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Nothing stays the same, but there have been great 

changes to most of Britainôs waterways since Arthur 

wrote the S&A books in the 1930s. 

 

Arthur set his stories in three differing parts of the UK: 

the Lake District, the Norfolk Broads and the east coast 

estuaries around Harwich. There are areas like the latter 

all round England where similar adventures could have 

happened; for example, St. Mawes in Cornwall is where 

Shining Moon arrived at the end of Missee Lee, and the 

adjoining Fal Estuary is where John sailed with his fa-

ther. There are other categories of waterways in the UK, 

such as canals and navigable rivers (navigations), not 

mentioned in the twelve as they had no part in the sto-

ries; but they cannot be ignored if one is looking at 

changes in UK boating. 

 

But first, boating in the Twelve. Geographically not 

much has changed; Arthurôs Lake is fictitious, but obvi-

ously belongs to the Lake District; he kept the other are-

as almost as on my Ordnance Survey maps! The time of 

the stories is the 1930s, nearly one hundred years ago. 

Lifestyles have changed; culture has changed; but more 

in some places than others. 

 

I can remember back to the late 1940s the area on the 

east coast that Arthur describes. I remember seeing 

Thames barges with their red sails travelling past when 

we visited the beach near Flint Island, also seeing them 

moored at mills and wharves that were then still part of 

the scene in the many estuaries and creeks along that 

coast. I had a dinghy like Swallow at West Mersea not 

so long after Arthur kept Peter Duck there. Sailing a real

-life Teasel-like yacht on the Broads was just like the 

account of the fictional one. And the Lakes, even years 

later, were recognisable. 

 

What of now in the 2020s? The Lakes are least changed, 

the Essex-Suffolk rivers the most, and the Broads are in 

between. What has changed and why? 

 

Before we go further, I want to divide the craft floating 

 around the UK into two kinds. I want to divide the vari-

ous craft into pleasure boats and commercial vessels. 

But that wonôt do because many pleasure boats are also 

commercial in that they operate to make money by tak-

ing passengers for trips. Nor can I classify the non-
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pleasure boats as cargo carriers ï unless the passengers 

on ferries are cargo. The best I can do is to divide the  

various craft into pleasure boats and working boats. 

What has happened in the last seventy or so years 

(actually mostly between about 1960 and 1980) is differ-

ent for the two classes. 

 

The changes are most marked in the area Arthur de-

scribes on the River Orwell around Ipswich, Felixstowe 

and Harwich. Arthur describes small freight-carrying 

steamers going right up to Ipswich. Thames barges sailed 

up and down the coast and the different rivers, carrying 

all sorts of goods. Nearly every navigable creek has 

some sort of quay where cargoes were unloaded and 

loaded, like, for example, Witchôs Quay in Secret Water. 

As at the mills at Beccles in Coot Club there were 

Thames barges moored at all the mills on the Colne, 

Blackwater and Stour even in the 1950s. 

 

Today there are very few ships small enough to go up the 

river. Overseas water transport stops at Felixstowe, 

where the deep water comes right up to the estuary 

mouth and there is one of the largest container terminals 

in Britain. The containers arriving there then go by rail 

and road to the rest of the country. Any remaining 

Thames barges are preserved, or carrying tourists. (At 

the TARS AGM a few years back a group of us were 

taken from Ipswich to Secret Water and back on one of 

these preserved barges!) The mills the barges visited 

have either been demolished or converted to some other 

use, often flats! By contrast there are many more recrea-

tional boats, mostly sailing cruisers. The boatyard Arthur 

used is still there but now there are several marinas look-

ing after the extra number of boats. 

 

In summary the change is: fewer small coastal working 

vessels but much larger working vessels; more pleasure 

craft, most privately owned and operated, but also a 

number of trip boats taking tourists for recreation. 

 

On the Broads itôs much the same: many more pleasure 

craft, both privately owned and hired, a number of trip 

boats, but virtually no working boats other than those 

needed to maintain the waterways and the craft using 

them. 

 

And so to the Lakes: once again; there are more pleasure 

craft of all sorts, rowing boats, sailing boats and steam-

ers. Otherwise, however, little has changed, except that 

the launches once owned and enjoyed by gentlemen like 

James Turner are now mostly commercial trip boats. 

Were there any working boats on the Lake of the Swal-

lows and Amazons? Well, yes, there was Mary Swain-

sonôs rowing boat voyaging to Rio with milk for the vil-

lage! There may be working boats of that sort still. 

The reasons for these changes are economic but also so-

cial, and they are different for the two sorts of craft. 

 

First the working vessels. Apart from the few craft em-

ployed maintaining the waterways the cargo carriers 

have got so big they cannot navigate far up the rivers so 

that Felixstowe is now the main port. Alongside the in-

crease in size of the ships has been an increase in the size 

of the containers in which the cargo is packed. Contain-

ers have been used for all sorts of goods, but whereas 

they used to be sacks, barrels or packing cases, all capa-

ble of being manhandled, modern containers are much 

larger and designed to be handled by special cranes. 

They are part of a system that includes rail and road 

transport but does not include the coastal traffic of earlier 
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days. Containers go directly from ship to road or rail for 

delivery without any more handling. There is a constant 

procession of long container-carrying freight trains go-

ing from Felixstowe into central England. 

 

The cargoes that the Thames barges carried go either by 

rail or road. The latter have improved so much since the 

1950s that it is now more economic for goods to travel 

directly across country than round the coast. However, 

the changes in other industries such as the change from 

small mills spread around the country to large central 

ones means the barges are in fact no longer needed. An 

alternative use for some of those craft remaining is giv-

ing pleasure trips so folk can experience the joys of trav-

el by sail. 

 

The increase in pleasure boats and boating is simply be-

cause the British population has more leisure and more 

income to spend on interests such as boating. Also, I 

believe that the cost of most recreational craft has fallen; 

certainly one does not have to be a gentleman to own a 

boat, as was the case in the early 1900s! Personally, I 

have found that with so many more sailing boats around 

the price of pre-loved yachts has enabled me to enjoy a 

hobby in a way that as a teenager I thought would be 

beyond my reach! 

 

Now letôs look 

at those other 

areas of UK 

boating: canals 

and navigations. 

