
 Meaning of home poems – Division 20F  
These poems were written by the students of Division 20F for Habitat for Humanity’s contest 
“Meaning of Home”. The students wrote a poem about what Home means to them. For each 
poem submitted, ten dollars is donated to our local Habitat for Humanity. 
https://www.meaningofhome.ca/page/how-it-works  
 
 
Home is Where the Heart Lives 
 
Home is where the heart lives, 
every bright day and every 
dark night 
 
My home where I took my first steps 
and said my first words 
 
Sometimes I’m happy sometimes 
I’m sad but no matter the feeling 
I’ll always be loved 
 
My family is like the heart of 
my home, my mom and dad, 
my sister, and her hamster Boots 
they are the things that 
keep my home alive. 
 
-Wiliam 
 
We Love Home 
 
Home is a place to feel safe 
I feel safe when I am with my gerbils 
 
I feel happy with my family 
everybody should feel happy and safe 
I feel safe when I’m with my brothers 
 
Home is a place to feel happy 
every body deserves a home  
a place to feel safe and happy  
my mom’s food and my dad’s kindness 
and my big heart that is the meaning of home, 
but a home is as beautiful as the sky 
 
-Francesc 
 

https://www.meaningofhome.ca/page/how-it-works


Home Poem 
 
At home I feel included and loving 
and sometimes I cry 
but I feel loved, warm and cozy and loving 
it’s all about love and you share and you care 
it’s all about the Heart 
and sometimes I argue 
but it’s about love, fun, 
and care and it’s all 
about the Heart and love 
but a home is as beautiful as a white blossom 
 
-Jaimann 
 
My Home is a Place of Wonder 
 
At home 
I feel safe, cared for and happy 
when I walk back from school 
I’m happy to see my family 
I feel safe 
When my home protects me from danger 
like how my mom and dad protect me 
my home is like my family 
Why do I feel cared for 
because my family cares about me 
When I lie in bed  
I feel safe 
because my sister is there for me 
When I wake up in the morning 
I hear birds chirping out my window 
When I wake up I brush my teeth 
and then I think what should I do? 
usually I watch t.v. 
-Mia 
 
The Heart of Home 
 
Home is a place full of love, 
a place that is dry and safe 
Home is a place where I am cared for 
when I come home quickly from school 
the thing in front of me is my house 
 
when it’s the morning 



I’m laying in my bed like a log 
ready for school,  
I get out of bed walk in the hallway 
and am happy that the walls are like rock hard 
 
the time I come home  
I’m as cold as snow 
but happy because I have blankets 
 
I jump on the bed when it’s bedtime 
and fall asleep in seconds 
ZZZ 
 
-Ethan 
 
 
Tightrope 
 
As I walk the tightrope 
The tightrope of love 
Of peace and calmness 
I realize what home means to me 
To me home means a place to go 
To stay safe 
To you it could mean something else 
But to me home means a place 
full of wonder 
But home doesn’t have to be big 
not at all 
Home has to be right for you 
Like the mother tree’s just for me 
that way everyone should have a home 
A home to go a place to love 
 
-Darla 
 
Home 
My home is amazing 
I am happy, loved and have food 
 
everybody has a bedroom in the family 
I also have my stuffies like Pooh Bear 
 
I have my phone and I like 
Mario, Pokémon, Clash Royale and Battle Cats 
and here’s some alliteration 



battle cat battling bad guys 
 
There was a big tree 
when I was little I was scared because  
I thought it was a monster 
 
It’s like a big fun space 
we are the Heart I love 
My Home. 
 
-Nicholas 
 
 
Home is a Great Place! 
 
