BRENDON o'l | SONIA peaRsinNG | ARTHYR ATTWEL]









Lory Dory

[lustrated by Sonia Dearling

Written by Brendon O’Neill

Designed by Arthur Attwell

with the help of the Book Dash participants in Johannesburg
on 27 June 2015.

ISBN: 978-1-928318-23-1

This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution 4.0
Licence (http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/). You are free to
share (copy and redistribute the material in any medium or format) and
adapt (remix, transform, and build upon the material) this work for any
purpose, even commercially. The licensor cannot revoke these freedoms
as long as you follow the following license terms:

Attribution: You must give appropriate credit, provide a link to the
license, and indicate if changes were made. You may do so in any
reasonable manner, but not in any way that suggests the licensor endorses
you or your use.

No additional restrictions: You may not apply legal terms or technological
measures that legally restrict others from doing anything the license
permits.

Notices: You do not have to comply with the license for elements of

the material in the public domain or where your use is permitted by an
applicable exception or limitation.

No warranties are given. The license may not give you all of the
permissions necessary for your intended use. For example, other rights
such as publicity, privacy, or moral rights may limit how you use the
material.

BRENDON gmaL

SoNIA pRARLING | ARTHYUR ATTWEL]



One night Grandpa was tucking me in.
His hands were soft and his hair was thin.



‘I'm going to tell you a special story,
about a girl named Lory Dory.’







-

or when she was curled under blankets in bed.

-
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‘Look, it’s Lory. The Imaginary Friend!
She’s not like us, she’s just pretend!’
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Lory was left out of all the kids’ games.
They teased her and they called her names.




One day at school, a boy wanted to know:
‘How do you look? | only see you in snow.’







Lory painted her body
with all that she loved
from the world all around
and the sky up above.




She painted herself every day with such pride,
to bring out the person who she was inside.




‘I know I’'m invisible

and hard to see.

So | painted these pictures
to show the real me.’




‘Are you making this up, Gramps? Is this story true?’
‘Lory is real - real as me, real as you.’




When Grandpa had left me, | can’t quite be sure,
but | think | saw Lory just outside my door.









