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Where I’m from

Austyn Diloia



I’m from bunk beds, lofts

and crowded rooms.

I’m from Matchbox cars and Barbie’s,

animal shelters and the Olympics.

I am from special trees, fields, goats,

and tire swings.

I’m from the place where kids and dogs aren’t needed,

from pizzas and movies and spaghetti.

I’m from dancing on feet

	To the sound of Dave Matthews and

	Frank Sinatra

from the Indigo Girls, Amy Rae.

I’m from Charlie Brown and Winnie the Pooh,

Veggie Tales and Arthur.

I’m from the dome of Monticello,

	George Washington,

	Robert E. Lee,

	The Revolutionary and Civil Wars.

I’m from books and the amazing places they’ll take you

	Like Hogwarts,

	A magic tree house,

	The future and the past.

I’m from hiding and seeking

And the path that never ends.
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Where I’m From   Laurel Gates     I’m from home roots,   from southern hospitality.   I’m from “made from scratch” meals and frozen pizza.   Too many key lime pies and sugar cookies.   I’m from old, white walls and gravel drive,   from endless green acres,   that grow so  long they become a sea.     I’m from the oak tree   whose wrinkles and crevices show age and wisdom   I will never have.   I’m from dim lighting,   from antiques wall to wall.   From the house that has watched me grow, and   whose foundation has stood a century.     I’m fro m the life that has shaped me.   I’m from my mom and dad, from Jacob and Holly .   I’m from the blame game,   a lot of he said, she said;   from I didn’t do it, or   it wasn’t me.     I’m from a saddle.   From victory and fail,   and competition.   I’m from eyes up, heels  down,   like the world depends upon it.   I’m from 3, 2, 1, go! Have a nice ride,   from the best sport in the world.     I’m from rhythms and beats.   From low valleys,   high peaks.   I’m from precise seasons.   From silent blankets of snow   that melt into bright flowers  and draining heat.   I am from where I love to be.  
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Where I’m From

Laurel Gates



I’m from home roots,

from southern hospitality.

I’m from “made from scratch” meals and frozen pizza.

Too many key lime pies and sugar cookies.

I’m from old, white walls and gravel drive,

from endless green acres,

that grow so long they become a sea.



I’m from the oak tree

whose wrinkles and crevices show age and wisdom

I will never have.

I’m from dim lighting,

from antiques wall to wall.

From the house that has watched me grow, and

whose foundation has stood a century.



I’m from the life that has shaped me.

I’m from my mom and dad, from Jacob and Holly.

I’m from the blame game,

a lot of he said, she said;

from I didn’t do it, or

it wasn’t me.



I’m from a saddle.

From victory and fail,

and competition.

I’m from eyes up, heels down,

like the world depends upon it.

I’m from 3, 2, 1, go! Have a nice ride,

from the best sport in the world.



I’m from rhythms and beats.

From low valleys,

high peaks.

I’m from precise seasons.

From silent blankets of snow

that melt into bright flowers and draining heat.

I am from where I love to be.
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Brooklyn Watson     Where I’m from…   I am from grass stains,   From bleach and summer fun.   I’m from playgrounds and sandboxes,   From popsicles and Kool - aid.   I’ am from rose beds and  gardening tools     I am from band - aids and glasses   From sunscreen and bathing suits   I am from Brenda and Ronald   From the long days of laughter,   I am from love and peace   From joy that is never ending     I am from falling leaves,   From autumn jackets,   I am from  candy of the 31 st   From long dentist visits.   I am from the winter snow and frost bite on my toes.   I am from the Ravens’ stadium, in the Marry - land     I am from blossoms blooming,   From springs arrival   I am from short - sleeves   From family reunions   I am from pig  feet and chitlins,   From crazy Uncle Frank     I am from the city lights,   From long traffic.   I am from a lost cardboard box,   Filled with my memories,   So for now   I am from the memories of times past   Trying to relive the life I now barely remember.  
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Where I’m from…

Brooklyn Watson





I am from grass stains,

From bleach and summer fun.

I’m from playgrounds and sandboxes,

From popsicles and Kool-aid.

I’ am from rose beds and gardening tools



I am from band-aids and glasses

From sunscreen and bathing suits

I am from Brenda and Ronald

From the long days of laughter,

I am from love and peace

From joy that is never ending



I am from falling leaves,

From autumn jackets,

I am from candy of the 31st

From long dentist visits.

I am from the winter snow and frost bite on my toes.

I am from the Ravens’ stadium, in the Marry-land



I am from blossoms blooming,

From springs arrival

I am from short-sleeves

From family reunions

I am from pig feet and chitlins,

From crazy Uncle Frank



I am from the city lights,

From long traffic.

I am from a lost cardboard box,

Filled with my memories,

So for now

I am from the memories of times past

Trying to relive the life I now barely remember.
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Where I’m From   Chris Poff     I am from wood.   On the walls, floors, and ceilings.   From 31 acres of cows,   chickens, and peacocks.     I am from kielbasa,   and other Polish foods.   And meatloaf and macaroni,   that my dad makes so well.     I am from chlorine,   the   smell of it and the feel of the water.   From waking up at 4:45,   to get to practice on time.     I am from Jake and Midnight,   my dog and my cat,   and from all the animals   I’ve had in my life.     I am from the country,   sure and true,   it runs in my blood,   though no t always in my life.     I am from school,   self motivated good grades,   be it in French, math, or English,   I try my hardest in everything.     I am from all this,   and more too.   There’s too much to mention,   in this short little poem.  
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Where I’m From

Chris Poff



I am from wood.

