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To my sister, Abbie, and to my mom, Sunny.
I love you both to the moon and back.
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iWhen the endless darkness came, the slsters clasped onto ene1 ’&‘r |
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another for comfort __They remembered what thelr mother had told, :

tlﬂrae!fi‘i‘\i'x“You two were made for each etlier. Y %
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to the darkness. o




When light flooded the darkness and the world split open, the

suters maintained their grasp. on-vf

" The Ilght

“angg\her. They held each other

~ tightly as they enteredithe d new world.
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rlght that |t_blmded the S|sters. They could;ﬂ smell
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he%could hear-people crymg and yelling, languages
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wn.hn'l'hey could feel e’aéh othgr, but they could not see.
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" 'A pair of hands as white as the blinding light around them grabbed

each of their wrists and pulled them apart with the force of mighty

elephants. Confusion and panic overwhelmed them. Thetwo o
sisters were left grasping the sky.




an warmth, was covered by a cold, whlte cloud.
The sisters searched the white sky high and low
for each other, but nothing brought them back

B\ Their bones grew weary, held down by the welght of

e e the sky between them. So connected were they that
e each could sense the other's sorrowful longing.

Although they were apart, their connection could < \

not be broken.
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L;.‘-'_‘.:: ﬁ‘\ _ T ""Do my eyes decelve me"' thought Mol. e “ !
i o = . “Does my mind play a cruel trick?"” thought Sanza. . -

After all this time, could it really be, that the smters would



. ;..', Moi and Sanza d..ld not hear the dgs barkmg cin"the horses’ hoofs; Thef

E‘ “; Ji‘ dld nof hear the woman flghtmg with the sailor, or the boy yelling as he

A ,; " embrace as their mother had taught them. But not a second had passed 'i\i\‘i

wls 'before they were yanked apart by those cruel whlte hands and banishedg




The 5|sters contmued thelr endl.és.s‘search for

each other in the land of cold and white. Until "~
one day, the sky returned to its dark and clear. .,
. state. Moi, the sister with the sun in her eyes

. stared up at the night sky searching for
Sanza s soul, but the sky was empty of the | L
'?"f;;;ﬁ._ ' moon. Stars began to twinkle in the sky of
| il _darkness as bright as her own eyes, but the

“moon remamed hidden in the shadows.
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all il 1k
ye: eda smgle tear at the,

abs‘ence of Saniza in the sky\ The tearsitc;'ukfmi;tI irlilthe ground

sproutmg flowers as bll\l\e as ithe moon(mrthelr place.

Every mght for yea‘rs and
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* . One; day}Moilwentloutitoithelblueimeadowsland! alyoung 9lrl who /2
resembled’ Sanza in every mmﬂlﬂmﬂ]xg young glrlht‘l:kt;ged to face 4
/ her, ""Iolgfcaught sight of her, remmded of the. Bl
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i ‘MOI S gaze s&ftsnedfandrfﬁro\ﬂcallIleﬁjlth%“'glrl}qtoqher. Theiglrl whlspered that she' had&
| lost’ her momm'y a Iong time ag0 and' Il!lo;lihelddl!te“\\' tlght"‘\vowmg tol‘herself to never
A Ietiher go‘l She Iooked |“nto the \#1'#"9 gli'llt,s eyes Iagug;thoughg quletly of her hmothet
',.and 5|ster m then' far!awaythoi"m‘“é“‘l shall na'me' you M%nzoto after the' stars that

vl twmkle at nlshtﬂ The two jomed'hands and. began“lthelr Ilfettogether. > U
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Thank you to Emmanuel Nkuranga for sharing your knowledge of
the Lingala language and assisting me in finding names for my main
characters. Thank you to Dr. Charmaine Nelson for encouraging me
to create this book, and providing invaluable edits. This story would

have never been created without you, so thank you! I would also
like to thank Emily Davidson and those at Slavery North who are
showcasing this book as part of a Children’s Book exhibition,
focusing on narratives of slavery taking place in Canada and the US
North. I am eager to see where our next projects lead us.
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