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WANTED 

From September 2022 

Editor of Mixed Moss 

starting with the 2023 edition 

The post involves soliciting contributions, careful editing, and the 
formatting of the journal ready for printing. The main qualities required are 

an interest in all things Ransome, an eye for detail, and occasional 
diplomacy. 

If this is an opportunity that you’d relish, please contact Marc Grimston, 
Chairman of the Publications Committee, at marcgrimston@gmail.com 

and 

Contributors to Mixed Moss 

for the 2023 edition 

As always, your articles and letters are welcome – especially from the new 
generation of Tars who have not previously written for Mixed Moss.      

(2023 will be the centenary of Racundra’s First Cruise, the 90th birthday of 
Winter Holiday and the 80th birthday of The Picts and the Martyrs, so these may 

be of particular interest.)  

The deadline is 30 April 2023, but please contact the Editor as soon as 
possible with your ideas to avoid duplication and disappointment. 

Please email your suggestions and ‘Word’ documents to: 
mixedmoss@arthur-ransome.org 

 

 

Mixed Moss is published by The Arthur Ransome Society Limited 
A company registered in England and Wales No. 03386251 

Registered Office: Abbot Hall, Kirkland, Kendal, Cumbria LA9 5AL, England. 

Email:  tarsinfo@arthur-ransome.org.uk         Website:  www.arthur-ransome.org 

President: Libby Purves OBE 

Honorary Vice Presidents: Christina Hardyment, Ted Alexander and 
Ted Evans 

© Copyright 2022 
Contributors retain copyright of their articles and may use their own material in other 
publications – though we appreciate acknowledgement of Mixed Moss as the original place 
of publication. However, the Arthur Ransome Society assumes the right to reproduce 
articles for TARS members only unless authors inform us otherwise. 

The copyright in the concept of and in the name of the journal Mixed Moss and in the 
layout of the 2022 edition belong to The Arthur Ransome Society Ltd. The Law of 
Copyright in England allows the copying of many artistic and literary works, but only once 
and only for your private enjoyment. Otherwise, no part of this edition of Mixed Moss may 
be reproduced, stored electronically or in any retrieval system, or transmitted by any means, 
electronic, mechanical, photocopying (unless under licence from CLA Ltd), recording, or 
otherwise, without prior permission – which, in the first instance, should be requested 
from the Editor. 

Arthur Ransome’s Literary Executors (The Arthur Ransome Literary Estate) have given 
permission for all of the Society’s own publications to use drawings and quotations from 
Ransome’s work. This permission does not extend to anyone else. If you wish to use 
Literary Estate materials outside TARS, specific permission must be obtained from the 
Executors – arthur-ransome-literary-executors@allthingsransome.net 
 

Statements of fact and opinion in the articles in Mixed Moss are those of the 
respective contributors and not of the Editor or The Arthur Ransome Society. 
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in a shilling and 20 shillings in a pound, to 100 pence in a pound. Coins that 
had been in daily use for centuries were confined to history – farthings, 
halfpennies, pennies, threepences, and half-crowns. Others continued with 
new values: the florin (two-shillings) became 10p, the shilling (‘bob’) 5p and 
the sixpence (‘tanner’) had a brief continuance as 2½p. Thus there are all 
these denominations mentioned in the books now completely foreign to the 
modern reader: the ‘farthing with the head of Queen Victoria on it’ that the 
Swallows and Amazons found in the cache atop Kanchenjunga/Matterhorn 
in Swallowdale; the ‘half a crown to each of them’ Daddy gives the Swallows 
for getting their life-saving certificates in Secret Water; or the ‘thirty bob and 
a tanner’ that the Death and Glories got for that pike taken to the Roaring 
Donkey in The Big Six. 

It can easily be argued that this now outdated nomenclature doesn’t 
necessarily get in the way of a reader’s comprehension of the story. The 
characters’ reactions give a sense of value by context and the now 
unaccustomed names reinforce the idea that theirs is another world. (J.K. 
Rowling invented a whole new currency with its own unique and unwieldy 
coins for her Harry Potter series for that very reason.) However, the 
changing value of money over the intervening years can be more of a 
challenge and, on occasions, may dilute the intended impact of some scenes. 

‘Penny whistle … At least it cost more than a penny.’ (We Didn’t Mean 
to Go to Sea) 
Simply converting the ‘old’ money to ‘new’ is relatively straightforward, but 
knowing that half-a-crown (2/6) = 12½p, a shilling (1s or 1/-) = 5p, 
sixpence (6d) = 2½p, or threepence (3d) = 1¼p might hinder 
comprehension of the actual values being described. (Even more so for that 
farthing left in the cache atop Kanchenjunga, which would be just over 
1/10p!) 

Accurate calculation of what historical sums would be worth in today’s 
money is difficult as there is more than one way of calculating the change in 
value over the years: price inflation, wage inflation or changes in average 
wage levels can all be used with quite different results. For simplicity I’ll use 
the Bank of England’s ‘Inflation Calculator’ from the Monetary Policy 
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section of their website here, which reveals that between 1931 and 2021 
prices rose by a factor of just over 72 (i.e. on average, something costing £1 
in 1931 would cost £72.48 in 2021). 

