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FIRST NIGHT IN THE TITMOUSE



BOOK ONE

COOTS AND FOREIGNERS
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NOTE

Throughout Book One, readers who want to know where they are should use the map of the northern rivers at the front of this book.




CHAPTER I

JUST IN TIME

THORPE STATION AT Norwich is a terminus. Trains from the middle of England and the south run in there, and if they are going on east and north by way of Wroxham, they run out of the station by the same way they ran in. Dick and Dorothea Callum had never been in Norfolk before, and for ten minutes they had been waiting in that station, sitting in the train, for fear it should go on again at once, as it had at Ipswich and Colchester and the few other stations at which it had stopped. The journey was nearly over. They had only a few more miles to go, but Dorothea, whose mind was always busy with scenes that might do for the books she meant to write, was full of the thought of how dreadful it would be if old Mrs. Barrable, with whom they were going to stay, should be waiting on Wroxham station and the train should arrive without them. She would go back to her boat, for she was living in a boat somewhere down the river, and Dick and Dorothea, even if they did manage to reach Wroxham by some later train, would never be able to find her. So when Dick had wanted to get out of the carriage and go along the platform to watch the engine being coupled on at the other end of the train, Dorothea had been very much against it. If Dick were to get out, she would have to get out too, lest one should be left behind and the other carried on to Wroxham alone. And if she got out, why then the train might go on without either of them and their luggage might end up anywhere. She looked at the two small suit-cases on the rack (“Don’t let them bring much luggage; there isn’t room,” Mrs. Barrable had written). So Dick and she had wasted ten whole minutes sitting in the carriage, looking out of the open window at the almost empty platform.

A whistle blew, and the guard waved a green flag.

“Bring your head in now, Dick,” said Dorothea, “and close the window.”

But before Dick had time to pull the window up, they saw a boy come hurrying along the platform. He was heavily laden, with a paper parcel which he was hugging to himself so as to have that hand free for a large can of paint, while on the other arm he had slung a coil of new rope. He was hurrying along beside the train, looking into the windows of the carriages as if he were searching for someone he knew. And Dorothea noticed that, though it was a fine, dry spring day, he was wearing a pair of rubber knee-boots.

“He’ll miss it if he doesn’t get in,” said Dick.

“Hurry up, there, if you’re going,” a porter shouted and at that moment, just after he had passed their window, the boy stumbled over a rope’s end that had fallen from his coil. Down he went. His tin of paint rolled on towards the edge of the platform. His parcel burst its paper. Some blocks and shackles flew out.

The train had begun to move. A porter far down the platform was running towards the boy, who had jumped up again almost as if he had bounced, had grabbed his blocks and crammed them in his pockets, and had stopped the escaping paint-tin with his foot just before it rolled between the platform and the train. In another moment he had the tin in his arms and was running beside the carriage.

“Don’t try that now,” shouted a ticket inspector.

“Wait for the next,” shouted the porter, who was running after the boy.

“Heads!” called the boy.

The next moment the paint-can came flying through the open window between Dick and Dorothea. The coil of rope whirled round and shot in after it. The door was opened and the boy flung himself in head first and landed on all fours.

Dorothea pulled the door to. Dick said: “They always like it shut,” and reached out and closed the handle.

The porter, left far behind, stopped running.

“Just in time,” said the boy. “I didn’t want to miss it. Lucky for me you had your window open.”

“Haven’t you hurt yourself?” said Dorothea.

“Not I,” said the boy, dusting his hands together, hands that looked so capable and hard-worked that Dick, at the sight of them, wanted to hide his own.

Dorothea looked at him while he picked up his paint-can, badly dinted but not burst, took his blocks and shackles and a packet of brass hinges and a bag of brass screws out of his pockets, to see that he had lost nothing by his fall, and then carefully re-coiled his shining new rope on the seat. He looked, she thought, most awfully strong, and his hands, and the blue knitted jersey, and those boots and rope and things made her almost think he might be a sailor, but his jacket was quite like Dick’s own, and his flannel shorts … hundreds of boys wore flannel shorts.

