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Permission

I look up at the sky. The stars twinkle down at
me, shining like bright, clear gems. The moon
is cloudy. Swirling grey mist shrouds its rocky
surface. I know that it’s really dotted with
massive gaping holes and towering mountains,
not grey, foggy clouds, but I like to pretend. A
little make-believe never hurt anyone. 

The moon is a mystery. No one REALLY
knows what happens there. Sure, people have
visited it. Sure, scientists have studied it. But
what of that, if even scientific proof was made
up by people? People who could imagine.
People who could create. People who could
lie.

Jessie sits at the table inside, spooning
peanut butter out of a jar. “What’s up, Jess?” I
ask. “Mmmf ghhhh nnfl,” Jessie replies, her
mouth glued shut with gooey peanut butter. “I’ll
take that as nothing much then,” I say,
opening the fridge and pulling out a small
strawberry yoghurt. “Actually,” Jessie says,
her mouth relieved of its sticky binder by a
glass of milk, “There is something going on.
Something BIG! We’re going to a wedding!”

“Mmm hmm…” I mumble, not really very
concerned about my sister’s ‘amazing news’.

“And…” says Jessie triumphantly, “It’s on the
moon!” My head jerks upright and I stare at
her. “You serious?” I ask.
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“Uh huh! All we need to do is pass the
auditions for ‘My Moon Wedding’!”

“Wait… auditions?”

“Yeah. It’s a reality TV show. We send them
an audition tape, and then, if our tape’s good
enough, we go in for an interview. If we get
called back again, then we do another
interview.”

“So… they want kids to do this ‘wedding’
thing?”

“That’s the thing… it’s this big experiment with
four kids, all girls. They want to see how we’ll
react to being ‘24/7 bridesmaids’. They also
want couples, who will basically have
weddings without guests, but they’ll bring all
their bridesmaids and their best man and stuff.
They won’t be told that their bridesmaids and
best man will be replaced, so the TV people
want to find out how they’ll react. It’s like this
huge TV experiment. And it’s all on the moon.”

“Cool. So you’ve asked Mum?”

“Er… not yet?”

“Oh.”

Jessie and I stop our conversation and think
about Mum. We could ask Dad, sure, but that
would probably be a waste of time. He’d
probably just say, “Go ask your mother,” in
that rough voice that just dares us to answer
back. If Dad ever did anything or made any
decisions, he’d be a great person to ask. Much
easier than Mum. Mum’s a tough nut to crack.
I look at Jessie and see that she’s thinking the
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same thing. We have to try Mum. We both nod
and walk up the stairs to the laundry.

Luckily, Mum’s in a good mood. “Hello, girls,”
she beams as we walk in. “Everything alright?”
In the steam of the laundry, Mum’s really
pretty. She glows, and her rosy cheeks shine
with exertion and heat. Her blond hair is pulled
back under a blue bandana, and her brown
eyes twinkle brightly.

“Yes, Mum,” I answer. Her question seems
almost suspicious. My answer must have
been too hasty, because Mum looks up at me
through narrowed eyes.

 “Georgia? Jessica? What’s going on?”

Mum only calls us by our full names if we’re in
trouble. I’m usually Georgie, and my sister’s
normally called Jessie.

 “Um,” gulps Jessie, “You see, Mum…” She
trails off. “You see…” I can see that she’s
stuck, but I can’t think of anything either.

In a desperate attempt to think of something to
say, I blurt it all out. “Um, we were wondering if
you’d let us audition to be on a reality TV show
called my moon wedding. We’d be bridesmaids
and ruin peoples weddings by replacing their
bridesmaids with people they don’t even know:
us.”

 “Jessica, Georgia!” Our mother looks aghast.
“How could you do that? It’s completely
immoral! Ruining someone’s happiest hour!”
She looks like she’s about to explode.

 “The couples would have their proper
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weddings when they got back,” explains
Jessie hurriedly, trying to calm our mother
down.

 “Back from where?” asks Mum, obviously
suspicious.

 “The moon, of course!” I answer. “Just think
how educational it would be to really visit the
moon!” Mum’s eyes slowly grow less narrow.
Her face slowly grows less mad. She slowly
starts to nod her head.

 “Yes. I can see how that could be a good,
educational experience. And it’s unlikely that
you’ll get through anyway.” She’s thinking
aloud. “So when are you going to start on that
tape, girls?” I high-five Jess. 

“Yes!” 
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The Tape

“Okay,” says Jessie the next morning. We’re in our pajamas.
At around one o’clock (okay, maybe it was more like seven),
Jessie piled into my bed, shouting at me to “WAKE UP!!”
Apparently, Jess wants us to start planning our audition
tape.

 “I’ve read lots of books on reality TV,” she says. “I know
exactly what they’ll be looking for.” 

“Okay. What are they looking for then?” 

“Two bright, cheeky girls who are pretty and love playing
pranks and having fun.” I have to take her word for it. I
certainly don’t know what they are looking for.

 “First we’ll Google what they want from the audition tape.” I
grab my laptop and punch a few words into the search bar
that pops up in my browser. 

‘my moon wedding auditions’ 

1.16 seconds later, 18427 results pop up on my screen. I
click on the top one. Bold letters on the top of the page say
My Moon Wedding Bridesmaid Auditions. I scroll down
until I come to the subheading Audition Tapes. Jess reads
the page aloud. 

“Your pair’s audition tape should be approximately three
minutes long. It should tell us about you and say why you
would like to be on ‘My Moon Wedding’.” 

“Okay,” says Jessie. “I know exactly what we’ll do.” Making
the audition tape is fun. Jessie is a technological whiz, and I
can easily figure out what to write on our script when Jessie
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explains what I was going for. It’s just like writing a story.
Jessie designs the characters (two sisters, don’t really like
each other, love pranks and jokes, funloving, cheeky,
clever, sparky) and I decide on the plot. Making the tape is
even more fun. I love the food fight we stage, and the
pranks we play on each other. But the most fun thing about
the audition tape is the viewing.

