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Belonging is up to you (Creative Writing) 

Let be begin with a story, a tale of a young boy with three brothers. He was the youngest of them all, 

born in the same house as all of them. But from birth he looked different, he was taller, his face was 

stouter and his legs looked lankier. His mother also noticed his differences and tried her best to 

make him feel welcome amongst his brothers. Nothing seemed to work as he was unhappy, so he 

went away. As he ran away from home, he would ask the postman, the traffic controller, the delivery 

driver and anyone he could find, if they knew someone like him. All of them said they had never 

seen someone like him. Depressed and alone, he hid himself away only to be found by a kind carer 

who invited him to her fire. As time went on, the young boy gradually ventured back into his 

community and one fine sunny afternoon was spotted sitting alone next to a tall tree. There were 

boys playing ball in the park, they were tall, lanky and bold who called out to him. The young boy 

who had run away from home looked up from where he was sitting and realised that the other 

children also looked like him. “Come play with us” the boys cried. They quickly became friends and 

played ball everyday at the park. One day, as his mother and three other brothers were walking 

through the park, they noticed the group of boys playing ball. One of the brothers said to his mother, 

“is that boy not a fantastic ball player, so like all the best on television”, his mother stopped and had 

a closer look, and she immediately recognised him and said “come home, my lost son”. 

And what happens next is up to you to decide. Where does the young boy in that story belong? Our 

belonging is defined not by others but through our actions and decisions on whom we associate 

ourselves with. No one can give us our identity, we own our own identities and even when faced 

with repressive circumstances, it is how we stand and how we act that defines us. Through isolation, 

we can grow our relationships with ourselves and come to understand the constant need for 

acceptance and community. Looking back at the story I have just spoken of, the young boy felt out of 

place because of his physical attributes and chose to distance himself from his family. He felt that he 

could not belong there simply as he looked different. By choosing not to stay with his family and to 

sleep on the streets, his association or there lack of from his mother and brothers alienated himself. 

The young boy felt that the only place he could belong to was the streets. But through the choices 

we make and decisions we take are the consequences that we must face. Luckily for the boy, a kind 

carer invited him to her fire. 

The young boy found his sense of identity as a ball player through his new found friendship with the 

other children at the park. No longer was he confined to staring from a distance under his tree, but 

he was able to be a part of a community that he felt at ease. The decision for the young boy to join 

in with the other children was one that only he could have made. We also belong to ourselves and 

have the power to define belonging ourselves. It is our perception of us that sometimes isolates 

ourselves from others. But if we choose to overcome these challenges towards ourselves, then we 

can be not only one with ourselves but also our surroundings. The young boy did not see himself as 

being in the right place even though he was born under the roof as his older brothers were, his 

mother tried hard to console him but even then did he decipher that he did not belong. But no one 

else made the decision that he took it upon himself to see that he did not belong in the household. 

Belonging is something that is ours and ours alone, we make our own judgements and choices but 

must also face its consequences. Only we can define belong ourselves. It is not something that we 

achieve but rather something that we associate with. How will you belong? 


