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For my godsons and god-daughter, Marky, Freddie, Bertie and Imogen
A.D.

For mega-fan Harry, thank you and keep being creative!
S.L.X
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[image: Hi! I’m Ruby Thumb.]
I’m six – almost seven – years old, and by now you probably know that me and my family are not exactly your everyday NORMAL family.

We have a secret that NO ONE else can EVER know, because if they did, EVERYONE would want to do it (which Dino Dad says could be a prehistoric catastrophe!).

I mean, if YOU were able to magically whoosh through an ammonite shell to an island called Dinotropolis where DINOSAURS still live – and where YOU turn into a dinosaur – then you would LOVE it just as much as we do.

But it’s our job as POOPAs (Protectors Of Our Prehistoric Allies) to make sure our dino friends on the island are happy and safe, so Dad says we must TELL ABSOLUTELY NO ONE!

[image: I FED THE PLESIOSAURS]
It’s REALLY HARD to keep it a secret though. Like the other week when my friend Matilda asked what I did at the weekend, and I had to say I was collecting fossils with Dino Dad for his museum. But actually I went to Dinotropolis as a Troodon and fed coconuts to the Plesiosaurs in Suzie Sauropod’s Splash Park, then helped a team of Ankylosauruses safely put a statue of Cyrus Cynodont on display in Anisha Archaeopteryx’s Museum of Legendary Dinos.
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If I told Matilda all of THAT, she would either:

1) fall down laughing in hysterics,

2) have to live with her mouth forever open in shock,

3) or want to come with me, which unfortunately she definitely cannot do. (If she did though, she would probably turn into a raptor, because raptors are cheeky and so is she.)

Someone else who is STILL cheeky is my sister, Little Indie. She loves being a dinosaur almost as much as I do. When we are at home, we often wear pretend dino tails from the shop at Dad’s museum. Recently, I glued feathers to my arm and Little Indie stuck her tail to her own head. I laughed, but Mum didn’t see the funny side. She said I needed to find something else to keep me occupied.
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I think this is why she and Dad said I should go and give PLOPS a try during the half-term holiday.

PLOPS is the biggest dinosaur school on the island. It stands for ‘Pangea’s Largest Outstanding Prehistoric School’. PLOPS was where Dino Dad and the POOPAs before him went when they were young.

I was so excited to start, although I soon realized that attending school as a dinosaur was not a stomp in the park …




[image: Chapter 1: Getting Ready for Dino School]

‘Rino Rad, Rino Rad, POOPY POOPY roar,’ yelled Little Indie, racing up and down the hallway. She had finally learned to say some words, and her favourites were ‘POOPY’ (‘POOPA’), ‘Rino Rad’ (‘Dino Dad’) and ‘Rury Troo-ron’ (‘Ruby Troodon’). She likes to say them about A MILLION TIMES A DAY.

Today was a BIG day. It was my first day at PLOPS, but only for a week while my own school was on half term. Dad had shown me a letter from the headteacher. It said:

[image: Dearest Ruby POOPA, You are invited to PLOPS. We are delighted to have you, and for the next week your teacher will be Mr Angus Argyl Argentinosaurus (Mr Argyl for short).; Sincerely, Mr Alexander Anchiornis]
I was so excited to start a real-life dinosaur school!

This morning, the Thumb household was in a flurry of hurry. Mum was making me a packed lunch of coconut-and-peanut-butter sandwiches and six apples – one for me, and five spare for my best dino friend, Rex, who LOVES them.

Dino Dad was running around the house, accidentally bashing his head on all the light fixtures.
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‘Lionel, will you slow down! You’ll cause a tornado with the speed you’re going!’ Mum called, as she put my lunch into my new school bag. My bag had a picture of a huge T. rex on it, with the word PLOPS below it in brightly coloured lettering. The T. rex was of course my great-great-great-grandad William Thumb, who had started the school many years ago.

Dino Dad hurried past the kitchen. ‘No time to stop, my beautiful coconut pie! I’ve got lots to do. Have we got Ruby’s books?’ Dad said, as he began rummaging through drawers in the living room – a place even I knew my books would never be.

‘Already packed,’ Mum replied, holding up my bag.

‘Ah, yes. And what about her uniform?’ Dad said.

‘I’m wearing it!’ I giggled. Like every other student, I had on a purple school hat, and a shirt, tie and blazer made from dinosaur scales and feathers, only mine was Troodon-sized. Our friend Cyrus Cynodont made it as a gift for starting PLOPS. It even had an open bit at the back for my tail to pop through.

[image: ]
Dino Dad stopped. ‘Great. Then everyone can stop stressing. There is nothing to worry about, and we are good to go!’

Mum came over to Dino Dad and kissed him on the chin (which is easier to reach because he’s so tall). ‘Yes, dear,’ she said, smiling. I chuckled.

He nodded blankly at Mum, then yelped, ‘My lucky fossil chain!’ and shot upstairs.

‘Come, Rury! Come, Mummy.’ Little Indie was practically climbing the walls she was so ready to leave.

‘OK, my sweet girl! Your dad is almost ready,’ Mum said, raising her eyebrows.
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‘Mum, is Dad OK?’ I asked. ‘I’ve never seen him like this. He was less nervous when he had to guide a herd of angry sleepwalking Gigantosaurs back home last month.’

‘I think your dad is just remembering how important his first day at PLOPS was, and wants yours to be extra special –’

‘WAHHHHHHHHH!’[image: ]
CRASH! TUMBLE! WALLOP!

