
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Mammo (Toddler)

💙A Little Note from the Author💙

💙 Is There a Story Your Child Needs?

Sign up for S.Y. TURNER's Mailing List

MAMMO

(Toddler)

––––––––
[image: ]


by

––––––––
[image: ]


S.Y.TURNER

[image: ]

2026

Published by All About Kids World © 2026 All About Kids World. All rights reserved. Copyright © 2026 by All About Kids World.

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.

Explore more of our educational and therapeutic collection at: www.allaboutkidsworld.com

[image: ]

I dedicate this book to all little ones who are inpatient to grow up and their loving parents with love and compassion...

A new story to help your little heart grow and smile.

💙

Mammo 

Mammo was a little boy.

He loved his mum very much.
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One day, Mammo’s mother brought him to a quiet place called a monastery.

She told him to wait and left. 

“I will come back and take you soon,” she said. 

“Okay, mummy,” Mammo said. 
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There was a kind Monk living there.

The Monk smiled at Mammo.

“Hello, little one,” he said.

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


Mammo looked around.

It was a peaceful place.

There were trees.

There were flowers.

There was a big gate.

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


Mammo stayed near the gate and waited for his mother.

“Mum will come back,” he said.

“She promised me.”

So Mammo waited.
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He waited in the morning.

He waited in the afternoon.
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He waited when the sun went down.
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The sky became dark.

The stars came out.

The night became very quiet.
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It was almost midnight.

Mammo looked around.

It was a little scary.

The wind was blowing.

The little dogs started to howl.

“Whooo... whooo...”

But Mammo’s mother did not come back.

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


Mammo remembered what the kind Monk had told him.

“You can always come inside, little one.

You can sleep here if you need to.”
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Slowly, Mammo walked into the monastery.

The Monk smiled.

“I am happy you came inside,” he said.

“You must be tired.” the Monk said.
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The Monk made a warm, soft bed for Mammo.

He put a cozy blanket over him.

“Don’t worry, little one,” said the Monk.

“Life can bring surprises.

I believe your mum loves you.

Now close your eyes and rest.”
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Mammo felt many feelings inside his little heart.

He missed his mum.

He was confused.

But he also felt something new.

Compassion.

The Monk sat beside him.

He gently stroked Mammo’s hair.

“You are safe,” he whispered.

Mammo closed his eyes.

And he slept.

☀️
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When the sun came up, Mammo opened his eyes.

He jumped out of bed.

“Mum might come today!”

He ran to the gate.
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He looked down the little path.

“My mum will come,” Mammo said.

“She will take me to our new home.”

He waited, waited.

And waited.

Every morning, Mammo ran to the gate.

Every morning, he looked with hopeful eyes.

“Maybe today!”

But Mum did not come.
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Days passed.

The flowers grew.

The leaves changed.

The seasons came and went.

Mammo still waited.

Many people came to the monastery.

Many people left.
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Sometimes they asked Mammo,

“Are you waiting for someone?”

Mammo smiled.

“Yes,” he said.

“I am waiting for my mum.

She will come.”

Mammo missed his mum.

But he was not angry with her.

He kept hope in his little heart.

[image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]


One quiet evening, Mammo sat beside the Monk near the warm fire.

Crackle...

Crackle...

The Monk opened a book.

“Would you like to hear a story?” he asked.

Mammo nodded.
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The Monk told him stories about people who had difficult days.

He told him about Prophet Joseph.

He told him about Prophet Moses.

He told him about Prophet Jesus.

He told him about Prophet Mohammed.

“Sometimes people feel alone,” said the Monk.

“Sometimes life is hard.

But love is always near.”

Mammo listened.
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His little heart felt warm.

He had missed having someone hold him.

But the Monk was there.

The Monk shared his warm place.

He gave Mammo a safe home.

He kissed Mammo’s forehead.

“You are loved,” he whispered. And you are never alone. You never will be. 

That night, Mammo slept peacefully.
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The next morning...

Mammo ran to the gate again.

“My mum will come,” he























d2d_images/cover.jpg
)
=
Q
(S
©
=
S
S
(=)
S
V
=
F~






d2d_images/image012.png





d2d_images/image013.png
B/
il

{

N
S

3 A v





d2d_images/image010.png





d2d_images/image011.png
'The boy whe neve:

_]

‘//.

7





d2d_images/image017.png





d2d_images/image014.png





d2d_images/image015.png





d2d_images/image018.png





d2d_images/image019.png





d2d_images/image020.png





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image024.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/image022.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image025.png





d2d_images/image004.png





d2d_images/image026.png





d2d_images/image009.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.png





d2d_images/image008.png





