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I was born in Third Ward Houston. Although my mother and I moved to South 
Union when I was eleven years old, I never lost my connection to Third Ward. As 
a teenager and young adult, I sometimes worked for my grandfather who had his 
own landscaping business and employed men from the Tre who couldn’t find jobs. 
I learned about their lives, their everyday aesthetics, the neighborhood’s history, 
and what community means. One could argue that this was my first introduction to 
social practice. I still consider Third Ward to be the Mecca, the cultural hub, and 
centrifugal force of art and culture in Houston. 

Together with some outstanding writers, artists, and organizations, Project Row 
Houses and I have partnered to revisit What’s The New News, first published in 
2010. For me, this project is a way to contribute to the area’s great history and 
show my appreciation for what it has given me. What’s The New News—equal 
parts newspaper, public art object, and community-engaged collaboration—is 
also a response to the subtle erasure and marginalization of a historically black 
neighborhood. 

To you the reader, the person passing by a newsstand, 
and to the institution, business, or organization 
agreeing to support this project, I say: thank you.

I am grateful that you have taken time to engage with this publication and hope 
that you find it interesting. What’s The New News celebrates the Third Ward as the 
great neighborhood that it is, has been, and will continue to be.

A Word by Nathaniel Donnett

Special thanks to these businesses for their support:
Project Row Houses
Doshi House
S.H.A.P.E. Community Center
Emancipation Community Center
Third Ward Multi-Services Center

What’s The New News is published with a grant 
from Surdna Foundation and through the support of 
Project Row Houses. 
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Dispatch: 
Martin Luther King, Jr. Day, 2018  by Julia Brown

On this balmy Houston Monday, I’m celebrating 
MLK day with a walk down Elgin Street, the main 
artery running through the center of Third Ward. I’ve 
been in Houston just over five years and even live in 
the East End, but I have never taken this walk, a two-
mile stretch of road from the University of Houston 
over to Emancipation Park. The high sun and white 
clouds make today a good day for it. I put on my 
hiking shoes. 

Soon I’ve cleared the stadium and 
university buildings and tracks of 
the Metro. On every block there’s 
something to capture the imagination; 
clusters of houses in varying sizes 
stand next to grassy undeveloped 
lots. It’s quiet out. I’m surprised how 
few people there are on the street, 
given the holiday. A few patrons mill 
around Cream Burgers waiting their 
turn to order. I wander past Progressive 
New Hope Baptist Church and Baylor 
Middle School. On the sides of a few 
now-empty buildings, photographs of 
beautiful black folk of a bygone era (or 
dressed to look that way) are blown up 
to poster size, perhaps the remnants of 
an art project. The neighborhood has 
an otherworldliness and delicateness 
that’s hard to source: even while empty, 
the streets, the air, carry a historical 
weight. 

Nathaniel Donnett, Houston artist 
and creator of the website Not That 
But This fills me in on the details later: 
When ex-enslaved people came to 
Houston from Galveston, they settled 
first in Fourth Ward, then in Fifth Ward, 
then, finally, in Third Ward. Also known 
as Sugar Hill, Third Ward became 
the social nucleus of black Houston 
after World War II, with community 
centers, churches, art galleries, high schools. Black 
businesses opened up all along Dowling and 
Almeda. Third Ward was not only self-sustaining but 
thriving, economically, socially, politically. Today 
the area is not the economic force it once was, but its 
cultural significance hasn’t abated. In fact, it may be 
the cache of organizations like Project Row Houses 
that keeps the area from gentrifying as quickly as it 
might.

The threat, however, is still imminent.

Eight years ago, with grant support from the Surdna 
Foundation, Nathaniel mobilized Houston writers 
and artists for the first issue of What’s The New 
News, a journalistic and poetic call to preserve 
and protect Third Ward. You are holding the second 
issue, which I had the distinct pleasure of editing. 
The writers featured in this issue, from a variety of 
academic and artistic backgrounds, all have deep 
Houston roots. Space, as in place, as in community, 
as in Third Ward in particular, is on everyone’s mind. 

Communities are fluid and always changing, but 
some are subject to a particular kind of brutality 
and erasure, as Carol Zou, a Texas artist with 
an extensive background in public art and 
redevelopment projects, writes in “Community Is.” 
How does a community resist gentrifying violence 
and fight back against external threat? History 
professor Lindsay Gary’s poem “Grannie” 
lovingly draws a community from its own point of 
view, and imaginatively considers its response to 

outside peril. Andrea Roberts (“Arrivals:1930, 
1964”), professor of Urban Planning, is a seventh 
generation Houstonian doing important work 
collecting oral histories on historic black settlements 
and freedom colonies often omitted from history 
books. 

