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and they secure for 
us interminable days of 
hunger and privation.

I am not sure i f you 
would recognize me 
anymore, my dear. 

Excuse 
me, what’s 
happening 
here?

I don’t know. 
There’s a lady 

yelling out front 
of the bakery.

...we take a stand 
against the government 
and the speculators 
that are starving the 
women of the South!

they auction off 
our livelihood,

I am not sure that I recognize mysel f.

The natural order is upset in ways that I never could have imagined.

They send our 
men away to die, 


