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This one’s for 
Lizzie, Lucia, Ona, Ezra and Julian
—P.B.

For Madiba, a lifelong hero. 
And for my dad, Richard Jesse Watson, 
who taught me how to work

—J.J.W.
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I kicked the egg-shaped ball toward the goal.

“He shoots!” I shouted.

The ball soared past my sister’s fingertips, just inside 
the leaning stack of empty cartons.
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“Goooaaalll!”

With my fist in the air, I sprinted up the field along 
the wire fence, the out-of-bounds that separated our Johannesburg township from the rest of the world.
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Twice a month, my sister and me rode the PUTCO bus with Mama.
 She took us to a different part of Johannesburg where she worked.

“Stay out of trouble,” Mama always warned as she led us to the yard.

My sister usually spent all day in the garden, trimming and 
raking and planting and smiling. I spent all day with my face pressed
 to the fence, my eyes glued to the boys chasing after the black-and-
white leather ball.




“Hey!” I called. “Hey!”

But not a single boy ever looked my way as they raced up and back along the green carpet.

“One day,” I whispered, “I’m going to play on a field just like that. One day real soon.”
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Twice a month, my sister and me rode the PUTCO bus with Mama.
She took us to a different part of Johannesburg where she worked.
“Stay out of trouble,” Mama always warned as she led us to the yard.
My sister usually spent all day in the garden, trimming and
raking and planting and smiling. I spent all day with my face pressed
to the fence, my eyes glued to the boys chasing after the black-and-
white leather ball.

“Hey!” I called. “Hey!”

But not a single boy ever looked my way as they raced up and back
along the green carpet.

“One day,” I whispered, “I'm going to play on a field just like that.

One day real soon.”
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