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For my family - thanks for everything.
P.P.





	
			

			


Welcome to my Book Club
 
I’m so excited that you are able to join us. I hope you have a smile on your face today. 
The first book I’ve chosen for you is A Dinosaur Ate My Sister. It's the perfect story to escape into, to find adventure and to inspire you to follow your dreams. 
I want you to take this book home tonight and write your name in the front because it belongs to you and only you (it’s obviously fine to share with friends and siblings but only if YOU want to). Tell your friends that this book was chosen by me for you.
If you’re struggling, don’t be afraid to ask for help. We all need help along the way - me included. There is no rush to get to the end. Enjoy every word at your own pace. I’m so excited to hear what you think.
Get that head of yours high and let’s conquer the day together.
 
With love,
 
 
 
 
MR





	
			

			





	
			

			



Note From The Author
 
 
 
Before you start reading, there are a few things you should know: 
1	I, Esha Verma, am a genius inventor extraordinaire.
2	There is nothing I cannot invent. This includes words. 
3	I like lists. 
4	I did not mean to send my sister back to the Age of the  	Dinosaurs. That was HER OWN FAULT (Mum and Dad, if  	you’re reading this, please take note).
5	This book is a journal of my adventures. Technically, it is  	a journal of my ADVENTIONING (my inventioning and the  	adventures that come after).
6	This book should have been called The Long and Terribly Twisted Stories of Time Travel, Dinosaurs and Other Things That Happened as Told by a Genius Inventor Extraordinaire. My apprentice, Broccoli, promises he wrote the title correctly, but it mysteriously changed without his knowledge. I told him there is nothing mysterious about it and that he shouldn’t have let his tortoise, Archibald, 





	
			

			


anywhere near this journal. If I still had my our time machine, I could have fixed that. Of course, if I had a better apprentice, it wouldn’t have happened at all.
 
[A note from Broccoli: Archibald had nothing to do with it. Esha is just cross because we don't have our time machine any more.]
[Another note from Broccoli: I am an excellent apprentice.]






	
			

			



A Second Very Important
Note From The Author 
 
 
No dinosaurs were harmed in the writing of this book.
 





Honest.





	
			

			



A Third Even More Important
Note From The Author 
 
 
I am sure that you, the Reader, are foot-hoppingly desperate to know what a genius inventor extraordinaire looks like, so I have included a picture:






	
			

			



The Brain Trophy
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This is the Brain Trophy. 
 
Beautiful, isn’t it? There is only ONE Brain Trophy in all of existence. Each year, at a special ceremony, it is given to the BEST Young Inventor of the Year.
 
Winning the Brain Trophy is:
1	Extremely difficult (even more difficult than jellybean  	juggling or sneezing with your eyes open).






	
			

			


2	Like walking on the moon — only BETTER.
3	My dream of
 
You probably can’t tell from the picture, but the Brain Trophy is made from the coolest and rarest rock EVER: zirboonium. You might think that a lump of rock doesn’t sound very cool, but you’d be wrong. Wrong and wrong. Double wrong. A DRONG just like my big sister, Nishi. If you’ve picked up this book, then you’re probably not a drong . . . well, I hope you're not. But if you think there is even the tiniest chance that you might be a drong you can put down this journal right now and look for something less exciting to read like—
As I’m absolutely sure you’re not a DRONG, I can tell you that:
1	Zirboonium was found in a meteorite which fell to Earth from space. This means it is NOT OF THIS WORLD. 
2	Nobody really knows where zirboonium is from. This means it is an UNKNOWN substance.
For inventors, UNKNOWING is one of the best things in the world. Unknowing gives you tickles in your toes, itches in your britches and makes you feel spine-tingly all over. Unknowing is where inventioning begins. That’s why all the ultra-genius people of the world decided to turn the zirboonium meteorite into a trophy:




THE Brain Trophy.





	
			

			


To enter, contestants have to be between 7–16 years old. The winner is invited to visit the top-secret headquarters of Genius & Extraordinary Inventions Inc (aka GENIE) before going on a special tour to show their mind-boggling, prize-winning invention ALL OVER THE WORLD. Their name is carved on the Brain Trophy with a super-sharp laser pen and they become an inventor legend for all eternity. All the greatest inventor legends are on it; Einstein won it when he was 8 years old (the youngest EVER), Nancy Johnson won when she was 10 and Alexander Graham Bell and Grace Hopper both won when they were 12!
From the moment I was old enough to enter the contest, I’ve had a space ready for the trophy on my table – right next to my extremely valuable first edition Inventor’s Handbook, my complete card collection of Genius Inventors through History and my Inventor’s Thinking Hat (which I invented myself – obviously). 
When I am inventioning, the Brain Trophy is all I can think about. If I close my eyes, I can see my name on it next to all the great geniuses of this world and I feel so spingly that I think



explode.



might





	
			

			



(and a few other things . . .)
 
