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About the Author

Hello!

So you want to know who I am? Well, I am a storyteller who is in love with words and ideas, amazed by the life and adventure of being a human. I have an urge to know them all and write them all. Sometimes words are loud, sometimes not. They attack me brutally when they are loud. I become itchy when they are quiet. I chase them like Tom chases Jerry when they hide. In both cases, I feel the pain and I feel the joy of every word. Especially when I know that the result will be a lovely book like "Daddy Love You and Need You" “The Magic of My Sorcerer Sister”, “Andy Wants to Be Happy”, “The Girl The Dog and The Philosopher”, “Sisiano Star Stone”.
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I wrote my first poem when I was eight years old. I used to say I want to become a poet like Shakespeare when I grow up. Apparently, I grew up but...am I? I am not sure...but maybe never maybe soon. I also like Dr. Seuss. He inspires me a lot, especially when I write for kids. I love kids, they are the world to me. My heart becomes softer than a cotton ball while writing for them.

Besides writing children's books, I write plays for stage and screen. Sometimes I perform my one-act plays in a local theatre. My picture above is actually the image of a scene from one of those plays. I thought you would like to see it. So I put it here.

What do I do when I don't write? I try to unite families as a family therapist, help individuals stand up, and stay strong as a counsellor. Thank you for reading my work.

I hope you enjoyed it.
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If you want to write to me about this book or about my other books, please email me. Here is my email address: syturner7@gmail.com

I dedicate this book to all children and their parents with love and compassion...
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Once upon a time, in a faraway town, lived an old tree on top of the highest hill. Her name was Wisdom-berry Tree. 
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Her berries would become ripe every seven years and they were not sweet and tasty to everybody. She was a secret tree of the hill whose berries had countless wisdom and mysteries. But only a few people knew about her and her amazing story. 
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Well, apparently, Wisdom-berry tree was planted three and a half centuries ago by the wisest lady in the entire human history. Rumour has it that the Wisdom-berry tree had actually grown out of the grave of this saint lady. Isn’t that a little scary? Maybe even a little crazy!
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And they also say that she could be alive, living inside the treehouse of the Wisdom-berry Tree. But it had always been locked and no one had its key. People did not mind that, really. All they wanted was a Wisdom-berry or even half a berry to become wise immediately. 

Hence, more and more people around the world were becoming curious about the Wisdom-berry tree. More and more people were dreaming to visit her.
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Some people would come in the wrong time from such faraway towns and return home with no berry. But they would definitely become a different person after their journey to the Wisdom-berry tree.

And finally, it was the year her visitors could come, pick and taste her berries. But, this year, something was going to be different. Wisdom-berry tree was not going to allow everyone to pick her berries as they pleased. She was going to allow sincere people, only. How was she going to do that? After all, she was only a tree, wasn’t she? And she was old and lonely, wondered all the leaves of the Wisdom-berry tree. They held their breaths and watched the tricks of the tree.
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The first visitor climbed up to the hill. He looked tired but still curios and thrilled. He took a step forward, and another and another. He got more and more excited as he got closer. He had only one more step to take but he could not move any longer. He tried hard but failed to move even one millimetre. There was as if this invisible tall iron wall in his way. He tried again and again and he tried harder.
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And he eventually stopped and looked away. 

“Surely, it was not easy to gain wisdom and it was never going to be pain-free,” he said to himself. 

“Awe,” sighed some leaves of the Wisdom-berry tree. 
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“Why was the Wisdom-berry tree being so cruel to him?” wondered one of the little leaves. Just then a dark and violent wind came and whispered something into her ears. 

“Give him a berry now!”

“I cannot! I am not allowed to!” replied the little leaf. 

“Well, you will be dead if you don’t do what you are told,” whispered the wind. 

“Why? How? I mean, who is he anyway,” asked the leaf.
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“He is a prince, you have to give him the best berries, he has no time for all the stupidities of the
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