The architecture of an area stands as visual evidence 
of who and what matters in a neighborhood. 
Since 2013, photographer Jean Sebastien 

(“Accepting the Evidence”) has 
been documenting the Third Ward 
landscape in photographs at 
purpletimespaceswamp.tumblr.com. 
Poet and translator John Pluecker 
writes at the nexus of several 
intersections undergirded by Place 
with a capital p; the places we inhabit 
become part of our family legacies. In 
“The Fabulous Gay Bars of Telephone 
Road,” generational silence has a cost. 

Poet and visual artist Charisse 
Weston’s multi-genre “Eclipse” 
interrogates black prosperity and 
exceptionalism: Who is allowed to rise, 
and what results from those (sometimes 
impossibly high) expectations? What 
happens when someone or something 
or somewhere comes to be valued? 
As Ciarán Finlayson and Jane 
Foreman illuminate in “Speculations 
on Speculation,” ascribing value can, 
in and of itself, be problematic—for 
places, for people, for art. 

Toward the end of my walk, I reach 
Emancipation Park, where, apart 
from two friends taking turns shooting 
baskets, the park is empty. The windows 
of Crumbville and Nuwaters are dark. 
It occurs to me that Third Ward is not 
silent, but observing. The day. I turn 

onto Emancipation Avenue and notice Doshi House.

Inside Doshi House, Kanye is on the speakers. It’s a 
charming coffee shop with a community bookshelf, 
an interesting tea menu, local art on the walls. The 
atmosphere is warm and youthful and inviting and 
friendly. I order a sparkling pumpkin cider and 
sit among the few people working on laptops or 
reading. It’s a pleasure to settle in to do my own 
work, to read, to feel, for a moment, part of the 
scenery.
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Community is: 
a mythical and sometimes 
violent dream by Carol Zou

Lately, or maybe always, I’ve been thinking about what it means to belong. Gentrification debates 
tend to rest on this idea of belonging—that some fit in a place more than others, that community is a 
singular noun instead of a plurality.

When moneyed interests move into an area, the definition of that area changes. To be in community 
in a gentrifying neighborhood is to be in community with active agents of displacement. I have been 
in many community meetings where equal representation meant overrepresentation of landlords who 
were so unscrupulous and so uncaring about the people living on their property that they made me 
sick to my stomach. 

  Are we now in community, because we are
  forced to be neighbors? Which one of us belongs?

I felt in those meetings like I feel now, like I’m living through this dumpster fire of a presidency in 2017 
and being asked to come together with the KKK solely because we happen to share the geographic 
border that is Texas. Sometimes, an appeal to community is an appeal to violence—in order to define 
a community, we have to expunge what we are not. 

  And we are always not something. 
  Violence is the act of expulsion.

We can’t just draw a line around a place on a map and call it community. As a queer, feminist, first-
generation immigrant, I feel so much deep un-belonging wherever I go. My homeland,                      , 
is no longer one that recognizes me. Here in the United States I am a professional working in social 
change and placemaking. Back home there are no such jobs. Rather, they don’t refer to Grandmother 
gathering in the park with her friends as creative placemaking. 

  What does place-based practice mean in a state of
  un-belonging?

What if we started making decisions in support of and organizing around values? This is what I want, 
more than I want community. I want a place organized around the values of poor, black, queer, 
disabled, homeless, colonized people. 

  If only city planning could get that right.
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“If you ask what I remember, I have to say that I remember a new version of what I left. Black teachers, business 
owners, and laborers. Where I came from, in the country, we already had all of those. I found only more cars 

and concrete when I arrived and boarded off of McGowan.” 
(My great grandmother Maraliah Williams, imagined, Arrival: 1930)

“I went to Kelly Services to apply for a temp job. It never occurred to me that they said no because I was a black 
girl. I then lived in Trinity Gardens, and traveled in Pioneer Buses (blue and white) that were only for the Black 
part of town. Then I moved to Third Ward, to live with a cousin. I had to be in school. I could work part time, but 
not full time. My first job was as a waitress at a club on Bell Street that people from a freedom colony owned. 
Then I managed apartments near TSU. There were lots of black businesses then. The problem is we got civil 
rights, but not ‘silver rights.’ No more black businesses and black money circulated after integration. No more 
patronizing of the black grocery…they could not compete with Weingarten’s. When I lived near South Union, we 
already had a grocery. We no longer create our own stuff.” (Ms. Willie Funderburk, interviewee, Arrival: 1964)

These are linguistic reenactments. The first, an imagining, is my great-
grandmother Maraliah Williams, who came to Third Ward from 
Brazoria County when she was 17 and boarded at a house on 
McGowan Street while working as a cook. The second, Ms. Willie 
Funderburk, is a baby boomer whom I interviewed a few years ago—
from her home in suburban Houston, she spoke fondly of her journey 
from a historic Black settlement to Third Ward in 1964. 