 
 
At first, everyone was really excited about me being an inventor. 
'The right invention could make us rich enough to buy a football team,’ said Dad. 'It’s all a question of probabilities.’ (He is a Maths teacher.) 
'The right invention could make us rich enough to buy a football team each,’ said Mum, picking up the phone. 'Hello, Aunty Usha. Yes, I’m quite sure it’s not bunions.’ (She is a podiatrist and Aunty Usha’s favourite niece.) 
'Thar rit invenshun coo ba me a noo set of teesh,’ grinned Dadaji. 
'Or the iPhone 100,' said my cousins, Mina and Bina. 
'Ice-cream!’ said Arjun. He was three. 
That was a few years ago. 
Now, I think everyone is tired of waiting to become millionaires. Especially Mum and Dad. 'If you spent as much time on your schoolwork as you do inventing, Esha Verma,’ says Mum, 'we wouldn’t have to keep apologizing to the neighbours about the explosions and the smoke and the weird smells!’ 






	
			

			


So much for perseverance. 
Nishi thinks I’m wasting my time. 'You don’t really think inventors exist now, do you? Everything you could ever invent has already been invented.’ Which just shows what her brain is filled with (clue: DRONGNESS). 
The only person that really understands the importance of inventioning is my apprentice, Broccoli. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I guess I should probably tell you about him.




What I actually  look like





	
			

			



Ten Important Things You Should Know About Broccoli:
 
 
1	Broccoli’s dad fixes telephone lines and his mum fixes people’s teeth. They are both very quiet and sensible. They talk about quiet, sensible things in quiet, sensible voices. They are not like my family. AT ALL.
2	Broccoli is exactly like his mum and dad.
3	When Broccoli gets scared, he sneezes. He sneezes so often that he has a permanent trail of broccoli-shaped snot dangling from his nose. It looks a bit like this:




1. Definitely Dangling Drip: tiny bit scared



2. Dangerously  Dangling Drip:  a bit more scared



3. Get-a-Tissue Drip: extremely scared



4. Nuclear Nose Drip:  full fright mode  aka panic stations
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4	Broccoli’s real name is James Bertha Darwin. He is the grand-son of the famously fearless fossil hunter, Brave Bertha. Unlike his grandmother, Broccoli is not brave or fearless.
5	Broccoli is boggly about dinosaurs.
6	Last month, Broccoli’s grandmother Brave Bertha discovered a fossil of an UNKNOWN dinosaur. The Fossil Federation was so excited that they named the dinosaur the Berthasaurus. When Broccoli saw his granny on the front cover of Dinosaur World, he burst into tears (the happy kind).
7	Broccoli’s grandmother sends him the best presents. Not boring granny presents like tea sets or perfumed tissues. Dangerous, ferocious presents that pop and snap and explode without warning. Broccoli is scared of most things, but he loves his grandmother, so he always keeps what she sends him.
8	The evillest, worst, most interesting present that Broccoli’s grandmother ever brought him is Archibald. Archibald is the son of Archimedes, Bertha’s own tortoise. Like his pa, Archibald is always ready for adventure.
 
 




Archimedes
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9	The last present that Broccoli got through the post was a Screeching Fizzer Firecracker from somewhere deep in Japan. The Screeching Fizzer Firecracker is so loud that it’s banned in twenty countries. Broccoli is so afraid of Archibald accidentally eating/stealing/flying away on it that he always carries it around in his pocket. [It would be helpful to you, the Reader, to remember this for later in the story.]
10	Broccoli does not always say very much. This is another reason he is (mostly) a good apprentice.
[A note from Broccoli: I don’t say very much because I don’t usually get the chance.]
You might wonder why a super-duper inventor like me needs a snot-nosed apprentice. The truth is that an apprentice comes in very handy for doing all the things that an inventor is simply too busy to do, like hoovering the 



What Archibald
actually looks like



Archibald
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carpet (inventioning is a messy job), buying fizzpops when you’re grounded (which is most of the time) and taking notes about grand ideas (when your brain is bursting with so much genius it’s hard to keep track). In fact, apprentices are so useful that I wonder why everybody doesn’t have one. Together, we are
 
 
 
In the last three years, Broccoli and I have entered a grand total of three inventions into the Young Inventor of the Year contest:
Invention 1: The Extend-a-Hand
Result: 2nd place.
 





