THAT’S WHERE I COME FROM
I am from the base of the mountain, from the top of my tree fort, and a house in the trees, 
From the junk pile and old wrecks on the hill, transformed by imagination.

From a place where my dirt bike with broken foot pegs became my wings, and the rusty springs of my trampoline propelled me to lofty heights.
I come from the rooster’s crow in the early morning, from the back of the dependable old cow I rode with my new cowboy boots, pretending it was a horse, 
From salty tears on a helpless baby bird’s bloody breast, that’s where I come from
I am from 1866, the oldest coin in my coin collection and from the antics of Archie and Richie Rich, the adventures of the Hardy  Boys  and the heroics of the Teen Titans.

I am from the smile of gratitude for things I didn’t have to do

From the half nelson and the gut wrench taught by a selfless coach.

I am from my mother’s kindness and my father’s eccentricity, whose wisdom and humour was laced with drunken breath.

I come from a place where not always having enough meant having everything.

Where two books hold my childhood photos, but my memories could fill life times.