 Two faces pop into the camera’s view, hanging upside
down. “Hi!” they say in unison. The one on the left says: 

“I’m Georgie.” The one on the right says: 

“I’m Jessie.” And then they both say:

 “And this is our audition tape for ‘My Moon Wedding’.” The
film cuts to me saying:

 “Sibling rivalry is a bit of an understatement in our life. Let’s
just say, there’s a lot of this: (mum screams “GEORGIE!!”)
and this: (mum screams “JESSIE!!!”) and this (mum
screams “GIRLS!!!!”). The film cuts to Jessie saying:

 “And we love to play tricks on each other!” There are
images shown of various pranks, some as harmless as
snapping chewing gum and whoopee cushions, others as
bad as the door-with-bucket-of-water-ontop-of-it. Then the
film cuts to our food fight, and the private talks with both of
us, saying why we want to be in ‘My Moon Wedding’ and
describing ourselves and our sister in 3 words. Then the
tape is done.

 “It’s amazing!” I whisper, breathless with excitement. “I
know,” Jessie whispers back, shivering from the
goosebumps feeling I know she has rolling down her back.
We’re both imagining being rich and famous: incredible TV
celebrities who have mansions with pools and… we’re
getting carried away, I know. But slowly, I stop imagining
that. Instead, I start to imagine the moon. Will it be dusty
and dry? Wet and cloudy? Cold or hot? What do you eat

9



when you’re on the moon? 

I’ve always wanted to be an astronaut. While Jessie wanted
to be a ballerina and a princess, a teacher, an acrobat, a
doctor, a nurse, a lawyer, a farmer… all I’ve ever wanted to
be is an astronaut. I know heaps about space: everything
from comets to planets to stars to dark matter to black
holes, but the real reason that I want to be an astronaut is
the moon. 

The moon is like a mystery object: we see it every night, but
we don’t really know what’s up there. No one does. It’s a
secret, that no one knows, no one will ever know. I’ve never
been good at keeping secrets. But the moon: the moon
holds the biggest secret in the world. Scientists say that we
know about the moon, that the moon is old news, but I know
that humankind has barely scratched the surface of the
deepest, darkest secret of all history. That secret could be
kept for eternity. Should be kept for eternity. Will be kept for
eternity.
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Forgetting

Over time, we forget about the tape. The new term begins.
We begin a new unit at school, a unit on the moon. Our
teacher is impressed by how much I know about it. The
moon fascinates me, and I begin to LIKE school. It is
suddenly transformed from a dreary chore which I have to
complete every day to something I look forward to in the
mornings and long for on the weekends.

So when the school holidays arrive, it’s an unpleasant jolt in
my otherwise smooth life. I used to enjoy the holidays: well,
they’re better than school, was my reasoning. But now that
we were studying the moon, I liked school. Jessie was fun,
but there’s only so much you can do with your sister, and
after a while fights and arguments started breaking out. Mum
really was screaming “GIRLS!” at us. Then, one day, the
phone rang.

Mum answered it. She was puzzled when the voice asked
for us girls. “Who are you?” she asked. I was watching from
the doorway. The phone replied with something I couldn’t
hear properly and Mum nodded her head, her face breaking
out into a wide smile. “I’ll get them right away,” she said into
the phone. “They’ll be stoked!”

“Jessie!” Mum called down the hall. “GEORGIE!” I walked
into the room, trying to casually look as though I hadn’t just
been eavesdropping on the conversation she’d had over the
phone. Jessie came in through the other entrance, trying not
to look puzzled. I could practically read her thoughts: what’s
going on? Are we in trouble?

But we weren’t in trouble. Oh no, nothing of the sort.
“There’s a woman on the phone who wants to speak to you,”
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said Mum. Jessie and I exchanged puzzled glances. Who
was this woman? Mum handed the phone to us. “Here,” she
said, turning to leave. “I’ll let you two girls be.”

Once she had left, I turned the phone onto the speaker. The
voice that came out was pretty and… well, a little overly
sugary. “Hi girls! Jessie and Georgie, isn’t it!” Jessie
frowned. “How do you know our names?” The woman
giggled. “A little birdie told me so!” she tittered. She was the
kind of woman that tittered. Jessie raised one eyebrow. I
shrugged at her. “Anyway,” continued the woman, “My name
is Valerie. You can call me Val.” She giggled at that as if it
was some kind of joke. “We were wondering if you girls
could pop in to see us on Monday. We’d like to interview you
about ‘My Moon Wedding’. I bet you’re positively thrilled!”
We were, although we didn’t want to let the tittery woman
know that. “Um, sure,” said Jessie into the phone, trying to
keep her voice from sounding like an immature girly squeal.
“We’ll be there.”

“Good, sweetie.”

And we hung up.
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The First Interview

“O!” says Jessie, “M!” (that was me, that time) “G!” we say
together, giggling madly. We’re almost as giggly as the
woman on the phone. “We’re in!” we exclaim together. That
just sets us off again. Once we have regained our
composure, Jessie speaks to me seriously. “You know, we
still have two more interviews to get through.”

“I know.”

“Well, I’ve read about interviews in my reality TV books. If
we pretend we’re like the girls in our tape, we should be
fine.”

“Okay. D’you have any idea about the questions in a reality
TV show interview?”

“OF COURSE I do!”

“Well, what are you waiting for. Let’s start practising!”

We spent the next few hours playing interviews.

“Jessie,” I say, once our mad ‘practising’ is over, “When’s
Monday?” Jessie thinks about it and then turns white. “It’s
tomorrow! We’d better pick out our outfits!”

“And ask Mum to drive us there.”

“Yeah, that too.”

My wardrobe is a higgledy-piggledy mess of clothes. “What
have you DONE to it?” Jessie whispers. “It’s a MESS!”
“Let’s see yours then,” I say, throwing open the door to her
’robe. It’s almost as bad as mine. Jessie hurriedly shuts the
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doors. “Let’s start with your outfit. We’re supposed to be
cheeky and wild. She pulls out a bright orange t-shirt and a
pair of green tights with bright red polka dots all over them.
“Perfect!” she exclaims. “And what about you?” I ask. “I’ll
wear the same thing,” she says. “Mum bought a bright
orange shirt for you, and a bright green shirt for me. Green
pants with red spots for you, red pants with orange spots for
me. I don’t know where she got them from, or why she got
them for us! They look ridiculous.” I already have my clothes
on, and I survey myself in the mirror. Jessie was right. They
do look perfect. But they’re missing one thing.

I go and get the scissors from the kitchen table and bring
them back into our room. I kneel down and stick one leg
straight out in front of me. I cut a messy hole in the fabric.
“Great idea!” says Jessie. “You’re a genius!” She does the
same to her tights. “Now we really are twins,” I murmur.