THE
TEAM
OF
DREAMS.



To give a helping hand for when you’re just too busy. Suitable for multiple functions including long-distance throwing, nose-picking, remote-control-lifting, bum-scratching, tortoise-rescuing.
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Invention 2: Self-Cleaning Specs Result: 2nd place.
 
 
 
 
 
 
Invention 3: Insta De-Sticker SPRAY   Result: 2nd place.
 
 
 
 
 
 
We’re the only inventors in the contest’s history to have come second place three times in a row. I checked. But not this year. This year I was absolutely 100% certain that we were going to win the Brain Trophy. Because this year we’d invented something to blow the judges’ socks off. Something so brilliant that it would make their hair stand on end and their eyeballs pop out of their sockets at the same time.




Designed for ALL weather conditions, including blizzards, cyclones, hurricanes and sandstorms.



Guaranteed to help you out of every sticky situation.
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This year, we’d invented a
 
 
time machine.
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The Trouble with Grand Ideas
(Or: How It All Began . . .)
 
 
The Inventor’s Handbook says that all great inventions start off as a grand idea. The trouble with grand ideas is that they are one in a gazillion. Which is why, eight weeks before the next Young Inventor of the Year contest, I called a Brain-sparking Meeting with Broccoli at Inventor’s HQ . . . aka my room.
‘What we need,’ I told him, ‘is to think outside the box. What we need is an idea that’s so spingly, so amazing, that the judges have to give me – I mean, us – first place. Last year, we were beaten by an AUTO-DRYING TOWEL. Are you making a note of this?’
Broccoli sniffed and continued scribbling furiously in his notebook. He was perched on the end of my bed with Archibald pretending to be asleep beside him.
It was part of our Apprentice–Inventor Agreement that Broccoli would take notes of all our Brain-sparking Meetings for future reference. I gave him a notebook especially. After all, when I’m a famous millionaire inventor, I’m absolutely sure people will want to read my very important thoughts.
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‘What we need,’ I said, ‘is to think of a GRAND IDEA. The question is: how?'
Broccoli took an extra-enormous sniff. Next to him, Archibald was sneakily examining the distance between my bed and the open window.
‘Well, how did you come up with your other grand ideas?' asked an unsuspecting Broccoli.
‘Moments of brilliance,’ I said, and shut the window. Archibald gave me a villainous glare that I ignored. ‘But it’s hard to be brilliant all the time.’ 
‘Why don’t you check the Inventor’s Handbook?’ he said without looking up from his notebook.
For an apprentice, this was not a bad idea. In fact, it was a very good idea. Maybe some of my genius had started to rub off on him.
I turned to the back of the Inventor’s Handbook and ran my finger over the index until I found what I was looking for.
‘Here it is,’ I said. ‘Inventor’s Block. Page four hundred and twenty.’
I turned to the middle of the book and read aloud. ‘Stuck in a rut or unsure of what your next big invention should be? Suffering from the effects of a not-so-successful idea? You are not alone! Every genius inventor has, at some point in their life, suffered from what you are feeling right now. But never fear! The dreaded 
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Inventor’s Block has a simple cure: The Upside-Down Pose.’
I looked up at Broccoli, who shrugged. I continued reading.
‘Research has shown that being upside down can improve blood flow to your brain, which can spark off an explosion of brand-new genius ideas.’
I slammed the book shut in excitement. ‘Of course!’ I cried. ‘Why didn’t I think of that?’
‘ESHA!’ came my sister’s voice through the door. ‘If I hear you shout one more time, I’m going to come in there and dismantle whatever it is you’re inventing.’
I glared at the door.
One word about Nishi: IGNORAMUS.
Broccoli has interrupted to tell me that you need to know more about my sister, Nishi. He seems to think that ‘she’s a DRONG/ignoramus' isn’t enough information, especially because of what happened with – well, you’ll find out soon enough.
After thinking about it, I suppose that he is sort-of-maybe right, so I have made a list of the top six things you need to know about my big sister.
Feel free to skip it entirely.
You can still skip it.
 