Home is a place 
where you have a roof over your head 
like an umbrella there are walls surrounding you like you’re family 
giving you a humongous hug 
there are memories like a marvelous camera 
 
Home also means safe,  
happy, comfortable, loving, caring,  
relaxing, warm, family, food and beautiful 
 
I love my home the way it is beautiful 
in it’s own way like a gorgeous rainbow 
up in the sky shining as bright as the stars 
 
maybe there are a few scratches on the floor, 
or even holes in the walls (oops) 
but look how kind my home is 
my home doesn’t care  
because my home knows how much my family cares for it 
a few tools will do it 
 
when it gets cold I always know 
my home is there for me 
I can snuggle tight in a very warm blanket 
 
every night when I walk up my stairs 
laying in bed zzz  
having millions of dreams feeling safe and cared for 
 
every morning 
when I walk down the stairs 



feeling happy to see food on the table 
 
every day coming back from school 
feeling relaxed and loved 
by the kiss I get from my parents and sister 
 
I wrote this poem 
to tell the readers to appreciate 
the home they have big or small 
 
-Mila 
 
When I’m in my Home 
 
when I’m in my home I have family,  
when I’m in my home I have safety, 
everybody should have home. 
 
when I’m in my home I have fun, 
when I’m in my home I have happiness, 
everybody should have home. 
 
when I’m in my home I have Love, 
when I’m in my home I have warmth, 
everybody should have home. 
 
home has family, home has safety, 
home has fun, home has happiness, 
home has Love, home has warmth, 
just like a warm heart or basically 
a big warm bed, everybody should have  
home. 
 
-Ryan 
 
Home Meaning 
 
Home is not just a house 
home can really mean more 
than a house 
 
a home is 
where we can make memories and family 
homes can be shared or not,  
home never leave you cause 
it’s a place  



that we can live safe and happily. 
 
-Madeleine 
 
Home 
For me, Home means love, and care, for others, maybe not. 
for me, Home means sleep, and food, 
home is the place I was taught. 
taught to speak, taught to write, 
and at night, I was cuddled up tight. 
The soothing music my mom sang, gave the whole house light. 
Home is where my heart lives, and at home my heart shines bright. 
Bright as the stars, or even the sun, home is my peaceful place, 
Home is where I belong. 
And I believe everybody, from the small spiders, 
to the big tigers deserve a home. 
I think we all need a place to feel 
loved and safe, and for me, that place is  
home. 
 
-Hannah 
 
Home, a haiku 
My home, house, safe keep. 
Where I really want to be. 
Home is safe for me. 
 
-Liam 
 
Meaning of Home 
 
Home is a place where I feel safe and happy 
Then there’s my cat Ozzy jumping on me 
and Home means to me safe and happy 
and loved by my family. 
 
-Nolan 
 
Home Means Everything to Me 
 
Home means comfort, and love. 
when I go home I think of 
all the wonderful things I will do. 
At home I feel safe.  
I play, I run I do things so fun. 
When I go home I run as fast as lightning. 



My family supports me no matter what. 
I go to my room and I play and jump. 
Then I eat, watch, then shower, and I go to sleep, 
and I think to myself. 
Home means everything to me. 
I love my home 
it is soothing. 
 
-Melia 
 
 
The Meaning of Home 
 
Racing up, beating faster homes can be anywhere. 
Our family is the heart of home. 
You can help other people who don’t have homes by building homes. 
Money wastes away, to see our new home 
You can, have a home. 
Anyone can have a home. 
Walking, walking, mist is talking 
We’re talking about our home. 
Going fast as lightning, going slow 
like a turtle to swing to our new home. 
Our heart is the soul of our home, 
The spirit of our lives for our home. 
 
-Keenan 
 
Home Poem 
 
My home is where Baily is 
My home is where food is 
My home is where I get care 
But most of all my home is my family 
 
My home is like a fireplace 
it gives warmth and love 
My home is my castle 
So big so tall but I don’t mind it at all 
 
-Jennifer 
 
My Beautiful Home 
 
My home is like a big shed 
carrying things wherever we go 



Going here going there 
Going everywhere! 
My home is like my big 
heart growing everyday 
I love my home 
I love my family 
I love everything  
My home is my place to be, 
to grow, to be happy, and play 
Wherever I go 
Whatever I do 
Whatever I love 
 
I love my home 
 
-Preston 
 
Home is a Big Meaning to Me 
 
Home is a place for my family and me. 
At home I work, I play and I spend time with my family. 
I plant in my garden, it is full of life. 
At night I sleep on my bed, 
I think back over the day, 
I think about old times. 
 
