
Where is my home?  

Is it Medway where I have lived for 10 years, Liverpool that bears bitter sweet memories and 

which I lived in for about 10 years before that? 

Home is where the heart is. 

Right now I think of Africa, the homeland I left over 21 years ago. A land of contrasts. Glorious 

sun, warmth of strangers, torrential rains, fresh foods. The love and acceptance of both my 
grandmothers and great‐grandmothers can never fade away. No amount of abuse or degradation 
can remove that affirmation.  

Who do I have left there? Brothers and a sister you no longer have anything in common with? The 
dogs are dead, the streets are changed, and parents are long dead. Friends are dispersed and visits 
are tedious. Is this still my home, or the place I have lived in for more than half my adult years? 

Home sweet home. When the temperature dips and the streets are silent, then I remember the 
things that brought comfort – my childhood. Sitting on a grandmother’s lap reciting scripture and 
being told to dream my dreams. Fairy cakes at my beck and call and maids to run round me. 
Mopping my brow and feeding me broth on the numerous occasions I succumbed to malaria.  

Home is where my lovely children and adorable granddaughter have made their home. They are the 
love of my life.  

Home is where my favourite chair is in my favourite part of the room. Home is where I have my little 
black book of dreams to hand and the remote control is mine! 

Why can’t I belong to both?  

It’s funny but those that were left behind in your childhood don’t want you back and the ones in the 
place you now call home don’t want you there as well.  

Home. Where is my home?  

Don’t want to be a child of two worlds owing allegiance to none.  

Can someone tell me? No, don’t tell me; leave it to me to work out which is my home and accept 
me wherever I call my home.  

 

By Bose Johnson 

   



Dear Iron Rudy, my penfriend from an alternative Medway 

Sorry it took me so long to reply back to you but I been very busy with my creative 
writing courses. Anyway how are you? By the way, thank you for the black and white 
photo of where you live (a clock tower), when I started to read your letter my mind started 
to race giving me goosebumps, how is it impossible? That your home, a place where 
everything is run on steam and made of metal, iron and cogs, is happening right now in 
your reality of Medway, but not mine.  

I've written to soo many people in different parts of the world, but you’re the first I would 
love to meet in person, as I love Steampunk. Yes I know it sounds mad and crazy but 
where you live, a home in a clock tower sounds like something I read from a book that 
takes me far away to a fantasy world. 

Anyway the reason why I began writing to you in the first place is because for part of my 
creative writing courses I had to write a letter to anyone I chose, then for homework write a 
reply letter which is the one I have just written. I do hope my handwriting is alright and 
readable as yours seems much better than mine.  

When I found your address details in the pen pal magazine that was sent to me by post I 
knew from the start we were going to be really good pen friends till the end.  

I've even stored every letter you sent me in vintage tins.  

Write back when you can. 

PS, I know you said you live in a clock tower, but whereabouts in Medway is it? There’s 
one in Chatham near the high street, well, in my reality there is. 

 

Yours Sincerely... 
 

 

By Natalie Morrow 



Lt. Connor Harrington, 
Camp Bastion, 

Helmund Province, 

Afghanistan. 

21st December 2011. 

My Darling Sara, 

I cannot put into words how much I miss you. I think about 
you EVERY day – even when we are out on patrol. I know I 
shouldn’t as you can be quite distracting at times! I always 
have your photo with me, it’s in my wallet – I’ve even had it 
laminated out here using one of the machines in the 
Officers’ Quarters so it won’t fade or tear! Don’t tell anyone, 
darling! It’s the one of you in that black dress I like, on your 
30th Birthday when you were drunk and posing like 
Marilyn Monroe in ‘The Seven Year Itch’, by the Christmas 
tree in the garden, but without the updraft from the 
subway!! Pity- you know I’ve always admired your legs, after 
all that’s how we met. I can still feel that slap you gave me 
that night! The lights from the tree reflect off your skin 
giving you an autumnal glow…or maybe it’s just because you 
were drunk! Sorry, I won’t mention it again I promise but 
you were so funny – though incredibly rude – but I didn’t 
mind that! I’d heard much worse out here, but never from 
someone as lovely as you. I couldn’t believe that you swore 
like a drill sergeant I once knew. You had such an innocent 
facebut with the foulest mouth. I thought it was one of our 
best nights out. You definitely made an impression on my 
father that night, even though we’d all been out as a family 

By Nigel Cuming 
 



before. He pulled me aside and said “You want to be careful 
with that one son, she’ll prick pomposity at those stuffy 
Army dinners quicker than a bastard in a condom factory! 
It’s a very rare trait in an Army wife, but will be very 
useful, believe me!” 

Sorry love, got to break off now, we’ve had a call out. It’s some 
of the ‘newbies’ – they’ve been hit with an IED, several dead 
and injured. We’ve got to mobilise immediately and pull 
them out of there. 

22nd December 2011,  22.00 hrs. 

I am really sorry Sara, it’s been over 24 hours since I put pen 
to paper. I won’t bore you with all the details but it was a 
difficult mission. We got them all back to base, but some 
didn’t make it….and others with limbs missing and bad skin 
injuries will face months or even years of therapy and 
rehabilitation . Yours truly is OK, you know me, bullets 
bounce off me, besides I’ve got you next to my heart, keeping 
watch. You’re my guardian angel. I’m playing ‘Someone to 
Watch Over Me’ on my ipod now. I know it’s one of your 
favourites, mine too! “They don’t write songs like that 
anymore”, I can hear you say as you used to snuggle up to 
me with your hands clasped around your mug of cocoa. 

Well Sara, I have to end now, this is the first letter I’ve had 
the courage to write since the accident on Christmas Day last 
year. So you see I took the shrink’s advice. I know you’ll be 
pleased with my progress this last year. I don’t break down or 
punch walls at the slightest thing going wrong anymore! 

By Nigel Cuming 
 



By Nigel Cuming 
 

I’m leaving on the 06.00 flight out of here on the 24th back 
to the UKand I’ll be home for Xmas Day. I’ve already ordered 
the flowers and I’ll be bringing them to place at your grave 
Xmas Day afternoon. That’s where I’ll be for the rest of the 
day talking to you until the sun sets. You know, like we used 
to do at home on the swing seat in the back garden, watching 
the sun disappear behind the horizon. 

See you soon, my darling Sara, I love you always with all my 
heart. 

 

Your Connor, forever. 

 

Written by Nigel Cuming 
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