Just miss the next page. It’s that easy.
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Top Six Things You Should Know About Nishi:
 
 
1	Nishi is exactly three years, two months, one day, six hours, 2.5 minutes and 0.4 seconds older than me. According to Nishi, this gives her full and total rights to boss me around.
2	To the rest of the world, she looks like this: 
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She ACTUALLY looks like this:
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
3	When Nishi is older, she wants to be a meteorologist.  This is just a fancy way of saying she wants to bore people about the weather. She is boggly about the weather.
4	Nishi desperately wants to join the Guild of Junior Meteorologists (GUM for short). Unfortunately for her,  she can’t become a member until she passes the GUM exams,  and she has already failed them twice.
5	She chews gum all the time. I am not quite sure if this has anything to do with passing the GUM exams. Nishi tells me that it does not, but I am not sure if I believe her.
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6	Nishi wears the same wellingtons everywhere. They are bright purple and covered with yellow umbrellas. They are also signed by Nimbus Dewey, the world’s most famous meteorologist –  Nishi’s hero (yawn-boring-yawn). Nishi is so in love with these foulsome foot coverings that she wears them IN ALL WEATHERS. This means that they are less wellington and more
TOXIC WEAPON.
 
‘I bet Einstein didn’t have to put up with a wit-nit of a sister,’ I muttered. ‘Bet he didn’t have everyone interfering with his grand ideas every single minute of every single day.’
I passed Broccoli the Inventor’s Handbook, positioned myself between Sock Mountains 3 and 4 and flipped myself on to my hands. [If you, the Reader, have never tried the Upside-Down Pose, it makes the world appear a little less
 
 
‘Any brain sparks?’ asked Broccoli.
‘Not yet. I think what I really need is a few moments without anyone—’
‘ESHA VERMA!’
Ever so slowly, I opened one eye and saw Dad’s slippers in the doorway.
(Clearly, he did not have any respect for the sign that 
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said I was NOT TO BE DISTURBED.)
I opened my other eye and looked up at Dad’s face. He did not appear surprised to see me upside down.
‘What do you call this?’ he said, holding a T-shirt out in front of him.
Dad’s eyebrows waggled at me as he spoke. This was not good. Whenever Dad was cross, his eyebrows would start dancing up and down. At that moment, they looked as if they were ready to take part in the
 
 
 
I stared at the T-shirt. ‘Y-E-L-M-U-B,’ I said slowly. Dad snorted and turned the T-shirt upside down. What it should have said was the name of Dad’s favourite football team: Burnley FC. Except there was a giant splodge zig-zagging across the letters.
‘BUMLEY FC,’ I said.
Dad flinched. ‘I found this on top of it.’ He waved a plastic bag containing a grape-coloured jelly goo at me. ‘It was in the wash basket. Would you like to explain how it got there?’
Broccoli must have guessed that Dad was about to explode. Right on cue, he sneezed. Once. Twice. Three times.
No help there, then.
‘Well, I—’ I couldn’t tell him that the grape-



Jump.
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coloured jelly goo was the second prototype of the Insta De-sticker Spray. It must have accidentally fallen out of my pocket when Mum put my special Inventioning dungarees in the wash basket. (I have warned her not to touch my stuff but she does not listen.) Quickly, I ran through the list of Excuses for Parents that I had memorized from the Inventor’s Handbook when I was just five years old:
•	Excuse 1: Blame the dog (No good – we don’t have  	a dog because Mum is allergic. I didn’t realize that until it  	was too late, but you live and learn).
•	Excuse 2: Blame next door’s dog (Also no good – Broccoli  	lived on one side and he had exactly zero dogs. On the  	other side was Claudette and her pet canary, Mister E, but he  	had been cage-bound for the last week because of a cold).
•	Excuse 3: Where no dogs are available, blame a brother/ 	sister/cousin/baby/grandparent.
BINGO.
 
‘You should talk to Nishi,’ I said.
‘Nishi?’ said Dad, his eyebrows halting mid-waggle.
‘I saw it in her room the other day.’ I paused, pretending to think. ‘She said it was for a weather experiment.’
The Inventor’s Handbook calls this “The Art of 
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Persuasion: a must-have skill for any genius inventor”. I call it an ESHA NINJA BLOW. For some reason, it appears to work on everyone but my DRONG of a sister.
‘What kind of weather experiment?’ said Dad, his eyebrows returning to full jiggle mode. 
Before I could answer, Mum poked her head round the door.
(Honestly, how is a genius inventor meant to get anything done when everyone keeps interfering?)
‘What is happening here?’ asked Mum, waving her phone crossly. ‘Aunty Usha is trying to give me her shopping list and — Esha why are you upside down? Oh, hello, Broccoli, I didn’t see you there. I should have some lettuce for Archibald﻿— what is that?’ she finished, her eyes popping when she saw Dad’s T-shirt.
Broccoli sneezed again.
I was about to move on to Excuse 4 when Mum stopped looking so cross and started laughing.
‘Bumley FC,’ she giggled. ‘I couldn’t have put it better myself.’
Dad’s eyebrows disappeared into his hair.
‘They’re better than MAN-CHEESY UNITED,’ he said.
Mum’s face turned a dangerous shade of purple.
If you hadn’t already guessed, my parents are BOGGLY about football. Neither Nishi nor I 



