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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...
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THE ORPHAN CATS

TIA and MIA
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Once upon a time, there was an orphan cat in a faraway town. Her name was Tia. And she had a twin sister called Mia. Tia was only seven minutes older than Mia.

Together, they could play, laugh, hunt food and fight.
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They lived in a small virgin town on the coast of an ocean. People loved cats in this town where they all came to have a great time. Most of them were nice and kind. They have kids who loved playing with cats more than they loved playing with their friends.

“Isn’t that weird?” Tia asked Mia once.
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“Oh, come on sister, just enjoy it. It is not weird,” said Mia.

Tia and Mia realized that every kid has a mother and a man called father. But they did not have one. So they decided to ask their mum, Chia.

“Your father is a wild hunter girls, no one can ever know where he is, he is always on the move. He might have even gone to another country, he is a crazy adventurer,” said their mother, Chia. 

“Oh, no!” said Mia.
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“That’s so cool!” replied Tia. 

“Really?” asked Mia. She shook her tail and walked away. 

It rained that night. And they did not like it at all. Because they had no proper home. Even though, people seemed to love them a lot, nobody took them inside their house. They found a refuge in a big hole of an old tree. But soon, they got hungry.
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“You, two, stay here and make no noise, I will get you some food,” said Chia and tried to close the hole of the with some leaves.

Chia ran despite the pain in her tummy. Surely, she was hungry. She ran from one rubbish bin to another, hardly found a bread or anything better. 
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She climbed to the trees, they had no fruits apart from lemons. 

She smelled something nice all of a sudden. She looked around and found that rich kitchen. She decided to sneak in. 

She ran across the street. Just then a fat car appeared on the street. It ran over her in a blink. She was no longer able to breathe. The driver was so rude and idiot. He did not stop to see how Chia was doing.
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And Chia was no longer breathing.

She was no longer living. 

Her heart was no longer beating. 

Tia and Mia were waiting. 

Who was going to be mothering them? 

Tia and Mia waited, waited and waited. They got tired of waiting. 

“Oh, Tia! Where is our mother? It has been hours!” cried Mia.

“Oh, Mia! It is raining, it is not easy to find food in this weather, just be patient,” said Tia. She tried not to worry.  But she had this painful feeling right in the middle of her heart. It whispered to her to go out and find her mum. She did not want Mia to cry and make things even worse than they were.

“Stay here Mia, I will go and find mum,” said Tia.

“Can I come?” asked Mia.

“No, stay here
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