Popular culture is filled with entertaining reenactments of African-
Americans who return to rural homeplaces while simultaneously 
retaining access to opportunity in urban meccas (see Queen Sugar). 
Stories of exodus and return to Third Ward tell us much about the 
eternal search for spaces in which one can be freely Black. Those I 
interviewed living today in Houston, its suburbs, and in Deep East 
Texas spoke of Third Ward as a space of belonging in which people 
felt free to perform blackness in new ways. We all know a Hadnot, 
a Renfro, or a Simmons, because so many of them journeyed from 
Deep East Texas to Houston from the time of the Great Migration to the 
present. 

In my research of these geographies, I encountered women who 
traveled from one space of belonging in a secluded settlement to 
find the same “survivals” of their black rural enclaves reproduced in 
Third Ward. African-American baby boomers descended from the 
inhabitants of rural freedom colonies (settlements Black Texans founded 
between 1865 and 1920) embody an urban-rural “in-between-ness.” 
Now living in suburbia, many of them hold dual senses of belonging 
to both Houston and rural East Texas freedom colonies, and are 
committed to preserving both spaces. 

To sustain and preserve historic Black neighborhoods and communities, 
we must build upon and seek liminal spaces and peoples as “nodes” 
of knowledge exchange and resiliency—links in a chain, embodied 
continuity in the Black Meccas of rural East Texas and the Third Ward. 

Arrivals: 1930, 1964 
by Andrea R. Roberts

U.S. Census, 1920, Line no.36, Maraliah Williams, 1930, 3rd Ward, boarder and cook, McGowan Street

Maraliah Williams plays with her husband’s, Joseph Sweeny’s, hat
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ECLIPSE by Charisse Weston
An Annotated Excerpt from The Red Book of Houston: A New Compendium for the New Black Metropolis (2015)

We must organize our purchasing power behind a 
demand for equal opportunity to work and also in 
support of those businesses in which Negroes can 
do work without discrimination.  

On another occasion, Richardson surveyed the 
problem of black economic dependency and 
wrote: “There was a time when we were justified in 
giving our business to others, but that was before 
the advent of reputable and responsible race 
enterprises…We can never be a substantial and 
successful race so long as we build up concerns of 
other races to the detriment and exclusion of our 
own…From a business point of view we must think 
more in terms of racial solidarity, co-operation, 
teamwork, and group action.” In the same vein, 
he implored, “Let us not slacken our speed, but 
let us pull full steam ahead to the distant port of 
economic independence, racial solidarity and 
interracial amity.”

 1

 2

A B
Alexandra Richardson is the wife of Dr. Heathcliff 
Richardson. He is well respected in the community. 

I grew up feeling detached from my peers. With 
exception, from my parents, of course, I was not.  
I suppose that explains my unwavering desire to 
provide for my community. 

They, my parents, always lived in the realm of 
exception-floating heavenly above all by the 
graces of God, in exception. It was always 
astounding to me, to be lifted up with them—all of 
us—and yet to peer down at others in destitution, 

although always within and through your own 
destitution. —
Did she interject this under her breath, through 
her teeth, or were the words so self-ensnarled that 
they never reached out at all? 

I want now 
No change of rhythm, no shift, no pause, she is safe. 

to bring as many people up as possible, to this 
level of exceptionality. One by one.  

Richardson proudly clears his throat, clarifies his 
stature, all to continue as he was regarding his 
business, his six employees of color—who all 
carry, in some fashion or another, his name. 

1The New Negro Alliance quoted in Buy 
American: The Untold Story of Economic 
Nationalism. Dana Frank. 1999.

2Clifton F. Richardson quoted in “The Emergence 
of Black Business in Houston: A Study of Race and 
Ideology, 1919-45.” Black Dixie. Howard Beeth 
and Cary D. Wintz. 1992. 
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I got into the habit, like my parents, to prefer a 
level of solitude bordering on the religious, over 
shame before others. I hope to instill this in the 
community. 