On the walls, floors, and ceilings.

From 31 acres of cows,

chickens, and peacocks.



I am from kielbasa,

and other Polish foods.

And meatloaf and macaroni,

that my dad makes so well.



I am from chlorine,

the smell of it and the feel of the water.

From waking up at 4:45,

to get to practice on time.



I am from Jake and Midnight,

my dog and my cat,

and from all the animals

I’ve had in my life.



I am from the country,

sure and true,

it runs in my blood,

though not always in my life.



I am from school,

self motivated good grades,

be it in French, math, or English,

I try my hardest in everything.



I am from all this,

and more too.

There’s too much to mention,

in this short little poem.
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Where I’m From     Ciara Maxwell     I’m from blanket - forts and lamp campfires,   From pinky promises and cool nicknames.     I’m from green grass and tall tress’   From coloring books and crayons.     I’m from white snow and blue sleds’   From warm soup and hot  chocolate.     I’m from John Lennon and in the kitchen with  Daddy,   From mint - making in the same kitchen with  Mommy.     I’m from sippy cups and juice boxes,   From “big girl” cups and plates.     I’m from camping at Claytor Lake,   From jet skis and tubing.     I’m from a   Formosa Tree and picking fresh apples,   From swing set in Maw - maw’s yard.                                                                               I’m from puzzles and paint - by - numbers with  Grandma,   From checkers with Pop - Pop.     I’m from wanting to be just like my older sister,   From messing  with my older brother.     I’m from arguing with my little sisters,   From having the best times together, regardless.     I’m from bike rides with Kayla,   From beach trips with the entire family.     I’m from swimming every day of the summer,   From sledding every day  of the winter.     But most of all, I’m from Maxwell Lane,   Forever and always.      
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Where I’m From



Ciara Maxwell





I’m from blanket-forts and lamp campfires,

From pinky promises and cool nicknames.



I’m from green grass and tall tress’

From coloring books and crayons.



I’m from white snow and blue sleds’

From warm soup and hot chocolate.



I’m from John Lennon and in the kitchen with Daddy,

From mint-making in the same kitchen with Mommy.



I’m from sippy cups and juice boxes,

From “big girl” cups and plates.



I’m from camping at Claytor Lake,

From jet skis and tubing.



I’m from a Formosa Tree and picking fresh apples,

From swing set in Maw-maw’s yard.













































































I’m from puzzles and paint-by-numbers with Grandma,

From checkers with Pop-Pop.



I’m from wanting to be just like my older sister,

From messing with my older brother.



I’m from arguing with my little sisters,

From having the best times together, regardless.



I’m from bike rides with Kayla,

From beach trips with the entire family.



I’m from swimming every day of the summer,

From sledding every day of the winter.



But most of all, I’m from Maxwell Lane,

Forever and always.
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Where I’m From -     I am from pink - walled rooms   From trophies and plaques.   I am from antiques and collections.   (Shiny old and worn because of so many great uses)   I am from green grass,   The   hot pink and orange geraniums,   Whose color brings joy and smiles to my family.     I am from strawberries and cakes,   From Brenda and David.   I’m from the old  folk’s   neighborhood and the no - teen - girls zone,   From the “Be quiets” and manners.     I am from ‘Gone Fi shing’ and my little girl,   From the “Watch outs!” and the “Grave day in the morning”   I am from the Sunday morning praises and the Hallelujahs     I’m from Brenda and David’s house,   Amazing smells and out - of - this - world tastes.   From finger pointing   and spankings.   In my closet, a box   Decorated delicately   Filled with picture albums full of lost faces   I am from those moments   Frozen in time -   Taken for my personal reflection of my life.     - Elena Linkous  
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Where I’m From-



I am from pink-walled rooms

From trophies and plaques.

I am from antiques and collections.

(Shiny old and worn because of so many great uses)

I am from green grass,

The hot pink and orange geraniums,

Whose color brings joy and smiles to my family.



I am from strawberries and cakes,

From Brenda and David.

I’m from the old folk’s neighborhood and the no-teen-girls zone,

From the “Be quiets” and manners.



I am from ‘Gone Fishing’ and my little girl,

From the “Watch outs!” and the “Grave day in the morning”

I am from the Sunday morning praises and the Hallelujahs



I’m from Brenda and David’s house,

Amazing smells and out-of-this-world tastes.

From finger pointing and spankings.

In my closet, a box

Decorated delicately

Filled with picture albums full of lost faces

I am from those moments

Frozen in time-

Taken for my personal reflection of my life.



-Elena Linkous


image9.emf
From The Playground of Success     I’m from history and mystery,   a place of wonder.   I’m from the land of the free   as well as the home of the brave.   I am from the place that knows no limits;   the place that cannot be contained.     I’m from the stars and stripes  that inspire so many.   I’m from the place where strength and pride converge.   I am from the red, white, and blue.     I’m from the playground of success   and the web of opportunity.   I’m from the place where dreams become reality.   I am from the epitome of diversi ty.   I am from the place where liberty shines in every corner.         Jacob Altizer    
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From The Playground of Success



I’m from history and mystery,

a place of wonder.

