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Maya Westwood was about to get the weirdest question she had ever heard, and she was about to tell the most heartbreaking story because it was the tragedy of the moon.

A story she would rather forget but that was her curse. 

A curse that would haunt her family forever. 

Maya wiped a thick layer of sweat off her forehead as her and her son, Alex, went down a narrow countryside lane. She had never been down here before and Alex just returning from a date seemed like a perfect chance to explore somewhere new and find out about the date.

The little stream to the right of them flowed gently passed them with little ripples churning up the water softly as the water flowed over the small pebbles. Maya had always liked throwing pebbles into the streams as a little kid, but her brother was always better at actually skimming stones than her.

He was actually better at most things than her, but he was kind, amazing and a great brother so she didn’t mind.

Too much.

Thick oak, silver birch and pine trees lined the lane to their left. Their large branches stretched out in all directions and Maya stepped over some broken concrete from the twisted roots that had started to break up the concrete. 

Three sparrows flew overhead and she stretched out a hand to see if any of them would land on there. When she was a kid, she managed to get a blue tit to land on her hand for a few minutes before her brother came running out with his friends.

No birds landed on her today.

“You’re weird mum,” Alex said grinning.

Maya shrugged at her teenage son. He was dressed in his favourite black jeans, a crisp white shirt that was... certainly ironed by him. She had no idea why he didn’t let her iron it, it certainly would have looked a lot better and a lot less creased, but Alex had wanted to be a “man”. 

Clearly he still had a long way to go and it had started a conversation between them about toxic gender norms, roles and stereotypes in society. Sadly Alex had had to go out before they could finish it. 

The evening air was a little too warm for her liking so she pointed up to a wooden bench up ahead next to the stream, and Alex rolled his eyes.

“Mum, how was the Moon formed?” Alex asked.

Maya shook slightly. No, this couldn’t be the moment. He couldn’t ask the question, any question was okay but that one. She would have happily given him every detail about her sex life, just not the question about the moon.

She shook her head because that was the curse of her family. Alex would be eighteen in a few weeks and that would make him an adult and all adults in her family had to know the story of how the Moon was formed.

Everyone in the family had to know how much blood, violence and terror had been caused to form the Moon. It was why her grandmother had moved them all out of Australia, maybe if they weren’t in the Aboriginal homelands anyway the curse would leave them.

But it didn’t.

If a member of the family reached their 18th birthday without knowing the story then they would die. 

She looked at Alex. He looked so cute, so sweet and so excited when she had picked him up from the restaurant after he kissed the cute boy goodnight. She hadn’t seen him that happy for ages.

Maybe ever.

She wouldn’t let him die, so she had to tell him like her mother had to her and her mother before her.

“Take a seat and prepare to have your heart broken,” Maya said.

***
[image: ]


In the beginning, when the world was created and the Rainbow Serpent had given Australia life, there was only the Earth, Dream Realm and the sun. There was no moon because there was no reason for there to be a moon until one day, it was given as the ultimate punishment for one man’s stupidity.

Balunn hissed as his bare feet pressed into the scorching hot sandy desert as he went home towards the family, son and village he loved. The bright orange ground was far too hot today and he hated having to hunt in the daylight but it was the best time to see his prey, see the kangaroos and get home.

He had wanted so badly to hunt in the morning, but the damn kangaroos were impossible to find today. 

The blistering hot sun beamed down on him and he just wanted to be home in this heat. He wanted to hug his beautiful wife, Barina,  and see how his son, Garrang, was doing learning the ways of their village. He was a brilliant young man, he had only come of age yesterday so hopefully Garrang was doing well.

He wanted Garrang to be leader of their village, he wanted him to be happy and safe and great. 

Balunn kept dragging the heavy kangaroo behind him, the scraping sound of the corpse getting a little annoying now. Barina could make a great stew with it and hopefully the entire village could eat well tonight.

He grinned at the idea and he forced himself to keep going even with the blistering heat making sweat roll down his back. 

Another hour later he went into his large village filled with little round wooden huts and he nodded his hellos to a few different men and women inside their huts. No one was outside, it was way too hot for that. 

The long lines of huts with a few more scattered in between almost looked like a ghost town. He didn’t blame anyone as he wiped another bead of sweat from his forehead, but there was something else too.

There was a tension, a sadness, a grief in the air so he went towards his own hut on the outskirts of the village.

Balunn hated how stupidly dry the air was, it was almost like it was trying to suck out all the moisture in his body. He didn’t exactly have much more to give. The gentle dripping and flowing of the tiny stream next to their hut made him smile. 

Some of the cool refreshing water was going to be heaven later, but he noticed beautiful Barina with her short brown hair, loose-fitting robes and blood-soaked hands was frowning at him.

“What’s going on?” Balunn asked.

Barina looked to the ground and Balunn went inside. It was way too hot to talk outside.

“Garang’s dead,” Barina said.

Balunn tensed. What? How the hell could that happen? He had only seen his son earlier. He had snuggled into a ball in the hut and he was safe, alive and great as ever.

How could he be dead?

“I didn’t mean to kill him,” Barina said her hands shaking. “But there was a storyteller. I don’t know his name but his voice and stories were so captivating that I felt possessed and-”

Balunn’s hands formed fists. His wife had killed his son, his wife had murdered the best thing that had ever happened to him, his wife was a monster.

Balunn went over to his wife, and shook his head. 

“You murdered my son,” he said.

He gripped Briana’s throat and he squeezed. Her eyes widened and she gasped for air but he didn’t care. This was not his wife, his wife never would have killed his son so he squeezed until she was dead.

Her corpse slumped to the ground and he stumbled back from the corpse. His hands shook and he had no idea what had happened. He had just killed his wife, he had just killed the love of his life, he hadn’t wanted that.

He-

Balunn spun round to see a man standing in the entrance of the small hut. Balunn was surprised how tall he was and the man looked weird in his brown leather clothes and certainly didn’t come from round here. Maybe he was a Spirit or something.

“Your wife was possessed you know,” the man said. “My stories have that effect on people,”

Balunn’s hands formed fists and he wanted to slaughter this man. He was a monster. Who the hell would make a woman kill her own son?

“Why?” Balunn asked. “Why do it?”

“Because I am a storyteller and you are the only one who can see me, you know,” the man said.

The man disappeared and Balunn shook his head as three other men in the village came into the hut and saw his wife’s body. 

“You killed her,” he said.

“He’s a murderer!” another shouted.

The last man, larger than the other two combined, gripped Balunn’s arms and pinned them behind his back.

“Let me go. I was possessed,” 

“Likely story,” a man said.

Balunn hated it as the large man pushed him out the hut into the middle of the village in the blistering sun. There was a large wooden pillar and Balunn struggled, kicked, jerked his body as much as he could.

He did not want to be tied to that thing and he did not want to die.

The storytelling man appeared next to him and Balunn spat at the man.

“You are the only one who can see me, remember? You know everyone here thinks you’re a monster, but I can help you,”

Balunn struggled and hissed as he stood on a sharp stone that sliced the bottom of his foot.

“Why should I accept help from you?” Balunn asked.

The man laughed. “You don’t have much of a choice. Fight me and if you win, the Spirits will allow you to search the sky for the Spirits of your wife and son,”

Balunn bit his lower lip as pain pulsed up his feet and leg. He felt the warm blood sizzle on the ground as his feet started to blister. He wouldn’t survive long in the sun.

He couldn’t trust this man, he couldn’t trust that he would win but he did not want to die to the sun.

“Fine, I’ll do it,” Balunn said.

The man laughed and clicked his fingers and the entire world froze
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