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For my kids, Ruby, Indiana and Luca. You are a constant inspiration! Love, ‘Poo Poo Daddy’ – A.D.

For Holly Smale, thank you for your friendship and support! Love, S.L. X
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[image: Hi! My name’s Ruby Thumb.]
I’m six and a lot years old, I love adventures and solving problems and I love dinosaurs, too – some of you may already know that though!!

I live in a small town by the sea with my family. Here is a picture of all of us on holiday.

On the left is my amazing mum, Belinda. She is a super-talented wildlife photographer. She’s also kind and caring,
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and she makes the best blue-coconut curries in the world! In the middle, next to me, is my cute, speedy, roaring sister, Indiana, or ‘Little Indie’. And the tremendously tall one on the right is my super-cool and smiley dad, Lionel. He’s a dinosaur expert and knows everything there is to know about dinosaurs. We call him ‘Dino Dad’.

And here is another picture of us. On the left is my mum the Maiasaura.
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Next to her is Little Indie the Compsognathus. In the middle is me, Ruby the Troodon, and the astronomically large Argentinosaurus is Dino Dad.

[image: I’M A POOPA]
I know what you’re thinking. We’re not your EVERYDAY family – well, you’re right! We are POOPAs – ‘Protectors Of Our Prehistoric Allies’. It’s an ancient secret my family have kept for a very long time!

Even if I could tell anyone, I’m not sure my friends would believe me if I said we have a magic ammonite shell that turns us into dinosaurs, then transports us to an island full of other dinosaurs who we protect. And who mainly eat BLUE coconuts!

Since my first adventure, my unique family and I have been back to Dinotropolis together making more dino-riffic memories. Rex the T. rex and I have become besties! And I have seen all sorts of REAL, SUPER and SURREAL sights on our special ‘Dino-Dad Days’.

Like when we opened Suzie Sauropod’s Splash Park.
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Or when a Gigantosaurus called Clarence had an upset stomach, so my dad gave him some special Dinotropolis medicine. He pooed out twenty-five coconuts in one go and won the island record for the largest dino dung!

Or when my mum (who transforms into a Maiasaurus) helped Polly Proteceratops lay 200 eggs, one after the other. She was there for quite some time!
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Or when we were VIPs to Dinotropolis’s first-ever magic theatre show, and Dino-dini the Great used magic to make Rex’s dad Stanley’s tail as long as a Diplodocus’s. He wasn’t very happy, as it’s never quite shrunk back to normal size!

Ever since our hair-raising chase through Dinotropolis after Little Indie, there never seemed to be any BIG problems for Dino Dad to deal with.

BUT, as he is forever reminding me, ‘Being a POOPA isn’t always a coconut feast, Ruby. It can sometimes go very wrong.’

And, boy, was he RIGHT!
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Chapter 1

E-ROARGENCY!
E-ROARGENCY!

‘Little Indie, come back!’ Dino Dad’s voice echoed around the room as he crawled on his hands and knees dressed as a giant sloth, trying to catch Indiana.

Dad was doing a talk on Ice-Age animals to a crowd of excited visitors at his museum, called Thumb’s Prehistoric Museum of Wonders.

‘Excuse me, everyone, coming through. It’s all part of the SHOW!’ Dad loved to call his talks ‘A SHOW’ or a ‘SPECIAL THUMB EXTRAVAGANZA’.

Today, I was dressed as a woolly mammoth, with hair so long I kept tripping over it, and my sister was a sabre-toothed cat.

‘Roar, roar!’ Little Indie giggled.

‘Got ya.’ Dino Dad said, holding Little Indie up. ‘So there we have it, everyone,’ he boomed, catching his breath, ‘sabre-toothed cats were fearsome and CHEEKY predators who could pounce in a heartbeat.’ The crowd laughed.
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‘You’ve been a Thumb-tastic crowd! And from three of your favourite Ice-Age beasts here at our Museum of Wonder, we hope you’ve had a Thumb-believable experience.’ Dino Dad finished by lifting his thumbs high in the air as he always does after his show.

The visitors all shook Dad’s hand and gave me and my sister warm smiles before leaving to explore the rest of the museum.

‘Ahhh, more happy customers. Thank you, my POOPA poppets – you made a great prehistoric pair,’ Dino Dad beamed. ‘And great trumpeting, Ruby. I thought there was a real woolly mammoth in the room at one point. Good job – Ruby Dooby, hello? Earth to Ruby?’

But I didn’t hear Dino Dad as my mind was on other things …

It was National Dinosaur Day on Dinotropolis – a special annual event to celebrate the first arrival of my great-great-great grandad, William Thumb, and his magic ammonite shell many years ago. And I was going to the celebrations with Dino Dad for the very first time! There was going to be music, coconuts and the POOPA Prize for the most outstanding dinosaur. Dad even said I could give out the award!
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‘Let’s head back and get ready for the big day, Ruby Roo.’ Dad smiled.

‘YES!’ I threw off my mammoth outfit and raced outside.

It took us no time at all to get home, and we were greeted at the front door by Mum.

‘Mwah, mwah, mwah.’ She gave us all sloppy wet kisses.