 

In their natural 

state all rivers 

have parts that 

are not navigable 

but many of 

those in Britain 

have been al-

tered by building 

weirs and locks 

so that boats up 

to barge-sized 

can travel up 

them. Thus most 

of Britainôs larg-

er rivers were 

made navigable 

for much of their 

length, allowing boats to carry goods and people more 

easily than by the roads of that time. A lot of smaller 

rivers were improved this way also. (On a larger scale, 

similar things happened to the Murray-Darling water-

ways of Australia.) The difference between these navi-

gations and canals is that the navigations are derived 

from existing rivers whereas canals are man-made; this 

means that navigations have a current but canals usually 

have none. Most of the major rivers have been joined by 

canals so that in central England there is a network of 

waterways. This network was always commercial until 

recently. The rivers were made navigable and the canals 

dug so that craft could carry goods from one place to 

another for a fee. The first canals in the Midlands net-

work were begun in the 1700s and had locks 7 ft by 70 ft 

with barges to match. Other canals, of different sizes, 

had existed before but not as part of the network, and 

many later canals were larger; but if a boat wants to 

travel everywhere in that area it has to be less than 7 ft x 

70 ft. 

 

When railways appeared on the scene there was often 

direct competition between the two systems. Always the 

rail would be faster; but many canals survived up to the 

1940s. Most of the smaller canals and navigations 

around the coast, and those inland that were unable to 

compete, had by then closed and many had virtually dis-

appeared. Those waterways still operating were in a fi-

nancially precarious state. 

 

Sometimes people ask why containers are not used on 

canals. Itôs all about size. Containers are 8 ft wide and 8 

ft high. That means they are too wide for narrow canals, 

and even on the wide canals and the navigations (which 

are usually 15 ft wide or more) very many of the bridges 

are too low. They were designed for humans and horses! 

 

At the same time, though it was becoming uneconomic 

to operate a canal as a freight-carrying business, a num-

ber of people interested in boating could see the recrea-

tional potential of canal boating. They campaigned to 

keep canals open and gradually the number of users 

grew, so that by 2000 there were more recreational craft 

in the network than there had been working craft in the 

past. A substantial number of these boats were hired for 

holiday cruising. As with other boating areas the canals 

and rivers still have a few working boats, some needed 

to maintain the canals, and others that have found a 

comfortable niche is the system. There are also trip boats 

where barges carry people for the experience, and the 
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barge is often pulled by a horse as it would have been 

long ago. 

 

In 2017 I became the owner of a pleasure boat! Blue 

Dolphin was 32 ft long and just under 7 ft beam. She 

was a river cruiser with a centre cockpit driven by an 

outboard motor tucked into a well so it was hidden from 

view. There was a living cabin in front of the cockpit 

and a smaller cabin, shower and toilet in the stern. Just 

right to live in on my longish stays in Britain, provided 

the weather wasnôt too cold. 

 

I did two long cruises. The first was in East Anglian wa-

ters from the Nene, where my boat lived, across the Fens 

to the Great Ouse, to Bedford, then up the Cam to Cam-

bridge and so, checking each small tributary on the way, 

I returned to the Nene. The second voyage went up the 

Nene to the Grand Union Canal, north up this canal to 

the Oxford canal. On to the Thames to Reading, up the 

Kennet and Avon waterway to Devizes and then back 

the way I came. The smaller trips were first on the Fens 

waterways and the tributaries of the Great Ouse and sec-

ondly on to the Grand Union Canal to the famous Fox-

ton Locks and home again. 

 

4ÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒ×ÁÙÓ ÏÆ "ÒÉÔÁÉÎȡ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÐÁÇÅ Ω 

Can YOU design your own coat of arms, relevant 

to YOUR life? We would love to feature your de-

signs in the next issue of Furthest South. Then we 

readers can have a bit of fun, working out which 

design might belong to which member, before we 

tell all! 

 

Please write a little bit about the meaning of the 

heraldic devices, symbols or objects depicted on 

your coat-of-arms and why you selected them. 

This will help us learn more about you. We will 

feature these explanations on a different page from 

the crests, so that if we are stumped trying to work 

out the owners of the crests, we can find an expla-

nation elsewhere in FS. 

 

Peter Duckôs arms are shown here. They represent 

his family (the ducks); his working life (the wher-

ry) and his adventures in far-off climes (the flying 

fish). If Peter wasnôt so busy he would give a full 

account of each part. 

 

So, without getting too involved in the intricacies 

of true heraldry, start designing something similar 

to Peter Duckôs crest, and letôs have your colour-

fully idiosyncratic efforts for inclusion in our next 

issue! Send them to the Editor.  

 

We have one delightful contribution already from 

one of our members (see page 6.) Can you guess 

who it belongs to? (You can find the answer on 

page 23.) 
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When Arthur Ransome began writing Coot Club, he 

soon realised there were at least two separate stories in-

volved. After a fairly full story in Book One of the 

Cootsô and the Dsô sailing lessons, and conflict with the 

Hullabaloos, in Book Two he took a more adventurous 

theme: sailing in southern rivers, with their strong tidal 

systems and numerous bridges to pass through. To add 

more excitement to the story he had the twins Port and 

Starboard chasing after the Teasel, hitching a ride on Jim 

Wooddallôs wherry, and meeting the new characters Bob 

with his Come Along tugboat, and the Whittles and Mr 

Hawkins on their sprit-rigged sailing barge.  

 

The type of sailing barge in the story came from a long 

line of barge types which are thought to originate in the 

Netherlands, particularly those with a sprit-rigged type 

of sail. The barges which developed on the English east 

coast (also known as sprit-sailed barges or Thames barg-

es) did so because of the sea conditions there. Sea waves 

were choppier, and usually did not attain the large swells 

of the Atlantic Ocean like those of the west coast of 

England. To suit the North Sea conditions, which were 

shallow in many places and often had sand shoals, the 

hulls of barges were flat-bottomed. Such an example of 

this occurred with the barge Pudge built 1922, which 

AR moored alongside at Beccles township. AR would 

have taken the opportunity to examine its deck equip-

ment, and how this equipment worked for sailing. 

Pudge, incidentally, is still in existence (Simper 1972), 

not carrying cargo any more, but belonging to a regis-

tered charity which preserves Thames barges in a sailing 

condition.  

 

AR gave some details in Coot 

Club of the Welcome of Roch-

ester, the name for his ficti-

tious barge, and we will give 

more details based on similar 

sailing barges of that time 

(Cooper 1955). The Welcome 

had a large cargo hold be-

tween the foôcôsle in the bow 

and the skipperôs cabin in the 

stern. Bulkheads at either end 

of the hold gave crosswise 

strength to the hull. The floor 

of the hold was mounted on 

the keelson, a large beam which 

ran the length of the barge. 

