STAND HERE?

BIRMINGHAM, 1947:

WHAT DO YoU MEAN
I'M"STANDING LIKE
THE TIN WOODMAN"?,
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IS THERE A COLOUR | [son THAT WAS IT IN R 8ar. | [PADDY. WHYDID =
2AR? ' A COLOUR BAR- | | 1you SAY WHISKEYR
WHATS THAT?

i

WELL IT'S MY SPECIAL. IUSED To ENJOY [
MEDICINE. IT'S A DRINK. NOT A NICE WHISKEY
THAT WARMS YOU UP. FOR B | SrrinG ON THE
SOME DRINKIT LIKE A KIDS. B | REACH BACK HOME . §
SNAPPER. DO A BITOF
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DAD WENT ON TO TALK ABOUT HIS BEST
CATCH OF FISH. THE RED SNAPFER. MOW WAS
SHOCKED AT THE LACK CF PHOTOGRAPHS.

SHE MARCHED US BACK IN OUR SUNDAY BEST.
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SOON ENOUGH IT WOULD BE ALL WE HAD
LEFT OF THE MAN. HIS HEART GAVE IN ONE
DAY AND HE LEFT US ON THIS ISLAND. HE
LEFT mOM AND ME WITH THE VULTURES
WHILST HE CAUGHT SNAPPERS IN HEAVEN.

You HAVETO PAY TO
HAVE NICE THINGS.

MAYBE IT'LL. BE YOUR
CENERATION THAT
HAVE METAL, PARTS.

MOM CHOSE

TO SPEND ON
FOOD AND ON
KEEPING A ROOF
OVER OUR HEADS.
THE LOCALS
CHOSE TO STARE.

ANYWAY, YOU CAN KEEP THE PHOTOS, BUT
YOUR FATHER TOOK OUT A LINE OF CREDIT
WITH ME TO PAY FOR (T. THAT'S A THING

I DON'T USUALLY DO FOR WEST INDIANS.
TELL YOUR MOTHER SHE CAN PAY BACK
WHEN'S BEST FOR HER, BUT REMIND HER
THAT PHOTOS ARE AN EXPENSIVE ART.

SORRY FOR
YOUR L.OSS.

HIS BREATH
SNMELLED OF
SMOKE. AND
OF DADDY'S
DRINK ...
WHISKEY.

SHE COULD KEEP A STOIC FACE IN FRONT OF
THE "COMMUNITY". A VIRTYE [ DIDN'T POSSESS.

MY COSTUME AIN'T
CHEAPO! SAY (T/




| HAD A SOLITARY UPRRINGING AS YOUL SPORTS RECANME THE IDEAL FOCUS OF MY
COULP INAGINE, PEOPLE IN THE MIDLANDS  FRUSTRATION. ALTHOUGH \ QUIT EVERY CLUB.
HAD RARELY BEEN TO THE COAST OF % ‘
ENGLAND, NEVER MIND THE WEST INDIES.
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| DO NOT BLAME MY MOT HER. SHE WORKED. SO I READ COMCS AROUT FOOTEAU. TEAMS.
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FOOTBA L. COMICS RECAME SCENCE FICTION
COMICS. | BEGAN TOIMAGINE A PATH TO MY




R68. YET IT WAS IN BRITAN WHERE MY
MOST POWERFUL ANTAGONIST STILL JvED. | WHAT THE HELL
THE INVASWE POWER OF THE PHGTOGRAPH...

CAN'T You TEMR
I'MASPACE
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KILER ANDROIDS | [ 1w ACTUPLY A D THE ALIENS THAT
ARE BETTER. STUDENT. WALK AMONEST LS.
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BEING PHOTOGRAPHED WAS AGONY AS A
cHiLo. BECAUSE OF My OV TWARD FoRW, THE
STUDI® THAT RUINED OR LNES. THE LAST
MEMORIES OF MY FATHER. | COULDN'T BRESTHE.
To SWALLQW THE CosMC HOWLS.
— :

WHAT ON EARTH
WAS THAT WOMPAN \ HrD
SMORINGR, g







MOM AND | WENT TO THE BEACH ONLY ONCE. IT WAS A DARK DAY THAT BECAME N\GHT
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STANDING THERE, MY MIND WHINED. Api- 1
CoULD SEE WERE PREMONITIONS OF OUR
EVENTUAL DEMISE ON THIS PLANET. mom's
DEATH. MY OWN DEATH. INEVITABLE IMAGES.
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J:1 YASH WOULD BF BETTER.
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SOME WERE LIKE OCTOPVS,

LONG TENTAQES AND SUCH.

THE SEA HAD HEARD ME.

MOST RESEMBLED FiSH, THE
COLOUR OF RED SNAPPERS
THAT | SAW IN BOOKS.




THEY Fou,owm mr: HOME, TO B\mmam\ 'n-Ey TOU-OWED ME WHEREVER | WENT. un-lY?
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WAS THIS AN INVASION® AM | ITS VESSELR. [t ; “
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| FCLOSING MYEYES
Jl AND SCREAMING INTO
)i SPACE BROUGHT
THE SNAPPERS
HERE. THEN | HAD TO

U A FATAL INTOLERANCE TO ALCOHOL. ALBEIT
HUGE QUANTITIES OF IT. \ BECAME A TIN (WAN.
A ROROT. FUELLED TO THE BRIM WITH BOOZE,
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