
[image: image]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Gizmo Challenges Razor Jack

Chapter 1 – Back from the Impossible

Chapter 2 – The Truth No One Believes

Chapter 3 – The City That Hates Kindness

Chapter 4 – Razor Jack’s Rules

Chapter 5 – The Whisper Behind the Wall

Chapter 6 – Breaking Through the Armor

Chapter 7 – The Healing Journey

Chapter 8 – Facing the Shadows

Chapter 9 – A New Kind of Strength

Chapter 10 – The Light That Changes Everything

Sign up for S.Y. TURNER's Mailing List

GIZMO CHALLENGES 

RAZOR JACK

––––––––
[image: ]


By

S.Y.TURNER

[image: image]

June 2025

Copyright

Copyright © 2018 by KA BOOKS.

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any written, electronic, recording, or photocopying without written permission of the publisher or author. The exception would be in the case of brief quotations embodied in the critical articles or reviews and pages where permission is specifically granted by the publisher or author.

Although every precaution has been taken to verify the accuracy of the information contained herein, the author and publisher assume no responsibility for any errors or omissions. No liability is assumed for damages that may result from the use of information contained within.

I dedicate this book to each and every child and parent in the world with love and compassion...

[image: Heart cartoon Images, Royalty-free Stock Heart cartoon Photos &amp; Pictures |  Depositphotos]

[image: image]

[image: image]

About The Author

Hello there!

So, you want to know who I am? Well, I’m a storyteller—someone deeply in love with words and ideas, constantly in awe of the wild, beautiful adventure of being human. I feel an irresistible urge to explore it all, and to write it all.

Sometimes, words come loudly—they storm in, demand attention, and won’t leave me alone. Other times, they go quiet and hide, making me itch with the need to find them. When they do hide, I chase them like Tom chases Jerry. Either way, I feel the pain and the joy of every word—until I create something meaningful, joyful, insightful and amazing.

I wrote my first poem when I was just eight years old. Back then, I said I wanted to grow up to be a poet like Shakespeare. Well... I guess I’ve grown up—but have I, really? I’m not so sure. Maybe never. Maybe soon.
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I’ve also always admired Dr. Seuss. His playful, powerful way of writing inspires me, especially when I write for kids. I absolutely love children—they are the world to me. When I write for them, my heart turns softer than a cotton ball.

In addition to children’s books, I write plays for both the stage and screen. Sometimes, I even perform my one-act plays at a local theater. The picture you see above is actually a still from one of those performances—I thought you might enjoy seeing it.

When I’m not writing, I work as a family therapist and counselor. I help families come back together and support individuals as they find strength, clarity, and resilience in their own stories.

Thank you for reading my work. I hope it brought something meaningful to your day.

If you’d like to reach out about this book or any of my others, feel free to email me: syturner7@gmail.com

🎵 A Little Sweet Surprise 🎵

Would you like to read this story while listening to its very own special song—created just for you?

✨ YES? Then head over to our channel:
🔗 Book Beats For Kids
Find the song that matches this story, press play, and let the magic begin!
🎶 Enjoy the music!
📖 Enjoy the story!
And don’t forget to like 👍 and subscribe 🔔 so you never miss a new musical story adventure!

❤️ Happy listening and happy reading! ❤️
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Chapter 1 – Back from the Impossible
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The morning sun filtered gently through the curtains, casting warm stripes across Gizmo’s blanket. Birds chirped outside, a familiar melody. For a moment, it felt like any other morning.

Except it wasn’t.

Gizmo sat up, his heart pounding. Fingers. Toes. Legs that bent like they should. He reached for the mirror above his desk and stared.

Brown eyes.Human eyes.

Not hooves. Not fur. Not the wooden fence of a zoo enclosure. Just his room. His walls. His posters. The old stuffed bear on his shelf. The faint hum of his family making breakfast downstairs.

He was... home.

“Mom?” he called, his voice cracking from lack of use. “Dad?”

Footsteps thundered up the stairs. His bedroom door flung open. There stood his parents and his little sister, frozen in place like statues.

“Gizmo?” his mom whispered.

His dad blinked hard. “You’re—you’re not... how is this—?”

Tears spilled from his sister’s eyes. “You’ve been gone three years. We thought you were—” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

Gizmo stood, shaky but steady. “It’s me,” he said. “I promise. It’s really me.”

They rushed to him all at once—hugging, crying, laughing in disbelief. His mother ran her hands over his arms like she was trying to prove he was real. His dad whispered prayers. His sister just clung to him and wouldn’t let go.
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He should have been overjoyed. But a weight sat on his chest.

Because no one knew the truth yet. That he hadn’t just vanished for three years. He had been there. In a cage.

As a horse.

He had watched the world move on without him, and now the world was about to ask questions he wasn’t sure how to answer.

And the hardest question of all?

Where did the horse go?

Because if Gizmo was home... that meant the horse was gone.

And he wasn’t sure the world was ready to hear the truth.
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Chapter 2 – The Truth No One Believes
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The headlines were everywhere.