The train pulled out of Norwich, and Dick, looking from the window, noticed a bit of a ruin, with a narrow arch in it, left at the side of the line.

“Pretty old,” he said to Dorothea.

Dorothea, somehow feeling that this needed explaining to the strange boy, said, “Our father’s an archaeologist.”

“Mine’s a doctor,” said the boy.

And then the train was running close beside the river, and they saw a steamer going down from Norwich. They crossed a bridge, and there was a river on both sides of the line, the old river on the left curving round by the village of Thorpe with crowds of yachts and motor boats tied up under the gardens, and, on the right, a straight ugly cutting. In another minute they had crossed the old river again, and the train was slowing up at a station. Close by, across a meadow, they could see a great curve of the river, and three or four houseboats moored to the bank, and a small yacht working her way up.

“Interested in boats?” said the boy, as the others hurried across the carriage.

“Yes, very much,” said Dorothea. “Last holidays we were in a houseboat frozen in the ice.”

“They’re always getting frozen in, houseboats,” said the boy. “Done much sailing?”

“We haven’t done any at all,” said Dick. “Not yet.”

“Except just once, on the ice, in a sledge,” said Dorothea.

“It wasn’t really sailing,” said Dick. “Just blowing along.”

“You’ll get lots of sailing at Wroxham,” said the boy, looking up at the big black and white labels on the two small suit-cases.

“We’re going to live in a boat,” said Dorothea. “She isn’t at Wroxham. She’s somewhere down the river.”

“What’s her name?” said the boy, “I know most of them.”

“We don’t know,” said Dorothea.

“Mine’s Titmouse. She’s a very little one, of course. But she’s got an awning. I slept in her last night. And she can sail like anything. This rope is for her. Blocks, too. And the paint. Birthday present. That’s why I’ve been into Norwich.”

Dick and Dorothea looked at the blocks and fingered the silky smoothness of the new rope. It certainly did seem that they had come to the right place to learn about sailing.

Dorothea already saw herself and Dick meeting Nancy and Peggy Blackett and the Walkers, too, with whom they had spent a happy month on the shores of a wintry lake, and surprising them with the news that she and Dick could count themselves sailors more or less. After that winter holiday they had set their hearts on learning, but it was no good going north at Easter, for the Blacketts were away with their uncle, and the Walkers were in the south with their father, who was home in England on leave. They had given up all hope of getting any sailing before the summer. And then, half-way through the Easter holidays, the letter from Mrs. Barrable had come in the very nick of time. Mrs. Barrable, long ago, had been Mrs. Callum’s school-mistress, but she painted pictures and was the sister of a very famous portrait painter. And she had written to Mrs. Callum to say that her brother and she had chartered a small yacht on the Norfolk Broads, and that her brother had had to go off to London to paint portraits of some important Indians, so that she was all alone in the boat with her pug-dog William, and that if Dick and Dorothea could be spared she would like to have their company. Just then they could very well be spared, as their father had to go to a conference of archaeologists upon the Roman wall and, of course, wanted their mother to go with him. Everything had been arranged in a couple of days, and here they were, and already, before they had got to Wroxham, they had met this boy who seemed more of a sailor even than John or Nancy. Things were certainly coming out all right.

“Hullo,” said Dick, soon after they passed Sal-house Station. “There’s a heron. What’s he doing on that field where there isn’t any water?”

“Frogging,” said the strange boy, and then, suddenly, “Are you interested in birds, too?”

“Yes,” said Dick. “But there are lots I’ve never seen, because of living mostly in a town.”

“You don’t collect eggs?” said the boy, looking keenly at Dick.

“I never have,” said Dick.

“Don’t you ever begin,” said the boy. “If you don’t collect eggs, it’s all right … you see we’ve got a Bird Protection Society, not to take eggs, but to watch the birds instead. We know thirty-seven nests this year ….”