On this basis: John’s five-shilling birthday money mentioned at the start 
of Swallows and Amazons equates to just over £18 today; the threepence for 
Pete’s tooth in The Big Six would be just over 90p (but note his father’s 
comment, ‘I’ll be going short of beer’, when he hands over the additional 
threepence – 3d would buy half-a-pint of beer back then, amply 
demonstrating that calculations of the changing value of money are by no 
means uniform!); and the half crown that he earned catching bait would be 
about £9. None of these is particularly startling, but how about the ‘thirty 
shillings and sixpence’ the Death and Glories netted for the pike? That 
would be over £110 today (and the landlord’s ‘best part of a fiver’ to have it 
set up in a display case over £360). Perhaps the most dramatic is Dick’s 
encounter with the bird man on the Pterodactyl in Great Northern? 
Jemmerling initially offers Dick £1 to reveal the whereabouts of the birds, 
which would be £72 today (his usual tariff of ‘ten shillings for showing him 
where he can find the nest of a Golden Eagle’ being about £36), then £5 to 
John – £362 now, and a cheque for £50 to Captain Flint – £3,624, rising to 
£100 – £7,248! All of which gives greater understanding of Susan and 
Nancy’s observation that ‘offering all that money’ ‘only showed Uncle Jim 
how important it was’ and made him ‘see red’.  

(There’s an interesting anomaly in the text here: when Jemmerling 
initially tries to buy the information from Dick he takes out his pocket-book 
and says ‘Here’s a sovereign for you’, but when he goes out on deck and 
meets John we’re told that ‘he still had the pound note in his hand. He took 
four others from his pocket-book and held the five out to John.’ Although 
gold sovereigns were still legal tender at this time, they had largely 
disappeared from circulation on the outbreak of war in 1914, and once 
Britain finally quit the Gold Standard in 1931 were worth significantly more 
than their face value of £1 and very unlikely to be carried, let alone 
proffered in payment.) 

In Swallowdale there’s just a hint of the effects of inflation prior to the 
story: the previous generation had left a farthing (¼d) in the cache tin and, 
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although Nancy wishes they had a current farthing, it’s Roger’s ‘new 
halfpenny’ that is added. It could just be coincidence but, according to the 
Bank of England’s calculator, a farthing in 1901 would have had about the 
spending power of a halfpenny in 1931. (And don’t we wish that Roger had 
had a penny in his pocket instead? Think of all the fun we could have had 
over the years referring to the ‘Swallows and Amazons up Kanchenjunga 
with a penny-farthing’ – Roger would have loved it.) 

 
A farthing and halfpenny as left in the Kanchenjunga cache 

 
‘Susan’s got the expedition purse.’ (Secret Water) 
Recently we’ve become used to accessing our money using plastic cards or 
on smartphones, and it’s not so long ago that it was commonplace to pay by 
cheque when out shopping, but both are recent phenomena. Before the 
1960s, ordinary working people were unlikely to hold a bank account other 
than a savings account at the Post Office or one of the regional savings 
banks. Well-to-do families like the Walkers, Blacketts and Dudgeons would 
probably have held a current account with a chequebook (how else would 
Mrs Walker draw additional cash when at Holly Howe than by having an 
arrangement to cash a cheque locally? – after all, back then the nearest cash 
machine was a good 280 miles and 46 years away.) Even so the use of 
cheques to pay for purchases would be exceptional and tend to be limited to 
larger transactions, as they came at a cost with 2d stamp duty (tax) paid for 
each one – about 60p in today’s money. We can notice that Mr Jemmerling 
is the only character to mention writing a cheque and there it is almost 
certainly intended as an indication of his conspicuous wealth. 
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For most people in this period, money meant cash most of the time, and 
that cash was mostly in coin (although ten-shilling and pound notes were in 
general circulation they were comparatively high value and a rare sight for 
most – a ten-shilling note would be the equivalent of about £36 today). The 
boys might carry their money in their pockets: ‘Jim [Brading] emptied his 
trouser pockets’ to see how much he had before going ashore to get petrol, 
and John ‘felt the half-crown in his trouser pocket’ as he worried about 
paying the pilot in We Didn’t Mean to Go to Sea; Pete’s father dug ‘in his 
trouser pocket’ for the extra threepence for the tooth and Bill kept ‘pulling 
his ten-shilling note from his pocket to make sure it was there’ in The Big 
Six; and Dick was conscious of Squashy Hat’s presence in the chemist’s 
shop by the way that ‘money was being nervously jingled in a pocket’ in 
Pigeon Post. For all the others we have numerous references to purses: 
Dorothea’s ‘in the pocket of her coat with a sixpence in it and a few 
coppers’ in Winter Holiday; ‘the ship’s purse’ passed to Tom by the Admiral 
to go and get provisions at Breydon in Coot Club; Titty’s purse that she’s 
digging into to get something to give to the porter after they’ve released the 
pigeon at the start of Pigeon Post; Titty and Susan emptying their purses to 
see how much they’ve got to pay the pilot in We Didn’t Mean to Go to Sea; 
and Mrs Dudgeon saying ‘you’ll find my purse in my bag’ when she sends 
the Coots to the shops in The Big Six. 

‘There it is. Money to spend and well earned.’ (The Big Six) 
The children have varying attitudes to money throughout the books as 
befits their individual characters.  

Roger is labelled a ‘money-grubbing little brute’ by his brother for his 
money-making idea of giving mumps to those who want time off school in 
Winter Holiday, has ‘got two shillings and sevenpence’ ‘at home’ when the 
funds are being pooled aboard Goblin, and is the one who identifies that 
they’d been charged ‘a penny less than at home’ for a pint of milk in Secret 
Water.  

Titty seems to manage her money well and has saved ‘two pounds and 
seventeen shillings in the Savings Bank’ and not found it necessary to cash 
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the ‘half-crown postal order that had been sent her by her godmother to 
buy a new drawing book’ in We Didn’t Mean to Go to Sea.  

