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Noah Harris stumbled towards the tiny watering hole in the massive, endless stretch of orange desert in the Australian outback. He wiped the last of his sweat off his forehead, his skin felt like it was on fire and his throat felt like it was bone dry.

The tiny sandy dirty path he had been following for the past four hours had basically blended into the harsh, evil desert. For miles upon miles, there was nothing but cracked orange rock and soil that was packed so tightly together that it might as well have been bulletproof armour.

Noah hated how dry the desert was.

The bright golden sun shone down constantly on him. He pulled his baseball cap even tighter over his head (the only hat his parents had allowed him to bring) and he flapped his white activewear t-shirt and shorts, but still the damn heat didn’t relent.

His throat felt so closed, so tight and so dry that he might have well have been a desert himself. Noah hated all of this. 

He was surprised he actually had any water left in his body. He had run out of water in his three grey leather canteens yesterday evening, and even most of his food was gone.

A boiling hot breeze with little shards of orange and yellow stone and sand whistled past him, only making him even hotter. He had no idea why he had wanted to do the ancient Walkabout from Aboriginal tradition where young men went to ancient sites connected to their ancestors to reconnect themselves with the land. 

He was going to die, he couldn’t see how he was going to avoid that nightmarish fate. 

He kept stumbling over to the ancient watering hole that his so-called grandparents a hundred generations back had used every few years to feed their crops, their tribe and used in magical rituals. 

Noah didn’t exactly believe any of the stories, but if he wanted his parents to accept him as a True Son of theirs then he had to complete the walkabout. He still had another three sites to go after this one but he was done.

He hated his parents, he hated his ancestry and he hated his magic. Why the hell the God and Goddesses of magic that gifted his brothers and sisters with useful powers and him with only the ability to read minds was beyond him.

It was hardly like reading minds was useful out in the desert. He just wanted to go home to Sydney, go back to university and enjoy being with his boyfriend and socialising at university bars. He loved the bars, lectures and everything else. 

It was a great chance to read other people’s minds, enjoy their desires and poke at their dreams. That was another great power of his that he flat out loved, if someone was having a bad day, poor mental health or a rough patch. He looked into their desires and filled their dreams with them.

Just so they could experience a little happiness during the night. 

He had read a girl’s mind once that she wasn’t going to commit suicide anymore, because no matter how bad her life was, her dreams were sweet and she had to be alive to dream. That was her time to get therapy and now she’s a First-Class student.

Yet none of that was useful, relevant or even bloody practical in the damn desert.

He collapsed onto the boiling hot sandy ground right next to the watering hole. The hole was so pathetic, silly and futile because it was endlessly deep with no water inside.

All this traveling, all this effort and all this fear about dying was for nothing. He couldn’t resupply, he couldn’t help his body cope with even more traveling and he couldn’t even use magic to help himself.

Noah hissed in pain as the boiling hot sand burnt his skin. He couldn’t move, he didn’t have the energy and he wanted his boyfriend here to see him a final time. There were so many things he hadn’t said to him, so many trips never done and it was bad enough that Noah had never gotten his degree from university.

“I was expecting someone a little taller,” a female voice said.

Noah’s eyes widened when he saw a very elderly woman’s head pop up out of the hole. Her long silver grey hair was pulled up into a messy bun, her lips were cracked and her face a mixture of endless smile lines and wrinkles.

Her long white robes flapped around her and she smiled at Noah. He wasn’t sure what the smell was but he could have sworn there were musky notes of driftwood coming from her that blended with a delightful coconut and narcissi aroma that created a marine-fresh fragrance. 

Clearly the woman was a magical manifestation or something but this hadn’t happened before. On all the other stages of the walkabout, he had had to complete a ceremony, a ritual or make an offering to the ancestors at each spot. None of them had been too hard because he had supplies.

Right now he had none.

“I’m sorry I disappoint you,” Noah said.

The woman shrugged. “I am Kiah by the way, and no, you haven’t disappointed me because you are here still. I suppose we’re related a few hundred times over,”

Noah wanted to force himself up but he couldn’t. The soil was burning his skin, the boiling hot sun felt like it was melting his clothes and his body just wanted to cool down. He didn’t want to move and create any heat from moving.

“Can you help me please?” Noah asked.

Kiah shook her head. “Your brother, 2 sisters and your mother came here before you and they failed here too,”

Noah smiled as he suddenly found the strength to sit up despite the searing pain shooting through his hands and bum as he dangled his legs over the edge of the watering hole. Kiah climbed down and acted like it was a perfectly mild day.

He wasn’t sure she could feel temperature if she was only made out of magic.

“What do you mean?” Noah asked.

Kiah grinned. “Every generation we tell everyone that they need to complete the Walkabout if they want to become True Sons or Daughters of our tribe, or family is the modern version,”

Noah couldn’t stop smiling. It was great news that his entire family had failed the walkabout. It meant he didn’t need to pass because he had done as well as them, so he was no better or worse than the rest of his family. Maybe they might leave him alone after this walkabout.

A man could dream.

“The task is simple at this stage, you simply need to reconnect to the land once more and fill the watering hole,” Kiah said.

Noah threw his arms up in the sticky hot air. That was flat out impossible. He was a mind reader so he couldn’t do that. His brother could make fire from nothing, his mother could create anything she wanted from thin air and his two sisters could feed the world with a single thought.

He could not do anything as cool or useful as that. 

He was nothing.

“As I told them a thousand times over, this is not a question of power, magic or what your gifts can produce. This is about you connecting who you are, your ancestry and the land around you,”

Noah sat cross-legged and immediately he hated how warm, sweaty and sticky the inside creases of his knees and elbows got. He really hoped he wouldn’t get heat rash. That was the last thing he needed right now.

“Just channel your magic through the land, feel your ancestors around you and make yourself one with the land,” Kiah said.

Noah had no idea if she was crazy, deluded or a magical manifestation that had gone rogue but he wanted to try it.

He closed his eyes and focused on his surroundings. Not his physical boiling hot and searing surroundings that would kill him at any moment, but all the extra surroundings that normal humans could only hear about perceiving.

The tiny patting of tiny spider feet and slithering of snakes through the outback filled Noah’s ears, each a creature as old as his ancestors and through them they formed a historical connection between him, the land and ancestors. His ancestors had to fight the snakes, spiders and thousands of other deadly predators of the outback, just like him.

He focused on the searing hot heat from the ground and sun without any shade. His ancestors had managed to survive without modern technology and so had he. He had mainly travelled in the freezing cold night just like them, he had
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