Hatchways allowed entry to the hold, and when sailing 

the hold was covered with cambered wooden hatch co-

vers to protect the cargo. 

 

The mainmast, about 30 feet in height, sat in a metal 

casing, or mast box, which was bolted to the deck. A 

long bolt passing through the heel of the mast and the 

two sides of the casing acted as a pivot. Thus, the mast 

was able to be lowered for proceeding under low-level 

and non-lifting bridges. Attached to near the top of the 

mainmast, a topmast of about the same length carried the 

topsail. The sprit, a spar also about 30 feet long, held up 

the peak of the mainsail, and at its base was attached to 

the lower starboard side of the mast. At the bargeôs stern 

was a small mizzen mast with its own sprit spar. This 

helped balance Welcomeôs steering when under sail. All 

spars were made of wood (Cooper 1955).  

 

The sail plan of Welcome can be seen in ARôs sketch of 

óGetting a liftô in Coot Club.  The large mainsail provid-

ed the main ópushô for the barge, and this was supple-

mented by the topsail, a large jib, and the mizzen at the 

rear. All sails were of a deep red colour, having been 

dressed with a mixture of linseed and cod oil, red and 

yellow ochre and water, applied to both sides (Cooper 

1955).  

 

Not mentioned in Coot Club were the lee-boards, which 

helped prevent the barge drifting sideways when sailing 

close-hauled to the wind. The lee-boards were made of 

wooden planks attached together to form a large flat 

sheet, pivoted at the forward end to the bargeôs hull. 

When the barge was sailing, the board on the lee side 
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was lowered, increasing the effective draught. When the 

barge went about on to the opposite tack, the board be-

came the weather side, and so was raised. In shallow 

water, of course, both lee-boards were raised. This all 

sounds rather clumsy, but lee-boards were highly effec-

tive in reducing leeway when sailing (Kemp 1976), and 

were used on many barges. 

 

For night sailing, side lights, red to port and green to 

starboard, were contained in reflector boxes, set on verti-

cal iron legs attached to the barge rails. To make the 

barge more visible to other vessels, she could also have, 

facing forward at the top of the mainmast, a red light 

directly above a green light. A white stern light shone 

from the bargeôs rear (Kemp 1976). These lighting rules 

are still the same today for vessels under sail at night 

(Scanlan 2006). As Welcome had an engine installed in 

the early 1930s, presumably with a generator for charg-

ing a battery, it is possible that the bargeôs oil lamps 

were replaced with electrical lighting. 

 

Cabins for the crew varied in design among barges, but 

we will follow that described by AR for Welcome. The 

companion-hatch for the after cabin went down from the 

port side of the cabin roof, using a ladder to floor level. 

The skipper, Jack Whittle, and his wife called this area 

their stateroom.  

 

The barge engine took up the fore part of the stateroom, 

and, at Mrs Whittleôs request, was separated from it with 

a partition and a door. This left the stateroom as the 

main living area, but from this there was a door which 

opened to a tiny sleeping-cabin with bunks for the Whit-

tles, at the extreme end of the barge. In the stateroom 
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there was a spare bunk on the starboard side which the 

Whittles used for stores, unless it was required for an 

overnight visitor. Mr Hawkins, the mate, had his own 

accommodation forward in the foôcôsle. 

 

The crew of the Welcome obviously got on well togeth-

er, and were a happy crew. All were probably in late 

middle age, with the men having worked on barges all 

their working life, and Mrs Whittle joining at a later 

stage. Mrs Whittle says in Coot Club that óIt ainôt no life 

for a woman aboard a barge. Nothing to keep clean. Not 

even a doorstep you can take pride in. They wonôt let 

you do nothing on deckô. But perhaps she was not being 

quite truthful with this. With the Whittlesô son away in 

the Navy, there was the advantage of being able to be 

with her husband, rather than being stuck at home alone. 

She obviously had the job of being cook for all three of 

them, and looking after things below deck, but also had 

time to spend with her knitting. Although it may not 

have been very pleasant on the barge in bad weather, on 

days when the sun was shining and the barge was swish-

ing her way through the seas, it would be just great. 

There was also the social aspect of getting a wave from 

the crews on other vessels they knew, seeing the fasci-

nating things going on in great ports like London, or qui-

et townships like Beccles, and the interesting things in 

Continental ports they visited. All in all, it would be a 

pretty good life for the three of them. 

 

The type of cargo which Welcome carried to Beccles is 

uncertain. In Coot Club Bob of the Come Along, a motor

-boat tug, said óCorn to Becclesé Malt to Londonô; then 

writer Christine Hardyment (1984) mentioned ócorn or 

maltô, and writer Roger Wardale (2010) wrote of ówheat 

to Beccles, returning from Cantley with malt or beetô. 

Barley may also have been carried.  

 

In the novel, if a wheat cargo was being carried to Bec-

cles, it is possible it originated in South Australia. In the 

early 20th century imported cereals supplemented those 

grown in Britain (Simper 1972). In an article I wrote for 

Furthest South (Wood 2004), I told of visiting South 

Australiaôs Port Germein, and walking out along the 

very long jetty, to where in the 1930s sailing ships 

owned by the Finnish shipowner Gustof Erikson loaded 

bagged wheat for the northern hemisphere countries. 

One of these, the Pommern, was shown in a sketch by 

AR in We Didnôt Mean to Go to Sea being towed out of 

Harwich Harbour after discharging her wheat cargo at 

Ipswich. Some of the bagged wheat could have been off-

loaded directly from Pommern (or from a similar sailing 

ship) to Welcome while at Ipswich. Distribution of im-

ported wheat by barge to smaller ports regularly oc-

curred (Simper 1972). Skipper Jack Whittle would then 

have sailed Welcome down the River Orwell and out 

into the North Sea. Alternatively, as there was also a 

trade with barges carrying wheat from London docks, 

perhaps the shipment would have been picked up from 

there. With the barge being heavily laden, Jack, making 

a night voyage, would have kept well out to sea until he 

was to the east of Great Yarmouth. Robert Simper 

(1972), in commenting on the approach to Great Yar-

mouth, said, óIn spite of being an incredibly difficult 

place for a sailing vessel to enter, Great Yarmouth was 

the most important port between London and Hullô. 

These difficulties were because of the sandbanks off-

shore which were constantly on the move, and of the 

powerful tides which sweep up and down the coast. 

