
We were not able to meet up with the boat for the first Pullman
Cruise, so we joined the second sitting. Pops drove to through the
Ahern County's main drag down to the depot at Mertonford.
Actually this is in the suburb of Fairlie, to the southwest of
Mertonford itself.
The line was cut back to the depot
and the roadside trackage
abandoned before WW 2.  Highway
widening and redevelopment has
removed all traces of this route.
There is a freight siding which is
operated by a small short line

company.  Still steam.  It serves a couple of industries in Mertonford and
runs past the Fairlie depot to Mertonford Fuels quay side operation. In fact
as we parked up I had a chance to take a couple of pictures of their steam
loco backing off the lead to the fuel company.  Quite a sight.
Car parked up, Pop made sure of our tickets and batteries for the old 16
mm. I had the Kodak with its new 16 ASA slide film. We walked past a car
dealership, all “classic” cars.  Pop stood there for some time looking, I was
afraid we might miss our train and ran ahead.  Cross tracks and the old lead
into the road, this used to go to Mertonford. It now dives into tarmac, just
past the bar and company offices. Nighthawks had a couple of people only

there in the mid afternoon. I
ran through the depot
entrance, past their diner and
shop onto the cinder platform.
Our train already had an
engine on the point.  Pump
clicking and hissing the safety
valves just on the point of

lifting.  A couple of scruffy kids, all grease and braces ran past and down onto the tracks alongside.  A whistle
form outside the station signalled the approach of another train.  The taller of the kids stood to the side of
the track, hand raised.
Pops caught up and we walked the length of our train.  We were seated next to the engine, but separated
from it by the kitchen section of our car. A car called “Casey”- after Jones may be?  A girl showed us to our
seats.  The car was nearly full.  Seated by a window and at a table full of cutlery.  Silver service for a early
dinner today. The loco hooted as the guy on the platform shouted “All aboard!”
The other train had stopped and another hoot, with hardly a shudder we drew away from the station.  and
swung round the end of the bay towards West Mertonford...
Past the loco shed, empty now, we passed a line of hopper cars hiding behind the trees.  A muddy bay showed
that the tide was out.  Briefly we had a view of the length of the creek from our side of the car. A view soon

cut off by trees and a stout wooden shed.  One of the industries
sitting by the West Mertonford waterside. Another sharp curve then
the train swung out onto a long straight. Passing more industries
sitting beneath West Mertonford town itself.  This was part of the
reason for the line's survival.  The community of West Mertonford
needed the jobs and industry, but local ordinances prevented direct
truck access for the bulk commodities.  Grundy's plant here was the
reason for the hopper cars, full of a white stone.  Used for man made
cast stone products, so the sign reads! There was one glimpse of the
New England timber church before we slowed to pass the West
Mertonford depot. Being the Pullman, we do not stop here and the



depot passes behind as we turn and accelerate into the first tunnel on our route.
A waiter asks us for our orders. Pops orders; as usual.
 A long hoot from the engine and we emerge into the light.  Town has gone, so has the water.  The loco is
barking louder as we climb between hills covered in trees.
On our left are wooded hills. Some leaning down to the track side. These are the Guardian Hills and separate
this valley from the Catwaters and the Independents.
To our right when not running through belts of standing timber, mainly pine, is a patchwork of cattle farms.
Looking at the animals seen, mostly milking herds.  Milk was once an important traffic for the line, one

lost shortly before the '42 war.
The line suddenly swings tight into a bluff of the Guardians
this is the foot of the route leading to Helvahyke viewpoint.
The engine wails once more and we slow.  Under a wooden
road bridge, a chimney is just visible.  This belongs to
Lawnton Brewery, another former traffic partner.
Alongside us in our shallow valley are grassy banks to one
side and some
i n d u s t r i a l
buildings to
the other.
Several spotted
freight cars

show this is a very active yard. A long hoot as we pass the signal
the bell ringing loudly still as our car passes by. This bell allows
the train to draw into the depot.  If we had been highballing
the depot agent would have come out and locked it into the
clear position..  Down, as it was, the loco bell sounds and we
slow and swing in to the platforms of Lornton Junction.
Our main course has arrived.  Hard now to look around and at
what is on offer on our plates! Another bell and whistle crow and a train draws into the platform adjacent
to ours.  This train has run into the long platform hiding the active scrap yard from our windows.
Meal or no.  I had to jump down and see what was happening when amid blue diesel fumes and quacking

horn.  A yellow doodlebug had pulled into the bay
platform opposite Lornton's second depot building.
It was then I saw that this still had the town's name
with its British spelling ;”Lawnton”. I scrambled
aboard and back to the dish in hand as our loco rang
and hooted its way past the printing works on our
right.  The line curves tightly past this building.
On the opposite side of our train, and the yard, the
blue covered hopper cars of Rice's Talc Works are
being pushed onto the discharge track by their road
tractor.
Not being a weekday the  grass covered yard stands
empty, not even a single empty car sitting there
awaiting dispatch. Another hoot and a sharp curve.
A hoot and the light dims as we enter a sharply

curving tunnel.
It was this piece of line that delayed the construction of the
route through to Pine Tree.  Three tunnels and two large steel
trestles. Another curve and more hooting we slowly drift past
the wooden platform, only a half car long for Castle Rock itself.
A path leads from here up to the folly constructed after WW 1
by the owner of Castle Rock Salvage.  He thought the one thing
missing from Castle Rock was a castle, so why not a “ruin”?
Some mates from service days and on a nearby base supplied
materials.  The place is a good start to look at the Cat
Mountains and overlook the Lawnton Valley below.



