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Body Swap – Catastrophe! - Prologue  

 
This is the first chapter of a story I wrote aimed at 9-12 year olds. It follows a boy called Jack 

who swaps bodies with his father. This comedy/drama sets about teaching children to look at the 

world from a different perspective and that making mistakes is OK. I experimented with different 
fonts in this book, to complement the pictures that are in the final version. 

 
Hiding 

Jack, R U alrite? 

That was the first text I got from Tom, my best friend. I peeked out from under the 

comforter to read it, then wrapped the blanket around my head again without replying. I 

wasn’t in the mood to deal with him right now. I wasn’t in the mood to deal with anyone. I 

just wanted to lie in the dark and pretend I didn’t exist.  

The cell phone buzzed again. I sighed. 

I made a little hole, just large enough for my eye, and stared angrily at the phone. I 

wanted it to realize what it was doing was wrong. That I wanted to be left alone. The phone 

stared back at me, a small notification light flashing on the top of the device. I picked it up 

and looked again. 

R U there? I heard U askd Jasmine 2 the dance! R U 

crazy??? D: )-:< 

I wished I was crazy. That would have made everything so much simpler. When I 

retreated back into my cave this time, I tried putting my pillow on my head too, hoping that it 

would stop the sound of the phone from cutting into my solitude. I closed my eyes as tightly 

as I could and tried to wish everything back to normal. That works sometimes in the movies, 

right? 

BUZZ BUZZ. 

“Agh!” I jumped slightly as the phone somehow buzzed even louder this time (how did 

it do that?) and the pillow flew off my head. Sunlight shone in through the window, blinding 

me. I squinted and waited for my room to blur into focus. The white walls, my posters of 

awesome superheroes, my laptop, my guitar… I grumbled as I leaned over and looked at my 

phone screen again. 

Wat abt HOLLY? UR GRLFRND? Ppl are sayn she is v. upset! 

I threw the phone down on my bed. It bounced twice and ended up balancing on the 

edge of the mattress. I didn’t blame Holly. I was also v. upset. A few weeks ago, my life 

had been pretty much perfect. I had the hottest girl in school as my girlfriend, I was a star 

player on the football team, I had a band that was definitely going to be famous someday 

soon, and it was all going my way. 
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Now it was all gone, swirling towards disaster. Actually, disaster was a while back. 

Now things were definitely swirling towards complete chaos.  

My life was destroyed and I was hiding in my bed. That doesn’t happen in the movies.  
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 Help – I’m a Skeleton: Chapter One  

 
This is a short section of the novel I wrote for children aged 9 – 12 with an interest in the game 

Minecraft. The tale is a fantasy/adventure story about the main character, Steve, getting lost in 

the forest with his rival Matthew. They find out that they can only survive by working together as 
a team.  

 

Chapter One – The Apple Ninja 

 

“Let’s be honest, I’m basically a Ninja,” I announced.  

I walked proudly up to my two friends who had been waiting for me in my front 

garden since the end of school.  

Billy, my best friend, moved closer first. We’d known each other since forever and 

had been best friends for longer than that. Some people even think we’re twins, except for the 

fact that Billy has blond hair and stands taller than some of our teachers at school, and I, well, 

don’t. 

“Did you actually manage to get it?” He asked, eyes wide.  

Next to him was Gary. Gary was as short as Billy was tall. Tiny. So tiny, in fact, that 

you could probably confuse him with a mouse. His nose twitched in a similar way.  

“Yeah, did you?” Gary squeaked.  

With a grin, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my prize.  

It was an apple. Perfect. Red. Shining in the square sun. This was no ordinary apple. 

This was an apple from Old Man Baloney’s orchard. The grumpiest, angriest, smelliest (and 

probably most violent) of the old people in Stonegate village.  

No one got to have his apples. If they tried, he would chase them away with his stick 

and would tell their parents.  

No one but me.  

“Woah,” Billy stared down at it. He reached out to touch it, but I pulled it away. “I 

didn’t think you would actually do it.” 

I shrugged. “You challenged me. I had to do it.” Billy nodded, impressed. He 

wouldn’t be calling me ‘Scaredy-cat Steve’ any time soon, that’s for sure.  

