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Chapter One Sniffing Seaweed

Franky bolted across the sand like a racehorse. His finish line was a strip of golden seaweed near the water. Franky began sniffing every clump of it.

Dad walked down the beach with a towel. I followed him, slowly dragging my toes through the sand.

‘Hey, Jack, I’m going for a quick swim, okay?’ he said. ‘Stay here and keep an eye on Franky, please.’

I sat down on the towel and huffed. I did not like beach walks with Franky.

[image: Jack sits alone in the sand dunes near beach grass and rocks, looking bored while waiting for Franky and Dad.]
Don’t get me wrong, I loved our pet dog. But Franky was too sniffy on walks. He would never fetch a ball or play chase. He just liked sniffing, and he always found plenty to smell at the beach.

[image: Franky digs and sniffs through seaweed on the beach while Jack runs towards him from the grassy dunes.]
Soon, Franky stopped sniffing the seaweed and started scratching at it. I hoped he was not about to poo. Yuck! I hated cleaning that up.

But then Franky started licking something in the seaweed. I jumped up and ran towards him to check he hadn’t found a blowfish.

Dad was always worrying about blowfish. If we saw one dead on the beach, he’d pick it up (with a dog poo bag), then toss it in the bin. He told me they are deadly if dogs eat them.

‘Franky! Leave it!’ I yelled as he licked his stinky prize. I reached him and pushed his snout away.

The dead sea creature looked weedy. It was not a blowfish. I scooped it up and held it high. It was long, thin and stiff, like a stick. Its rough skin felt like sandpaper.

[image: Jack holds up a weedy sea dragon covered in seaweed while Franky stares curiously beside him on the beach.]
[image: Jack kneels beside Franky at the water’s edge as the dog sniffs through seaweed on the sandy beach.]
‘Wow! This is a weedy sea dragon,’ I said to Franky. ‘They are the reason this place is called Dragon Beach!’ Dad had told me that too. He said divers sometimes saw weedy sea dragons here.

I dunked the creature in a wash of foamy water. As I rubbed the sticky sand off, I could see purple and yellow colours emerge.

‘Oh, it has tiny white spots,’ I said.

Suddenly, Franky jumped. He snatched the weedy sea dragon out of my hands!

‘Franky, NO!’ I yelled. ‘Drop it!’ But it was too late.

[image: Franky snaps up the weedy sea dragon with his mouth while Jack reaches out in alarm beside the shore.]


[image: Jack stumbles backwards as Franky runs off carrying the weedy sea dragon in his mouth along the beach.]




Chapter Two A Big Problem

Franky swallowed the weedy sea dragon in one gulp.

Dad must have heard me shouting because he was running up the beach towards us.

‘He didn’t eat a blowfish, did he?’ called Dad.

Franky coughed, then flopped down onto the sand. His body began shaking. His reddish-brown fur seemed to be turning purple!

[image: Dad and Jack stare in shock as giant Franky lies on the beach after swallowing the weedy sea dragon.]
‘He ate a weedy sea dragon!’ I said.

Franky began puffing and panting. He was growing too! He got bigger and bigger with every breath. He was blowing himself up like a balloon!

‘What’s happening?’ I yelled. ‘Will Franky be okay?’

Dad quickly unbuckled Franky’s collar. It popped off his expanding neck and fell onto the sand.

[image: Huge purple Franky stands on the beach beside Dad and Jack, who look up in amazement at the growing dog.]
Our huge dog snorted, shook his head and stood up. I blinked. Franky was the size of a horse and still growing. Dad and I stared up at him. My mouth was wide open like a blowfish’s.

‘Franky is a dragon!’ I said. ‘Look how long his claws are!’

‘Jumping jellyfish!’ said Dad, taking a step back.

Franky snorted, then swooshed his long weedy tail. He slowly lowered his snout between my knees. Then, with a flick of his nose, Franky flipped me into the air! I flew over his head and onto his neck.

[image: Giant Franky flips Jack high into the air with his nose beside the crashing waves at Dragon Beach.]
‘Aaahh!’ I screamed as Franky took off! I gripped his fur with both hands and tried not to look down at the blurry sand below.

