BELONGING
Written by Kay Jones
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Leaving Ireland as a young woman aged 18 to train as a Registered Nurse was both exciting and heartbreaking.  Exciting ,because it was my first time on a plane.  Aer Lingus from Shannon to London.  The excitement of this chapter was overshadowed by the pain of leaving my family and my home behind.  Seeing London for the first time through the clouds brought about a sense of uncertainty.  Where would I belong now?
My childhood had been one of constant movement because my father’s ambitions in the Gardaí meant every promotion meant upping sticks, a new home and a new school and the challenge of making new friends.I became accustomed to this pattern of settling down only to move again after a few years.  We finally settled when I was 14 in a lovely town.  Dad had achieved his career ambition and both my parents wanted to put down permanent roots.  My new school was a small private, girls only school.  I began to feel I could truly belong.
In truth it was not long enough for me to make deep roots, develop lifelong friendships because study,family and hobbies got in the way.I had little time to build those bonds for life. So although I left Ireland when I was 18 those friendships were frail and sustained only by infrequent blue airmail letters.  Their arrival brought news and comfort but never the deep connections I missed.
I qualified as a State Registered Nurse and Midwife, fell in love. From then on there was no going back. Not in a way that I could claim my place in Ireland. I had changed and wanted to lead a different life than those friends who had not left. Ireland remained and still remains a place I call HOME.  Whenever I visit I feel different blood coursing through my veins.  I feel truly Irish.  Familiar sights sounds and smells pull deeply at my heart strings.
I return to the UK to my wonderful husband and family with that same bitter sweet feeling as the day I first left. I live in a City I love with a family I love.I have formed friendships and embraced the culture.  The reality of embracing two places can be difficult at times.
I have figured that belonging is a sense of connection a deep sense of home.  I have found my forever home with my forever family but my sense of belonging is a different thing.
Maya Angelou once said “You are only free when you realise you belong no place – you belong every place – no place at all.”