24





	
			

			


When Mum and Dad start arguing about football, it is usually a good time to make a quick exit. Unfortunately, that was not possible at that moment because:
1	They were standing in my room.
2	I was upside down.
I decided to wait. I don’t know how long I ended up waiting in the end. Broccoli said it was only a couple of minutes, but I’m sure he lost track of time because I started to feel . . . dizzy. Maybe it was the smell of the carpet (sticky sweet jalebis with a hint of mango lassi) or keeping one eye on the door for Archibald (I was quite certain that he  would try to make a run for it).
 
 
Either way, I’d had enough of the Upside-Down Pose for one day and I was about to flip myself the right way up when Mum said, ‘I don’t need a time machine to tell you how BUMLEY are going to do this year. They’ll be last as always.’
It was as if I’d been jolted by an electric current.
A toe-tingling, hair-curling, brain-whizzying spark of




PURE GENIUS.
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I was so excited that my arms turned to jelly, and I collapsed onto Sock Mountain 3, which let off a blast of toxic fumes.
‘I’ve got it!’ I shouted, pulling a spaghetti-encrusted sock out of my mouth. 'A TIME MACHINE! That’s what will win us the Brain Trophy!’
When Mum had stopped choking from the sock smell, she said, ‘Esha Verma, if you do not tidy this room today, you will be in BIG TROUBLE.’
When Dad stopped gagging, he said, ‘Where’s Nishi? I want to have a word with her about my T-shirt.’
And when Broccoli stopped sneezing he simply said, ‘A time machine doesn’t sound very safe.’ Then, with an extra﻿-enormous sniff, ‘Where’s Archibald?’
One scheming tortoise rescue later (he’d made it halfway down the stairs), I realized that the trouble with grand ideas is not just that they are one in a gazillion. The real trouble with grand ideas is that people just don’t appreciate them.
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Note From The Author
(again)
 
 Broccoli has just told me that I have spent too long getting to the start of this story. He thinks that I should have started with the chapter called The Big Red Button. I have told him that I wouldn’t have taken as long if he stopped interrupting me.
As for you, Reader, you could skip to The Big Red Button right now but then you’ll never find out how to invent a time machine.
 
And I’m sure you want to know that,
 
 
     don’t you?







	
			

			



How to Build a Time Machine - 
the Top-secret Method
 
 
OK, I lied. I’m not going to tell you how to build a time machine. Rule 3 of the Inventor’s Handbook says that a great inventor never reveals their secrets. What I can say is that it took us:
1	Lots and lots of TIME 
2	One hundred and ten visits to the library and the Science Museum
3	Fifty-three cycle rides to the rubbish dump
4	Three secret runs to Broccoli’s garage
5	Twenty midnight raids on the kitchen
6	Ten careful rummages through Broccoli’s stash of  	dangerous presents
7	Three burnt fingers
8	Two stubbed toes
9	Forty-five (and a half) cheese and chocolate sandwiches
10	Ten oil-stains on the carpet (now carefully hidden  	beneath strategically placed sock mountains)
11	One lightly toasted canary (how could we have known  	that Mister E from next door would fly into my room  	on the day we were fitting the fuel tank?)
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The Big Red Button
 
 
 
At last, with only ONE DAY left before the contest, I, Esha Verma, genius inventor extraordinaire, was finally ready to test the time machine. I’d waited until Mum and Dad had left to do Aunty Usha’s shopping. Technically, I wasn’t supposed to test any inventions when they weren’t at home. Practically, I knew that it was better to trial inventions without their knowledge. That way Broccoli could clear up any mess if things didn’t quite go according to plan. Inventioning is an unpredictable business, after all. 
I am sure you are FOOT-HOPPINGLY desperate to know what my our time machine looked like, so I have included a picture below:




If you were reading carefully, you will remember that Rule 3 of the Inventor's Handbook says that:  A great inventor never reveals their secrets. So you’ll just have  to use your imagination. 
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