Jessie and I look alike. We both have the same dark hair,
dark eyes and dark skin. We’re the same height and we’re in
the same year. We almost have the same birthday. But, you
see, we were born on different days. We’re still twins, but I
was born at 11:58 pm, on 23 October, and she was born at
12:11 am on 24 October. So it doesn’t really feel like we’re
twins. It also doesn’t feel like we’re twins because we don’t
live with each other. Jessie goes to a fancy boarding school
for smart girls, and I just go to normal old Ramswick High.
Nothing fancy about that. So I come home after school
every day to an empty house. No Mum, she’s at work. No
Dad, he’s at work too. And no Jessie.

The next morning, we woke up and had a delicious
breakfast. Mum cooked pancakes especially. “It’s your big
day!” she said. “You’ll need a big breakfast.” I piled my
pancakes with ice cream and chocolate syrup, adding a
mountain of raspberries and plenty of chocolate sprinkles
and whipped cream on the top. Jessie, however, puts
strawberry yoghurt, maple syrup, apples and hundreds and
thousands on hers. A weird combination.
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On the drive over to the TV studio, my stomach is aflutter
with thousands of butterflies. Jessie tries to soothe my
nerves. “Calm down, Georgie!” she says, not very
soothingly. “Stop jiggling about like that!” Okay. Maybe she
wasn’t trying to sooth my butterflies. Maybe she was just
trying to get my butterflies to shut up.

 “Are you ready, girls?” Mum adjusts the rear-view mirror so
she can see our faces. I take a deep breath.

 “I’m ready, Mum.” 

“Good,” she replies. “Because here we are!”

The TV studio is big. I try to imagine working here. It would
be impossible to navigate the maze of passages and
corridors and rooms. My head spins just imagining it. I’m
glad someone will lead us to the interview room from the
waiting room. “Jessie, Georgie Rapana?” the voice that calls
our names startles me out of my daydream.

 “Yes?” pipes up Jessie beside me.

 “It’s your turn to be interviewed.” A blond man wearing a
black suit steps forward and offers his hand to us. I take it
and shake it stiffly. The way that he smiles at us reminds
me of a shark about to attack its prey. I shiver at his
hideous grin. “Allow me to escort you to the interviewing
room,” he purrs, running a hand through his slicked-back
blond hair. “Er… thanks,” Jessie says nervously. “Let’s go.”
We follow the man through the waiting room. “Good luck,
girls,” calls Mum from behind us. “Thanks, Mum!” I call
back. And then we leave the waiting room behind.

The person who is interviewing us, thankfully, isn’t tittery Val
or the creepy blond man. Thankfully, it’s a natural-looking
brown-haired man in a white suit with a startling purple tie.
“Hello, girls,” he says to us, looking from one to the other.
“Tell me a bit about yourselves.”
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“I’m Jessie. I’m smart, bookish, funny and organised. And
that’s my annoying twin sister Georgie.” I butt in. “Yeah, I’m
Georgie. I’m creative, fun and I love the moon. And Jessie
is my bossy twin sister.”

“And which of you is younger?” asks the man in the suit.
“I’m Howard, by the way.”

“Georgie,” Jessie says at the same time that I say “Jessie!”
This interview is going really well.

“Alright.” Howard smiles. “And why do you want to be on ‘My
Moon Wedding.” He pauses, adding, “You first, Jessie.”

“Why, to be rich and famous of course!” Jessie looks
surprised that he even mentioned the question. “Why else?”

“And you, Georgie?”

Jessie butts in before I can even answer. “She’s obsessed
with the moon!”

“I’d like to hear it from Georgie, please.” Howard looks
amused.

“Um, well, I guess… I really love the moon. I want to be an
astronaut when I grow up.”

“Mm hmm.” Howard jots something down in his notebook.
Jessie leans over to see what it is. One cheeky, one shy.
Perfect. Definite contenders. Would pair well with stuck up
Mooney Girls. Jessie winks at me and gives me a secret
thumbs up. “Well, that’s all I need to know for know, girls.
We’ll let you know if you passed the first round of auditions
by next week. Good luck!”

And just like that, our interview is over.

16



The Second Interview

We get the next phone call just two days after our first
interview. It’s tittery Val again. “Good news, girls! You’re
coming back for a second interview!” You can hear that she
was going to titter on about it for ages, so Jessie says in
clipped tones, “We'd love to hear all about it, but it'll have to
wait. We were… um, we were just about to go to ballet
classes.” She’s lying, but at least it stops Val. “Sure,” she
says, suddenly less tittery. “That’s good. Go to your ballet.
Yes. But don’t forget your interview tomorrow!” And with
that, she hangs up.

“You know,” said Val after she hung up, “I wouldn’t be
surprised if that kid was lying!”

“WOOHOO!” screamed Jess. “We made it!” I was breathless
with excitement.

The next morning, after a breakfast of pancakes, we both
dressed in bright pink tops with cartoon monkeys on the top
of them and purple and yellow striped tights. We wore grey
tutu-ish skirts over the top. At the TV studios, I no longer
felt nervous like I had last time we went for an interview:
now I felt excited. And exhilarated. And… okay,fine, I'll
admit: I was more than a bit nervous. As we arrived at the
studio, tittery Val was there to greet us in person. “Hullo,
ballerinas!” she beamed, titteringly. Mum looked confused.
Maybe it was the fact that Val had just called us ballerinas.
Or maybe it was because tittery Val had just said hullo. Not
hello like normal people. Or even hallo like odd people. But
hullo like really, really odd people. “I’ll take you to the
interview room. Howard’s waiting for you in there. I assume
you’ve met Howard?” We nod our heads yes. “Good,” says
Val. And she takes us to the interviewing room.
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In the interview room, Howard is wearing the same white suit
from the other day, but today his tie is green. “This is just
going to be a quick interview,” he says once we are seated,
“To make sure that you’re right for the job.” We nod. “First
question,” he says. “What do you like to do most?”

We answer at the same time. “Prank Jessie!” I say. “Prank
Georgie!” Jessie says.

Howard laughs. “I see.” He jots something down in his
notebook. “Now, what would you do if you had all the money
in the world?”

“That’s easy!” exclaims Jessie. “I’d buy a whole truckful of
lollies!” Howard tries to hide his smile. He fails miserably.

“And you, Georgie?”

I pause to think a while. “I’d go to the moon.”