:Of course, our status in the community affords us 
the luxury of solitude. 
Panic bursts out. A side step. Too far out. She has let a veritable 
truth push her so far out of bounds that she may suffocate from the 
open-air.  

There is a long silence as Richardson straightens, 
perched as she is, readjusts and restructures the 
reflection of herself in herself until she resembles 
her husband, again. 

In spite of their efforts, the Richardsons shrink 
beneath a cold overhead light. 

C
West Dallas
  Old Fellows Pilgrims
 20s 30s 4th
 and 5th
 to Lyons Ave. commercial strip
  self contained, productive
  Heights               Independence
    dotted across • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  • 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •    • 
                                                   • • • • • • •Houston Northwest
5th          LA frenchman’s men’s
   zydeco and jazz and
   stripped principally on
Dowling Ave
 catered to one to two thirds of 
  Blacks community providing
  insular protection against 
  bigotry trained later generations
of petty white capitalist professionals.    

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
• • • • • • • • • • •• • • • • • • 

:a landless people is forever and a day 
the “sport of the gods.”
without
with always want
drifting and drifting standing soberly 
engraved 
placed upon the door of his own neighbor
above
listless meaning full of meaning before 
others
but not his 
self breaching 
biting a path a better
book a better sermon a better basket than 
his neighbor
throbbing vital fact

thus rooted in the soil.

If we make ourselves permanently useful, 
we shall deserve, as we shall receive.



What’s The New News – Issue No. 1/January 20188

Sp
ec

u
la

ti
o

n
s 

o
n

 s
pe

c
u

la
ti

o
n

   
by

 C
ia

rá
n 

Fi
nl

ay
so

n 
an

d 
Ja

ne
 F

or
em

an
I

In its attempts at dematerialization, conceptual art looked for strategies to exit the market and escape the commodity form. It 
knew the costs of being valuable and found them inimical to art. In its opposition to the society that produced it, conceptual 
art sought to negate the criteria for its evaluation (aesthetic judgement) and valorization (material and institutional supports). 

II
“Contemporary art is postconceptual art.” The history of contemporary art is the history of the failure of these attempts.

III
 Art matters only insofar as it claims some capacity to stand apart from the world as a function and wellspring of (artistic) 
freedom. (The degree to which it separates itself from ‘real life’ is also the measure to which it can be said not to matter at 
all). In Late Capitalism, the success of an artwork (the degree to which is successfully refuses to participate in the given order) 
depends upon its relation to historical conceptuality, which is to say, how it navigates the historical attempt of art to liberate 
itself from value. The criteria for its evaluation is its resistance to valuation.

IV
The relation of contemporary art to black radicalism is given in this conceptuality. “Enslaved persons were protected property 
and at the same time they constituted a threat, in their conscious activity, every minute of the day, to the very idea of property.” 
The dreams of emancipation, like the dreams of art, are those of the capacity to produce something other than the society 
that could produce you. Speaking of Black Reconstruction in America, Du Bois identified as enemies not only the slavers in 
the south but also the “dictatorship of property and investment” up north. In the afterlife of slavery, the dictatorship remains.

V
In 1872, the midst of Black Reconstruction, Richard Allen, Richard Brock, Elias Dibble and Jack Yates bought a parcel of 
green space in black Houston and named it, for its public, Emancipation Park. The land has since been acquired by the 
city and was recently developed in a public-private partnership to the tune of $33.6 million. In this investment one sees the 
movement of wealth transfer and land speculation in the interest of gentrification.

VI
What appears as an expansion of the park’s facilities is in fact an act of enclosure. Enclosure presupposes private control. In 
the case of post-colonial municipal lands, enclosure reappears as the extent to which public land’s use is determined by the 
surrounding property owners. Pessimistically, park improvements are driven by hedonic regression models that mathematically 
parcel out individual components of value, assisting property owners whose equity increases with access to amenities. 

VII
A park is a double-edged sword; it can spur municipal disinvestment when serving as evidence of blight, of a community’s 
ostensible failure to steward its own resources. Simultaneously, the park is holding space for potential valorization of property, 
the capacity for city or partnership money to bring higher rents and land values that displace previous users.

After the destruction of Reconstruction and the transfer of its ownership to city-hands, the park is made to displace what it 
commemorates: Emancipation turns against the emancipated.

