
Where Is Home? 

 

Where is home? 

 I’m driven to this question by a recent, all-too-brief return to Tasmania, where I was 

born and raised until I left on a working holiday that has, as of last February, extended for 

thirty years and involved considerably more work than holidaying. Those three decades have 

been spent in Queensland in a total of six different houses, all of which I’ve called home, 

albeit with varying degrees of intensity and affection. The Cape Cod-style house that we 

planned and built was perhaps the homiest of our homes – or was it that brick-and-tile speccie 

that we bought on the strength of fresh love and a dizzying seventeen percent interest rate? It 

was a compressed but likeable kennel in one of those melaleuca-dotted parts of town that 

suffers from identity fluidity – am I rural or suburban? – but it was our initial bite into the 

weight of home ownership and where we brought forth our children, both valid claims to 

significance.   

 Can home only ever be where first we live? In my case that was an Education 

Department cube made of weatherboard and icicles but with the saving grace of raspberry 

canes in the backyard. The fruit grew abundantly so I picked and ate with manic glee, ending 

each day as a happy crimson dwarf. Eventually we moved up the hill into the sprawling 

family home that looked precisely the same as the other sprawling family homes that 

surrounded it, and then onto Hobart which, to a wide-eyed ten year old, felt as grand and 

sophisticated in 1972 as London or New York does now. 

 My homes have all shared one key aspect; they’ve remained intact. It’s fair to say that 

our national, politically-shaped view of refugees – and isn’t that a broadly dismissive noun 

for a span of suffering and indignity that is beyond the comprehension of most? – tends to 

focus on the journey … a leaky boat or night-time border crossing, those dusty droves that 

snake endlessly through Europe. We might register that which has been left behind, the 

broken streets and bombed-out towns, but do we genuinely consider the end-point for people 

who are torn by the knowledge that home is as much, if not more, about heart as it is place? 

For those who have been displaced against their will, the burn within surely provides the 

greatest pain.  

 We go away, we stay away, we wistfully suggest that we miss home. What, the 

building itself? The street, suburb, city or country? The sun-bleached family snap-shots, the 

memory of voices, the stain on the carpet where the cat peed and we laughed forever? Years 

ago, I had the pleasure of teaching a lady who, with her husband, had been forced to flee Iran 

in the face of religious persecution. When we spoke of these matters, she said, “I don’t just 

miss my home, I miss all that my home was.” 

 Where is home? Where we make it, I suppose. Perhaps, over the course of a life, we 

gather a set of homes in the same way that we might gather children and loves and friends, 

and experiences both grand and damnable. Perhaps home is a unity of all these things; a place 

where we can taste the raspberries as they grow in tune with the heart. 