Howard shuts his notebook. “That’s all I need to know. We’ll
phone to let you know if you got the part in a few days.
Thank you.”

We leave, a bit disturbed by how different the ‘thank you’
sounds to the cheerful ‘good luck!’ a few days earlier.
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The Part

The next day, the phone rings. Jessie and I rush to it
excitedly with calls of “I’ll get it!” But when we pick it up, we
discover that it’s just Grandma ringing to speak to Dad. We
hand the phone over, bitterly disappointed.

The next time the phone rings, Mum calls down to us, “Can
you get it, darlings? My hands are a bit full with all this
washing to do!” (For some reason, Mum hand washes all our
clothes. I’ve tried to tell her that there’s such thing as a
washing machine, but she doesn’t listen to me.) “Sure,
Mum,” we call back and trudge down to get the phone.
“Hello?”

“Is that Jessie and Georgie Rapana?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Well, we’d like to deliver some exciting news. You have
recieved the part of bridesmaids in the reality TV show ‘My
Moon Wedding’.

“Who are you?”

“I’m Brittney, the producer of ‘My Moon Wedding’.”

“Oh.” So it wasn’t a transformed Val. Thank goodness for
that.

“Could you come to the studios tomorrow?”

“Sure. Thanks!”

“You’re welcome.”
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“Goodbye!”

“Goodbye.”

Brittney hangs up.

“MUM! DAD! WE GOT IT! WE GOT THE PART!” Jessie
shouts it at the top of her lungs as if she can’t quite believe
it and has to say it out loud to convince herself that it’s
really true. I’m just as dazed as her. When it starts to sink
in, Jessie and I jump around the room in circles, gasping for
breath and holding each other’s hands for balance. We sing
a mad little happiness song, which goes something like this:

Tra, la, la, we’re in!

Tra, la, la, let’s sing!

Tra to the left!

Tra to the right!

Tra, Tra, Tra,

We’ll dance all night!

I know, it’s not perfect, but we were so happy (and, by now,
dizzy) that we didn’t care. Mum and Dad stood in the room
and smiled at us. Soon they caught the wild ‘happiness bug’
too, and danced with us. We went out to dinner at a
delicious Italian place called ‘La Bellisima’. 
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The Studio

The next day, I was up bright and early: not by choice of
course, but because Jessie invades my bed, waking me
with cries of “SHOWTIME!” I groan and roll over, batting
Jessie’s eager face away from me. “Go away,” I murmur.
Jessie’s always been an early riser. “What time is it
anyway?” “Six o’clock!” An impish grin spreads across
Jessie’s face. “SIX!” I howl. “SIX!!” I put my pillow over my
face and block out Jessie’s talking. Jessie pulls the doona
off my bed, struggling with the heavy material. “Get UP,
lazypants!” I grin. “You’ve got me this time, Jess, but
tomorrow I’ll be up no later than seven.”

After breakfast (sadly not pancakes, but instead porridge)
Mum drives us to the studio. “Good luck, darling girls!” She
kisses each of us on the cheek. “I’ll pick you up at four!”

“Alright!” we call back, eager to be inside the TV studio.

At the doors, we are greeted by a smartly dressed woman
carrying a briefcase. I guess that this must be Brittney.
“Hello, girls,” she says, curtly. “Please follow me. The other
bridesmaids are already here, waiting for you.” She walks
briskly down a corridor. “You will be briefed on what you will
do, fitted for dresses and given your costumes today. That
is all you need to know.” We nod at Brittney.

When we reach the briefing room, we see two other girls
already seated there. “Jessie, Georgie, Mary, Selma. Mary,
Selma, Jessie, Georgie.” Brittney introduces us. “You will all
be bridesmaids in ‘My Moon Wedding’. Is everything clear?”
We all nod our heads. “I will leave you to become acquainted
with each other.” Brittney walks out of the room.
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Selma and Mary are identical twins, just like us. They have
blond hair, snub noses, blue eyes, lacy dresses (Mary’s is
pink, Selma’s blue) and just the right amount of freckles to
make them pretty. All in all, they’re perfect. Perfectly
infuriating rich snobs. “Our Daddy has a chauffeur,” says
Selma.

“Our Mummy has a private cinema,” says Mary.

“I have a massive room with its own swimming pool,” says
Selma.

“I have three million, six hundred and twenty thousand, nine
hundred and seventy-two dollars in my bank,” says Mary.

“We live in a mansion,” says Selma.

“Our three hundred and seventy-second cousin twice
removed’s wife's great-great-great-great-great-great-great-
great-great-grandnephew's dogwalker's niece's great-great-
great-great-great-great-granddaughter is a princess,” says
Mary.

“Who are you?” they say together. Jessie grins and winks at
me.

“Our Daddy has TEN chauffeurs,” Jessie says.

“Our Mummy has three hundred and sixty-five cinemas,
each for a different day of the year,” I say.

“I have two rooms, with a swimming pool in each of them,”
Jessie continues.

“I have three million, six hundred and twenty thousand, nine
hundred and seventy-three dollars in my bank.” I’m
beginning to get the hang of this.

“We’re both princesses,” Jessie says.

“And we live in a palace!” I finish. Just at that moment,
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Brittney comes in.

“All done, girls?” she asks. We nod. Again. “Good. Now I’m
going to tell you a bit about ‘My Moon Wedding’.”

“So, you’re going to be asked to wear dresses and ruin
people’s weddings by replacing their bridesmaids. On the
moon. This should be quite easy. Then, afterwards, you’ll be
asked how you felt about it. Tell the truth.

“You should be heading to the moon in approximately one
fortnight. It takes a long, long time to get there, so we will
drug you mildly on the trip so that you fall asleep.

“When you’re on the moon, we will be filming every aspect of
your lives. You will live in a cramped space together, with no
way to get away from each other. We want to see how you
react to that.

“You will be interviewed about just about everything. You will
wear your space-dresses 100% of the time. Is everything
clear?”

Selma raises her hand. “Yes?” asks Brittney.

 “Um… what colour will the dresses be?” I raise one
eyebrow. Brittney sighs.

 “You’re about to find out. Follow me, girls.”

We follow her down a corridor and turn into a room hung with
costumes. It says Fitting Room in bold letters on the door.
“So this is where we get our space dresses?” asks Jessie.