Susan seems to be left to deal with all matters of domestic economy, is 
entrusted with the ‘expedition purse’ in Secret Water, is frequently dealing 
with the household/camp/shipboard accounts, getting in provisions, 
insisting ‘the fo’c’sle feeds itself’ in We Didn’t Mean to Go to Sea, and ‘blues’ ‘a 
birthday present on a mincing machine’ in Pigeon Post. 

John’s attitude to money is possibly the most adult. He’s ‘had to get next 
month’s pocket money in advance when he was buying his new knife’, 
according to Roger in We Didn’t Mean to Go to Sea (but still has a ‘half-crown 
in his trouser pocket’ as he stands on deck), and he understands the value of 
money – replacing the lost anchor will cost ‘pounds and pounds. And chain 
costs a lot too’. 

Nancy’s blithe ‘stop it out of our pocket money’ for the broken crockery 
in Pigeon Post and ‘it’ll be on the telephone account. Mother won’t mind’ for 
the additional threepence on the telegram replying to the Great Aunt in The 
Picts and the Martyrs suggest a slightly more cavalier attitude than shown by 
any of the others (or is that just Nancy being Nancy?). 

All the members of the Coot Club seem to have a co-operative attitude 
to their money. Individuals are reimbursed expenses (bus fares and 
telephone calls) from ‘Coot Club funds, of course’ and they don’t care to 
pay for another three minutes on the telephone ‘when it could be spent on 
ropes and other really useful things’. In The Big Six Tom is prepared to own 
up and pay for the broken glass in the ‘dentist’s window’ (although Mr 
Jonnatt was ‘very decent’ and said ‘there was no need to pay’), and although 
the Death and Glory boys had ‘to get to the staithe before the shop shut’ 
(‘such is the effect of having a pocket full of money’), they are quite happy 
to share their bounty with Tom when Joe misunderstands his questions 
about their windfall or to pay all the solicitor’s fee when the matter is raised 
by Dot. However, in Secret Water we find the Mastodon and Eels not 
bothering with money too much; they’re more used to swopping flint 
arrowheads for stores and don’t have ‘a penny among us’ when the cowman 
offers to sell them a drink of milk. 
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‘Six and eightpence is a solicitor’s fee’ (The Big Six) 
And what about the solicitor’s fee in The Big Six: why isn’t it in guineas? 
According to a late Victorian book on legal customs:  

The Lawyers’s Fee of Six-and-Eightpence was fixed at the time when money 
was reckoned by pounds, marks, and nobles, instead of pounds shillings, and 
pence. A mark was a silver coin, value thirteen and fourpence, but a noble, 
though worth only six-and-eightpence, or the third of a pound, was composed 
of the noble metal, gold. 

Thus, when Dorothea ‘asked the Admiral about lawyer’s fees’ the 
information she received would be old fashioned even then, although Mr 
Farland did concede that ‘six and eightpence is a solicitor’s fee. You are 
quite right.’ 

 
Mr Farland ‘smoothed out the postal order … and piled on it the two pennies, the two-

shilling piece, the shilling and the three sixpences.’ 

Which brings me to one final conundrum to leave you with: the Death 
and Glories got ‘thirty shillings and sixpence’ for the ‘world’s Whopper’, 
conveniently calculated as thirty and a half pounds at ‘a shilling a pound for 
any fish over twenty pounds’. ‘That’s ten and twopence apiece’ and a very 
convenient piece of arithmetic. But how about that six-and-eightpence that 
had to be split between the Coots with it being ‘arranged that the six 
detectives should contribute equal shares’. How do you split six-and-
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eightpence equally among six? For those struggling with pre-decimal mental 
arithmetic and not having an abacus to hand, it works out at exactly one 
shilling, one penny, one and a third farthing each. There was such a thing as 
a third farthing coin (but it was only minted for use in Malta, and probably 
didn’t continue in use there much after the First World War) and there’s no 
mention of farthings let alone fractions of farthings amongst the money 
presented to Mr Farland. Equally, there’s no mention of any difficulty in 
putting the money together, and they were in a hurry too. So, how do you 
think they solved the problem; who contributed what? And, in the best 
traditions of quiz setting, ‘answers on a postcard please’! 
 

 
What a sixth of six-and-eightpence might have looked like. 

 

This article was originally intended to be a short ‘cameo’ talk at the 2022 Literary 
Weekend in Oxford until Covid struck and Andrew Jones was unable to attend, so we 
are delighted to include it in Mixed Moss. 
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MIXED MOSS POETRY 
COMPETITION, 2021-22 

Catherine Lamont, its organiser, presents the results 

Ransome and Poetry 
s we were reminded in 2019, when TARS ran a poetry competition for 
Juniors, Ransome’s literary adventures extended to writing poetry, 

mostly small verses for friends or family. His first known published poem, 
‘The Passing’ (about the death of Queen Victoria, which he described as 
‘doggerel’) and a book-length poem, Aladdin and his Wonderful Lamp, were 
published in 1920. He frequently talked and walked with poets, particularly 
the Dymock Poets, of whom Lascelles Abercrombie, the grandfather of one 
of our judges, was a member. He also wrote about poetry, and ‘The Poetry 
of Yone Noguchi’ (from Portraits and Speculations, published in 1913) may 
well have inspired some of the entries we received for the competition. 
 
The Competition 
The Juniors’ competition was so successful that it was decided to run an 
open-age competition in Mixed Moss. There were three sections: 

(1) Structured poem up to 24 lines long (11 poems) 
(2) Humorous poem up to 24 lines long (8 poems) 
(3) Open – any other poem up to 52 lines long (15 poems)   

Prizes would be books from TARS Stall to the value of £25, and the judges 
were to consider relevance to Ransome and a TARS audience, as well as 
merit. An Editor’s Prize was held in reserve for the unexpected. 

