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At the end of the street is an old junk shop. It’s gloomy and shabby and nothing ever happens there. At least, that’s what most people think. . . .

Among the odds and ends and things of no use, a dusty ship in a bottle sits gathering cobwebs on a shelf. But when the world isn’t watching, a tiny pirate crew comes out to explore.

And when you’re smaller than a teacup, a junk shop can be a pretty dangerous place. . . .
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Button awoke to a loud noise. He couldn’t quite work out what it was, so he hopped down from his hammock. “What on earth is happening?” he asked, as he climbed through the glass neck of the bottle to see what all the commotion was.

There is no such thing as a normal day on the shelf. When you are smaller than a pepper shaker, you are often faced with some kind of wild adventure. And while the Pocket Pirates had been enjoying a good long summer, the blazing sun had brought all sorts of problems. As Captain Crabsticks had just discovered, even a gentle morning’s walk past the old books to the candlestick could be filled with deadly terror.

Button was deafened by a terrible buzzing. Rubbing his tired eyes, he caught sight of his captain. Sword drawn, Captain Crabsticks was battling a fly that was as big as a Labrador would be to me and you.

Bzzzzzzzzzzzz it droned, as it darted around him. The Captain thrust his sword in its direction. The fly was fast, but the sword hand of the Captain was a good match for it.
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“Away, you blighter. Go on, old chap, shoo.” He darted around, darning needle in hand.

Button watched, enjoying the entertainment. “Lily, over here!” he shouted. “I’ve not seen a good pirate versus insect swordfight for a while.” His shipmate and best friend, Lily, appeared out of the bottle to join him. The flies and wasps had been driving them crazy and hopefully the Captain’s steel blade would teach them a lesson.

“How exciting,” gasped Lily.

Swoosh. One final swash and buckle of the sword sent the giant fly swooping across the back of the shelf, but what happened next was not what they’d expected. By now Uncle Noggin had joined them and the crew stood together watching as the fly crashed straight into a huge spiderweb.

“Oh, poor old thing,” said the Captain. “I only meant to scare him off.”

The crew stood together, looking up at the web. It had always been tucked in the corner, but recently seemed to be growing at an alarming rate. Mr. Dregby, the house spider, had been feasting on all the flies which had arrived with the hot weather.

The four Pocket Pirates watched the poor fly struggle in the sticky silk. Then the spider himself appeared, dancing along the thread to take a look at his prize.

“Well, well, well. Thank you so much, Captain. How VERY kind of you to deliver breakfast. To be perfectly honest I’m still full from my last meal, but I’m sure he’ll save for later.”

And with that he darted along the thread, back into the corner.

“That spider is getting far too big for his boots,” said Button. “And look at the size of that web.”

“It’s getting closer,” grumbled Uncle Noggin. “It’ll swallow us all up if we’re not careful.”

“Don’t worry,” said Lily. “There’s not much chance of him swallowing you whole.”
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“Ooooh, how rude,” said Uncle Noggin, giving her a wink and patting his round belly.

They could still see Mr. Dregby’s large hairy legs. And when Button looked a little closer, he could spy his six eyes still watching them keenly.

“I think Mr. Dregby’s grown too,” said Lily.

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” said Uncle Noggin. “His web is like an all-you-can-eat buffet at the moment.”

“Well, at least it’s keeping his belly full,” Button pointed out. “I hate it when he looks at me with hungry eyes. It makes me nervous.”

Bzzzzzzzzzz. Just then another fly swooped by.

“Away, you blustering buzz bomb,” cried the Captain, swinging his sword back into action. “That’s enough swashbuckling for now. I suggest we all get on board and think about breakfast.”

As they returned to the ship, something pattered on the glass bottle above them. Button climbed the mast and perched inside the crow’s nest. It was Mr. Dregby, dangling from a strand of web and dropping on to the bottle, his six eyes peering in at them spookily.

“He’s never come this close before,” Button shouted down to the crew. “I don’t like it. We’re going to have to deal with him, good and proper.”
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“Haul in the cork!” ordered the Captain. The crew gathered on deck and Button and Lily turned the handle sticking out of the cotton reel. As the thread wound its way in, the cork pulled into place, blocking the entrance to the bottle.

“Good work, team. We don’t want unwanted guests at the table! Now, I seem to think we have a chunk of boiled egg and a morsel of sausage to split up.”

“Sounds good,” said Button, his tummy rumbling. “Pirate breakfast is the best meal of the day. Coming right up, Captain.”
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