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‘For it is good to be children sometimes, and never better than at Christmas …’

Charles Dickens, A Christmas Carol
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PROLOGUE

IT ALL BEGAN AT CHRISTMAS

I suppose you are expecting this book to be a fun, festive adventure, with a flying blue dinosaur, Santa, elves, William Trundle and all the other things you would usually find in a Christmasaurus story.

Well, I’ve got good news and bad news.

The good news is that all that is going to happen! Dinosaurs, Santa, the whole jingle.

The bad news is that in order to tell you that story, I must first tell you a little bit of another one.

Now, I know what you’re thinking – starting a story with a totally different story seems a bit silly, and you’re right. It is a bit daft. But it’s very important. In fact, Christmas itself depends on it.

Why?

Because stories are powerful.

Some stories are so powerful that they leap out of their own books and into the pages of others.

Some characters are so good – or, in this case, so bad – that they find themselves floating out of their books altogether and into the minds and hearts and imaginations of the reader (that’s you!), and crossing into the real world.

But I’m getting ahead of myself. Let’s get back to this story … I mean, the other story.
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in London a long, long time ago. A time when there were horses and carts instead of cars and buses, coal fires instead of nice toasty radiators, and chocolate selection boxes hadn’t been invented yet, so children had to make do with roasted chestnuts.

This cold, frosty old city was warmed by the familiar signs of Christmas that we still have today. Holly wreaths hung on doors, children made snowmen in the park while their parents stole kisses under sprigs of mistletoe (gross!) and the smell of mince pies wafted from the busy shops.

‘Merry Christmas!’ said one gentleman to another with a tip of his tall top hat, which people used to wear instead of woolly bobble hats in those days, and in the distance a Christmas carol was being sung by a choir of children as they went from door to door, spreading seasonal cheer.

It was as Christmassy as a picture on a Christmas card!

But don’t get too excited, as someone was about to enter this festive scene who was as un-Christmassy as you could possibly imagine.

Click-clack.

Click-clack.

His hard footsteps on the cold cobbles caught the attention of a small child in the park.

‘It’s him!’ the boy whispered.

‘He’s coming!’ Another child trembled, quickly stuffing a carrot into her snowman’s face before dashing to find her parents.

Click-clack.

Click-clack.

As the footsteps got closer, the flames from the street lamps cast the grim shadow of this miserable man on to the walls, which seemed to glaze over with a fresh layer of frost as he approached.

The jolly jumble of Christmas shoppers scrambled inside the buildings to avoid him, and whispers of his name seemed to conjure an icy wind that howled along the streets, blowing wreaths off the doors, snuffing out candles and carrying the merry sounds of Christmas away into the night.

It was as though his very presence was enough to extinguish any sign of Christmas. Even the snowman’s nose fell off as this ghastly gentleman passed.

He was tall; at least, he would have been if he had stood up straight. Instead, he hunched over slightly, as though he were being pulled down by the weight of his own misery.

‘Humbug!’ he muttered to himself through his sharp lips, as his narrow eyes observed the prize turkey hanging in the butcher’s window – for, as you have probably guessed, this miser of a man hated Christmas.

Actually, hate isn’t a strong enough word for how he felt about Christmas. Let me look in the dictionary for a better one. Do you know any?

Let me see …


Disliked? Nope, still not strong enough.

Loathed? Not quite …

Detested? Getting better!

Resented? Almost …



The thing is, when it came to Christmas, this man felt ALL those words put together.

That’s it! He disloathesented Christmas!

All right – that’s a bit silly and made up. BUT there is one word in the dictionary that sums up this miserable man perfectly … and it just so happens to be his name:

SCROOGE![image: ]
Ebenezer Scrooge, to be precise.

Perhaps you’ve heard of him?

He’s the sprout on your Christmas dinner plate. The coffee-flavoured disappointment in your box of chocolates. The pair of socks disguised as a present under the tree.

When it comes to disloathesenting Christmas, he’s the GOAT (Grinchiest Of All Time), and if old Scrooge had his way, he’d get rid of Christmas altogether.

We don’t need to worry, though. Ebenezer Scrooge is merely a character in a very famous old book called A Christmas Carol, by an author named Charles Dickens. He’s not real.

Right?

Well, no. That’s not quite true.

If you leave a book closed and unread, it’s almost as if the people and places inside it don’t exist at all. But once you open it up, and those words start to ping around someone’s mind – like these ones are pinging around yours right now! – those people are set free into the wilds of your imagination.