With dawn not far off, Jack would have seen the flashes 

from the Corton lightvessel 

which indicated the start of the 

Holm channel though the sand-

bank shoals. (The original Corton 

lightvessel, four miles north-east 

of Lowestoft, was sunk by enemy 

action in 1916, but she must have 

been replaced after the war as 

Lane (2001) lists her as being 

present up till 1968).  

 

In the 1930s there were a number 

of lightvessels in the area, most 

of which have in recent years 

been replaced by buoys (Lane 
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2001). There was even a Dudgeon lightvessel, the name 

of which AR may have borrowed as a surname for Tom 

in Coot Club. As the sun rose, Welcome reached and 

passed the Corton lightvessel, and then while heading 

north-west the green conical buoy, and finally the Cardi-

nal buoy Holm Sand. She was then able to proceed di-

rectly to the mouth of the River Yare. Even so, with the 

portôs difficult reputation, Jack was cautious with the 

tides, wind, and waves in Welcomeôs approach to the 

river mouth.  

 

Welcome sailed along the Yare in a westerly direction 

for a short distance. Then the river made a sharp right 

turn, to head roughly northwards, and parallel to the 

coast. Proceeding up-river, Welcome passed numerous 

fishing boats berthed at the quays, and from there to Ha-

ven Road bridge, which connects Great Yarmouth to the 

south town area of Gorleston. The bridge at that time 

was a new structure built in 1930 and replacing earlier 

examples. The new structure was a double bascule 

bridge, with its two arms being raised electrically, and 

giving a navigation channel of 88 feet (Gingell 2006).  

 

Is not known whether Welcome, while under sail, was 

able to traverse this lower part of the River Yare and 

into the inner harbour known as Yarmouth Haven. Sim-

per (1972) mentions that sailing barges arriving at the 

River Yare mouth normally took a tug from there to 

Norwich city. As Mr Hawkins said in Coot Club, when 

proceeding by sail through the New Cut, Welcome had 

been that way many a time. Jack would therefore have 

been confident of sailing as far as the Haven section 

when wind conditions were suitable. In theory, it would 

be possible with the help of the east wind and flood tide, 

though it would be rather close-hauled sailing. Perhaps 

Jack would have kept the engine running as well, in case 

there was any problem with a faltering wind. Presuma-

bly Haven Bridge authorities kept a watch on river traf-

fic, so that when a vessel such as Welcome approached, 

road traffic would be stopped, the bridge arms raised 

and, if there was a toll, a man with a little bag at the end 

of a long pole would collect toll coins, similarly to the 

description of the New Cut bridge in Coot Club.  

 

Welcomeôs arrival in the Haven would be similar to the 

yacht Teaselôs arrival from the opposite River Bureôs 

entrance, an hour or so previously. The next step for the 

barge would be to exit the Haven through the Breydon 

swinging-span railway bridge. River traffic had priority 

over trains, so the bridge apparently stayed open unless a 

train was approaching, when there must have been some 

method of warning masted vessels not to attempt going 

through (other than just a railway man waving from a 

signal cabin, as was done for Teasel.) Thereafter, the rest 

of Welcomeôs journey to Beccles continued as so well 

described in Coot Club.  

 

Welcomeôs arrival at Beccles has incurred some contro-

versy about where she was actually berthed. The town-

ship of Beccles and its staithe are located on the south-

east side of the river, but in Coot Club the Welcome tied 

up on the opposite side. Roger Wardale (1988) notes that 

he visited Beccles about 1988 and asked several resi-

dents as to where the grain mills once stood, but all of 

them said there was never any mill on the other side of 

the river, and that Thames barges always moored at the 

public staithe. The question is therefore where corn and 

wheat landed at Beccles staithe were processed. One 

possibility is that it was loaded on to vehicles and taken 

to Greenôs Castle, a Roller Flour Mill, which was further 

inland. In the 1930s this had a reputation for producing 

high quality flour and cornflour (Anonymous 2023). 

However, the mill closed and was demolished in the mid 

1970s. After cruising by yacht in the southern rivers, 

Paul Rodwell (2011) commented that óThere are no 

mills at Beccles or anywhereô. 

 

A consignment of barley landed from the Welcome at 

Beccles would have been processed in riverside malt 

houses, where the grain was converted into malt by 

soaking it in water, allowing it to sprout and then drying 

it to stop further growth. It was then used in brewing 

beer, whisky and in certain foods (Anonymous, undat-

ed). At Beccles, Wardale (1988) says that the malt hous-

es which were adjacent to the staithe had largely gone. 

However, after a subsequent visit to Beccles, he dis-

plays, in a 1999 photograph, some large sheds and a 

very tall chimney which had apparently been associated 

with the malting process (Wardale 2001). Present-day 

publications featuring the area do not show these struc-

tures so, evidently, they were later pulled down. We see, 

then, that the fixtures in Coot Club AR described on the 

Beccles riverside, both fact and fictitious, have by now 

all been swept away.  

 

Two days after her arrival at Beccles, Welcome, with her 

cargo discharged, left and passed Teasel in the River 

Waveney. In reply to a shouted query from Teasel as to 

where Welcome was going, Skipper Jack Whittle told 
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them óLondon Riverô. The crew of Teasel thought wist-

fully of visiting such a port, but for those aboard Wel-

come it was just a place to contact the bargeôs owner to 

get instructions for the next cargo and its destination. 

And so Welcomeôs life went on.  
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The postage from the UK on the AR-related books Iôve 

been keen to buy was so outrageous that I decided in-

stead to fly there to get them free of charge (putting to-

wards a plane ticket the postage money I would save). 

Well, the 22-day mad dash I took (with my 17-year-old 

rolling stone) went off as youôd expect from someone 

with a tendency to bite off more than she could chew - 

we didnôt quite fit everything in! In fact, Nick was so 

exhausted by all that weôd done by the time we even 

reached London that he developed a cold after our first 

day there, which he tried (not very successfully) to pass 

on to me. But this turned out to be a blessing in disguise, 

as we were then forced to hire a car. This enabled us to 

visit more people and collect more books from the 

TARS stall than we would have been able to manage on 

our Britrail pass. And Nick did recover in time to visit 

the museums on his bucket list! 