“Thirty-seven?” said Dick.

“Just along our reaches …. Horning way ….”

“Our boat’s near there,” said Dorothea.

“By the way,” said the boy, “you didn’t see two girls in this train – twins? No? They were in Norwich this morning, but I expect they drove back with their father. Otherwise they’d have come this way. We always do. Going by bus, you don’t see anything of the river worth counting.”

“There’s a hawk,” said Dick.

“Kestrel,” said the boy, looking at the bird hovering above a little wood. “Hullo! We’ll be there in a minute.”

The train was slowing up. It crossed another river, and for a moment they caught a glimpse of moored houseboats with smoke from their chimneys where people were cooking midday meals, an old mill, and a bridge, and a lot of masts beyond it. And then the train had come to a stop at Wroxham station.

The strange boy was looking warily out of the window.

On the platform he saw an old lady looking up at the carriage windows. He also saw the station-master. He chose his moment and, slipping down from the carriage with his paint-can and coil of rope, was hurrying off to give up his ticket to the collector at the gate. But the station-master was too quick for him.

“Hum,” he said, “I might have guessed it was you, when they rang me up from Norwich about a boy with a ticket for Wroxham jumping on the train after it had fairly got going. Told me to give you a good talking to. Well, don’t you do it again. Not broken any bones this time, I suppose?”

The boy grinned. He and the station-master were very good friends, and he knew that the railway officials in Norwich had not meant him to get off so easily.

“I was on the platform in time,” he said. “Only I was looking for Port and Starboard, and then I slipped, and the train started, and I simply had to catch that train.”

“Port and Starboard?” said the station-master. “I saw them go over the road-bridge with Mr. Farland more than an hour ago. They’ll have had their dinners and be on the river by now …. Yes, Madam. Let me give you a hand.” He was talking now to Mrs. Barrable, the old lady, who had just found Dick and Dorothea. The station-master reached up to help Dorothea down with her suit-case.

“Well, and here you are,” said Mrs. Barrable, kissing Dorothea and shaking hands with Dick.

“And who was that other boy?” she asked.

“We made friends with him in the train,” said Dorothea. “He knows a lot about boats.”

“And birds,” said Dick.

Mrs. Barrable watched him as he hurried through the gate and down the path to the road. “Haven’t I seen him before?” she said. “And who are the Port and Starboard he was asking about?”

“That’s Tom Dudgeon, the doctor’s son from Horning,” said the station-master. “You’ll maybe have seen him on the river in his little boat. He’s not often away from the water in the holidays. And Port and Starboard, queer names for a couple of girls ….” But there was the guard, just waiting to start the train, and the station-master never finished his sentence.

“Busy man,” said Mrs. Barrable. “Come along, Dick. Written any more books, Dot? You really have done well in keeping your luggage down. We’ll easily find room for these. I’ve got a boy with a hand-cart to take your things to the river. We’re going down by water. Longer but more fun. There’s a motor-launch going down to Horning, and the young man says he’ll put us aboard. The Teasel’s lying a good long way below the village. But we must have something to eat first, and I must get you some boots like those that boy was wearing. You’ll want them every time you step ashore.”


CHAPTER II

DISAPPOINTMENT

NEVER IN ALL their lives had Dick and Dorothea seen so many boats. Mrs. Barrable had taken them shopping at a store that seemed to sell every possible thing for the insides and outsides of sailors. She had taken them to lunch at an inn where everybody was talking about boats at the top of his voice. And now they had gone down to the river to look for the Horning boatman with his motor-launch. The huge flags of the boat-letters were flying from their tall flag-staffs. Little flags, copies of the big ones, were fluttering at the mastheads of the hired yachts. There were boats everywhere, and boats of all kinds, from the big black wherry with her gaily painted mast, loading at the old granary by Wroxham bridge, and meant for nothing but hard work, to the punts of the boatmen going to and fro, and the motor-cruisers filling up with petrol, and the hundreds of big and little sailing yachts tied to the quays, or moored in rows, two and three deep, in the dykes and artificial harbours beside the main river.

