
NAVARROLI    RAVIOLI



I am from hair ties 
used to slick back 
my long hair into a 

bun, 

From homemade 
pasta,

And from 
generational recipes.



I am from a little blue house 
with a white door and a 
small tree in front of the 
living room window,

I am from eating cereal 
every day since I can 
remember, 

From switching houses 
often and escaping to the 
comfort my soft bed.



I am from the sunflowers that I 
grew when I was younger,

The bright tulips that bloomed 
every year on the side of my 

childhood home.



I am from secret santa 
and curly hair, 

From Navarroli and 
Melohusky branches 



I AM FROM THE FAMILY SLEEPOVERS AT 
MY GRANDPARENTS' HOUSE, 

AND DOING EACH OTHER'S HAIR FOR 
FAMILY EVENTS AND PARTIES. 



From "Never talk to 
strangers even if they 
know your parents." 

And "Always look 
both ways before 
crossing the street." 



I am from being open minded 
about almost anything,

And treating everyone how 
they deserve to be treated.



I'm from living in two houses since I 
was a year old,

From pasta and meatballs made 
from my grandpa's old recipes.



From the time my dog ate 
my pizza right off the 
coffee table when I was 
toddler, 

I am from Lake Placid and 
Fish Creek.


