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When my son was younger, I used to make up bedtime stories. 

He loved them all, eagerly awaiting new adventures every night.

 

To keep up with his growing imagination, I created a character called Boo and his trusty sidekick, Patch. Together, they embarked on wild adventures and solved strange mysteries. The moment Boo and Patch were born; they became his nightly request. From then on, every night was a Boo and Patch night.

 

It was my family who encouraged me to bring these characters to life, inspiring and supporting me to become a writer. This story exists because they believed in me. My hope is that other children will enjoy Boo and Patch’s adventures just as much as my son did.

 

Behind every great story is a dedicated editor, and I’m deeply grateful to Deborah Jean White for her invaluable guidance, encouragement, and, most importantly, her belief in Boo and Patch. Her expertise and support have made this journey truly unforgettable.

 

Thank you to everyone who has picked up this book. I hope you enjoy the adventure as much as I have enjoyed writing it.

 


 

For my son.

You are my greatest adventure.

Wherever your journey leads,

Walk it with courage, friendship and a good heart.

 


Chapter One

Springtime Saturdays were the best. The weekend meant freedom. A chance to dive into whatever adventures I could dream up. The possibilities were endless and today was without a doubt the start of something epic. 

I sat up in bed. The walls surrounding me were covered with posters of explorers and adventurers. They greeted me, like every other morning, but today felt different. I felt an itch for something more… something exciting.

‘Jake, are you up? Do you want breakfast?’ my foster Mum Joyce called from downstairs. The lovely smell of something half sweet and half burnt wafted through my bedroom door. That meant only one thing: Joyce’s badly cooked waffles and pancakes were on the kitchen table. A little crispy here and there, but still the best breakfast a hungry boy like me could wish for. 

Not wasting time, I sprang out of bed like a kangaroo on caffeine, throwing my beloved ‘spy guy’ themed bedding onto the floor and army-rolling over the bed towards my ‘spy guy’ slippers. 

Like most other pre-teen boys, I had an unstoppable craving for adventure, a monster of an imagination, bundles of energy and a sucker for a brand. (I turned off my ‘spy guy’ lamp and stopped my ‘spy guy’ alarm, which was now screaming, ‘Attack the Day Adventurer…’ on repeat).  

I followed the smell of home cooking from the kitchen. I took the usual course, which included hurdling soft toys outside my door, zig-zagging through the building-block minefield and tiptoeing by George’s room. I could hear him snoring without a care in the world. To be honest, when he arrived, I was one hundred percent sure that I would be sent away once they had ‘one of their own’. Yet it didn’t happen. It would seem that I was lovable enough to keep around. 

I glanced at our full-length mirror. 

‘You’re looking good,’ I said to myself, running my hand through my thick, mousey-coloured hair as if my fingers were a comb. I knew I looked like my real Mum. My Grammy Constance told me enough times, so I knew it was true.

 ‘No matter what happens, remember your family loves you,’ Grammy’s words echoed in my head. My real mum’s final words apparently. I held onto these words for years, wondering if they meant anything. Sometimes the words made my head hurt. Made me want to cry into my pillow. Made me feel trapped.

Maybe that’s why I always felt so restless, why I craved adventure and exploration. I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something more out there, a clue or a sign that would lead me to the truth about my parents. The life I could have had. It was as if the big wide world was a puzzle, and I was put on this planet to find the missing pieces. 

I ran my hand through my hair again, noticing a tear escaping down my cheek. I swiped it away. The ache of missing them was always there, just rumbling under the surface, like a crying volcano, but I was not a crybaby.

Around the corner of the landing and heading for the stairs, I stopped dead in my tracks. I saw it! A rare, golden opportunity.  No clothes blocked my way, and no one was watching. It was just too good an opportunity to miss. 

Boom! I went for it. I jumped on the banister and gave myself an almighty push. I was soon sliding down with my hands in the air, pretending I was on some crazy rollercoaster. This was the rush of excitement I needed to take away all that emotional stuff. 

‘Wheeeeee!’