“Tell us how you got it!” Gary squeaked, bouncing up to see the apple.  

“Well I…” I paused as my mum opened the door to the house.  

“What are you boys doing out here?” She looked suspicious.  

“Nothing!” We all chimed together, smiling as sweetly as possible. My little sister 

whined for attention from inside the house.  
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My mum’s eyes narrowed and she slowly closed the door.  

Yeah, that’ll keep her off our scent.  

 

“So?” Billy asked.  

I smiled, leaning casually against the wooden fence which lined the front garden. I 

paused for effect. 

“It was tough. Old Man Baloney watches his orchard every hour of the day. I didn’t 

think I’d get in,” I moved closer to my friends. “But then an idea struck me!” I raised the 

apple higher, their eyes followed it. “I could climb over the fence at the back of his garden 

and then the trees would cover my entrance.” 

Everyone agreed it was an excellent plan. 

“The real challenge,” I continued, “was the tree itself. I had to find a vine to…” 

“How did you get past his pet wolf?” Gary suddenly butted in.  

I blinked. 

“His…er…what?” 

“His pet wolf! I heard it has teeth sharper than knives and fur as white as ice! He got 

it last week,” Gary snarled in a very good impression of what I assumed was an angry rat.  

I blinked again. “Oh wolf!” I added quickly. “I thought you said cheese.” 

Gary frowned, but I continued. 

“Yes, yes I saw the wolf. Huge monster. Scary. Teeth like knives. Sharp knives too. 

Swords, actually.” I was beginning to ramble. “It was…er… asleep.” 

Billy and Gary looked at each other. Billy scratched his nose.  

“That’s… lucky,” he said.  

“Very,” I agreed. “The main problem though, was the tree. I had to punch the trunk 

with my bare hands to-” 

“Steve’s a liar,” a voice came from behind me.  

 

The voice was snotty and nasal. It reminded me of a fork being rubbed against a plate. 

It could only belong to one person.  

Matthew. I shuddered. Why did it have to be Matthew? 

Matthew was in my class, but that was the only similarity we shared. He was spotty, 

dumb and walked around with his hair perfectly combed believing he was better than 

everyone else.   
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“Steve is a liar,” he said again. It looked like he had been hiding behind my Mother’s 

flowers, waiting for the right moment to pop up. How did I not notice him? “He never got the 

apple from the orchard. He never went near the orchard.” 

I rolled my eyes. Matthew liked me as much as I liked him. In other words, he didn’t. 

“Just because you’re jealous I managed to get the apple and…” 

“He took it from a chest in his house,” Matthew said.  

I went cold. OK, I might need to explain some things here. I know I told my friends 

that I got the apple from the orchard and that is almost true. It’s just that instead of the 

orchard, yes, it was a chest in my house. But I did still get the apple! So it wasn’t a complete 

lie. Just a bending of the truth.   

More importantly, how did Matthew know? Had he been following me? 

“What does he mean, Steve?” Billy asked, confused.  

My day was in danger of going from the best day ever to the worst day in the history 

of the universe thanks to Matthew. Annoying, snitchy Matthew. I can’t stand that guy. 

“Go away,” I waved a hand at him, trying to swat him like a fly.  

“I actually got an apple.” He smirked at me and from his pocket he produced another 

apple. Perfect. Shining in the sun. Except this one was… gold.  

Billy and Gary were instantly enchanted. They pushed past me and stood staring at 

the apple like it was the best thing they had ever seen in their lives.  

“Woah!” They said in unison.  

I mean, it wasn’t that great. It was alright, I suppose. 

I looked down at my own apple. It suddenly didn’t look as fantastic as it had a few 

minutes ago. In fact, it might have been a little rotten. How long had it been in that chest?  

“The apples in Old Man Baloney’s Orchard are special because they are all gold,” 

Matthew said triumphantly, sticking his pointy little nose in the air. “If Steve had actually 

been there, he would know.” 

Gary and Billy turned to me, betrayed.  

“How do we know you’re not lying?” I asked, my voice quiet.  

“Because my father is good friends with Mr Baloney,” Matthew said matter-of- factly. 

