




THE 80S. FUCK! WE’D STUMBLED ONTO AN APARTHEID MASS GRAVE. RIGHT HERE IN AN URBAN AREA. ALL OF A 
SUDDEN MY CHOICES WEREN’T SO CLEAR-CUT ANYMORE. SO WHERE DID THIS UNWELCOME FIND PUT ME, NOW? WAS I 

BLACK? COLORED? MUSLIM? WAS I STILL FIGHTING? WHAT WAS I FIGHTING? FIGHTING AGAINST? FIGHTING FOR?

I WAS STILL IN
SCHOOL IN THE 80S

HIDE IN THE LAUNDRY. THE 
POLICE MUSTN’T SEE YOU IN 

YOUR SCHOOL UNIFORM.

LOOK YOU SEEM SMART ENOUGH, SO I’M NOT 
GOING TO INSULT YOU AND GIVE A FALSE 

NAME. JUST THINK OF ME AS ‘Q’.

YOU CAN’T TALK ABOUT ANYTHING THAT’S 
HAPPENED HERE. NOTHING. AND THIS THING 

YOU’VE SIGNED…
…IT’S A CONTRACT WITH THE 

GOVERNMENT. IF YOU TALK ABOUT 
ANYTHING THAT’S HAPPENED 

HERE. I CAN STOP BY YOUR HOUSE 
AND KILL YOU.

SOME THINGS FROM BACK THEN
JUST JUMP OUT TO ME,

EVEN NOW.

I REMEMBER BEING ANGRY.

THE STREET-GAMES WE PLAYED
WERE HARSH

I REMEMBER RUNNING MOST TIMES.

THERE WAS A STRENGTH IN NUMBERS, THEN.

THE NEXT DAY SOME OFFICIAL-LOOKING TYPES SUPERVISED THE REMOVAL OF THE BONES. AND GOT 
EVERYONE TO SIGN DOCUMENTATION.


