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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 and compassion...
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Once upon a time, in a faraway town, lived a boy named Balthazaar. He was quite cute but he was a little bizarre. He had a tongue that could become big and then small. And there was this strange language he sometimes spoke. He never liked walking slow, so he always jogged. And Balthazaar loved being alone. He wanted to make friends, he tried a lot in the past. In fact, he once had a few even more. But none of them made him feel understood.

––––––––
[image: image]


[image: image]

Balthazaar’s mother had a few clues but his father knew it to his core. He knew why his son turned out to be so bizarre. He could not, he would not tell anyone for sure. That would ruin his reputation and career maybe even more. 
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It was painful for Balthazaar not to be understood. So, he preferred to do everything on his own. He jogged to the wild woods every afternoon to feel the forest’s soul. He claimed that every tree whispered something different into his ears. Isn’t that cool? Yes, only if everyone was able to hear. But Balthazaar was different and dear. He would hug trucks of the trees and kiss their leaves. He enjoyed taking pictures of rare plants, trees and animals. He was amazed by the bees and deers.
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One day, he was walking in the forest, listening to every song birds sang, every sound lizards and trees made. Then, something started to change. All of a sudden, he felt unsafe. He felt like he was walking in someone’s shadow. And something fell on his head, something like a dead little sparrow. Or was it a dove? Balthazaar wanted to know. He looked down and picked the little bird that was blue. It was in fact, almost purple. She was wrapped in a big dark green leaf like a piece of cheese. 
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“Oh, no! Oh, no!” exclaimed Balthazaar. “She has no hair, she is all pink!”

“This is a baby bird,” he whispered, on his knees. How was he going to look after this baby bird, he wondered. Just then, someone laughed. Balthazaar stood up. He looked left, right, up and down. And he saw a beautiful girl on top of the tallest tree. Her hair was long, blond and curly. 

“Hey! Who are you?” shouted Balthazaar.
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She smiled, made some sound but failed to make sense to Batlhazaar. 

“What?” Balthazaar asked. 

The angelic girl with zillions of curls smiled once more. She threw something down, something looked like a gold. Balthazaar looked down, quickly picked it up and took a close look. Yes, it was a little golden box, attached to a golden necklace. He tried to open the box but he had no key. He looked up at the angelic girl. 

“Do you have the key?” asked Balthazaar.
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The girl opened her wings. 

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Balthazaar. 

She smiled at Balthazaar once more. And she started to fly. She flew very high in the bluest sky. That amazed and astonished the lonely boy Balthazaar. He took a deep breath, sat down on the ground. He felt the
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