
Houses and Homes
 
 
Definitions:
 
House :- A building for human habitation
 
Home :- The place where one lives permanently.
 
 

When I first saw the house I thought “Yes. This is for me. I could enjoy the surroundings and I 
think it will meet all my needs and wishes.”

 
So I made an offer and went through the lengthy process of selling and buying. But it was still just 

a house. It held no memories for me and it had no atmosphere. Those belonged to the old owners.
 

 However much I visualised where I would put the furniture, what colour schemes would go well, 
what use to put to which rooms, it was still just a building.  I regarded it in a detached way and had the sale fallen 
through it would not have been a tragedy.

 
Then came the time to move in. The chaos, the overwhelming feeling when confronted with all 

one’s possessions. Packing had been organised. But not this.
 

 As I entered the house I was struck by the shabbiness which had been hidden behind the 
previous owners’ furniture. Carpets and wallpaper must be banished at all costs. That fusty odour must be 
dispelled. Shelves must be cleaned before I could begin to unpack.

 
Drifting from room to room I experienced a slight disappointment in what I saw. A bedroom with 

a stained carpet. I imagined medicine spilling over while being administered to an elderly sick patient.
  The view from the window was panoramic.

 
In another room a wardrobe door falling away from a broken hinge. Traces of sticky tape gave the 

game away. It must have been supporting it when I first looked around.
A lovely vista of the garden and fields beyond.
 
In the kitchen the cupboards now looked well worn – a broken drawer front, greasy tiles.
A gorgeous uninterrupted view towards the west and the sea – a promise of golden sunsets.
 
In the living room a hideous scrolled ceiling with equally hideous wallpaper.
Wide windows with a view down the road, facing east.
Lots of sunny mornings to be spent with a coffee and the newspaper.

 
I worked tirelessly for two weeks but I still felt I was living in someone else’s property. 
 
Then all the family came and stayed overnight. I was the last one to get up the next day. The television was on, 
grandchildren playing quietly. Someone was reading the morning paper. Sounds and smells of toast and breakfast. 
“Coffee Mum?” the daughter called from the kitchen. “Yes please” I replied. They had all made themselves at home 
and so finally, had I.
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