





THE
DAY I TOOK
MY FIRST STEP, MY
FATHER DID NOT
SMILE.

HE DID NOT
CONG&?TULRTE

HE DID
NOT TAKE A
PICTURE AND TELL
ME HOW PROUD
HE WAS.

WHEN
HE SAW ME
WALK, MY FATHER
GAVE

ME A
SWORD.

THEN HE SLAPPED ME
WITH THE BACK OF
HIS HAND.

IT IS MY
FIRST MEMORY.
THE SHOCK OF

IT.

BLOOD
IN MY MOUTH.
ON MY
TONGUE.

I WIPED
MY LIP.




AND SO I
FOUGHT.

EVERY
MINUTE.

SOMETIMES
I WON.

SOMETIMES
I DIED.

AND WHEN
I DIED, HE'D
TOSS ME IN

THE PIT. 1D war.
I'D WATCH SKIN
STRETCHING OVER AND
ROTTED WOUNDS. = HE'D FETCH
I'D SCREAM. A\ ME OUT.

I WAS
SO TIRED, AND
HE'D MAKE ME WALK,
AND HE'D SLAP
ME AGAIN.

SWORD IN MY

IS HOW I
LEARNED.

THAT IS
HOW I SNOW
THAT YOU--FOR
COMING HERE
WITH HIM--
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