“Yes,” says Brittney. “It is.” We step into the room and get
given things which basically look like long-sleeved glittery
tutus. Mine is orange. I step into the changing room and put
it on. It looks utterly hideous. And ridiculous. Jessie has
hers on now. It’s green. I laugh out loud. She really does
look silly. She’s wearing a top which looks like it’s made out
of green tinfoil. Her tights look the same, and she’s wearing
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a tutu which looks like it’s been stretched out so it touches
the ground. I stop laughing when I realise I look exactly the
same.

“We look like absolute clowns!” crows Jess.

“I think we look quite beautiful!” says Selma, snobbily. She’s
wearing a blue dress. “She would,” I whisper to Jess. We
both laugh. Mary steps out. Her dress is pink.

“I do too.”

“I do too!” Jess whispers, imitating Mary’s high-pitched
voice.

“Quite done, girls?” I turn around. Brittney stands over us.
We nod. We’re all scared into silence by the strict woman. “I
trust they all fit?” she asks. We nod again.

“Good,” she says. “It’s time for lunch.”
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Lunch (and dinner: and breakfast)

We ate our packed lunches in silence, partly because the
strict Brianna was watching over us (shiver) and partly
because of the general air in the room. It seemed to be
saying "Silence."

Once we were done eating, Brianna led us to a dome-shaped
hut. "You will be sleeping here overnight," she said. We had
known that it would be an overnight stay. "You will have time
to get used to one another and experience life as it will be on
the moon. You will eat astronaut food tonight and wear
space clothes all day (you will only be wearing those
dresses on the actual weddings). There will be no
entertainment provided, so you will have to rely on each
other when you're bored."

With that, she left us with the most stuck-up twins in the
world. Just left us. 

We changed into our space suits without much enthusiasm.
But when Jessie whispered to me, "Just think, Georgie, we'll
actually be on television!" I had to smile. It was an exciting
prospect after all. We entered the dome with smiles on our
faces. Maybe these people would actually turn out to be nice
after all. 

When we were inside, they greeted us with turned-up noses.
Great, I thought. These people weren't just putting on a show
for the camera. "Well, Mary and Selma, would you like to
play a game? What about hide and go seek? That will help
us get to know this place a bit better!" I said with fake
enthusiasm. 

"No thanks. We'd rather not: we don't play uncivilised games
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like 'hide and go seek'. We prefer to sit in silent
contemplation."

What a pair of snobs, the both of them! They were already
driving me round the bend: making me go completely crazy!
Then I hit on it. The people in charge of this wanted us to
play a prank on them. That would take them down a peg!

I looked around. Then my eyes hit upon a bucket. I made
eye contact with Jessie and motioned towards the bucket.
She smiled and nodded. Secretly, we left the room. The
twins were oblivious (they were deep in meaningful, silent
contemplation). We filled the bucket with water and placed
on top of the door leading to the kitchen, with a perfect
trigger point right near the door so when the girls walked
through for dinner, they would be hit by a stream of water. 

"Would you like dinner?" Jessie asked, startling the
meditation twins out of their stupor. 

"Oh thanks, that'd be great," said Selma. They walked into
the kitchen and splash! a huge jet of water hit them square
on the head, making them both topple over. When they got
up, they were glaring at us. 

"So," I said, trying to break the ice, "How about that dinner.
The nodded, still glaring at us. 

For dinner, there was this weird freeze-dried Morrocan lamb
curry or something. It didn't taste too bad, actually, but it
was nothing on Mum's pancakes. 

For dessert we had freeze-dried ice cream: it was good (not
as good as the real stuff, but better than the lamb). 

After dinner, we all went to bed. No one felt much like
talking. 

This made me nervous as if it shouldn't be happening. I
tossed and turned around that night, and I had horrible
nightmares about deformed Marys and Selmas trying to eat
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me. I was terrified. There was nothing more scary for me
than people who are mad at me finally getting revenge.
Nothing. 

When we woke, we breakfasted on "delicious" powdered
eggs and dehydrated bacon. My stomach had a Mum's
pancakes shaped hole at the end of our so-called "meal". 

After a bit more ignoring each other, Brianna came to collect
us. "Just to let you know," she informed us, "You were being
filmed that whole time. We have seen what you did, and
frankly, I don't think much of it. I will see you later, but just
remember, you need to stay in each other's good books if
you're going to survive three weeks on the moon with each
other." 
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At Home

Brianna's words rang in my ears "if you're going to survive
three weeks on the moon together". I didn't want to spend a
month on the moon with those horrible, spoilt brats!

"How was it?" Mum asked in the car on the way home. 

"It was OK... the girls who are coming with us are absolute
brats: utterly horrid!" Jessie stuck her tongue out and
moaned. 

"Great..." Mum said, rolling her eyes. "The spoiled, rich
kind?"

"The very same," I replied. "We played a prank on them."

Mum giggled: she couldn't help herself. "And how was the
food?"

"Fabulous," Jessie said, at that same time that I said
"Disgusting!"

Mum laughed. "So much for twins being able to read each
other's minds!"

"Mum, we're not twins," we reminded her. "We were born on
different days!"

"But you did just speak at the same time," Mum said,
reapplying her lipstick in the rear-view mirror. We were stuck
on that one. 

When we got home, Dad asked the same questions and got
the same answers. "Maybe you and Mum should be the
twins!" I teased him. 
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"Yeah right," he said, laughing. 

That night we had takeaway for dinner. It was delicious,
especially compared with astronaut food. 

The next day, we were bombarded with questions from
curious classmates. 

"How was it?"

"What'd you do?"

And my personal favourite, "What was the moon like?"

We did try to answer them all, but there were just too many. 
Eventually, we were hustled inside by the teachers.

In class, all of our teachers had abandoned their lesson
plans for ones that were moon-related or reality-tv show
based. Our English teacher, Mr Smith, was asking us to
write poetry about the moon. Our art teacher made us do a
watercolour of the moon. Our maths teacher gave us a
bunch of moon-related word problems. In music, we sang Au
Claire de la Lune.

And so it went on and on. 

By the end of the week, we were exhausted. But also
excited. It was time for our trip to the moon.
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The Trip

My dream was finally coming true. The moon! I couldn't
believe it. I was actually going to the moon. I was, in a
manner of speaking, over the moon. 

