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1. Ideas of Home Have Changed

A great many people, when they speak of home, tend to associate it
with a certain atmosphere, certain physical surroundings, and certain
emotional attitudes within themselves. This sentimentality toward home is
something that has come down to us from the past. Many modem people
do not have it, and I think it is a good thing that they do not.

In the old days life was difficult. Enemies could attack you and kill
or rob you, and you had little protection against them. People did not live
in well-built houses where doors could be locked. They did not have the
protection of an organized police force or telephones which could summon
the police instantly. How did this influence the way people felt about
home? Small family groups clung tightly together for protection against
beasts and against other men. Only the bravest went beyond the small
family area. Even in the Middle Ages only the most daring went to lands
beyond the sea. The human pursuit of security conditioned men to love
their homes. I am sure that this feeling must have been very strong among

the early settlers of the United States who were obliged, by famine and



oppression, to take the plunge and go to the new land where they knew no
one and where they were subject to Indian attack. We can see this even
today in the attitudes of minority groups who. because of a feeling of inse-
curity, still preserve cohesive family ties.

Today, thanks to modem transportation and well-organized societies,
thousands of people willingly and eagerly leave the surroundings where
they were bomn, and the oftener they do so, the less sentiment they are
likely to have for those surroundings. I lived in England for three years,
and [ noticed that boys and girls left their parents’ homes and lived in
dwellings of their own. There they could just telephone and ask an agency
to provide them with a house or an apartment, which was their home.
How has the meaning of this word home been altered by such activity?
What does home mean 1o those people or to families who often move
about, living in first one hotel and then another? I believe that for them
home means a place where they can have privacy.

This idea of home as being a place of privacy is emerging in my cou-
ntry, Saudi Arabia, where the young are abandoning their parents’ homes
to live their own life. As for me, the atmosphere and surroundings of the
place where my parents live have no sentimental attachment. Home is
where I can shut the door and be by myself. At the moment it is a room
in Eaton Hall. When I left my parents several years ago, I was anxious to
leave. You might call it unfeeling, but that was the way I felt. On the
day of my departure for the United States, my grandmother sobbed and
wept. My father, however, indicated that he understood how I felt.
“Son, "he said, “I am not sorry that you are leaving us. I only hope that

you make the most of your time.
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2. Happy Reunion

A strong wind was bellowing, thunder was rumbling, and lightning
flashing across the dark sky. Rain was pouring down. It looked as if
heaven had been cracked open.

Gleams of light appeared from windows of nearby houses, glittering
like gems in all the gloom.

A poor woman dressed in rags and shivering with cold was struggling
on a lonely road, while the merciless rain was beating her without pause.

She knocked at a door, and a boy answered it. She begged him to
let her stay a while inside. The boy then led her into the warm parlour
and left her sitting by the fire.

The woman appeared old and tired under the bright electric light,
though she was only in her early thirties. She sat still for a moment, then
her eyes began to rove about the room. When her wandering eyes rested
on the picture of a young man, she stood up, looking thunderstruck.

Just then, the boy came in with his father. The man at once recog-
nized the woman as his wife. They had lost contact with each other during
the war, and he thought he had lost her forever.

No word needed to be spoken. They ran into each other’ s arms
while the little boy stared at them puzzled.

The storm was over and the sky cleared. Feeling very happy, the
couple stood face to face with their child between them, watching the rain

as it gradually stopped.
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3. My Mother

My mother is a kind and gentle woman. She is very busy from mom-
ing till night. As a teacher she works hard and efficiently. As Mother,
she takes good care of us and gives us every comfort. I have an elder
brother. He and I both love her dearly, and she loves us affectionately.

My mother has been teaching maths at a middle school in my home
town. She goes to the school early in the moming and does not return
home until late in the aftemoon. She loves her students, cares for them,
and teaches them patiently and well enough. For her excellent qualities
and very good teaching results, she is always praised and respected by her
students and colleagues alike. And she has been chosen or elected as a
model teacher several times.

My mother is a thrifty and industrious woman. She never buys any

expensive and fancy dress for herself except that she goes occasionally to



buy some cheap and high-quality clothes for us. She never goes to any
luxurious restaurant to have an expensive meal. She merely eats a humble
meal outside when she is too busy. She lives a busy and simple life,
without any complaints. As soon as she comes back from school, she sets
about doing housework o sweeping the living-room and bedrooms or clean-
ing the fumniture, and putting everything in good order. Besides, she pre-
pares nice dishes for us to eat. She seems to be on the go all the time. As
she is very busy working hard every day, she looks older than she really
1s. Her face is wrinkled, and her hair has turned silver white. But she
looks as cheerful and happy as ever.

