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ALL THE CAMERAS
IN MY ROOM

MICHAEL DEFORGE

Razor-sharp short stories from the greatest contemporary

comics stylist

Michael DeForge has been dissecting
the comics visual language for more
than a decade and continues his crea-
tive winning streak with his tenth book
for D&Q and second collection of short
stories, All the Cameras in My Room.
The prolific cartoonist’s hilarious and
horny approach to comics fiction never
disappoints. In “Figure Skating,” a star
athlete’s impossible feats captivate the
world, turning a simple skater’s rotation
into a catalyst for national paralysis.
While in “Holiday Special,” a narrator
tells us about his favorite Christian
holiday special that bears an uncanny
resemblance to a certain bald-headed-
boy-and-his-dog classic. No matter the
conceit, characters in All the Cameras
in My Room stretch and flatten and
spiral around each other and burrow
deep into the folds of a reader’s brain.

Deforge’s stories break down how
we consume pop culture, interrogate
our relationship to star power and
recontextualize our nostalgia into
a shared mythology, cementing his
place as the most consistent and be-
guiling cartoonist working today.

PRAISE FOR MICHAEL DEFORGE

“DeForge returns with another
arresting collection of cryptic, spiky
modern parables.”—Publishers Weekly

“A nicely calibrated blend of the enigmatic
and the ridiculous — a blend that DeForge
should, by now, be well known for.”

—The New York Times

“Tender, depressing, and overflowing
with his mind-melting, uber-satisfying
surrealist style.”—Interview Magazine

JANUARY 2026 - $30 USD / $35 CAD - 4-COLOR - 6.5" X 9" < 200 PAGES
HARDCOVER - COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS/LITERARY - ISBN 978-1-77046-819-1
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THE AGENCY | WORKED FOR 1S AN ACRONYM
YOU'D RECOGNIZE, BUT PERHAPS NOT THE
ONE YOU'D EXPECT

A\
THERE WAS FREQUENTLY VERY LITTLE TO

REPORT. | NEVER KNEW WHAT THEY GLEANED
FROM MY DISPATCHES

IT SOUNDS VERY DRAMATIC TO BE AN
“INFILTRATOR,” BUT THE DAY TO DAY WAS VERY
BENIGN. ONCE A WEEK, I'D REPORT BACK ON

MY GROUP'S ACTIVITIES TO THE AGENCY

| WONDERED WHAT THEY MADE OF THE MINUTIAE
OF OUR GROUP CHATS, OUR MEETING NOTES--
ARGUMENTS ABOUT PROCEDURE, STACK,
INTERPERSONAL CONFLICT
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WE PERFORMED OUR LITTLE RITUALS THE MASKS WERE ONE OF THEM. | "lNNOCEN'I:LY" BRING UP A SORE SPOT WHAT ENSUED 1S ABOUT WHAT YOU'D
AROUND SECURITY “SKELETON'S” IDEA, WE'D GO ON NOT BETWEEN "BLONDE” AND “CAT”
KNOWING EACH OTHER'S FACES

EXPECT -- JOINT ACCUSATIONS OF
"UNSERIOUSNESS,” THREATS TO LEAVE
THE GROUP

AT THE DEBRIEF LATER THAT | WOULDN'T PARTICIPATE IN THE

NIGHT, I'D START AN ARGUMENT ARGUMENT. I'D INSTEAD SET TWO
OTHER MEMBERS OFF AGAINST EACH
OTHER. I'D_INSTIGATE IN A WAY THAT
WASN'T OBVIOUS

"CAT"” STORMED OUT. "SKELETON" WENT THE REST OF THE MEETING IS

TO MAKE SURE THEY WERE OK. DEDICATED TO DISCUSSING CONFLICT
AND ACCOUNTABILITY PROCESSES.
| VOLUNTEER TO MEDIATE. MOST
MEETINGS WENT THIS WAY

