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Most cars are just cars. Four wheels. An engine. Some 
seats. They take you to work or to school. Then 
they bring you home again. The Tooting family car 
was not one of these. The Tooting family car was 
different. The Tooting family car was a beautiful, 
green, perfectly restored 1921 Paragon Panther, 
the only one ever built. Her wheels flashed in the 
sunshine. Her long, majestic bonnet gleamed. Her 
seats were as soft as silk and the instruments on 
her walnut dashboard sparkled like summer. The 
glossy ebony handle of her Chronojuster glowed 
invitingly. Most cars don’t have a Chronojuster. 
It’s a special handle that allows you to drive 
backwards and forwards in time. That’s how special 
Chitty Chitty Bang Bang is – time travel is fitted as 
standard.
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If an ordinary car breaks down it might end up 
in a lay-by with steam coming out of the engine. 
When the Tooting family car broke down, it ended 
up in an ancient steaming jungle being eyed up by 
a hungry dinosaur.

‘Dinosaur!’ yelled Little Harry. He seemed to think 
that the rest of his family might not have noticed 
the gigantic head swaying over the treetops, 
drooling spit and bellowing its hunger.

‘Dinosaur!’ yelled Little Harry again. 
None of them had ever seen such a creature 

before. No living being has ever seen such a 
creature. But all of them – even Little Harry – knew 
what it was. 

Tyrannosaurus rex.
‘Hang on, everyone,’ yelled Dad. ‘Jem, watch the 

back. We’re going to reverse.’
Dad pushed hard on the accelerator and yanked 

the gears around. Black smoke billowed from the 
exhaust. Sludge splattered into the air. Chitty Chitty 
Bang Bang moved. Six inches. Down into the mud.

Then her engine stopped.
‘Why has the engine stopped?’ asked Mum.
‘It’s just stalled,’ said Dad.
No one said a word. They were all thinking the 

same thing. To start the engine, someone would 

have to get out of the car and turn the crank handle. 
‘If we just sit tight, maybe it won’t see us and 

we’ll be safe.’
‘Or maybe it will see the car and think, Oh, 

tinned Tootings!’ muttered Mum.
‘Or maybe it will crush us underfoot,’ said Lucy, 

‘burying us in mud so that over the years we turn 
into fossils and in millions of years we will be 
one of the great mysteries of science – a family of 
humans that somehow managed to get themselves 
fossilized in the age of dinosaurs. We’ll be the Great 
Tooting Conundrum. Except they won’t know our 
name was Tooting.’

The head loomed closer. It was so vast that Jem 
felt like he was staring at something through a 
microscope. He could see the bits of mud and twig 
caught in the folds of its pebbly skin; the stains of 
blood on its white, dagger teeth. Its tongue was as 
rough as a gravel path. Its nostrils were a pair of 
wet, grungy bin lids; its eye a tiny, twitchy rivet. 

Maybe it won’t see us, thought Jem.
But just as he thought that, those bin-lid nostrils 

twitched. They closed up. They opened again. The 
tyrannosaurus had sniffed, and its sniff was so 
powerful that every leaf and branch rattled and Lucy’s 
hair went flying round her head. It was sniffing for 
food. It had definitely sniffed out the Tootings.



‘Fascinating,’ said Lucy. ‘For years now 
there has been a debate about whether 

Tyrannosaurus was a true predator – able to 
move fast and catch and kill its prey – or 
whether it was just a very big scavenger, 

eating only animals that were already dead.’
‘Why is that interesting?’ said Jem.
‘Because if it is a scavenger it will leave us alone, 

but if it is a predator it will kill us.’
‘Actually, that is quite interesting.’
There was a sound like the sound that a house 

might make if someone picked it up and dropped it 
from a great height. It was 

the creature’s foot, 

landing a few yards in front of them. Its curved, 
cruel claws dug into the earth as it steadied itself. 
Its toes stretched like leathery bridges. Its leg was 
a tower of meat. Under the skin, chains of muscle 
shifted like the gears of a terrible machine.

‘On balance,’ said Lucy, ‘I’m going to say 
predator.’ 

Everyone leaped out of the car and into the 
undergrowth. 