That is why we must be very careful as we step into the next part of this story together that we don’t let anything step out …

[image: A man in a tall hat walks and looks back while holding a cane as a boy runs along a snowy street beside a horse pulling a carriage, with buildings, people, and a long cast shadow stretching across the road.]
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CHAPTER ONE

THE HOLLY JOLLY JINGLERS

‘Fa-lala-lala, lala-la-la!’ sang Bob Trundle as he expertly lassoed the Christmas tree with a string of red tinsel like a Christmas cowboy.

You might recognize this merry scene! That’s right – we’re at the wonky little home of the Trundle family, the heroes of this story, and, as you can probably tell, they are getting ready for the big day.

‘You’re not redecorating the tree AGAIN, are you?’ asked Pamela, handing him a cup of hot chocolate overflowing with marshmallows, just the way Bob liked it.

‘Of course! There’re exactly ten days until Christmas, and it needs to look fresh for the big day!’ Bob said, taking a nice, sugary sip of warm chocolate before picking up another string of tinsel.

‘Yes, I know, and I’m fully supportive of your unique Christmas decorating style, my dear, but I think there’s probably more tinsel than there is tree!’ she said, pointing at the flamboyant fir that seemed to be trembling under the impossible amount of tinsel and baubles balanced on every branch.

‘If I’ve said it once, I’ve said it a hundred times,’ Bob started. ‘When it comes to Christmas trees …’

‘You can never have enough tinsel!’ cheered William, as he zoomed into the room with another shimmering string, throwing it on the branches as he did a lap of the Christmas tree.

‘That’s my boy. Just like his dad, eh!’ Bob laughed, but that last piece of tinsel had barely settled when the tree creaked …

then crunched …

then collapsed completely …
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… leaving behind a cloud of Christmassy sparkles.

‘Not again!’ Brenda sighed, as she joined the family in the living room. ‘If I’ve said it once, I’ve said it a hundred times,’ she said in her best Bob voice. ‘When it comes to Christmas trees …’

‘You can never use too much tinsel!’ finished Pamela, winking at her daughter, who was carrying a large model of a building made out of ice-lolly sticks, yoghurt pots and cotton-wool balls.

‘Wow! Your Christmas project is looking great!’ Pamela said, admiring all the icicles made of glue and glitter (the environmentally friendly stuff, of course).

‘Is that Santa’s Snow Ranch?’ William asked.

‘Yeah! Take a look inside,’ Brenda said, beaming with pride as she opened up her school project to reveal its sparkly, glittering interior.

‘Awesome!’ William smiled as he recognized all the magical places they’d been during their adventures with Santa and the Christmasaurus.

‘Look, tiny Naughty and Nice Lists!’ Bob cried.

‘And a mini Christmasaurus!’ William cheered, pointing to a shiny model dinosaur with a mane made of tinfoil icicles and covered in – you guessed it – more glitter!

‘What’s that amazing smell?’ Pamela asked, leaning in and getting a good sniff.

‘CRUMPETS!’ the others chorused, as Brenda explained that her model snow ranch’s kitchen walls were made of the elves’ favourite toasted treat.

‘That’s the smallest Christmas tree I’ve ever seen!’ said Bob, using his glasses as a magnifying glass to study the tiny tree.

‘It might be small, but it’s looking better than ours,’ Pamela said, reminding Bob of the mess on the living-room floor.

‘Not to worry! I’ll be back in a jingle.’ He ran to the hallway and dived into the cupboard under the stairs. A couple of crashes, a few bangs and a jingle of bells later, he returned with …

‘The back-up tree!’ he announced, dragging a fresh Christmas tree into the living room.

‘How many Christmas trees have you got in there, Bob?’ asked Pamela, raising an eyebrow.

‘Oh, one or two.’ Bob winked as he stood up, the new tree in place.

‘We’ll have to start calling you Bob Back-Up-Tree Trundle!’ Pamela laughed as William set to work, helping his dad transfer decorations from the collapsed tree to the fresh one.

Now, you might already be able to tell that when it came to Christmas, Bob Trundle was the total opposite of that Scrooge fellow I told you about.

Bob was the pigs-in-blankets on your Christmas dinner plate, the triple-chocolate-fudge truffle with extra sprinkles in your box of chocolates, the surprise present you hadn’t even asked for.