-




MY ROLE WAS CHALLENGING. IF | WAS | HAD TO REMAIN INNOCUOUS WITHIN THESE WORDS SEEMED TO MEAN "WE MUST ESCALATE,” I'D SAY AT A
PERCEIVED AS OVERLY PASSIVE, THATD THE GROUF, BUT ALSO INDISPENSIBLE SOMETHING AT SOME POINT IN TIME, AND MEETING. "NOW IS THE TIME TO ESCALATE,
DRAW SUSPICION, ASSUMING A TOIT DIDN'T ANYMORE THE POLITICAL MOMENT IS RIPE FOR
LEADERSHIP POSITION WOULD ALSO ESCALATION

BE SUSPICIOUS

AN

i

| FOUND MYSELF RELYING ON THE GROUP WOULD NOD APPROVINGLY. | KEPT A FAKE JOB, WHICH IS OF COURSE
CERTAIN WORDS TO BLEND INTO LATER THAT WEEK, WE'D SPRAYPAINT MOST JOBS
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| DESIGNED Ul FOR A DATING APP
CALLED RILE. IT WAS INITIALLY DEVELOPED
FOR WEALTHY AND CELEBRITY USERS,
CAPITALIZING ON A SCANDAL FROM A FEW
YEARS PRIOR WHERE A PUBLISHING
MAGNATE'S POLYAMORY WAS OUTED VIA
ONLINE PROFILE

RILE OFFERED ENHANCED LEVELS OF
PRIVACY FOR ITS USERS, INCLUDING MULTIPLE
LAYERS OF MESSAGE ENCRYPTION

What riles you up?

Here at rife, we know privacy is
cucrency Makina connectinng

Crow ol nell naw

QQ C okok, see you there

l% Tiooatbag

RILE DIDN'T SUCCEED AS A DATING APR
BUT BECAME KNOWN AND USED FOR ITS
ENCRYPTION SERVICES

]

D FredL r%

ITS ENHANCED SECURITY WAS USED FOR
A RANGE OF PURPOSES: DRUG DEALS,
CRIMINALIZ ED ORGANIZING ACROSS THE
POLITICAL SPECTRUM, SUPPORT NETWORKS
FOR VICTIMS OF ABUSE, WHISTLEBLOWING,
SEXUAL PREDATION

| ol

; Jo 'M‘
) MxMx ,
D Snafu //—_\\

O

MY OWN GROUP USED IT EXCLUSIVELY
FOR CORRESPONDENCE

IK

TO AVOID FEDERAL REGULATION, RILE HAD
TO STILL ADVERTISE ITSELF AS A DATING
APP FIRST AND FOREMOST




Michael DeForge draws comics and posters in Toronto.

FOR MORE INFORMATION ON MICHAEL DEFORGE
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SANPEI

THE LEGEND
0F KAMUI:

VOLUME THREE
SHIRATO SANPEI

TraNsLATED BY RICHARD RUBINGER & NORIKO RUBINGER

The greatest sword-and-samurai epic of all time continues!

Our hero Kamui is fresh off his training
and begins to infiltrate the delicate hier-
archy oppressing the countryside in order
to begin tearing it down, piece by piece.
Shosuke faces off with a new assassin be-
cause of what he may—or may not have—
witnessed. Rytinoshin’s vendetta befud-
dles the chief headman as well as his
lord. Meanwhile, Kamui’s fellow outcast
Saesa takes on a more prominent role.
Revolution is in the air, and the sound
of clashing swords rages on in Shirato
Sanpei’s landmark manga epic—the first
of its kind. The Legend of Kamui was
originally serialized between 1964 and
1971 in the legendary alt-manga magazine
GARO. Its literary and historical merit
was recognized long before a complete
translation was even available. Now

available in full for the very first time,
Shirato Sanpei’s The Legend of Kamui is
translated from the Japanese by
Richard Rubinger with Noriko Rubinger.

PRAISE FOR THE LEGEND OF KAMUI

“Part adventure epic, part historical
fiction, part political call to arms, this
manga defies easy categorization...
Readers will want to dive in.”

—Publishers Weekly, Starred Review

“Kamui opens on a confident, popular
artist in full control of his work.
[Shirato Sanpei] positions very primal,
nearly mythic vignettes amidst a
panoramic view of feudal society in
17th-century Japan.”—Joe McCulloch,
The Comics Journal

JANUARY 2026 - $40 USD / $50 CAD - B&W - 6.2" X 8.8" 640 PAGES
PAPERBACK - COMICS & GRAPHICNOVELS/EASTASIAN STYLE - ISBN978-1-77046-817-17
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ALONG...

