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’ve been talking about this book a lot over the past year.
Interviews. Panels. Meetings. Over and over, hot-stepping to the
promo fandango. And every time I sit down to talk about it

instead of to create it, I feel a little further away from the thing.

But no more. The book is in your hands now. You can see where it’s at,
if not where it’s going. So let’s use this space for something else. Let’s
indulge all my fears and concerns. 

First, for anyone who hasn’t noticed yet,
I’m hopelessly occidental and I’m writing
about Uganda. The potential for disaster
here is huge. I’m aware that a culture
isn’t just a people’s music, language,
food and clothes. It’s also their gender
politics, their cognitive approach 
to religion, their body language and
so much more. But even with this
understanding, it is inevitable that
over the course of this book I’ll 
end up misrepresenting both the
smallest and most important
things. I apologize in advance for
this. It’s a problem with writers,
regardless of intent: we inevitably
end up fictionalizing the world.

Secondly, and I want to stress
this, all of Uganda is not “Hell
on Earth” (Democratic Republic
of Congo on the other hand…). Even in
2002 - when this book takes place - the south of the country was
experiencing a substantial economic and social resurgence. But the
north, where the bulk of this first arc occurs, was experiencing, and
has experienced, a 20-year cycle of unparalleled violence that the
President of Uganda, a man who’s been in office since 1986, hasn’t
done nearly enough to ebb. So while everything that happens in this
book is based on the true situation in 2002 Acholiland, it is not 
representative of the situation with the whole nation. 

Third, our book, like virtually all the rest of western society’s depictions
of Africa, focuses on the bad. Interethnic conflict, child soldiers, post-
colonialism, complex regional politics, NGO misconduct, corporate
machinations, foreign remote control, etc. Sometimes I feel like a 
socio-political Russ Meyer, aiming my “camera” at the giant tits of
atrocity (atrocititty?). I can only hope that Alberto and I are able to find
the poetry of the place inside the gruesome bones of this endeavor. 

Fourth. Whenever I leave out of some promo copy that I’ve actually
spent time in the Ugandan post-war zone, I’m always nudged to
include it. So here we go, one more time. In the summer of 2007 a
cease-fire was in place. Though there was some sporadic violence, and
many of the IDP camps were still full (despite questionable BBC
reportage suggesting otherwise), the northwest of Uganda was 
perfectly safe. So I went. It was easy to do. And though I saw much that

was heartbreaking, it was one of the greatest trips of my life. I cannot
recommend it more highly. I returned to the States a month later,
drunk on the experience. Sad. Inspired. Infatuated. Informed just to the
point of ignorance… and holding 1,400 reference photographs for art
monster Ponticelli.

But lots of people go to Uganda. They go to see the gorillas in the
southwest, or hike the Mountains of the Moon, or whitewater the

source of the Nile, or go on safari. It’s true that few visitors
make it as far north as I did, but the ones that
do often go for more precious reasons. They
are doctors and NGO specialists and World
Food Programme truck drivers and journalists.
I just went there to make a funnybook seem
halfway authentic. 

And that brings me to my last point. Much has
been made about the social relevance angle in the
selling of this book. I fear that a lot of people think
they’re getting a sensitive, Bono-approved version
of Africa here. They’re not. This book is violent, and
if I may say so, a little kick-ass. It’s not hollow, it cer-
tainly has things it wants to say, but in the end I think

the level of pulp inside this monster will sur-
prise you. My lovely editor likes to call it
“Bourne Identity meets Blood Diamond.” In
fact, he likes to say it so much he made me
write it here. I grit my teeth every time he
says it, but maybe it’s closer to the truth
than I’d like to admit. Nevertheless, despite
my fears, my trip, my obsession with East
Africa, and all the rest of it—somehow,
miraculously, this book has managed to
remain a continuation of what Joe Kubert
started decades ago: an action-packed
comic book about one man and his war. 

As for the rest of it, well, any way you slice it, there’s something 
inherently immoral about crafting a sensitive, exciting, anti-war piece
of pop entertainment that claims a love for a people while using the
worst aspects of their lives to create drama. 

But hey… I’m willing to sell the ticket if you’re willing to take the ride.
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NEXT ISSUE
Now that the daunting task of capturing the feel and
politics of Uganda is behind us, we can get some
traction on the first story arc: Moses wakes to find
himself in the care of a Catholic missionary — and
stuck in the middle of a war zone.
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