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Daddy used to tell my brother and me all the time, “Use three hands if you 
ain’t got nothing but two!” He was a carpenter and country, wanted me and 
my brother to be too. Made us nail nails and saw on stu#. Paint. Strip, wax, 
and bu# $oors. Lay fences. Buy, raise, and sell cows. And, goats. Whenever 
we moved too slow, whether “we” was me or my brother, or both of us, or 
the nailing, sawing, or any of the other stu#, daddy would lean into his truth. 
“Use three hands if you ain’t got nothing but two!”

%ere was no love, only the day, and only doing with two that which 
required three—or, with three that which required the day.

“Use three hands,” when he was mad, and when he was frustrated, and if 
he was trying to be funny. %at was where things stood up to now.

Now, I tell myself a di#erent story about daddy and his “three hands.” 
It is a lie, but sometimes lies sound like a poem. I tell myself that “use three 
hands” was not frustration but belief. “Use three hands,” because I know 
you can. Because you have always done three-hand work. Because humans 
have two hands, and you are something else. “Use three hands,” or do what 
is impossible. %ank you.
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I have here.

To momma. You are the (rst and the last, the why and the how. %e most 
important thing. %ank you.

To all them people and all that time in Clarksdale—for trusting me with 
your story, for not liking the blues. %ank you. 

To the late Clyde Woods. Development Arrested is the big joker. I hope 
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%ank you.

To Zandria. However far I get and whichever way I get there, if there is 
any good in it, it will be because of you. I know you came from the future. 
When you go back, know that you showed us more of it than we would have 
otherwise seen. %ank you.
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you.
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other’s. %ank you.
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