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\+is | Agatha Fishty the wost famous
mystery wyiter on the Seventy Seas! You
might know me 28 Lhhe authovr of thvilling
Lales such as A Whale of a Crime X Mavks
Lhe Plot awnd Dangey ow Lhe Seashell
Express, | love veading spooky stovies that
veally SHIVER MY TIMBBRS, So whewn |
heavd that strange things ave a—Fin in this

new case for pivate detectives Buck and
Bavrs | had 4o dive m)\nJo nl

Do you thivk you caw solve this t)kos-(:\\j
mystery before Buck and Bavs? \§ you spot
me agan it probably meawns £heve's a clue
avound So keep \jouk eyes peeled! '\ cé-(;‘ék
up with you 2t the end

HapPY sleuthing!
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“WAKEY WAKEY, RISE AND BRINE,
CAPTAIN!” shouted a voice in Buck’s ear.
“Somersaulting salmon!” Buck spluttered,
jolting upright in his hammock. He squinted
at the scruffy grey rabbit in a striped shirt and
baggy trousers jumping up and down beside him.

Then he let out a groan. Henrietta Sharp, aka

Ears, was not only his best friend and first mate,

but she was also an annoyingly good alarm clock.



“Sorry to wake you, but you've received a
message,” Ears said excitedly, waving a glass
bottle containing a rolled-up piece of paper. “This
struck the hull a few minutes ago.”

Buck wasn’t expecting pirate post. He pulled
on his captain’s hat, lifted his leg over the side of
his hammock...

...and crashed to the floor with a painful

THUDDU NK.

“Not again,” he moaned. Despite being raised
by pirates, Buck had never mastered the art
of getting out of a hammock. Rubbing his sore
bottom, he stood up and followed Ears out of his
cabin onto their ship’s deck.

The Agatha Fishty II was a splendid wooden
frigate with large canvas sails, named after Ears’
favourite mystery writer. A flag with a skull
and crossed magnifying glasses flew from the

mainmast to show other seafarers that they were
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pirate detectives — the only ones, in fact, on the

Seventy Seas.

The ship’s navigator, an
apprentice professor giraffe

named Darwin, looked up

from studying a nautical chart. “Morning,
Captain! Have you opened that message yet?
We've all been wondering who sent it. Do we finally

have another case?” ¢
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“I really hope someone

is hiring us to solve a
mystery!” Huggable Pete, the
helmsperson, called. The corks
on the ends of his razor-sharp
porcupine quills waggled as
he hurried over from the ship’s
wheel. “Wouldn’t that be thrilling!”
) Priscilla, the ship’s lookout, flapped

her pigeon wings as she swooped

down from the crow’s nest. “Maybe a
crime’s been committed? A theft! Or
a kidnapping!”

As the crew gathered around, ,
Buck glanced nervously at the calendar
pinned to the mainmast. Today was the twenty-
ninth of Fogtober, which meant it had been a
whopping eighty-one days since their first and
only case. He tensed as he pictured the one gold

doubloon and three silver sniggarts remaining
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in their treasure chest. If they didn’t earn more
gold soon, they’d have to sell their ship, abandon
their dreams of being pirate detectives and find
boring jobs that didn’t involve looking for clues
and solving mysteries (or having on-deck bowling
tournaments, chocolate cake wrestling parties
and sea shanty karaoke evenings)...

“Paws crossed,” Ears whispered, passing Buck
the message in a bottle.

Taking a deep breath, Buck slid the scroll
of paper out and unrolled it. His stomach sank
like an anchor as he recognized the spidery

handwriting.

It was from his parents.



CHARLIE BLACK-BUCKLE!

L if true you're running out of gold? A feséy
seagu[[ named Billiam Beakerly is te[[ing
everyone jou’re using UNDERPAN'TS 4s
saills in order to save money!

Have we taught you nothing? When pirates

need gold, THEY STEAL 11! You must |
fi[[age and ffum{er! Strike fear into the

bearts of other seafarers and show 1o mercy. '

}f your treasure chest isn’t oveg%wi@ with
old by midnight on sballoween, we shall
COME ABOARD AND SHOW YOU
HOW 11’5 DONE! As for Billiam Beakerly,
rest assured we will chop bim up into
SEAGULL SUSHI when we catch bim!

