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“We’re going home,” said 
an uncle of mine, a huge 
smile spread across his 

face. After 15 years of building a life in the 
States, he still refers to Malaysia as “home”. 
It certainly got me thinking – what is home, 
anyways? It’s where the heart is… or isn’t it? 

Over the past decade, I have had to 
continuously redefine the idea of “home”. 
As a teen, I spent a few years abroad before 
relocating again with my family, having to 
acclimatise to the local public school system 
before facing the horrific series of examination 
that is SPM. Not long after that, I found myself 
once again on American soil, walking the 
grounds of a vast Midwest university. 

Upon my graduation, I packed my bags 
and headed back to Malaysia. I missed my 
family terribly and despite all the great things 
my collegiate life had awarded me, I felt it was 
time to return, well, home. 

Talk about a rude awakening. It seemed 
that my little hometown of Petaling Jaya had 
morphed into a bustling metropolis while I was 
away. Then again, I couldn’t really complain. 
I had scored an enviable position as a writer 
with a respected publication, activities with kith 
and kin kept me occupied and a romance was 
blossoming nicely. To the onlooker, I seemed 
to have it all for a fresh returning graduate. 

Yet, there was something missing from 
this pretty picture. 

“I feel like I don’t belong here,” I remember 
telling my friend over steaming bowls of yong 

tau foo one afternoon. She nodded, both in 
empathy and in understanding. The truth was, 
behind the facade of this glossy new life of 
mine, there was a sense of displacement. 

It was funny how in just a few years, the 
place that was supposed to be my home 
had grown into something I didn’t quite 
recognise. I suppose an interesting analogy 
would be meeting an old flame and realising 
that he isn’t quite the person you thought 
you knew. From a sweet and demure love, 
my home had grown into a congested 
retail haven crowded with people who had 
forgotten everything they learned in driver’s 
ed. Oh well, as some politicians like to say: 
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"If you don’t like it here, leave lah!" Ouch. 
But then again, what if I was that old flame 

and I was the one who had changed? Within 
those years of being away, my preferences 
and ideals had evolved. I had experienced 
various things, met different people, travelled 
to numerous places and as a result, had 
emerged a changed person who wanted 
certain things in my life. 

While my time with family was more than 
adequate, it didn’t seem to satisfy that need 
I had for a sense of belonging, of fitting into 
a puzzle without having to change my shape. 
I wanted so badly a place and people who 
were in sync with my values and ideals. These, 
I have learned, are necessary to nourish and 
reinforce our identities as individuals. 

For some, home is their place of origin. 
Somewhere they can trace their roots back to, 
a place which cradles their oldest and fondest 
memories. Everywhere else is a second home. 

For others, home is a utopia where most 
of their priorities are met. 

Earlier this year, I was sitting next to my 
husband in a plane bound for Los Angeles. 
Hand in hand and filled with faith, we set off 
to start a new chapter together, eager to build 
a home for ourselves and hopefully, discover 
that sense of belonging. For me, home is 
where the heart is happy. 
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