THE CALL IN THE LIMITLESS SPACE - 8_24_23, 12.41 PM

SPEAKER 1: An operator will be with you. Please hold. One moment. Now connecting. 
[PHONE RINGING]] 
SPEAKER 2: Black joy is hearing back in the day lively and boisterous conversations sizzling in barbershops and beauty salons. Jovial slaps on the back. Light bantering, no hurtful attacks. Folks, you get people who get you and all we been through. Black joy is deep down laughter heard way down the street rooted in rich storytelling fertile soil of Southern traditions told by everybody's favorite auntie or big mama that you were afraid of but respected. 
Black joy is feeling pride in your community. Receiving support in schools. Walking down the street not worried about strangers you meet. Not fighting to hold on to grandma's land, dealing with displacements that capitalism and gentrification demands. Black joy is dancing. Black joy is in singing. Black joy is being heard, accepted, and seen. Black joy is in the marrow of every human being. 
[PHONE RINGING] 
DAVINA LAWLEY: Hi, my name is Davina Lawley. My grandmother, miss Ella Mae Hall, deceased, came from Louisiana in 1952 to Seattle, Washington between Edmonton Pratt and SAIC at 2031 South Main Street, Seattle, Washington 981-404. I enjoyed Edwin Pratt for their many educational programs. I enjoy and love my grandmother, whom I draw my emotional strength. My reclaiming and restoring tradition is to come back together, Central District community. I say, insightful means joy. 
SPEAKER 3: What represents joy to me is attending the Black festival back in the day. Seeing everyone, a huge crowd all the way down to Union, all the way over to Johnson's park filled with Black folks smiling, having a great time, no beefing, just enjoying one another. Also, going to Barnett park, passing that area as the parade was going on. Just seeing barbecues and people greeting one another, and hugging, and loving on each other, and just having a fabulous time. 
SPEAKER 4: Be a part of this community. 
SPEAKER 5: My maximum space recreation is when I'm in motion. And I feel the kinetic energy reverberate through my feet, the different textures I'm walking on, the different winds buffeting my skin, the different sounds tickling my ears. My shoes and limbs creak with every step, and galvanize my brain, and make things a bit more real, a bit more possible. Dismantling my preconcepts and making me think a bit more clearly about what could be. 
SPEAKER 3: Boundaryless, boundaryless. 
SPEAKER 6: Black joy is being asked to turn that television off and go outside. Black joy is getting out there and finding all your friends already outside or knocking on their door and asking them to come outside. Black joy is picking up our bikes and riding through the Central District with no particular place to go. All the old folks sitting on the porches, checking for you, making sure you don't get into trouble. And when you do get into trouble, they talk to you, and they let you know what's not OK. 
Black joy is going to Douglas street library after school being too loud and getting kicked out. Black joy is a smell. You smell it through the CD. Everybody is cooking good food. You can smell the chicken from down the street. Black joy is outside. It's getting your hands and your feet into the grass. Getting grounded, rolling around, getting dirty, digging for clay in the dirt. 
Black joy is hot cheetos on a summer day with lemonade and sour candy. Black joy is belonging. Black joy, boundaryless. Black joy is endless. Black joy is now. Black joy is here. Black joy is us. 
SPEAKER 7: What Black joy means to me. Be being able to rise above. L, loving everyone free as a dove. A, acknowledging your beautiful Brown skin is always in. C, calculating every victory that we can win. K, killing them with kindness. J, Jesus continuing to aid over their blindness. O, overall continuing to see. Y, you and me is what Black joy was meant to be. That's Black joy, baby. 