VIII
Saidiya Hartman, historian of the 19th century, sees in the end of chattel slavery the “double-bind of emancipation”—new 
freedoms of the formerly enslaves included dispossession from land and displacement into cities; freedom from ownership of 
anything other than one’s labor-power. The park commemorating this moment now names the double-bind of our present. 
“Emancipation,” the park and the project (as exemplary instances of the trouble with ownership, especially in this case of 
land), raise the question of whether value itself may constitute a threat to black social life.

IX
Can resistance to gentrification take any form other than the critique of valorization? The future of black and proletarian social 
life in the city hang in the balance. To capital, even the middle and upper classes of black society registered as sub-prime in 
last decade’s mortgage crisis, though not for lack of resources. The result was the financial ruination of even the black elite, 
just as during the heyday of urban renewal the neighborhoods of the black middle class were marked for slum clearance. In 
1952, when a bourgeois African-American cattle rancher named Jack Caesar moved into Riverside Terrace, in then-white 
Southern Third Ward, racists firebombed his house in an effort preserve the value of their property.  Like white flight, this act 
of race war (and the subsequent divestment from the area it facilitated) was not about the whims of white movement dictated 
by cultural fears, but is the result of capital’s laws of movement. Gentrification signifies the social life of class war under racial 
capitalism, where race, as cultural theorist Stuart Hall reminds us, “is the modality through which class is lived.”  

X
Poet Fred Moten affirms in a perverse reversal that, “We are broken windows.” To move beyond the level of appearance, 
“we” must grapple with the threat posed by valorization itself in the continual act of accumulation by dispossession—
gentrification. Opposition to it demands a thinking of freedom beyond the affirmation of emancipation, the terms of which 
were always double-edged. Insofar as the existing study of gentrification in Houston remains at the level of cultural critique 
and community organizing of landowners, it depends upon the racial class-consciousness of a group that can offer little 
in terms of resistance to transnational capital. The looming and already-present crises occasion a moment in which, for 
collective self-defense, it is imperative to reflect on social forms opposed to value itself, the histories of which are sedimented 
in every authentic work of art.
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GRANNIE 
by Lindsay Gary

5 p.m. Grannie making her way outside. Don’t slam that screen door. Her and grandpa sitting on the porch, telling 
stories and shooting the breeze. Talking. Laughing. Singing. Watching the people go by. Black faces. Real light. Real 
dark. Some medium. Walking to the shotgun on the corner. Driving to that great big house by the bayou. Ice cream truck. 
Dogs chasing. Children running. Playing. Sweating. Water hose. Double dutch. Ms. Mary watering the garden. Mr. 
Rico’s cigar smelling. Saturday morning. How good it felt. Pancakes sizzling. Bacon frying. Mama washing, doing 
hair. Head full of rollers. Don’t mess that head up. Cleaning up. Vinegar. Pinesol. Suds in the tub. Bubbles in the sink. 
Phone off the hook. She ain’t here right now. Saturday night. The El Dorado. The the dorado. Black. Golden. Pretty 
hair shining. Dazzling. Nice dress. Second best. Best dressed. Jazzzzzzzzzz. Hopping. Auntie flirting. Just smiling. 
Don’t drink that. Church in the morning. Wheeler Avenue. Civil Rights. Best dressed. Wolf’s. Sunday best. Sanctified. 
Hallelujah. We alive. St. Mary’s down the block. Black faces. Real light. Some medium. A few dark. Mostly white. 
Rosa Parks. Grannie in the back. Segregation. Humiliation. White priest watching. Don’t blame the Church. Daddy 
blaming God. Mama and Grannie cooking Sunday dinner. Waiting for the cornbread. Drinking coffee at the table. 
Grown folk talk. Watching white faces pack up. Neighbors can’t be church members too. Thank God. Monday 
morning. Grannie going back down to River Oaks. Cooking. Cleaning. Slaving. Exploitation. Running fast back 
home. Cooking. Cleaning. Slaving. Exploitation. Running fast back to Third Ward. Cooking. Cleaning. Slaving. 
Exploitation. Running fast back home to Third Ward. Last time. Back aching. Don’t stop running. Can’t go back. 
White faces chasing. Yelling. Chasing. Yelling. Don’t let her escape. Chains. Rope. Guns ablaze. Enslave. Colonize. 
Gentrify. Faster. Stronger. Louder. Auntie waking up from her nap. Dazed. Ms. Mary looking out of the window. 
Afraid. Mr. Rico gathering ammunition. Prepared. Making my way outside. War. Let Grannie alone. She ain’t for sale. 
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ACCEPTING THE 
EVIDENCE  by Jean Sebastien

My neighbor stops me in the street to chat. “Don’t tell me what it is, I can see,” he says. We’re talking about the pus-drenched goatfuck that was the 2016 
presidential election. My neighbor is seventy, and the wisdom of his years, a keen sense of pattern recognition, and a taste for the real allow him to cut through 

spin like Ogami Ittō wielding his battle sword: “Don’t tell me what it is, I can see.” Imma need to hold on to that one.

