

[image: cover]















[image: ]

























For Kaye and Eilidh – T.N.


In memory of my wonderful mum,


Diana Horne, the funniest person


I ever knew – S.H.




















CONTENTS











	TITLE PAGE


	DEDICATION


	CHAPTER 1


A CHANGE OF FORTUNE


	CHAPTER 2


BOY MEETS DRAGON


	CHAPTER 3


GAMES NIGHT


	CHAPTER 4


WEEKEND WEEDING


	CHAPTER 5


AN OFFER HE CAN REFUSE


	CHAPTER 6


RETURNING THE DRAGON


	CHAPTER 7


MINI-DRAGONS: THE FACTS


	CHAPTER 8


UP IN FLAMES


	CHAPTER 9


BOY LOSES DRAGON


	CHAPTER 10


THE ULTIMATE SACRIFICE


	THE MINI-DRAGON COOKBOOK


	EXTRACT FROM ‘THERE’S A DRAGON IN MY BACKPACK’


	ABOUT THE AUTHOR


	ABOUT THE AUTHOR ILLUSTRATOR


	COPYRIGHT

























[image: ]






















[image: ]





CHAPTER 1


A CHANGE OF FORTUNE





“Hey, Eric,” said the tiny short-haired girl standing outside my front door. Min Song and I were in the same class at school, but right now she was here on official business, which was why she was carrying a dozen Chinese takeaway boxes under her chin. “Sorry we’re so late.”


“Er … we ordered five minutes ago,” I said, checking my watch.


“I know, I know, but traffic was a nightmare,” she said, nodding towards her dad who was sitting on a moped with the words “Panda Cottage” emblazoned on the side, impatiently tapping his watch.


“No, what I meant was—” But before I could finish Min had shoved the huge pile of boxes into my arms.


Then she picked up a box that had fallen to the ground. “Oh, and don’t forget your beansprouts.”


“Beansprouts?” I said, looking puzzled. “I don’t think we ordered—”


“No, they’re free,” interrupted Min. “We have way too many of them. Please, just take it.”


“Oh, OK,” I said. “You know, I’ve never actually tried them.”


“You’ll love them. Probably. Anyway, I have to go.”


I put down the boxes and handed her the money, before she hopped on the moped and it disappeared down the road. 


“Min took her time!”


That’s my dad, Monty Crisp. He’s the reason we were having a Friday-night Chinese. My dad manages the local football team, the Kippers, and we were celebrating their latest success – a 10 –1 scoreline.


“I still can’t believe it,” he said as I handed him the boxes. “We got an actual goal. First time in five years. All right, so technically it was the other team that scored it for us, but an own goal still counts!”


Sorry, I should have been more clear: They lost 10 –1.


The Kippers are the worst football team of all time. In their fifty-year history they’ve only ever won a single game, and even then it was because the other team had to forfeit after getting stuck in traffic.
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“You should be very proud, dear,” said my mum, Maya. In case you’re wondering, her legs are currently over her head because she’s a yoga instructor, not because she’s weird.


Though she is weird.
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Mum unfolded herself and joined me, Dad, my two-and-a-half-year-old sister Posy and our horrible, definitely evil, cat Pusskin at the kitchen table.


Half an hour later, the Crisp family was officially stuffed, as you can see from my helpful diagram:
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The number of boxes for Posy is misleading. Those are the number of actual boxes she attempted to eat. She doesn’t bother about the food, she just loves chewing plastic.


After dinner, Dad was back talking sport.


“All I’m saying, Eric,” he said, reaching for the fortune cookies, “is that it wouldn’t kill you to take an interest in athletic pursuits. Like football or rugby or…”


“Yoga?” suggested Mum.


“Be serious, Maya,” said Dad. “Er… I mean…”


Mum glared at him. “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that.”


Dad mimed wiping sweat off his brow. “Phew. But really, Eric, it was only last week you told me you thought offside was when only one side of the bread had gone mouldy…”


“He was teasing, Monty,” said Mum. “You were teasing him, weren’t you, Eric?”