I’m from the land of the free

as well as the home of the brave.

I am from the place that knows no limits;

the place that cannot be contained.



I’m from the stars and stripes that inspire so many.

I’m from the place where strength and pride converge.

I am from the red, white, and blue.



I’m from the playground of success

and the web of opportunity.

I’m from the place where dreams become reality.

I am from the epitome of diversity.

I am from the place where liberty shines in every corner.







Jacob Altizer
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Where I’m from     I am from the pine trees              From cold winters and warm summers   I am from a quiet neighborhood               Silence that could be broken by a pen   I am from a close - knit family                Just a phone call away               There whenever I need them     I am from sports              From football Sundays and ESPN   I’m from softball in the spring              And all the practicing before   From the family always there to support me   I’m from the love of outdoors              Camp ing, kayaking, and swimming              Through all the summer months     I’m from Lori and Barry’s branch,   Unsweet tea and sweet cornbread   From the life of traveling              That my mom gave to me   The rural life my dad passed on.   Closet filled with clothes a nd shoes,   Overflowing every drawer,   Pictures hung everywhere.   The memories I’ve made   The ones I’ll n ever forget.   I am from that family —   Full of love —   Another branch on the family tree.                                                                                                     Jessica Ratcliff      
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Where I’m from



I am from the pine trees

          From cold winters and warm summers

I am from a quiet neighborhood

           Silence that could be broken by a pen

I am from a close-knit family 

           Just a phone call away

           There whenever I need them



I am from sports

          From football Sundays and ESPN

I’m from softball in the spring

          And all the practicing before

From the family always there to support me

I’m from the love of outdoors

          Camping, kayaking, and swimming

          Through all the summer months



I’m from Lori and Barry’s branch,

Unsweet tea and sweet cornbread

From the life of traveling

          That my mom gave to me

The rural life my dad passed on.

Closet filled with clothes and shoes,

Overflowing every drawer,

Pictures hung everywhere.

The memories I’ve made

The ones I’ll never forget.

I am from that family—

Full of love—

Another branch on the family tree.





                                                                                             Jessica Ratcliff
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Where Am I From?     I am from cold, salty oceans and the smell of wheat in the breeze.   I am from fur trade country,   From rolling green hills and pots of gold.     I am from the sweet sound of jazz,   From the tap tap tap of point shoes on the stage.   I am from  backpacks and fresh boxes of crayons.   I’ve heard “You’re the example,” then, “I’ll get the Band - Aids.”     I am from brightly colored balloons, swings and slides.   The laughter of children is music to my ears just like the songs I sing  with friends.   I am from  “A Thousand Miles” and “The B - I - B - L - E”     I am from sleepovers.   From laughing then crying then laughing again without remembering  why we were laughing in the first place.   I am from dancing while it pours and taking walks in the dark.     I am from my ancestors,   the trunk of my tree;   my parents, the branch from which my leaf sprouts;   my sisters, the leaves to keep me company;   and my friends from the next tree over.         - Kathryne White            
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Where Am I From?



I am from cold, salty oceans and the smell of wheat in the breeze.

I am from fur trade country,

From rolling green hills and pots of gold.



I am from the sweet sound of jazz,

From the tap tap tap of point shoes on the stage.

I am from backpacks and fresh boxes of crayons.

I’ve heard “You’re the example,” then, “I’ll get the Band-Aids.”



I am from brightly colored balloons, swings and slides.

The laughter of children is music to my ears just like the songs I sing with friends.

I am from “A Thousand Miles” and “The B-I-B-L-E”



I am from sleepovers.

From laughing then crying then laughing again without remembering why we were laughing in the first place.

I am from dancing while it pours and taking walks in the dark.



I am from my ancestors, the trunk of my tree;

my parents, the branch from which my leaf sprouts;

my sisters, the leaves to keep me company;

and my friends from the next tree over.







-Kathryne White
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Where I’m From   Katie Herndon     I am from a Barbie doll,   from Barbie’s different  outfits and her house.   I am from the training wheel on a pink bicycle.   I am from a small, lively tree,   bearing apples   which I loved to pick   on a warm, sunny afternoon.     I am  from numerous trials at various sports,     from basketball, cheerleading, dance, gymnastics, and soccer.   I’m from the best of teammates     and the worst of them.   I’m from a free summer day,   from a lake and a paddle boat     with a good friend     and a lot of needed   time.     I’m from Clifton and Dawna Herndon,   a couple with three children.   From the mountains of West Virginia   to the friendly, countryside of a town in Virginia,   I’m from the hope to explore new places around the world.   I’m from a scrapbook,   found scattere d everywhere   on top of my desk   with hopes to continue as I live life to the fullest.   I am from the memories,   the wish for many more,   and the desire for them to be everlasting in my heart.  
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Where I’m From

Katie Herndon



I am from a Barbie doll,

from Barbie’s different  outfits and her house.

I am from the training wheel on a pink bicycle.

I am from a small, lively tree,

bearing apples

which I loved to pick

on a warm, sunny afternoon.



I am from numerous trials at various sports,

	from basketball, cheerleading, dance, gymnastics, and soccer.

I’m from the best of teammates

	and the worst of them.

I’m from a free summer day,

from a lake and a paddle boat

	with a good friend

	and a lot of needed time.



I’m from Clifton and Dawna Herndon,

a couple with three children.

