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Metaphysical living and spiritual being: the subjectivity in ‘home’ and ‘identity’.  

 

Footsteps lay upon a fresh blue carpet. Entering a see- through glass door way to open hands 

and smiles. Welcoming words in bouquets enveloping me into an ideal world where 

happiness feels reachable; each sentence spoken, each individual walking, each soul wants to 

guide another. With closed eyes I can smell, nothing. What I feel is the weight of every disaster 

I have ever taken on by myself lift out of me at an instant for just an hour- transcending me 

into a spiritual cleanse. What I see is a darkened room, florescent with not a stage, but a step. 

A step because how can they hear without someone preaching to them?1 A stage of worship 

where material goods do not matter and heaven has no currency.  

My entire body has come home. I hear the passionate silence in the room where I can simply 

feel the power in walking inside and taking a seat on a chair that is not a pew. I am no longer 

checking over my shoulders or taking judgement because I have never found my home before 

now, where I find not a place to live, but a state of being. The word of the gospel fuels me. 

When I leave the building it shelters my heart and everything I do, and every decision I make. 

It lives with me. It is as if my soul was lingering in the words of the pastor- travelling to me in 

complete vibrant prophecy of my own faith.   

- Faith comes from hearing the message and the message is heard through the word 

about Christ.2 

 

Ursula thought it was like a strange dream, to feel so cut off from everything and yet be so 

familiar that every view [...] was like a thump at her heart. Remember this? And this? And 

                                                             
1 Holy Bible, Romans 10:14 (New International Version, 2011)  
2 Holy Bible, Romans 10:17 (New International Version, 2011) 
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this? Because yes, of course she did remember. Though she’d been away a long long time. 

She remembered it all.3 

Home can be a familiar place. It is a very bold word with many meanings. Subjective and 

objective. When a person is “home”, they may be surrounded by family members, or by the 

physical objects of childhood memories, photographs, a room they used to fall asleep in, or 

paths in the carpets they dragged their feet across every day. Joan Didion writes:  

The place where my family is.4 

Home can be family, absolutely.  

I used to live in a flat with my friend. West end of Dundee, great view of the River Tay, and 

the railway bridge that went over to Fife. The water, the sunsets and brightly coloured skies 

we saw with such regularity were beautiful. We were close to the airport and planes flew low 

above our heads when landing. Their sights always bring an unforgettable adrenaline. 

The flat was immaculately decorated. Refined Oak wooden floors, an amazing view out every 

window. High ceilings and new textured wallpaper. Two bedrooms. Mine had a dark carpet, 

clean white walls, a king-size bed, black wardrobes that we built. And oddly-red drawers and 

side tables which I had insisted on purchasing even though they did not match anything else 

in the room.  

We made the place ours.  

Each day I had a regular routine. Up, out of bed, into the hallway, two meters of the square 

towards the bathroom. After a shower, back to the bedroom kneeling before a large white- 

framed mirror on the wall beside the window that I used to open wide, and lay on the 

                                                             
3 Kirsty Gunn, My Katherine Mansfield Project: Going Home, (Notting Hill Editions, 2015), P.64. 
4 Joan Didion, Slouching towards Bethlehem: On Going Home, (New York, Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1968)  
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oversized ledge looking at the stars. Dry my hair. Put on a hat. Leave, and lock one of the three 

locks behind me. Down seven sets of nine stairs. Out onto the street. Walk towards the park 

at the bottom of the hill, keep left, and continue until I reached the university campus.  

I remember every single detail well. Though I was never happy in the flat. I lived there. My 

mail was sent to that address. I slept there. I ate there. Everything I owned was there. But the 

thing I always knew- the only thing I liked about that place, was the person I shared it with. 

So, when the friendship ended, I figured I would move back “home” and I would feel the 

comfort of familiarity if nothing else. What I had not thought of at that point was that, the 

place I grew up, the place I used to live, the place where my family members still live... was, 

and is not, my “home” either. 