The three judges – my thanks to all of them – were Karen Babayan 
(author/creator of Swallows and Armenians), Jeff Cooper (grandson of 
Lascelles Abercrombie and occasional speaker at Literary Weekends) and 
Julian Lovelock (author of Swallows, Amazons and Coots and former editor of 
Mixed Moss for many years). The names of the twelve poets were removed 
from the entries, so judging of the twenty-nine entries was ‘blind’. 

   

A 
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The Unexpected 
There were some unexpected challenges. How, for example, do you 
compare a single Haiku with a collection of limericks, a sea shanty or 
unstructured verse? In the event, our fears were unfounded: each judge was 
asked to mark each poem out of 100 irrespective of its form. Even with this 
variety it was still possible to reach a consensus on the winners.  
 The next challenge related to the breadth of Ransome’s work. Many Tars 
are ‘experts’ on ‘the twelve’, but less familiar with his other writings, making 
it difficult to judge a poem’s relevance. Here the opening paragraph of 
Ransome’s article on Yone Noguchi put us right: self-reflective poems and 
poems on butterflies were a better fit than we had first thought.  

So-shi, a Chinese philosopher, dreamed that he was a butterfly, and, in the 
moment of waking, asked himself: ‘Are you So-shi who has dreamed that he 
was a butterfly, or are you a butterfly who is dreaming that he is So-shi?’ That 
question is continually repeated in the works of Yone Noguchi ... Noguchi is 
for ever in doubt of his own existence. 

 Finally, one high-scoring ‘collection’ (including a ‘found Haiku’ about 
softly falling snow) was submitted by someone who did not seem to be a 
Tar and so was nearly disqualified. The name ‘Jack Blake’ should, of course, 
have rung a louder alarm bell (a relative of Black Jake, perhaps?). 
 To sum up all the challenges, with apologies to Gilbert and Sullivan: 

‘Missee Lee’s got them on a List’ 
As some day it may happen that a black spot must be giv’n 
I’ve got a little list – I’ve got a little list 
Of poets who’d offend a Missee Lee in lit’ry heav’n 
And who never would be missed – who never would be missed! 
There’s the poetry that doesn’t seem to be about AR; 
The poet called Jack Blake (so doesn’t seem to be a Tar!); 
The poet who in writing one could take the prize for two; 
The one on ‘s not’, the multi-‘pomes’ put judges in a stew. 

And that singular anomaly – the semi-plagiarist –   
They’d none of ’em be missed – they’d none of ’em be missed! 
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The Winners 
Section 1 - Structured Verse up to 24 lines long 

Most of the shorter structured poems were either about the Swallows and 
Amazons child characters or nature; two were about Ransome himself. One 
poem was a clear winner on both merit and relevance to the theme though, 
as one judge and the poet pointed out, some of the credit must go to Keats. 

WINNER (and Highly Commended as a Humorous Poem): 

Colin Pritchard: ‘On First Looking into Ransome’s Stories’  
with apologies to John Keats 

Much have I travell’d in the land of lakes, 
Looming hills, moorland fells and tumbling becks. 
Observed intrepid walkers on their treks 
With compass, maps and Kendal’s minty cake. 
While I in Ransome’s footsteps undertake 
To match the real with what his map suggests 
Would be the land if, by earthquake wrecked, 
’Twere shaped afresh by tectonic plates. 
It is the stage on which his tale is set,  
On which the story’s told of where and when. 
Revealed, the captain and his young quartet, 
An isle discovered beyond their ken, 
Staring, one with another, minds afret, 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 

HIGHLY COMMENDED: 

John Fletcher: ‘Haiku: On Great Aunts and Nieces’ 

Great Aunts have their way; 
Defeat is unknown. 
Great nieces are much the same. 
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Section 2 – Humorous Poems 

The humorous poems were perhaps the most enjoyable to read and most 
difficult to assess, since everyone’s sense of humour is different and the 
relevance to TARS’ audience needed to be considered as well. As two of the 
contenders were already winners in other sections – Colin Pritchard’s ‘On 
First Looking into Ransome’s Stories’ (Structured) and Esme Blue’s 
‘Butterflies in a Crowd’ (Editor’s Prize, below) – the prize was awarded to 
a duo of poems by the same entrant which the judges also rated highly: 

JOINT WINNER:  

Naomi Kaye Honova: ‘Columbus Would’ve Fairly Hogged it’  

The modest bean that plays a part 
(well, a large one) in R. Walker's heart, 
The cocoa bean, transformed to glory 
An integral part of young Roger's story. 
How else would Titty know so well 
her brother had been in that dell? 
The giveaway wrapper, but of course, 
the sweet brown milky telltale source. 
And when the Porter cried his name 
(dear me, that man was most to blame!) 
our small young hero swallowed whole 
that bit of chocolate (stings the soul). 
And what of chocolate in a shape, 
say, circles, or a knight in cape? 
False, false, my friends, for Rog declares 
that chocolate MUST be eaten in squares. 
Pemmican? Meh. Cooked rabbit? Nay. 
Give Roger chocolate: ensure a good day! 
 
AND JOINT WINNER: Naomi Kaye Honova: ‘The Ladies’ 
Limericks’ (see Online Supplement) 
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Section 3 – Open 

This category included every other type of poem. Topics included a visit to 
a Ransome museum/boat, scenes from ‘the twelve’, artistry, a number of 
introspective poems, and the many facets of our beloved polymath’s life. 