We all turned to see Dino Dad on the floor next to us – he had slipped down the stairs on his bottom! He swiftly got to his feet as if nothing had happened and held up a silver chain with an ammonite shell attached to it. ‘Found it!’ he said.

I giggled.

‘Here you go, Ruby Roo. Wearing this will help you feel less nervous. It’s my lucky chain,’ Dino Dad said, placing it round my neck.
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‘I’m not nervous!’ I said. (Although I was the TINIEST bit nervous.)

Dad played along. ‘Of course you aren’t, Ruby Roo. But IF you ever DO feel nervous, just know it’s completely normal and being –’

‘– being brave is the best thing we can be, because it reminds everyone else to be brave, too,’ I said, finishing his sentence for him. He always said this when he could tell I was feeling worried about something.

‘Exactly, my little dragonfly.’ He smiled. ‘Now, join hands, Thumb family!’ Mum and Little Indie took our hands so we stood in a little circle. ‘Take a deep breath in –’ we all breathed in – ‘and out.’

‘Haaaaaaaaaaaa.’ We all breathed out.

I felt the nerves drift away, and my excitement took over again. ‘Thanks, Dad,’ I said. I turned to face him, but he had scurried to the fruit bowl and was juggling oranges. He was being so weird today.

‘One, two, three!’ He juggled them, making each one bounce off his head. ‘Ta-daaaa!’ he said, rubbing his head as if it was part of some kind of act.

‘I think someone put too much sugar on their coconut pops this morning,’ Mum whispered with a chuckle.

‘OK, team,’ Dad said. ‘Let’s go to Dinotropolis!’

I love it when we all travel to the island together. It’s pretty rare, as Mum mostly keeps Little Indie with her at home in case she causes any chaos for the other dinos. But today, she and Indie were coming to see me off to school.

Dino Dad opened the study door and we were hit by the beautiful colours of the magic ammonite shell sitting on Dad’s desk, gleaming as if it sensed we were about to use it.

Dad put the shell on the floor and we all held hands again.

‘Roar,’ Mum began.

‘Roar,’ Dad followed.

‘ROAR!’ Little Indie and I shouted together for the third and final time.

The colours of the ammonite shell began to swirl around the room. We held on tight to each other. There was a beam of light and – WHOOSH! – we were off to Dinotropolis.
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[image: Chapter 2: Plops]

We landed with a THUD! on our colourful, prehistoric second home, Dinotropolis.

Mum was a Maiasaurus with a stripy back and long blonde hair. Little Indie was her usual tiny, fast omnivorous Compsognathus self, and the gigantic Argentinosaurus was Dino Dad. I was Ruby the Troodon.

I looked around. It was early, but you could already see the hustle and bustle of dinosaurs going about their day. The Pterosaurs were taxiing the diddy dinos to Mrs Docus’s nursery. There was a sea of Ceratopsians stomping to their destinations in large family groups, and many dinos travelling by car.

‘Morning, POOPAs!’ shouted Priyanka Protoceratops. ‘Good luck on your first day at PLOPS, Ruby!’ she called, slowly but surely ushering her fifteen little ones forward.

‘Thanks, Priyanka,’ I called back.

I turned to ask Dad how we were getting to PLOPS, but he had disappeared. I soon saw him driving round the corner in our tiny Dinotropolis car. ‘In you get – we don’t want to be late!’ he called to us all.

Little Indie and I crammed into the back while Mum climbed in the front, and with a screech, we zoomed off.
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As we drove down the hill, we passed Austin Oviraptor’s Motor Place, where Dad got his car years ago – or as he calls it, his ‘prehistoric pride and joy’.

‘Morning, Austin!’ shouted Dad.

‘Morning, Lionel! The car still suits you like a dream,’ Austin replied, waving.

We passed Sergio Stegosaurus’s coconut supermarket. The illuminated sign hanging above read COCONUTS OF EVERY FLAVOUR.

‘Hey, POOPAs! Visit soon for some delicious coconuts,’ yelled Sergio.

‘Thanks, Sergio, will do!’ Dad shouted back cheerfully.

Then we turned the corner and suddenly there it was.

Huge wooden gates, taller than two Argentinosauruses, towered above us and creaked open as we drove closer. The letters P-L-O-P-S were written in different colours at the top, along with the words MAY PANGEA LIVE ON.

We continued up a long, gravelled track to the school. Positioned along the track were statues of dinosaur headteachers who’d once led the school.

We drove on and there it was: PLOPS! It was an enormous building. It looked like a big castle with turrets and huge wooden doors, and there were four large columns at the front made of what looked like old dinosaur bones tied together.

We stopped the car. I had excited butterflies in my tummy now. There were so many dinosaurs here!

I saw Tony and Tristan T. rex, two of Rex’s friends, go through the front entrance to be greeted by a huge Argentinosaurus and a tiny, grey, bird-like dinosaur with large black-and-white tail feathers, wings and a spiky, orangey-red feathery head. It was an Anchiornis.
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‘That’s Mr Anchiornis,’ Dad said, pointing towards the jolly-looking dinosaur at the entrance.

Just then a scooter zoomed past, almost knocking me over.

‘Coming through!’ shouted three Microraptors balancing in a triangular formation on the scooter. ‘Sorry!’ they shouted. ‘Welcome to PLOPS, Ruby!’

‘Thanks,’ I
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