He was the anti-Scrooge – and his son, William, was a close second in command.

They LOVED everything about Christmas, and this year was doubly exciting for them. In fact, it was double-doubly exciting! Maybe even double-double-doubly exciting, and you’re about to see why …

‘We’re all double-double-doubly excited to watch your first Christmas carol concert next week in the town square, William!’ said Bob. ‘I’ve got a feeling you’re going to get chosen for the big solo, just like I did in my first year with the Holly Jolly Jinglers!’

Brenda giggled. ‘The Holly Jolly what?’

‘The Holly Jolly JINGLERS!’ said Bob and William at the same time, as though it were jinglingly obvious.

‘It’s the name of the Holly Heath Primary School carolling choir,’ explained Bob.

‘And it’s not any old carolling choir. They are the greatest Christmas carol singers in the whole country!’ added William.

‘And you used to be one of these Holly … Jolly … Jingly people?’ Brenda asked Bob.

‘Oh yes, of course! I was a HJJ back when I was your age. I was chosen for the solo, and in my very first year too!’

‘What’s so good about a solo? I think I’d rather hide at the back where no one can see what I’m up to,’ Brenda whispered to William.

‘Singing the solo is very special, Brenda. Nothing fills the heart with Christmas spirit quite like the angelic sound of a child singing a Christmas carol.’ Bob paused for a moment to wipe a tear from his cheek with his best Christmas hanky. ‘And I’d bet a hundred jingles that this year it’ll be our Willypoos.’

‘Really, Dad?’ William said hopefully.

‘Abso-jolly-lutely! I’ve seen the signs,’ Bob said, waving his hands like he was sprinkling invisible magic in the air.

‘What signs?’ asked Brenda, one eyebrow raised, ready to not believe anything Bob was about to say.

Bob smiled and said, ‘Well, when I woke up this morning there was a robin on my windowsill.’

‘So?’ Brenda shrugged.

‘SO, it looked JUST LIKE the robin on my Christmas jumper the year I sang the solo! If that isn’t a sign, I’ll eat Santa’s hat. You’ve got to read the signs, Willypoos, and I think they’re all pointing at YOU!’

[image: Bob Trundle stands beside a decorated tree, smiling and holding a framed picture of William Trundle singing from an open book.]
‘I hope so, Dad!’ William said, smiling. ‘I’ve been practising loads!’

‘Yeah, we know!’ groaned Brenda. ‘But if you could not practise at six in the morning, then I think all of us might be a bit jollier!’

‘Oh, Brenda,’ said Bob, laughing. ‘There’s never a bad time to practise being a Holly Jolly Jingler, especially if you want to sing a solo. Back when I was a HJJ, I’d be up at the crack of dawn, warming up these pipes for the solo audition.

Fa-lala-la[image: ]
As his dad sang, William felt a warm hand on his.

‘William, you do know it doesn’t matter if you get a solo or not,’ said Pamela, smiling at him. ‘Being in a choir is about singing together as a team, just like we’ll all be there as a team to watch, solo or no solo!’ she finished, and William noticed her give Bob one of those special looks that grown-ups do, which somehow seem to say something without actually saying anything at all.

‘Oh … yes … you’re right, er … of course. Solo or not, we’ll be there in the town square, cheering you on!’ Bob said, giving William a little wink when Pamela wasn’t looking.

‘Thanks, Dad,’ replied William, but he couldn’t help a note of sadness creeping into his voice.

‘Everything all right? I thought you were excited about the carols?’ Bob asked.

‘Oh, I am! Only, if I do get the solo, it’ll be a big moment for me, really big, and … well, having you all there will be great, but … I just wish everyone I care about could be there, that’s all,’ William said.

The whole family knew instantly who he was talking about.

Yes, I think you’ve probably guessed it too …

‘Well, I’m sure there’s a certain blue dinosaur who would very much like to be there as well,’ Bob said gently.

‘You’ve not written your letter to Santa yet. Why don’t you include a note to invite the Christmasaurus?’ Pamela suggested.

‘Yes! Invite Santa too!’ added Brenda.

William felt pride and excitement tingling through him as he imagined taking centre stage on the bandstand in the middle of the town square, singing his heart out, with the most magical audience imaginable watching him: Santa (yes – the REAL Santa!), and his best friend in the whole world, the Christmasaurus (or as William sometimes called him – Chrissy). Almost immediately, the idea fizzled out in his mind and he shook his head. ‘I don’t know … They’ll be snowed under with preparations for Christmas. They’d never be able to come to a silly carol concert on Christmas Eve!’ he said.