WINNER: 

John Lanyon: ‘A Pipe with Arthur Ransome’ 

You strike a match  
play it over the Navy Cut  
draw in the sweet mixture  
as you steer Racundra through the dark  
as you wait for a bite  
as your pen hovers over the pages’ waves 
Great Aunt Maria does not approve  
You bend lines one to the next  
your fingers are cold  
but you know better than to cut the rope 
Rain is pouring down your oilskins  
You splice the loose ends together  
the tale grows  
the float goes under  
Susan brings you tea, marmalade, bunloaf  
You make fast to a bollard  
The page flaps its wings and flies. 

HIGHLY COMMENDED: Poems by the Blue family (see 
below); ‘A Dozen of Haiku’ by Jack Blake/Peter Willis (printed 
on page 96); and ‘Esperance’ by John Fletcher and ‘The 
Swallows’ by Maida Follini (see Online Supplement). 
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The Editor’s Prize 

The poems exploring the themes mentioned in AR’s article on Noguchi’s 
poetry all came from the same family (three of whom are Juniors). We 
therefore decided to award the Editor’s prize to the entire Blue family – for 
educating us about a less well-known aspect of AR’s work, as well as writing 
some outstanding poems. ‘The Root is Us’ (Julian) was also deemed the 
best poem overall; ‘Butterflies in a Crowd’ (Esme) was Highly Commended 
as a Humorous Poem; and ‘Crow Haikus’ (Martha) and ‘Woodcut’ (Aurora) 
were also Highly Commended ‘open’ poems. Inspirational. 

WINNER: THE BLUE FAMILY 

Julian Blue: ‘The Root is Us’ 

If I had a choice, I would choose a voice 
inapprehensive of forgetfulness; 
for I have faltered at every distraction, 
away from the moors, uttering nothing 
but silence to others. 
All is change and disturbance; 
what a marvel to forget such marvellous sights 
that have met my blue-grey eyes, 
for I have treated them with less 
than contempt in keeping this paradise to myself. 
Often, I’ve pushed aside those access gates that 
creaked on rusting hinges with the noise of a long, 
drawn-out honk of an old goose 
fending off an intruder, where 
before me, grasses galore, grasslands of 
gooseberry- and grasshopper-greens – tormentils, heath milkworts 
were the common bent; 
where sedges with several-spikeleted flowerets met tussocks 
of hare’s tails and tufts of cottons; where masses of mosses 
in darker hues and other uncultivated greens in 
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the freshening early lights awakened darkened depths of ancient waters, 
refreshing near-stilled airs, there, 
all centripetal and inward-drawing, 
below purple-pinked heathers, honey-scented, 
short-lived, sources of food 
for nectar collectors, degenerating between 
ever-greening leaves, 
as here, the blues above were 
drawn into sulphur-yellows of bog asphodels. 
All of this moor: this wet-nurse. 
Nothing desolate nor drab here, 
nothing forsaken nor barren, not bleak, 
not dead, not lone nor bare, but vibrant in 
haloes of greens and yellows – 
in flowers of sunrise-brilliance, 
crucifers and celandines, broom and buttercup, 
hottest, seething yolks of dazzling intensities – 
molten-bright – all pulse here: 
an overflowing, centrifugal explosion of 
glittering first- and last-lights; 
an oasis; a manna to the weary, to the dreary and to the dreamy both. 
And on a rumour of wind, Kirkos, circus-bird, sky-dancer, 
whose piercing eyes improvise its own demise, 
circles above the moor, hungry, untroubled, 
unlike I. 
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Martha Blue: ‘Crow Haikus’ 

still state, rainy days, 
shadows of summer, silver 
twilit moon-ravens 

waltz; 
snowdrop snow-clocks count 
frosted days by my teardrops, 
drop endless dew-drips 

frozen 
silhouette-hewn trees, 
midwinter skeletons, hide 
black clots of bleak crows 

sniggering 
whose explorations 
set shaded rainbows deep in 
winter’s faint starlight 

searching 
for red fox, spill of 
slinking rust of slipped mishap, 
blur of furred form 

                      – furtive – 
this spool of black crows 
uncoils in black feathered thread, 
hoar-frost-fringed white-scapes 

watch 
still-breaths cloud me, 
as crimson-bled sunsets quit 
skies, leaving brown frowns, 

peace 
explodes cluttered crows, 
winter’s silhouette recedes, 
Earth’s backbone stretches 
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Aurora Blue: ‘Wood Cut’ 

A cold wind slices through the red, iced gloved layer, 
as though slowly peeling away the skin above from the flesh beneath, 
the wood cutter’s hand grasping a cut block of oak; 
his frozen hair is swept back  
as he trudges home, back through the cutting, 
having collected enough specimens for his next design, 
with white-green lichen and wet, dark green moss clinging on to the oak: 
he sees a lone gathering of snowdrops; 
he stoops to finger the white, snowlike petals; 
he has his idea, a thought of a wooden meeting of snowdrops. 
Wind-shaken, he muffles his nose with a thick sleeve, 
protecting breaths from a cold sharpness which cuts into his face then, 
chipping onwards, the woodman, arms filled, 
tugs on his hood-cover and pulls it onto his chilled head, 
shivers, shaking powdered snow from his overcoat 
falling into small piles of snowdropped petals; 
a short choke reddens his pale cheeks where 
he stops to gasp and grasp the wood: he feels its age,  
its wet darkness, its contours 
like the winds that rise, driving him on,  in spite of himself. 
At dusk in his work shop he lights a beeswax candle, 
sparking a sun yet unborn into a flicker of light, 
reflecting shadows and twisting silhouettes 
onto shape-shifting walls which turn in complicated, delirious forms, 
of ever-growing snowdrops, 
momentary yet everlasting to a mind full of God. 
The face of the woodcutter slips into these grey complications, 
silently watching the drips that drop into the new-cut mould: 
branches stop swinging in the outside world where 
it is near-night as the wind drops: it is done with. 
Inside his workshop the wood carver smiles: 
‘Never should these winds be silenced,’ are his last thoughts. 
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Esme Blue: ‘Butterflies in a Crowd’ 