“Why are such a lot of the boats wearing dust-covers?” asked Dorothea.

“Rain-coats, really,” said Mrs. Barrable. “Those are awnings. Everybody rigs them at night to make an extra room by giving a roof to the steering well. And, of course, when the boats are not in use the awnings keep them dry. Lots of the boats are not let yet. Luckily for us it’s early in the season. Later on people come here from all over England, and in the summer Wroxham must be like a fairground.”

“It’s rather like one now,” said Dorothea, listening to the gramophones and the hammering in the boat-sheds. “Oh, look. There’s someone just starting. Do all the big boats have little ones like chickens hanging on behind?”

“Dinghies,” said Mrs. Barrable. “Suppose you’re in a yacht and want to fetch the milk or post your letters, you just jump into your dinghy and use your oars.”

“We have rowed once,” said Dick, “but only for a few minutes.”

And then Mrs. Barrable saw the boatman waving to them. A minute or two later they were off themselves, in a little motor-launch, purring down Wroxham Reach. In the bows of the launch were the two small suit-cases, and the parcels that had been sent down to the river by the people at the village store. Dorothea looked happily at one large, awkward, bulging parcel. Mrs. Barrable had bought them cheap oilskins and sou’westers as well as sea-boots. There was no excuse for wearing such things on a fine spring day, with bright sunshine pouring down, but just to look at that bulging parcel made Dorothea feel she was something of a sailor already.
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Once round the bend at the low end of the reach, they had left all the noise and bustle of Wroxham behind them. Tall trees were growing on either side of the river. There were quiet little houses among the trees, and green lawns at the water’s edge, with water-hens strutting about on the grass as if they were pigeons or peacocks. A man with long thigh boots and a yachting cap was busy with a lawn-mower.

“Look,” said Dorothea. “There’s a sailor mowing the grass.”

“Most people here have got at least one foot in the water,” said Mrs. Barrable, “and they do say a lot of the babies are born web-footed, like ducks.”

“Not really?” said Dick.

“I’m not so sure,” said Mrs. Barrable. “Every infant in this place seems able to sail a boat as soon as it can walk.”

“Were you born here?” asked Dorothea, glancing, in spite of herself, at Mrs. Barrable’s neat, rubber-soled shoes.

“At Beccles,” said Mrs. Barrable. “On another river. Not very far away.”

Not everybody, thought Dorothea, could be born on a river, but at least she and Dick would do their best to make up for lost time.

The houses came to an end. Here and there, looking through the trees, Dick and Dorothea caught the flash of water. Through a narrow opening they saw a wide lake with boats sailing in a breeze, although, in the shelter of the trees, the few sailing yachts they had passed had been drifting with hardly enough wind to give them steerage way. A little further down the river they caught a glimpse of another bit of open water. Then again they were moving between thickly wooded banks. Suddenly they heard a noise astern of them, and one of the big motor-cruisers that they had seen at Wroxham came roaring past them, leaving a high angry wash that sent the launch tossing.

“Just like real sea,” said Dorothea, holding on to the gunwale and determined not to be startled.

“They got no call to go so fast,” said the boatman. “Look at that now. Upset his dinner in the bilge likely.”

The boatman pointed ahead at a little white boat tied to a branch of a tree. It was very much smaller than any yacht they had seen, hardly bigger, in fact, than the dinghies most of the yachts were towing. It had a mast, and an awning had been rigged up over part of it, to make a little shelter for cooking. The wash of the big cruiser racing past sent the little boat leaping up against the overhanging boughs, and a great cloud of smoke poured suddenly out.

“It’s Tom Dudgeon,” said Dorothea.

“It’s the Titmouse,” said Dick. “There’s the name.”

The boatman slowed up the launch for a moment as they went by.

Tom Dudgeon, who had been kneeling on the floor to do his cooking, looked out with a very red face. They saw that he had a frying-pan in his hand.

