5/16/2016 ironbound: irony in the flesh | theEEEL
A LOS ANGELES REVIEW OF BOOKS channe

ABOUT SHOP  SUBMIT theEEEL f L 4 EVM% a

by tNY.Press

FIND US ON
FACEBOOK

ironbound: irony in
the flesh )

[ &
FLASH FICTION LISTS ARTIFACTS COLUMNS INTERVIEWS

@ MAY 13,2016 S 0COM

&N AMAZon COMpany

Stories
that
Surround
You.

Chitectural
Nates section fol
4 The New Republic

“ironbound - a blog is a love letter to the place where | grew up, and the account of my

heartbreak at moving beyond it. [It] was written long before I left the Ironbound, and in

Your first audiobook
hindsight | wonder if, even back then, | was trying to justify to myself the decision | had ou r:m’ i

already made. [This is part of] a larger experimental work comprised of 72 scenes that
are formatted to resemble entries in a blog. The full work is addressed to a personified

version of the neighborhood where | grew up.”
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you came to see me yesterday. snuck up on me asking, what are you reading? i looked
up from the paperback and found you between me and the sun.

you sat down and slapped my thigh like an old friend. said, i'm tired of this city.
still looking at you i responded, “what can she be, being what she is?'
is that one of yours, you asked.

william butler, i started, but you didn't let me finish. started going off about all the

corruption, the violence, the kids in a rush to grow up.

she doesn’t make sense to me anymore, you added. she isn’t the same. she’s not home
anymore.
and all i could think was how ironic this was. you, next to me, telling me how she isn't the

same anymore and yet you in love.

you continued to speak but i was lost in the thoughts your words arose in me. at times i
have read of stories that come after other stories, only those earlier stories weren't told
because there wasn't that much to say. so i understand that perhaps i stretch you too
thin. after all, i witnessed as you yourself did it just yesterday, sitting next to me in the

afternoon sun going on and on about her.

but bearing all of you, isn't that how i loved you best? isn't that how we all love best,
taking the very small and making it into a world, a dream, the universe?
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Hugo Dos Santos is a Luso-American writer, translator, and
journalist. His work has appeared in Queen Mob'’s Tea House,
Brittle Star, mOthertongue, and other publications in the U.S.
and Europe.
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