“Missing Boy Reappears After Three Years!”
“Where Is the Mysterious Horse?”
“Miracle or Mystery?”
Kids pointed. Adults whispered. Reporters camped outside the house. Gizmo’s photo was on TV, online, even on t-shirts sold at gas stations.

But none of them knew the real story.

Not yet.

Gizmo sat at the kitchen table, spinning a spoon in his cereal. It felt strange being back. Stranger than strange. Like he’d stepped out of one world and into another—except this new world looked like the old one, only a little older, a little more suspicious, a little more... wrong.

His mom passed by and kissed his head. “You sure you’re okay, sweetheart?”

He hesitated. “Can I tell you something? Something... weird?”

She froze.

And then Gizmo told them everything.

The zoo. The hooves. The strange silence of being an animal with a boy’s soul. The cage. The visitors. Max. Luna. The angel. The mission. The dream. The wish. The return.

He told it quietly, but each word felt like thunder in the small kitchen.

When he finished, the room was silent. The kind of silent where even the fridge stops humming.

His dad was the first to speak.

“That’s... quite a story.”

His mom blinked rapidly. “You mean... you were the horse?”

Gizmo nodded. “I didn’t disappear. I was transformed. Somehow. I had to help someone. And then—when I did—when I finally made the right wish... I came back.”

His sister’s eyes widened. “Wait. So the horse... was you the whole time?! That’s like—like a movie!”

But his dad leaned back in his chair, arms crossed. “You expect the world to believe that?”

“No,” Gizmo said softly. “I don’t. And maybe they don’t have to.”

Because how could they? Who would believe that a twelve-year-old boy had lived as a horse in a zoo for three years? That angels were real? That kindness was magic? Or miracle?

He stared out the window, past the cameras and news vans, past the fences and the trees, and whispered more to himself than anyone:

“But someone out there will believe. Because someone out there needs to.”

That night, he made a decision.

He wouldn’t chase fame. He wouldn’t tell the world the full truth—not yet. They’d only twist it. Mock it. Tear it apart. He would let them wonder.

Let them ask, Where’s the horse?

And maybe, just maybe, if he stayed true to himself, if he stayed kind and quiet and brave, the truth would reveal itself—not through headlines, but through the way he lived.

The world didn’t need another story.

It needed hope.
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Chapter 3 – The City That Hates Kindness
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The boxes were packed. The house was empty. Gizmo stood in the doorway one last time, his backpack slung over his shoulder, the front door creaking like it didn’t want him to leave either.

Goodbye, old life.

Hello... whatever comes next.

The new city didn’t have a friendly name. It wasn’t called Sunnyville or Harmony Springs. No, it was called Gritteridge—and it sounded exactly how it felt. Cold. Cracked. Suspicious. Even dark. 

From the moment they arrived, Gizmo knew something was off.

The sky always seemed overcast, even when the sun was shining. The sidewalks were grey. The people were greyer. And the welcome sign said:
“Gritteridge: Mind Your Business.”
His new school was called Grimley Middle. The building looked like an old prison, and the kids walked the halls like ghosts in hoodies.

Gizmo smiled at everyone.

No one smiled back.

He held the door open for a girl.

She glared and slammed it shut behind her.

He complimented a boy’s drawing in art class.

The boy crumpled the page and muttered, “Creep.”

At lunch, he offered his dessert to a kid who forgot theirs. The kid shoved the tray away and shouted, “What do you want from me?!”

The teachers? Tired. The principal? Invisible. The students? Hardened. Suspicious. Like they’d all agreed that kindness was dangerous—like a trap set to humiliate you.

Gizmo couldn’t believe it.
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He had just spent three years in a cage, dreaming of coming back to the world. But this world? It felt like the bars were invisible—and everywhere.

One afternoon, as he bent to pick up a stack of fallen books for a classmate, he heard it:

“Hey. Horse Boy.”

His heart stopped.

He turned.

A tall kid with a jagged scar above his eyebrow stood in the hallway, flanked by two others. The tall one had a smirk that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

“You think we don’t know who you are?” the boy said. “The kid who vanished and came back with some fairy tale? You’re not a hero. You’re a freak.”

Gizmo’s mouth went dry.

“You think you’re better than us? Being all... nice?” The boy stepped closer. “Kindness is fake, Horse Boy. People only smile when they want something. You’ll learn that here.”

And just like that, the boy turned and disappeared into the crowd—leaving Gizmo shaken, his heart pounding.

Later, in the safety of his room, Gizmo stared into the mirror. Was kindness really that rare here? That hated?

He thought of Max. He thought of the zoo. Of Luna. Of how love had cracked open even the hardest hearts.

But here... the cruelty wasn’t hidden. It was the culture.

Could he still be kind in a place that mocked it?

Could kindness survive Gritteridge?

He didn’t know yet. But something deep inside him whispered:

You’re not here to fit in. You’re here to light it up.
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“We are addicted to story.
Even when the body goes to sleep,

the mind stays up all night,
telling itself stories.”
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