I am from piano keys,

from D’Adario and fortado

I am from the tall grass,

green, sticky, smells like summer

I am from marigold, 

the evergreen whose needles poked my feet

I am from back scratching and bright eyes,

from Steve, and Janie,

and Cintra

I am from the big hearts and small wallets.

From “two’s bad luck, three’s a charm,”

and “you can be anything you want.”

I am from Sunday mornings on the first pew

with long snores and big dresses.

I am from horse country and Royal pomp and circumstance.

Burnt pork chops and Diet Dr. Pepper.

From the falling bombs and Hetti’s love,

the Texas plane crash,

and the kidnapping by Kathleen.

I am from the back corner of a dark closet,

memories of loved ones, 

new and old,

that drift in and out.

I am from memories and hopes,

and my Daddy’s eye.









----Susan Cintra

