Where I’m From
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I am from stereos,
    from Cheerios and fossil fuels.
I am from the brick and the mortar.

     (Rough, sturdy

     it felt like sand paper.)

I am from the sandbur,

     the wild sycamore

     whose ever-changing skin

     reminds me of my own.

I’m from books and cavities

     from Erlene and John Cecil III.
I’m from the know-it-alls

     and the keep-it-to-yourselves,

from Eat up! and Drink down!

I’m from blessed are the peace-makers
     and love is all you need.

I’m from Midway and Austin’s burbs,
     Tex-Mex and bourbon balls.

From the crooked fingers my grandmother

     endured for decades,
the diabetes that hid Granddaddy’s sight.

Within darkened closets, the orderly
     collections of instamatic images

     a sea of smiles

     and marked milestones.

I am from those still-photos—

     quarter notes dotting life’s sheet music—

     beats of unmeasured time.
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