
 Even though we had trained, dragged large 
moonstones for hours tied to our ankles and 

arms ON THE MOON, upon landing  I felt my blood 
flow differently, I felt the heaviness of  my 

eyelids every time I blinked.   

It was the first time I ever went to Earth. I only knew it in stories.
The weight of existence surrounded me, like a fish in water FOR THE 

FIrST TIME. I felt the air around me, it was heavy but smelled sweet.  

Mwezi, 
come in, Any 

samples 
yet?

No, 
heading east it’s 

the only direction 
with signs of heavy 

vegetation

Noted,
 out

THE 

STRANGE 

tREE

BY CHARITY ATUKUNDA



My mission and that of several others deployed from the Moon 
colonies was to collect data, assess what it would take FOR the 

earth TO be habitable again. It wasn’t just the heat or the 
floods that kept us from coming back, it was the soil.

My grand- father told us many stories of 
the earth, how it used to be, HE SPOKE OF 
HOW COLONIZING THE STARS WAS A LOSING 

BATTLE. OUR POPULATIONS ON THE MOON WERE 
ALREADY DWINDLING. 

 Gravity, so this is how
 it truly feels. It’S 
far different from 

what I imagined.



He told us of the land that had been in our 
family for generationS. 

he said to me once, If you encounter 
a strange tree, it meant that it was  a 

boundary, a demarcation,  
thats where one’s land ends and 

someone else’s begins.

I encountered a strange tree THEN, I could 
not tell where it’s strange leaves 

began and ended,  growing towards the sky 



I learned that when you cross boundaries, 
when you enter a space you are not welcome in 

you leave a part of yourself behind 
split, you become something new. 

Mwezi
What is your status? 
Your camERA is off , 

Mwezi status?! I cant 

see you, MWEZI?!! 

TO BE CONTINUED...

AAAAAAHHH!! 

Oh No! 


