

				A Moment of Home

	I came to the realization I never have had a real sense of Home in the twenty-eight places I have lived. I felt safe but not the feeling I had when I stepped off the airplane in St. John’s, Newfoundland, Canada, I sensed something so deep that my whole body responded with a sigh of bliss. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath of fresh ocean air and chills ran through my body and I smiled.  A new and unfamiliar feeling, and yet I immediately had a sense of being Home, my real home, a place where I was fully loved. All my senses quickened.  My inner voice whispered, “I’m Home” It was close to the feeling of my younger days out in nature on the western prairies where I was born, but this was an even deeper feeling.  It seeped into my bones, mingled with my blood, wrapped itself around my heart, liquified my stress and tension, my heartache, and tears of joy began washing down my cheeks. It was as though the sound of the ocean’s waves and the breezes were enfolding me in a warm gentle hug and murmuring “Welcome home, my darling, welcome home, we’ve been waiting for you. We love you”. 
	This was my moment of having a true sense of Home. Perhaps a remembrance of where my soul came to Earth from.   Did I come from a distant star?  I’d like to think so as this feeling of Home was so strong that in this moment, I felt my connection to all humanity and the Universe.  
	I stood there on this Holy Ground, this beautiful Earth and I was Home, for the moment.
 
  