“Did you actually go into the orchard?” Billy asked me. I could tell from the look in 

his eyes that he really, really wanted to believe me. I really, really wanted him to believe me 

too. The problem is, I didn’t go into the orchard. Not because I was scared or anything. I 

mean, I am still the bravest Ninja in the village, I just didn’t want to risk my life. You heard 

what they said about the wolf right? 
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“Yes, I…er… must have just gone to the wrong tree,” I smiled weakly. “I am silly 

like that.”  

Matthew shook his head slowly. I could feel the heat rising to my face, but tried to 

fight it. I had lost them. 

“Yeah,” Billy lied. “That must have been it.” 

I could tell that if I didn’t do something soon I would lose my closest friend in the 

world. Also Gary, but that wasn’t so much of a loss, he smelled a bit funny.  

“I guess you aren’t as brave as you claim to be,” Matthew smiled sweetly as he hit the 

final nail into my coffin. I took a deep breath.  

“Fine!” I said, slightly too loudly. “You want me to prove I am the bravest in the 

village?” 

Billy and Gary nodded slowly. Matthew just grinned.  

 “Alright then! Follow me!” I turned and began to stalk towards the village gates as an 

idea formed in my head. I could already tell it was the worst idea I would ever have. 
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Jimmy at the Beach: Excerpt 

This is a short story for children aged 3 -5 about a bunny called Jimmy who goes to the 

beach with his family. It focuses on teaching children to help others. 

Jimmy bounced around the car in excitement. “We’re going to the beach!” he shouted 

happily. “We’re going to the beach!” 

 Dad laughed as he opened the trunk of the car. “That’s right!” he said. “It’s a lovely 

sunny day and we want to get going quickly. Why don’t you help us carry the things we need 

to the car? Your brothers are helping already.” 

 Jimmy stopped bouncing and looked towards the front door of their house. Dad was 

right. Jimmy’s brothers, Tommy and Sammy, were both helping carry things to the car. 

Tommy had colorful buckets and spades in his hands, and Sammy was carrying the picnic 

basket. 

 “You can help too, Jimmy!” Mom called from the doorway. “You can carry the bag 

of towels or this small beach chair. It won’t be very hard.” 

 Jimmy looked at the towels and chair. They looked very heavy and big. “No, thank 

you!” he said with a grin. “I’m too busy JUMPING!” 

  Jimmy set off again jumping around the car while the rest of his family packed 

everything away for the trip.  

 They set off on their journey. The forest where they lived was not too far from the 

beach and Jimmy wriggled with excitement the whole way. When he saw the golden sands of 

the beach and the sparkling blue water of the sea out of the car window, he was really 

excited! 

 “Alright, we are here,” said Dad. “Let’s get out and enjoy the day!”  

 “This is amazing,” Jimmy said as he got out of the car. He began to run down towards 

the water.  

 “Wait!” Mom called after him. “You’ve got to help us to take everything out of the 

car.” 

 Jimmy turned around, waving at his family. “No, thank you!” he said. “I’ve got to 

build a GIANT SANDCASTLE!”  

 With that, Jimmy ran to a perfect spot on the beach, right next to the sea, and started 

to scoop sand into his hands. He was going to build the biggest sandcastle in the world.  

 Jimmy was so busy having fun that he didn’t notice his family going to and from the 

car, carrying objects down to the beach. They didn’t get to start playing like he did.  
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 Jimmy’s sandcastle got bigger and bigger. He used the buckets to build towers, made 

a great wall of sand joining them and even started digging a moat around the outside to keep 

the castle safe.  

 “My castle is going to be so big, a King and Queen are going to want to move in!” 

Jimmy said, imagining tiny knights and servants running around inside.  

 While Jimmy was working on his castle, his older brothers were hunting for the 

biggest shell they could find in the rock pools nearby. Dad went swimming in the sea, 

looking at the fish with his snorkel, and Mom lay on a towel further up the beach, enjoying 

the sun (and wearing plenty of sun cream so she wouldn’t burn). 

 Jimmy was so focused on his castle that he didn’t really notice what the rest of his family 

were doing until... 

 “LOOK OUT!” Jimmy heard his dad shout. 

 Jimmy looked up just in time to see a giant wave rising up beside him from the sea!  

 … 

 