When we were handed our mild drug, I didn't take it. And
that's where it all started. You see, I didn't want to miss our
trip to the moon: I wanted to see all the stars whizzing past
us, to feel the kick when the rocket took off. So instead of
swallowing the pill, I crumbled it up, popped it in the glass of
water and waited until it dissolved. Then I tipped the water
into a conveniently placed nearby pot plant. 

When we entered the rocket, I closely followed the
movements of Jessie, Mary and Selma, who had definitely
taken their drugs. Soon we were all slumped in our chairs,
seatbelts fastened, fast asleep. 

I never felt the kick that meant that the rocket was taking
off. When I opened my eyes, I saw that we were still on the
ground. The rocket had never taken off. But why?

Then I thought about it. Imagine the cost of sending a rocket
to the moon! Would it be worth it? No, almost definitely not.
Still, I couldn't help but wish that they had told us. 

I knew that we were being filmed and I didn't want to be
caught out awake, so I closed my eyes. Then, probably out
of boredom, I fell asleep. 

When we got there, we were all woken up and taken to our
domes in our little space dresses. I still couldn't believe that
they had tricked us, but I guess that there was still a plus
side. We were going to be on TV, after all!
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The Dome

Selma, Mary, Jessie and I walked into the dome and sat on
our beds in silence. Then Jessie asked, "Want a game?". 

"Sure," Selma, Mary and I said together. "What?"

"Well, how about the counting game?"

"What's that?" We asked together. It was starting to become
a dodgy habit, us saying everything together. 

"Well, it's where a random person says one, and then
another random person says two, and so on and so on. It
continues until you get up to twenty. You're out if two people
say the same number or if there is more than a five-second
pause between each number. You can't decide who's going
to say each number beforehand: that's cheating."

We played and were rubbish. However, for the first time, we
had fun with Selma and Mary. They revealed themselves as
funny, playful and not at all spoilt. 

That night, we went to bed happy, despite the disgusting
food. 

In bed, I was half asleep when I heard a phone ringing. Mary
picked it up. "Hello?" she said. "Mary speaking." A voice,
sounding angry, yelled at her on the phone. I picked up
snippets: "spoilt" "annoying" "not friendly!" "no money" "bad
actresses" "you'll never make it!" Mary replied, sounding
hurt: "I'm sorry, I forgot myself, it won't happen again,
please, I need the money!" The voice muttered an angry
reply and hung up. 

Mary whispered to Selma and they both cried themselves to
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sleep. 
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Our First Wedding

The next day was our first wedding. We were meant to ruin
the happy couple's special "moon wedding". I knew that the
moon wedding was a hoax: we were just on a very specially
designed stage. I whispered this to Jessie as we were
getting ready with our prank flowers, balloon cake, fake ring
and block salt. 

We walked up the aisle and ripped the bride's train,
"accidentally" exposing her underwear to the guests. She
didn't realise this until too late. Seeing some people laughing
and snapping pictures, she burst into tears. This only
worsened when someone yelled out: "One hundred hits on
Instagram already!"  

The groom was next. As we walked him up the aisle (instead
of groomsmen, the television company had persuaded the
couple to use bridesmaids), we taped a sign onto his back
that said: "I never wanted to marry her, I just want her
money!" 

It didn't take long for some more snapping action to happen
and soon the groom had ripped the sign off his back in
disgust and used it (writing facing inside) to cover his
fiancée's underwear. 

Next, the procedures were continued by a bumbling old
"priest" who read the first bit and then went: "Oh, whatever,
you do, you don't, doesn't matter to me! Just get onto the
kissing!"

So they kissed. And when they looked back at the audience,
some of the guests were holding signs saying '6/10' and
'3/10'. They had rated the kiss!
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After that was done, a fake ring was brought to the bride and
groom and it fell apart on the bride's hand. At this, the groom
burst into tears. We stepped up to hand the bride her flowers
and squirted her in the face with a nasty yellowy colour and
some ammonia added in for scent. Naturally, she thought it
was pee, and ran to the bathrooms. 

When she came back, everyone started to eat. And spat out
the food. 

You see, we had switched the sugar with the salt and put
hot sauce in everything, so it was understandably
disgusting,  After a bit, the bride and groom gave up on the
meal and asked for the cake to be brought in. 

However, as they sliced into it, the cake exploded with a
loud BANG! Pieces of vanilla-raspberry cheesecake went
flying everywhere. And the wedding was successfully
ruined. 
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Back in the Dome

Back in the Dome, the twins were as stuck up as ever.
When we suggested playing another game they just
shrugged it off. They said it was a terrible idea and they
wanted to do some peaceful meditation instead. we missed
Selma and Mary's happy side: it wasn't nice being next to
the stuck-up twins and having to live with them every day.
Surprisingly we realised that we didn't actually ruin that
many weddings we were mostly just staying at home or what
had to come to be our home for almost every single day. It
was really boring without any good games to play and with
our stuck up companions. We wished that they would just
loosen up again like they did that one night. I wondered if it
had anything to do with the phone call Mary had received.

 I decided to tell Jessie about the phone call. She didn't
react very well: she had heaps of suspicions and she didn't
think that it would be a good idea to front them up without
evidence. We made a plan to show them up in front of
everyone who was watching the show. It consisted of spying
on the girls: I know, it wasn't exactly the most brilliant plan
you could ever come up with but it wasn't bad.

Our main aspect of spying was to listen to the phone calls
that the girls were constantly receiving: they would get one
every night now. We listened to a few, but we couldn't hear
them properly, so we decided to move under the twins' beds
so we could hear. After we listened from there, there was no
going back. It wasn't comfortable but we found out a lot
because we could actually hear the people who were talking
to Mary and Selma. We heard things said to them like:  the
other twins were figuring it out, they should not, she should
not be, she should be more careful, she should work harder,
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she should be a better actress, they suspected. she just
responded meekly: she was afraid of whoever was talking to
her. Eventually,  Jessie pieced it together. She figured out
that it would be a show about us and us only. The other
girls, Mary and Selma, maybe they were actresses: they
had been criticized for their acting skills. And the
weddings... that was just a hoax: the whole idea was for us
to be put on a fake moon with fake people around us and
see how we would cope living with the most stuck up twins
ever. Well, that was she thought until we remembered that it
couldn't be true because the man who had done the
interview with us had written down on his clipboard all about
the way we would fit perfectly with those girls which meant
that they had auditioned just like us. Or maybe that was a
hoax too... Everything was getting so confusing. Now I
hardly knew what to believe.
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Confessions

Eventually, we confronted them. We had to in the end.They
confessed everything, naturally: I don't think they were very
good at standing up to pressure.

