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T he Fillmore District Kedeve|opment Betraya|

San [Francisco’s betraya| of its Black community began in 195%. As the shipyards quieted, the Push to drive Plack
residents from the city on|3 intensified. City leaders Promised to rePair aging buiHings, but their so-called 'slum
clearance! Plans stalled amid concerns over money and consequences.

Seven years |ater, Justin Herman, head of the city’s redeve|oPment agency, revived the Prr_jcct. Thc agency
wielded [ minent Domain to uproot families from homes that had sheltered them for generations, sometimes nearly a

century. T hese cherished houses were demolished, rePIaced by empty Par‘cing lots.

Justin Herman Prophetica"g declares, “Without adequate housing for the poor, critics will rightly condemn urban

renewal asa |and-5rab For the rich and a heartless Push-out For the Poor and nonwhites.”

We lived and worked in a classic mixed-use building, our business bustling below and our{:amily life un{:olding
above. Many Black entrepreneurs built their dreams in these old Victorians. Just two years after Justin Herman’s
warning, the agency set its sights on us. They seized our home, along with the bar and restaurant that anchored
our lives.
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Thc B|ac‘< Fillmore Districtis a vibrant hotbed of Jazz, known to some as the Har/cm of the West. Filled with

families that main|y rent, rougHy 10 percent of the Black Popu|ation owns their home, and 1 percent owns a
business. Sincc my grandParcnts were from the South and carried the idea of 40 acres and a mu|e, autonomy,

and do-it—yoursc”z, we own both.
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Ben and Annabelle were Pi”ars of the community. Annabelle, a Founding member of the UPtown Church of

Christ, while she and Ben feed “street corner men,” men who lived in rented rooms and ate out ever day, in the
Club | a Jo"a. Ta”cy’s Comcr offers an excellent sociologica| study of such men and their Ii{:esty e, to which the

café or restaurant is crucial.
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T wo years after Kennedy was killed, we have to close up and leave. Qur home was in good condition and
wasn’trelocated.

We were forced to leave without care, and this moment changed everything for me. We moved from one house to

another. My grandrarents bought and sold other homes in the city, but our{:amily was never the same. Losing our
, but | hid my anger so well that even | didn't realize | was angry.

home hurt me deeP

T his was the way of things, since Plack PeoP|e often had to swallow their anger, afraid of how white PeoP|e might
resPond. Without realizing it, that old, ingrained |ogic shaped our lives in ways we could not predict. I mastered this
lesson so complete|3 that ] deceived myscl{:, though a Part of me, buried deep, always knew the truth.
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]n 1983, ] returned from Hawaii and answered Shao Fu Ren’s call tojoin KMD That same year, Mayor Dianne

Feinstein’s |ong campaign to transform the land once home to the Black community Fina”y succeeded. (onstruction
bcgan ona sPraw|ing new complcx filled with shops, restaurants, and hundrcds of shiny new aPartmcnts and condos.

th the Pricc tags on these new homes soared far bcyond what former Blac‘( Fi"morc residents could afford. As thcy
were Pushcd out, San ]:rancisco’s Blac‘( community faded even further.
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Around then, two friends from architecture school, both Asian American, reached out with an intriguing Pro'cct
idea.Gilbert Chan from Asian Ncighborhood Dcsign and Warren Seeto had their sights set on a otcntia1 condo
dcvcloEmcnt. Thcy had an architcct, one of our old tcachcrs, and blucprints in hand, but needed hcr

the rig

While | was away at school, the Western Addition Community Organization (WACQ) set up a Policy. Thcir lan

was to ensure that eco Ic WI‘IO Iost homcs or busincsscs to cdcvclo ment would I'lavc First choicc o{: an Iand the
peop P Y

p trac‘(ing down
t Piccc of land.

agency sold. Thcy gave out certificates of Prc{:crcncc to4,719 homeowners and 88% business owners, but only 1,099
housing and 39 business certificates were ever used. My grandparcnts had one of each certificate.
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As the general Partner for the Alamo 5quare Prr_ject, my main task was to secure the land. Witl‘n my grandpar-
ents cheering me on and WACQO |ending their support, the whole venture began to feel surreal, almost dreamlike.
| hadn’t noticed the buzz of demand until my future partners oPened my eyes to it, but it was undeniable. TI‘IC
WACO committee gave our I‘lousing certificate request a swift green |ig|1t, and soon, | had a quarter-acre corner
lot in the FFillmore district in hand. TI‘IC process unfolded so seamlessly that my partners were genuinely stunned
when the land documents landed on their desks.

With the land Fina"g ours, the next challenge was Financing. We formed a limited Partnership, o{:'Fcring $10,000
sl‘nares, and began ra”yin friends and acquaintances tojoin our cause. E_acl'l partner took on the mission of
raising $40,000 toward the $120,000 construction loan we needed.