,1‘ Lots of Love,

Mum am{ Dm{ XXX
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“Midnight on Shalloween!” Priscilla
squawked, after Buck had passed the letter round
to the rest of the crew to read. She turned to the
calendar, where Shalloween — the celebration
of all things spooky — was marked in big black
letters. “That’s in THREE DAYS!”

“Oh no, this is a disaster!” Buck exclaimed.

“If my parents come aboard the Agatha Fishty II,
they’ll take over and try to rob every ship we see,
and then we’ll never get hired as detectives again!”

“That barnacle-brained seagull must have seen
us hanging out our laundry and assumed we were
using our underpants as sails,” Ears muttered.

“What are we going to do, Captain?” Darwin
asked worriedly. “I'm an apprentice professor of
botany, not a thief. I can’t pillage and plunder!”

“Me neither,” Buck agreed. He knew his
parents only wanted the best for him, but
stealing felt wrong. It was one of the many

reasons he’d never succeeded as a traditional
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pirate (another being that he liked using soap “Yes, and this time, we can use waterproof

and wearing clean clothes). “We still have three leaflets,” Huggable Pete suggested with a
days. Perhaps if we’re really lucky, we can find sheepish grin, “so they won’t turn into papier
and solve a case in that time...” maché again.”

“But nothing we’ve tried so far to find new Buck smiled, grateful to have such a loyal
clients has worked!” Huggable Pete moaned. crew, even if they did cause the occasional
“What else can we do?” catastrophe. The thought of not sailing with

”cKlsvv c A crusl” them any more made his heart ache, and he felt
]

a sudden wave of determination. Finding and

Priscilla shouted, quickly covering her beak with solving a case in three days was going to be
her wing as if she had just burped. She had a nearly impossible, but they had to try.

rare condition called alphabet-outbursting, which “JELLY!” Priscilla shrieked, pointing at the
caused her to shout random words beginning sea. “JELLY INCOMING!”

with a particular letter. At the moment, that His stomach jolting, Buck quickly
letter was C. “What I mean to say is, there are extended his telescope and peered
still plenty of seas we haven’t yet explored. Why through the eyepiece. A little

don’t we sail somewhere new and use \ way off the ship’s bow, the waves

our cannon to fire more leaflets turned solid and wobbly. “It’s the

at passing ships to advertise Jelly Sea!” he realized with a

our detective services?” gasp. The Jelly Sea was famously
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home to Mr Jiggles’ Bouncing Circus and, sure
enough, in the distance, Buck spied the circus’s
unmistakable chequered black and white tents
sat quivering atop the waves. Buck had visited the
circus with his parents when he was younger and
he remembered them pointing out the abandoned
ships on the edge of the jelly, where sailors had
failed to notice the wobbly waves in time.

“How fascinating,” Darwin remarked,
pushing up his spectacles. “Did you know the

Jelly Sea solidifies because of a rare coral,

Jellificus wibbilis, that grows on the seabed?”

“More importantly, if we sail into it, we’ll get
stuck!” Buck cried, his heart racing as he shoved
his telescope into his jacket pocket. “Lower the
mainsail! We need to turn the ship around!”

“Aye, Captain!” everyone called, springing
into action.

Priscilla flapped her wings and took off
towards the crow’s nest while Huggable Pete raced
back to the helm. Ears and Darwin grabbed hold
of the halyards and quickly lowered the sail.

“Hold on!” Huggable Pete yelled, spinning the

wheel anticlockwise.




Everybody clung on tightly as the ship leaned Just as Buck was about to breathe a sigh of

to port. Seawater splashed over the sides of the relief, something went bang against the hull. He

hull, and salty spray coated Buck’s face, stinging jumped. “What was that?”

his eyes. His heart pounded as the Jelly Sea Up in the crow’s nest, Priscilla flapped her

loomed closer. “Hurry!” he urged. wings in alarm. “IT’S AN ALLIGATOR!” she
“Come on, come on!” Ears pleaded. shouted. “AND HE’S WEARING A SUIT!”

“CHAOS CRUMPETS!” Priscilla shouted.

Just as the ship’s bow was about to slice
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straight into the Jelly Sea, the Agatha Fishty

II turned. There was a loud squelch as the hull |
scraped against the jellified waves, throwing

shavings of jelly into the air, which came

crashing down on the deck.
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“All clear!” Priscilla called as

they sailed away.
s Ears’ shoulders sagged as she~
=%, %2 <hook jelly off her whiskers.

S,
“Phew! That was a close one.” . ‘, ;
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