Later I wondered what it would have been like if they didn't
confess: how much trouble we would have been saved: what
might not have happened, but it's too late now. They
confessed.

We... sorry, I... thought that would be the end of it, we
thought the show would be cancelled but it wasn't. It went on
being My Moon Wedding (or My Not Moon Wedding to be
more accurate about it) and then, well....

Everything changed.

But I don't want to get into that, although I guess I'll have to.

After they confessed we weren't really sure what to think.
They said, in front of millions of people, that they were
actresses being paid to do a job and that it was just us who
were really the stars of the show.

We had been lied to, cheated. We asked them about why it
wasn't actually on the moon and they said that it would be
too expensive: just as I guessed. 

I wish they hadn't confessed... I wish that it had gone on like
it was...

When I confessed we became a danger to the people
running the show. The show was ruined: they lost viewers,
ratings plummeted. Millions of dollars were lost and there
wasn't much they could do to earn it back.
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I wish that we had thought of a better way... I wish that we
hadn't made them confess, I wish those millions of dollars
weren't lost because it would have changed everything. But
there's no use in wishing, is there? It doesn't change
anything. 

If my wishes came true, right now we would be safe, our
parents wouldn't be worrying about us, nothing would have
gone wrong. We would have been on national television
nothing could possibly have gone badly.

We couldn't be where we are right now. We would be safe. It
wouldn't have gotten dangerous, nothing bad would have
happened, nothing...

But we made them confess and this is where I've stopped
writing the story properly. I've stopped being neutral, I've
stopped being indifferent because this is where it got
dangerous and this is where I have to tell the story from my
view. I have to stop being so passive. Right now I'm scared.
I'm scared for my life and I'm scared that if this reaches
Earth it's going to be too late. Right now I have to get on
with this and start saying things that will actually help me
because this is where it got dangerous.

I'm going to stop trying to protect my identity. I'm going to
tell you the true story.

 My name is Georgia Smythe and I am the girl who was
kidnapped.
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After the Confession

After the confession, everything changed. It was like
someone had pulled a cover over my life that completely
changed it and that was just the beginning of it. At the start,
I didn't understand why I couldn't think of things the same
way I did before the confession. Now I just think I was
psychic.

The confession didn't change me like I thought at the time.
No, the confession changed everyone else: and that
included Jessie. You probably already know about this, after
all, it must be making all the news headlines back down on
Earth, but I'd like to tell it from my point of view.

One day, when I got back from a wedding, there was no one
in the Dome. I looked outside and I saw that the Dome was
travelling along a road. Suddenly people burst in.

I was frightened: I was terrified. The people were wearing
black masks and black clothes. They had disguised
themselves very well, so I couldn't see who it was at the
time. I was bundled up, trussed like a turkey and then left in
the car, tied up and gagged and blindfolded. I screamed, but
no one could hear.

Later, I was put into a cell. I banged on the cell wall,
screaming, demanding to know where Jessie was. She was
the first thing on my mind back then, but now... well, I guess
she still is, but for a different reason. Suddenly a voice
came out of the loudspeakers. I had no idea that there were
loudspeakers before that voice came, in fact, I really thought
there were none, but I guess then it changed, probably
because noise came out of the loudspeakers, but that's
irrelevant. Let's get back to the story, I'm just trying to
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distract myself: procrastinate. This was probably the worst
moment in my life. The voice said, "So you want to know
where your sister is? Look around, you'll soon see her." And
with that, the cell door opened. She stepped in, wearing
black clothes and a black mask.

"Well, well, so here's my little sister," she said. I was
shocked: she couldn't have kidnapped me, it couldn't have
been her, I knew it: or did I?

"Oh, no, little sissy's scared. Are you okay, little sissy?"
She laughed manically. "After you ruined 'My Moon
Wedding', the ratings dropped. Millions of dollars were lost.
And for what? Just a little girl. So you were brainwashed.
You were made to think that you had a twin sister, who
auditioned for the part with you when really it was just you,
yourself and yours truly. I am an actress. I am not your
sister. In fact, I hate you. You are an annoying little creep
and I wish you were never born."

"And my parents?" I asked in a tiny voice.

"Actors, both of them. You do have real parents, of course,
but they are not who you think they are. Which brings us to
my next point. Why do you think you were kidnapped?" She
paused and then continued without waiting for an answer.
"Your parents are rich. Billionaire rich. And their giant
ransom will bring their daughter back from the moon, which
is where you are about to go. Finally, your dream will come
true. You'll love it, with no food or water up there." 

I gulped. I'd be dead in a very short amount of time... and I
couldn't remember my real parents. Did they care enough
about me to pay billions of dollars in a ransom, just to get
me back? 

I sure hoped so. 
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Who I am

I just looked at this story and I realised that you have no
idea who I am. I guess that I was just too caught up in
getting the details right. You couldn't even get an idea of
who I am because I was too busy being passive and not
thinking about what my actual feelings were at the time.
Well, now that I'm quite a way into this I'm going to start
from the beginning and give proper introductions this time. 

You see, I've never been that great at introductions and truth
be told I've always been quiet: at least, I thought I was, but I
guess you never can tell, especially when you've been
brainwashed by the person who you thought was your
sister! 

Sorry, I'm a bit emotional at this point: understandably so.
My name is Georgia Smythe and this is my story.

 I auditioned for a reality TV show thinking it would be fun,
and then it ruined my entire life: literally my parents now
have to pay a huge ransom and... I should probably calm
down. OK, deep breaths, let me start again.

My name is Georgia Smythe and I am the girl who was
kidnapped. I thought it was my sister who kidnapped me, but
I don't have any sisters: that's what Jessie told me. I can't
believe she was an actor all that time. I remember her at our
third birthday: I remember playing on the swings with her: I
remember always loving her: I remember. I remember so
much of her, but obviously, it never happened: she was an
actor all along. I can't believe it. 

I don't know what to believe now. There really is nothing left
for me to hold onto. I can't trust anything. Now, there's no
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point in me thinking that anything's real, there's literally
nothing.

I'm about to the moon but no food or water. I've always been
quiet and I've always held my emotions inside me but that
doesn't mean that I don't ever feel insecure. Inside I was
always so nervous it was horrible.

