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This book is for all the Kammies out there.

You, your voice and your existence
are more than enough.




Chapter One

I dash barefoot into the dark, humid garden, breathing in the earthy scent after light evening rain. A soil-y smell. The wind ruffles the short black coils on my head. We’re setting up for the family party that’s happening tomorrow so I don’t have much time before they realise I’m gone. Before my father will tut and cart me back inside like an item of laundry from the line.

I rush to my treehouse, which is one of my favourite places in the world. When I was small, my father built it for me. It’s a treehouse but on the ground. That’s because my parents wanted me to stop climbing the oak tree.

It’s not safe – that’s all I ever hear; the world isn’t safe. It makes them want to bubble-wrap me.

I climb up the wooden steps and out on to the reinforced wooden barrier: my mother worries I’ll fall, which I have many times, but I’m still here.

I walk around to the back, hooking my feet in between the wooden slates to hoist myself on to the roof. I lie on my blanket and take my phone out, clicking on Nova X’s video unboxing. She’s a gamer and a climate change warrior I follow who’s around my age. I wish I could be more like her. Nova X organises fundraisers for environmental causes and shares ideas on how kids can help fight climate change.

She is also one of the highest scorers of Wilderness Wanderer, which is an augmented reality mobile game I know like the freckle at the bottom of my right foot, but never play.

With the Wilderness Wanderer game, the aim is to solve quests while saving as many virtual animals and plants as possible, building your own virtual garden along the way. Because it’s an AR game, when you hold your phone up using their app, you can see the animals and plants you’re saving. It’s the closest I’ll get to saving the planet for real.

My parents won’t like the idea of me running around by myself.

Nova X’s video starts. The first thing I notice is her bright-white smile. She’s wearing a red cap with two fishtail braids resting on her matching red T-shirt. There aren’t many young Black activists like her.

‘Next up, guys. I was sent this by the Change Your Environment Foundation.’ She holds up a green Wilderness Wanderer eco-hero costume. It’s amazing, with a forest-green cape, a green leotard and emerald-green tights. They even included a matching mask! ‘I love this so much – especially that it’s all made from recycled materials. Can’t wait to play Wilderness Wanderer in this. I’m so excited!’

I place my phone down beside me and gaze up at the sky. It’s a new moon tonight so the moon is hidden, completely in the dark, as the stars twinkle like shards of broken glass in the sky. ‘What would it be like to go on adventures?’ I whisper to the sky.

Bleep bleep.

I pick up my phone, then almost drop it. Wilderness Wanderer is coming to Perryville. My hometown!

I click on the notification.


Wilderness Wanderer is coming to Perryville, Anton and Ckenstead for an exclusive eco-challenge! Wilderness Wanderer is a game where players complete quests to become the Ultimate Eco-Hero. The highest scorers of the Wilderness Wanderer: Perryville Edition will get a chance to attend the renowned eco-camp in Sweden, Eco Explorer. The Wilderness Wanderers who enter will also win certificates with their local schools at the end of the summer term for Environmental Awareness Day as the finals will coincide with it. Perryville is a known nature hub, full of natural wonders and greenery — the perfect setting for this challenge!



I search Eco Explorer, the eco-camp. Nature walks. Archery. Learning how to better connect with nature.

It looks amazing. And one of my best friends, Lucas, lives in Sweden! Could a competition be even more perfect for me?

But my parents will never let me enter.

I close the tab, falling limp on the roof as I whisper to the stars this time. ‘I’d love to travel and shine as bright as you one day.’

‘Kammie!’ my father shouts from inside. ‘There’s a parcel for you!’

I slip down the side of the treehouse until my feet land on the ground. ‘Coming!’ I dash back through the garden, sliding in through the side door to the wide, carpeted entrance hall.

‘What did you order this time?’ he asks. ‘A new book on turtles?’

I tear open the brown packaging and a weathered, cyan-coloured engraved journal falls out.

My mother comes into the hall with her head down, attempting to untangle the ball of fairy lights. She looks up and notices the journal. Her mouth slackens, then she stumbles over her words. ‘Is – is that what I think it is?’

What is it?

Two brown envelopes are tucked inside the journal. I take them out. One says, ‘Only to be opened by Kamaria Opeyemi Lawal’ and the other says ‘Wait until the end of the journal to open me’.

I tear the first letter open.