Oh and did you know that while I was watching the bog- 
frogs and tadpoles a woman came and stood next  
to me, such a painted lady she was, red admiral lipstick and summer  
blue dress with brimstone yellow shoes  
and, yes – would you believe it – adonis-blue hair! 
Well, later on, whilst I stood studying the jaguars,  
I noticed a meadow-brown smudge on one of their ears –  
but nobody else I asked could make it out at all!  

At Tropical Fishland there was a swallowtail-like  
specimen and a grayling pecking at the glass wall –  
and that’s not all – that painted lady reminded me  
not to forget the small white that was sat right on  
the top of my hat! – Really? I asked.  
Really, she answered, adding that the tortoiseshell-patterned  
jacket I was wearing made me stand out in the crowd.  
Well, I never! 
   
  
WITH THANKS TO ALL THE ENTRANTS: Jack Blake, ‘A Dozen 
of Haiku’; Aurora Blue, ‘A Splash of Ransome’, ‘A Writer’s Eyes and Ears’, 
‘I’ll have as much as you give me, and more’ and ‘Woodcut’; Esme Blue, 
‘Winter Horses’, ‘Butterflies in a Crowd’, ‘The Heart of Light’ and ‘Taiyo 
Tori’; Julian Blue, ‘ ’S NOT’, ‘The Root is Us’, ‘Hare’, and ‘BE(E) 2 ’; 
Martha Blue, ‘Crow Haikus’, ‘Autumn Steal’, ‘Painting in Words’ and 
‘Kestrel’; Bob Cuming, ‘John’s Hidden Depths’ and ‘Arthur’s phone call to 
Bank Ground Farm’; John Fletcher, ‘Unnamed Limerick’ – George 
Owdon, ‘Esperance’ and ‘Unnamed Haiku’ – on Great Aunts and Nieces; 
Maida Follini, The ‘Swallows’; Naomi Kaye Honova, ‘Columbus 
Would’ve Fairly Hogged It’, ‘The Ladies’ Limericks’ and ‘The Price of Tea 
in China’; John Lanyon, ‘A Pipe with Arthur Ransome’; Colin Pritchard, 
‘On First Looking into Ransome’s Stories’; Jackie Snowman, ‘Sea Shanty’. 

All poems have been reproduced in the Online Supplement. 



89

Letter 
 

89 
 

Letter – Swinging the Wartime Lamp 
MANY who read Arthur Ransome’s novels speculate privately as to what 
happened to his characters. With war on the horizon and such a varied and 
talented cast, the possibilities are almost endless. These are, however, 
personal to each reader’s imagination. In the land of fiction, no one set of 
ideas is more or less valid than those of another person, although some 
suggestions are more intriguing and ingenious than others.  

John Fletcher’s contribution, ‘What Happened Next’, in the 2021 edition 
of Mixed Moss is certainly inventive and enjoyable if, in places, slightly 
frustrating. Enjoyable because John’s suggestions trigger new lines of 
thought, but frustrating because, in order to be plausible, the details need to 
be accurate. For Nancy to reach the rank of Chief Officer – equivalent to 
the rank of Commander in the Royal Navy – within one year of joining the 
WRNS would have required regal (if not divine) intervention, even in 
wartime. Her code-breaking skills surprised me, and probably her, but she is 
imaginative and impulsive, rather than analytical, and in Ransome’s novels 
deferred to Dick when it came to ‘stinks’.  

Dick’s scientific approach could certainly have been useful to the Special 
Operations Executive (SOE) when devising technological solutions, but the 
SOE was not, as stated by John Fletcher, a forerunner of the Special Air 
Service or the Special Boat Service. In their earliest forms these were 
conceived by Army officers. The SAS had its genesis in North Africa as 
David Stirling’s L Detachment Special Air Service Brigade, and SBS-style 
operations were conceived originally by Roger Courtney as a specialist 
Army unit. As small-boat operations evolved, they fell eventually under the 
control of the Royal Marines. Lack of liaison between SOE and Combined 
Operations jeopardised Operation Frankton in December 1942, when Royal 
Marines, who became known as the ‘Cockleshell Heroes’, used folding 
kayaks to attack shipping in Bordeaux. It was the Royal Marines Boom 
Patrol Detachment that morphed into the SBS. 

Perhaps it is nit-picking to point out these errors in what, after all, is 
light-hearted conjecture, but Ransome was a stickler for accuracy. 

Paul Flint, Cumbria 
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BOOKSHELF
Julia Jones, Uncommon 
Courage: the yachtsmen 
volunteers of World War Two 
(London: Adlard Coles, 2022). 
ISBN: 978-1-4729-8710-5. 

 

MOST Tars will know Julia Jones 
as the owner (with her husband, 
Francis Wheen) of Peter Duck, the 
‘marine bath chair’ originally built 
for Arthur Ransome which has 
just enjoyed her seventy-fifth 
birthday. More than that, Julia is 
the author of the Strong Winds 
novels set on the East Coast.  

