
Preston Buford.  
Rich ofay. 

Soft hearted.

This is  
why you’re a 

bodyguard and 
not a fucking 

detective.

That,  
you’re not  

smart enough 
to do.

I hired you 
to watch  

over her, not 
lose her!

Then you  
helped 

her.

 I  
didn’t.

The last time 
I saw her 

was when she 
drove off.

Where  
were  
you?

“The Cotton Club. She was bored 
and in the mood for jazz.”

“I’m saying, Mister Buford, that your 
wife wanted to be out of my sight 
for a little while, seeing as how 
Cotton Club don’t let Negroes in 

unless we’re on stage.”

“Guess she wanted  
to be alone. Or not.”

“I have no idea what 
she does in there. 

“All I know is she 
comes out pretty 
upset. Wants to go 

anywhere else.”

“She did last night.”

“Beth doesn’t listen  
to your nigger music.”

“The fuck are 
you saying??”
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Can’t you see  
what they’re doing?  

You have to-- 

We can’t change 
anything unless we 

stand together.

You should be 
here.  Standing 

with us.  

   I know what you’re 
saving up for.  But,  
it won’t matter if 

we’re not free to-- 

By their design, we were never supposed to  
make it this far.  We were intended to serve.  

To feed their paradoxical appetite of having  
more for doing less.  But we dared to endure.

  Long enough to dream of our own wants  
and desires.  Life.  Liberty.  And the pursuit  

of happiness.\> Delta 1

Haha – Hey 
“V-I,” did you 
catch that 
one, buddy?  

And she goes, 
“but that’s 

not what that 
port is for!”

That’s 
hysterical!

Hope she  
wasn’t from 

YOUR assembly 
line – if you 
know what  

I mean.

It’s pronounced, 
“SIX,” sir. And 
 I assure you,  

she wasn’t.

more?
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weeeeee--click--weeeeee--click--

weeeeee--click--weeeeee--click--

weeeeee--click--weeeeee--click--
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