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THREE FORKS OF THE TRINITY, TEXAS, 1866
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GREETINGS,
STRANGER. MIGHT
I OFFER YoU
RESPITE FROM
WEARY TRAVELS?




MAUDE!
GET OUT HERE!
MUCH OBLIGED, NEgSEsR%g?NmG

THANK You,

WE AIN'T
GOT NO GUESTS!
NO ONE LIKES
YOU ENOUGH
TO VISIT!

PEOPLE
LIKE ME! THERE'S
BEN, AND-- WOMAN,
JUST GET OUT
HERE!

I'SE EXTER TELLADY, DOES
AND THIS IS MAUDE, “BOSOM"
WIFE OF MY BOSOM. MEAN TIT?

CHARLIE
MOSES.
PLEASED TO

MAKE YOUR
ACOQUAINTANCE.

IF T CouLd
TROUBLE YOU
FOLKS FOR SOME
FOOD FOR ME
AND MY HORSE,
SIWER, I'D
BE FOREVER
INDEBTED.

YOU'LL BE STAYING THE NOW YOU TWO GO
NIGHT, DINING WITH TWO INTO TOWN AND BUY
LONELY OLD FOLKS, AND SOME BACON FOR SUPPER,
SLEEP|NG UNDER OUR ROOF. BEFORE 1 WHUP BOTH
THERE AIN'T GONNA BE Y'ALL'S BEHINDS!
NO FURTHER DEBATE
ON THE SUBJECT/




THAT DANG WOMAN'S GOT
DELUSIONS OF GRANDEUR,
DON'T SHE! THINKING SHE
CAN ORPER MEN AROUND!

I ALWAYS TELL
HER,“T AIN'T GOT
NQO MASSA NOW,
WHITE OR WOMAN!
I'SE FREE!"

AW, JACK, IT'S
JUST THAT NEGRO
CARPENTER,
EXTER. HE DON'T
MEAN NO HARM.

MY WIFE WAS
OF LIKE MIND.

YOU HEAR ONE
OF THEM NEGROES
LOOKED CROSS-EYED
AT CLINTON FISK
WHEN CLINTON
CALLED HIM
“UNCLE ?"

00K AT Tno:\
GODDAMN DARKIES

PLOTTING ANP CONSPIRING
IN THE MIPPLE OF THE
GODDAMN STREET.

IT'S COME TO THIS, TOM?
CAN'T EVEN CALL 'EM UNCLE.
THEY'RE GONNA MAKE SLAVES
OF THE WHITE MAN-- UNLESS

SOMEONE DOES SOMETHING
ABOUT IT...



EXCEPTING MAYBE WOMEN, AIN'T WHERE DO YoUu
NOTHING BETTER ON GOD'S GREEN THINK YOU'RE GOING,
EARTH THAN THE SMELL OF RAW PIG. UNCLE?

LISTEN, MASSA, WE'SE WE OUGHTA DO TO ALL YALL
JUST WALKING. WE PON'T WHAT WE DID TO THOSE UPPITY
WANT NO TROUBLE. NEGROES DOWN IN LIMESTONE...

YOU WERE IN
LIMESTONE ?/

DID YOU WORK BOY, YOU BEST
WITH CHESNUT STOP STARING
IN LIMESTONE ! AT ME L)KE THAT--

--BEFORE I
SHOOT You
IN THE
GODDPAMN
FACE.







DAMMIT,

JACK RAVENEL!
KEEP YOUR BLASTED
PISTOL HOLSTERED!

I WON'T HAVE NO BLOODSHED
ON MY STREETS, NO MATTER

THE COLOR OF THE MAN. YOU TWO GET

ON HOME NOW,

k_,

NO BLOODSHED
IN BROAD DAYLIGHT
THAT MIGHT ATTRACT
THE ATTENTION OF THE
. FREEon]gu's oiuaeau,
il OR E MN
ANEEETETTEN  NION ARMY, JACK. WSYIRN :
l]?'"'m-ﬁm 1) hAp NIGHTTIME,
Al HOWEVER,
IS AN
ALTO GETHER
DIFFERENT
PROPOSITION...
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EXTER TELLADY,
YOU'SE AS LUCKY AS
A BLACK CAT THAT DONE
BROKE 13 MIRRORS!