UPSTREAM,
AGAINST THE

WE'LL GO

CURRENT.

NOT IF WE DO WHAT

THEY DON'T EXPECT.

EVERYONE GOES DOWN-
STREAM TO

THERE!

BELOW THE CLIFF.
GUNS ARE USE-

LESS, NO ONE
WILL SEE US.

EVEN IF YOU
NEED TO DIG
IN ROCKS AND

/

YOU MUST
FIND THEM!

These spreads are meant to be read from right to left.

Now we return to the
attack on the lord's sankin
ka+ai retinue. From the

PR cliff down t+o the riverside,
the search for Rylnoshin
and the others continues.




These spreads are meant to be read from right to left.

\@@E// DID YOU A\ AN 2 ¥ =
\ @@E SLIP? HERE, [ 2 NS89 AFTER SUCH

/ GRAB THIS! . £ AN ATTACK, ANY LUCK
SI2S

) / THEY MUST - OVER THERE?
- — i : 2.\ BE INJURED. Z \

s
i%\, ~5 .

[———————————
——
e ———

THERE!

WHAT A GRAB THIS!
CURRENT! =

WAIT TIL a ' o | FOUND THEIR
EVERYONE \ SWORD AT THE
A RIVER BOTTOM.




These spreads are meant to be read from right to left.

CHANGE
CLOTHES.

OK, LET'S
ﬁlgg(l)ﬁHlN. LOOK FURTHER
igeisckly DOWNSTREAM.




These spreads are meant to be read from right to left.
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WHAT? AN

GET OUT OF
THE BOAT,

FOLLOW AFTER }
DISPOSING OF M

GO AHEAD. I'LL
THE BOAT.
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HANG ON,
RYUNOSHIN!




A BONE STOPPED
THE BULLET. IF
PIERCED, IT MAY
HAVE INJURED
AN ORGAN. -

IN HIS CONDITION HE'S
GOING TO ATTRACT
SOME ATTENTION.
LET'S CHANGE HIS

| THINK

These spreads are meant to be read from right to left.

IT'S OUTCAST
CLOTHING. IT
WILL AROUSE THE
LEAST SUSPICION.

THEN WE

WHAT! SHOULD

SHAVE YOUR _
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These spreads are meant to be read from right to left.

NO WAY. YOU WANT A

A SAMURAI YES, k3 SAMURAI TO SHAVE
CAN'T DO I DO. & HIS HEAD, LIKE
THAT. | WON'T AT AN OUTCAST?

DON'T DO IT
WILLINGLY..

¥ YOU THINK — N
YOU'RE GOING - kg
TO SHAVE \ P
‘ , MY HEAD? \
: 2 @<
! % / . ._04. D /»~ 2 e
IW}% S =z 4 = T b N
= =% / ) b ¢ ‘&" —~ - ) ——— 4
P pLeAsE ‘J/“ M 0D : 5
STOP.. W e = gl
INYOUR ) = R —
CONDITION - I'M CHARGED WITH
YOU CAN'T RESCUING YOU GUYS.

I'M SURE YOU'LL
LOVE YOUR
NEW HAIRDO...

BEAT ME. | HAVE NO CHOICE.




FOR MORE INFORMATION ON SHIRATO SANPEI

Shirato Sanpei was born in Tokyo in 1932. His father, Okamo-
to Toki, was an oil painter whose artistic endeavors exposed
the young Shirato to a variety of perspectives. Okamoto no-
tably instructed Kurosawa Akira in painting and design be-
fore the latter became a filmmaker. After a seven-year stint
as a kamishibai artist, Shirato would begin working in the
kashihon manga market in 1957. Kaze no Fujimaru, an ani-
mated series based on an original story by Shirato, began to
be broadcast in 1964. This was the first animation for which
the young Miyazaki Hayao was in charge of original draw-
ings. The Legend of Kamui debuted that same year in the pag-
es of Garo—a manga periodical founded by Shirato—and now
best known as a launching pad for other revered manga tal-
ents like Mizuki Shigeru and Tsuge Yoshiharu. Shirato died
in 2021.