*

In 2017 I wore down more sole in the Tre than I did in my first 20 Houston years combined. I’ve been stalking images, preserving them. Sites that stood 
unchanged for decades won’t be here in another five years, or another two. Taking pictures, documenting the landscape in every major American city, becomes 
more and more urgent as a rose-colored blight decimates the very communities that built the culture. These communities give shelter to a great many bastards in 

the name of the Stars and Stripes.

*

Don’t just look at the condos rising in Third Ward. See them: big slabs of architecture towering over the history closer to ground. Great ships on the veldt, I call 
them. But that’s the romantic in me, and the romantic can only see inward. I’m trying to see out, feel me? And what is the evidence laid out before us? These 

buildings, these great blocks of otherness: out of scale, out of style, out of place in this hood. Their martial character is often belied by pastel colors; they are too 
tall and too uptight to suggest comfort, or ease, or openness. No flourishes to offer beauty, no room to facilitate gatherings, no space to invite community. The 
lowest windows are often 10 feet off the ground. Plain black bars disinvite the neighbors, and garages are built-in to allow protected transition from vehicle to 

domicile with zero exposure to the very neighborhood that surrounds this habitation. These are not homes, they are barracks.

*

The people who live in these buildings—you see some of them around, venturing out with strollers and well-groomed rescues. Some of them seem friendly. Some 
know even the most obscure Jeru verse by heart. They join civic organizations and show up to the celebrations. They look like neighbors, but they are not. How 

can they be, when they have chosen the barracks? Conscious or not, when one chooses to live in a fort, one is expecting and inviting battle. One eventually 
becomes a combatant. What is the battle? Who is the enemy? Don’t tell me what it is, I can see. 

*
I am not crafting a metaphor. I offer no metaphor. I do not speak in metaphor.
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The elephant ears by my front porch droop in the afternoon sun. Dad, you 
raised me on the story of your father building a house in the twenties a few 
blocks away in the East End. Even the tomatoes die in the dog days. Things 
we don’t understand, and things we can’t say: both are loud, like hurricanes.

An old imitation reenergizes with new distortions. You say revolutionary 
language was your thing in the sixties, and my spine quivers. Now language 
deteriorates through repeated transaction. Then what, you ask? Press one for 
English. 

You say my mother—whiter than you—made you sell your little house in the 
seventies because of circling helicopters. That was the tree you totaled your 
car on in the fifties. Or was it the sixties? Oprime el número dos para el 
español. La imitación se intensifica de manera poco narrable. Y si todavía 
quieren preguntar, ceniza. 

Meanwhile, traffic through. Beauty is not the place to construct this poem. 

The house my grandfather built is still there, low-slung and shifting. I have a 
collection of racist quotes by Sam Houston and no firm idea what to do with 
all that material. When I think of you, I think of double prepositions at the end 
of a sentence. 

The catfish, eggs, and grits are enough to last me two meals. I took a video 
of the movie theatre before they demolished it. It’s stuck on a VHS tape I have 
no way of watching now.

When we cruise the barrio, you roll your eyes at me. I don’t know how to say 
what’s happening, but the body becomes the final repository. And oh, you 
feel it. 

I used to go to Mary’s just to drink a beer and imagine the sixties. Or was it 
the fifties? Cavafy me dijó: La ciudad irá en ti siempre. Volverás a las mismas 
calles. One feel added onto another in layers heavy with irreversible endings. 
Hollerin and hollerin. Then we’re done. There are ashes in that dirt, under that 
parking lot. 

What you had is lost, you say. Unfindable, like your amputated fingertip. 
Your house is owned now by another family. One day, alone, you knock on 
the door and they let you walk around.

Insisto: home is in homelessness. A home without pins or nails. Hay que 
sembrar temprano para que las cosas sobrevivan la canícula. In sunset we 
fall into furious attitudes, dead gestures of dolls. You always wanted to learn 
Spanish, and it’s not too late.
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