MY FIRST STORY...
BY JEREMY TANRARD

When I wds young my dad
used to tell my brother and me
stories in order fo keep us from
complaining during long walks
in the mountains. Some of the
stories were frue, ofhers were nof—and
as for the rest of them, we sfill dor’t
know whether o believe them or not. With AUTHORFSg%gY
q father who loved telling stories and FAST YA

a mother who oversaw school libraries,

I grew up loving words and the power

of storyfelling. Af some point I began
writing and illustrating my own sfories.
The early ones featured d pig family who
had q series of misadventures. The only
words in the books were “Hallo”, “HALP,
and “Bye bye”—probably because they
were the only words I knew how 1o hines He Loves. M
SPeul_SOﬁdof; Luckily [ *2g® " "AwETER in the rain, Indizsr‘w. colcjailicn'gw;\cﬂtkri!)
I’ve learned how

to spell some ofher
words since then:

Home: Toronto, Canadq

Birthplace: Cape Town,
South Africa

Family: Wife (Heather) and
Daughter (Hermione, like in
Harry Potter!)

Books He Loves: No, David!,
Click, Clack, Moo: Cows That

Type, Don't Let The Pigeon Drive
the Bus
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