
		
			
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		

	







Jeremy Strong once worked in a bakery, putting the jam into three thousand doughnuts every night. Now he puts the jam in stories instead, which he finds much more exciting. At the age of three he fell out of a first-floor bedroom window and landed on his head. His mother says that this damaged him for the rest of his life and refuses to take any responsibility. He loves writing stories because he says it is “the only time you alone have complete control and can make anything happen”. His ambition is to make you laugh (or at least snuffle). Jeremy Strong lives in Somerset with a flying cow and a cat.
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1. Let’s Attack the Woppagobs!
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It was another sunny day at Pirate School.

Corkella was having a lot of fun swimming with the local dolphins. She was pretending they were in her school and she was in charge.
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“I’m the fiercest head teacher in the world,” said Corkella, trying to look scary. “Stand on your tails!”

A loud bellow thundered over the waves. “Who says they’re the fiercest head teacher? I’m the fiercest head teacher! How dare you!” It was Patagonia Clatterbottom herself, the real head of Pirate School, and a nightmare on legs. She looked angry enough to burst into flames.

FWOOOSH! Patagonia pulled off her wooden leg and hurled it at Corkella. Fortunately it missed by miles. One of the dolphins batted it straight back at her with his tail.
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The head yelled at Corkella. “Get back on deck at once. I have an important announcement. Miss Snitty, push me on to the poop deck.”

Miss Snitty was as thin as a piece of string and just as loopy. She was the school secretary, but spent most of her time pushing the head about in her boat-pram.
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The boat-pram had an anchor, two sails, three flags and four cannons. BOOM! That was one going off. Patagonia liked to make as much noise as possible.
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“Is everybody here?” bellowed the head teacher. “What’s wrong with your teeth, Ziggy? Have they grown?”

Ziggy’s teeth seemed to be twice their normal size and stuck out of his mouth.

“I think they’re falling out –” he began and all at once the fangs shot from his mouth and fastened on to the end of Patagonia’s enormous nose.

“Aargh! Get ‘em off me! You horrible child! You and your jokes!” She threw the teeth back at him. “I shall have you scrumbled!”
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The children looked at each other. Scrumbled? What did that mean?

“I think it’s like being scrambled,” Smudge whispered to Little Flo, “but worse.” Little Flo turned pale.

“You useless lot of lily-livered lollipops,” shouted Patagonia.

“Today you are going to learn how to make a proper pirate attack. We are going to set sail and attack the Woppagobs on Woppagob Island!”

A gasp came from the children. A real pirate attack! On the Woppagobs!
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2. The Crisps Get Kidnapped
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“First of all we need lots of supplies,” ordered Patagonia. “Smudge and Miss Fishgripp can go to the supermarket for us. Here’s my list.”

Shopping List for Attack on Woppagobs

20 tins sardines (1 tin each, plus 11 extra for Mrs P. Clatterbottom)

100 packets of crisps (1 packet each, plus 91 extra for Mrs P. Clatterbottom)

10 cannonballs (large)

15 cannonballs (medium)

20 cannonballs (small)

3 coils of rope (for tying up Woppagobs)

1 giant pack of assorted bandages and eyepatches
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“I hope we won’t need the bandages,” murmured Smudge, as they trailed around the supermarket.

“Don’t you worry, laddie,” growled Miss Fishgripp, who taught hand-to-hand fighting and wore a belt with fifteen swords stuck into it. “I shall protect everyone.”

But when they got back to the harbour, disaster struck.

RAAAARGH!!

An ambush! The Woppagobs! They
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threw themselves on Smudge and Miss Fishgripp.

“Don’t be scared!” yelled Miss Fishgripp. “I shall turn them into mincemeat!” She whipped out two of her swords, slicing right through her belt. Her trousers fell down around her ankles. Smudge sighed. That was what happened EVERY TIME!

“Piddly-poos! Look at spotty knicky-knoos!” laughed the chief Woppagob, Boris Bigbelly. They grabbed all the food (but left the cannonballs and rope and bandages), tumbled into their boat and departed at high speed, singing.
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When Patagonia heard what had happened she almost exploded on the spot. “I thought you were good at fighting!” she snapped at Miss Fishgripp.

“I am,” insisted the teacher. “But I’m at my best when my trousers are up.”
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“Those Woppagobs are always after our food,” Patagonia raged. “And this time they’ve kidnapped my crisps. We shall have to rescue them. Set sail at once! Belay the cranking irons! Splinkle my tagglepins!”

The wind filled the sails and the ship sailed out to sea, followed by Corkella’s fleet of dolphins.

“They understand everything I say,” smiled Corkella.

“Stupid girl,” muttered the head teacher. “You can’t be friends with dolphins. They’re fish.”
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“No, they’re mammals,” corrected Ziggy.

“Grrrrrr! I’ll have your head chopped off for arguing,” said Patagonia.

“They’ll still be mammals,” Ziggy pointed out, baring his joke teeth. Patagonia took a step back, rubbed her nose thoughtfully and scowled.

ops/images/f0002-01.jpg
Pah! You fish-faced
scrimblebag!






ops/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





ops/images/f0008-01.jpg





ops/images/title_Page.jpg
Jeremy Stromng
Pirate Scheel

\lerg o
Fishy
Battle

lllustrated by lan Cunliffe

PUFFIN





ops/images/f0006-01.jpg





ops/images/f0004-01.jpg





ops/images/f000i-01.jpg
Patagonia
Clatterbottom is
the head teacher
of Pirate School.

Today she’s going
to teach Smudge,

Flo, Ziggy and
Corkella . . .

... how to make

a proper pirate
attack!






ops/images/f0014-01.jpg






ops/images/f0016-01.jpg
o

/Ya-ho»ho, and a ti

of sardines!







ops/images/f0009-01.jpg






ops/images/f0018-01.jpg
more gibberish
than | do!






ops/images/f0010-01.jpg





ops/images/f0001-01.jpg





ops/images/f000v-01.jpg





ops/images/f0020-01.jpg





ops/images/f0005-01.jpg





ops/images/f0013-01.jpg





ops/images/f0011-01.jpg





