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    To my mom

      

    

Dear 21-year-old Krystal

How's life treating you? Are you still fighting for the underdog? I hope you’re still hitch-hiking to somewhere. 

Being thirteen is hard. I feel so in-between all the time. Do you have any advice to help me feel a little less in the middle?

Love,

your 13-year-old self
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Prologue
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I USED TO FIND THE word ‘wanderlust’ confusing. When I had to spell it in school I always wrote it as ‘wonderlust.’ And of course, I got it wrong. Later on, I searched for it in a dictionary and not only did I find the correct spelling. What I found was so much more. I found the meaning. And after learning the meaning I realised that looking it up in the dictionary was unnecessary. 

Because I was the definition of wanderlust. 

And even though my mother and I had so little in common, so was she. 
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THE FIRST TIME I MET my friend Felix, I told him with an outstretched hand “My name is Krystal with a 'K'. Do I make myself clear?” 

Felix nodded. “Crystal clear.” 

I pretended to be annoyed by his silliness, all while stifling a giggle.  Along with the red-head jokes, that was his favourite line that he used to work on my nerves. Felix was the first friend I'd ever made. Then he moved with his family. He left Oudtshoorn for the city after his parents decided there were more opportunities for him elsewhere. 

I couldn’t blame them, of course. Even though I was mad that Felix left me behind, I understood. I guess the reason I was really angry was because I was jealous that he got to get out of Oudtshoorn and I had to stay. Don’t get me wrong. This isn’t a bad place to live. I just feel like there’s so much more out there  waiting for me. And I'm going to make sure I find out what that ‘so much more' is. 

When Felix and I wandered through the bushes as we often did, the rare wind blowing through my unruly tresses, he glanced at me in this strange way and said that I always look like the wind would blow me away to some place far away. That Felix had a funny way of talking. But through his nonsensical thinking I made sense of his words. And every time I wander or just sit still and the breeze blows through my hair, I close my eyes and pray for the wind to blow me far, far away. 

I stayed in touch with Felix by writing letters and for the first few months, he wrote back regularly. His letters were the highlight of my day as I knew mine were his. But later on he’d respond less and less until he stopped completely. And my letters to him were in vain. Maybe his parents didn’t want us to be friends anymore. Which would be odd because they were very fond of me.  Or maybe he didn’t want to be friends with me anymore. Felix was probably too busy making new friends to give me a second thought. Well, if that was the way he felt, I’d decided good riddance! He’s not the only one who can make new friends. 

I couldn’t wait till I turned thirteen so I could start hitch-hiking. I don’t know why thirteen but it just seems like the right number. So now I finally am thirteen and I’m on the corner of the dusty road. Beads of sweat drip down my forehead and I wipe them with an exhausted sigh. My bare feet burn as I trudge over stones and sand, my sandals dangling from my clammy fingers. It’s unbearable but I can’t stop now. 

Please let someone stop for me, I beg silently. I stand rooted to the ground, looking left to right. No car in sight. How is this possible? 

At last a man in a pale green car pulls up and I hastily thank him while climbing in. He takes me to Pacaltsdorp and I remain there until dusk, then hitch-hike back home. 
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The window is open as I left it. I sneak back into my room as quietly as I can. 

“Where have you been?” 

I gasp, placing my hand across my hammering heart. Edith is sitting on the edge of my bed, arms crossed. “Where. Have. You. Been.”

“What are you doing in my room?” I demand. 

Fury flashes on Edith’s face. She gets up. “Don’t answer a question with a question, Krystal! Where were you?”

I put my backpack on the floor, walk over to the spot where she sat and smooth out the creases, grateful that she at least had the sense to eventually remove herself from my bed. “Why do you care?” 

“You’ve been off on one of your little adventures again, haven’t you? You can’t keep wandering off to who knows where! What do you think Mom will say when she finds out?” 

I roll my eyes. “You know Mom doesn’t care what I do. She’s too busy having adventures of her own to even notice I exist.” 

“Aww poor Krystal,” Edith says in one of her most condescending tones. “She’s our mother. Show some respect.”

“I’m sorry I’m
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