He nodded to the boatman. “Bacon fat all over everywhere,” he said. “Oh, hullo!” he added, seeing Dick and Dorothea.

“Shame that is,” said the boatman as he put on speed again. “Proper young sailor is Tom Dudgeon. Keeps that little Titmouse of his like a new pin.”

“Ah,” said Mrs. Barrable. “Now I dare say you can tell us who are the Port and Starboard he was talking about to the Wroxham station-master ….”

“The station-master said they were queer names for girls,” added Dorothea.

The boatman laughed. “Port and Starboard,” he said. “We all call ’em that. Nobody call ’em anything else. Mr. Farland’s twins. All but sisters to young Tom, they are, what with Mrs. Farland dying when they was babies, and Mrs. Dudgeon, the doctor’s wife, pretty near bring them up with her boy. She’ll not have time for ’em all now, with a new young ’un of her own. Been as good as a mother to them two girls has Mrs. Dudgeon …. Steady now! … Did ever you see the like o’ that?” He swung his launch sharply aside to avoid a sailing yacht that was tacking to and fro and had suddenly gone about in mid-stream just after he had altered course to keep out of her way. “Probably never in a boat before,” said the boatman, “and in a week they’ll be laughing at the new-comers. A good nursery for sailing is the North River.”fn1

Dorothea looked happily at Dick, and Dick at Dorothea.

They left the trees. The river was beginning to be wider, flowing between reed-fringed banks with here and there a willow at the water’s edge. A fleet of five little yachts was sailing to meet them, tacking to and fro, like a cloud of butterflies.

“Racing,” said Mrs. Barrable.

The boatman looked over his shoulder. “If it’s no hurry, ma’am, I’ll pull into the side while they go by.”

“Of course.”

He shut off his engine and let the launch slide close along the bank until he caught hold of a willow branch to hold her steady. Dick caught another.

And then, as the first of the little racing boats flew towards them, spun round, and was off for the opposite bank, the boatman turned to Mrs. Barrable.

“There’s Port and Starboard, ma’am, if you want to see ’em. Fourth boat. Mr. Farland gener’lly do better’n that.”

The second boat shot by and the third. The fourth came sweeping across the river. “Ready about!” they heard the helmsman call, and the little boat shot up into the wind, with flapping sails, so close to the launch that Dorothea could have reached out and shaken hands with one of the two girls who were working the jib-sheets.

“He’ve a good crew, have Mr. Farland,” said the boatman, “though they don’t weigh as much as a man, the two of ’em together.”

“I don’t believe they’re much bigger than us,” said Dorothea delightedly.

“You’ll be seeing ’em again,” said the boatman starting up his engine. “They’ll be going down river past your boat and back again before they finish by the Swan at Horning.”

“Your boat,” he had said. How long now before she and Dick were pulling ropes like those two girls, and listening for the word from Mrs. Barrable at the tiller? Dorothea was planning a story. Why, if only she and Dick could sail like that, almost anything might happen. She looked at Dick. But Dick was busy with his pocket-book. In the winter holidays it had been full of stars, but with the year going on and nights getting shorter, birds had taken the place of stars. Heron, kestrel, coot, water-hen, he had already added to his list of birds seen, and just before meeting those racing boats he had seen a bird with two tufts sticking out from the top of its head, and only its slim neck showing above the water. He had known it at once for a crested grebe.

*

On and on they went down the river. They were coming now to another village. The launch slowed up. They were passing wooden bungalows and a row of houseboats. The river bent sharply round a corner. There was an old inn at the bend, the Swan. Then there was a staithefn2 with a couple of yachts tied up to it. Beyond the staithe were big boat-sheds, like those they had seen at Wroxham.

“This is Horning,” said Mrs. Barrable.

“Our boat’s not far now, is it?” said Dick.

“This is where Tom Dudgeon lives,” said Dorothea, “and those two girls.”