I came to know this after a year of an inability to settle. My only “home” and my only 

“comfort” or “safe place” became my own mind. I’ve realised that physical buildings are not 

where I think my home lies.  The truth is, my home is within me.  

Home is not the photographs on a wall, but the memories within. Not the tangible house, but 

the reminiscence of a scent friending your nose. It is not where you live, but how you feel. Not 

who you live with, but the way you think about the people who matter most. “Home” is not 

degradable. “Home” is untouchable.  

The dictionary describes “home” as a place a person lives permanently.5 We do not “live” in a 

building. We simply use its physical space as a place to store our objects. However, where we 

do “live” is in a metaphysical state of memories, dreams, and beliefs.  

For me personally, it is in Christian faith. 

                                                             
5 Oxford English Dictionary, (University press Inc, New York, 2004), sixth edition 
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Often, a home helps to create an identity of a person. The past and upbringing produces a 

certain type of behaviour and a certain type of personality, and through that becomes the 

blossoming of who a person is.  

“Identity” is another word- like “home” that is not limited to one meaning but that is open to 

subjective and personal interpretations.  

In psychology, many theories suggest a child becomes who they are and develops their 

personalities due to the experiences and how these experiences are processed as the child 

grows. 

Freud, for example measures the growth in the child through five stages of development and 

three stages of the human mind. Dependent on how well the child copes during each stage, 

determines the outcome of the person’s personality in later life. 6 

In sociology, it is not much different: a person’s childhood is- more often than not- a picture 

of their later life due to social class and socially- constructed difficulties.  

Given my background- poverty, no parents, the attendance to one of the worst named 

secondary schools within Scotland7 the likelihood of me even being accepted into university, 

would have been exceptionally low according to social science. 

But here I am.  

We are not defined by our backgrounds. I am not who I was raised by. I have not as much as 

the accent of her tongue. Nor the mind, the thought process, or the bold intuition of complete 

                                                             
6 Journal psyche, The Freudian Theory of Personality, (1994) 
7 Russell Jackson, Best Performing Schools, (The Scotsman news, 2017)  
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judgement. I do not live in an abusive past with an inability to maintain relationships, nor do 

I feel a deep desire to self-destruct in boiling anger and violence-that two years of studying 

phycology at college seem to imply I would feel according to my past. I do however, live in a 

state of mind that helps me prioritise manners and morals, and dreams, and calms me into 

knowing that physical life should not be given the power to break me, but that mental, and 

metaphysical space is a place much better to abide to. In the subject of the power of the mind 

and the imagined: Jeanette Winterson proclaims: 

What is lost, what is destroyed, what is tarnished, what is misappropriated, is ceaselessly 

renewed by the mining, shaping, forging imagination that exists beyond the conjectures of 

the everyday.8 

 

Perhaps that is overoptimistic but we are all searching for a way to cover and rebuild the 

negatives in our lives as imaginably as we possibly can. Winterson’s memoir stresses a 

conscious rebirth and self-creation:  

 

There are psychological advantages to choosing life and a way of life consciously- and not 

just accepting life as an animal gift lived according to haphazard of nature and chance. The 

spiritual birth protects the psyche by prompting both self-reflection and meaning.9 

 

Spiritual birth here indicates choice: we get to choose how we live. Without deeper meaning 

into what causes the issues in our lives we cannot rely on abstract concepts such as the 

imagination to solve them: because of this, the way in which we live can be socially 

constructed. Other people tell us who we are. Society begins to define us. And we listen, 

                                                             
8 Jeanette Winterson, Imagination and Reality: essays on ecstasy and effrontery, (Alfred. A. Knopf Canada, 
1995), P.134.  
9 Jeanette Winterson, Why Be Happy When You Can Be Normal, (2011) P.66.  
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because it is the only thing we feel we can do. If everyone around us has jumped aboard, it 

must hold some value or truth, right? 

 

I pass the two cards that hold a photograph of my face to a woman who is wearing black. Why 

they are always completely dressed in black? She looks at them. She looks at me. I have done 

nothing out of order, but I feel blood rushing faster as she reads the details of my provisional 

driving licence. She takes my student card, and it looks nothing like me, but she matches the 

information and hands me them back with a smile.  

