
The Dinosaur in Jake's Garage 

 

“Dad” he said, “There’s a dinosaur living in the garage.” 

“Is there really, Jake?” said his dad. “That’s interesting. Now go away and play. Daddy’s busy at the 

moment.” Jake’s dad went back to reading his newspaper. 

Jake had suspected that there was a dinosaur in the garage for some time. A few weeks ago, behind the old 

bicycle he used to ride when he was small, the big bag with the tent in it that they had only used once on a 

camping holiday before his dad had said “Forget this! I’m never going camping again! Next year we’re 

staying in a hotel like ordinary people!”, a punctured football and a big brown cardboard box containing 

pieces of a wardrobe which they had bought from a big furniture store and which his dad had never been 

able to put together, Jake had found an enormous egg. At first, Jake thought that it was perhaps another 

punctured football, one that had gone a strange shape because it hadn’t been used for so long, but he didn’t 

recognise it, and when he went to touch it, the thing was all hard, not like a football at all, punctured or not. 

It felt more like a kind of egg, but it was all slippy and shiny, and he couldn’t see a hole in it anywhere. 

No, Jake – being a clever boy – immediately realised that it wasn’t a football at all. It was an egg. He 

didn’t tell anyone at the time, partly because he thought that his mum and dad would think that he was 

lying again (his mum and dad always thought that he was lying. “Telling tales” they called it. “Jake’s been 

telling tales again” they always sighed. “He always does it! He’s such a clever boy. He has such a great 

imagination...but...one day his imagination is going to get him into trouble!!!”), and also because he didn’t 

want anyone else to know about what he had found. Because Jake already knew that he had found a 

dinosaur egg. Right there. Right in his garage! 

They had been studying dinosaurs at school. Their teacher had told them all about dinosaurs, and how 

dinosaurs came out of eggs, like birds or lizards do today, but that a dinosaur egg was as big as a football, 

or even bigger. 



The next day he decided to tell his teacher. “I’ve got a dinosaur living in my garage!” Jake said proudly to 

his teacher. But the teacher didn’t listen to him. He only pushed his glasses up his big nose and said, “Is 

that right Jake? How interesting...” 

For the next few days Jake decided not to tell anyone about his dinosaur, but kept his secret to himself. He 

started to feed the dinosaur at first by giving it some milk. Then he gave it some of their dog’s food. The 

dog barked at Jake angrily when Jake took his food away from him. 

“Don’t worry!” Jake said to the dog. “It’s just for the dinosaur in the garage. He’s getting bigger every 

day! Soon you’ll be able to play with him!” The dog didn’t look convinced. 

But it was true. The dinosaur was growing and growing. It was already as big as the dog. Jake couldn’t 

contain his excitement, and the next day he told his teacher again, as his father still wasn’t interested in the 

dinosaur. 

 


