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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...
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HARRY AND MARY’S

CRAZY DAISY
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Once upon a time, in a faraway town, lived a sweet little boy named Harry. He had a sister called Mary. Together, they were always very happy. They played lots of fun games some of which were really tricky. And they had a secret language, yes that was cheeky. Maybe also a little geeky. Nobody knew that language on earth. Apart from big birds.

Harry and Mary’s father, Larry, was a rich and clever man. He had a big farm in the town and a huge company in the city. So they lived in the city during the week and went to the farm every weekend. It was so much fun. It was even more joyful to have breakfast, pick apples and peaches, watch how all the animals talked in the farm and run instead of walking up and down in a huge shopping mall all day long.
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They would visit baby sheep, cows, goats, horses, donkeys, hens, chickens, new-born chicks, and more animals in the farm. They would get excited over the chicks who were trying to break their eggs to come out to this wild world. They would play a game to guess what colour chick could come out to the world  seconds before they cracked their eggs. Harry loved black chicks, Mary was more fond of blond ones.
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They had so many people working on the farm. The man named Charlie was responsible for horses, donkeys and cows. He was not so tall but he looked strong. Harry liked to call him ironman because he would shake the ground when he walked. But he always looked pleased, too. He never looked scary, it was such a delight for Harry and Mary to talk to Charlie. And he loved teaching Harry and Mary how to ride. They preferred to ride a pony. Big horses were too high to climb and too hard to handle for them now. Harry called his favourite pony Black Storm because it was able run so fast like an unstoppable storm.

They had another pony whose name was Tornado. He was a strong and fast runner, too. Harry loved Black Storm more than Tornado because his eyes were so big, bright and black. He felt invincible after staring at Black Storm’s eyes for a few seconds or more. Tornado did not have this effect on Harry for a strange reason that he did not know. So, Tornado had to be Mary’s favourite pony. And he was. And Marry did not mind.
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Sometimes Harry and Mary would have a small horse race with their father, mother and Charlie. And of course the winner was always Harry’s father, Larry. Their mother, Cathy, would always come last in the race. And that would make everyone laugh. Mary would give her mum a big hug. It was okay for Cathy. She would happily lose a race just to make her family happy.

Harry, Mary and their parents also had so many fruit trees like apple, peach, plum, fig and more in their farm. They would never shop for a grocery when they went back to the city. They grew everything they needed in their farm. That would make them so happy. Besides, Harry and Mary discovered the secret codes of plants’ language. They gradually became capable to hear whispers of the flowers. But one of the orchids told Mary recently that neither Harry nor Mary was going to be able to understand secret language of the plants after the age of eleven. And they were now six and seven.

Mary found it so hard to believe what the orchid told her. She wanted to know the reason. What was going to happen to them after the age of eleven, she wondered. She immediately told Harry all about it. Together they went back to the orchid to ask her what she meant.
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“Why? Why do you say that?” they asked.

“Because, we, plants are too innocent comparing to humans. So only good kids younger than eleven can hear and understand our language,” said  the orchid.

“But we are not going to become bad kids as soon as we turn eleven,” objected Harry and Mary.

“It doesn’t matter, this is the rule,” said the orchid.

“It is okay Harry, we still know two more languages,” said Mary. She was clearly upset with the orchid and disliked her rule.

“That’s right! Thanks for not trusting us dear plants!” said Harry. But he was still curious to know whether they were really going to forget the language of the plants on the night they turned to eleven.

“We will see dear orchid, maybe God might allow us to remember everything we learned from you all forever,” said Mary.

Orchid was surprised to hear all that from Harry and Mary. “Could they be right?” she asked herself. She did not know the answer, herself.

“Ijit ijis ojakajay!” said Harry, speaking in birds’ language.

“Yojou ajare rijight!” said Mary, answering in birds’ language. They then left the orchid alone that day.

One day, just weeks before Harry turned nine, Larry went to another continent in search of a new business. Harry and Mary did not like that. They did not like being away from their dad. But they were going to have to get used to that. Because Larry was going to grow his business more and more every passing day.

“I will be back kidos, don’t get dramatic like that,” said Larry and kissed them in the forehead. Cathy was okay with that. She was a strong woman and mother. She could manage Larry’s company and the farm while he was away. Besides, Charlie, Larry’s right hand man, would help her with everything in the farm, as well.