No one looked up. 
No one looked back. 
No one stopped running. Until they were all 

standing, breathless, inside what felt like a big green 
bus shelter. It was a single giant leaf, bent 
towards the ground by a raindrop the size 
of a melon. Jem found himself staring at 
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the changing patterns on it surface. He could hear 
his father and mother discussing what to do, but 
for some reason he couldn’t tear his attention away 
from those patterns. 

‘We need to get far away from that tyrannosaurus 
as quickly as possible,’ said Dad. Not a sentence 
he’d ever expected to have to say.

‘But what if there’s another tyrannosaurus round 
the corner?’ said Mum. ‘What if there’s a HERD of 
them?’

‘Opinion is divided,’ said Lucy, ‘but it’s definitely 
possible that they moved in herds.’

Suddenly Jem realized what the fascinating 
pattern on the surface of the raindrop was. ‘Little 
Harry!’ he gasped. For the pattern was the reflection 
of Little Harry’s bottom as he crawled back into 
danger.

‘Dinosaur!’ giggled Little Harry – correctly – as 
he toddled through the undergrowth. 

Without pausing to think, Jem ran after him. 
Surely he would catch him in no time. But it was 
amazing how quickly his little brother could move 
on his hands and knees. Unlike Jem, Little Harry 
did not have to push leaves and branches out of the 
way or clamber over roots and stones. He just kept 
shuffling forward, singing, ‘Dino-saur. Dino-saur . . .’  
until he crawled out into the sunlight where the 

huge, savage, drooling creature was now examining 
the bonnet of the car with its nose.

‘Dinosaur!’ yelled Little Harry and waved at it 
merrily.

The dinosaur turned its mighty head towards 
him as Jem burst through the undergrowth and 
swept his little brother into his arms. He was about 
to turn and run back to safety when something 
stopped him. The eye. That tiny, dark eye was 
staring straight at Jem. The tyrannosaurus was 
looking at Jem, and Jem could not look away. Not 
even when that wide mouth opened, not even 
when that fence of cutlass teeth flashed in the sun, 
not even when that giant foot unhooked itself from 
the ground and swung into the air. 

Then there came a terrible noise, an ear-splitting, 
tree-shaking noise, a noise that made Jem jump, a 
noise that went . . . Ga gooo ga!

Ga gooo ga? thought Jem. That’s not a very 
dinosaury noise.

‘Go gooo ga!’
‘That sounds like . . .’
‘Ga gooo ga!’
It was Chitty Chitty Bang Bang sounding her 

unbelievably loud original 1921 motor klaxon.
‘Ga gooo ga!’

*
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There was only one thing that the tyrannosaurus 
wanted to know about Chitty Chitty Bang Bang: 
namely, could you eat her? She put her mighty foot 
down and turned to look at the Thing That Went 
Ga Gooo Ga.

The standard Tyrannosaurus Test For Whether 
You Can Eat A Thing Or Not is: Does it try to run 
away? If it doesn’t try to run away, it’s probably not 
fresh. The Thing That Went Ga Gooo Ga didn’t try 
to run away. On the other hand, it didn’t smell off. 
It smelt sort of interesting. This tyrannosaurus was 
not a fussy eater. ‘Interesting’ was nearly as good as 
‘fresh’ in her book. Another standard Tyrannosaurus 
Test For Whether You Can Eat A Thing Or Not is: 
Does it beg for mercy? Does it scream, ‘Please don’t 
eat me!’ or ‘Run, children, run!’? The Thing That 
Went Ga Gooo Ga hadn’t said a word until now, but 
here it was saying ‘Ga gooo ga!’ This did not sound 
like a plea for mercy. It sounded more like a warning 
or even – but this was impossible – a threat? No 
one had ever threatened the tyrannosaurus  
before. She wasn’t sure what she felt about it. 
It gave her an unusual feeling in her tummy. It 
might well have been the beginning of a laugh, 
but because she’d never laughed she 
didn’t recognize it. 

So she was already slightly uneasy when the 
next thing happened. 

The Thing That Went Ga Gooo Ga threw a bolt 
of lightning at her. Every shadow in the glade 
shifted as though the whole forest was whirling. It 
felt like the sun had come up and gone down again 
in an instant. What was it?