FULL TITLE LIST
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THE DEFINITIVE
YOKAI FIELD GUIDE

SHIGERU MIZUKI

TransLaTeo BY ZACK DAVISSON

Welcome to the wonderful and scary and silly world of Yokai!

The Definitive Yokai Field Guide introduces
young readers to the fantastically fasci-
nating world of Japanese folklore. Univer-
sally beloved cartoonist and Eisner Hall of
Fame inductee Shigeru Mizuki’s passion
for researching and writing about Japan’s
yokai knows no bounds. In this perfect
companion to Mizuki’s Kitaro comics
and art books, kids and kids at heart can
now discover this magical world and its
many peculiar creatures all on their own.
The book that captivated Japan for
decades as a perennial bestseller can now
inspire readers the world over. Bursting
with frightfully fun content—including 80
yokai profiles—The Definitive Yokai Field
Guide also boasts a map of where to find
different yokai around the world, and
the exciting comic “The Yokai of Obobe
Swamp.” Mizuki’s whimsical and mis-
chievous approach to cataloging these
one-of-a-kind creatures found nowhere
else is sure to enlighten and amaze fans

of both the natural—and supernatural—
world. In fact, it might just be the perfect
gift for current and future folklorists,
ghost hunters and myth busters to boot!
Translated by Mizuki scholar and

yokai aficionado Zack Davisson, the most
famous all-ages guide to yokai becomes
available in English for the very first time.

PRAISE FOR SHIGERU MIZUKI
“Shigeru Mizuki resurrected Japan’s
folk creatures as pop culture for
the masses.”—The New Yorker

“Even in a country as saturated with
manga and anime as Japan, few
artists rivaled Mr. Mizuki in com-
mercial success or distinctiveness
of vision.”—The New York Times

“Mizuki was the first extended brush with
the world of Yokai for many of us comics
critics and readers.”—The Comics Journal

FEBRUARY 2026 - $20 USD / $28 CAD - 4-COLOR - 5.75" X 7.5" - 176 PAGES
PAPERBACK = COMICS & GRAPHICNOVELS/EASTASIAN STYLE - ISBN978-1-77046-820-7



However, to borrow the words of another scholar, “we
cannot with absolute certainty determine the existence or

nonexistence of yokai.”

Yurei—ghosts—appear in different forms. They often have

a grudge against a specific person, and their appearance is

Ve e Sy Pl slisieed 2l chnig b sl terrifying. Yokai can also be scary, but they rarely manifest

Trees, for example, had tree spirits. Stones had stone :
’ pie, P from resentment. They are there and have simply always

spirits. At night, these spirits would come out and e . . .
P 8 P been there. Zashiki warashi, for example, exist in their

dance.

location regardless of humans.

These ancient beliefs combined with the stories and

People have been imagining yokai since ancient times.

impressions of the Edo period to create what we now ZASHIKI WARASHI

However, their most definitive appearance comes from

ko as yakal, the hand of artist Toriyama Sekien, who lived two

By impressions, imagine walking down a street at DANCING TREE AND STONE SPIRITS hundred years ago. Toriyama illustrated several books on

night next to a rice field. It is pitch black, and you yokai. He included his own original creations alongside

are suddenly overcome with a sense of unease. As stories passed through the ages. Many artists were

you quicken your pace, your feet feel heavy, as if inspired by Toriyama to create their own yokai and yurei

something is clinging to them. Unease becomes illustrations. There was often little intent beyond these

terror. Putting a name to this, it becomes the yokai other than to frighten people.

called SHREERTE. Yanagita Kunio also recorded living yokai legends in his

Yokai are born in such ways, to allow humans to book Yokai Dangi (Discourses on Yokai). However, he

didn’t include illustrations. 1 have drawn many yokai

express sensations they otherwise cannot explain

TORIYAMA SEKIEN o .
SUNEKOSURI from Yanagita’s books using old art as reference as well

or things they cannot see. In ancient times, before

electricity, people lived much of their lives in this as designing my own.

spooky dark. : . : o
POOKY 1 created about thirty new yokai for my comic series Kitaro.

