
Descriptive Essay About a Place Called Home 

 

Home is a place of comfort, safety, and unconditional love. It’s the one place that 

everyone should be able to come back to at the end of the day. Home can look different for 

everyone, but for me it is my grandparents’ house in rural Massachusetts.  

When I walk down the long driveway into their house, I’m surrounded by nature. The 

trees are tall and full of life, the air is always fresh with a hint of pine. I can feel the warmth 

radiating from the sun and hear the birds singing in harmony. It's calming to step away from 

everyday life and appreciate the beauty that surrounds me. 

Inside my grandparents’ house, I can always expect a warm welcome. The walls are lined 

with pictures of family, friends and old memories that tell stories of generations past. Their 

living room furniture is worn but sturdy, the kind that you can sink into after a long day. There’s 

always a fire in the fireplace ready to be lit and blankets strewn across the couches to keep us 

warm.  

When I walk into their kitchen, the delicious smells of home cooking waft through the 

air. The counters and island are always cluttered with ingredients for whatever recipe my 

grandmother is making that day. On the table sits a bowl full of fresh fruit from her garden, 

inviting me to snack on something sweet.  

My grandparents’ house is my home away from home, a place where I can escape the 

hustle and bustle of everyday life and just relax. It is a safe space that brings me peace and joy 

every time I step through the door. Home is so much more than just four walls and a roof – it’s a 

place of love and belonging. Home is where the heart is, and my grandparents’ house will always 

have a special place in mine.  



 


