Happy Harper

Grandpa Comes Home

Kayla Marie Pierre

Illustrated by Fathima Hakkim



Harper wished she could
shrink the world.
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Sharing phone calls and photos with Grandpa was {1111
But Harper wanted to see his dark brown eyes

— and to giggle when he made
his bushy eyebrows (1A1CE.

" want Grandpa here with us,”

Harper often told her parents.

"Is Grandpa coming today?"

she asked almost every day.



e Dt The answer was "No, not yet’
when Harp%r pn&ed dogwoBds
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It was "No, but SOOI

with the first bite of blueberry
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summer.

t

ream in

T

faloted | f«f::rﬁﬁ%.,

ol o sl RO

e WA LT TT N

|

J
E ]
n
2
m

oA\ | @ N A

LA
(S



7Sy

F : It was No but d‘ont worry v\/hen 3
the three of t\nem splashed through
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And it was "No, but any day now” when
they tossed snowballs in the Winter.
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Wnth each  passing season,

Harper dreamed of the day,
she would hug her grandpa. =



This love story is a heartfelt thank you to my grandpa, Calixte,
and to all the fathers, grandfathers, and father figures who
sacrifice every day for their families. This is especially for
those who are overlooked, disrespected, and disregarded by

a world that measures a person's value by their net worth.

The world can never see their true value, but we do. Its
in the way they provide stability, care, and comfort—

even from a distance.

Happy Harper Grandpa Comes Home is dedicated to
them: The immigrants, the "boat people,” the janitors,
the cab drivers, the cafeteria workers, the school bus
drivers, the day laborers...to all of the ones who work
hard, day in and day out, to invest in a better future for

their children and grandchildren.

We you.

we Appreciate you.
we love you.