Chitty Chitty Bang Bang had switched her 
headlights on full beam and switched 
them off again. The 
tyrannosaurus had never 
seen light so sudden or so 
bright come from 
anywhere and 
definitely not 
from food. 
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That was it. She decided to give up on the whole idea 
of eating Chitty Chitty Bang Bang and concentrate 
instead on eating those little creatures that were 
running around. Namely, the Tooting family.

By now Mum was happily hugging Little Harry in 
the safety of the bus-shelter leaf. 

‘How could you do such a thing?’ she sighed, 
covering him with kisses. ‘Don’t ever run away 
again.’

‘We have to stick together,’ said Dad. ‘Oh!’
Dad said ‘Oh’ because the melon-sized raindrop 

had finally fallen off the end of the bus-shelter leaf 
and exploded around his feet like a water bomb. 
Without the water to hold it down, the leaf sprang 
back into place on its branch. 

‘Amazing,’ gasped Lucy. With the leaf gone, 
they could see the whole forest rising around them. 
Wisps of mist drifted between the tree trunks. A 
dragonfly the size of a bicycle flitted among the 
ferns, its million-colour wings whirring in and out 
of visibility. Beyond all that, the huge, oily back of 
the tyrannosaurus moved away.

‘Now that,’ said Lucy, ‘is a predator.’ She took 
out her phone – which was shaped like a big jelly 
baby – and began to film.

She was right about this. Tyrannosaurus rex was 

a predator and like all predators it noticed every 
single little thing. This tyrannosaur, for instance, 
even noticed the tiny flash of light that sparked 
from the tiny lens of the camera of Lucy’s phone. It 
turned its head around to get a better look.

The moment it saw the Tooting family, the 
tyrannosaurus felt more relaxed. They were 
definitely food. They were doing all the things that 
food was supposed to do – running around in a 
confused way and screaming their heads off. The 
screams in particular really got the tyrannosaurus’s 
juices going. She swung around. She would be over 
them in a single stride.

‘Run!’ yelled Dad.
‘But keep together!’ yelled Mum.
‘Hold hands!’ yelled Dad.
They held hands and ran into the undergrowth, 

hoping that the ferns would hide them. The ferns 
didn’t hide them. In fact their every move made 
the fern tops shake in a way that said ‘Dinner’s 
here’. The tyrannosaurus carefully lined herself up 
with the Tooting family’s escape route. Her colossal 
tail swept through the glade as she steadied herself.

The Tootings followed Dad between the thick 
stalks of the primeval fern. With Little Harry 
perched on his shoulders, Dad dodged left and then 
right. He thought that maybe if the tyrannosaurus 
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was watching them, this would make her dizzy or 
confuse her tiny brain. 

Sadly he was wrong. All the dodging just made 
the food look fresher and more tasty.

It also made Jem anxious. He was thinking, 
What if we get lost? It was Chitty that brought us 
here. Only Chitty can take us back. If we lose track 
of where she is, we’ll be stuck here, dodging hungry 
tyrannosaurs for the rest of our lives.

Then Jem stopped running. 
And so did Mum.
And so did Dad.
And so did Lucy. 
They stopped dead in their tracks. 
They stared in horror into the undergrowth. 
Something was coming towards them. Scything 

through the leaves and stalks and branches at 
amazing speed. 

It wasn’t the tyrannosaurus. 
It was too fast, too low, and much, much too 

unstoppable.
‘Duck!’ yelled Dad.
They threw themselves on to the ground just in 

time as the something crashed out of the undergrowth 
and hurtled through the air above their heads.

It smacked into the ground behind them.
‘Ga gooo ga!’

It was Chitty Chitty Bang Bang. When the 
tyrannosaurus swung around, she had swiped the 
car with her tail and sent her spinning through the 
air, right into the path of the Tootings. 

‘Well, at least that got her out of the mud,’ said 
Dad. ‘Thanks, tyrannosaurus.’

The tyrannosaurus probably heard him say this, 
because by now she was towering directly over 
the Tootings, with her mouth wide open, ready to 
swallow them. 

