
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

Where I’m From 
 
I am from clothespins, 
from Clorox and carbon-tetrachloride. 
I am from the dirt under the back porch. 
(Black, glistening 
It tasted like beets.) 
I am from the forsythia Bush, 
the Dutch elm 
whose long limbs I remember  
as if they were my own. 
 
I am from fudge and eyeglasses, 
from Imogene and Alafair. 
I’m from the know-it-alls 
and the pass-it-ons, 
from perk up and pipe down. 
I’m from He restoreth my soul 
with a cottonball lamb 
and ten verses I can say myself. 
 
I’m from Artemus and Billie’s Branch, 
fried corn and strong coffee. 
From the finger my grandfather lost 
to the auger 
the eye my father shut to keep his sight. 
Under my bed was a dress box 
spilling old pictures, 
a sift of lost faces 
to drift beneath my dreams. 
I am from those moments – 
snapped before I budded – 
leaf-fall from the family tree. 
 
-George Ella Lyon 

I am From Soul Food and Harriet Tubman 
By Lealonni Blake 
 
I am from get-togethers 
and Bar-B-Ques 
K-Mart special with matching shoes. 
Baseball bats and BB guns, 
a violent family is where I’m from. 
 
I am from “get it girl” 
and “shake it to the ground.” 
From a strict dad named Lumb 
sayin’ “sit yo’ fass self down.” 
 
I am from the smell of soul of food 
cooking in Lelinna’s kitchen. 
From my Pampa’s war stories 
to my granny’s cotton pickin’. 
 
I am from Kunta Kinte’s strength, 
Harriet Tubman’s escapes, 
Phyllis Wheatley’s poems 
and Sojourner’s faith. 
 
If you did family research, 
and dug deep into my genes. 
You’ll find Sylvester and Ora, Geneva and Doc, 
My African Kings and Queens. 
That’s where I’m from. 
 

I am From… 
By Oretha Storey 
 
I am from bobby pins, doo-rags 
and wide toothed combs. 
I am from tall grass, basketballs and  
slimy slugs in front of my home. 
I am from prayer plants that lift 
their stems and rejoice every night. 
 
I am from chocolate cakes and deviled 
eggs that made afternoon snacks just 
right. 
I am 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. 
 
In the back of my mind there lies a dream 
of good “soul food” and money trees. 
In this dream I see me on tap makin’ 
ham hocks, fried chicken 
and smother porkchops. 
I am from family roots and blood. 
Oh, I forgot to mention love. 
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