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for blind children and adults. George Stanley Wilkinson was the best storyteller. 
He was kind: tenderhearted.
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Museum and any other names and characters portrayed in the story are the 
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dead is entirely coincidental.
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Chapter 1

Time for Change

Liana was angry.  She was angry with her father and now she was angry 
with her teacher.  Deep inside she was also angry about her mother.  
Given her hair, which was almost red, you might have imagined that 

Liana would show her anger but you would be wrong.  Liana was extremely 
good at keeping her feelings to herself.  The classroom had steamed up.  Liana 
felt stifled.  In just a few minutes the bell would go and she would be out in the 
longed-for fresh air.
 The proper teacher had been off  school for a while and there had been one 
supply teacher after another.  now they had a student, Miss Wells.  Everyone 
liked Miss Wells, including Liana.  She looked more like a big sister than a 
teacher, but she didn’t stand any messing about.  Out of  her huge file she 
produced some really interesting lessons with lots of  different things to do.  Since 
Miss Wells arrived time in school had raced along, that is until lunchtime today.  
Liana had gone back into the classroom to collect the coffee mug Miss Wells had 
left on the desk, when she caught sight of  her own name in the open file:

‘Liana (pronounced Lee-anna) Lagrange Emerson --------- loner or lonely?’

 Was she lonely? Liana didn’t think so.  Did Miss Wells think she had no 
friends? She would have really liked a special friend, someone she could trust and 
share thoughts with.  it was not as if  she was ever left out of  things.  There was 
always someone to be with if  she wanted.  Before her father changed his job and 
they moved to York, Liana had a best friend in London.  When she first started at 
her new school, girls in her class had often invited Liana home for tea, especially 
when they heard about her mother.  Somehow she had felt uncomfortable in 
busy kitchens with mothers cooking or rushing in from work.  it wasn’t that easy 
to invite friends home with her either, although her dad would not mind if  she 
did.  Perhaps she was a loner?  Liana looked it up in her dictionary whilst the 
afternoon register was being taken and that made her really cross.  Just because 
you don’t mind being on your own doesn’t mean you prefer not to be with 
others.  Why did people have to try and label you anyway?
 ‘Goodbye,’ Liana shouted cheerfully to her friends as she pulled on her coat.  
Miss Wells must have heard them calling back.  it was good to feel the cool air 
but Liana still felt miserable and anxious.  Usually she loved the walk across York 
after school.  She could have gone straight home.  She liked The Red House with 
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its tall bay windows and deep red paint, but the three-storey Victorian house was 
large and empty on your own.  Most nights Liana walked to the Museum to meet 
her dad when he finished work at 6 o’clock.  The receptionists, the explainers, in 
fact just about everyone who worked at the National Railway Museum, knew her 
father.  Liana had to report to the desk when she arrived but she was trusted to 
wander around for the last quiet hour until they closed.
 Liana walked slowly at first, kicking the damp leaves, whilst she tried to decide 
which route to take to the Museum.  Today she decided to walk through Monk 
Bar and past the shops.  She would buy a gingerbread person at Thomas the 
Bakers to cheer herself  up.  York, not a huge city, with its centre surrounded by 
medieval stone walls, feels smaller than it really is.  Liana liked the web of  narrow 
streets busy with tourists.
 ‘People come from the ends of  the 
earth to visit our railway collection,’ 
she could hear her dad saying.
 at this time of  day many people were 
making their way home or back to 
hotels.  Liana was walking against the 
flow.  A sudden voice made her jump.
 ‘Excuse me pet, could you tell us if  
this is the right way to Union Terrace 
Coach Park?’
 She knew, and had answered this 
one often.  Many of  the tourists she 
met sounded as if  they came from 
no further away than newcastle.  
She liked the sound of  the names 
of  the streets in York: Jubbergate, 
Coppergate, Grape Lane, Whip-Ma-
Whop-Ma Gate, The Shambles.  She 
walked on along Goodramgate 
towards the huge, honey coloured 
Minster, a towering signpost over 
York.  Lights were already on in 
some of  the shops and inside the 
walls the city felt welcoming.  What 
would she find in the Museum? 
She kept a flicker of  hope but her 
strongest feeling was dread.
  Thomas the Bakers was almost 
empty which was unusual.  Liana put 
the white crinkly bag containing just 
one ginger person in her coat pocket.  She usually bought two 
but today she was not thinking of  pleasing her father.  He had 
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been so stubborn about Coppernob.  He didn’t even seem sorry that he was 
causing her so much embarrassment.  She tried so hard to talk to him, to 
know him better and find out more about herself, but he had clever ways of  
changing the conversation.  It was even more difficult to get his attention now 
he had stopped telling her stories at bedtime.  Her dad had always done that.  
The coming of  the railways was his favourite subject, describing the people 
and their problems as if  he had been there himself.  Liana missed the stories 
and hearing his voice as she relaxed and felt sleepy.  He looked after her 
and gave her anything she needed, but at the same time he kept a distance 
between them.  Liana guessed it was because of  her mother, but as he would 
