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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...
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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
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THE

LADY UNWORTHY
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Once upon a time, in a crazy little town, there was a lady called Cecily which meant the blind one in Latin. Imagine! Was she really blind? Well, she didn’t seem to be. Then, why did they name her Cecily? Keep going. You will see. 
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She did not seem to be blind but she loved being good , doing good deeds even to horrible people in and around the town. Maybe that was the reason why she had ended up all alone in her small house. Her house was small but it had a big garden where she grew fruits and vegetables. Sure, not only for herself but for everybody in her neighbourhood. 

In the summers, she would pick black grapes and give them all away for free. Strangely, not many people appreciated what she did for them so kindly and diligently. What was even stranger was that she did not mind being treated so unkindly. 

Blimey!
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“Oh, well!” she would say if you asked her. “That’s not my problem, that’s their problem. I cannot teach them to be kind, can I? But I can always show them by being kind myself.” 

That was true but was it okay to be good to bad people, though ? Was it okay to continue to be good to those who don’t appreciate us or what we do for them? Keep going. You will see. 
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Cecily would make a huge cake and take it to the school nearby where she knew no one. She would do that often because she had never had her own child. So, she would love to make little boys and girls happy. She would love doing that more than anybody because she was never given anything for free when she was little Cecily. 
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One of those days, when Cecily felt painfully lonely. She made a gigantic chocolate cake and took it to the school that was close to her home. She was thrilled. She dreamed of smiling faces of school kids while making it. However, none of the students seemed to like or appreciate neither her nor the cake she made for them. They called her “Crazy Lady” behind her back instead. Was that because she dressed up too colourfully for her age? Or was it because she was a little fat? Or was it because her hair was red? Or was that because she talked a little too much, too fast and too loud? 

Nobody could tell. 
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Sadly, kids at school got suspicious of her cake which was special, in fact. She could have made so much money if she sold it in the bazaar or market. Why would anybody give a special cake to kids whom she did not know at all, they asked themselves and each other again and again. Apart from one boy who was called Conroy. He didn’t question Cecily’s kindness at all.

Everybody in the school threw their cakes into the rubbish bin but not Conroy. He ate it straight away. And he roared like a lion and asked for more as soon as he had the first bite. Other kids were surprised but also frightened. 
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They thought Conroy, too, went crazy after eating Crazy
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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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