
Home Is Where the Heart Is 

I’ve lived in the same bungalow on the west side of Chicago all of my life and the 

memories I’ve built there make it feel like no other place on earth for me. It is my house, my 

place of solace and safety but it’s hard to pinpoint the source of its ‘hominess’. Of course my 

family have contributed, the smell of my mom’s brownies, the dents in the grass outside where 

me and my brother’s swing set used to stand, the family room where me and my dad watch 

MeTV every Saturday. These things are only a part of the home I’ve known for 17 years.  

That yellow-brick facade has been the face of a haven for me. My room on the third 

floor is a space that I can only dream to have anywhere else in the future. When I first moved up 

to the attic when I was 10 it was a whole new world. I had my own bubble to live in and that 

feeling has not changed since. I still retreat there often, it is the source of much of my creativity, 

especially those two windows looking out on the evergreens in my back yard. I see the sun set 

there almost every evening watching the light play upon the dark paneled walls. I can sit there 

and write songs, and feel alone, even though I know my family is bustling about downstairs. I am 

scared to leave it.  

Besides my friends and family I think my home will be the hardest thing to be away 

from in college. I am uncertain that I will be able to write as often in a cramped dorm, I am 

scared that I won’t feel safe there, I am scared for the tears I will shed thinking about that 

bungalow on Newcastle Avenue. I don’t know if I will ever be able to feel at home on campus, 

even though my heart is there with me. But despite its falsehoods when taken literally, I still 

think ‘home is where the heart is’ is a powerful statement. Some people firmly believe that if you 

have family with you, your home is wherever they are. Others think their material possessions 

make a home; that if their walk-in closets are big enough they fill them up with that special 

“hominess”. As for me, I believe that home will always be where your mind is. 

I know that when I am away from my true home my heart will always be beating in my 

chest wherever I am but my mind will be elsewhere. It’s in my room with the windows open 

feeling the breeze wash over me. It’s in my mom’s arms as I cry to her about my uncertainty and 

doubt. Home is in my memories, even if they cannot be physically visited. Those thoughts of the 

past can bring my home to me. So even though I’m not cozy within the yellow bricks or 

surrounded by the smell of my mother’s cooking, I can feel at ease knowing that I can retreat 

there with a daydream or a midday nap. I know I’ll be thinking about my room very often when 

I’m away, and maybe doing so can make me feel like I’m still there. Maybe home is not the 

physical bricks that built the home, but the foundation of memories built within those walls. At 

least that’s what I will try to believe: that maybe home is not where the heart is, it’s where your 

mind can take you. 
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