I AM FROM . . . .
I am from the land that struggles for freedom.

I am from the rice field, water buffaloes and cows.

I am from the place where 

Blood floats like rivers.

Innocent souls are trapped under the ground.

Dead bodes haven’t yet been buried. 

A beautiful barn becomes a cemetery.

It wasn’t supposed to be like this.

I am from the place I hold

now only as a memory.

I am from a family with hearts like stones.



-Cang Dao
I am from bobby pins, doo rags, and wide tooth combs.

I am from prayer plants that lift their stems

and rejoice every might.

I am from chocolate cakes and deviled eggs

from older cousins and hand-me-downs

to “shut ups” and “sit downs”

I am from Genesis to Exodus, Leviticus, too.

church to church, pew to pew

I am from a huge family tree that begins with dust

and ends with me.

- Oretha Storey
I am from old pictures

and hand sewn quilts.

I am from the Yerba Buena

to the old walnut tree that is no more.

I am from carne con shile
to queso con tortillas.
I am from farmers and ancient Indians

to the frijoles and sopa
they ate.

· Lurdes Sandoval

These poems are based, loosely, on this rubric:

I am from . . . 

1. Things found in your home

2. Things found in your yard

3. Things found in your neighborhood

4. Names of relatives, especially those that link you to your past

5. Sayings you heard often, that helped to form your character

6. Foods and dishes that evoke family or family gatherings

7. Places you keep childhood memories – physical or mental

Use language that evokes your childhood. Structure your poem in a way that feels right to you. There is no wrong (or right) way to do this.

