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One day, 
Nanay brought me some news.

She said, “We’re moving house!” 
Bigger, more beautiful, better, 

more colorful. 
The new house that was waiting 

for us would be just that. 



Wow! I was surprised 
and overjoyed.

I even jumped up with joy 
and clapped.

I thought, this was going to be 
an exciting chapter 

for me and our big family. 



But wait! 
I suddenly stopped. 

A number of questions 
entered my young mind.  
Will we be able to bring 

all of our things? 
Will not something important 

be left behind? 



Will all of us in the family 
be able to go? 

Won’t it be too hard to get there 
and won’t it be too far?

And how about my friends? 
Won’t they get lost on the way 

to our new house? 



Will there be a garden 
in our new place? 

Will there be a playground 
that’s full of fun?

 
Will there be a lot of places 

to explore?
 

Will it be able to give us 
everything that we need? 



I looked at our house, 
and checked out 

every corner. 
Here I was born 

and raised.  
Here did I feel joy 

and love. 
Here did I experience 

community 
and generosity. 



Many typhoons this house 
has weathered. 

But all of these it was able 
to survive. 

This is where we found 
protection, 

escape, 
and shelter. 

Oh, how could I ever leave 
and forget this place? 



That night, I lay restless 
on my bed. 

I couldn’t sleep 
so I felt anxious. 

My thoughts were a mess, 
my feelings mixed. 

I was afraid, 
nervous, 

sad, 
confused.



Slowly 
they felt heavy, 

my eyes. 

My tired mind 
and heart 

wanted to rest. 



But wait! 
What is this I see? 

Our house took the shape 
of a man! 



I could clearly see 
his teardrops racing down.  

I could clearly feel 
his deep, deep sorrow. 

I hugged him 
and embraced him 

affectionately.  
Whispering to him, 
“Here now, Home.” 



I knew then what needed to be done.  
I invited him to come with me. 

We would we go to a faraway place 
Where no one would be able 

to follow or see us. 



So carrying a few things, 
we started 

The journey even if we were not 
very sure where we’d go.

 
But just when we had 

not gone very far, 
Something happened 

which surprised us both. 



A strong wind and 
a fierce downpour of rain 

Suddenly met us 
on the way. 

 
The rushing waters 

were terrifying. 
We were swept away, 

as were our hopes. 



All I could do 
was close my eyes 

out of fear. 
I tightened my grip 

on the home 
that I loved. 

The whole world, 
it seemed, 

was turning too fast. 
But when I opened my eyes, 

I found myself 
still in my bed! 



I couldn’t stop 
my tears from falling. 

Nanay came and held me close. 
She said, “Sssssh… 

Come now, my child.
It’s normal to be afraid 

of change. 

“But don’t worry, 
because I promise you, 

There we will be much happier.  
Just remember that I only 

always wish for what is best, 
And what will be good 

for our family.



“You don’t really need 
to let go or forget, 

The happy memories of this home. 
Instead, gather and take all 

of them with you, 
As an important part of your life.

“Child, hopefully you will 
also remember, 

The true meaning of home. 
This is not just a place 
or a physical concept; 

This is to be found 
in the depths of our hearts.” 



Nanay’s words 
made me smile. 

This is a precious lesson 
for our lives. 

We bring our homes 
wherever we may go 
As long as our love 

for each other is true!
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