
Where I’m From 
Javari Moss, DeepKid ‘11 
 
I’m from the place where God is everything. The place where problems get worse before they 
get better. Where you put all your hopes and dreams in God and hope he hears you. 

I’m from where you have to get in where you fit in. From a place where people die 
for what they believe in. Where the word love is misused and abused and its value is nothing. 

I’m from where you smell the smell of the Savannah River early in the morning and 
the sounds of the trains on the tracks. Where it’s beautiful during the day but ugly at night. 
Where you have to eat or be eaten. From where it’s survival of the fittest. 

From where you can’t trust no one because everyone talks, snitches, or stabs you in 
the back. From where a tiny string separates life and death. 

I’m from Savannah, Georgia. Where are you from? 
 
 

Where I’m From 
Ray’Quan Washington, DeepKid ‘12 
 
I’m from a small city with big problems 
But in my household we always have drama 
So much pain it’s hard to maintain 
It feels like I’m trapped in a maze 
Wishing for better days. 
I go home every night sleeping 
On a couch. 
Wish one day I could have a big house. 
My family always on me not 
To get in trouble 
Most of my loved ones are 
Blown away. 
So I get on my knees every night 
To pray. 
Maybe one day 
I will see things go better 
For me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Where I’m From 
Justin Futch, DeepKid ‘11 
 
The stars. 
The heart. 
Dreams, 
I am from 
The beginning 
The end 
I am infinite 
The wind. 
Water 
Earth 
I am 
From 
Energy. 
Just like you. 

 
Where I’m From 
Jacob Hollis, DeepKid ‘11 
 
I am from a place that no one knows. From the dark of the ocean. From the smell of seaweed 
and fresh fish to the long sound of distant waves. I’m from the sand and mud that fills the 
bottom. I’m from the sound of distant wails and cry-outs of harmed sea animals. I’m from 
the surface of the water and the gleam that the sun dazes on the water. I am from the many 
boats that cut through the surface. 
 
 

I’m From 
Patrick Lupica, DeepKid ‘12 
 
Closed door, loud rap, and me, writing. 
Alone in my zone, 
cold because the fan’s on. 
A place to be mad, sad, or happy 
depending on the day—mad 
because I couldn’t do what I want to, like skate. 
Yelling and telling my brother 
to get out of my way. On the bed that creaks 
when I try to sneak back on it. 


