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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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Myra and I have always loved art classes. We both enjoyed drawing and painting. 
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But I also loved singing and dancing. Myra was not much into music. She loved being observant and quiet. So I had to have other friends who liked singing and dancing as much as I did. I had to do that because my dream was to have my own band one day. 
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I never understood why Myra was always so quiet. Was that really how she chose to be? Did it come to her naturally? Or did she somehow have to be? I mean she was pretty. In fact, she was prettier than many girls in the school. And surely, she was prettier than me.

That kept puzzling me. And it was such a painful mystery for everybody. 
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One day, we were going home after the school. We always do that because our homes were in the same direction but not so close to each other. 

Let’s sing a song, I suggested. 

“Oh really?” she asked. 
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Yes, I said. Just when I opened my mouth to sing, somebody closed my eyes with his palms, standing behind me. 

Who is this, I asked and touched his hands. Surely, they belonged to one of my friends but which one of them? Myra did not help, she was silent like a rock again. 
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Is this James, I asked. I received no answer but repressed giggles. 

Charlie? It is you, isn’t it? 

“Have another guess!” said my friend, trying to sound like a murderer. 

Oh, no! Surely, he was not a murderer. But it was getting embarrassing now. It was really hard to recognize someone just by touching their hands. 

Trevor? Is this you? I asked. 
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“Yeah! That’s right!” he shouted. Right then somebody else started to throw deadly screams into the air. Was that Myra? Who was that? Yes, it was Myra indeed. And she was screaming like hell. But why? Why was she really screaming? 

What is wrong Myra, I asked. 
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“OMG! She is not okay!” said Trevor. 

The more Trevor talked the louder Myra screamed. 

“Go away, go away, go away!” she yelled her lungs out as she pushed Trevor wildly and violently. She was no longer Myra whom I knew. She was like a little monster now. But how? Why? What had turned such a quiet girl into a constantly roaring tiger like that? 

Trevor looked shocked, too. 
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“Okay, okay, I will go away, just calm down, okay!”  said Trevor. 

But why, I wondered. What was wrong with Trevor? Had he done something to her in the past or what? People began gathering around us as if we were performing a show. No we weren’t. In fact, none of us knew what was really going on. 

Myra! What is wrong? I asked. 

“Just tell him to stop, tell him to go!” she yelled once more. She looked like she had seen a murderer with a gun or worse the devil himself. 

Okay! He is go- 

Just then she collapsed.
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Somebody, a passer-by approached us, she immediately and quickly checked Myra’s pulse. And called the ambulance. 

I didn’t know what to
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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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