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[image: A young boy with curly hair and a stripy blue t-shirt stands in some grass. A teddy bear offers him a flower.]


[image: The boy walks with the bear on his shoulders. Both are smiling.]


[image: The boy follows the bear through tall green grass. The bear is holding a flower.]









This is dedicated to the imagination that lives in all of us.


[image: The boy sits on the floor, resting his head on his bent knees.]









Introduction


This book was inspired by a conflict. Specifically, the never-ending war between me and my mother. When I was young, my mother and I used to spend a lot of time in a state of debate. As much as I wanted to respect her wishes, I always had my own plans in my tiny little head. Her wishes and my plans were rarely the same.


She would tell me to tie my shoelaces, I would argue that the knots made it harder to get my shoes off. She would demand that I clean my room, I would insist that it looked better in chaos. My mother would ask me to mow the lawn and I’d reply with a comprehensive list of all the reasons the grass looked better tall and uncut. Round and round we’d go, in a funny dance: She’d throw out a rule, I’d find a loophole and jump through it. But when all the loopholes were closed and justice was closing in, I would switch tactics: Instead of arguing, I’d find the closest open door and run. My grandmother called me “Springbok” for a reason.


Here’s a picture of a springbok. It may be the only picture you’ll ever see of a springbok standing still.


[image: A springbok with a light-brown coat, thin elegant legs and curving horns stands in grass.]


There was something so tantalizing about that world outside my house, the wild unknown that started just a few feet from our front door. All my life I’d run out into it, scared and thrilled at what I’d find. And all my life I would realize that I was running in a circle. From my first eager step over the threshold and into the street, I was on a journey that would take me back home again: different, maybe wiser, but mostly just happy to be under my own roof again with the people I loved the most. Conflict and disagreement, I learned, are necessary parts of life—but what matters isn’t whether we disagree but rather how we handle that disagreement. Conflict drove me to debate and then discovery and then back to love.


But there is more than one way to discover the world.


[image: ]


This book was also born in the quieter moments of my childhood, the ones in which my body was still but my mind and imagination were in beautiful motion.


Every time someone asks me about my favorite memories as a kid, I have to think hard and long to separate out my real memories from my imagined ones. Because decades before I first stepped onto an airplane or a ship as an adult, I had already traveled the world. I had climbed the highest mountains in the Himalayas and dived to the deepest depths of the sea. I had flown on the backs of griffins into battle and escaped giants who wanted revenge for my stealing their bread.
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