 

Iôve not been in the UK with an awareness of Arthur 

Ransome before. My last trip 

to the Lake District (in 2003) 

was typical Lake District 

weather (so depressing I cut it 

short), so I was dreading the 

weather being similar for a 

teenager who didnôt particular-

ly want to be anywhere where 

there would be no military 

museums to entertain him if it 

rained. But the Weather Man 

smiled kindly on this adven-

turous AusTAR and former 

Junior TAR. We escaped one 

of the hottest Aussie summers 

on record. We managed to slip 

past nearly all the storms in England and were only part-

ly affected by one rail closure. When we opened our 

eyes on the 140th anniversary of ARôs birth, it looked 

like this! In fact, there was blue sky for more than half 

the days we were there, and we only encountered rain, 

sleet or severe wind on three days. So next time I visit 

for a longer trip, Nick knows what he is in for, and 

might even come again! 

 

It was lovely to have an opportunity to meet so many 

people in person, many of whom I had ómetô online as 

either editor of Mixed Moss or one of the Facebook 

groups. I couldnôt go past Alton without visiting 

óRansomeôs Australiaô expert, Ted Alexander. Ted was 

the person who told me where to find Grandfather Boul-

tonôs sheep station óBergen-op-Zoomô when the local 

council wouldnôt reveal it for privacy reasons! Ted had 

visited BoZ in about 2000 with former AusTAR John 

Edwards, who sadly passed away last year, but has writ-

ten articles and a book about Edward Baker Boulton, 

and .  

 

Ted kindly gave me two hours to share a tiny portion of 

his vast knowledge, and some sections of the Ransome 

Index heôs been diligently assembling. His annotated 

lists of people, boats, cars and places known to Ransome 

(and publications about him) has now reached 300 pag-

es. On the next page you can see him with one of the 

óAustralian connectionsô posters he often brings to 

TARS events. This one shows Cardington near Welling-

ton, one of EBBôs earlier properties which was probably 

the station referred to in ARôs 

Autobiography as being on 

óthe very ranges where Star-

light and the Morgans [from 

Robbery under Arms] did their 

desperate deedsô. I wouldnôt 

have been able to do my re-

search into the Mary Walker 

back-story (published in the 

2022 Mixed Moss and online 

supplement) without his help. 

Or be in a position to give a 

talk to the Armidale Family 

History Group on the way I (or 

John Edwards, actually) used 

family history techniques to 
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research that paper. I will take along some AusTARS 

brochures and my set of The Twelve, of course. 

 

Two days previously, I had had a wonderful time talk-

ing to Sophie Neville, who told me that she had tried 

very hard to get an Australian to play the role of Mary 

Walker in the 2015 film. She herself has a number of 

connections with Australia, and I appreciated learning 

about her wider interests, including her 

latest successes with screenplays, alt-

hough I forgot to ask about the latest 

book about making the TV series! Of 

course, she kindly signed some of the 

books she has written. Here I am, under 

the poster of the 1974 film, holding the 

original flag which she was filmed hand

-stitching. Thanks so much, Sophie, for 

the yummy broccoli soup as well! 

 

We were also relatively lucky with rail 

strikes. Two separate railway incidents 

interfered with other peopleôs travelling for 

a spontaneous early AR birthday meeting to meet me in 

Haslemere in Southern region. Two train-riders meeting 

at the home station of one led him to exclaim, óErr... I 

do have a carô (in which they made it to the meeting), 

and a sixth person couldnôt get there at all. A leaking 

roof threatened my visit to the Brotherton Library. And 

even though we arrived at the Windermere Jetty Muse-

um to discover the sign reproduced below, this forced 

Nick to join me and the six AR Trustees at a nearby 

club for hot chocolate and then to participate most en-

joyably in our meeting (to be described in their newslet-

ter, Artefacts). And finally... there was the official East-

ern Region AR Birthday party before it was time to ódo 

Londonô and fly home. 

 

 

 

 

 

#ÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÏÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÉÇÉÎÁÌ 3×ÁÌÌÏ× ǨÁÇ 

4ÅÄ !ÌÅØÁÎÄÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ Ȭ!ÕÓÔÒÁÌÉÁÎ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȭ 

ÐÏÓÔÅÒÓ 



&ÕÒÔÈÅÓÔ 3ÏÕÔÈ  *ÕÌÙ ΤΡΤΦ ΣΤ

 

 

óShall we?ô I asked, amused.  

 

óWhy not?ô she said. óIôve always wanted to walk along 

one.ô 

 

We strode on to the long, long red carpet, as though this 

was something we were quite accustomed to doing, and 

walked up the steps towards the main entrance into 

South Africaôs Parliament building in Cape Town.  

 

This was not my first red carpet experience, hence my 

off-the-cuff remark to my hostess. Lately, since the Cor-

onation of King Charles III, I have been remembering 

two such experiences in my own life. Two stood out: the 

Cape Town opening of the South African Parliament in 

2013 and, my first, in Christchurch, New Zealand, in 

1986. 

 

I had just returned home to Christchurch, by sea, from 

an unexpected Summer Season at Scott Base and an 

eventful sea voyage from McMurdo Sound on my first 

ever ice piloting job (see article in FS Vol. 25 No. 2. I 

needed to go urgently into the central city area from my 

flat on the north side of Hagley Park before the shops 

shut for the day. As I walked swiftly along the street by 

the east side of the Avon River, near Noahôs Hotel, I 

was surprised to notice how quiet it was for this late 

time of the day ï no homeward-bound cars or pedestri-

ans using the street. Suddenly, in front of me, a spotless 

red carpet stretched across the footpath, from the main 

entrance of Noahôs to a large posh black limousine wait-

ing at the kerbside. Then I noticed that there seemed to 

be a lot of police cars and motorcycles on the other side 

of the street, waiting. 

 

Just as I was about to step over the carpet, the hotelôs 

main door swung open. A short slim woman in striking 

formal evening wear, and wearing a tiara fit for a queen, 

emerged from the entrance and, in a dignified manner, 

walked out and along the carpet towards the large car at 

the kerb.  

 

It was the Queen!  

 

I froze in my tracks. Just as she came abeam of me, no 

more than two metres away, she stopped and quickly 

turned round to face the hotel door.  

 

óHurry up, Philip ï we have to be there in eleven 

minutes!ô she called out sharply. Prince Philip was just 

inside the half-open front door of the hotel, having a jo-

vial last-minute chat with two smiling blokes, and had 

slipped behind his punctual wife. 

 

It must have been an official, formal early evening affair 

they were heading to in the City. Prince Philip emerged 

from the hotel and followed the Queen to the car. There 

was now action all around the smart vehicle. Doors 

opened for the special passengers, with police and prob-

ably security people surrounding it. With all attention on 

the Royals, I now stepped briefly on to the red carpet 

and crossed it to continue my quick trip towards the cen-

tral city shopping mall.  