From the mountains of West Virginia

to the friendly, countryside of a town in Virginia,

I’m from the hope to explore new places around the world.

I’m from a scrapbook,

found scattered everywhere

on top of my desk

with hopes to continue as I live life to the fullest.

I am from the memories,

the wish for many more,

and the desire for them to be everlasting in my heart.
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Home, Sweet Home   I am from horse saddles, dog beds, and cat toys.   I am from green grass, from trees, from flowers.   I am from those little helicopter leaves my sister and I would  throw into the air as we raked.       I am from quick marriages, small families,  and good lives.   I am from dust on the piano that I always wanted to learn to  play well.       I am from pozole and tofu, vegetable gardens and fruit.   I am from loud gatherings and know - it - all grandparents.       I am from Thanksgiving, Christmas, Lent and Easter.   From the oxygen tank that kept my grandpa alive.   And I am from my closet, packed with memories, photos, and  keepsakes that time could never erase.                                        - Morgan Knott  
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Home, Sweet Home

I am from horse saddles, dog beds, and cat toys.

I am from green grass, from trees, from flowers.

I am from those little helicopter leaves my sister and I would throw into the air as we raked.





I am from quick marriages, small families, and good lives.

I am from dust on the piano that I always wanted to learn to play well.





I am from pozole and tofu, vegetable gardens and fruit.

I am from loud gatherings and know-it-all grandparents.





I am from Thanksgiving, Christmas, Lent and Easter.

From the oxygen tank that kept my grandpa alive.

And I am from my closet, packed with memories, photos, and keepsakes that time could never erase.

					

						            -Morgan Knott
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Where I’m From     I am from kittens and brothers,   from Nerf guns and light - sabers.   I am from swing - sets and sand boxes,   in my backyard as well as in the schoolyard, less than a block away.   I am from the tree house - tree,   from   the tree that leads to the roof where I can be alone.     I am from Jonathan and Matthew,   along with the rest of the neighborhood crew.   I am from giggling like girls, yet running with the boys,   from secrets and street races in the same day.   I am from trick - o r - treating all night,   from Christmas caroling in the moonlight.     I am from broken hearts over broken bones,   f rom tackle rather than two - hand touch.   I am from soccer shorts over dresses,   f rom bruises are prettier than makeup.   I am from “Rematch any day” or  “Race you ‘round the block,”   from hand - me - down bikes and blue scooters my whole life.     I am from photo albums and DVD’s,   f rom “Remember Me” tears that lasted all these years.   I am from forgotten faces in all those places,   f rom the select few that still rem ain in my heart.   I am from “Never again” and “Forget it already,”   f rom feelings that never change and those that may fade.     I am from a childhood of innocence and laughter,   a ll put away in a drawer.      - Nina Rosso  
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Where I’m From



I am from kittens and brothers,

from Nerf guns and light-sabers.

I am from swing-sets and sand boxes,

in my backyard as well as in the schoolyard, less than a block away.

I am from the tree house-tree,

from the tree that leads to the roof where I can be alone.



I am from Jonathan and Matthew,

along with the rest of the neighborhood crew.

I am from giggling like girls, yet running with the boys,

from secrets and street races in the same day.

I am from trick-or-treating all night,

from Christmas caroling in the moonlight.



I am from broken hearts over broken bones,

from tackle rather than two-hand touch.

I am from soccer shorts over dresses,

from bruises are prettier than makeup.

I am from “Rematch any day” or “Race you ‘round the block,”

from hand-me-down bikes and blue scooters my whole life.



I am from photo albums and DVD’s,

from “Remember Me” tears that lasted all these years.

I am from forgotten faces in all those places,

from the select few that still remain in my heart.

I am from “Never again” and “Forget it already,”

from feelings that never change and those that may fade.



I am from a childhood of innocence and laughter,

all put away in a drawer. 



-Nina Rosso
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Where I’m From   Robert Viar     I am from the 90 feet bases,   where  grass   and  dirt   fills in the lines.     I am from the love of Family,   the love of Fathers,   the love of Mothers,   the love of Doctors, and   the love of many others.     I am from the  hardwood floors ,   w ith  stones   surrounding Me.   Where gardens flourish, and   p roduce many a fruit.     I am from the Suburbs,   w here  neighbors   work together.   Their  houses   in a  unified   circle.     I am from the family  saying ,   “Keep your Head up,”   t old to Me from Family     My child hood   m e mories   are in Family greetings,   f rom My Grandmother’s  cooking .     I am from My Family.   I am from My Heritage.       
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Where I’m From

Robert Viar



I am from the 90 feet bases,

where grass and dirt fills in the lines.



I am from the love of Family,

the love of Fathers,

the love of Mothers,

the love of Doctors, and

the love of many others.



I am from the hardwood floors,

with stones surrounding Me.

Where gardens flourish, and

produce many a fruit.



I am from the Suburbs,

where neighbors work together.

Their houses in a unified circle.



I am from the family saying,

“Keep your Head up,”

told to Me from Family



My childhood memories are in Family greetings,

from My Grandmother’s cooking.



I am from My Family.

