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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: The Note
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It was supposed to be just another evening.

The sun had barely dipped behind the crooked skyline when Gizmo heard it—sirens. First one, then a dozen. They pierced the heavy silence that had recently settled over the city like a blanket. The same city he had spent the last year trying to help heal. The same city where he had come to make fresh start after transforming back to the boy called Gizmo. The same city where he decided to become a beacon of hope.

But tonight... the sirens meant something else.

He was halfway through writing a letter to a younger student who had written to him about bullying when the door slammed open.
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“Gizmo!” His mom’s voice was sharp, panicked. She held out a crumpled envelope, her hand trembling.

Gizmo stood, his heart suddenly thudding.

“It came in through the mail slot. No stamp. No name.”

He took it carefully, his fingers cold. His name was scribbled across the front in black ink—shaky, almost rushed. Inside was a single folded scrap of paper.

“We have your sister. You have 24 hours.”

No signature. No instructions. Just a chilling declaration.

The walls of the house, once filled with warmth, seemed to close in. A cold sweat broke across his neck. He couldn’t breathe.

His little sister, Mayra.

Just this morning she’d danced across the kitchen tiles with jelly on her fingers, humming a song she made up about unicorns and pancakes. And now—

“Who?” his mother whispered, but her voice cracked mid-word. Gizmo didn’t answer. He was already moving.

He grabbed his coat, stuffed the note into his pocket, and ran.

As he burst onto the street, the city’s evening lights flickered above like distant stars, too far to help. He ran past shuttered shops, broken lamp posts, and alleyways where shadows clung like cobwebs. His shoes slapped the pavement as his thoughts raced faster.

Could it be the gangs?
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There had been rumours lately. Whispers of dangerous people moving into the city, recruiting teens, bribing them, threatening them. Kids being pulled into things they didn’t understand—drug rings, intimidation, silence. Gizmo had heard it. Razor Jack had heard it.

And now they had Mayra.

He turned sharply into an alley where he had last seen Razor Jack two weeks ago. Razor Jack had been quieter lately—more serious, more distant. Maybe he knew something.

Please let him know this.

A soft buzz vibrated in his pocket. His phone. One message.

Unknown Number: “Don’t call the cops. Or she dies.”

The world spun.

He pressed his hands to the cold bricks, steadying himself. The kindness he had carried like armour for years suddenly felt so fragile. Too soft for this level of darkness. But he had to stay calm. Mayra was counting on him.

He looked up. At the end of the alley stood Razor Jack.

His posture was tense, his face unreadable—but he was there.

“Jack,” Gizmo called, chest heaving. “They have my sister.”

Jack didn’t flinch.

“I know,” he said quietly. “They’ve been watching all of us.”

Gizmo’s voice dropped. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

Jack’s eyes were stormy. “Because I thought I could stop them before it got this far.”

Gizmo stepped closer. “We need to talk.”

Razor Jack nodded.

The cold wind blew around them, carrying sirens and smoke, but inside the alley, something still burned:

Rage. Fear. And a flicker of hope — not because things were okay, but because they weren’t. And that meant it was time to fight back.
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Chapter 2: The Dilemma
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The old train yard on the city’s edge had long been abandoned — rusted tracks, shattered windows, the skeletons of machines no one cared for anymore. It was the kind of place where secrets festered, and tonight, it was where Razor Jack brought Gizmo.

They ducked inside the hollow shell of a control booth, shattered glass crunching beneath their feet. A heavy silence sat between them, broken only by the distant clatter of a passing freight train.

Gizmo sat on a broken bench, still clutching the note. Razor Jack leaned against the wall, arms crossed, eyes staring through the darkness as if he could see the faces of the men who took Mayra.

“She’s just a kid,” Gizmo finally said. His voice cracked on the last word. “She still sleeps with the blanket she’s had since she was a baby. She hums when she brushes her teeth. She... she believes people are good.”

Jack didn’t move. “That’s exactly why they took her.”

Gizmo looked up. “What do you mean?”

“They hate that kind of light,” Jack said. “People like them... they see kindness and want to crush it. They see innocence and think it’s weakness.”
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He pulled a worn-out pistol from inside his jacket and placed it on the dusty control panel. Gizmo flinched at the sight of it.

“You bought a gun?” Gizmo whispered.

Jack nodded. “It’s not a real war until people start arming themselves.”

“But that’s not us,” Gizmo said. “That’s not who we are.”

Jack turned sharply. “You think I care about who we are? My mom’s dead, Gizmo! Because I didn’t do something when I should have. Because I waited too long for kindness to work. She’s gone. And your sister might be next.”

His voice echoed off the rusted walls like a slap.

Gizmo stood. “Don’t you think I know that? I feel like I’m being ripped in half. I want to believe kindness still means something. That we can fix this city without becoming like them.”

Jack’s eyes softened for a second — just a second.

“I used to believe that too,” he said. “Until they put a bullet in the woman who gave me everything.”

The weight of it all settled between them.

“You’re scared you’ll turn back into a horse,” Jack added.

Gizmo looked at him, stunned.

“I’ve seen the way you look at yourself in mirrors. Like you’re afraid of what you’ll become if you slip up.”

Gizmo’s hands trembled. “I don’t want to lose myself.”

“Then don’t,” Jack said. “But if you’re not willing to play their game, Mayra dies. And so do we.”

Gizmo walked to the window, watching the city lights blink and flicker like distant stars drowning in fog.

“We can’t become them,” he said. “But maybe we can outsmart them.”

Jack raised an eyebrow. “How?”

“We play along. We pretend to fall in line. We make a deal. But we don’t sell their drugs. We give the stuff to the police. We sell sugar pills, vitamins, whatever it takes. If we do it right, they’ll never know until it’s too late.”

Jack stared at him. “And if they find out?”

“They won’t,” Gizmo said, his voice growing steadier. “Because we’ll be two steps ahead.”

Jack picked up the pistol again, staring down at it. “So we lie to liars.”

Gizmo met his eyes. “We fight fire with faith.”

Another long silence.

Then Jack chuckled, bitter and tired. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe,” Gizmo said. “But I’m not letting them win.”

Jack slowly slid the pistol back into his jacket.

“Alright,” he said. “Let’s burn their empire from the inside out.”
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