 

No one had challenged me. I was just a solitary member 

of the public passing by. As I had been away from home 

for some time, I had had no knowledge that Queen Eliz-

abeth and the Duke of Edinburgh were in town. I was 

certainly not dressed appropriately to meet them! 

 

When I was in South Africa in 2013, the red carpet had 

just been rolled out and placed in position: up the steps, 

through the wide doorway and vanishing towards the far 

end of the huge entrance foyer of their parliamentary 

building in Cape Town. The South African Parliament 

was to be opened the next afternoon by the countryôs 

President, Jacob Zuma. Little did we know that a more 

sensational event for the public would engulf the nation 

(and the world) the next day: the óblade runnerô Oscar 
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Pistorius had shot and killed his girlfriend during the 

night. 

 

However, it was not the opening of parliament I was 

there to see. There was a story in our family that a John 

Parsloe had been involved in building the parliamentary 

buildings in Cape Town, possibly on his way to New 

Zealand. From my own research, I thought it was highly 

unlikely to be a óJohn Parsloeô related to our family. But 

as I was in Cape Town, here was an opportunity for me 

to check this story out myself. It was also rumoured that 

the foundation stone of the parliamentary building had 

his name engraved on it, as the builder. I needed to see 

this to believe it. 

 

I had arrived in Cape Town from 

London in late December 2012 on 

board the SA Agulhas, the South 

Africansô new cadet training ship 

and their former Antarctic resupply 

vessel. The vessel had been char-

tered to the British polar expedition known as The Cold-

est Journey, led by Sir Ranulph Fiennes, for a winter 

crossing attempt of the Antarctic continent. I was on 

board the ship as the expeditionôs Ice Pilot, if required. 

 

On arrival in Cape Town, I had made contact with Lila 

Komnick, the Artworks Office Administrator in the par-

liamentary library. She arranged for me to visit her at 

Parliament when we returned from the ice, after we had 

dropped off Ran and his party on 

the Antarctic continent for their 

attempted winter traverse. This I 

eventually did, the day before the 

opening of the Parliament on Val-

entineôs Day, 14th February. 

 

Lila and I continued along the red 

carpet to where a grand stairway 

led off upwards to the left. We, 

however, went right, leaving the 

carpet and its stately world to de-

scend a flight of stairs to the hum-

ble basement area. This is where 

the archive rooms were located 

and the parliamentary records were 

stored. At the bottom of the stairs we turned left into a 

rabbit warren of low narrow corridors, as is to be ex-

pected in a basement area. A featureless door opened 

into the Archives Office. Off it, a short narrow passage-

way led us to the archives library. More doors to open, 

doors to shut. The library was about the size of a council 

boardroom, with a very big table in the middle, with a 

few chairs around it. There were bookshelves and cup-

boards around the walls, with paintings and other items 

displayed where vacant spaces existed. 

 

Lila had assembled a special display of items just for 

me, all laid out covering the big table. I expressed sur-

prise, but she said she had found my query about the 

original foundation stone on the original parliament 

building and the possibility of a óJ. Parsloeô on it intri-

guing and had enjoyed the opportunity to carry out re-

search in material not looked at for a very long time. 

Alas, she had not come up with anything affirmative as 

the original foundation stone had disappeared and there 

were no definite written records showing all the names 

that were on it. 

 

There had been considerable controversy around the 

construction of the original Cape Colony parliamentary 

building. The first architect was dismissed and they 

started again. It was speculated that the original founda-

tion stone might have gone back to the United Kingdom 

with the Governor of the Colony when he returned to 

England at the end of his term of duty. It is possible that 

the stone, if it still exists, might be 

on an estate somewhere in the 

UK, a memento of a controversial 

period in that Governorôs career.  

 

And red carpets? Since that un-

planned encounter with the Queen 

in Christchurch, meetings with 

Royals continued to occur occa-

sionally during my working life 

through their positions as patron 

of organisations or expeditions I 

was involved with. But the red 

carpets were never again quite so 

visible. 

4ÈÅ ÒÅÄ ÃÁÒÐÅÔȡ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÐÁÇÅ ΧΨ 
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Our 2024 activities year kicked off with the 

celebration of ARôs birthday at Emerald in 

January. Rogerôs Chocolate Tasting and the 

Annual Quiz saw some hot competition for 

the winnersô shields, with the Spiers family 

again doing well in AR lore while Nancy E 

pipped them to take out the chocolate shield. 

With a monster parcel to unwrap and Arthurôs 

Bran Tub, everyone went home with birthday 

gifts. Food was a big part of the day - our 

brains need fuelling for the party contests! 

Graham Morrell from NSW was able to travel 

south to join the usual suspects for a  day en-

joyed by all. 

 

Local member Cam C. arranged perfect 

weather and all necessary facilities for Mel-

bourne members to join him in Bendigo in 

March for a picnic by the lake. Cam even pro-

vided a barbecue for us so we could relax, replete, in 

our chairs on the lakeside lawn after lunch. Some of us 

kayaked on the lake and Camôs lovely model boats voy-

aged by radio control. Barb and Eileen had travellersô 

tales to relate and Jan brought some Tarry activities. 

Our thanks to Cam for a great day. 

 

Due to illness and other life challenges, VicTARS did-

nôt meet again until June, when a keen and well-rugged-

up group lunched in the Botanic Gardens at William-

stown before spending the afternoon at the Newport 

Railway Museum. For a volunteer organisation, the re-

storers and custodians of this 

terrific collection of locomo-

tives, rolling stock, infra-

structure and rail memorabil-

ia do a fantastic job in pre-

serving our Victorian railway 

heritage. There were no pi-

geons to let fly in front of the 

station nameboards  but there 

were plenty of seagulls keen 

to get a taste of our warming 

coffees and hot chips and 

slightly chilling ice creams at 

afternoon tea down at the 

breezy beach after our tour.  

After that, some departed by 

car, Hedley T. cycled off for his Ballarat train and Jan 

A., Nancy E. and Graham M .(happily visiting us once 

again) caught their suitable transport, a Metro train to 

the CBD, with another from there to take them home to 

the hills. 