I am from My Heritage. 
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Where I’m From                                  Tony Deibler     I am from the swingset   sitting under the tall pine trees.   I am from the trampoline, from the hot summer days,   (water and popsicles    were the best relief).   I am from the fresh cut grass                                                                              that stains your feet green.     I am from the yearly trip to the beach,    from the long car trips,   crowded from overflowing suitcases.   I am from the baseball field, practicing day, day ou t.    I am from the public pool, waiting in line to go off the diving board,    jumping in the pool crowded with kids.       I am from the thanksgiving pies,   each made by a different uncle.   I am from the potato soup,   that warms my body   after playing in the snow.   I n the closet there are picture books.   They show friends and family   old times and new,   good times and bad.    I am from these pictures ,   these memories that will last a lifetime    
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Where I’m From                              Tony Deibler



I am from the swingset

sitting under the tall pine trees.

I am from the trampoline, from the hot summer days,

(water and popsicles 

were the best relief).

I am from the fresh cut grass 

                                                                        that stains your feet green.



I am from the yearly trip to the beach, 

from the long car trips,

crowded from overflowing suitcases.

I am from the baseball field, practicing day, day out. 

I am from the public pool, waiting in line to go off the diving board, 

jumping in the pool crowded with kids.



 I am from the thanksgiving pies,

each made by a different uncle.

I am from the potato soup,

that warms my body

after playing in the snow.

In the closet there are picture books.

They show friends and family

old times and new,

good times and bad. 

I am from these pictures,

these memories that will last a lifetime
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Tyler Bray       Where I’m from   I am from the knoll,   From people the people who lived in the holes   I am from the coastal shore of old Blighty.     I am from the edge of  Hadrian’s Wall,   The “Blue People”   Who saved their land from Caesar   And became masters of the sea     I am from the brutish people,     From smoke and coal   I’m from the Red Coats     And the German kings,   From the Stuarts and Tudors.   I’m from the church of Anglican     After a break from Catholicism     And the settlement of Elizabeth     I’m from Smith and Thomas Hobbes,   Wealth of Nations  and  Leviathan .   From the people who refused to surrender     To the nation of Blood and Iron   Who settled their business with war.   On their lan d they battled in 1940,   Against the mighty Luftwaffe,   Who turned back around   TO clean their plane’s wounds.     I am from those times —   And the times of today —   The year before the world may end as people say.    
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Tyler Bray



Where I’m from





I am from the knoll,

From people the people who lived in the holes

I am from the coastal shore of old Blighty.	

I am from the edge of Hadrian’s Wall,

The “Blue People”

Who saved their land from Caesar

And became masters of the sea



I am from the brutish people,

	From smoke and coal

I’m from the Red Coats

	And the German kings,

From the Stuarts and Tudors.

I’m from the church of Anglican

	After a break from Catholicism

	And the settlement of Elizabeth



I’m from Smith and Thomas Hobbes,

Wealth of Nations and Leviathan.

From the people who refused to surrender

	To the nation of Blood and Iron

Who settled their business with war.

On their land they battled in 1940,

Against the mighty Luftwaffe,

Who turned back around

TO clean their plane’s wounds.



I am from those times—

And the times of today—

The year before the world may end as people say.
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“Where I’m From”   I am from computers,   from poodles and laundry,   from my mother’s many medicines     and her books.   I’m from stuffed animals, chew toys,   and the snakes in the attic.   I am from the barn, the silo, the shop,   the red sunrise and fields     behind   the blooming dogwood.     I am from the rockets and tractors,   from Alabama, Tennessee, Virginia,     all them others right next door,     and the eight hours driving through em’ all.     I am from Pruitt, Keith, and Poff.   I am from “O’ For A Thousand Tongues To Sing, ”     the cross and the flame, from  Tradition.   The tradition of the holidays, memorable whatever the reason,   the Christmas London Broil, or my birthday  – Mrs. Mary’s chicken dinner,     complete with chocolate cake with chocolate icing.   I am from the desserts mad e that I never got to eat,     breakfast for dinner, pizza for lunch, and coffee any other time     smelling up the house.     I am from homework and mini helmets.   From   the Saturday mornings spend in a field or on a track,     and all the practices preceding it.   On  stage, in the lime light, thousands watching.   I am from the ocean I imagine.     The palm tree in front of the sunset.     The fruit still on my tongue.     - Alex Cooper  
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“Where I’m From”

I am from computers,

from poodles and laundry,

from my mother’s many medicines

	and her books.

I’m from stuffed animals, chew toys,

and the snakes in the attic.

I am from the barn, the silo, the shop,

the red sunrise and fields

	behind the blooming dogwood.



I am from the rockets and tractors,

from Alabama, Tennessee, Virginia,

	all them others right next door,

	and the eight hours driving through em’ all.



I am from Pruitt, Keith, and Poff.

I am from “O’ For A Thousand Tongues To Sing,”

	the cross and the flame, from Tradition.

The tradition of the holidays, memorable whatever the reason,

the Christmas London Broil, or my birthday –Mrs. Mary’s chicken dinner,

	complete with chocolate cake with chocolate icing.

I am from the desserts made that I never got to eat,

	breakfast for dinner, pizza for lunch, and coffee any other time

	smelling up the house.



I am from homework and mini helmets.

From the Saturday mornings spend in a field or on a track,

	and all the practices preceding it.

On stage, in the lime light, thousands watching.

I am from the ocean I imagine.

	The palm tree in front of the sunset.

	The fruit still on my tongue.