I really hadn’t thought through this plan. As I curled around the staircase and into the final descent, I noticed a problem looming on the horizon. No, No, No! It can’t be. George's little pram was sitting at the bottom (like it knew I would be coming).

 It was too late.

 Before I had time to react, I had already shot off the end like an express train. 

Peter, my foster Dad, opened the front door on cue. Typical! He was returning from his morning run, sporting steamed-up glasses and sweating in an unnecessarily tight, two sizes too small neon jogging suit. 

‘Move!’ I screamed. 

He jumped to the side and watched in surprise as I, ‘his foster kid’ surfed his son’s pram straight past him through the opening. I zoomed down the path and crashed straight into Joyce’s beautiful rose bush in the centre of the garden.

I looked back only to see my foster dad shrugging his shoulders and rolling his eyes.

‘Jake, when are you going to learn?’ 

Then the pain hit. It hit all over my body like a million-billion bee stings. Peter rescued me from the rose bush and marched me into the kitchen towards Joyce. 

There was a sigh of acceptance as she plucked the prickly thorns from my body. They knew this wasn’t the first time I had got in a pickle since I had arrived and certainly guaranteed not to be the last.   

‘Oh, Boo! Why? Oh, why?’ Joyce asked as she pulled some extra-long thorns from my fleshy bits. In the end, I was so full of red holes that I looked like I was on a second wave of chicken pox. ‘Why oh, why Boo?’ she repeated.

Oh wait. Let me explain to you… the reader - Jake is my real name, but everyone refers to me as Boo. You see when my real great Grammy (who was invited to most family events, agreed by social services) was dozing off in her comfy armchair I saw it as a golden opportunity. I was wearing a realistic glow-in-the-dark ghost costume and couldn’t wait to find some prey to scare. Unfortunately for Grammy, she was on the hit list. I could see her stirring, so I jumped out from behind the sofa with an almighty, ‘Boooo!’ 

 She jumped so high out of the chair she almost hit the ceiling. Her false teeth flew out of her mouth.

‘Aghhh!’ I screamed. 

Grammy simply gave her teeth a quick dunk in her lemonade and popped them straight back into her mouth without a second thought. 

‘Oh, my little Boo,’ she muttered as she settled back in her armchair, and everyone laughed. 

From then on, it stuck.

‘Ouch!’ I screamed as Joyce pulled out the last thorn bringing me back to reality. The pain was unbearable, yet I sat still and let her rip with the antiseptic spray. I smelled like a hospital. 

I’m sure Peter, who I will now refer to as Dad, half enjoyed watching me wince as Joyce, who I will now refer to as Mum, dabbed me with soaked cotton balls of pain. In truth, I had a history of unfortunate events mixed with strange happenings, so their life was never going to be dull from the moment they fostered me. I seemed to attract the unexpected, from falling down a well to constantly wandering off and getting lost.  

‘Did you want breakfast, Boo?’ Mum asked kindly.

‘Yes, please,’ I whispered, as I slowly sprawled out on the sofa, wincing with the prickly pain.

 


Chapter Two

The ground rumbled under my feet. The whole floor beneath my feet caved in, dropping me into the deep cavern below.

‘Am I alive?’ I cried out and my words echoed into the darkness.   

The sounds of scurrying rats scared me. 

I gasped for air.

Bruised and battered, I wiped the mud and creepy crawlies off my body.

‘Where the heck am I?’ I said into the darkness.

It was wet and cold, and a dank, mouldy smell wafted all around. Water dripped from above, sploshing into the surface of a pool of muddy water. 

‘Where am I?’ I whispered again, as I squeezed my eyes shut. 

And how am I going to get out? 

I rummaged around in my coat pocket grabbing my old trusty pocket flashlight. Fortunately, I could now see, but unfortunately, I was undoubtedly trapped. A large, cold, dark, four-walled mud chamber was my prison. 

Without wasting any time, I reached up to the wall opening and peered inside. A small dirt tunnel lay ahead. I jumped inside. My nerves were dancing with distress as the walls grew tighter around me. There was no turning back now.  

‘Yuck!’ I yelled just before the tunnel abruptly widened, releasing its grip on me and sliding me sharply down a slope. I tumbled into another empty room. 