I'SE JUST GLAD YQu
WERE AROUND TO
PROTECT MY FOOL
OF A HUSBAND.

IT'S A
PRODIGI0US
BLESSING
HAVING You
AROUND,
CHARLIE

HONESTLY, T DION'T
DO MUCH, MA'AM.

AW, LET THE
BOY EAT IN
PEACE, EXTER!
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AH, THAT RAVENEL JUST
HATES ANYTHING BLACK--
CAT, MAN, OR BEAR! T BET
HE EVEN HATES HIS OWN
DANG SHADOW!

CHARLIE'S JUST
BEING Hooes&! HE

F
PEOPLE--

TCH. YOU KNOW WHY
I AIN'T SCARED
OF NO RAVENEL,

CHARLIE?

WE'SE FREE. T GET To
CHOOSE WHAT T 00. T
CHOOSE TO MAKE THOSE
CHAIRS OVER THERE, AND
T SELL 'EM IN DALLAS

FOR A GooD LIVING.
\-.__ <
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MAUDE, REMEMBER WHAT
THAT FOOL SQUIRE JACKSOM
ASKED AFTER WE WERE

GOOD ENOUGH OF A
LIVING TO LET ME AND

MAUDE BUILD THIS HOUSE
HERE OURSELVES. !

LOTS OF COLORED FOLKS

EARNINGS FROM

A HOME WHERE
I WANT, AND I
GOT MY WIFE

A GOOD LIFE,
BEING FREE,

2 e
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WERE LIKE THAT. NO D WHATEVER
IEAT Geiko PACE MePIT YOU'RE OUT
HERE HONTING,
IT AIN'T WORT
BUT T KNOW.
T KEEP THE b g

MY LABOR, T GOT

BESIDE ME, [T'S

‘1
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ALL EMANCIPATED ?

SURE DO.

HE ASKED IF
FREEDOM MEANT
WHITES WOULD BE

WORKING THE
FIELDS WHILE WE
L COLOREDS WOULD
\ BE SITTING IN THE
BIG HOUSE, SIPPING
CoLD TEA.
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WHY DON'T YoU STAY
HERE WITH Us? You's BE
KEEPING AN OLD COUPLE
COMPANY, AND YOU CoULD

HELP ME WITH

I... CAN'T,
T'M SORRY.




I MADE YOU A NICE, I'M MUCH
COMFY BED IN THE OBLIGED. T'LL
BARN HERE. IF You SEE YOU BOTH

NEED ANYTHING, You BEFORE T

JUST KNOCK. DEPART
TOMORROW.




YOU AIN'T GOT NOTHING
I'DT%egto!igﬁléE :ggin
T'M VERY SORRY
YOU ABSCONDING IN THE
IF L WOKE You. MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT
IF YOU'P TAKE THIS FOOD
FOR THE ROAD, THOUGH.

SHE AND T LIVED ON DIFFERENT
PLANTATIONS IN VIRGINIA, AND SO
I HAD TO LEAVE HER BEHIND
WHEN T ESCAPED TO0 THE UNION
LINES AND JOINED THE ARMY.

WHO'S “CALDONIA;
CHARLIE? YOU WERE
CALLING QUT TO HER.

WHEN I MADE |T BACK TO

VIRGINIA AFTER THE WAR, SHE
WAS GONE. HER MASSA UP AND
MOVED ALL HIS SLAYVES TO
TEXAS TO AVOID EMANCIPATION.




WHEN NEWS OF EMANCIPATION
FINALLY REACHED HER IN
TEXAS, I HEAR CALDONIA
WAS ONE OF THE FIRST TO
STAND UP AND SAY SHE WAS
FREE. SHE ALWAYS WAS
MIGHTY BULL-HEADED, BUT
WHITES DON'T CARE IF You
SAY YOU'RE FREE. YOU'RE

