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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.]




[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.]




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.

         

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.

Imagining has always been one of my greatest joys. It’s the one thing we all can do, no matter where we’re from or who we are. It allows us to explore worlds we’ve never seen and live as people we’ve never been.

Imagining, I’ve come to understand, is crucial for conflict resolution. When faced with seemingly insurmountable challenges, it is our ability to envision possibilities beyond the immediate and the obvious that paves the way for solutions. Imagination allows us to step outside of entrenched positions and explore new perspectives, to conceive of compromises that were previously invisible. In those moments of heated debate or silent tension, it is the imaginative mind that can visualize a reality where both sides find common ground, a landscape of understanding and harmony that has never yet existed. By daring to dream of what could be rather than resigning ourselves to what is, we unlock the potential for true and lasting resolution by bridging divides and forging new paths where none seemed possible.

This is where books come in. If imagination is the rocket, then books are the rocket fuel. They supercharge the mind and help it see beyond what it can conceive on its own.

Before I could read for myself, my mother would read to me. Then, when I learned how to read, I would read to her. Together we would share the silliest stories—and sometimes serious ones too. We would discuss the characters we had encountered and the wonderful worlds we had explored. In my childhood world, defined by difference, these books were where my mother and I could meet without judgment, just two explorers sharing stories.

         

This is a book about that undiscovered country just beyond the shadow of home, and the lessons we learn in that unpredictable landscape. It’s about disagreements and difference—but it’s also about how we bridge those gaps and find what matters most, whether we’re parents or kids, neighbors, gnomes, or political adversaries. It’s a picture book, but it’s not a children’s book. Rather, it is a book for kids to share with parents and for parents to share with kids. A world for both to explore as their imaginations take them away. And if you’re both a parent and a child, or maybe neither, you can still read it for yourself or to a stranger or to someone you love or to a passing snail—and hopefully be reminded of the crowded journey into the uncut grass that we’re all on together.

—Trevor

[image: The boy pulls the bear by it’s arm. The bear is dragging a bed sheet behind it.]




Part I

         

Awake



[image: A window with a curtain drawn, beyond which is a shadowy room.]



“Wake up, Walter,” the boy said, his voice quivering with excitement. “It’s time to start the day.”

[image: The boy stands on his bed and pulls open the curtains to let in the sun. The bear stays tucked under the duvet.]

Walter, the old bear, loved dreaming beneath the warm blankets of the boy’s bed. What Walter did not love was being rushed out of sleep, especially when he was dreaming, as one does, about waffles. Slowly he opened his eyes.

“The day should start when I wake up,” Walter said through a yawn. “I should not have to wake up to start the day.”

“Save your riddles for later,” the boy said, his eyes dancing. “We’ve got to get outside. You do know what today is, don’t you?”

[image: The boy lifts the duvet from the bear, which keeps its head on the pillow and covers its face with its paws.]

“Well, clearly it’s not the day I get to finish my dream,” the bear said, turning back to his pillow for a last sweet second of sleep.

“You’re right,” the boy said. “It’s even better than that. Today’s the day we get to make our dreams come true.”

Walter tried to close his eyes even tighter.

[image: The bear pulls the duvet back up over its head.]

“It’s SATURDAY!” the boy shouted.

In one fell swoop he flipped Walter out of the blankets, whipped open the curtains, and flung open the bedroom window so that he could project his voice into the world outside, like a king issuing decrees to his loyal subjects.

[image: The boys yanks the duvet away, sending the bear flying into the air. Both are yelling.]

“Today we will climb to the very top of the tall, tall tree and finally catch a cloud. Then we must finish digging our hole to the middle of the earth to see if the giant gumball is real,” he proclaimed.

[image: The boy stands on a tall ladder which is leaning against a tree. The bear has climbed the tree itself and is just below him.]

“And this day,” the boy continued, gesturing boldly to the empty yard outside his window, “this is the day we will finally defeat the leaf monster! So let’s GOOOOO . . . !”

Walter tumbled from the bed and landed softly on his feet. He rubbed his eyes a bit sadly. The boy had forgotten something, and it was the old bear’s job to remind him of the things he’d rather forget.

“Before we can go outside,” Walter said, “we need to finish inside. You know the rules as well as I do.”

[image: The boy leans out of a window, calling out. Beside him, only the top of the bear’s head and its paws are visible above the windowsill.]

Walter cleared his throat.

“Brush our teeth so our breath smells clean, wash our face in case we are seen, comb our hair to keep the lice away, and make our bed so we can start the day.” His eyes softened as he watched the boy’s face slide into a frown. “I don’t know how you keep forgetting it, your mother even made it rhyme.”

[image: The boy stands with his arms crossed, looking grumpily at a chair with crumpled bedding on it. The bear looks up at him.]

The boy was not amused. To him, this wasn’t a cute poem for remembering, it was the tyrannical edict of an iron-fisted emperor.

“Not this again,” he grumbled. “Every day I have to do exactly what my mother says even if I don’t want to. Who says she knows best?”

“Well,” the bear said, “she’s gotten us this far.”

[image: The boy stands with his arms outstretched and his back to a poster covered in scrawled writing. The bear faces him, arms behind its back.]

The boy was not convinced. “And what does she know about being a kid?”

“Actually, I think all grown-ups start as children, that’s what they’re grown up from,” Walter replied.

“I don’t know about that. I’ve known my mom my whole life and she’s always been a grown-up!”

Before the bear could fully process that, the boy continued: “And it just makes no sense. Saturdays aren’t for chores, they’re for adventure. That’s why there’s no school on Saturdays, even the teachers understand that.”

[image: The boy doodles a portrait of himself and the bear in red on top of the writing on the poster. The bear stands to the side, looking worried.]

The boy’s head was now buzzing with a different kind of energy. He leapt onto the unmade bed.

“Why should I brush my teeth? I just did it last night. And I don’t care to wash my face, I’m not going to look at it. My hair is already on my head, so it’s where it’s supposed to be. And most of all,” the boy said, jumping back to the floor, “I don’t want to make my bed. And the bed doesn’t want to be made. That’s why it keeps unmaking itself. It wants to breathe! It wants to be free! Just like us!”

[image: The boy jumps on the chair, grinning and lifting the duvet over his head.]

“Yes,” replied the bear, “and we can be free, we just have to follow the rules of the house.”

“Or,” the boy said, “we can just leave this house of rules. Walter, new plan: Today we will run away!”

[image: The boy stands in the doorway, beckoning for the bear to follow him out of the room.]

Before Walter could respond, the boy grabbed the old bear and made a mad dash out of the bedroom, running through the house like a gust of wind, as
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