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When my grandmother came to Australia, she carried her whole world

in two small suitcases and a heart full of hope. She had grown up in the
tiny Lebanese village of Hadchit, where the mountains stood like old
friends and the scent of za’atar danced in the breeze. But Merrylands felt
like another planet; the sky felt greyer, the streets were louder, and even

the air sommehow heavier.

She couldn't speak English, didn’t know how to catch a bus, and filling
out a form felt like decoding a foreign language. But she had five young
children to raise, my aunty, uncles, and mum, and she was determined
to give them a better life. They lived in a cramped apartment

with cracked tiles and a heater that rattled like an old train. Every day,
she worked long hours raising her kids, cleaning, and cooking, while my
grandfather worked tirelessly as an apprentice. Still, they barely earned

enough to get by.

Their children worked hard at school but often felt like they were piercing
together puzzles without the picture on the box. My uncle once cried
because he couldn’t understand a maths question, and no one at home
could help him. Then, one day, a knock on the door

changed everything.
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The lady next door, Ms Horner stood there with a plate of warm banana

bread and a heart made of gold. She didn’t wait to be asked. She
noticed the struggle and stepped in without hesitation, like sunshine

piercing through stormy clouds.

At first, she helped with homework, reading tricky English words, solving
math problems, and explaining assignments. But soon, she became
‘Nan’ and was their guide for everything. She showed my uncle how to
open a bank account and taught my aunt how to speak up in class.

When one of them was being bullied, she stood beside them like a
shield.

Nan didn’t speak Arabic, and my grandmother didn’t speak much
English, but somehow, they understood each other. Their friendship was
built on small things, cups of tea, kind gestures, and gentle smiles. My
grandmother said Nan was like a lighthouse, always there

when things felt stormy.

She didn't just help with schoolwork; she helped them grow. She
reminded them that being different wasn’t something to hide, but
something to celebrate. “You don't have to change who you are to fit in,”

she told them. “You belong here.”
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Years passed. My aunty, uncles, and mum finished school. One became

a lawyer, another a pharmacist. One worked in electrical trades, another
entered real estate, and one even started their own business. But they
never forgot the lady next door, the one who believed in them when the

world felt too big.

Now, when we sit around my grandmother’s kitchen table, we still talk
about Ms Horner. My grandmother calls her a quiet hero, a gift. And for

that she is right.

My grandmother may have crossed oceans to build a life, but it was the
kindness of one neighbour that helped her children to find their way. To
me, true success isn't measured by wealth or fame; it's in lifting others up,

one kind act at a time.