Then she saw that thing. That Thing That Went 
Ga Gooo Ga went ‘Ga gooo ga’ again. Then it did 
its lightning again. Then the food that she was 
about to eat climbed inside it. This really worried 
the tyrannosaurus. To a tyrannosaurus, if food – for 
instance a family – climbs inside something, that 
means that the something has eaten the food. The 
something was eating her food, right in front of 
her. How unbelievably cheeky! The tyrannosaurus 
decided to think this over and possibly discuss it 
with some other tyrannosauruses.

The Tooting family settled down happily into 
the lovely soft leather of Chitty Chitty Bang Bang’s 
seats and breathed deep, contented sighs.

‘In all my long life,’ said Mum, ‘I have never  
seen anything so relaxing and reassuring as the 
sight of a tyrannosaurus walking in the opposite 
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direction from me and my family.’ 
‘Let’s see if we can get this Chronojuster to take 

us home,’ said Dad. 
‘What?’ said Mum. ‘We’ve come all the way to 

the Cretaceous period, we’ve just escaped an attack 
by a Tyrannosaurus rex and you want to go HOME? 
Surely we’re going to take a look around first?’

‘Take a look around?’ said Dad. ‘I honestly think 
from a health and safety point of view that the idea 
of taking a look around a fetid swamp full of flesh-
eating monsters—’

‘Not in a swamp full of monsters,’ said Mum. ‘In 
a luxurious flying car.’

‘Oh,’ said Dad.
Jem cranked the handle. Chitty’s engine purred. 

Her wheels sliced through the soft ground and, 
when she was going just fast enough, Dad pulled 
the ebony flight button and Chitty flicked out her 
wide, elegant wings. They caught the breeze and 
soon the car was soaring up through the shreds of 
mist, slaloming through the giant conifers. When 

Chitty’s undercarriage brushed the tops of the tree 
ferns, dozens of giant dragonflies came skittering 
out, their wings a hurry of rainbows. A butterfly 
floated by – so big they could see the feathers on 
its antennae. From the top branches of a gigantic 
magnolia a family of what looked like stripy mice 
watched them intently.

‘Strange to think,’ said Lucy, ‘that we’re related. 
They must be like our second cousins nine million 
times removed.’ 

She took a photo for the family album.
Then all of a sudden they were above the treetops. 
‘Look at those weird branches sticking out of the 

treetops,’ said Jem. ‘They look like gargoyles.’
The moment he said this, the gargoyle-branches 

leaned forward and flopped into the air, opening 
up their leathery wings and stretching out their 
leathery necks. 

‘Pterodactyls,’ said Lucy, taking out her jelly-
baby camera again. ‘They seem to be interested in 
us, and the feeling is mutual.’

Jem dug out Chitty’s manual and started to flick 
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through the pages frantically to see if she had any 
form of on-board anti-pterodactyl defences. But 
when he looked up he saw that the creatures were 
surprisingly small and unthreatening. They were 
following the beautiful car through the clear blue 
sky, the way children at home might follow it along 
the pavement. Even pterodactyls could appreciate 
the loveliness of Chitty Chitty Bang Bang.

‘Do you think they like chocolate?’ said Mum, 
pulling out a bag of chocolates that she’d bought in 
a garage in Basildon. She threw one to the nearest 
pterodactyl. It folded its wings, caught it and threw 
back its neck to swallow it.

‘The word today,’ said Dad, ‘is surely unbelievable 

photo opportunity.’
‘Oh. Yes,’ said Lucy. ‘Do it again. I didn’t catch it.’
They flew over the forest, tossing chocolate to 

pterodactyls without a care in the world. Until Lucy 
asked if she could have one.

‘Do you think they’ll be all right?’ said Dad. ‘You 
don’t think time travel might have affected them?’

‘Of course they’re all right,’ said Mum. ‘Their 
sell-by date is a hundred and twenty-five million 
years in the future. Youngest first . . .’

She held the packet out to Little Harry.
That was the first time anyone noticed.
Little Harry wasn’t there.

