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SAMPLE CHAPTER

Pollapopawibble

Jake and Granny looked on, dumbstruck, as
the giant head bobbed up and down
alongside them. A pair of deep green eyes
the size of grapefruit stared back at them
from above a wide, fang-filled, mouth.
It was a sea serpent – you couldnʼt
possibly mistake it for anything else. And if
Jake and Granny had been anywhere other
than trapped on a table, surrounded by
boiling soup, they would have run for their
lives!
ʻDid someone call for help?ʼ hissed the
serpent. Its breath was so hot and steamy
that Granny almost backed off the table.
ʻErr … yes,ʼ stammered Jake. ʻWe did.ʼ
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Jake and Granny looked at each other
uncertainly.
ʻWhat have we got to lose?ʼ asked Jake.
ʻGood point,ʼ agreed Granny.
Jake picked up the cookbook and they
clambered onto the serpentʼs back.
ʻWhere to?ʼ hissed the serpent
impatiently.
ʻErm, upstairs,ʼ suggested Granny.

ʻWell,ʼ snapped the serpent. ʻWhatʼs the
problem?ʼ
ʻWeʼre trapped,ʼ croaked Granny.
ʻCanʼt you swim?ʼ hissed the serpent.
ʻNot through this,ʼ explained Jake. ʻItʼs too
hot!ʼ
ʻI suppose youʼd better hop on then,ʼ
sighed the serpent. A thick loop of its body
rose out of the soup beside them.
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They looked out of Grannyʼs bedroom
window onto her garden – or what used to
be her garden. It now looked more like a
swamp.
The saucepan was pumping out soup at
an unbelievable rate; the countryside was
flooded for miles around.
ʻIf this keeps up, it will cover the whole
country,ʼ said Granny.
ʻThere must be some way to stop it,ʼ said
Jake.
ʻWhereʼs your sponge pudding?ʼ asked
the serpent, who was bobbing around at
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the bottom of the stairs.
ʻWe havenʼt got time to eat,ʼ said Granny.
ʻWeʼve got to get rid of this soup.ʼ
ʻThatʼs what I meant,ʼ snapped the
serpent. ʻThe pudding will soak up the
soup. Itʼs the only thing that will stop it.ʼ
ʻOh,ʼ said Granny slowly, ʻso youʼre talking
about a special “sponge pudding”.ʼ
ʻThatʼs what the cookbook must have
meant!ʼ exclaimed Jake, ʻwhen it said we

should cook some pudding “– just in case.”ʼ
ʻDonʼt tell me you havenʼt made any,ʼ
hissed the serpent, rolling its enormous
eyes.
ʻIʼm afraid we havenʼt,ʼ admitted Granny.
ʻBrilliant!ʼ huffed the serpent. ʻI knew
you were amateurs, the moment I saw you.ʼ
ʻLook!ʼ exclaimed Jake, pointing at the
cookbook. ʻThis must be the recipe!ʼ
The book had flipped itself open and
turned to a page headed:

SPONGE PUDDING
(For use on sauce swamps, soup floods
and other unnatural disasters)
They read quickly through the recipe.
ʻItʼs the same as ordinary sponge
pudding,ʼ said Jake. ʻYou just make the
mixture and steam it in a saucepan.ʼ
ʻExcept for one ingredient,ʼ said Granny,
ʻquenches. They sound like some sort of
fruit?ʼ
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ʻHave we got any?ʼ asked Jake.
ʻNo,ʼ said Granny. ʻAnd I wouldnʼt know
where to get them.ʼ
ʻI do,ʼ sighed the serpent wearily. ʻAnd I
suppose Iʼll have to take one of you there
myself.ʼ
They decided it would make sense if the
serpent took Jake to collect the quenches
while Granny stayed at home and gathered
the rest of the ingredients.
But it wasnʼt until after she had waved
Jake goodbye that Granny realised that,
although the ingredients were in the
cottage, she hadnʼt a clue how to reach
them. They were all downstairs in the
flooded kitchen!
ʻI canʼt just give up,ʼ thought Granny, as
she paced around her bedroom. ʻJake
would never forgive me. There has to be a
way …ʼ
Jake clung tightly to the serpentʼs back as
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the creature swam swiftly away from the
cottage. It was a good job that Granny didnʼt
have any neighbours; the sight of the
strange creature carrying off a small boy
would have caused quite a stir.
Jake couldnʼt understand the way the
serpent behaved. It wasnʼt very friendly, but
it was giving him a lift.
ʻItʼs very good of you to help,ʼ he said.
ʻEspecially since weʼve only just met.ʼ
ʻItʼs my job,ʼ grunted the serpent.
ʻWhat do you mean?ʼ asked Jake.
ʻIʼm the Souperintendent,ʼ said the
Serpent. ʻItʼs my job to look after the soup.
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his best to be friendly. ʻMy nameʼs Jake, by
the way. Whatʼs yours?ʼ
ʻPollapopawibble,ʼ said the serpent.
ʻI beg your pardon,ʼ said Jake.
ʻPollapopawibble. Itʼs soup-speak. Itʼs what
my name sounds like when itʼs spoken in
bubbles instead of words.ʼ
ʻItʼs a bit of a mouthful,ʼ said Jake. ʻCan I
call you “Polly” instead?ʼ
ʻABSOLUTELY NOT!ʼ snapped the
serpent.

If someone messes around with it, I have to
sort it out.ʼ
ʻOh,ʼ said Jake. He felt embarrassed, ʻI
donʼt suppose youʼre too pleased with
Granny and me then.ʼ
ʻWhat do you think?ʼ snorted the serpent.
ʻWould it help if I said that we were
sorry?ʼ
ʻNot in the least,ʼ sniffed the serpent.
ʻWell, we are,ʼ said Jake, who was doing
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They swam on through the flooded
landscape in silence. The soup seemed to
stretch on forever, covering the fields and
woodlands as far as Jake could see. It had
stopped bubbling though. In fact, the
further they got from Grannyʼs cottage the
cooler it became.
ʻIs it still too hot for you?ʼ asked
Pollapopawibble.
Jake leaned over and dipped a finger
beneath the surface.
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ʻNo, itʼs all right,ʼ he said, ʻjust warm.ʼ
ʻGood,ʼ said the serpent, ʻI can swim
much faster underneath.ʼ
ʻBut I wonʼt be able to breathe under –ʼ
protested Jake.
He was cut off as Pollapopawibbleʼs head
plunged beneath the soup and Jake was
pulled down after it.
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