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One afternoon, Max came home from school, his eyes were
downcast, and the corners of his mouth tugged into a frown.
He dropped his backpack at his mother’s feet with a thud.

“Mom, Johnny bragged about his new shoes today, and Mary
showed off her brand new backpack. But my stuff is old and
used.” He lowered his voice and asked, “Mama, are we poor?”’
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“Mom, why are you sad?” asked Max.

“I'lost my job, Max,” Mom said, pulling Max into a hug.

Max asked, “Are you scared?”

After a long silence, Mom replied, “A little, but | promise | am doing
everything | can to find a new one. Don’t worry. We are okay.”
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Max thought about picnic-in-the-park Wednesdays, and
check-out-some-library-books Saturdays.

“So...we are not poor!”

“We are wealthy in what matters most,” Mom assured him.
Max smiled, “I love you the whole much!”

“And | love you the whole much more, Max!” replied Mom.
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DEDICATION

From Monica
To my kids, we’ve got this—we always do!
To my mom, for showing me what true strength is.

From Bill

To my family, who show me what unconditional love means.
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But weeks went by with no new job.

Max noticed that Mom wasn’t laughing or smiling as much. Though they
still went to the park and the library each week, their picnics no longer
included homemade cupcakes or Mom’s favorite bag of chips.

There were some good things, though. Mom volunteered in Max’s
classroom, which Max loved. They also had movie and game nights at

home more often.

One night, after Mom tucked Max in and said good night, Max
got out of bed to go to the bathroom and overheard Mom
crying. How could he help her?
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Max lived with his mom in a small, cozy apartment. It wasn’t
fancy, but it was theirs.

The two of them did lots of fun activities together. They had

picnic-in-the-park Wednesdays and check-out-some-library-books
Saturdays.

These days were extra special because Max would meet up with
his friends after their picnic on Wednesdays, and on Saturdays,

he got to pick the books for he and his mom to read together
that week.
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“No, sweetheart,” she said softly. “We are not poor. We have Max stayed quiet, thinking.

food on the table, clothes on our backs, and a roof over our
heads. And most importantly, we have each other.” | Mom continued, “Max, we are not poor. Think about the fun

things we do each week.”
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For several weeks, Max enjoyed his usual activities with his
mom. Then, one afternoon, Max came home to Mom sitting on
the couch. Papers were spread around her, and her shoulders
were slumped.