‘Silly?! Did you just call the Holly Jolly Jinglers silly?’ Bob gasped.

‘You know what I mean, Dad. They’ve got more important things to do this time of year.’ William sighed.

‘Everyone has time for friends at Christmas, William,’ Bob said with a smile, pulling his favourite candy-cane-shaped pen from his pocket and handing it to his son.

William hesitated, then took the pen. ‘I guess there’s no harm in inviting them …’

So, while William set to work on his letter to Santa, let us take a little trip up north, ALL the way north, to see the big man himself. After all, it’s page eighteen and we’ve not seen the star of this book yet. And not to worry – there’s a blue dinosaur waiting in the next chapter …
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CHAPTER TWO

THE NEXT CHAPTER

I’m sure you’ve got a pretty good idea of what the North Pole looks like.

You’ve seen it in the movies, heard the songs, read the books … Well, let me tell you again anyway, for even if you’ve seen it before a hundred squillion times, the North Pole is always completely mind-bogglingly awesome.

Imagine this: there wasn’t a single cloud in the star-filled sky, yet snowflakes the size of marshmallows were falling.

Pretty magical, right?

That’s not all. They tasted like marshmallows too! (The white ones, not the pink ones.)

And this entirely cloudless, marshmallow-flavoured, snowflake-making sky was full of bluey-green light that was dancing – actually dancing. (I think it was a foxtrot.)

And to dance, you need music, of course, and there was ALWAYS music in the North Pole, thanks to the tiny singing elves. (We’ll meet them in a moment.)

The snowmen weren’t standing still like the ones in your garden, but skating around on Santa’s frozen swimming pool (I don’t know who thought it would be a good idea to build an outdoor pool in the Arctic!), and, overhead, reindeer were swooshing this way and that, testing out the aerodynamics of their antlers.

It was, without doubt, the most magical place that could ever exist, and in the centre of it all was the jolliest of people, a massive merry man with a beard whiter than snow and eyes like blue flames, wearing red with white trim from his head to his boots. Even the pair of giant fluffy earmuffs he wore over his ears were red.

Ho-ho-ho![image: ]
he boomed …

Well, what were you expecting him to say? It’s Santa, after all!

‘Here they come, here they come!’ he said, giddily prancing around and pointing at something in the sky.

Pop!

A tiny elf appeared by his side, wearing a smart uniform with a satchel over her shoulder and a large net in her tiny hands. Her name was Sort.

Pop! Pop!

Two more elves appeared, wearing the same uniform. They were Staple and Stamp. They were carrying long sticks with smaller nets on the end, which looked like the sort of thing you might catch butterflies with.

Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop!

In an instant, Santa was surrounded by a whole team of elves carrying nets on long poles, and all in the same uniform with a very official-looking badge that said:

POOPS – Polar Operations Official Postal Service.

Each elf was staring up at the twinkling stars as though they were waiting for something to happen.


‘Any second, any moment,

Catching elves, get ready!

Prepare your pickers, spread your nets

And hold your crumpets steady!’



Sort sang. Like all North Pole elves, the Polar Operations Official Postal Service staff only spoke in merry rhyme. (Yes, it does get annoying occasionally – just ask Santa.)

The POOPS elves took a synchronized crunch of their crumpets (an elf favourite) and put the rest in their crumpet pouches to save for later, because the stars overhead had stopped twinkling and were now flickering.

‘Steady … steady …’ instructed Santa, noticing this change












‘Letters here, letters there,

Letters in the air!

If we didn’t catch them,

They would end up EVERYWHERE!




Oh! Letters here, letters there,

Letters in the sky!

Seems a little silly but

There’s one good reason why …




There’s a jolly man

Dressed head to toe in red.

(That includes his pants,

And the hat upon his head!)




At this time of year,

If you write a note to him,

He’ll bring you anything you want

And that is why we sing …




Oh! Letters here, letters there,

Fly at lightning speed!

Listing lots of stuff that parents

Say their kids don’t need!




Oh! Letters here, letters there,

Sent from girls and boys.

If they’re nice, then Santa might

Just bring them lots of toys!’
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Have you read all of Tom Fletcher’s Brilliant Stories?
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