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Rinu missed her grandmother Nanima. 
Nanima lived on the other side of the world 
in India. Rinu hardly ever got to see her.

Rinu worried that Nanima might forget 
their good times together. So she decided 
to make Nanima a special valentine.

Rinu found a cereal box, red paper, 
cotton balls, scissors, glue, and a photo. 
She laid them on the kitchen table.

Rinu cut out a cardboard heart and 
wrapped it in red paper. She glued cotton 
balls around the edges of the heart. 

Rinu picked up the photo. It showed 
Nanima riding a camel with Rinu. “Don’t 
worry,” Nanima had said to her. “I won’t 
let you fall.”

Rinu hadn’t understood what Nanima 
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was saying until Mom had explained. 
Nanima spoke Hindi, an Indian 
language. Rinu knew only English.

Rinu smiled as she remembered the 
camel ride. She glued the photo to the 
valentine. 

“Nanima will love that,” Mom said, 
walking in.

Rinu beamed. “Do you think she’ll send 
me one, too?”

“Well, don’t forget. Valentine’s Day  
is not an Indian holiday,” said Mom.

Rinu blinked. “So Nanima won’t know 
what a valentine is? Should I explain  
in a note?”

But Nanima couldn’t read English.  
And Mom wouldn’t be there to translate. 

Rinu made her  
grandmother a  

special valentine. 



PAGE: 33 

© Highlights for Children, Inc. This item from www.highlightsteachers.com is permitted to be used by a teacher free of charge for classroom 
use by printing or photocopying one copy for each student in the class. Highlights® Fun with a Purpose®

Wait! That’s it. On a napkin, Rinu wrote: 
Dear Nanima, 

This valentine means I love you. 
Love, 
Rinu

 “How do you write this in Hindi?” 
Rinu asked, showing the napkin to Mom.

Mom smiled. As she wrote 
the Hindi words, she said 
them out loud.

To Rinu, they sounded like 
a secret code. “What does P-R stand for?” 
Rinu asked.

“Pyar means ‘love,’” Mom said.
“Pyar.” Rinu liked that word.  

It reminded her of peach ice cream. 
Sweet, sunny, yummy.

Rinu carefully copied the Hindi words 
onto nice paper. She slid the note and 
valentine into an envelope and wrote the 
address. Then Rinu and Mom mailed the 
package.

All week, Rinu checked the mail. 
Nothing came from Nanima, not even  
on Valentine’s Day.

“Overseas mail takes longer,” Mom 
reminded Rinu.

“What if the valentine got lost?” Rinu 
said. “We should call Nanima.”

Calling Nanima wasn’t cheap or easy. 
Sometimes calls got disconnected while 
everyone was talking. But Rinu wanted 
to try.

Just before bedtime, Rinu and her 
parents gathered and put the phone on 
speakerphone. Mom dialed Nanima’s 
number.

After some silence, the call went 
through to India: Ring-ring. Ring-ring. 

Ring-ring. Ring-ring.
“Haloo?” Rinu’s uncle answered.
“Hello?” Mom shouted over some static.
“Haloo?” Uncle shouted back. “Haloo?”
Finally, Uncle heard Mom. His phone 

was passed around like a hot potato. 
Aunts, uncles, and cousins hopped onto 

the call.
“Where’s Nanima?” Rinu 

kept asking. 
The static grew worse. 

What if the call was disconnected before 
Rinu spoke with Nanima?

“Haloo?” A soft voice suddenly crackled 
over the phone.

“Nanima!” Rinu blurted.
“Rinu?” Nanima chuckled. Nanima’s 

Hindi swirled around Rinu. Then Rinu 
recognized a word and grinned.

Pyar. Nanima was saying she loved 
Rinu, too.  

“Pyar means ‘love,’”  
Mom said.

“Where’s 
Nanima?” 