 

Early July saw VicTARS gathering at Emerald for a 

Midwinter Mystery Day. Activities were Winter Holi-

day-themed, with challenges, hunts, puzzles and myster-

ies. Under Stuartôs guidance, most of us somehow man-

aged to create impressive snowflakes from three tiny 

pieces of cardboard and a sheet of paper. And then we 

!ÕÓ4!23 ÅÖÅÎÔÓ - 6ÉÃ4!23 ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
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offered some interesting theories and solutions to some 

unusual questions arising from the book, and hunted 

successfully for treasure. Hot soup from the óhotpotsô 

simmering on the stove sustained us and the igloo fire 

kept us warm. We hope to manage a real Winter Holiday 

day at the snow soon for those keen to try Captain Nan-

cyôs plans. 
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There is no evidence for any gold ever being recovered 
commercially from the Lake District. (British Geologi-
cal Survey Website, updated July 2023). 

 

óWhatôs it going to be?ô Titty asked in chapter 2 of Pi-

geon Post. óGold,ô Peggy replied: óDickôs a geologist 

and Nancyôs turned him on to reading all Captain Flintôs 

mining books, and tomorrow weôre going right inside 

Kanchenjunga to talk to Slater Bob. Heôs an old miner, 

andé knows where we ought to look for it.ô 

Old Slater Bob was more forthcoming than might have 

been expected: 

Of course thereôs gold. Thereôs everything in these fells if 

only a man know where. Slate for your roof, and slate for 

your schools and slate pencils, tooé And copper too for 

your kettles and saucepané and then thereôs black lead, 

graphite they call it, for the wooden pencilsé 

 

He went on to describe the óyoung Government chapô 

who was exploring the fell country on the eve of the 

Great War and who appeared one 

evening at Old Bobôs cottage with a 

óscrew of paperô apparently contain-

ing a pinch of gold dust. But he was a 

reservist, and left the next day to join 

his regiment; and he probably died on 

the Somme or at Ypres. 

But such have been the stories (some 

of them very tall) of the finding of 

gold since time immemorial. To take 

an Australian example, Lewis Harold 

Bell Lasseter (1880-1931) claimed to 

have found a massive gold reef in 

central Australia. Like Old Bobôs ac-

quaintance, he enlisted during the 

Great War but for medical (and other) 

reasons he never left Australia. He 

instead perished in the desert near the 

border between Western Australia 

and the Northern Territory in 1931 

after he became separated from an 

expedition that had been mounted in 

an attempt to rediscover the alleged 

fabulously rich reef. It has never been 

found. Stories of finding gold, and 

then the finder dying before the find could be properly 

documented, are legion, from various parts of the British 

Isles, from Africa, from Australiaé 

Pigeon Post was first published in 1936, and it is not 

inconceivable that Slater Bobôs óyoung chapô was 

vaguely based on Lasseter, given that ARôs interest in, 

and not inconsequential links with, Australia have been 

source of speculation in these pages. However, the Geo-

logical Survey is adamant:  

Although claimed from a number of locations within the 

Lake District, many of these reports [of gold deposits] 

must now be regarded as unreliable.  

 

Nevertheless, very small amounts of gold have been rec-

orded from a variety of deposits of different geological 

ages, including the Carrock Fell tungsten deposit, and 

from a gossan (sometimes ógossonô) in the Black Combe 

area. It has apparently been noted in copper veins near 

Coniston. It is possible that Arthur Ransome knew about 

some of these. It has also been 

reliably reported at Dale Head in 

the Vale of Newlands. Alluvial 

(i.e. water-deposited) gold is said 

to have been found in fairly tiny 

quantities in streams in the Cock-

ermouth area.  

But copper was a different story. 

Old Bob summarised it as fol-

lows: 

[T]here was copper for all Eng-

land going out oô these fellsé 

Five hundred year folk have 

been working these fells, and 

now theyôve all give up, all but 

me, more fools they, when it 

stands to reason thereôs more in 

tôfells nor ever come out. There 

was Queen Elizabeth had her 

Dutchies here, and a mort oô folk 

after that, scratting and scratting 

(PP, chapter 3). 

 

When granite ï a crystalline 

rock that forms from the intru-

sion of an acid magma (i.e. hot 

liquid rock that is relatively rich 
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in silica, SiO2) rises from deep in the earth into the up-

per part of the crust, it gives off fluids, rich in metal 

ores, including those of copper, tungsten, zinc and, very 

occasionally, gold. These crystallise in the faults and 

cracks in the overlying country rock to form the mineral 

veins. The greatest concentrations of this type of 

ómineralisationô occur at Coniston, Ulpha and Haweswa-

ter, with others at Black Combe, the Vale of Newlands, 

and in parts of the Caldbeck Fells. The peak years for 

Lake District copper production were during Elizabethan 

times, when German mining experts (Old Bobôs 

óDutchiesô) were brought to the Lake District, and then 

again during the 19th century. Very small amounts of 

copper ores continued to be mined at Coniston into the 

early years of the 20th century. 

The granite emplacement in the Lake District probably 

took place about 400 million years ago (in the Devoni-

an): there is a slight discrepancy between the determined 

ages of the Shap granite and other granites in Cumbria ï 

but this may be at least partly because of different tech-

niques of dating. 

There is a similar granite deep beneath the north Pen-

nines, from which the Weardale mineralisation emanat-

ed. And mineral veins radiating the granites of south-

west England account for the mineral fields of Cornwall. 

In the millions of years since the granites were intruded, 

and the mineralisation took place, many thousands of 

metres of overlying strata have been removed. Where 

the mineral veins reach the surface, they are affected by 

the atmosphere, and rainwater may trickle down to some 

depth. The upper layers of the mineral veins are thus 

weathered and oxidised, and transformed into gossan.  

The metals may be leached out from the weathered 

layer and re-deposited lower down. It was then not 

completely illogical for Squashy Hat (Timothy) to 

locate the gossan on the slopes of Grey Screes in 

the hope that it would help him to find better de-

posits of copper ore ï possibly chalcopyrite 

(CuFeS2), a mineral often confused with gold ï 

further down. 

Another source of Arthur Ransomeôs inspiration for 

the two mining books, Pigeon Post and The Picts 

and the Martyrs, is quite well documented in Chris-

tina Hardymentôs The World of Arthur Ransome 

(2012). When he was very young Arthur was madly 

in love with Barbara Collingwood, the daughter of 

William Gershom Collingwood, the author, artist, 

antiquary and professor of Fine Arts at the college 

that eventually became the University of Reading. 