Dear Kammie,

It’s me – your Aunty Fis! You should be thirteen now and moving into a new stage in your life. I started this new journal while I was out in the field in Asoca. The signal was poor and all I wanted to do was speak to your mother and share my travel adventures with you. Do you remember how much you loved hearing about them as part of your bedtime stories? I can tell you have that adventurous spirit like me.

My moonlight girl.



My late Aunty Fisayo named me – Kamaria means ‘moonlight’. She passed away around three Earth’s orbits ago when I was ten. We used to stargaze together as I listened to her adventures.

My mother sobs quietly into her hands, shoulders trembling as my father draws her into his chest. ‘I can’t believe it. It is Fisayo’s journal.’ She sniffs. ‘Finish reading please, Kammie.’


As I started writing the journal, I thought that instead of telling you about my Asoca adventure, I’d bring you to Asoca. This might have begun as a research journal, but it didn’t end that way. This journal is for you, Kammie, as you embark on life and all its adventures. I want you to spread your wings and fly.

Love from your Aunty Fis x*

* I left this journal amongst my belongings with a note requesting for it to be released to you once you turned thirteen (in case anything happened to me!). If I can, I’ll give it to you myself.






Chapter Two

Early in the morning, before school begins, I settle on the grass in the garden, with my red-stained fingertips and handmade wicker basket, which is loaded with blueberries, strawberries and cherries.

I group-call my two best friends, Lucas and Colin. ‘How’s the film going, Colin?’ I ask. ‘When will you be back?’

‘This afternoon. There’s this other boy on set, Jonah, who keeps totally showing off. He’s reciting his lines in different languages,’ Colin complains. ‘The script is in English! Ooh, I’m so wonderful because I speak a million languages.’

Lucas chuckles, fussing with the fringe of his caramel-blond hair. ‘That could be you if you’d let me teach you other languages. You would have an advantage.’

‘I’m the advantage!’ Colin cries out. ‘Anyway. Enough about my troubles. Is your cousin there yet, Kammie?’ He moves closer to the camera.

‘This evening … right before the family welcome party.’

Lucas groans. ‘You have to tell me everything about the games,’ he says. ‘And the food.’

‘I’ll be back in time,’ Colin replies. ‘So I’ll send you all the pictures.’

My mother does make the best food. She’s an events planner and makes the best everything. Suddenly I remember the Wilderness Wanderer competition and my heart leaps as I think of the prize. Could this be the start of my own adventure? ‘Maybe I can bring some food to you in person, Lucas.’

‘You’re coming to Sweden?!’ he asks excitedly. He’s usually very reserved. I hesitate. Could I really do this – take part in the competition, win and travel? It seems like an impossible dream. A father-shaped shadow appears beside me. ‘I’ve got to go now, see you later.’

‘Today sounds like a good day to try some oat-based pancakes before I head off to work.’

‘Really?’ My father is strictly non-vegan, unlike me.

‘That or I guess I’ll have to look at all those numbers while hungry—’

I jump to my feet, grabbing the basket from the ground. ‘No one’s going hungry. I’ve been working on a new oatmeal pancake recipe.’

We walk side-by-side towards the house. He glances down at me – I’m not too far from his shoulder height as a taller thirteen-year-old. ‘You’ll outgrow me soon, Wonder.’

That’s his nickname for me – Wonder. It’s short for ‘wonder child’ because my parents tried for many years to have me. My mother miscarried a few babies who died before being born. He calls me Wonder, but sometimes I don’t feel like one. It’s a lot of pressure to live up to that name.

My father opens the sliding door, gesturing for me to go in first.

‘Are you sure you’ll try my pancakes?’ I ask, narrowing my eyes. ‘You said yesterday, if you wanted something plant based, you might as well bite a tree. Do you swear on my woodpecker’s life?’

He replies, puzzled. ‘Yes?’

‘Why does he need to swear on a creature’s life?’ my mother asks, fussing over the leaves caught in my curls.

I fight the urge to shake her hands off, but I don’t because everything must be perfect for my mother. I don’t think I’m the daughter she imagined.

‘There,’ she states, straightening my skewed PJs. ‘All perfect.’

I plonk the basket down on the table, getting out the rolled oats, sugar, strawberries and all the rest of the things I need. My mother complains about the mess, but I want to get them just right – like Goldilocks. I take my time, mixing and cooking, then place a wonky stack of pancakes with a collection of berries on the dining-room table. My mother quickly declines, preferring her coffee and a toasted bagel. My father rubs his hands together, then grasps his cutlery and slices into a pancake. He pops a piece into his mouth, chewing.