The launch stopped for a moment at one of the boat-sheds, and Dick and Dorothea looked eagerly at the yachts tied up there, wondering which of them was the Teasel. But they had stopped only to pick up the dinghy in which Mrs. Barrable had rowed up to the village that morning. They were off again, down a reach of the river that was almost like a street, with little old houses on one side and boats moored on the other.

“That’s the doctor’s house, isn’t it?” Mrs. Barrable asked the boatman. “The one we’re just coming to, with the thatched roof. I remember my brother pointing it out to me.”

“The one with a fish for a weather cock?” asked Dick.

“He’s a fisherman, Dr. Dudgeon,” said the boatman, with a chuckle. “Put up that old bream himself. No much time for sailin’, I s’pose, bein’ a doctor, but you often see him fishin’ off his garden end when the season come on. And Mr. Farland live in the house next to it, t’other side of the dyke.”

Mr. Farland’s house was further from the river, and Dick and Dorothea could see only the upper windows above the trees. But they saw his boat-house, and caught just a glimpse of the dyke between the two houses, a glint of water behind reeds and willows. There were more houses, some of them quite new, a windmill that had lost its sails, a ferry where a horse and cart were being ferried across, and an old inn close by the ferry with a boat or two moored beside it. Dorothea pointed to one of these, but Mrs. Barrable shook her head. That was the end of the village, and the launch put on speed once more. They passed a little church and a big house on the slope of a hill, with crowds of water-hens and black sheep feeding together by the waterside. Here, too, was a boat tied up in a dyke. But it was not that boat either.

“It can’t be much further,” said Dick.
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“THE LAUNCH WAS SWINGING ROUND”

“Mother said it was at Horning,” said Dorothea.

“Keep a good look-out,” said Mrs. Barrable.

And the river went on bending and curling and twisting, and every other moment they thought they would be seeing their boat.

They came in sight of her at last and did not know her, a neat, white yacht, moored against the bank, with an awning spread over cabin and well, as if she were all ready for the night.

“Oh, look, look!” cried Dorothea. But it was not at the yacht that she was looking. Working up the river was an old black ship’s boat, with a stumpy little mast and a black flag at the masthead. Two small boys were rowing, each with one oar. A third, standing by








































POSTSCRIPT

THAT IS REALLY the end of the story. But those who like to be quite sure about everything may want to know a little more. The fleet set sail from Acle to Horning after a very early breakfast, and the twins had Flash all ready for the race before their A.P. came home. Tom moored the Teasel at Horning Staithe, where Jim Wooddall in Sir Garnet was moored too. The Admiral, Tom, Dick, Dorothea, and William aboard the Teasel, and Jim and his mate aboard the wherry, had a splendid view of the end of the race, which Flash won by the length of a short bowsprit. Dick and Dorothea went off home with proper discharge certificates, signed by three skippers and an admiral, to say that they could fairly be counted able-bodied seamen. The Admiral’s brother Richard came back from London and sailed off again in the Teasel with the Admiral, and she rather enjoyed telling him, whenever things went a little wrong, that he ought to take some lessons from the Coots. The Admiral and he went to see the Dudgeons, and he pleased the doctor and his wife and Tom too, by painting a portrait of “our baby,” which was admired by a great many people when it was exhibited at Burlington House. Nothing more was seen of the Hullabaloos. They had had enough of the Margoletta, went straight home to town and had their wet luggage sent after them. Old Bob kept his word and explained to Rodley’s how much they owed to the salvage men of the Death and Glory. And Rodley’s were so pleased that they took the Death and Glory out of the water and scraped her and gave her a new coat of paint, and a new sail and spars, and an awning as good as the Titmouse’s, and something over in the way of pocket-money for all three members of her crew.
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Join

The Arthur Ransome Society

for

Swallows and Amazons Adventures

The Arthur Ransome Society was formed in 1990 with the aim of celebrating the life and works of Arthur Ransome, and to promote the spirit of outdoor fun and adventure for the young and young at heart. The society has well over 1,000 members and is organised into six regions to ensure regular activities are arranged close to where you live. In addition, we have several overseas groups.

