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The Invisible Luggage I Carried 
 
I heard the luggage zip up quietly. I tried to talk to my mom, but nothing came out of my 
mouth. I twiddled with my grubby fingers as I watched the luggage get carried away. 
“Come on, sweetheart, we are getting late,” Mum told me in a shaky voice. I gave her a 
brief reply. My shoulders felt heavy with the memories I carried. I had lived here for 
three whole years, and it truly felt like home. I wasn’t ready to make new friends or 
adjust to a new place. I knew that once we moved to Australia permanently, I wouldn’t 
feel like I belonged there. The only place I belonged was Finland, where I made my first 
memories and friends. I had strong friendships here, and it felt hard to leave them 
behind. Aah Anayah! My best friend. We always had sleepovers, shared laughter and 
visited each other’s houses. A voice kept whispering inside my mind, I don’t want to go.  
 
I slouched over and carried my luggage. I knew that the voyage would be long and 
exhausting. After half an hour I arrived at the enormous airport, thronged with people. 
With my family, I limped inside and saw the different terminal numbers. The pleasant 
aroma of coffee spread throughout the airport. I held tightly the chilly handle of my 
suitcase and observed my surroundings. I heard cries of children, suitcases rolling 
across the airport floor, and the echoes of announcements. All these sounds pierced the 
air. The crowd bustled around me. I glanced out the airport window to check the last few 
moments of Finland's sunset. Its cold colours shimmered in front of my eyes, and I saw 
the light of blue-sky beaming down at me. The sunset looked calm, as if it were waving 
me a silent goodbye.  
 
Soon it was our time to board. I hopped into the aeroplane and headed for my comfy 
seat. Once again, I stared out of the window, sighed, and whispered a quiet goodbye. 
My face was blank but inside I felt uneasy. Deep down, I knew I would feel isolated 
there.  
 
The night was gloomy. The wind swung from side to side, pulling me from left to right. 
My heart felt fragile and my face was blank. Being inconsolable, I felt like an airy balloon 
ready to burst. I just wanted one more day, or even ten more minutes with my best 
friend, to give her a last hug. That thought made the goodbye feel even harder.  
 
The fluffy clouds surrounded the plane as it soared forward. During the long flight, to 
distract myself, I slept and watched movies.  
 
Eventually, the plane landed safely. When I stepped out of the airport, the bright 
sunshine dazzled like a golden coin in the clear, vast, blue sky. The trees were luscious, 
green, and exquisite. Australia was modern and new. I noticed a striking contrast 
between the two countries. It was that in Finland, everything was chilly and in Australia, 
everything was blazing. The heat was scorching and I felt like burning on the spot. The 



birds sang and chirped loudly as the grass danced like tiny ballerinas and fairies. The 
blazing sun seemed to tell me with an encouraging smile, that I would be fine. The 
breeze felt different, and everything else did too. The invisible luggage felt even more 
uncomfortable.  
 
After a while, a van came to pick us up. The driver was chatty, and my dad talked to him 
continuously. My mum sat there, replying to the questions that the driver asked. 
Meanwhile, my sister and I sat quietly, waiting to reach our destination. We were staying 
at someone else’s house for the time being, but I didn’t mind, at least I had shelter. After 
one hour we arrived at our destination. We took our suitcases and went inside the 
house. As I entered, I immediately collapsed onto the bed from exhaustion. My luggage 
was very heavy with all the things I had packed. Even heavier were the moments, 
memories, and laughter stacked up on top of it. It wasn’t just physical luggage; it was 
invisible luggage.  
 
Days passed, and we eventually moved to our own house. I was happy about that. Still, 
I kept worrying about school. What if I don’t fit in? What if they don’t like me? My mind 
was filled with these questions. I tried to ignore them, but they kept disturbing me.  
 
Then came my first day of school. I had a bittersweet feeling; I was excited but a little 
nervous too. Luckily, my house was very close. As I entered the school, I fidgeted with 
my fingers. I flexed my neck and looked around anxiously. The teacher looked kind, and 
she greeted me with a warm smile. That lifted my mood instantly. But when I turned 
around and saw unfamiliar faces, I was worried again.  
 