Looking at things scientifically, current science cannot But I don't think this should be done lightly. It is not the

explain the mystery of yokai. It is possible that as same as creating new kaiju monsters for films. Yokai are

science advances, we may find evidence that such alegacy from the past. It is our responsibility to preserve

things as yokai actually exist. Wouldn'’t that be fun? them and hand them down to future generations.

2 | What are yokai? What are yokai? | 3



The most common yokai are fireballs. Toriyama Sekien found them difficult and boring to
illustrate, so he restricted the number he included in his books. However, when looking

at regional stories, they are by far the most frequent.

I remember how excited I was as a child when I saw Onibi. Most people’s first encounters

with yokai are Onibi or Hitodama (which are essentially the same thing).

HITODAMA OLD HOUSES HAVE AN ATMOS-
PHERE SUITABLE FOR YOKAI

That is usually followed by house yokai. Many old houses have a certain feeling of yokai.

Even more so if there are cobwebs.

In those houses in the dark, there is a sense of dread, even though nothing is there.

Many yokai come from putting a shape to that feeling.

These fears are inherited from ancient times, the way our coccyxes are remnants of

vestigial tails.

4 | What kinds of yokai are there?

In abandoned houses, the tattered mosquito netting hangs heavy with dust and mold.
They are creepy enough to look at, but even more disturbing when they wrap around
your neck. This sensation became the yokai Shironeri. It looks like a ragged net with

a red mouth.

Also, when you go into old houses, there are often disturbing stains on the ceiling, like
streaks. These are a sign of the Tenjoname, a yokai that comes out at night and licks

the ceiling.

Some creatures appear during funerals and try to steal corpses from coffins. Kasha have
a face that looks like a cross between a wild boar and a wolf. They emit an aura of fire so

one can get close. They arrive in a gust of wind.

On the streets of old Kyoto, the yokai Wanyudo appeared at night. It rolled around

deserted streets and is said to be emblematic of poor neighborhoods in ancient times.

WANYUDO THAT TRAVELED THE
STREETS OF KYQTO

KASHA

TENJONAME

What kinds of yokai are there? | 5



Yokai live in places conducive to yokai. They rarely appear in modern, artificial places

covered in concrete, or interlinked with trains. Perhaps they dislike pollution.

Bathrooms were once a place of fear, but since flushing toilets have become common,
children no longer dread a ghostly hand arising from a dark and mysterious hole. They

are no longer haunts for yokai.

YOKAIRARELY APPEAR
WITHOUT NATURAL MOUNTAINS
PLACES

YOKAIOFTEN APPEAR IN SORAKIGAESHI IS A YOKAI

THATLIVES IN MOUNTAINS

Yokai still live in mountains. If you still want that delicious thrill of an encounter with the

supernatural, it is to the mountains you must go.

Especially when camping in isolated mountains, you are often surrounded by mysterious
noises. You might hear the sound of a massive tree falling, but when you go to investigate

nothing is there. That is an old yokai called Sorakigaeshi.

6 | Where do yokai live?

e
4

YOKAIALSO APPEAR ON ISOLATED BEACHES

Yokai also live in oceans and rivers.
However, these cannot be places with
large human populations—where there is
more urine than seawater. They must be

isolated and lonely.

Go to a place where you can go for a swim.
As you peek under the water with your
goggles while the sun sets, you suddenly
want to go home. Realizing no one else is
around, a gentle wind blows, chilling you
with fear. At such a time and place, you

might encounter a yokai.

Of course, you won't see the creature

itself. But if you are pelted by sand, that
would be a Sunakake Baba. If you hear a
mysterious sound, that is Isonade. If you

are hit by stones, that is Tengu tsubute.

Should another person be even within a
hundred yards, it will spoil the mood and
the yokai will not appear.

It is similar with house yokai. They do
not manifest in places where the family
gathers. Only when you are alone at night
studying for exams, or quiet nights when
you switch off the lights, you might feel

the presence of a yokai.

Where do yokai live? | 7



YOKAI ARE NOT AS SCARY AS YUREI

One yokai called Kanedama will fill
old storehouses to bursting with
gold and silver coins. They don’t

even need to be asked.

8 | Why are yokaiscary?

People are afraid of yokai, probably
because subconciously we are afraid
they will eat us or spirit us away to a
mysterious dimension. But unlike yurei,
most yokai don’t have any particular

animosity towards humans.

