
Belonging 

 

    While I was at work one night, I was looking 

through an old issue of O magazine (Dec. 2009), 

and saw one of those ubiquitous pictures of raggedy 

kids somewhere in Africa.  A glance at the captions 

said Uganda and a double-take took me by surprise.  

Those were my kids - my Batwa kids, that I'd seen 

and worked with for the past two years.  I could tell 

you just by the picture where they were standing, 

that it was in Rwamahano settlement at the school, 

on top of the hill above Lake Bunyonyi, and I could 

name those kids.  Then to look at the date, the name 

of the guy standing with them promoting his "one 

man international aid organization" and to realize 

that I was there and I met that man while I was 

working - like so many other muzungus that came 

through to donate and give, or oogle and sigh at the 

poor Batwa.  It was an exciting, and somewhat 

bittersweet moment.  I couldn't believe I was seeing 

this picture, and shocked with the realization that I knew it; then, the unexpected ache of missing those 

kids, the hike up that hill, the beautiful views, talking to the headmaster of the school to see what else 

we could do, and the talks we gave in the community center or sprawled in the grass.  You don't think 

when you come back that simply, unexpectedly seeing a picture could affect you so much or evoke 

such emotions, but it does, and even thinking about it is just as jarring as when I saw it and realized 

those were my kids, my place, and I was there.  I always used to laugh when I heard returned 

volunteers refer to places as theirs, but I understand that ownership now, that sense of pride at the work 

you did and the people you helped.  No matter how much time passes, I realize it's always going to be 

your village and your kids or your women/men, not just because you worked there but because you 

belonged there.  You were accepted and welcomed by them, and unknowingly perhaps, you accepted 

and welcomed them, forever, into your heart, so that they became a part of you - and that's where that 

ownership and pride comes from, that's where that bittersweet ache will always be.  So, don't be 

surprised when day when this happens to you. Revel in the feelings, revel in the pride, the ownership, 

and the belonging.  Then take that, and share it with everyone you see, because it deserves to be shared 

and reveled in. 

 