not talk about her she felt left out of  her own story.  She had no relatives 
that she knew of, so there was nobody else to ask.  it had been a good idea 
to meet her father at the Railway Museum as she used the walk home to talk 
to him and that was worth the hour she had to wait.  There was plenty to do 
in the Museum, but Liana had long since tired of  the activities and the truth 
was that she was not all that keen on trains, except Coppernob.
 When she was younger Liana’s father would call her ‘copper knob’ and ruffle 
her copper coloured hair.  He didn’t do this so much now but the connection 
had been made with the engine and Liana usually went to look at her on the 
turntable, to pass the time until her father was ready to go home.  Coppernob 
had been given her name because of  her bright, copper firebox dome.  There 
was something about the reddish-brown engine called Coppernob that made 
you feel she had a personality.  Coppernob looked as if  she had survived a 
hard life.  She reminded Liana of  a patient old horse put out to rest in a field.  
Despite being battered and old, her elegant chimney and huge copper dome 
glinted warmly under the spotlight in the Museum, attracting both children 
and grown-ups.  She deserved her special place in the centre of  the turntable.  
The other engines facing her in a circle gave the old engine a special air of  
importance, and that had led Liana to write the poem.  all the Year 6 children 
at her school had been asked to write a story or a poem for the infants.  How 
she wished she had chosen something else to write about.
 in the Railway Museum Jenny was pleased to be back working on the entrance 
desk for the last hour, having spent most of  the day serving in the gift shop.
 ‘What a day,’ Jenny said, sitting down and slipping off  her shoes under the 
desk.  an older woman nodded in agreement as she collected her things to 
leave, but she carried on her conversation from earlier in the day as if  Jenny 
had never been away.
 ‘as i was telling you before, i don’t like him.  Dr Emerson might be good for 
the exhibits and the visitors, but he could be more friendly to us.’
 ‘Well, i think he is a good manager,’ Jenny replied.  ‘The Railway Museum is 
much better for his new ideas.  Since Mark Emerson arrived we have been busier 
than ever.  There has never been a more successful summer than the last one.’
 The older receptionist walked round the desk to leave but then turned back.
  ‘Maybe the changes are a good thing, Jenny, but i feel sorry for his daughter.  
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She is so serious.  it can’t be easy for her living with him on her own.  He 
doesn’t smile much does he? it must get boring for her coming to meet him 
every day.  i hope he appreciates her.’
 ‘Shhh,’ Jenny started to put her shoes back on, ‘i can see Liana coming.  at 
least there is plenty for her to do here whilst she waits.’
 When she arrived at the Museum Liana was pleased to see Jenny, the chatty 
young receptionist, at the Main Entrance desk.
  ‘Have they moved Coppernob?’ she asked.
  ‘i’m afraid they might have, Liana.  i’ve not had a chance to look yet so 
I don’t know where they’ve put her.  It seems there are to be some major 
changes.  You’d better go and look.’
 a small ray of  hope had lingered long enough for Liana to feel the bitterness 
of  disappointment.  On the turntable stood the wrong engine.  it had the 
wrong name and was the wrong colour.  Coppernob had gone.  How would 
she explain this at school? Liana’s poem about Coppernob had not only been 
chosen to be made into a book, but the infants and their teachers had liked it 
so much they had planned a trip to the Railway Museum.  They wanted to 
see Coppernob on the turntable and the other engines Liana had used in her 
poem.  She had begged her father to delay this move for a few more days.  He 
had the authority; she felt certain.
 ‘Things are complicated just at the moment,’ he had said, but he hadn’t 
explained.  if  he did not understand how she felt it was because he didn’t care 
enough to listen and find out.  
 Coppernob was still there in the Great Hall but now she was crammed in 
between a huge engine, with one side removed to show the workings inside, 
and two other small engines.  You could no longer stand back and see her 
outline and painted rectangle shapes.  The lovely old firebox and her brass 
number 3 did not seem to shine so much out of  the spotlight and the dents and 
scratches were easier to see.  Liana felt sad.  Walking round the old engine she 
looked more closely at the paint and ran her fingers over the numerous holes.  
at least Coppernob was now touchable.  What stories could Coppernob tell, 
she wondered? Had the old engine been damaged on purpose?
 With a cautious look around Liana opened the brown door to the little yellow 
signal box displayed in the middle of  the Great Hall, and slipped inside.  She 
sat down on the dusty floor with her back under the sliding window.  Recently, 
she had taken to spending much of  her hour’s wait in here.  no bigger than 
a garden shed, the signal box was only used to house a video of  signals to be 
watched through the small window.  The door should have been locked.  as it 
wasn’t, it made a quiet, peaceful place where she would have space to think.  
Once inside, sitting with her back to the window, she was unlikely to be seen.  
She felt the gingerbread person in her pocket but didn’t feel hungry any more.  
She pulled out another crumpled piece of  paper.  it was her poem.  She had 
tried to show it to her father but now she wouldn’t.  She had thought about 
him when she had written it, as he would have understood more than anyone 
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the way she had used the engine’s names and the characters she had given 
them.  She read it through again:

COPPERNOB
Engines When the lights go out and the children go home
 The Museum engines all alone,
 Come to life and talk in a way
 You’d never imagine in the day.

 Round in a circle the engines stare
 at the turntable they want to share,
 That place is saved as it should be
 For Coppernob, so all can see.

Butler Henderson Why they love you Coppernob, i don’t know
 You’re just a rusty heap on show,
 i think you must be very old
 Your dented firebox long since cold.

Evening Star Children as they wander round
 Many times your holes have found,
 They count your wheels you’ve only four
 The rest of  us have many more.

City of  Truro Tell us Coppernob, please do
 Why all the children stop at you,
 You must have many things to say
 about the Furness Railway.

Coppernob i am an old engine that is true
 There are so many stories i could tell you,
 i’ve worked in the wind and the rain and the sun
 There were many disasters and lots of  fun.

 So night after night when the crowds have gone
 Coppernob tells stories to everyone,
 She gets the other engines to have their say
 and they re-live adventures until it is day.

Hardwicke Coppernob, you’re damaged on close inspection
 But you’re the best in the whole collection,
 We think you did a brilliant job
  That’s why we love you, Coppernob.
   Liana Emerson
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 Liana screwed up the poem and threw it at the signal box wall with such 
force it bounced back towards her.  She felt the heat of  angry tears.  She had 
tried hard to make things right with her father but he had let her down when 
she needed him.  She was always responsible and grown up and no one even 
noticed.  She was still a child.  Maybe it was about time she did something 
unexpected.  Perhaps she would run away but that would need careful 
planning.  There was nothing much she could do in an old signal box.  She 
read the numbered labels on the signal levers: 

 1 INWARD HOME 
 2 INWARD SHUNT  
 3 DETONATORS (Fog)  
 4 DOOR RELEASE ELECTRIC  
 5 OUTWARD HOME  
 6 OUTWARD DISTANT 
 
 Liana had often wondered whether these signal levers could still be moved.  
She would never do anything like that.  OUTWARD DISTANT sounded far 
enough away so she chose number 6, squeezed and pulled.