The memories are the foundation of my home. 
They are the structure, the design, 
paintings and the walls. 
 
I care about my home 
because not everybody has a home. 
 
In the beginning my home was nothing,  
But then, it got made into a home for me  
and my family. 
 
The roof is the head. 
The wood in walls is the bones. 
The vent is the nose. 
The pipe are the veins. 
 
When I jump up on my bed it is as warm as fire. 
When my alarm clock sounds I rub my eyes, 
stretch my arms and start a new day in my home. 
 



I go outside and look at my wonderful home. 
It looks as beautiful as tulips in the sun. 
The glass reflects in the sunlight. 
 
In the trees there are birds chirping, 
the smell of lavender whiffs through the air 
and the breeze gently floats through the air. 
 
The busy bees and the shining sun in my garden 
are all important to my home. 
If they disappear, then I cannot call my home a home. 
It would probably be a house. 
 
I write this poem for people who do not have a home 
because if there was no you, then it is not called a home, 
but a house. 
 
In habitat for humanity 
we care for people who do not have a home.  
Each poem that people write 
gives ten dollars to people who have no homes. 
Even if you can only buy a little amount of thing 
when we add all of it together 
it is a lot of money. 
 
All that money goes to  
people who do not have homes  
to help them no matter where they are 
or how big their family is, 
they still help them 
because we care for you and your family. 
 
-Amanda 
 
 
 
What Home Means to Me 
 
Home is a beautiful place 
where there is love and care 
 
In a home, 
home can be anywhere  
it can be your family 
or your heart 
 



Those who think 
that they don’t have a home 
if they look in their heart 
they will have the home they want 
 
Home is like a coral reef 
strong and colourful 
 
-Adhiti 
 
 
Home is a Place Where… 
 
Home is a place where I play with my cats. 
Home is a place where I lie on fuzzy mats. 
Home is a place where I look out the window 
and at night I sleep on a pillow. 
Sometimes I play in the hallways and stairs 
And when I get back I eat some pears. 
Home is a place where I have lots of fun 
watching the rising and setting sun. 
The pretty colours in the sky 
makes it look like rainbows can fly. 
 
-Ana 
 
Why Everyone Deserves a Home 
 
Home, home a place to live a place to roam. 
What is this place we call home? 
A place full of love, a place full of wonder. 
A place to hide when there is thunder. 
 
Home is a safe place, 
a shelter to keep you warm and dry. 
Home is where you feel loved and safe. 
 
That is why I believe everyone should have a place to call home 
 
-Selina 
 
The Love of Home 
 
Home is a place of laughter and love. 
A place of wonder to explore. 
 



Home is a place where I’m loved and safe. 
I have a bed I have food. 
But Home is not about the stuff 
it’s about the people and the love. 
 
My Home is as cozy as  
My blanket that’s always there to 
shelter me. 
 
Home is a place where I have fun and I’m happy. 
That’s why everyone deserves a home. 
 
-Aria 
 
My Love for My Home 
 
My love for my home 
is strong as a father, 
loving as a mother, 
by why?  
Home is a family to me 
Home takes care of me  
in a windy storm 
or even in the heavy rain. 
 
It can also keep me 
warm like a cozy fluffy jacket. 
 
When I’m hungry 
there’s always food,  
when I’m dirty 
I take a nice, glorious shower! 
 
There’s so many lovely  
fantastic things I love about my home. 
But…not everyone has a home to feel warm or happy, 
so I’m writing this poem 
so this program can at least donate $10  
so other people can get the feeling of loving 
a home. 
 
-Geraline 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