‘Muuum!’ I said, wiping my face as I catapulted upstairs to my room.

‘Hello, my gorgeous girlies. I missed you – and you, ya big tree,’ she said, squeezing Dad’s waist and resting her head on his chest. ‘How was the show?’

‘Thumb-dabby-dozy,’ he replied, wrapping his long arms round her. ‘Indie only knocked over an Edmontosaurus model and then climbed on the back of one of the ceratopsians pretending it was a horse, so damage control was good, and the crowd loved it! Especially Ruby’s mammoth.’

‘Really?’ Mum said proudly. ‘And what interesting prehistoric facts did YOU learn today, my sweet girl?’ Mum shouted up the stairs.

‘Woolly mammoths stayed close to their mums until they were teenagers,’ I yelled back, before running down the stairs with my backpack.
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‘Awww – does that mean YOU are going to stay close to ME until you are a teenager?’ Mum joked.

‘Nope. I’m going to live on Dinotropolis and be a Troodon,’ I replied. ‘But I’ll come back for dinner every day though, I promise.’

‘Ah, so thoughtful of you,’ she said, smiling.

‘When are we going, Dino Dad?’ I said, jumping up and down. I couldn’t wait to get there.

‘Soon, my little fossil. I’ve got a few things to finish up from the museum and then we’re off. Have you packed everything you need for the trip?’

‘Just an empty backpack,’ I replied, ‘in case we find any treasures.’

Mum and Indie weren’t coming today. Mum had organized a ‘Mum and Toddler Beach-Combing Party’, where they pick up all the rubbish from our local beach.

‘Lionel, I’ve made you and Ruby a packed lunch. Don’t forget the apples and bananas. I’ve put out extra for Rex; I know how much he loves our fruit,’ Mum said.

‘They are already packed, my shining star in the sky,’ Dad replied confidently, before bending down and whispering in my ear, ‘Ruby, go to the kitchen and pack the apples and bananas, would you, please, poppet?’

‘Will do, Dad.’ I smiled, rolling my eyes.

‘Right!’ said Dad, clapping his giant sloth claws. ‘I’ll just get changed, and I’ll finish up as quickly as I can.’
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Mum took Little Indie into the living room while I skipped to the kitchen and popped the apples, bananas and our lunch in my backpack. In a washing basket next to the door, I found our football. Rex will love playing with a human football, I thought. On Dinotropolis, they only had round, hard rocks to use as a ball, which caused a few broken claws and many dented trees – plus no one EVER wanted to go in goal.

I popped the ball in my bag and then noticed that Mum had left some yummy blue-coconut curry on the side to cool. There was a spoon next to it, and I was hungry from all the woolly mammothing I’d just done. One little spoonful won’t be missed, I thought, as I dipped in the spoon. Then …

[image: Barppppp, roaaaarr, barppppp, roa aaarr!]
A high-pitched, ear-screeching sound echoed around the house. Huh? Had Mum planted an alarm on the curry, knowing that I would secretly try to eat some? No! The noise was coming from somewhere else!

In an instant, I heard dad racing down the stairs. I dropped my spoon into the dish and ran to join him and Mum.

‘It’s a POOPA alert,’ Mum said, her eyes wide.

‘I know,’ Dad replied. ‘There must be an e-roargency on Dinotropolis.’
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Oh, no. I’d never heard the alarm go off in our house before – not even when Little Indie escaped through the magic ammonite shell!

‘Ruby Roo, get ready. We need to move quickly!’ He turned to mum, who was looking a tiny bit worried. ‘Don’t you worry, my pineapple cheesecake. This is what us POOPAs do – we protect the island!’

Mum kissed me on the head. ‘Be careful, my sweet girl. Make sure you stay close to Dino Dad, and don’t go off on your own.’

‘We’ll be back before you can say Kimmeridgebrachypteraeschnid – iumetchesi,’ he added. (Which is the longest name ever given to a prehistoric creature.)

In his study, Dad placed the ammonite shell on the floor.

‘Ready, Ruby Roo?’

‘Ready,’ I said. I was excited, but a little nervous, too! After all, we didn’t know how much of an e-roargency we were going to be walking into.

‘Roar!’ Dino Dad shouted, and the shell’s colours started to glow.

‘ROAR!’ I shouted. The colours swirled around, getting brighter.

‘Then … ROAR!!’ Dad yelled once again. A beam of brightly coloured light filled the room, and a rumbling started below our feet. Suddenly … WHOOSH! We were sucked through into the light at super-speed, spinning as we travelled.
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‘Woohooooooo!’ I hollered, as my arms started itching and growing; my feet got heavy; and my neck stretched out. I was transforming into my dinosaur-self: a Troodon. I looked towards Dino Dad and saw that he had fully turned into an Argentinosaurus! The next stop was Dinotropolis!

Thump!

But as soon as we arrived, something felt different. I had a sharp, frosty feeling all over my dinosaur body. My eyes adjusted quickly. ‘UH-OH,’ I groaned.

‘Ah, erm, Ruby – don’t panic,’ said Dino Dad. ‘But I think we might have an ICE AGE on our hands.’
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