Most scientists agree that Tyrannosaurus rex liked 
to hunt alone, like tigers. But most scientists are 
wrong. Tyrannosaurus rex liked to hunt in packs, 
like wolves. There was nothing a tyrannosaurus 
liked better than running around in a tyrannosaurus 
gang, knocking trees over, frightening smaller 
dinosaurs. The tyrannosaurus’s idea of a really 
great night was settling down with a dozen or so 
tyrannosaurus friends around the body of a large 
herbivore, ripping it to shreds while discussing 
favourite tyrannosaur subjects. For instance: 

‘Mammals – will they ever catch on?’ 
‘Feathers – are they just a passing fad?’
‘Comets – reality or myth?’
‘Extinction – it’ll never happen,’ etc. 
So when Chitty Chitty Bang Bang scared her, 

2
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the first thing the tyrannosaurus did was hurry off 
to talk things over with the rest of her pack. When 
she told them she had seen something that looked 
like food but which flashed light and made warning 
noises, some of them were intrigued – maybe this 
was a comet? Maybe it was the End of the World? 
Others just said she was a fussy eater. But all of them 
wanted to know more. The whole pack trooped 
back to the glade where the tyrannosaurus had had 
her strange encounter. 

The ground shook. Trees crashed. Everything in 
their path that could run ran. Thirteen fully grown 
tyrannosauruses thrashed through the forest to the 
very spot where Little Harry was waiting. 

The moment before Chitty took off on her 
flight across the treetops, Little Harry had slipped 
out of his seat and clambered over the door. He 
had waited all his life to see real dinosaurs and he 
couldn’t understand why his family wanted to get 
away from them. When the whole mud-churning, 
tree-barging, tail-thrashing, cutlass-toothed pack 
of tyrannosaurs burst roaring back into the glade, 
Little Harry clapped his hands and cheered, as 
though Santa and his reindeer had just dropped in 
to offer him his own personal Christmas.

The tyrannosaurs on the other hand were 
disappointed. They’d come to see flashing lights 

and hear terrifying klaxons, not just another 
obviously-edible-but-not-very-meaty mammal. ‘Oh 
well,’ thought thirteen tyrannosaurs at the same 
time, ‘at least I get a snack out of it.’ And thirteen 
tyrannosaur heads bent down to swallow Little 
Harry. 

The thing that saved him was that – unlike any 
other creature that has ever lived – he ran towards 
the tyrannosaurs. No one runs towards a hungry 
tyrannosaur. Even baby tyrannosaurs do no  
run towards Mummy when Mummy is hungry, 
because – horrible but true – family loyalty means 
very little when a tyrannosaurus is hungry. 

Little Harry, however, ran forward. He ran right 
under the tyrannosauruses’ heads, hoping to get a 
better view of their funny little arms. Tyrannosaurs 
have many talents but backing up is not one of 
them. When Little Harry ran out of reach of their 
mouths, some of them tried to turn to the right, 
some tried to turn to the left, some tried to go right 
round, some just stood there, bewildered. The result 
was a lot of tyrannosaurs banging heads. And the 
result of that was a lot of angry tyrannosaurs. Little 
Harry loved this more than anything. As giant killer 
lizards bit huge bloody chunks out of each other 
and clawed and bellowed in pain and fury, Little 
Harry clapped his hands and yelled, ‘Again!’
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This behaviour did slightly refocus the 
tyrannosaurs’ attention on Little Harry. The 
cleverer ones managed to get themselves into a 
good position to snatch him up in their jaws. But 
just then . . .

‘Ga gooo ga!’
Chitty Chitty Bang Bang flew back into the 

clearing. Lights flashing. Klaxon sounding. No 
one had mentioned before that the mysterious 
object could fly. The only thing they’d ever heard 
of that could fly and flash light at the same time 
was a comet. And all they knew about comets was 
that they made you extinct. With all the grace and 
precision of a troupe of seven-ton ballerinas, the 
tyrannosaurs spun on their three-toed feet and fled 
from the scene.

‘Dinosaurs!’ yelled Little Harry, as his mother 
swept him into her arms.

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘we noticed them.’
‘Let’s get out of here and go home.’ Dad grabbed 

the handle of the Chronojuster.
‘Whoa!’ said Jem. ‘Not so fast! We don’t want 

to end up in some distant future where the whole 
world is flooded and everyone’s got gills.’

‘Good thinking, Jem,’ said Dad. ‘That was a 
narrow escape. Gently does it.’