“Okay” she says. I walk past her entering the nightclub.  

Forename- Jordan. Surname- Strachan. Date of birth… Licence number… Student 

identification number...  

Whilst entering, we walk over a sticky floor and my friend bumps into one of her old school 

friends. We all converse for a few minutes. Within those minutes she introduces herself to 

me and me, her.  

“...Yeah! It’s nice to meet you too, I’m Jordan”.  

1- I am a name! 

When I reach the bar, I ask for a glass of blackcurrant and lemonade whilst my friends take 

quick shots of deliciously addictive poison. The young man asks to see my “ID”. I find this 

peculiar because everybody has to show proof of identification before entering the building. 

I am inside the building. Not only that, I am wearing a wrist band provided to me upon paying 

entry after showing my ID. Furthermore, I did not order any alcohol. Anyway, I give him my 

identification where I become a date to him as he works it out. 22 years old. Old enough.  
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2- I am a birth date! 

When I get home, it is 3 o’clock in the morning and I realise I have left my university work 

lying all over my bed. There is a voice in my exhausted mind telling me to push it all aside. 

Instead I tidy it into a neat pile. Three books, a notepad, pens, a laptop and two essays. Both 

first draft print outs. What I notice about the essays is that my name does not appear on 

them, but my student number is at the top of each. My lecturer will read a piece of work with 

simply a number to identify me.  

3- I am a number! 

This gets me thinking. In addition to my name, age and numerous identification numbers, the 

identity of a person also includes; hair appearance, (Mid length, brown) Eye colour, (Brown) 

height, (5.4) and build (average). It has even reduced itself to dehumanising aspects such as 

clothing choices. Do you know why they always dress completely in black? Or why schools 

have uniforms? Or even why it matters if we’re male or female (or otherwise identifying)? 

Society labels individuals: what they look like, when they were born, and simply by their 

name. Yet even with the information about my hair colour and length, the t shirt I’m wearing, 

my age, and what people call me in their phonebooks, they do not actually know the “I” of 

me.  

The identity of a person should not be what they are, but who they are. And that information 

comes from within. It does not come from a photograph.  

Because of my beliefs, I would describe my personal identity as an inner reflection of god’s 

creation of me. I would say my identity is my purpose in life, and what I stand for. I would say 
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that it is a pure translation of my morals and who god made me to be as a person, rather than 

what society has labelled me in efforts to keep track of my timeline.  

I would confidently claim that whatever path I have to travel to get to where I end up, is a 

path that has already been chosen for me. As I grow I am guided. God knows my abilities, and 

he knows what he wants to use me for, thus my purpose would be whatever he has chosen 

for me, and when the time is right he will let me know of such purpose.  

That connection to the lifeline of being, is who we are. We are like flowers. We are planted 

with conception, birthed when we appear at the top of the ground, growing as the stem 

evolves, and living our destination at the flourishing of an open bud. We grow into the pre-

planned positions whilst being instilled with God’s grace to help us get there.  

4- I am a soul! This is where I live.  

 

There was always something wrong with how I was invented and meant to fit in with the 

world of my parents and four sisters. Whether this was because I constantly misread my 

part, or because of some deep flaw in my being. I could not tell for most of my early life.10 

 

When a person takes their first steps, speaks their first words, starts their first day at school, 

they do not know that these firsts are only the first set of firsts. Life is full of them. First test, 

first car, first home, first love. In every first there is a last, and because death is a certainty- 

some people say the only certainty- a person may become unsure about not only the meaning 

of life, but the purpose of their own life. Which may result in searching for the bigger picture.  

A meaningless life for a human being has none of the dignity of animal unselfconsciousness; 

we cannot simply eat, sleep, hunt and reproduce- we are meaning- seeking creatures.11 

                                                             
10 Edward Said, Out Of Place: a memoir, (Alfred A. Knopf, 1999), P. 74. 
11 Jeanette Winterson, Why Be Happy When You Can Be Normal, (2011) P.67. 
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5- We have a purpose! 

