
Where I Am From 

 

I am from a house that blew in cold drafts, where I could take my finger and make designs on the frost 

on the window. I am from a house that seemed to always have either shouting voices or dreadful 

silence. When I was little, I tried in my singsong voice to make things better. When I was older, I would 

trudge out to nature to forget where I lived. When I was older still, I would drink in that same nature. A 

smorgasbord of smuggled alcohol from parent’s cabinets with my friends, forgetting about my own 

situation for the night.  I am from wholesome wheat fields and sore backs from picking rocks. I am from 

pants smeared with cow shit and slop for the pigs when I could not keep the bucket steady. I am from a 

sky full of magical light at 2 AM checking cattle with my cumbersome flashlight that didn’t quite work, 

and the comfortable smell of fire. My dad hunched over, would chop endless wood to keep the water 

troughs warm for the cattle during the winter while I would stack it.  I am from a homestead with 

promises, hopes, and dreams but also disappointments, pain, and ghosts. I am from fallen down 

buildings and rusted machinery and a stark auction sale sign. I am from a farm that all my dad wanted 

was for me to love it and for the reasons listed above are why I am not there. 

I am from perogies, cabbage rolls, and nachynka. I am from paska that I couldn’t eat until the priest’s 

steady hand blessed it with holy water. I am from the fried chicken that I turned away after butchering 

because I was absolutely nauseous from plucking feathers from their carcasses, hot from the boiling 

water they were dipped in with their blood still fresh on my coveralls.  I am from fresh peas snapped off 

the stalk, my baba’s gnarled hands cutting me pieces of plum with the old paring knife, tears falling 

down her cheeks. Every time we ate a peach or plum together on her paint chipped front step she would 

recollect how much she cried the first spring she was here and she found out that all the pine trees that 

surrounded her bore no fruit. 

I am from a house where my mom could not speak to me any truth unless it was in commands. And 

where my dad’s voice would shake and tears would come to his eyes when he would try to tell me how 

much he loved me.  It was hard for him to express emotions and it was impossible for my mother to. 

Instead, my dad would pick me wildflowers in the field, he would sit with me in the truck driving around 

after another fight with my mom, listening to Johnny Cash throwing dust on the dirt roads. He would get 

me a “store bought” hamburger at an auction sale after sitting there with him for 3 hours bidding on 

cattle that he never got. He always knew what I wanted, a plain cheeseburger with extra fried onions. I 

can’t have that burger without thinking of him. After lowering my eyes at 14 in the drugstore at the 

heart shaped boxes of chocolates in February, I murmured that I didn’t think anyone would ever get me 

any but my fat ass probably didn’t need them. That Valentines day I woke up to every single type waiting 

for me from that store. My dad, rising a little too quickly from the table mumbling to himself, managed 

to say that he would always buy me chocolates if that is what made me happy.  And since then even 

thought I don’t eat chocolate anymore I have kept every heart shaped box that has been given to me. 

I am from too small wrangler jeans that you needed to lie down on your bed and use a coat hanger to 

put on.  I am from roper boots that are scorched from being too close to a bush fire and too drunk to 

realize that they are smoking. I am from clothes that were washed from a wringer washer.  

I am from a place where the ghosts are still chasing me. I haven’t put my foot on that land for 4 years 

since I asked a neighbour to bulldoze the house and all the ramshackle buildings that kids went to drink 



in because they were empty. I couldn’t bear seeing it. Seeing  all the hopes that my Baba and Gedo saw 

when they came to Canada to clear the bush where everything was supposed to be golden. And I left it 

to rust. My father would stand in an excellent wheat field, his wheat field that he worked so hard for, 

and his eyes would glow as much as the setting sun. And he would turn to me and say, “Isn’t it 

beautiful?’ And for him it was. But I was more like my baba. Sitting on a chipped painted front step 

crying over what would never come. My parent’s relationship would never bear fruit just like the damn 

pine trees that my baba was surrounded by. How do you honor your parents when you resent where 

you come from? I think I will be like my baba sitting on an old step eating foreign fruit and trying to 

imagine that it was yours. 

 


