Home

HONDA Afiya
Tono High School

There is no place like home. Or so I thought.

A few years ago, I packed the entirety of my life in a suitcase, and with mixed emotions I held my
dads hand tight. My young mind cannot even fathom the emptiness I felt. I am now leaving the only
“home” I knew. But I kept telling myself that everything is going to be just fine.

I grew up in a household where we speak English. I went to a Chinese school. And with my
friends outside school, I speak Tagalog. Now I am going to a country where no one speaks any of the
languages I know, but Nihonggo. Sounds funny right? It is funny. And uncomfortable. And a
struggle.

My first year here in Japan was pure loneliness. Both my parents were working full time, I had
no friends. Iwas dragging my feet every single day to school. My “get up and go” got up and went long
before I even open my eyes in the morning. The seat next to me in class was always empty because
nobody will even sit with me. Other kids ignored me. Some would come to me with micro aggressions,
and others were just outright hostile. Watching these things unfold every day makes me cringe to the
point that it was literally painful.

Until one day, I was in the store with my mom. She was talking to a customer and they are
actually sharing a recipe. A Filipino recipe. The lady is Japanese. Two people of totally different
cultures are interested in the same thing. That very moment I just saw a spark inside my head.

The next day I went to school light footed. I said hi to the first kid I saw. I waved to two of my
teachers. And I decided to sit next to that new girl from Brazil in class. I decided to be the best person
I can be.

I chose to believe that I am resilient, that I can launch myself into a personal journey of self
discovery. I chose to believe that I too, belong here in this country like all the others around me. All the
things that has happened to me, good and bad, helped me internalize the deeper issues I have. All 1
need to do is to embrace what I am and what I can be. It was me. It was I who put myself in misery by
hiding behind my twisted belief that this country is not my home and I don’t belong here. And I was
wrong.

By realizing this, I ask for all of you to try and look beyond the color of the skin, beyond language
differences. I ask for all of you to please keep your hearts open and find the love and understanding
that makes us all human — not Japanese, not Filipinos, not Hispanics...because after all, we are
PEOPLE. We are one. We share the same sky and we breathe the same air. I am a living proof that
we can all belong to a world without hatred. Only love.

And to my fellow immigrant students, if there will ever be a time that you need a reason to
continue moving forward, look around you and see how fortunate you are to have lived in this country.
And thank your parents for choosing to live in this nurturing country where you thrive.

The struggle is real, but only if we let it. From this day, I will step into the world and vow to claim
it as my own. I took the challenge of making new friends by conquering the barriers of language. And
most of all, I have overcome the fear of not being able to go back “home” again.

Because the truth is, HOME is not a place. HOME is a feeling. The acceptance, love, kindness
and warmth that this country gave me relentlessly, made me feel I belong. This country. My country.
Japan.

Yes, there is no place like home.
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