When we reached out to the Black community, we received silence in return. [C ven the Promise of an 81 percent
return on $10,000 could not sway my contacts to take the |eaP. Just as I‘IOPC began to Fade, two Chinese women
stePPed forward, oﬁ:ering their support when we least exPected it.

5|1ao ]:u Ken was the first to embrace the Alamo [imited Partner offer. Though we had shared years together and

were now Parting ways because of my own misstePs, she still chose to stand by me and I‘ICIP.
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Shc was born in Calhcornia, the daughtcr of a Chincsc {:amily dccply woven into San [rancisco’s Political fabric. Her
anccstorsjourneyed to Cali{:omia during the Gold Rush, scttling in Marysvi”e, where their growing clan and Tong con-
nections soon made them Pi”ars of the community. Thcy built a {:amily temple that still stands as a testament to their
Iegacy. Likc countless othcrs, her forefathers crossed the ocean to 'Gol Mountain,' chasing dreams of Prospcrity,

unaware of the harsh Prcjudicc that awaited them.

ater, the rams uirlt a stron resence in  an | rancisco. ao | u N\en’stather became the tirst mese American to
he family buil glg i Franci hao [ ’s father b he fi hi i

serve as Prcsidcnt of the San [rancisco Board of [ ducation.

hao [Fu Ken arrives with two investors at her side, ready to champion the project’s success.
S ,ready P proj

S I Y O, Y I O Y O, Y, O O O O O B |



_\l_\l_ﬂ_\l|

A{:ricnd from martial arts also agrees to become a limited partner, but the way she does it surpriscs me. | bring up
the idea, she asks to see the Fro forma document ] havc, reads it, and then writes a check. | didn’t expect her to
decide so quic‘cly, and it leaves me curious.

Fu Ren moved to the Us from T aiwan and grew up ina {:ami|y that worked in {:arming, business, and industr?‘.

he knows how to handle risk and isn’t afraid of business challenges. She visits the construction site to check on
S

its progress, and when it’s finished, she accepts my invitation to visit [ ]awaii. 5[16 grew up on an island in T aiwan,
but had {:orgottcn what that felt like. Thc islands win her over. A few months after we return, | hear that she’s
moving there and that J'm welcome tojoin herif | want.
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Her offer sEarked a clash between duty and desire. My sense of responsibility urged me to buy a unit for my grand-
parents, to ring them home and reclaim our place in the community, standing with the Blac‘( stru&gle in ,San Fran-
cisco. Yet, something gentler called to me. T he beauty, peace, and comfort of Fele’s land tu&ged at my heart, otten'ng

a happiness I had never ‘(nown anywhere CISC.

Caught between these choices, ] saw that the Poetic Path could unite them. We did not need a grand or triumphant

return; the Ho”ywood ending People imagined for the Alamo Preject never arrived.

My grandparents did not return to the old community as others exPected. |nstead, a more com{!:lex form of Poetic

justice emerged, quietly Fulti”ing all our needs. For those who looked closely, the building itself became a symbol of

our endun'ng presence.

No sum from the Alamo Pro_ject could repay what society owed us after ]:i”more, or for the stru&gles we faced as
B|ac‘< Americans. | he Fight For_justice and awareness would continue from [Fu Ren’s home in San [rancisco. Yet,
the hope of Poetic_justice and its Promise for the future began to soothe ourtamily’s anger and bitterness over the

Kedevelopment Agency’s betrayal.
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Freed of the grudgcs from the past, | was at Iibcrty to follow [Fu Ren to Hawaii. Soon after, the Prcmicrc Projccts
to grace the Honolulu s‘(ylinc are P|accd under my suPcrvision as architectural Projcct manager and contract

administrator.

Howcvcr, with social injusticc on the rise and climate changc |ooming in the future, a changc of location was in
order. A move south made sense, but not back to the insanity of the B|ac|<—and-whitc strugglc in states like T exas
or Gcorgia, where many Blac‘( Pcoplc relocated after bcing displaccd from the city.
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LUONDO'S

Instcad of rcturning to that South, Grandma and I Purchascd land and moved the “homestead” to South Foint
on the Big |sland of Hawaii, the southernmost Point in the (United States. And after Purchasing land on the
island, Fu Ken directed my attention to an advertisement. chcral condominiums are for sale at a highly reason-~
able Pricc in the Holualoa area above Kailua-Kona, Hawaii. ldca”y situated on the volcanic mountainside, where
one can swim and brcathc, | Purchascd one, and over the years, the condo has aPPrcciatcd signi{:icantly.

Through Pocticjusticc, the {:amily achieves peace and haPPincss with the prospect of more to come.
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