I am from.

I am from the Victorian flour bin.

I am from the Britain’s #1 girl patch on my old jeans, 
a Fisher price telephone and London Bridge is Falling Down.

I am from Boeing 747s, jumbo jets and an Atlantic throw UP.

I am from spearmint gum and packed suitcases.

I am from “Only One Box For All Your Toys.”
I am from the Cindy doll given by the real Father Christmas, 
Sitting on a bench, in a closet, in Women’s Wear.

I am the apple seeds and magic fairie snails at the bottom of my

grandparent’s garden.

I am from your accent is different, Prince Charles and a real live princess, 
donated sleeping bags and homemade furniture.

I am from learning to say Fuck and thinking it was Canadian.

I am from long braids down my back, playing outside until the streetlights shone, 
and Georgie Porgie Kissed the Girls.

I am from banana seats, beaded safety pins and Stardust birthday parties. 

I am from sparkly rainbow stickers on borrowed rollerskates,  white ankles flying off ramps, 
and Pass the Duchie on the Left Hand Side.

I am from a stolen bike because of a babysitter’s promise, from Raggedy Ann, Yorkshire puddings, 
and I am from cheese and pickle picnic sandwiches 
and chocolate bars on the coffee table 

on Sundays spent with Charlton Heston.

I am from Union Jack tank tops, green Mohawks, and I’ve Got My Pride.

I am from in, around, through, and off.

I am from the WW11 driver silenced by what he had met, taking me to buy banana candies at the Post Office on the corner, 
and I am from the man I never met who barely missed a bus.

I am from the girl who wanted to read but stayed home to tie little

shoelaces and scrub front steps.

I am from the Mods and scooters and “love love me do” and the girl who

wouldn’t wear white on principle.

I am from the waltz in Nan’s kitchen while the croutons baked; 

Shell lamps, chenille bedspreads, and goodbyes whispered in bed.

Will I ever see you again?

I am the late bloomer reading Are you there God? It’s me, Margaret.

I am arms covered in bangles holding invisible microphones,

 lip-syncing Like a Virgin and wishing I was Billie Jean.

I am from Choice and Go Suck an Egg.

I am from a copper ’74 pinto with bucket seats, a shattered window

and tears dropped in a parking lot 

is this really what you want?

I am from Big Bands, 2 am, pub-style restaurants and paradiddles.

I am from “Jesus was a real man who would probably like the Buddha.”
I am from The Cosby Show and M*A*S*H at 6 o’clock.

I am from fish fingers, pierogis and salad.

I am from Did You Do Your Best? and You Made Your Bed.

I am from the Victorian flour bin, and now I lie in it.
