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Task 1
When I was a young woman in my twenties, I once came across a quote that truly resonated with me. It read, ‘It’s funny when you leave your home and wander really far. You always think, ‘I want to go home’. But then you go home and of course, it’s not the same. You can’t live with it; you can’t live away from it. From then on there’s this yearning for some place that doesn’t exist. I’m never completely at home anywhere.’ – Girl Gone International. 
The author Anon. Who was Girl Gone International? She could have easily been my subconscious. Ever since I can remember I have never felt that sense of belonging. That warm hug that is home. Here in my home country, it is known as Hiraeth. A language at the time I did not fully understand. For a large part of my life, I had considered home as many places in this world. I have had many different addresses. Among them; Dubai, Sydney, Dublin, London. Some would have called me a nomad. Upon reflection, truthfully, I believe I was trying to find myself. If what they say is true; home is where the heart is. Then let’s just say my heart was lost. 
Since I was a teenager, I always had this feeling I would go places. Growing up in a rural small town where most of its inhabitants never leave. To me, it sometimes felt like the edge of the earth. By the age of twenty-five, I had already travelled extensively and lived in three different countries on two separate continents. And I was about to move to the other side of the world. Quite literally. To Australia. I remember my mum crying as she hugged me goodbye. She had convinced herself that I would emigrate there. Looking back, I honestly believed the same. 
I had always been a sun lover. A beach baby. I used to joke that I should have been born in the southern hemisphere. And for as long as I could remember I had wanted to live in Australia. I am not sure if it was all those episodes of Home and Away that my mum and I used to watch when I was growing up. Either way, it was a way of life I craved. Or so I thought. 
I had it all planned out. My best friend Sarah had recommended a place called Manly, located on the Northern Beaches outside of Sydney. I had done my research and it looked like somewhere I could see myself living. It had a youthful buzz about it. A laid-back coolness. 
The main route to reach Manly was by ferry from Sydney Harbour. I was soon to learn that the tourists and peasants took the slow ferry across whereas the locals and the cool kids tended to catch the fast ferry. We were on the slow ferry of course. I recall the day we arrived at that place like it was yesterday. It was springtime down under. There was an ocean breeze that rushed through the wide-open main shopping strip. The daylight gave off a slightly fluorescent haze. The beach seemed abnormally quiet. Almost soulless. It was as if the town had been hibernating all winter and was awaking from its slumber. My boyfriend at the time was not in the best of moods. Jet lag and the bulk of his luggage weighing him down. We dragged our feet in search of our over-budget Air BnB. Promising new recruits for surfers paradise. Backpackers full of anticipation. 
Six long months we called that place our home. I sometimes imagine that my being in another life retraces my steps there. Continuing to live the life I should have had. Walks the foot path to Shelly Beach, visits my favourite poke bowl café, and surfs the waves during summer storms. To cut a long story short, Manly turned out to be bittersweet. I came to realise it was superficial and suffocating as well as one of the best chapters of my life. But like in Cinderella, the shoe just didn’t fit. 
From there, we hired a run-down campervan and journeyed along the East Coast for the next six months. The story continued. I encountered many wonderful parts of Australia along the way, wondering “Could this be it?” Trying the shoe on to fit. But it never did. And my mum's fears never did come true. I returned to my hometown a year later. And the opening quote couldn’t be truer. 
Eventually, the one thing I learned along the way, is that home is not a place it’s a feeling. And by the time I reached my thirties, I had found my happy place. Home is the people you surround yourself with. It is your roots but also your olive branches. It is where you have been and where you are headed. Blood is thicker than water and home is the blood that your heart beats. It is Hiraeth, a language I am now beginning to understand. My home language. A word that doesn't have a single, perfect translation.