[image: Jack clings tightly to giant Franky’s furry back as the dragon dog charges across the beach.]
‘JUMP, JACK!’ shouted Dad.

But I froze and could not let go.

Dad tried to stop Franky with his ear-splitting finger whistle. But Franky kept running. He galloped along the shore before leaping over a wave into the ocean.



[image: Jack rides giant Franky through shallow waves while Dad raises his arms and shouts from the shoreline.]




Chapter Three Dragon Riding

Soon, I began smiling instead of screaming.

‘Woohoo!’ I yelled as Franky paddled through the water. He was moving so fast! I felt like I was dragon riding in a movie.

Franky slowed down and turned his head towards me. I guessed he was checking if I was okay. I hugged his neck.

‘Franky, spin!’ I said.

[image: Jack hugs giant Franky’s neck as the dragon dog spins in circles through swirling seawater.]
Franky swam around and around until I felt dizzy.

‘Franky, wait!’ I called, and he stopped.

‘Good dog! I mean, good dragon!’

Franky stuck out his long stretchy tongue and licked me head to toe in one go!

‘YUCK!’ I laughed, leaning down and splashing water over my face.

[image: Jack rides giant Franky underwater past a school of tiny fish as the dragon dog dives through the sea.]
What else can Franky the sea dragon do? I wondered.

‘Franky, dive!’ I said. I held my breath, and down we went. I opened my eyes and saw a school of tiny fish dart by! I needed air, so I tugged Franky’s fur and he popped up to the surface. ‘Yee-har!’ I screamed.

We dived a second time and swam deeper underwater. When I tugged Franky’s fur, he burst back up.

I wanted to go underwater again, but I heard a police siren.

[image: Jack sits nervously on giant Franky floating in the ocean while the dragon dog lifts his head above the waves.]
I flicked the hair off my face and looked at the shore. I could see a rainbow of flashing lights coming from a police car, a fire truck and the ranger’s car!

‘Franky, wait!’ I said, and we floated on the spot.

‘JACK! HELP IS ON THE WAY,’ said Dad. He was using a loudspeaker! ‘STAY THERE! RANGER ROZ IS COMING TO GET YOU.’

We’d been having so much fun that I’d forgotten I’d left Dad on the beach. He must have been terribly worried to call the police!

[image: Jack rides giant Franky in the ocean while Dad calls through a loudspeaker from the beach near emergency vehicles.]
‘It’s okay, Dad! I’m fine!’ I yelled. But we were too far away for him to hear.

A jet ski roared towards us. It was Ranger Roz!

[image: Dad cups his hands around his mouth and shouts loudly towards Jack and giant Franky from the shoreline.]
‘JACK, STAY STILL. THE RANGER HAS A SLEEP DART,’ boomed Dad’s voice.

A sleep dart? Surely the ranger won’t fire it at Franky? I thought. Will she?

[image: Ranger Roz speeds across the ocean on a jet ski while gripping a sleep dart gun and chasing Franky.]


[image: Ranger Roz aims a sleep dart gun from her jet ski as seawater splashes around her during the chase.]




Chapter Four Raging Ranger

‘READY…’ yelled Ranger Roz as she took aim at Franky.

I knew sleep darts were like flying needles. Vets used them to fire sleeping medicine into dangerous zoo animals.

But Franky wasn’t dangerous! He was my pet.

‘AIM…’ called Ranger Roz.

‘NO! DON’T FIRE!’ I yelled.

‘AND… FIRE!’ cried Ranger Roz.

I told Franky to dive. The zooming sleep dart skimmed across his back.

I squeezed my knees to hold on. Down we went until I tugged at Franky’s fur. He turned and kicked, then burst back up like a breaching whale. I watched Ranger Roz get drenched in seawater as we flew over her.

[image: Jack smiles while riding giant Franky as they leap over Ranger Roz on her jet ski in the ocean.]
Franky crashed back into the sea, and the jolt made me lose my grip.

‘Franky, wait!’ I called.