Often she says to us, “Work while you work, and play while you
play. That is the way to be happy and gay. Hf you do not work, you will
become lazy and of no use to society. What a piece of good advice this
is! I never forget it and always bear it in my mind. This advice of hers
will always serve as a guide to my action. My mother is great indeed, and

I always feel proud of her.
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4. My Father

Everyone has a father. My father is of middle height. He is stout
and strong, with a severe look on his face and with keen expressive eyes.
On first sight you may feel he is hard to approach. In fact he is very kind

and considerate.

I believe my father is a talented man. He is decisive and efficient in
doing things. By his own talents and efforts, he has secured for the family
a good social position and a comparatively rich life. People of all fields
come to my house, and from them I have gained lots of valuable social ex-
perience and seen a lot of joys and sorrows of the world.

But at home, he is a harsh parent. He has high expectations of me.

When I am idling away my time, I can see that it hurts him deeply.
When I am doing something great, such as writing a book . he is more
than excited. With such a father, I always remind myself that I must go

on and on, never give up.
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5. My Forever Valentine

The traditional holidays in our house when I was a child were spent
timing elaborate meals around football games. My father tried to make
pleasant chitchat and eat as much as he could during halftime. At Christ-
mas he found time to have a cup or two of holiday beer and do his holly-
shaped bow tie. But he didn’t truly shine until Valentine’s Day.



I don’ t know whether it was because work at the office slowed during
February or because the football season was over. But Valentine’ s Day
was the time my father chose to show his love for the special people in his
life. Over the years I fondly thought of him as my “Valentine Man” .

My first recollection of the magic he could bring to Valentine’ s Day
came when I was six. For several days I had been cutting out valentines
for my classmates. Each of us was to decorate a “mailbox” and put it on
our desk for others to give us cards. That box and its contenis ushered in
a succession of bittersweet memories of my entrance into a world of popu-
larity contests marked by the number of cards received. the teasing about
boyfriends/girlfriends and the tender care I gave to the card from the cut-

est boy in class.

That morning at the breakfast table I found a card and a gift-wrapped
package at my chair. The card was signed “Love, Dad, and the gift was
a ring with a small piece of red glass to represent my birthstone, a ruby.
There is little difference between red glass and rubies to a child of six,
and I remember wearing that ring with a pride that all the cards in the
world could not surpass.

As I grew older, the gifts gave way to heartshaped boxes filled with
my favorite chocolates and always included a special card signed “Love
Dad”. In those years my thank-yous became more of a perfunctory re-
sponse. The cards seemed less important, and 1 took for granied the val-
entine that would always be there. Long past the days of having a “mail-
box” on my desk, I had placed my hopes and dreams in receiving cards

and gifts from “significant others” . and “Love, Dad” just didn’t seem

quite enough.



If my father knew then that he had been replaced, he never let it
show. If he sensed any disappointment over valentines that didn’t arrive
for me, he just tried that much harder to create a positive atmosphere,
giving me an extra hug and doing what he could to make my day a little
brighter.

My mailbox eventually had a rural address, and the job of hand-de-
livering candy and cards was relegated to the U.S. Postal Service. Never
in ten years was my father’ s package late — nor was it on the Valentine’s
Day eight years ago when I reached into the mailbox to find a card ad-
dressed to me in my mother’ s handwriting.

It was the kind of card that comes in an inexpensive assortment box
sold by a child going door-to-door to try to eamn money for a school
project. It was the kind of card you used to get from a grandmother or an
aging aunt or, in this case, a dying father. It was the kind of card that
put 2 lump in your throat and tears in your eyes because you knew the
person no longer was able to go out and buy a real valentine. It was a
card that signaled this would be the last you would receive from him.

The card had a photograph of tulips on the outside, and on the in-
side my mother had printed = Happy Valentine’ s Day”. Beneath it,
scrawled in barely legible handwriting was “Love . Dad”.

His final card remains on my bulletin board today. It’s a reminder
of how special fathers can be and how important it has been to me over the
years to know that I had a father who continued a tradition of love with a
generosity of spirit, simple acts of understanding and an ability to express
happiness over the people in his life.

Those things never die, nor does the memory of a man who never



stopped being my valentine.
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1. The End of My Childhood

At Jemez I came to the end of my childhood. There were no schools
within easy reach. I had to go nearly thirty miles to school at Bemalillo,
and one year I lived away in Albuquerque. My mother and father wanted
me to have the benefit of a sound preparation for college, and so we read
through many high school catalogues. After long deliberation we decided
that I should spend my last year of high school at a military academy in
Virginia.

The day before I was to leave I went walking across the river to the
red mesa, where many times before I had gone to be alone with my
thoughts. And I had climbed several times to the top of the mesa and
looked among the old ruins there for pottery. This time I chose to climb
the north end . perhaps because I had not gone that way before and wanted
to see what it was. It was a difficult climb, and when I got to the top I
was spent. [ lingered among the ruins for more than an hour, I judge,
waiting for my strength to retumn. From there I could see the whole valley
below, the fields, the river, and the village. It was all very beautiful
and the sight of it filled me with longing.