During recess, I made my way to the field which was apparently called the “oval.” The 
name sounded strange to me, but I did not mind. I went to a corner and sat with my 
head down. The invisible luggage was heavier than ever. I crossed my arms on top of 
my pointy knees and stared at the grass. The bugs looked like they were dancing. Soon 
I heard a gentle voice.  
“Hello! Do you want to play with me?” she asked.  
“Of course,” I replied enthusiastically.  
We started a conversation. Her name was Jea. She had round glasses, long brown hair, 
and pink streaks. I loved her hair. She was very kind to me. She asked me about my 
journey, interests and hobbies. While talking to Jea, I learned that she was also 
interested in gymnastics.  
“Since you like gymnastics, you can join me in a nearby gymnastics club.” she 
exclaimed. I glanced up at her with wide eyes. Was she really offering me that? I 
thought this wasn’t real for a second.  
“I mean, of course! I would love to! Thanks,” I replied with a gentle smile. I thought for 
the first time that fitting in here would not be as hard as I felt it would be. The invisible 
luggage on my shoulder felt lighter.  
 
Teachers, school, classroom, subjects; everything was unique. Even the teaching style 
was different. Therefore, I found adjusting stimulating and tough as I had to get used to 
the new environment and teaching style. Of course, all of this was possible, but at that 



moment, it felt impossible. In Finland, we don’t have assemblies or award ceremonies. 
At the end of the year, we used to have a Halloween party and a Christmas concert. 
That’s it. But here, things were different. We had PBS points, assemblies, and merit 
awards. Apart from this, there were many rules I had unravelled.  
 
Not long after, our class assembly was held. As I entered the assembly area, it was full 
of students, teachers and parents. Then I saw my mum. Why would she come? I 
thought for a moment.  
Soon, the vociferous yelling of the children fell silent as one of the deputy principals 
stepped up and spoke in the microphone. I was hoping to get a certificate because I 
desperately wanted one. As he kept whizzing through names, something unexpected 
happened.  
“The merit award for resilience goes to . . .”  
ME!  
As soon as my name was called, I heard the loud applause of people. My heart 
pounded in excitement, and I couldn’t believe I got an award. I strode down the red 
carpet proudly and shook hands with the principal. Then I took my award. I saw my 
mum cheering for me. Her serene eyes and tranquil smile made me feel proud. From 
that day on, the burden felt lighter on my shoulders. I vowed to myself that I would 
welcome and support new students, just as others had helped me.  
 
Time passed swiftly. One evening, I went to watch the sunset with my family. When we 
arrived there, I noticed that the sunset was filled with pink, orange, red, and yellow. Its 
bright and shiny colours amazed me. As I stared at it, it felt like I was looking at an 
ombre sun. The sky was also turning a bit pink. The chilly wind swept over me making 
me incredibly cold and I felt the soft sand tickle my toes. The ocean waves splashed 
rapidly from side to side and soon the sky turned into a chilly, frosty blue. It was like the 
sky was the ocean but high up in the clouds. The relaxing sky made me feel like I was in 
heaven. I smiled as my sister laughed. My parents also admired the view. The clouds 
looked fluffy. I wished I could sleep there, but I couldn't. As the stars came out, the 
sunset and sky faded. The hazy horizon was soon losing its colours. I went back and 
got flashbacks. The sunset looked identical when I compared it. Maybe Australia was 
not bad after all. I was relieved. The resemblance was crazy!  
 
While I enjoyed the fascinating sunset, I realised something important; leaving a place 
behind was hard, but it gave me a new opportunity to grow. I didn't leave behind the 
memories, the laughter, and the friendships, they became a part of me. And Australia? 
It didn’t replace Finland, it gave me a new chapter to grow, belong, and thrive.  
The burden of invisible luggage disappeared slowly, not because I forgot Finland, but 
because I made Australia my new home. I finally understood that moving isn’t about 
leaving a place behind but about discovering how many places your heart can call 
home.  


