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“What's wrong, Mom?” Joey repeated.

Dad was at the stove, but he didn’t look like it was a happy day. Then she took a deep breath and continued, “Poppy passed away last night.”
He asked us to sit quietly until Mom got off the phone.

I noticed Mom'’s eyes were red. She looked like “Poppy died?” I asked.

she'd been crying. Mom nodded. “Grandma called

. : e
“What's wrong Mom?” I asked. this morning. She said Poppy

| peacefullyzan his sleep.
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~Mom tried to smile. “I have some _-II_'I. ~ too old and tired.
bad news to tell you two and It stopped working
there is no easy way in the middle of
to say it.” | the night.”




g

T
—— ——

I looked back at Joey and my eyes filled with tears.

-
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I pushed away my pancakes. I wasn’t hungry anymore.
“How could Popply die? I didn’t even get a chance
to say goodbye.”

Mom looked at me $adsly-and said, e ——

“I know Anna. _WE@E chance -
to say goodbye. We didn't now

we had to.”




I looked at Mom. “Why couldn’t I have had one more
day with Poppy? That’s all I'd need, just one more day.”

“Me too,” added Joey.

Mom leaned over and hugged us. “What would you do
in that one day?” she asked.




“I would make Matzoh ball sculptures with him!” Joey blurted.
Poppy and Joey loved going to the deli on Sundays.

They'd each order soup and see who could
carve the best Matzah ball sculpture
with their spoons. That was

their game.




“I would play checkers with Poppy,” I said. >

“He loved when I won.” I started to smile.




I liked thinking about the things I would do with Poppy
and decided to make a list. I tapped Joey on the shoulder
and told him to come with me. I knew he would want to

make a list too.

['m not sure why I got so excited about this list.
All T knew was how good it felt to think about Poppy

and to write down as many wishes as [ could.
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om singing really loud,” I wrote and read

d:
to Joey.

“And then we could make up our own songs and Poppy could
play them,” Joey added.

Joey couldn’t really write yet so he drew
pictures while I wrote down his wishes.
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“Remember that funny birthday hat Poppy wore,
with the candle sticking up on top?” Joey asked.

We started to laugh just thinking about that
crazy party hat Poppy used to wear.
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Between my writing and Joey'’s pictures, the list grew

into a pile. The wishes kept coming, until finally

our hands were tired.

“Poppy would have had such a busy day!” Joey screamed.




I ran downstairs with

Joey right behind me

and we showed Mom

the pile of papers.

“Joey drew all the pictures '
and [ wrote all the wishes,”
[ said proudly.

As she read through the pages

and looked at the drawings,

Mom rubbed our backs.

Then she began to cry.

“It’s a book,” she murmured

through sniffles. “It’s a beautiful book.”




Then I noticed that my aunt had
come over. She was helping Mom

make funeral plans and set up the

house.

“After the funeral I'll stay home

for a few days with Grandma and

Aunt Susan,” Mom said. “That’s -
our Jewish custom. We light a P
memorial candle. Our friends and -
family will come over to comfort us
with hugs and food, and we’ll all
remember Poppy.”

Suddenly all my happiness from
making the list disappeared and
I began to cry.

“Why couldn’t we have just
one more day with Poppy?
Look at all these great things
we could have done. Now these

wishes will never come true.”
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vey said. “That was my wish.”

Mom lifted my chin so I coul —
her eyes. g '

~ “Mom, I know all of our wishes
i . ~ came true before,” | said, frustrated.

Did you ever swim in the pool “I just wanted one more day

“You have it all backwards, Anna. ‘

with Poppy?” she asked, e to do them all again,

so Poppy could die remembering.”

reading from our wishes. ‘1:
}

“Yes,” I replied. “Oh, I see,” Mom said. “You wanted

these wishes to come true again so they

“Did you ever play golf ould be fresh in Poppy’s mind when he died.”

with Poppy?”

“Exactly!” I answered.



v ) : Then Mom continued. “You know,
But you remember these wishes like , ] ,
. K [ have many wishes like these in
they happened yesterday, don’t you? head. T call th .
. . ries.
Mom asked. “When you were making VA el e

these pictures and writing these words, » o .
p J I shook my head. “Not me,” I said.

ou saw the wishes inside your head. , ; ,
4 e “I'm still going to call them wishes.
You remembered them, so I'm sure i )

N Wishes feel closer. Memories feel too far
Poppy remembered them too.

away, and | don’t want them far away.”
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“I understand,” Mom replied. “And if you'd like, we could
leave your book out for our friends and family to look at when
they come to visit. But you forgot one thing to make

your book complete, Anna. Every book needs a title,”

I thought for a moment.
Then I picked up a marker

and wrote on the cover:




Wishes for One More Day With Poppy.






