
Where I’m from 
I am from my twelve year old blanket, 
bruised and battered, 
from Pokémon cards 
and my prized aluminum Foreverspin top. 
I am from the two-story house in which all my memories lie, 
and the photos on the walls, and all the Legos on the floor. 
I am from the plum tree 
that used to stand proud in my front yard 
and whose branches were strong enough 
to support my brother and me. 
I am from the bar of gold my uncle sold 
for a third of its market price 
and my mom’s snake-like ring, 
from Wang and Yang. 
I am from my “Aunty Nicole,” 
my private swim coach for years. 
I am from my hardworking dad 
and my caring mom, 
and from perseverance and diligence. 
I am from the time I got my Shiba Inu stuffy, 
whom I named Haru. 
I am from my Nai Nai, who I occasionally visit 
and my Lao Lao, who is still in Beijing, 
and from Bao Zai Fan and Ma Po Dou Fu. 
I am from the scar I got from a bike accident 
and the birth mark that is slowly fading. 
I am from listening to Xi You Ji for hours, 
and yet not understanding why 
the characters’ voices were so weird.  
I am from making mistakes 
and suffering the consequences. 
I am from the fleeting moments  
in a sea of hardship,  
in which joy can be found. 
 

-​ Ethan Yang 
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