

    
        
          The Train to Dragon Land

        

        
        
          Chinmay

        

        
          Published by CDRadiant, 2026.

        

    


​[image: Cover]


​© All rights reserved.



No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Chapter 1: The Golden Ticket

Chapter 2: Peril on the Rails

Chapter 3: The Mountain's Obstacle

Chapter 4: Friends or Foes

Chapter 5: Flight of the Adventurer



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Dedicated to every child who believes that one small act of courage can begin the greatest adventure.
May your imagination always find new worlds to explore, your heart remain kind, and your dreams carry you farther than you ever thought possible.
With gratitude to every young reader who keeps the magic of storytelling alive.
— by Chinmay

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Every great adventure begins with a single step, a brave heart, and the courage to follow where imagination leads."
— by Chinmay
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Chapter 1: The Golden Ticket
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Pip the badger cub knelt on the creaky floorboards of his dusty attic, surrounded by the sweet scent of old paper and cedar wood. He was rummaging through a heavy, brass-bound trunk that had belonged to his grandfather, a legendary explorer of forgotten realms. His small paws brushed against stacks of yellowed parchment until he felt something unusually smooth and cool to the touch.

With a gasp of surprise, Pip pulled out a pristine, golden train ticket. It shimmered with an inner radiance that chased away the shadows of the cramped attic corner. His heart hammered against his ribs as he realised this wasn't just a souvenir; it was an invitation to a world he had only ever seen in dreams.
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The ticket felt remarkably heavy, its surface embossed with the intricate image of a winged locomotive soaring through stylized clouds. Below the engine, the words 'Express to Dragon Land' were engraved in an elegant, swirling script that seemed to dance before Pip’s eyes. He ran his thumb over the metallic ridges, feeling a faint, rhythmic vibration like a distant heartbeat.

Pip carefully tucked the treasure into the front pocket of his patched denim overalls, ensuring it was secure. He looked out of the small attic window at the familiar rolling hills of his home, knowing his life was about to change. The call of adventure was louder than the chirping birds outside, urging him to take his first step into the unknown.
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Pip hurried through the outskirts of his village, his leather satchel bouncing against his hip as he reached the edge of the Whispering Woods. Deep within the thicket, hidden under a thick carpet of emerald moss and tangled ivy, lay a set of rusted, overgrown iron tracks. Most villagers thought they led nowhere, but Pip knew better as he stood between the silent rails.

He pulled the golden ticket from his pocket and held it high above his head like a beacon. Almost instantly, the rusted metal began to hum with a low, musical frequency that vibrated through Pip’s boots. An ethereal blue light bled from the iron, burning away the moss and revealing gleaming silver tracks that stretched into the dark heart of the forest.
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The ground trembled as a rhythmic chugging sound echoed through the trees, growing louder with every passing second. Suddenly, a magnificent steam engine burst through the mist, its coal-black metal polished to a mirror finish that reflected the surrounding oaks. The funnel puffed out thick plumes of silver smoke that smelled faintly of toasted marshmallows and ozone.

The train slowed to a graceful halt, its brakes letting out a long, rhythmic hiss that startled a few nearby squirrels. Pip watched in awe as the heavy brass door of the passenger car creaked open, revealing a warm, inviting glow from within. It was an invitation he couldn't refuse, a doorway leading straight to the land of legends.
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Pip climbed the iron steps and entered the empty carriage, gasping at the luxury of the interior. He settled into a plush velvet seat that felt like sitting on a cloud, his boots dangling just above the polished mahogany floor. With a powerful tug and a cheerful whistle, the train lurched forward, beginning its incredible journey.

He pressed his nose against the cool glass of the window, watching as his familiar woods began to blur and fade. The peaceful trees were soon replaced by jagged, towering cliffs that pierced the sky and swirling mists of various colours. Pip clutched the strap of his satchel, feeling a mix of nervousness and exhilaration as the landscape transformed into the wild terrain of his grandfather's old maps.
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Chapter 2: Peril on the Rails
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The journey remained smooth and steady until the tracks reached the Glass Bridge, a narrow span of pure crystal stretching over a bottomless chasm. Below the bridge, a swirling vortex of white clouds hid the ground, making the train appear as if it were flying through the air. Pip held his breath, mesmerized by the sparkling reflections dancing across the carriage walls.

Suddenly, the bright sky turned a bruised purple, and a fierce, unnatural wind began to batter the sides of the train. The metal frame groaned under the pressure, and the carriage swayed dangerously from side to side. Pip gripped the armrests as the rhythmic clicking of the wheels turned into a frantic, uneven metallic clatter.
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Pip looked out the window and saw a swarm of Shadow-Crows descending from the dark clouds above. These sinister creatures were made of ink and spite, their jagged wings cutting through the gale as they swarmed the train. They began pecking at the magical couplings, their sharp beaks sparking against the glowing bolts that held the cars together.

Horror filled Pip as he realized the Shadow-Crows were trying to disconnect the carriage from the engine. If they succeeded, he would be left stranded on the fragile Glass Bridge or, worse, tumble into the chasm below. He knew he couldn't just hide under his seat; he had to save the train and his dream of reaching Dragon Land.
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Braving the howling gale, Pip forced the heavy door open and crawled out onto the narrow exterior walkway. The wind whipped his red kerchief and threatened to pull him into the abyss, but he kept his focus on the flickering couplings. He reached into his leather satchel and pulled out a heavy iron wrench, his paws shaking from the biting cold.

He crawled forward on his belly, dodging the snapping beaks of the Shadow-Crows that circled his head. Just as one crow dived toward him with a screech, Pip swung the wrench and tightened a glowing bolt, sending a surge of blue energy through the metal. The magical bond flared brightly, momentarily blinding the dark creatures and steadying the carriage against the storm.
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With a sudden burst of courage, Pip leaned out of the open carriage door and waved his bright red kerchief with all his might. The bold, scarlet fabric snapped in the wind, a sharp contrast against the grey gloom that clung to the iron bridge. The movement startled the dark, circling birds, sending them fluttering back into the swirling mist with panicked cries. Pip watched them scatter like soot on the breeze, his heart hammering against his ribs.

He scrambled back inside the safety of the cabin just as the train cleared the treacherous crossing. His breath came in short, triumphant gasps as he collapsed onto the cushioned seat, clutching the kerchief to his chest. The wheels hummed a steadier tune now, leaving the shadows behind as the tracks levelled out. Pip allowed himself a small, shaky smile, knowing he had passed the
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