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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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Charlie, Mike and Dominic were best friends. They had been together ever since nursery school. Three of them were equally successful. As they turned eleven, they believed that they were old enough to go camping on their own. 

Not completely, of course.
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That was all cool but the world was full of bad people who were ready to fool and destroy such young and inexperienced boys. That’s why Dominic’s mum called Uncle Arthur. Because he had a house on top of a mountain. 

Uncle Arthur was a famous author, free thinker and a philosopher. That’s why he had chosen to live like German Philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche. Uncle Arthur loved thinking, researching, sometimes experimenting and writing. His only aim in life was to enrich and  expand human mind. That’s why he never got married or had kids. 
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But that was not what made Uncle Arthur extraordinary and wonderful. There was something else; nobody could name and only a few could see or feel true essence of Uncle Arthur. Surely, the boys were going to experience that before returning to their dull school. 

“So boys, I heard that three of you are inseparably close friends, is that right?” asked Uncle Arthur at dinner table. 
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“Yes,” said the boys with great enthusiasm. 

“How do you really know that?” asked Uncle Arthur. Boys looked at each other and then at Uncle Arthur. 

“Um...” said Charlie. 

“Well,” murmured Mike. 

“Interesting question,” replied Dominic. 

“What is the answer?” asked Uncle Arthur. 

“Well, we have been together ever since we were in kinder garden,” said Mike. 

“Yes, that is right, and we hardly fight,” said Charlie. 

“And we are the smartest boys in the class,” said Dominic. 
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“Does that mean you would not be friend with Charlie if he had an accident and lost his mind?”  asked Uncle Arthur. 

“No, but why would that ever happen to Charlie?” asked Mike. 

“Well, it can happen to you, me, anybody, at any time,” said Uncle Arthur. 

That left boys deadly silent in the ocean of thoughts. They could not find a word to respond. 

“Have you ever had to fight for each other?” asked Uncle Arthur this time. 
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“We always stand by each other,” said Charlie. 

“You do?” asked Uncle Arthur. “That’s good.”

“And we always back each other against other boys at school,” said Dominic. 

“Yes, we do,” said Charlie. 

“That’s wonderful, but you have not ever really fought for each other yet, have you?” asked Uncle Arthur. 
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Boys looked at him, trying to understand what he really meant. They had no clue. What was this old philosopher really trying tell them? They did not want to sound like an idiot, so they did not ask him any silly questions. They kept quiet but not for so long. 

“Well, that does not mean we cannot fight or we don’t want to, we are ready for any challenge,” said Dominic. 

“You are? That’s wonderful,” said Uncle Arthur. Boys felt a little better about themselves. So did Uncle Arthur. Well, at least that’s how he seemed to boys. They quietly finished their meals. 
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Boys were curious about Uncle Arthur but a little hesitant maybe even afraid 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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