Julia’s latest book, Uncommon 
Courage, is an account of the 
RNVSR, the Royal Navy 
Volunteer Supplementary 
Reserve: 2000 yachtsmen who 
offered their varied experience 
and skill in the service of their 
country in World War II. Now 
that the last of the RNVSR 
veterans are ‘crossing the bar’, it is 
timely to have this record of their 
achievements and sacrifice. Most 
of them chose to keep their 
stories to themselves. 

In fact Julia was inspired to 
write Uncommon Courage when she 
discovered her late father’s papers 
in the attic. He had never told her 
about his time in the RNVSR. I 
feel a particular affinity here: my 
father also served in the RNVSR, 
and he rarely talked about his 
experiences. It is only now that I 
have become properly aware of 
his heroism minesweeping in the 
North Sea and evacuating troops 
from Dunkirk, although much of 
what he did still remains a 
mystery. 

Given its title, I half expected 
Uncommon Courage to be mainly a 
collection of stories of 
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outstanding bravery, but it is 
more detailed and wide-ranging. 
The opening chapters cover the 
setting up of the Royal Navy 
Volunteer Reserve itself in 1903 
and there is much about the 
World War I exploits of Erskine 
Childers (author of the yachting 
classic The Riddle of the Sands). 
Those who sailed in his wake 
seem to have shared his shrugging 
off of danger. The RNVSR was 
set up in 1936 as storm clouds 
began to gather over Europe. 

Members of the RNVSR were 
drawn from all areas of civilian 
life, with day-jobs usually far 
removed from the sea. Some 
would remain as shore-bound 
administrators, but most would 
fetch up commanding smaller 
vessels, or in submarines, or as 
deck officers on larger ships in 
the fleet – although at the 
outbreak of war an overworked 
(or incompetent) Admiralty 
managed to appoint RNVSR 
officers to roles where their 
talents were totally wasted. 
Uncommon Courage gives an insight 
into the often perilous missions 
they undertook: minesweeping 
and minelaying, espionage, 
escorting convoys, sea battles and 

D-Day landings, to name just a 
few. Not surprisingly their 
background could put them on 
collision course with a Navy 
which back then was hierarchical 
and snobbish, and whose high 
command was frequently out of 
touch. Many paid with their lives. 

Inevitably, since it is only 
recently that Julia embarked on 
the project, she has had to rely 
heavily on published and 
unpublished writing. So familiar 
names sometimes and 
interestingly steal the show, such 
as novelists Margery Allingham, 
Ian Fleming, Nicholas Monsarrat 
and Nevil Shute; Maurice 
Griffiths, editor, Yachting Monthly; 
Ludovic Kennedy, journalist and 
broadcaster; and Sir Peter Scott, 
wildlife artist. 

It is, I think, a shame that 
Uncommon Courage lacks the 
photographs that would bring the 
characters and their ships even 
more vividly to life: there must be 
myriad prints which lie hidden in 
albums and will soon be lost. 
However, this book remains an 
important contribution to naval 
history and a fitting tribute to its 
yachtsmen heroes. 

Julian Lovelock 
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Alan Hakim (ed.), Ransome 
Centre Stage – Selected Dramatic 
Works (Kendal: Amazon 
Publications, 2021). 
 

AMAZON Publications’ book for 
2021 was a compilation of scripts 
and lyrics devised mostly by 
members of TARS about the life 
and work of Arthur Ransome. 
Comprising six sections, the book 
presents selections by Brian 
Hopton, Kirstie Taylor, Robin 
Anderson, Kirsty Nichol Findlay 
and Duncan Hall, Jan Allen, and a 
guest appearance from Evgenia 
Ransome. 

Readers will enjoy skits with 
the young Arthur trying to write 

poetry in front of the 
Collingwoods, the Sparkinson 
interviews (guests on the show 
include James Turner, Lt Col. 
Jolys DSO, Miss Maria Turner 
and international guest, Miss Lee, 
from somewhere off the coast of 
China), a friendly chat between 
Evgenia and AR from a room in 
the Smolny Institute in Petrograd, 
a night in Bohemia with the 
Anansee spider woman and Alan 
Hakim in Japanese traditional 
dress, a full dramatisation of 
Winter Holiday, radio plays as 
performed by AusTARS, and a 
finale from Evgenia Ransome as 
she attempts to force the BBC 
back on track towards AR’s 
original writings for its 1962 
production of Swallows and 
Amazons. 

Ransome Centre Stage will be a 
trip down memory lane for those 
Tars who were involved in the 
original performances and a great 
historical record for those who 
came later. The book is illustrated 
with selected photographs. Some 
theatrical posters and theatre 
programmes are also included, 
but the print on these is very 
small and reading glasses will be 
required. 
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The book production is 
everything we have come to 
expect from Amazon 
Publications. I failed to subscribe 
this year (more fool me), but 
those who did were obviously 
very generous to the extent that 
the book could be bound in 
hardcover. The generosity may 
perhaps be attributed to several 
new subscribers noted in the list, 
namely Mr H. Bangate, Mrs 
Barrable and Lt Col. Jolys DSO,  

amongst others!  
Congratulations to all who 

contributed works to this volume 
and to the editor, Alan Hakim, 
who is taking this book as his 
swansong from Amazon 
Publications after sixteen years of 
service. 

Nancy M. Endersby-Harshman 

(With many thanks to the editors 
of Furthest South, in which this 
review first appeared.) 