-Alex Cooper
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Deep Roots     I am from the yellow bricks   From walnut trees with a tire swing   And stray cats wandering   The red - door church across the street   From the basketball bouncing on the driveway   The scent of fresh cut grass   I’m from parties on the patio,   and   relaxing on the front porch   on the red swaying bench.     I am from the kitchen booth   Tasty meals with every sit   From library books   Leather chair   Hacky sack in the hall   From the baby grand piano   Music filling the air   Duck hunt and Mario brothers   NCIS on the  screen   From the perfect forts   And a fortress for hide - and - go - seek     I and from Lewbow   The Benton   A mix of cultural roots   I’m from summer visits   The  hottest days at the park   And from outdoors   And “school’s you job”   From dessert with every meal    Picture  albums filled   The sound of hard work   And afternoon naps   From a soccer ball and track shoes   Tennis rackets too   I’m from No Country For Old Men   And Sheryl Crow on the radio                         I am from Sundays at the farm   Egg sandwiches   and cream puffs   From “it’s ch ow time,”   Corn bread   Black beans   And Stouffer’s Mac and Cheese   I’m from black coffee   A language too fast to comprehend   Family gatherings for the holidays   Diet coke and sweet tea   I’m from the golden dogs that warm the heart   A hug when home from work   And  “daddy loves you”   I am from unity and love   A strong bond   From traditions and new beginnings   Where I’m from   Molds   What I’m to become.           - Emory Yearwood  
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Deep Roots



I am from the yellow bricks

From walnut trees with a tire swing

And stray cats wandering

The red-door church across the street

From the basketball bouncing on the driveway

The scent of fresh cut grass

I’m from parties on the patio,

and relaxing on the front porch

on the red swaying bench.



I am from the kitchen booth

Tasty meals with every sit

From library books

Leather chair

Hacky sack in the hall

From the baby grand piano

Music filling the air

Duck hunt and Mario brothers

NCIS on the screen

From the perfect forts

And a fortress for hide-and-go-seek



I and from Lewbow

The Benton

A mix of cultural roots

I’m from summer visits

The hottest days at the park

And from outdoors

And “school’s you job”

From dessert with every meal 

Picture albums filled

The sound of hard work

And afternoon naps

From a soccer ball and track shoes

Tennis rackets too

I’m from No Country For Old Men

And Sheryl Crow on the radio























I am from Sundays at the farm

Egg sandwiches and cream puffs

From “it’s chow time,”

Corn bread

Black beans

And Stouffer’s Mac and Cheese

I’m from black coffee

A language too fast to comprehend

Family gatherings for the holidays

Diet coke and sweet tea

I’m from the golden dogs that warm the heart

A hug when home from work

And “daddy loves you”

I am from unity and love

A strong bond

From traditions and new beginnings

Where I’m from

Molds

What I’m to become.









-Emory Yearwood
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Where I’m  From     I am from mixers and spoons;    from books and acrylic.   I am from the maple tree,   tall and inviting.   I am from the rhododendron,   the fire pit;   from summer nights spent   with the feeling of freedom   and no worries.     I am from downtowns,   car   washes, and drive - ins.   I am from fresh - baked and homemade   from my Mama and Granny .   I am from cornbread and biscuits;   from fresh honey and eggs.   I am from mind your manners,   and sit down to eat.     I am from honey suckle,   fresh and sweet.   I am from the garde ns with the   soft dirt beneath my feet’   sneaking a bite before I was done.     I am from the brown paper grocery bag,   overflowing with memories   that were not my own.   I am from the wooden bow,   the albums, the scrapbooks,    all filled to the brim with photos   that   were all taken long before my time.   I am from all these memories,   continuing the tradition;   continuing the line.                                          - Kelsie Wade      
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Where I’m From



I am from mixers and spoons; 

from books and acrylic.

I am from the maple tree,

tall and inviting.

I am from the rhododendron,

the fire pit;

from summer nights spent

with the feeling of freedom

and no worries.



I am from downtowns,

car washes, and drive-ins.

I am from fresh-baked and homemade

from my Mama and Granny.

I am from cornbread and biscuits;

from fresh honey and eggs.

I am from mind your manners,

and sit down to eat.



I am from honey suckle,

fresh and sweet.

I am from the gardens with the

soft dirt beneath my feet’

sneaking a bite before I was done.



I am from the brown paper grocery bag,

overflowing with memories

that were not my own.

I am from the wooden bow,

the albums, the scrapbooks, 

all filled to the brim with photos

that were all taken long before my time.

I am from all these memories,

continuing the tradition;

continuing the line.

                                      -Kelsie Wade 
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Where I’m From   I am from mirrors,   from the swing set and hide - n - seek.   I am from the dandelions,   (which are yellow only for a moment).   I am from the cherry tree,   the one that fell and broke in half.   Even split down the middle,   I am from the cherry tree.     I   am from crab cakes and the dress - up box,   from fresh air and oak trees.   I’m from the hard - heads,   from the plaid couches,   from the stuffed animals and chalk - covered wall.   I’m from Gameboys and Pókemon cards   that so quickly became PSP’s and iPods.     I am from   “Amazing Grace,”   so sweet the sound.   I’m from the sport court,   and hard work.   I’m from the curtainless windows,   through which comes laughter   and the loudest voices around.   I’m from the windows that   reveal the night owls and framed art   that most wouldn’t s pend a dollar on,   but that’s priceless to it’s owner.    I am from the mountains,   the ones that raised me so well.     - Maggie Eddleton    
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Where I’m From

I am from mirrors,

from the swing set and hide-n-seek.