‘It’s … good.’ He thinks as he bites into a strawberry slice. ‘I still don’t understand this whole vegan thing you’re doing though.’

Mother hmms in agreement. Bacon and sausage appear on my father’s plate as if by magic.

While my father is enjoying his food and my mother her coffee, I decide to do something so unlike me.

I hold up my phone for both my parents to see. ‘Look!’ As I show them the competition details, I almost levitate from my seat in excitement.

‘What is Wilderness Wanderer?’ my father asks.

I pass them my phone so they can read for themselves about the Perryville Edition competition. After a while, my father makes eye contact with my mother. He starts talking, breaking into Yoruba, which I can’t fully understand, but their body language speaks plenty. I imagine what they’re saying.

This game takes place on foot. Did you see they’ll be going out on a boat and riding around Perryville on bikes? It isn’t safe for Kammie to be going around by herself. Have you listened to the news?

‘No, absolutely not,’ my mother says after a while, speaking in English again. ‘How will you keep up with school?

‘I promise I’ll keep up! The teachers will know I’m competing because it’s linked to Environmental Awareness Day. I can even do a report on it for geography.’ I put my hands together. ‘Please.’

‘Regardless. Do you know how dangerous running around alone can be? No.’

My father shakes his head. ‘Wonder, your mother is right. I’m sorry, but it’s not safe for you to enter this competition. You can’t go around by yourself anyway. The rules say you must be part of a team of people your age.’

What I dream of is being able to do this competition alone and to go on my own adventure, but they won’t allow me.

‘But … but I won’t be alone,’ I reply, scrambling for another answer. ‘I’ll have Colin and Lucas on video call while I go around.’

‘Video?’ My mother blinks rapidly. ‘Video isn’t real life, Kammie.’

The skin around my eyes tightens. ‘My friends are real. They’re just not here with me all the time.’

My mother’s hands cover mine and her voice softens. ‘Of course, Kammie, but our decision still stands. We aren’t comfortable with you entering – if you had a physical team perhaps, but as it stands, no.’

My heart sinks.

‘Let’s take a nature walk together as family instead.’ My mother prefers exercising in our home gym three times a week and her idea of ‘fresh air’ is the pine-cone scent in our house, but she’ll go on as many nature walks as I want because she knows I love them.

‘Never mind,’ I whisper, kicking myself for even thinking they’d agree. They’ve never let me do anything like it before.

I cut off a small piece of my pancake and build a fort around it, squirting the piece with syrup. I’m that drowned piece.

My mother breathes through her nose and leans towards me with her eyebrow suspended. ‘Food is supposed to be eaten; not played with.’

After a few seconds, I stab the piece in the middle and eat it.

‘Thank you,’ she replies. ‘Have you cleaned your room like I asked? Our house will be filled with family this evening for Precious’s welcome.’

How could I forget?

I want to ask her if the party will be in my room too, but I know she just wants everything to be perfect.

‘Who is coming?’ I ask.

‘The whole family will be there,’ my father answers. ‘And Aunty Morin too. You remember Aunty Morin?’

How could I ever forget Morin the Mosquito?

Aunty Morin is not my real aunty, but a family friend who everyone sees as family. I’ve known her all my life. Aunty Morin is a mosquito. In the animal kingdom, the lion seems like the big boss, but it’s the mosquito, tiny and deadly, that kills the most. You don’t feel their bite until it’s too late. ‘If she seems more … sharp than usual, it’s because she’s going through a tough time right now,’ he continues.

Hearing that Aunty Morin is going through a tough time does make me think that maybe she ‘bites’ for a reason. My parents always taught me to put myself in other people’s shoes. Aunty Morin must not be feeling great right now.

‘Your father will be collecting Precious from the airport.’

It’s the start of the Canadian holidays for Precious so she’s coming over here, but I still have some weeks left of virtual school.

My father smiles. ‘For once, you won’t be stuck with us oldies all the time, Wonder. You’ll have someone your age for a change.’

‘An in-person friend,’ my mother adds.

‘I have Colin and Lucas,’ I reply, stabbing my pancakes. I’ve met Precious twice in person, but we were much younger then. I really don’t know her at all.

My mother continues. ‘I’ve already cleaned one of the spare rooms for her, unless you want to share—’

‘No!’

They both stare at me.

‘Separate rooms it is. Time to get ready for lessons, Kammie.’
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