I Am Poem
By Jessica T.
I am the laugh of the day.

I am the secret UDF stops.

I am the Alfredo at Macaroni Grill, and the Ragu for breakfast.

I am the giant Arizona can.

I am the Miss. Congeniality/

I am the countless pieces of zucchini bread.

I am Ryan Cecrest and top 40.

I am Ikea and the hayloft.

I am the goat lover, chicken and dumpling hater.

I am the gunshot and the spikes.

I am the 90-degree practices.

I am the teammate and best friend.

I am t he sore recovery day, and the sand in the shoes after the jump.

I am the post up move.

I am the lay-up, “and one,”

I am the baby sitter, and the big sister/

Birthdays, I am the middle piece of cake.

I am the “Ica” of the gang.

I am the cousin, and slathered on sunscreen.

I am the pool games and the diving board.

I am the never-ending stories.

I am the secret handshake.

I am the haunted hayride with the tractor, and broken go-cart.

I am the competitive athlete, and the reliable best friend.