Dead End! Nowhere obvious to go!  Eternal darkness and despair ran wild within my mind as it gripped my nerves tightly. 

I knew I needed to chill.

I took a deep breath.

How did I end up here? 

Tears welled up in my eyes, but I wiped them away with the back of my hand. ‘I have to get out of here,’ I whispered into the darkness. ‘I can’t let this be the end.’

A faint glow came from my wrist. The ordinary hoop of glass my grandmother had given me, started to spark like mini solar flares blasting from the sun. 

‘What in the world?’ I asked.

Looking down in shock, an inscription read, ‘Let the light guide you in the darkness’.   

Was it guiding me to safety?

I burrowed into the cold, moist earth. It was soft to the touch and easily displaced. I created a boy sized rabbit hole, tunnelling deeper into the unknown. 

With a final shove, my numb hands finally broke through. A vacuum of empty space greeted me from the other side, and I could feel a peculiar change in temperature from freezing to a gentle calm warmth. 

‘This is awesome!’ I said. But it wasn’t awesome as it wasn’t the exit I had wished for. Just another antechamber. I couldn’t hide my disappointment as I landed on my knees. 

‘Where on earth am I now?’ I spluttered out. It was a while before I allowed myself to look up. My eyes were now adjusting to a new room, which was as dank and lifeless as before. This time, there was an unusual, piled up mound of dirt up to waist height. Next to this, a shadowy figure….

Relief washed over me as I realised it was only the remains of a skeleton. 

‘Probably been stuck down here for years,’ I whispered, ‘Poor soul.’ 

My bracelet had obviously led me here for a reason, but a crusty old corpse and pile of mud weren’t much of a path to freedom.  

‘What on earth?’ I exclaimed, ‘Arghh, it’s moving.’ I fell back in absolute shock.

The mound had sprung to life, and whatever had been lying dormant proceeded to hurtle around the room in a crazy spin—spraying dust and dirt in every direction. Could it be some sort of strange cave-dwelling creature? 

Eventually, the beast seemed to run out of energy and came to a standstill, panting wildly. While the dust settled, it became clear what savage monster had caused the commotion.

‘A dog,’ I blurted out, questioning my own sanity at this point.

It was now sitting, staring blankly at the skeleton as if it was waiting for instructions from its old master. Sadly, no instructions came.    

I rubbed my eyes in disbelief. How could this be?

The dog was now lying there, whimpering at the lifeless bones before him. He let out a bellowing howl of sadness before he turned to me.  

‘Where’d you come from, little fella?’ I asked as I reached out to give the dog a warm, reassuring embrace. ‘What’s your story? This was your owner, huh? Poor doggie. How did you both end up here? This place is a nightmare.’ 

I hugged the dog tightly. ‘It looks like we’re both in a trap.’ 

The dog decided to launch forward and tunnelled into the dirt. He pulled out an old, leather, cylindrical-shaped container and placed it at my feet.  

‘What have you got there?’ I asked. 

It was an old, mysterious scroll case with a distinct goldenseal containing an emblem. Two planets on either side, connected by some glowing wavy symbols between them.  

Intricate etched carvings of what seemed to be a traveller and his four-legged animal companion, portraying the stories of adventures they shared, embodied the casing. Examining closer, I looked back at the dog. It didn’t take a genius to work out that they must be the same.

‘How are you still alive?’ I whispered, totally bewildered. A dog frozen in time, waiting for someone to set him free. It just didn’t make sense. I shuddered and then looked again at the case. Gazing upon its beauty, I noticed the drawings began to animate like a cartoon springing to life, revolving across the leather depicting short memoirs of a past life. Little broken fragments hidden in the mist:

 

Of beginnings: a little puppy given to a young boy and the happiness they shared. 

Of friendship: the lasting bond between them as they grew up together. 

Of great travels: faraway lands beyond his wildest imagination and taking on thrilling adventures. 

Of heroism: defeating mythical creatures and overcoming evil.

Of sadness: when their bond was broken and the imminent end to their beloved tale.

 

These flashes of real-life memories came and went in a blink of an eye. 

