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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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LAZY DAISY
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Once upon a time in a faraway town, lived a girl named Daisy. She was nice but she was lazy. She loved to eat everything that was tasty. She would eat, eat and eat but always remained thin and tiny. She loved to eat, sleep and watch TV. She would not bother to do anything that was not easy.
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She would not wear anything that was not comfy. She would not sit in a chair that was not soft and silky. And that could make many people angry. 

Daisy had a brother called Danny. He was only one year younger than Daisy. He wanted to jump on the trampoline with Daisy but she would not be bothered; that required hard work and energy.
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“Come on! It is so much fun Daisy!” Danny would say. 

“Oh, nothing can be more fun than sitting in my pink chair, it is so soft,” Daisy would answer. 

“You and your pink chair!” Danny would murmur while jumping on the trampoline all on his own. Sometimes with the boy next door. He would then get tired and stop jumping. He would ask their nanny for some snack. She would give Danny some tuna sandwich and orange juice. Daisy would ask the nanny to bring her snack to her pink chair. She would have it while watching TV. 

Daisy would keep all her books around her chair. No matter how many times her mother had taken them to her room , she would bring them all back to her pink chair.

[image: image]

That annoyed and worried her mother and father a lot. They thought, thought and thought one night. They had to come up with
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We are addicted to story.

Even when the bady goes to sleep,

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