Montreal, 1947

Stop, Leonard!
Tinkie has been gone
for months. She’s
not coming back.

She asked to go out
one day in January,
and now it’s April.

Let him be, Mother.
You know how much
he loved that dog.

She must be here
somewhere…

Tinkie has been his
closest companion
since Papa died.

Poor creature…And it
was such a cold winter,
too. I hope a neighbour
took her in.

Hey, Lenny! Come
shoot some pucks
in the park
instead!

With all this snow? Mazel tov!
Wait a few weeks.

C’mon out,
you little
mutt!

I’m serious, Mort. Go look
around your place instead of
trying to discourage me.

Mort, forget about
hockey for a sec and
help me find the dog.

She couldn’t
have just
disappeared.

Tinkie, no!

Why did you come
here to die, all
alone under
this porch?

Poor Leonard. He’ll never
get over it…

He’ll probably perform some
strange ritual again, like
when Papa died…

That’s no way
to say goodbye.

Or shut himself into his
room with that dreadful
typewriter!

A few months later…

They’re
torturing
me!

Ever since Zaida Solomon
moved in, you seem like
you’re trying to copy him.

Don’t laugh, Esther. He’s a distinguished rabbi and he wrote
a Talmudic thesaurus. I want
to be as learned as he is.

Don’t discourage him! To write
is to belong to the aristocracy
of the intellect!

A prince needs to look the
part. Here, Leonard, I ironed
your shirt and your bow tie.

Psh! If he took over the
clothing business, he’d be
set for life!

I’m not interested in business,
Mother. I want to be a Prince
of Grammarians, like Zaida!

No bow ties! You know
I haven’t worn a tie
since Papa died!

Chaya! That crazy old man is filling his head with foolish ideas!

Forget the grammarians!
I’m going to be a writer
like Lorca!

A writer loyal
to the dead!

There are songs inside me,
but I can’t seem to get
them out of the guitar.

Novelist, composer, singer,
poet…It’s a lot, isn’t it?
Why not take a few lessons?

I don’t need an old man to
teach me how to talk to
girls my age, Mother. I just
want to get to the level
of an ordinary poet.

Westmount Park

I’ve never heard
anything like that.
What is it?

Are you Spanish?
My favourite poet
is Federico Garcia
Lorca.

Flamenco, the
music of my
country.

I’m actually looking for
a guitar teacher. Would
you be willing to show
me how to play?
Sure,
why not…

You see? It’s a six-chord
progression. Place your
fingers like this.

Yes…It’s
not easy,
is it…