‘This cannot be real,’ I whispered, spellbound by the whole episode.

I sat down to reflect. An ordinary boy would have cried for his parents about now, but not me. I learned how to stop my tears at home when they said my Grammie was too old to look after me. I stood up, determined to be brave. 

‘Let’s see what happens next,’ I said. I needed to find a way into the case. I swivelled it around, turned it upside down, and gave it a few hopeful twists. 

I crouched down. 

‘Okay, little fella, you show me. What do we need to do?’ I said, and the dog sloppily licked my thumb and then gently took my hand in his jaws, angling it towards the middle of the casing. ‘You want me to… You want me to push it?’ I whispered.

I placed my thumb in the centre of the golden emblem and it slowly started to dissolve. Gently melting away, forming a golden, slithering putty. The more I pushed the emblem, the stronger the tingling sensation became. The gold blob mass started softly creeping clear of my thumb, entwining around and through my fingers, across my open palm up to the glass hoop. 

 Shaking my hands frantically, I almost freaked out. 

‘I’m now seeing things,’ I said to myself. I fumbled around to find the discarded scroll case in desperation for answers. It had unlatched itself on impact with the hard ground and was sitting there slightly ajar. There appeared to be ancient parchment paper, with old handwriting scrawled across its delicate surface.  

I read it out aloud:

 

‘My journey has drawn its last breath.

Sealed scroll opens only for the elected successor.

Destiny awaits.

Friendship and Adventure.

Fantasy and Mystery.

Good versus Villainy.

Seek the truth about loved ones lost

You are chosen, the new hope.’

                              

There was a dark purple bag hidden behind it and another tiny torn note.   

On closer inspection, it was a velvet marble bag, with a drawstring. Something you would see at a wizard’s table. I opened it up and stared in. 

Four glowing capsule-shaped objects about the size of my thumb were at the bottom.  ‘Incredible,’ I said as the bright colours that were so radiant and alive began swirling around. Raging ruby red, cold crystal blue, lush exotic green and a black so black it cast a dark shadow around itself.

Each of these perfect little vials had a life of their own, bouncing colours back and forth like fireworks, empowered by a force overwhelming my imagination.

I put my hand in to choose, but one of these vibrant marbles ‘the blue one’ leapt forward like a magnet into my clutch, selecting itself for the task ahead like it knew what needed to be done.

In my hand, it felt fragile yet surging with energy, and grasping it, I felt an overwhelming urge to break it. Squeezing gently, it cracked like fibreglass, and I released it from my grip. The blue essence was now free from its prison, hovering in mid-air for a split-second defying gravity before spinning rapidly. Increasing in size creating a huge energy wind burst which surged around the room. 

‘What in the world?’ I yelled. 

A blue opaque spinning portal was in front of my eyes, and it opened up, revealing a shimmering transparent doorway with a gleaming rim. I could now see through to the other side, back into the room, but it was hazy like being underwater, and as I stared deeper, beyond it looked like a whirlpool effect.  

‘Wormhole!’ I shouted. ‘Amazing.’

My eyes lit up in amazement at the spectacle before me and then I remembered the tatty old note and gave it a read aloud to my audience of one.

‘Oh, forgot one last affair as my adventure draws to a close. Hopefully, you may have met my faithful companion by now. Experience all the enchantment he will bring to your life. Use him to find my daughter.’  

Abruptly ending, I was saddened not to get the whole story and it left me more confused. The note seemed to be missing some important parts, probably lost to the sands of time.

Stuffing the note and bag into my pocket, there was a moment of sadness which overcame me for the man who met his demise. I looked at the poor skeleton, but then looked down at my new dog. I could sense a new beginning.

I stepped boldly into the light with my new companion.

 


Chapter Three

‘Okay, okaay, I’m awake,’ I muttered only to find myself still on the settee in our living room with a blanket around me and an uneaten breakfast on the coffee table. 

Was that a dream or a weird vision?

It felt so real that I could still feel chills down my spine.  

I was back in the real world, a regular boy. No longer in a grave with a weird skeleton and a dog. 

Thank goodness.
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