Before I could reply Dad cut in: “Hey, would you look at that?”


He held up a small piece of paper.
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“You beauty!” cried Dad. “It’s destiny.”


I rolled my eyes. “Everyone knows fortune cookies are rubbish, Dad. The last one I got said ‘Your shoes will make you happy’.”


“And did they?” Dad asked.


“Not that I noticed…”


“What did you get this time, Eric?” asked Mum.


I cracked open the shell and unfurled the piece of paper inside.
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“Hmm. Well, you do turn nine soon,” Mum said.


“A week tomorrow,” I reminded her. She probably knew that already, but my birthday was WAY too important to take any chances with.


“Ooh, look at mine,” said Mum. “‘Your son will handle the washing-up’.”


“It doesn’t say that,” I said.


“Well, all right,” she admitted. “It’s actually the same as Dad’s.”
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“But you cleaning up will be a nice victory for me,” she said.


I let out a groan, but I knew from experience that I had about as much chance of getting out of it as the Kippers did of winning, well … anything.


I rinsed out all the boxes and took them outside. I’d almost finished putting them in the recycling bin when I realized that the box of beansprouts was still unopened.


Even though I was stuffed, I was curious to find out what they tasted like. I opened the lid and jumped back in fright. Not because of the beansprouts, though they didn’t look that appetizing, but because nestled inside the box was a small green scaly object. It had:


A long dragon-like snout.


A long dragon-like tail.


Big dragon-like wings.


Sharp dragon-like teeth.


Short dragon-like arms and legs.


Dragon-like claws.


There was no doubt about it. Whatever it was looked a lot like a dragon. Its tiny marble-like black eyes seemed to stare back at me and, for the briefest of moments, I almost convinced myself it was real.


Ha. A real dragon. Can you imagine?
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Were Panda Cottage giving out free toys with their food now?


“Snappy Meals,” I said out loud, before remembering there was no one around to laugh at my joke.


I took the toy out of the box and was surprised by how it felt. Whatever it was made of, it wasn’t plastic. I once touched a lizard at the zoo and it felt quite similar – rough and cool to the touch – but this was much, much harder. It really was the most lifelike toy I had ever seen. It must have taken forever to paint. Not that it even looked or felt painted, mind you. It was too realistic. Every scale was a different shade of green, with small, freckle-like flecks of yellow across the snout. Gently, I moved its arms and legs back and forth, feeling a little resistance as I did so, almost as if it didn’t appreciate me doing it.


Whoever had made it must have gone to some trouble – way more than a free Chinese takeaway toy was worth, that’s for sure.


After trying a handful of beansprouts and deciding I wasn’t a fan, I shoved the dragon into my pocket, went back inside and headed upstairs. After all, it was Friday and I had a lot to do. My comics weren’t going to read themselves.


I put the tiny dragon on a shelf before diving on to my bed and settling into issue #437 of my favourite comic: Slug Man.


A short while later, Slug Man was just about to take a call from the Police Commissioner on the Slug Phone when I felt something tugging at my trouser leg.


“Yeah?” I said, too absorbed in the story to bother looking down.


“What you reading?” said a childish voice.


“Oh, it’s the latest issue of Slug Man,” I replied.


“Any good?” asked the voice, which sounded like it had a Chinese accent.


“It’s amazing,” I said. “He’s about to fight his arch-enemy, The Salt Shaker.”


“Cool. I love comics. I mean, I haven’t actually read any, but they look awesome.”


“Help yourself,” I said, still not taking my eyes off the page but pointing towards the pile at the side of my bed.


“Don’t mind if I do. Thanks!”


“No worries,” I said.


I continued to read for a few seconds more, before it finally dawned on me. Slowly, I lowered the comic and looked towards the end of my bed.




[image: ]





Sitting there, reading a Captain Bin-Man comic with his dragon-like claws, was the dragon toy from the beansprout box.
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Two things were clear to me:


The toy dragon was not a toy.


Whoever makes Panda Cottage’s fortune cookies had really raised their game this time.
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