peter: How do you know when the signal is down? 
Bobbie: When’s the most popular rail? 
Perks: Quarter past nine, going straight into town 
Phyllis: The Green Dragon! 



Perks: We calls her the Snail 
 
Phyllis: The Green Dragon's going where Father is. If it were a really real 

dragon, we could stop it and ask it to take our love to him. 
Peter: Dragons don't carry people's love. They’d be above it. 
Phyllis: Yes, they do! If you tame them. I wonder why Father never writes to us. 
Bobbie: Mother says he's been too busy. 
Phyllis: I say, let’s all wave to the Green Dragon as it goes by. If it's a magic 

dragon, it'll understand and take our loves to Father. 
All children: [Waving their handkerchiefs] Take our love to Father! Take our love to 

Father! 
Bobbie: Oh! Look at that old gentleman waving back! [They wave more 

vigorously] 
 
Children: And there’s no telling who’s in each seat 
 As the carriages go screaming by 

And there’s no telling whom you might meet 
 As off through the country they fly 
 
 To the railway, down to the line 
 Can’t you take us home with you? 
 Say he hears us, send us a sign 
 As they race through the world, they’re free  
 It’s the only place we could be 
 
Bobbie: Mr Perks really is most delightful company 
Peter: And now we know that the lamps in front of engines are called 

headlights and the ones at the back are taillights 
Phyllis: And that just shows that trains really are dragons in disguise, with 

proper heads and tails 
 
All children: [Waving their handkerchiefs] Take our love to Father! Hullo, old 

gentleman! 
 
 Ev’ry morning, every night 
 We keep watching 
 As they rush down the tracks so fast  
 In our only real link to the past 
 



 To the railway, down to the line 
 Where the trains are travelling 
 To the railway, all of the time 
 As they race through the world, they’re free  
 It’s the only place we could be 
 


