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Where I’'m From
By M. Leigh Breure

| am from trinkets

From glass animals and old ceramics

I am born from the weathered dull-creme,

with the pretty white accents

Dreary color, yet the white shines through;
Sadness plastered with heavenly white

| am from the ivy and moss

Verdant and clinging to spaces abandoned

| am from the travels and quarrels

From Heather and Bud

I’'m from the watchful eyes and the constant care,
From boundless creativity and endless passion
I’'m from the big churches and their sky-high crosses,
And the thought of nothing at all

Buttered crab, homemade pasta

From the crazy aunt and celebrity run-ins

The library of endless knowledge

And its books that pass from actor to artist
Past the kitchen, Papa’s fishin’,

And us in front of the Wildwood sign

Fleeting memories etched on our person
Reminding the world of where we came from,
Reminding ourselves of what we live for.
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