By joining the society, you have the opportunity to come hiking, sailing, camping, exploring and much more, or you may simply prefer to learn about the fascinating life of Arthur Ransome: author, war correspondent, sailor, fisherman and countryman.

Junior members can take part in our Log Book scheme that sets challenges at our regular family-friendly events. Titty’s Challenge is to be artistic and creative, the Discovery Challenge means you will learn something exciting and new, the Nautical Challenge will see you on the water, whilst the Adventure Challenge means you’ll have an adventure ashore. Start as a Ship’s Boy and get promoted to Able Seaman, Mate and finally Captain. Junior Members receive their own magazine The Outlaw, full of puzzles, stories, facts and fun, letters and book reviews.

Adult members receive several high-quality publications: Signals, produced three times a year outlines society news and gives details of each region’s activities, whilst Mixed Moss is an annual literary journal devoted to longer articles. Our major event each year sees an international gathering with a weekend of activities, whilst every second year we organise a Literary Weekend conference with speakers on a variety of Ransome-related topics. The society has an extensive borrowing library and a stall from which a number of books, memorabilia and merchandise can be purchased.

For further details and to join, please visit our website 
www.arthur-ransome.org.uk
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Arthur Ransome 
Trust

Putting Ransome on the Map

The Arthur Ransome Trust (ART) is a charity (no: 1136565) dedicated to helping people discover, re-discover, appreciate and enjoy Arthur Ransome’s fascinating life and works.

ART’s main aim is to establish a public Arthur Ransome Centre in the Lake District, Arthur Ransome’s spiritual home.

Whilst working towards a centre, ART arranges exhibitions, displays and lectures. The Trust is also republishing  out-of-print Ransome works and virtual resources for use by visitors to the Lake District.

If you want to know more about Arthur Ransome, about the Arthur Ransome Trust’s aims and projects, or think you might like to help to fulfil them, then please do visit us at:

https://arthur-ransome-trust.org.uk
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Swallows and Amazons

To John, Susan, Titty and Roger, simply being allowed to use the boat Swallow to go camping on the island is adventure enough. But soon they find themselves under attack from the fierce Amazon pirates, Nancy and Peggy. And so begins a summer of battles, alliances, exploration and discovery.


Swallowdale

‘There was nothing of the Swallow to be seen, except a couple of floating oars and one of the knapsacks, drifting in between Pike Rock and the island.’

John, Susan, Titty and Roger return to the lake for another summer camping on their island with their old allies, Nancy and Peggy, otherwise known as the Amazon pirates. But immediately disaster strikes when the Swallows find themselves marooned ashore by the shipwreck of their boat. But if they can’t have the island, there’s always Swallowdale, the secret valley, hidden from the world and containing an extra secret concealed within it …


Peter Duck

The Swallows and Amazons are sailing with Captain Flint when they hear a tale to set their pulses racing and hopes shooting sky high. Soon their boat is on its way to a Caribbean treasure hunt and they find themselves up against sharks, storms and the vilest of pirates.

Winter Holiday

When Dick and Dorothea meet up with the Swallows and Amazons, they’re soon swept into a wild adventure of polar expeditions, mountain rescues, blizzards, igloos, ice sailing and heroic work amidst the frozen wastes.


Pigeon Post

Reunited for the summer, the Swallows and Amazons launch a prospecting expedition to find the lost gold mine on the high hills above the lake. But the mining camp runs into all sorts of trouble: not only the danger of fire in the drought-ridden countryside but also scary encounters with unsafe tunnels. Worst of all is the sinister Squashy Hat, who appears to be a rival prospector and a spy – how can they keep working without him discovering what they’ve found?


We Didn’t Mean to Go to Sea

‘Now, Susan,’ Mother said, ‘and you too, John. No night sailing … no going outside the harbour … And back the day after tomorrow … Promise.’

