


















































Where I'm From 

 
By Charlotte Patton Case- Floyd County, Kentucky 

 

I am from the slow breeze in the weeping willow. 

From front porch swings and honey bees. 

I am from an abandoned coal bank filled with the freshest of water. 

I am from the morning dew on bare feet. 

 

I am from an ancient black walnut that has become part of my soul. 

I am from old cemeteries, honeysuckle, and poison vine. 

From keepsakes from those who have passed. 

I am from old family photographs of people I never knew (I want to step inside and visit for a 

while). 

 

I am from a clothes line. 

From bean stringings and story tellers. 

I am from canning for the winter and whispers about corn liquor. 

I am from baptisms and fear of the Lord. 

 

I am from farmers, coal miners, and lovers of books. 

From pride in a good name and a hard day's work. 

I am from the mountains that embrace me and keep me safe. 

 

  



Where I’m From 

By Susan Patton Salisbury, Floyd County 

 

I’m from sugar and cocoa mixed with warm cream in a suck bottle, 

biscuits and gravy, wild strawberries and plenty blackberries. 

I’m from White Half Runners cooked in bacon grease, sopped with cornbread and 

 pinched up with fingers and hand fed by Granny on a hot August day.  

I’m from Granddad who took me on long walks down the old road, 

lulled to sleep on his shoulder or on a pallet on the floor warmed by a gas heater. 

 

I’m from my Daddy’s garden and my Mommy’s canning, 

 corn-fed, just like Daddy’s hogs and worked hard, just like Joe’s mule. 

  I’m from quart jars emptied of corn, beans, pickles and 

 Kraut made from Great-Aunt Lottie’s recipe.  

 

I’m from long summer days spent under a sun that rattled and sizzled between two mountains 

 and cooled down August evenings filled with Nancy Drew mysteries,  

hand churned ice cream and lightening bugs blinking in a glass jar.   

I’m from scissor snipped piece goods, a clacking sewing machine and homemade dresses 

held together with buttons salvaged from a Mason jar and a grandmother’s love. 

 

I’m from the protective arms of the towering Black Walnut tree  

anciently anchored at the edge of the yard and peering over me 

 alongside its offshoots, just as it had all those who came before me. 

 

 I’m from the ways and blood of one generation melding into the next,  

all with their time in this place to work, worship and inevitably to rest on the point. 

 I’m from kin traveling the same roads, up and down Salt Lick, never venturing far from the 



 forefather’s paths beat smooth with bare feet and shoe leather, plow shares, 

 horses, mules and tractors, ’52 Chevys and 2003 Buicks. 

 

I’m from East Kentucky, its dirt and blood mingled with my soul, 

 the place where my feet took root the same winter I was born, 

 that’s where I’m from. 

 

 

 


