
Motorcycle to the Moon

Written by Yvonne M Phillip

Illustrated by Alexandria Jean Phillip

Motorcycle to the Moon

eBook © 2022 by Yvonne Maria Phillip

Paperback copyright © 2021 by Yvonne Maria Phillip

Illustrations Copyright © 2021 by Alexandria Jean Phillip

Cover art copyright ©2021 by Alexandria Jean Phillip

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written consent of the author, or as expressly permitted by law, by licence, or under terms agreed with the appropriate reprographics rights organization.


Eabhmari Publishing

ISBN:978-1-7380577-3-3




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

DEDICATION

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

DEDICATION


[image: ]


To my nephew, DeShawn, who, when he was 5 years old, asked me to write him a story.

Love Always,

Aunty Yvonne

Motorcycle to the Moon






Once upon a time, Brown, a little boy from Earth, stared up at the moon, which, full and bright, shone down, bathing the land and buildings in wonderful light. 

Folks said that his favourite nursery rhyme about the man in the moon was just a song. But the moon, so beautiful like a glowing silver ball, made him wonder: How could there not be more?
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Dreamer.

People called him a dreamer.

But Brown so wanted to go to the moon that he did not care when they laughed at the things he wondered about, like: ‘What happens when the moon is quartered, or halved and not full? Did the people fall off? Did they squeeze into the smaller space?’

Brown was determined to find a way to the moon to discover the answers for himself. With that in mind, he picked up his notebook and a crayon. As he touched the colour to the page, he thought of someone who could help him.

She was a grown-up, and also a dreamer, like him!

The next day in the afternoon, Brown went to his aunt’s house. He walked up the path that always seemed to sparkle and shimmer, reminding him of the moon.
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A few moments after he rang the bell the door opened, and Aunt Jean was there. She exclaimed delightedly, “Hi, Little Man,” and enveloped him in a big hug.

When she pushed him out to arms-length to look at him, Brown said, “Hi, Aunt Jean.”

At his tone, she said, “Uh, oh.” And ushered him inside to the kitchen and into a chair.
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His aunt bustled around, talking all the while. She opened the fridge, pulled out a pitcher of juice, then took two glasses from the cupboard and set them on the table. Then she sat down across from him, and said “soooo?”

Brown drew in a deep breath to answer and got distracted when the smell of baking filled his nose. Mmm! He thought. (Aunt Jean was baking something, like always.)

Brown shook his head, took a drink of juice then said, “Aunt Jean, I want to go to the moon.” He paused, then added, “Can you help me?”

There was a long moment of silence; then the oven’s timer sounded. Aunt Jean got up, went and turned off the oven, then she pulled on a thick pair of oven gloves. She looked at him. “Are you sure that is what you want to do?”

“Yes.”

Aunt Jean opened the oven door, and Brown felt the wave of heat that rushed out. The kitchen filled even more with the scent of baking.

She took out a tray of cookies from the oven and set it on the stovetop. “In reply to your question,” she said, turning to face him, “the answer is, ‘yes.’”

Brown smiled widely just as Aunt
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