Past the halt, only descending trains stop there, a point to note if you are planning on not having a longer
walk home than intended, we swing onto a tall steel trestle.  This over the Norman River,  This carries the
track over a spirited stream the water fast running from the narrow Kalmbach Water. Of this trestle we
swing into a tunnel less than a passenger car long.
Out of this tunnel  we roll over a longer and much more
curvaceous trestle. Known to all as KWY Trestle this is a great
bathing spot.  Looking down I saw a couple of canoeists
waving up at us.  The Avon River joins the Norman a short
way down stream.  The steady flow coming from the

wide waters of
Deliverance Lake.
Once off the trestle
the line clings to a

shelf cut into the
mountainside.  Here is a
sharp gradient.  The line
drops us into Pinetree
tunnel. This tunnel has a
sharp curve which used to
drop the tracks into the

outskirts of the town.  Now we enter the line's new depot.
The track into Pine Tree was sold off for redevelopment. So, now as
soon as we pass the skyline loaded hopper for Grundy's the engine bell starts to clang and the engineers
makes the hooter give a long wail as we brake for a spell into the passenger arrival platform.  The brakes
squeal for the final stop.
Despite all there is to see here.  Across the car, I could just make out the Tri-Ang Minic (VT) factory.  Here
they make a ride on train system, just great for the back yard! I don't suppose one would fit in our Duplex
though.  Another hoot and a slight shudder.  Another locomotive has backed onto us. A shout from the
platform and we pull out of the depot again.  No chance to look at the depot or anything else here on this
trip.
Still the table is cleared and I can see the sweet trolley wheeling towards us as we re enter the tunnel out of
Pine Tree.
Looking out of the window as we re cross KWY Trestle I catch sight of some kids swimming.  Not sure the

water looks that warm down there!
Choosing dessert  and the serving of same, takes us past the signal on the
approach to Lornton.  This time we slow and swing in, towards that empty
yard and Rice's Talc plant.  Rounding the curve we run through the
platform and slow further for the  Borchester Branch's depot.  Here we
have a few minutes to wait.  It is for the return trip of that doodlebug.  The
ice cream was not quite finished as the doodlebug burbled to a halt and bell
ringing we drew further into the deep cutting through the Independents.
The line twists and turns through heavy wooded country.  About half of
the timber is a species almost unique to the Ahern County area, the New
England Gum.  At least that is what the British called it when they first
saw them. It is a hard wood, but
not a eucalypt, it says in my
nature book! Apart from trees
and an occasional glimpse of

distant rivers this part of the journey is slow and scenic. It is the
oldest part of narrow gauge track in the county.  We are slowly
winding along a contour route.  It was this route that cost wise
resulted in the old Bedford Falls Portage line being dropped to
two feet gauge from standard.
The cutting narrows further and we cross a narrow gorge.  A white
painted timber “A” frame bridge carries us over the arm of the



Catwaters. Behind another stone block and under a tall footbridge, bell sounding we slow to walking pace
as we pass Pen Pool depot.
Hey! it sells ice cream and pop there too!
 Bell ringing still, we run over a shallow wooden trestle curving over the wider arm of the feed waters into
Catwater.  These are an area of steep hills and lookouts all but surrounded by a loop of the Peedee river.
The formation of this has puzzled many geologists for years.  A hard rocky base and layers of soft sands may
have helped here.  The Pen Pool depot, apart from selling ice cream and rowing boat hire also has maps and

card of the area.  Just a short walk away, up the path to
the lookout is the base station of the Gravett's Hill Gravity
Railway.  A funicular allowing views to be seen from the
tallest point on the Independents.
 The curvature of the line decreases and there is a wide
river on our left.  Soon hidden by more industries,

especially the tall brick tower
which forms the loading
plant for those blue Rice's
Talc hopper cars. We draw to

a halt in the depot.
Pops leaves a tip for the train crew and we
collect our bags and climb down onto the platform. Out
of the depot and over the crossing.  A hike past those sheds
and shops,  a model train store among them, not time to
stop as we cross behind the small cinema and walk the
board walk to the pier.
The wooden steamer is sitting alongside the pier.  Plenty of time to look
around, should have looked longer at that train store! Pops sits in the
lounge and orders coffee.  I'll scrounge some money and see what the diner has to offer.
A hoot and burble makes me look up.  A silver two car rail bus runs towards Borchester.  It is the train from
Bedford Falls.
A long growl from the boats hooter and we pull out into the river.  This run is the shorter of the two journeys
made each day by this ship.  This time we are going “downhill” towards the sea. Soon, after more trees and
riverside villages we will moor up by Mertonford Depot and our car.

The Bridges of Ahern County