But promises can’t always be kept. Within twenty-four hours John, Susan, Titty and Roger find themselves fighting a night gale in the treacherous waters of the North Sea, adrift and in the main shipping lanes. Suddenly, it’s a real adventure and only their sailing skills can help them now …


Secret Water

‘You’ll start with a blank map, that doesn’t do more than show roughly what’s water and what isn’t. You’ll have your tents, stores, everything we’d got ready. You’ll be just a wee bit better off than Columbus. But you’ll be marooned fair and square.’

John, Susan, Titty and Roger, the crew of the Swallow, take on the job of mapping the mass of small islands around Pin Mill while living on the biggest one. But who are the mysterious savages who lurk in the islands – and is the tribal totem they find in their campsite a threat of attack?


The Big Six

‘But who are the Big Six?’ asked Pete.

‘It’s the Big Five really,’ said Dorothea. ‘They are the greatest detectives in the world. They sit in the cubby holes at Scotland Yard and solve one mystery after another.’

It’s great detective work that’s needed now. Bill, Peter and Joe are falsely accused of setting boats adrift and the whole river is against them. Only Dick, Dorothea and Tom Dudgeon are there to stand by their friends and they soon set to work to investigate the crimes and trap the real criminals.


Missee Lee

Miss Lee looked at John.

‘Were you coming here when you lost your ship?’

‘No,’ said John.

‘We jolly well would have if we’d known,’ said Nancy.

‘Why?’ asked Miss Lee.

‘Well, pirates,’ said Nancy. ‘Who wouldn’t?’

Nancy Blackett, the terror of the seas, has finally met a real pirate – the tiny, pistol-carrying Missee Lee who has rescued them after their shipwreck off the coast of China. The only trouble is she wants to keep them … forever …


The Picts and the Martyrs

The dreaded Great-Aunt has come to stay with Nancy and Peggy just as their friends arrive for the summer holiday! Now Nancy and Peggy must wear dresses and read poetry by day. But at night they break out for wildness. It’s a desperate gamble, but can it possibly work against the evil eyes of the fearsome Great-Aunt?


Great Northern?

‘Hurry, hurry!’ said Dorothea. ‘We’ve been pursued. Hostile islanders.’

Flat on his front, binoculars to his eyes, alone at dusk, Dick makes a remarkable discovery: two rare birds, never before seen in the British Isles. Captain Flint and his crew decide to consult an expert to confirm the discovery. But when the man they ask turns out to have his collector’s eye on the birds’ eggs, not to mention skins, an enjoyable voyage around the Outer Hebrides becomes a desperate race to save the birds, and themselves …


About the Author

Arthur Ransome was born in Leeds in 1884 and went to school at Rugby. He was in Russia in 1917, and witnessed the Revolution, which he reported for the Manchester Guardian. After escaping to Scandinavia, he settled in the Lake District with his Russian wife where, in 1929, he wrote Swallows and Amazons. And so began a writing career which has produced some of the real children’s treasures of all time. In 1936 he won the first ever Carnegie Medal for his book, Pigeon Post.
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CHAPTER 2

fn1 This is another name for the River Bure.
fn2 A staithe in Norfolk is a place where boats moor to take in or discharge cargo: much what a quay is elsewhere.
CHAPTER 4

fn1 A rond-anchor is a stockless anchor with only one fluke for mooring to the rond or bank.
CHAPTER 7

fn1 The River Yare.
CHAPTER 9

fn1 To quant is to pole a boat along. A quant is a long pole used for quanting.
CHAPTER 18

fn1 Parrels are wooden beads threaded on a loose string between the jaws of the gaff. Until this string is untied the gaff is held to the mast.
fn2 The flood tide begins to run up the Yare while the ebb is still pouring out of the Bure.
CHAPTER 23

fn1 A Roger is the Norfolk name for a sudden squall which makes a loud hissing noise as it comes sweeping over the reeds.
CHAPTER 25

fn1 See map and picture.
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