 I remember one day I came home from school and I'd been
in this huge friendship fight but I never told anyone maybe I
should have. Maybe I should have told everyone everything:
if I did that maybe it would have been a bit easier, maybe
this would never have happened. 

It's too late now. Too late to wish on maybes and it's and
buts. They confessed and frankly, I don't care. I don't care if
I die: I know I'm going to. I can tell my parents don't love me
enough to pay a huge ransom just to get me back and I'm
not going to get out of this on my own. 

My name is Georgie Smythe, and I'm not coping anymore.
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The (real) moon (and why it wasn't
great)

The real moon probably would've been better if a) I had food
and water and b) it wasn't all part of a plot to kill me. 

The moon was still quite amazing. It was dusty and inside
the rocket ship, I could float around to my heart's content.
Outside, I saw stars and Earth (obvs!) spinning like a giant
blue marble. It was mostly blue, I was surprised to
discover. 

All this time, I was formulating a plan to get back to Earth,
but it wasn't easy. After all, this was the real moon, not just
a specially designed stage. And I didn't have a spacesuit. 

After a while, I still had zero plans. I really needed some,
and quick. So I decided to try an extremely risky one. 

A minute later, I was lying convincingly on the floor, gasping
for breath and wheezing out words "Help..." I croaked. "I'm
dying!" I rolled around on the floor, clutching at my throat,
making agonizing sounds and screaming.

I didn't know what illness I was trying to fake, but I thought I
was doing a pretty good job of it. Disappointingly, Jessie
didn't agree. A ginormous screen in the middle of the rocket
lit up with her face and she started talking. "Well, it's getting
boring here in Mission Control, so we've decided to shake
things up a bit. Autopilot has now been switched off, so I'm
afraid that our dying little prisoner will now have to play
pilots. Toodlepip!" Her fake, cheery smile and cutesy wave
blinked off the screen. 

Now was my chance. I was in complete control of the
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rocketship. This was how I was going to get home! Then I
remembered a very tiny... well, actually, it probably wasn't
that tiny... detail. I had no idea how to fly a rocket ship. 

That was when I blacked out. 
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The ransom (and why it wasn't paid)

When I awoke, it was in my bedroom. My parents (whom I
couldn't remember at all) were looking over at me. I blinked
hazily.

 "You paid the ransom?" They nodded. I threw my arms
around them.

 "So you remember us, then?" they asked, delighted. I
slowly nodded my head. 

"A bit. I was pretty thoroughly brainwashed, though. But I
can get to know you again!" They nodded, but less
convincingly than last time. 

"Did they get those crooks locked up? You know, that girl
left me on autopilot." 

"We know darling, but don't you know how you escaped?
Don't you remember everything?"

"No, what is there to remember? I didn't escape... did I?" 

And that was when I woke. 

I was still on the rocket ship, and the autopilot was still on.
But that dream had brought with it a brainwave: a brainwave
and a memory. I thought back to the time... a time that I
remembered... when my parents were at home. 

Earlier...
I puffed up the mansion steps, entered the
house and flopped down on the sofa. I was
exhausted. For some reason, Mum had
thought that it would be a good idea if I
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exercised a bit. I didn't agree. 
I heard my parents talking in the background.
"Wow," said Dad. "Look at this!" Mum leaned
over, craning her neck to see the screen in
front of dad. When she could finally see, she
let out a low whistle. "Wow!" she said. "It
costs more money than we have combined to
send a rocket to Mars. Yet what does NASA
do? Waste money on those pointless
reconnaissance missions." 

More money than we have combined...

It was like a thousand bells were ringing all at once inside
my head. And so I made my plans. 
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The (not real) moon and how I
busted out of there

At exactly 2:00 am, I stepped off the rocket ship. Without a
suit. Or a plastic fishbowl over my head to serve as one. 

I was right in my hypothesis. I was safe: it wasn't the real
moon. The real moon would be too expensive. Even my
ransom wouldn't pay for that. 

I was also right in my other hypotheses. I saw a camera
blinking at me from out of the darkness. Security. I just
hoped that my third one would be correct. 

2 am is the hour most likely for people to fall asleep in. All
the excitement of midnight has passed, and it is unlikely
that they would be able to stay awake for much longer. I just
hoped that Jessie and her gang had taken more cost cuts
and not swapped the guards over. 

I snuck out of the room, expecting at any moment for there
to be cars and red lights all around me. But no. All was still,
and I walked out undisturbed. 

The next series of events were all a blur. A taxi man that I
hailed recognised me from the news, so he took me home. I
was enveloped in a flurry of kisses from my parents and a
lot of giant hugs. 

Then, I fell asleep. That much I know. 

Later, I was taken to a police station. I was asked to identify
the faces of my kidnappers and explain what they did to me.
I did this without thinking. 

They still haven't been caught. 
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The End

I guess that this is kind of a happy ending. If you think about
it,  I escaped. I ended up safe. Jessie never got her money.
But people out there were still in danger, because of those
criminals. In real life, nothing ever ends truly happily. 

I had to be introduced to my parents at first. It was awkward,
living with people who felt like random strangers. But
eventually, I regained my memory. They became my
parents. 

This wasn't a love story. It wasn't an amazing piece of
literary genius. But I guess it was ok. For a story. 

I'm glad that you know my story now. The press has been
hounding me day and night for it, so I decided it would be
easier to just write. And I have. I've written and written, over
ten thousand words. It's been hard at times, reminding me of
the horrible things that I've been through, but I'm fine now. 

Even after all I've been through, I'm still fascinated by the
moon. And today, as I finish writing this, and look up at the
sky, I experience a strange moment of deja vu. I look up at
the sky. The stars twinkle down at me, shining like bright,
clear gems. The moon is cloudy. Swirling grey mist shrouds
its rocky surface. I know that it’s really dotted with massive
gaping holes and towering mountains, not grey, foggy
clouds, but I like to pretend. The moon is a mystery. No one
REALLY knows what happens there. Sure, people have
visited it. Sure, scientists have studied it. But what of that, if
even scientific proof was made up by people? People who
could imagine. People who could create. People who could
lie.
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I wonder as I wander out under the sky.

I knew firsthand about people lying, particularly about the
moon. But I was still fascinated nonetheless.

People could lie, but I would never lose faith. 
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About the Novel

Georgie and her twins sister Jessie are selected for a
reality TV program on the moon. But when they get

there, not everything is as it seems...
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