
Raised by the Wild, Grounded by Family 

Not everyone is lucky enough to grow up in a family that shares their passion. I’m reminded 
of that often, especially through the Young Wildlife Photographers community I started. So 
many young people I’ve connected with say they feel like the “odd one out” in their homes—
the only one who gets excited about bird calls, photographing a squirrel in golden light, or 
waking up at dawn for a game drive. Their families might support them, but they don’t get 
it—not like we do. 

That’s never been the case for me. 

Nature has always been a family thing. 

Some of my earliest memories are in the bush—not just surrounded by animals and 
landscapes but surrounded by my people. My parents don’t just allow my love for wildlife 
and photography; they live it too. Nature isn’t something we fit in on weekends or plan as a 
once-a-year holiday. It’s part of the rhythm of our lives. 

Mornings start with binoculars. Long weekends often include hidden reserves and gravel 
roads. There’s always a camera nearby, always a conversation about something we saw, 
heard, or photographed. My parents don’t just support my passion—they share it. And that 
has shaped everything. 

When your family loves the same things you do, it becomes more than just a hobby. It 
becomes a language. There’s no need to explain why I want to stop and watch a herd of 
elephants longer than everyone else might. There’s no awkwardness in asking to wake up 
early for sunrise light. There’s just understanding—and joy. 

We sit together in silence, waiting for a bird to come into view. We get excited about the 
same wildlife sightings. We’ll pull over at the slightest flicker of movement in the grass. 
There’s no rush. There’s no pressure to do something else. 

When I look at my family, I see people who get it. That’s a gift I never take for granted. 

Nature isn’t just a place – It’s home! When I spend time in wild spaces, I feel more like 
myself. And when I share those spaces with the people I love—my parents, and now Luca—it 
becomes even more meaningful. 

Luca and I have been together for over four years now and as young adults, that’s a long 
time. But what makes it so special is that he shares the same love for the natural world that 
my parents instilled in me. We don’t have to explain our joy in finding a leopard track or the 
magic of golden light on a quiet plain—we feel it together. 

Being able to share this life with him now feels like the natural continuation of something my 
parents started. They introduced me to this way of seeing the world, and now I get to share it 
with someone who sees it just as clearly. It’s one of the most grounding and comforting 
things I’ve ever known. 



I know not everyone has this. I hear it all the time—young people who are passionate about 
wildlife, photography, or birding, but whose families just don’t connect with it in the same 
way. Maybe they’re told it’s just a phase. Maybe they have to work twice as hard to make 
time for their passion, or to convince someone to drive them to a reserve or sit with them in 
a hide. 

To those of you walking that road—I see you. And I admire you so much. 

What you’re doing takes real strength. Loving something so deeply, even when no one else in 
your world really understands it, is not easy. But it’s also brave. And it’s beautiful.  I believe 
you’ll find your people—through communities like YWP, through new friendships, through 
future partners who feel the same as you do.  And when you do, when you finally share a 
sunrise or a special sighting with someone who feels it like you do, you’ll realise just how 
powerful it is. 

I don’t have to look back to feel grateful—I feel it now. Every day I spend in the wild with my 
parents or with Luca is a reminder of how lucky I am. We’re not just spending time 
together—we’re building memories that are rooted in something real and timeless. In 
nature. 

Whether we’re scanning the treetops for movement, or sitting quietly watching a herd of 
zebra graze in golden light, I’m aware of the magic we’re living. 

I look ahead and I feel excited. Excited to explore more of our beautiful country. Excited to 
create new memories. Excited to continue living a life that honours the love my parents 
planted in me. 

Because this isn’t just about birds or cameras or destinations. It’s about a way of being in the 
world. A way that notices, that slows down, that cares. 

A way that sees the wild—and sees each other—with wide, open hearts. 

And for that, I am endlessly thankful. 

 