‘Although,’ said Lucy, ‘a post-apocalyptic 
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submarine future does sound quite interesting.’
‘Not as interesting as getting safely back to 

Basildon,’ said Dad, moving the lever gently 
forward. 

The Tootings’ first time-trip had been so sudden 
and unexpected they hadn’t really noticed what 
it felt like. This time, though, as the giant ferns 
around them trembled, blurred and then vanished, 
they were able to enjoy the strange tingly sensation 
that time travel gives you. It’s like a cool breeze that 
seems to pass straight through your body, filtering 
through all your cells. A wide, red desert unrolled 
beneath them like a carpet. The sky filled up with 
unexpected colours and towers of red and purple 
cloud. Lightning flickered, illuminating great piles 
of bleached bones.

‘I think we just passed through the mass 
extinction at the end of the Cretaceous,’ said  
Lucy. 

‘So nearly Basildon then?’ said Dad.
‘Just another sixty-six million years,’ said Lucy. 

‘Oh!’
Everyone said ‘Oh!’ at the same time, because 

all across the sky, the menacing clouds turned 
white and fluffy and the dark sky turned bright 
blue. Blades of tall grass popped up from the sand 
like quick green fireworks until the whole desert 

became a rippling savannah where the long necks 
of big birds rose up like feathery periscopes. Then, 
as if an invisible hand were wiping the whole 
landscape clean with a cloth, a strange blankness 
began to spread from east to west. The land was 
turning white, the sky grey. 

‘The Ice Age is coming,’ said Jem. ‘Do we have 
any antifreeze?’

‘I’m not sure,’ said Dad. ‘Maybe the best thing is 
to speed up.’

So the whole Ice Age rolled over them quick as 
a spring shower, leaving just a caster-sugar dusting 
of frost on the bonnet. As soon as the glaciers had 
gone by, Dad slowed down again so that they could 
watch the mighty new rivers pouring over the 
land. A brown bubbling torrent ran by just a few 
hundred yards in front of the car, cutting deep into 
the soil. They watched as the river carved a steep 
valley around them. 

‘The word today,’ said Dad, ‘is highly informative 

and completely memorable geography lesson.’ He 
pressed harder on the Chronojuster, speeding time 
up just a little. Soft round hills rose up as though 
someone was inflating huge balloons beneath the 
soil.

Dad pulled the Chronojuster back and time 
slowed down. Meadows spread out around them. 
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A massive creature with a shaggy golden pelt 
shambled by without looking at them. 

‘Doggy! Doggy!’ yelled Little Harry.
‘In fact, it’s megatherium,’ said Lucy. ‘We’re in 

the age of the mammals, the Cenozoic. We’re back 
in our own era.’

‘Not far from home then,’ said Dad.
‘About another fifty million years,’ said Lucy.
Time flies when you’re enjoying yourself and 

the Tootings certainly enjoyed watching the river 
snuggle down among the new-made hills, and the 
thick deciduous forest gathering on their slopes. 
Herds of deer and buffalo thundered back and forth 
as the seasons flew by.

‘I have to admit,’ said Dad, ‘I’m seeing a very 
different side to Basildon. Whoa! What was  
that?’

Somewhere above the forest he had glimpsed 
something amazing. He brought Chitty to a halt. 
Immediately everyone covered their ears. While 

they had been travelling through time, everything 
was silent. Once they were still, they were 
bombarded with clattering, twittering birdsong. 

‘Look,’ shouted Dad, ‘I just spotted it out of the 
corner of my eye.’

A thin column of smoke was rising from a 
clearing somewhere down the valley. 

‘That’s not a forest fire, that must be someone’s 
bonfire. That’s humans.’

‘We can’t be more than a couple of hundred 
thousand years from home,’ said Lucy. 

‘We should go and say hello,’ said Mum. ‘It’s 
only polite. After all, they are relatives.’

‘No!’ said Lucy. ‘Think about it. What if we 
accidentally left a penknife or a box of matches 
behind? That could alter the course of human 
history. We might come home and find that the 
whole world had changed. Basildon might be full 
of people performing human sacrifice.’

‘Or talking newts,’ said Dad.