 

I am found with my eyes closed, but I am awake. I take a deep breath and feel the oxygen 

filling my airways and my lungs and it drifts into my room as I exhale. It feels as though I am 

not lying on a bed, I do not feel the cushion nor does my body lay in a place in the physical 

world because my mental metaphysics in these moments negate that from happening-where 

nothing is more powerful than the connection between my word and Jesus. The time in which 

I spend with God feels as though there are no ticking hands on a clock, or wasted minutes. I 

am nowhere. I am not thinking. I basically do not exist. A mind in which floats in mindfulness 

can go anywhere. With the conscious awareness of higher power you begin the saving of your 

own lost mind. Though if another person walks in they can see me, in fact every one of the 

human senses are still there for others who come in contact with me, but “I” , the me that 

does exist outside walls and photographs is detached from that image. The weight of my own 

body has gone. I am not sinking into a mattress, but searching a middle ground between life 

and eternity- being freed from my worries, my failures, my sins. I am being flown into an 

endless row of pure white lilies that drift me along their immaculate petals, fastening me into 

salient dissemination of life as an inheritance. 

Consider how the lilies grow. They do not labour or spin.12 

 

 Before every orison is my submission. For my ruefulness will never side in the actions He did 

not set in my plan but that the I that people can see allowed society to blur the growth of the 

                                                             
12 Holy Bible, Do not worry, Luke 12:27 (New International Version, 2011)  
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lilies of nature and misshape me into materialism. For that I –I was taught was the only I there 

was, and to have found my home again deserves praise and at least a few minutes out of each 

day for thanks until asking for equality in every other lost and homeless soul.  

When I open my eyes I can begin my day. I can make another naive conscience decision as my 

personal movie has already been wrapped into series of discs that I can only view as I go along. 

They patiently await me.  

Do not lay up for yourselves treasures on earth, where moth and rust destroy and where 

thieves break in and steal; but lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven, where neither moth 

nor rust destroys and where thieves do not break in and steal. For where your treasure is, 

there your heart will be also.13 

Therefore I say to you, do not worry about your life, what you will eat or what you will drink; 

nor about your body, what you will put on. Is not life more than food and the body more 

than clothing? 14 

 

It is a natural human response to want. Materialism escapes nobody. What is important 

though is to remain humble. Remain thankful for our positions in this world, and for the life 

given, the sins forgiven and the items in which we drown ourselves which will not matter in 

the kingdom of god. It does not matter what we look like. Or whether we have a big house, 

or the nicest most expensive clothes. You do not take your buildings to heaven, nor your 

identification cards.  

All you take is your soul.  

As pastor Scott says in Miracles From Heaven- a story about a little girl diagnosed with an 

incurable disease called; Pseudo Obstruction Mobility Disorder (an inability to absorb and 

digest nutrients). She was expected to die. She later falls and becomes trapped inside a tree 

                                                             
13 Holy Bible, Mathew 6:19-21 (New King James Version)   
14 Holy Bible, Mathew 6:25 (New King James Version) 
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to have experienced interactions with Jesus who miraculously cures her from her disease and 

all kinds of injury:  

 

Faith is only the really true shelter.15 

 

Thus, as an optional approach to the meaning of “identity”, a shelter is a home, and a home 

is where I find my identity, and my identity is my faith.  

Faith is shelter. 

Shelter is home.  

Home is identity.  

Identity is faith.  

The existentialists are not irrationalists in the sense that they deny the validity of logical 

argument and scientific reasoning. They simply question the ability of such reasoning to 

access the deep personal convictions that guide our lives.16 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                             
15 Christy Beam, Miracles from Heaven: a little girl and the amazing story of healing, (Paper Back edition, 
2016), P.129.  
16 Thomas R. Flynn, Existentialism: a very short introduction (Oxford university press, 2006), P.9 
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