The family lived near Coniston. Arthur dedicated 

Old Peterôs Russian Tales to Barbara, and although 

he proposed, he didnôt marry her, but they remained 

friends. Barbara did, in time, marry Oscar Gnosspelius 

(1878-1953), engineer, and pioneer aviator. After work-

ing as engineer in Brazil, the Transvaal and Angola, in 

the later 1920s he was very actively involved in pro-

specting for copper in the Lakeland Fells, including a 

vein, not previously discovered, beneath Brim Fell, close 

to Coniston. Oscar and Barbara lived quite close to the 

Ransomes and Oscar was ófull of help about the miningô 

in 1935. He was the model for Squashy Hat, and Pigeon 

Post is dedicated to him. There cannot be too many au-

thors who have dedicated books both to their former 

girlfriend and to the person that she eventually married! 
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Itôs winter at my remote Australian home, and my read-

ing taste turns, again, to Winter Holiday (WH). It is of-

ten my favourite book of the canon, though not always. 

When I first read it at the age of twelve, having read SA 

and SD, I was upset. Where were the Swallows and Am-

azons, and stories of camping on the island? Who were 

these new characters, Dick and Dorothea (Dot)? Yet, 

Dick and Dot have come to be the ones I like most, out 

of all of them. 

 

WH marks, in my view, a stage in the maturity of ARôs 

writing. If the earlier stories had simple plots (kids in 

boats compete for an island; kid sinks a boat and has to 

repair it.) then in WH he demonstrates a depth of under-

standing of a new world, successfully juggles a story 

with eight main characters, weaves a snowbound spell 

over us, and details the psychology of the children in a 

way that always pulls me in when I read it. 

Instead of reading WH this time, Iôm listening to it. A 

new way of receiving a book enables us to pick up on 

things that passed us by when we read them in print*.   

 

Here are some children whose parents are elsewhere. 

Part of our nostalgia for the series is the lost world of the 

1930s where children were let loose from parental su-

pervision and left to play as they wished. I was the same 

age as they, in the early 1960s, in a world that had 

moved on, but one in which we kids were still kicked 

out to go and find our friends and play, turning up for 

tea in the evening. In the modern world of the 2020s, 

parents would probably get charged with neglect in this 

world of ongoing and close parental supervision but this 

is where ARôs series makes us  (well, me) glad to have 

grown up in a different time and age. 

 

This article picks up some points from the first few 

chapters. They set  the scene for us: Dick and Dot are 

staying in a farm by a lake for a week in the winter holi-

days, and meet and have an adventure with other chil-

dren. But that is to downplay the marvellous character 

and scene building by AR as we enter a world deserving 

of the epithet ówinter wonderlandô. So what can we 

learn? 

 

Dick and Dot óhad come to stay at the farm for the last 

week of the winter holidays.ô We know immediately 

that they have come to a place they donôt know, but with 

kindly hosts. As they start to explore their surroundings 

we see that they are not accustomed to this sort of set-

ting. As they see the boat on the lake it is clear that they 

feel very alone, and wish for some other young compa-

ny. 

 

Right from the start, AR demonstrates the ability to 

plant ideas for later use in the story. For example, as 

Dick and Dot explore their surroundings on their first 

day, they walk down to the lake. At the waterôs edge is a 

landing place and some reeds, where ódried bits of reed, 

sticks and other jetsam marked the point to which the 

lake had risen during the autumn floods.ô The role of 
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this apparently trivial piece of information becomes 

clear later in the story, after it has snowed, where these 

same reeds stop the sledge from sliding downhill and 

onto the frozen lake. Dick gets the idea of chopping 

them down to improve the run. 

 

After this wonderful first chapter, where the scene is set 

vividly, but without giving any clues to the story proper, 

letôs take a closer look at the two Ds. What are these 

characters like psychologically? Our AusTARS member 

Catherine Lamont has written much on this subject, so 

Iôll confine myself to my own impressions here. 

 

Dick, at first glance, is a quiet lad, self-sufficient, focus-

ing on whatever one thing is on his mind, studious. 

Does he resemble his father, an archaeology professor 

currently in Egypt ódigging up remainsô? He had 

óbrought with him a telescope, a microscope and a book 

about astronomyô. My kind of guy: at that same age I 

too had a (toy) telescope, a microscope, the Observerôs 

Book of Astronomy, the latter still on the shelf next to 

me. 

 

Dorothea seems to play a motherly role with Dick, her 

day always defined by whatever Dick was doing. Her 

life revolves around Dick and she hardly displays any 

individuality. Is she based on her mother? Is this how 

we choose partners when we grow up, based on the sort 

of play partnerships we had as kids? However, she does 

have her own life, but itôs a secret life, in her mind, 

where she imagines herself to be a budding author, 

though her stories rarely get beyond the first few sen-

tences. On seeing six strange (as in unknown) children 

in a rowing boat, she was making up a story: óThey 

launched their trusty vessel, put out their oars, and 

rowed towards the mysterious island. No human foot 

had ever trod . . .ô, a story ruined by Dickôs practical 

observation. 

 

In the evening, Dick heads up to the barn that will be the 

observatory, with Dot in tow, and it is here that we get a 

major clue to their characters: just like Nancy and most 

of the S&As (Iôm not sure about Susan), Dick and Dot 

live in óthe real worldô, which is in fact an imaginary 

world that takes them out of the actual world of the 

ónativesô. 

 

At the barn, Dick can see the farmhouse that some of 

the children are residing at. ôDot,ô he cried suddenly. 

ôThey do come from that house. Look at this end, two 

windows one above another. Two of them are hanging 

out of that top window.ô óWhatôs the good of thinking 

about them?ô said Dorothea. ôThey might as well be in 

some different world.ô 

 

This is when Dick comes up with óJust wait till dark and 

we can try signalling to Mars.ô Dot immediately under-

stands what he means, without the expected ówhat do 

you mean?ô sort of query. Mars, and later, Morse 

codeé Morse-ians, Martiansðtheir real world. óYou 

never knew with Dick. He always seemed to be bother-

ing about birds, or stars, or engines, or fossils and things 

like that. He never was able to make up stories like 

those that came so easily to her, and yet, sometimes, in 

some queer way of his own, he seemed to hit on things 

that made stories and real life come closer together than 

usual.ô 

 

A crucial part of the story is how these two groups of 

children learn to communicate with each other. The ten-

dency of the Ds to live in the óreal worldô enables them 

to communicate with Nancy when they meet; in fact, 

with all of them, when we find ascending the hillside, 

when óthe smallest of the female Martians waved a 

white handkerchief she had fastened to a stickô. 

óDorothea pulled out her handkerchief and waved it.ô 
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