Larry made many deals with new businessmen and women in that continent. He came back after two weeks. He happily told his family that he was going to export chicken and cow meat, eggs, milk and tea to many countries in that continent. He brought many presents for Harry, Mary and Cathy. No, he did not forget Charlie. He brought him something nice, too. A very trendy cowboy hat. The best news was that Larry was going to be the richest businessman in the country after successfully exporting all those goods. He was excited, of course.

But!

He also brought a weird looking plant.
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Only Mary noticed that. It looked a lot like sundews. She looked at the plant from so many angles. She said “hi,” in plants’ language. It did not respond. She wanted to touch even stroke its leaves. The weird and wild looking plant moved away when she did that.

It also made a weird sound when it moved away.

“Oh my God! It moves!” she shouted.

Everybody was surprised to hear that. “What was wrong with Mary,” they wondered.

“Of course, plants, too, can move,” said Harry.

“Yes, but this one does not allow you to touch it,” said Mary.

“Oh, no! How?” asked Harry and ran towards Mary.  Harry tried to touch it, too. It really did move away. It did not allow him to touch any part of its body either.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you. That is a gift from one of my business partner,” said Larry.

“What is its name dad?” asked Mary.

“Umm...what was it, I remember she told me a weird name but what was it...oh I cannot remember, let me call her,” said Larry and dialled her number. Harry and Mary waited impatiently as the phone rang.

“No answer kids, she must be busy,” said Larry and walked towards his kids. He stretched his arm to touch the plant. It did not allow him to do that either.

“That’s weird!” said Larry. “I had no problem on my way home, I touched it many times on the plane. Many other people touched it, too. They all loved it. What has changed now?” asked Larry. Cathy was surprised to hear that, too.

“What is the problem sweeties?” she asked.

“Mummy, mummy, this plant does not allow anyone to touch her!” exclaimed Harry.

“How do you know the plant is female,” asked Cathy.

“Well, it seems to me that all plants and cats are female, aren’t they mummy?” asked Harry.

“Hahaha! Oh son! You are really funny!” said Larry. He laughed and laughed. He found Harry’s view very sweet.
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“Oh, honey, that is so sweet but is not completely correct,”  said Cathy and hugged Harry.

“Mummy, can you try it please? No plant can ever refuse a mum like you,” said Mary and pulled Cathy towards the plant.

“Okay, okay! Calm down!” said Cathy. She stood by the plant and whispered a few holy words and tried to touch the plant. It moved away.

“Oh, no!” said Mary.

“Chakotaka!” exclaimed Harry.

“What’s that?” asked Cathy.

“It means what is wrong with you in plants’ language,” replied Harry.

“Plants’ language?” asked Larry. He was puzzled and shocked. “I did not know that plants had a language!”

“Yes, they have dad,” said Mary.

“You know that language, too?” asked Cathy.

“Yes,” said Mary. Larry was slowly getting angry. He looked at Cathy, his eyes filled with anger and accusations.

“Then what is wrong with this plant, did she tell you Harry?” asked Larry.

“No, not yet!” said Harry.

“Oh come on kids, that is ridiculous, plants cannot speak, they have some characteristics, likes, dislikes, that is all about them, nothing more. They have no tongue, they cannot speak,” said Larry. He walked away. He was unhappy to hear that his kids were not properly cared for and taught all the right things. He started to trust Cathy less. And he did not like the feeling he had right then.

“I don’t want to hear anything about this idiot plant no more!” he said as he walked back into the living







































































































































































[image: ]























































[image: ]







[image: ]






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/image052.jpg





d2d_images/cover.jpg
RY AND MARy:s

‘m? Alsy






d2d_images/image031.jpg





d2d_images/image050.jpg
F.V.ujﬂ"!l g
bl - |





d2d_images/image012.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image010.jpg





d2d_images/image032.jpg





d2d_images/image033.jpg





d2d_images/image055.jpg
o TRANSPORT
‘THERE'S ALWAYS ROOM _—

FOR A sTORY

PEOPLE T ANOTHER





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image038.jpg





d2d_images/image039.jpg





d2d_images/image015.jpg
ANDY WANTS

=gy
7l
’Y\ DA'/





d2d_images/image018.jpg





d2d_images/image019.jpg
S.Y.TURNER





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/image023.jpg
We are addicted to story.

Even when the bady goes to sleep,

the mind stays up all night,
telling itself stories.”





d2d_images/image045.jpg





d2d_images/image046.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg
&, S Y.TURN





d2d_images/image022.jpg





d2d_images/image044.jpg





d2d_images/image049.jpg
\. /





d2d_images/image028.jpg





d2d_images/image047.jpg





d2d_images/image026.jpg





d2d_images/image048.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image008.jpg





