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I am from the stack of unread books wailing for me when I get home.
From the whispering spruce trees outside my bedroom window and
that smell that surges through me like a burst of newly born winter wind.

I am from the mist over the bay in the morning.
From the sweet smell of smoke and basil, the smell that is just so familiar.

1 am from the quiet little worlds I create for myself.

1am from the feel of the sand slipping through my fingers,
Remembering the sight as if I could see it forever.
I am from cookies 1o litlle paper boats drifting down the river, never fo be seen

aqain.

1 am from Panarelli and Raupp, from look up and look down,
I am from “the poet who wais quietly fo paint the unsaid”.
1 am from Diamond Creek to Bishops Beach.

But most importantly, I am myself,
A product of all these experiences, a culmination of memories and moments,

A unique individual, shaped by the people and places that surround me.





