
We told everyone 
the exact same time.  
but, oh well...

I think dad’s 
already making 
a dent in 
the nuts.

I’m crazy 
for peanuts, 
I can’t help 
myself.

That’s good.

it’s true.  Roger’s 
crazy for peanuts, 
he can’t help 
himself.

You should go easy on 
them though...

We’re all gonna 
die some way or 
another, right? 
         Haha.

DING DING 
 DONG DONG

Ah good, 
about 
time!

Where the hell were you?
Grandma 
wasn’t ready.

Neither was Dad.

wait, your hysteric 
of a mother and her 

new boyfriend are
behind us.

Can you please not be 
unpleasant tonight?

If I 
wanted 
to be un-
pleasant, 
I’d have 
closed 
the door.

Hello. Hi, how’ve you been?

Hi, 
Jean.

Hi.
You’re 
late.

Are 
we?

We brought homemade 
shortbread.



It’s a new recipe: no salt, 
no butter, no sugar.

Cookies made of no-
thing, sounds 
delicious.

Oh, hello, Jean.

Hello, Claire.

I didn’t know this 
was a costume party...
But here you are dressed 
up as a christmas cake.

Good job on your 1980s 
pedophile costume.  

Very convincing.

So he’s the new chosen one, is he?

Yes, that’s 
Jean-Pierre. Where’d 

you find 
him?

At a rehab 
centre for 
depressed 
hippies?

so you 
must be 
Claire’ s 

youngest. Uh...
yeah.

I’m 
Juliette. BAMBAM

Did you slip on 
something?

are you hurt?

It’s okay, 
I’m fine.

Do you know if my 
mother is going to 
be here soon?

Of course, 
don’t worry, 
she’ll be here.

Seriously?

Why on earth 
would you say 
that to her?

What 
should 
I say? 

That her 
mom’s been 

dead for 
50 years?

She’ll have forgot-
ten in five minutes 
             anyway.

Everyone 
come sit 

down.



I hope I didn’t oversalt it.       Uh oh.  I feel a little mouse 
   under the table undoing my 
shoelaces.

Hee 
hee

Is that a 
new hairdo, 
Simone?»

No, no, it’s nothing 
like a cult...

When you said seance...  
I just figured...But 
I’m not an expert...

I think there’s too much salt...

At least 
we won’t 
starve.

haha, 
true.

It’s a simple and meaningful way for 
me to connect with the universe...

Oh! Jean-Pierre 
and I are doing this 

relaxation workshop 
and I thought of you, 

Juliette...

oh?hmm

ah?

Yes, Marylou said you’re having panic 
attacks again, and I wondered 
if maybe it could help.

We also go to a laughing club where 
we laugh together, just for fun.  
It’s amazing...

Ha!
Yes, Jean? You have something to add?

It’s not 
  too salty?

     no, just
  picturing 
it is all...

Anyway, we met a 
wonderful therapist.  
I’ll give you his info.

Hmm...
   I dunno.



It pisses me off how therapists 
never say anything.

That’s the point, 
to figure it 
out on 
your 
own.

Shoulda chosen 
that job, get 
paid to just 
sit there.

You, a therapist? Haha.  but 
Jean, honey, you’d have to be 

able to listen to other 
people for 

that.

Well, when I’m stressed, I eat bananas.  
apparently it alleviates tension.

I just eat, 
period.  Haha.

Granny’s 
eating the 
tablecloth!

Oh! Mom, 
don’t do 

that.

That’s not for eating...

Haha

Haha
    haha

Calm down both of you.  It’s not funny!

Let them be...at least 
someone’s laughing.

exercise 
helps with 
stress too.

When I’ve got a ton of raw energy 
to burn, I go for a run.

I’m not 
sure that’s 
Juliette’s 
problem.

Pfft...“raw 
energy”
Ha...

Right, because I’m 
feeble, on top of 

being anxious.

I feel pretty feeble myself some-
times, it’s awful, isn’t it Roger?

Whatssat?

She’s not feeble, 
she’ s fragile...

I’m not 
“fragile.”



i’m just 
really 

anxious. about
 what?

That’s a good question.  
Anxious about what? 
You don’t have a boss, 
or a loan to repay, 
or kids...

No.  And I’m not 
exactly envious 
of your life to 
be honest.

You don’t 
have to be 

unpleasant.

I’m not being 
unpleasant.

You’re asking for help 
but you don’t want 
anyone’s advice...

Delicious 
by the 
way.

yup.

Honestly, I 
think we can 
all agree it’s 

too salty.

I didn’t ask 
for anything, 
you’re the ones 
going on about 
therapy and 
bananas.

Tricky to 
get the right 
amount of 
salt in a

casserole.  

Great, if you’re 
not asking for 
anything then 

there’s no 
problem.

It’s true.
Salt and 
casseroles...

Way harder 
than you’d 
think...

My meat pies are always 
way too salty, it’s awful.

Yeah, your casserole’ s 
super gross, Mom.

SIMON!