Ranger Roz’s jet ski was headed my way.

Luckily, Franky circled back towards me and I scrambled onto his neck. ‘Good boy!’ I said.

We swam back to the shore, where Dad and a crowd of people were waiting.

[image: Jack pats giant Franky lying calmly on the sand while Dad stands nearby dripping with seawater.]
‘Lie down, Franky,’ I said.

Franky closed his eyes and shook his fur, splattering us all with water! Then he lowered his belly onto the sand.

‘Yuck!’ said Dad, wiping his face. ‘Jack, are you okay?’

‘I’m fine!’ I said, shivering with excitement.

[image: Dad wipes seawater from his face after giant Franky shakes himself beside the beach crowd.]
‘Can I pat your dragon?’ said a kid, grabbing my arm.

Everyone else was cheering and snapping photos of Franky and me on their phones.

‘He’s gigantic!’ said the police officer, who was called Officer Dan.

I looked up to see that Ranger Roz had beached her jet ski. She was aiming another dart at Franky!

[image: Jack, Dad and beachgoers gather around giant Franky while Ranger Roz approaches on her jet ski.]
[image: Officer Dan raises his hand while speaking calmly beside giant Franky at the crowded beach.]
‘Hold your fire,’ said Officer Dan. He was patting Franky. ‘This pet looks harmless to me.’

‘That beast is not a pet!’ said Ranger Roz. ‘It’s a dragon!’

I jumped off Franky and took the collar Dad was holding.

‘He’s my pet!’ I cried, shaking Franky’s collar in the air as it no longer fit around his neck.

‘I can promise you he is a dog!’ said Dad. ‘Franky’s just had a bad reaction to eating a weedy sea dragon.’

[image: Officer Dan scratches his head beside Dad while standing behind giant Franky at the shoreline.]
‘That’s one puffed-up puppy!’ said Officer Dan. ‘Take him home to rest.’

Ranger Roz kicked her jet ski.

‘That is NOT a puppy!’ she huffed.

As we hurried off the beach, I realised Franky was never going to fit in the car.



[image: Jack rides giant Franky over bushes and trees as police cars follow along the road nearby.]




Chapter Five Birthday Surprise

We were almost home when Franky’s nose began to twitch. Next, he licked his lips.

‘No, Franky!’ I said.

Franky leapt over the bushes on the side of the road. He began to follow his nose instead of the police car ahead. I tugged at his fur to stop, but Franky did not listen.

We reached a park, where there were kids playing with balloons. There were wrapped presents stacked up like a pyramid on a table. A group of adults were standing near a barbecue, and Franky ran across the park towards them. A small girl wearing a party hat dropped her drink when she saw us. She looked frozen stiff. Franky sniffed his way past her to the barbecue.

[image: Giant Franky lowers his nose to sniff a frightened birthday girl wearing a party hat near a barbecue.]
A man wearing a striped apron was scraping down the oily grill.

‘Wow! Is that a DRAGON?!’ he said.

[image: Giant Franky sits beside Jack and party guests near the barbecue while adults stare in amazement.]
‘Yes, this is Franky,’ I said. ‘I think he wants a sausage.’

Franky sat and licked his lips.

‘I’m sorry, but they’re all gone,’ said the man.

Franky helped him clean the grill with a single lick!

The party of people quickly surrounded us.

‘Best. Birthday. EVER!’ said the now-unfrozen girl.

This made me think about my last birthday party. Mum and Dad made a dragon cake with green icing. It had peppermint lollies for dragon scales and red snake lollies for fire breath!

[image: A line of excited children ride on giant Franky’s back through the park during the birthday party.]
‘Please take us for a ride!’ said the birthday girl.

‘Yes, yes, yes!’ begged her friends.

Franky was long enough to carry all



[image: Four excited children run together through the park after riding giant Franky at the birthday party.]





[image: Giant Franky’s wagging tail smashes a pyramid of wrapped birthday presents, sending boxes flying everywhere.]

[image: Giant Franky’s tail sends a bicycle and a child flying through the air beside the birthday party barbecue.]
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