 

 

While cruising the Ashby Canal in Leicestershire, the Editor came across 
this narrowboat moored at Market Bosworth. As well as the striking name, 

there was intricate Swallows and Amazons signwriting on the bow. The 
owner wasn’t a Ransome enthusiast – but apparently the (anonymous) 
previous owner was – perhaps someone knows of the boat’s history? 
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MM ONLINE SUPPLEMENT 
http://members.arthur-ransome.org/mixed-moss-online-supplement/ 

IN 2021 the editor, Catherine Lamont, received an unprecedented number 
of interesting articles that did not fit in the printed Mixed Moss and so 
created an online supplement (MMOS) to publish the extra material (and 
more), including: 

 

 
 
 

• more complete biographies of our contributors  
• articles that were too similar in theme to (or by 

the same author as) a current/recent Mixed Moss 
article  

• articles that have been published elsewhere in 
TARS (marked*) 

• articles that were too large/late for the current      
edition 

 
NEW FOR 2022 

Out of Captain Flint’s Trunkette editorial by Catherine Lamont  
On Eclipses and Signalling to Mars by Maida Follini 
Sparkinson Interviews: Molly Blackett by Brian Hopton with Jill 
Goulder* 
Complete set of Poems entered for the Mixed Moss Poetry 
Competition 
The Lakes in 1905 by Linda Phillips 
Mary Walker Collection / Supplement: 

Tour Guide Down Under by Catherine Lamont 
An Australian Captain Flint by John Edwards* 

Commander E.H.R. Walker and the Royal Navy of the Time by 
Paul Flint* 
The Service Career of Commander Walker by David Carter* 
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MIXED MOSS POETRY 
COMPETITION 

The One that Nearly Got Away
 
 
A Dozen of Haiku 
(including a perfect ‘found’ one)  
 
Island animosity,  
Alliance, lost chest.  
And then comes the feast  
 

Mary Swainson, churning  
her white magic in the  
cool of the dairy  
 

Counting lights ‘like chickens’  
‘Begging your pardon sir,  
The first thing’s the ship’  
 

‘Softly at first, as 
though it hardly meant it, the  
snow began to fall’  
 

The punt under water,  
the Outlaw in the reeds. 
A face at the glass  
 

Hazel twig and hedgehog  
Chemistry and bellows  
Fire and flight  
  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Knight on Sailing is  
hauled from the flooded cabin  
And the ship steadies  
 

Mud, shining mud and  
twisting rivulets keeping  
the water’s secrets  
 

Tooth, shackles, bicycle  
tyre. Camera flash,  
the plot develops  
 

Golden flash of new varnish  
Skinning the rabbit  
‘No Go’ in the grass  
 

Hic liber meus  
Hockeystick and marmalade 
Then, Taicoons. ‘Chop heads’ 
 

‘Special birds’… and two  
alone in the boat in the  
centre of the lake  
 

Jack Blake (Peter Willis) 
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WANTED 

From September 2022 

Editor of Mixed Moss 

starting with the 2023 edition 

The post involves soliciting contributions, careful editing, and the 
formatting of the journal ready for printing. The main qualities required are 

an interest in all things Ransome, an eye for detail, and occasional 
diplomacy. 

If this is an opportunity that you’d relish, please contact Marc Grimston, 
Chairman of the Publications Committee, at marcgrimston@gmail.com 

and 

Contributors to Mixed Moss 

for the 2023 edition 

As always, your articles and letters are welcome – especially from the new 
generation of Tars who have not previously written for Mixed Moss.      

(2023 will be the centenary of Racundra’s First Cruise, the 90th birthday of 
Winter Holiday and the 80th birthday of The Picts and the Martyrs, so these may 

be of particular interest.)  

The deadline is 30 April 2023, but please contact the Editor as soon as 
possible with your ideas to avoid duplication and disappointment. 

Please email your suggestions and ‘Word’ documents to: 
mixedmoss@arthur-ransome.org 

 

 

Mixed Moss is published by The Arthur Ransome Society Limited 
A company registered in England and Wales No. 03386251 

Registered Office: Abbot Hall, Kirkland, Kendal, Cumbria LA9 5AL, England. 

Email:  tarsinfo@arthur-ransome.org.uk         Website:  www.arthur-ransome.org 

President: Libby Purves OBE 

Honorary Vice Presidents: Christina Hardyment, Ted Alexander and 
Ted Evans 

© Copyright 2022 
Contributors retain copyright of their articles and may use their own material in other 
publications – though we appreciate acknowledgement of Mixed Moss as the original place 
of publication. However, the Arthur Ransome Society assumes the right to reproduce 
articles for TARS members only unless authors inform us otherwise. 

The copyright in the concept of and in the name of the journal Mixed Moss and in the 
layout of the 2022 edition belong to The Arthur Ransome Society Ltd. The Law of 
Copyright in England allows the copying of many artistic and literary works, but only once 
and only for your private enjoyment. Otherwise, no part of this edition of Mixed Moss may 
be reproduced, stored electronically or in any retrieval system, or transmitted by any means, 
electronic, mechanical, photocopying (unless under licence from CLA Ltd), recording, or 
otherwise, without prior permission – which, in the first instance, should be requested 
from the Editor. 

Arthur Ransome’s Literary Executors (The Arthur Ransome Literary Estate) have given 
permission for all of the Society’s own publications to use drawings and quotations from 
Ransome’s work. This permission does not extend to anyone else. If you wish to use 
Literary Estate materials outside TARS, specific permission must be obtained from the 
Executors – arthur-ransome-literary-executors@allthingsransome.net 
 

Statements of fact and opinion in the articles in Mixed Moss are those of the 
respective contributors and not of the Editor or The Arthur Ransome Society. 
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