I am from the dandelions,

(which are yellow only for a moment).

I am from the cherry tree,

the one that fell and broke in half.

Even split down the middle,

I am from the cherry tree.



I am from crab cakes and the dress-up box,

from fresh air and oak trees.

I’m from the hard-heads,

from the plaid couches,

from the stuffed animals and chalk-covered wall.

I’m from Gameboys and Pókemon cards

that so quickly became PSP’s and iPods.



I am from “Amazing Grace,”

so sweet the sound.

I’m from the sport court,

and hard work.

I’m from the curtainless windows,

through which comes laughter

and the loudest voices around.

I’m from the windows that reveal the night owls and framed art

that most wouldn’t spend a dollar on,

but that’s priceless to it’s owner. 

I am from the mountains,

the ones that raised me so well.



-Maggie Eddleton
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Where I’m From     I am from toys galore,   from balls, bats, and baby dolls.   I am from long stretches of green, freshly - mown lawns   mixed with vegetable gardens   and the smell of wild flowers.   I am from big houses,   goats and chickens,   and   wild animals wandering in yards.     I am from freshly picked fruits and veggies;   from Uncle Raymond and Aunt Betty.   I’m from country accents   and hand - me - downs,   from let’s eat outside and sleep under the stars.   I’m from long days spent on the boat at the lak e singing   “one love, one heart.   Let’s get together and feel all right”     I am from a large family gathering often with barbecues and French fries,   from juices for the kids and beer for the adults.   From jokes and teasing   and laughs and lasting memories.   I am   from shelves full of albums   with tons of pictures,   from memory boxes under out beds   full of things we want to hold on to.   I’m from having fun   while you’re still young,   and leaving the worrying for later.     – Rachel Rahmes  
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Where I’m From



I am from toys galore,

from balls, bats, and baby dolls.

I am from long stretches of green, freshly-mown lawns

mixed with vegetable gardens

and the smell of wild flowers.

I am from big houses,

goats and chickens,

and wild animals wandering in yards.



I am from freshly picked fruits and veggies;

from Uncle Raymond and Aunt Betty.

I’m from country accents

and hand-me-downs,

from let’s eat outside and sleep under the stars.

I’m from long days spent on the boat at the lake singing

“one love, one heart.

Let’s get together and feel all right”



I am from a large family gathering often with barbecues and French fries,

from juices for the kids and beer for the adults.

From jokes and teasing

and laughs and lasting memories.

I am from shelves full of albums

with tons of pictures,

from memory boxes under out beds

full of things we want to hold on to.

I’m from having fun

while you’re still young,

and leaving the worrying for later.



–Rachel Rahmes


image23.emf
Where I’m From     I am from yellow bears   And climbable living room stairs.   I am from pink playhouse tents, and a spaz   With gray and black hairs.     I am from trampolines jumping and springing,   Barbie jeeps, and “Nobody knows it but me” singing.   I am from a  tall red porch that looked way down below.   I am from light poles, and “how far up can you go?”   I am from “they ruined a good monkey when they chopped off her tail.”   I am from Jace and Cindy who would always prevail.     I am from the golden arches of Miccy De es.   I am from the beaches of the Florida Keys.   I am from pictures and Mickey Mouse blankets.   I am from school playgrounds as big as it gets.     I am from nickelodeon and the big purple “face.”   I am from the nearby army base.   I am from those who fight for our   land;   Moving around, but don’t misunderstand.   I am from those who dive out of planes.   The military line runs through my veins.   I am from mother and father on April twenty - three;   However… the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.     – Shelby Walters  
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Sarah Peters     I am from…                          I am from the sun           The shady dunes and blistering beach   From rolling hills   And puppy dogs,     I am from the ocean   The barefoot dancing and smiles all around   From popcorn   And family movie nights.     I am  from the mountains   The star shining brightly and afternoons baking   From fireflies   And back porch meals     I am from the woods    The beehives and the fallen trees   From  swing sets   And bedtime stories.     I am from the Baby Mine   I love you   And the sun.  
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Where I’m From



I am from yellow bears

And climbable living room stairs.

I am from pink playhouse tents, and a spaz

With gray and black hairs.



I am from trampolines jumping and springing,

Barbie jeeps, and “Nobody knows it but me” singing.

I am from a tall red porch that looked way down below.

I am from light poles, and “how far up can you go?”

I am from “they ruined a good monkey when they chopped off her tail.”

I am from Jace and Cindy who would always prevail.



I am from the golden arches of Miccy Dees.

I am from the beaches of the Florida Keys.

I am from pictures and Mickey Mouse blankets.

I am from school playgrounds as big as it gets.



I am from nickelodeon and the big purple “face.”

I am from the nearby army base.

I am from those who fight for our land;

Moving around, but don’t misunderstand.

I am from those who dive out of planes.

The military line runs through my veins.

I am from mother and father on April twenty-three;

However… the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree.