I
£ o ()
STILL THEIR PROPERTY }t\ /\%{

I8
i
NO MATTER WHAT ANY I/
PIECE OF PAPER SAYS. 1{! Vi A
THEY HANGED HER, ALONG

WITH TWO OTHERS WHO
CLAIMED THEY WERE FREE,

I HEARD ALL
THIS WHEN T
GOT TO TEXAS.
I ALSO HEAR
THE UNION
ARMY'S BEEN
HUNTING & OF
THE WHITES
RESPONSIBLE.
I ONLY KNOW
ONE OF THEIR

sqr oI Qvﬂ%%.\ﬁo &l}gg&lisrf FREEDO&‘\'S A FUNNY

: THING, CHARLIE MOSES.
THE ARMY CAN'T FIND ALL IECE OF PAPER
THOSE BASTARDS, I WILL, o L

) OR UNION ARMY CAN

AND T'LL MAKE SURE THEY MAKE YOU FREE. YOU'VE
BURN IN HELL LIKE f GOT TO CHOOSE TO
THEY DESERYE.



MAUPE AND I HAD A BOY,
TO0U KNOW. HENRY WOULDA

BEEN YOUR AGE. BUT MASSA -~ANd WE NEVER

TOOK HIM FROM US WHEN HE

WAS A BABY AND SOLD HIM P HR RO
AT AN AUCTION--

IF YOU
CONTINVE
DOWN THIS
ROAD, YOU

AIN'T NEVER
GONNA BE
FREE. YOU'LL
ALWAYS BE
A SLAVE.

THANK You FOR THE NT
OFFER, AND FOR YOUR e

TO YOU
HOSPITALITY. GOOD NIGHT,
EXTER TELLADY. CHARLIE MOSES.,

THE OFFER

STILL STANDS.

COME LIVE
WITH us
WHENEVER
YOU'SE READY
To BE FREE.

MAUDE
WOULD BE
S0 HAPPY,

YOU'SE LIKE

HAVE RAISED,

WE WERE REAL SAD FOR
A LONG TIME. BUT NOW
WE GOT THIS HOUSE
AND A NEW LIFE. YOU HAVE

T0 MOVE ON AND
LIVE SOMETIME,




- : .

--EXTER AND
MAUDE!
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LOOK, BOYS -- IT'S
THE UPPITY NEGRO
WANTING TO
START TROUBLE!

YOU COULP'VE JUST
KEPT ON RIDING AND
WE WOULDN'T HAVE FOUND

YOU. YOU WERE FREE--

YOURE A DUMB
DARKEY, AIN'TCHA?
THERE'RE Y OF US
AND ONE OF YOu!

-- BUT NOW
YOU'RE DEAD!
BOYS, GO0 GET
THE WHIP, LET'S
HAYE SOME FUN
BEFORE WE
FINISH OFF THIS
STuPID--







AW JESUS COUGH
DON'T LET ME DIE
LIKE THIS--

JACK RAVENEL.
YOU NEVER DID ANSWER
MY QUESTION,

HANG THOSE COLOREDS
21 GOD NO! COUGH COUGH
. LIHESTONE T I DON'T KNOW NQ CHESNUT!
T NEVER EYEN BEEN TO
LIMESTONE! T JUST HEARD
ABOUT IT!

PLEASE DON'T
KAFF KILL ME,
MISTER . You
CAN GO OFF
FREE AND
CLEAR, AND
T'LL JUST LIE
HERE! WON'T
HURT A FLY
FOR THE REST
OF MY LIFE,
I SWEAR! HAVE
MERCY, MISTER!







BUT THERE
WILL BE
\ JUSTICE.







FREEDMAN

PETER QUACH

Peter Quach lives in New York and draws comics for food. He
starves a lot. You can reach him at pbquach@gmail.com or
follow him on Twitter: @pbquach.

READ THIS AND OTHER COMICS AT
WWW.PETERQUACH.COM

I'd like to thank Michael Quach, Xavier Quach, Daniel Shapiro, Nathan Furr, Vira
Pons, Miriam Gibson, Livia Veneziano, Anne Diaz, John Gall, Carol Carson, and
Stephanie Zuroff. Special thanks to Alex Rothman and Andrea Tsurumi for providing
much-needed feedback anytime I asked, which was often in the middle of the night.
I'd also like to give thanks and apologize to Ryan Sheppard, Peter Jurado, Ashley
Cunningham, Jessie Hawk, and Vanessa Morris for putting up with me over the past
9 months. Finally, I’ll never be able to sufficently pay back the people who were
there for me when I needed them—Andrea Robinson, Preeti Veerlapati, Jeff Chou,
and Katie Kloss.
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