–Shelby Walters
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From    M elodies   I am from melodies,   From small black notes that flow   Across crinkled pages.   I am from the escape tucked away in worn books,   From the escape heard through flowing Ivory,   Escape from reality;   From my self     I am from worn strings   Stretching  across deep hollow cavers of wood,   Bringing release through such small plastic,   Through fingers moving swiftly,   Through melodies slowly fading   But lingering from reality;     …A whisper…       …A heartbeat…                                   …A silence withering beaut y …   This is to where I was born;   Born seeking meaning   And finding it,   Not through what is seen,   But from what is unseen.   This is indeed where I’m from.          
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From  Melodies

I am from melodies,

From small black notes that flow

Across crinkled pages.

I am from the escape tucked away in worn books,

From the escape heard through flowing Ivory,

Escape from reality;

From my self



I am from worn strings

Stretching across deep hollow cavers of wood,

Bringing release through such small plastic,

Through fingers moving swiftly,

Through melodies slowly fading

But lingering from reality;

	…A whisper…

		…A heartbeat…

	                             …A silence withering beauty …

This is to where I was born;

Born seeking meaning

And finding it,

Not through what is seen,

But from what is unseen.

This is indeed where I’m from.
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I am from…     I am from tennis rackets   Smashing bumble bees and junebugs   I am from golden retrievers   And puppies   I am from Bradford Pear Trees   And Reese’s cups.     I’m from four eyes at three   And may second birthdays   From early - risers   To noon sleepers   From  church on Sundays   To Survivor Thursdays     I am from Pine Lake Manor   And fun summer vacations   Blonde hair in summers   To darker winters     I am from family videos,   Genealogy binders,   Ancestors on paper that.   Ive never had   The chance to meet     I am a generational   name,   a continuation of the family tree     - Joseph Pauli    
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I am from…



I am from tennis rackets

Smashing bumble bees and junebugs

I am from golden retrievers

And puppies

I am from Bradford Pear Trees

And Reese’s cups.



I’m from four eyes at three

And may second birthdays

From early-risers

To noon sleepers

From church on Sundays

To Survivor Thursdays



I am from Pine Lake Manor

And fun summer vacations

Blonde hair in summers

To darker winters



I am from family videos,

Genealogy binders,

Ancestors on paper that.

Ive never had

The chance to meet



I am a generational name,

a continuation of the family tree



-Joseph Pauli
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Sarah Peters



I am from…                       

I am from the sun        

The shady dunes and blistering beach

From rolling hills

And puppy dogs,



I am from the ocean

The barefoot dancing and smiles all around

From popcorn

And family movie nights.



I am from the mountains

The star shining brightly and afternoons baking

From fireflies

And back porch meals



I am from the woods 

The beehives and the fallen trees

From  swing sets

And bedtime stories.



I am from the Baby Mine

I love you

And the sun.
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Where I Am From   Allison Sherman     I am from ticking clocks,   hardwood floors and rippled windows.   I am from glorious Blue Mountains fading into the distance among vibrant cherry trees.   I am from the old swing in the backyard beneath the oak tree.   Childhood  memories last forever, playing on the swing until dusk.     I am from endless red traffic lights downtown,   from quaint ice cream shops and numerous banks.   I am from sorrowful days of May,    from Jack and Ann.   I am from  May God Hold You in the Palm of His Hand ,   the Irish dinner prayer I hold in memory.     I am from  Take It Easy ,   from the days of leisure and peace.   I am from strong coffee and early mornings,   from the days of dark, lost from Grandpa Ed’s sight.   And in a long, blind journey up the dark, spiraling sta irs to the attic, I find a hat box   waiting for me with memories of the good life.   Faces among the scattered pieces of life to love and cherish and moments to look back on  wherever I may be in life , that by reflecting on them I still may find my way back ho me.  
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Where I Am From

Allison Sherman



I am from ticking clocks,

hardwood floors and rippled windows.

I am from glorious Blue Mountains fading into the distance among vibrant cherry trees.

I am from the old swing in the backyard beneath the oak tree.

Childhood memories last forever, playing on the swing until dusk.



I am from endless red traffic lights downtown,

from quaint ice cream shops and numerous banks.

I am from sorrowful days of May, 

from Jack and Ann.

I am from May God Hold You in the Palm of His Hand,

the Irish dinner prayer I hold in memory.



I am from Take It Easy,

from the days of leisure and peace.

I am from strong coffee and early mornings,

from the days of dark, lost from Grandpa Ed’s sight.

And in a long, blind journey up the dark, spiraling stairs to the attic, I find a hat box

waiting for me with memories of the good life.

Faces among the scattered pieces of life to love and cherish and moments to look back on wherever I may be in life, that by reflecting on them I still may find my way back home.
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Where I’m from   Austyn Diloia     I’m from bunk beds, lofts   and crowded rooms.   I’m from Matchbox cars and Barbie’s,   animal shelters and the Olympics.   I am from special trees, fields, goats,   and tire swings.   I’m from the place where kids and dogs aren’t  needed,   from pizzas and movies and spaghetti.   I’m from dancing on feet     To the sound of Dave Matthews and     Frank Sinatra   from the Indigo Girls, Amy Rae.   I’m from Charlie Brown and Winnie the Pooh,   Veggie Tales and Arthur.   I’m from the dome of Monticello,     George Washington,     Robert E. Lee,     The Revolutionary and Civil Wars.   I’m from books and the amazing places they’ll take you     Like Hogwarts,     A magic tree house,     The future and the past.   I’m from hiding and seeking   And the path that never ends.    