They really aren’t that scary.

MANGA ARTIST

In modern times, you
might see this with a pop
singer or manga artist
who is suddenly blessed
with success. When the
Kanedama favors them,
the wealth never seems to
end. However, should the
Kanedama abandon them,
they will soon be reduced

to their original poverty.

BINBOGAMI ARE
SCARIER THAN
YOKAL.

Instead, they have been possessed by the Binbogami—the god of poverty. 1 would say this

is even more frightening than any yokai.

Why are yokaiscary? | 9



WHAT POWERS DO
YOKAI HAVE?

10 | Why are yokai scary?

By nature, yokai love to startle people. Some may
suddenly shout in loud voices. Some may yell out “Uwan!”

Some women yokai may cackle at you.

Most yokai only have a single ability. They laugh or howl
or do their thing and then disappear. Once they are gone,
everything returns to normal. Mikoshi nyudo, for example,
surprises people walking on mountain paths. Its task done,

it vanishes.

the mountains and cries like an abandoned baby. When
someone comes to help and picks it up, it increases its
weight to almost nine thousand pounds. It’s best to be

wary of things like that.

A woman yokai called Ubume has a similar power. And
the Kawa akago can also cry like a baby. Although this
might be a shape-shifted kappa.

TOPTOBOTTOM: MIKOSHINYUDO, KONAKI JIJI, UBUME, KAWA AKAGO

AMIKIRI

Generally speaking, yokai
will not attack you unless
you attack them. Amikiri
is an exception. They will
cut your mosquito netting
unprovoked. That’s not
quite as devastating as

a kaiju attack, but still

bothersome.

The yokai Onyudo is as
large as Mount Fuji. Its
feet are massive enough to

crush entire towns when

it walks. Like most yokai,
however, it walks its own
silent path. Unlike humans,

yokai rarely desire fame.

ONYUDO

Why are yokai scary? | 11



Yokai are not bound by boundaries of life and death, money, or school. They live in a

different dimension, beyond our ability to reach. From what I see, they live their lives

unhurried, content to enjoy their nonsense every day, effectively immortal.

(As a side note, the yokai lifestyle seems ideal. I want to live that way!)

Some yokai live in streams,
like Azuki togi. It sits on
riverbanks making the
sound of beans. But there
also seems to be hidden
yokai villages. We don’t
know much about these
places, but the yokai must
be happily living there.

Recently, new roads have
been laid through places
it seems yokai would live.
As cars drive through
belching exhaust fumes,
this must encroach on

yokai habitats.

12 | Can yokaidie?

AZUKI TOGI

HIDDEN YOKAI VILLAGE

~

N

There used to be stories of
woodcutters in the forest
and encounters with
Kodama. They no longer

exist in Japan today.

One time, in the jungles
of the South Pacific, I met
a Kodama. 1 was climbing
a mountain, surrounded
by indescribable greenery.
1 couldn’t tell you why,
but no matter how high

1 climbed, I never tired.

It was so euphoric |
thought 1 might disappear
forever, joining the jungle.
However, ] came to my
senses and hurried down

the mountain.

This was in a place far
removed from any other
people. 1 thought it must
have been like what
happened with others in
the past, who encountered

Kodama.

With this brief encounter,

1 almost became a tree.

Can yokaidie? | 13



ARE THERE STILL YOKAI R
. IN THE MODERN WORLD? Tt

LEFT: YOKAIEXIST IN THE
SPIRITUAL WORLD;

RIGHT: FEAR OF THE
DARKNESS IS THE MOST
PRIMITIVE EXPERIENCE
OF YOKAI

Aside from Kodama, I've had several experiences with yokai in my life. They aren’t

something you can touch or taste. Yokai exist entirely in the spiritual world.

Fear of the darkness and the things that hide there is primitive. This is the seed of yokai.

If the only thing you fear is humans, this means your senses have dulled considerably.

To sense yokai requires recognizing a world beyond the one that we can see. This is vital.

SENSING YOKAI REQUIRES AN OPENNESS TO
WORLDS BEYOND THE ONES WE EXPERIENCE
WITH OUR SENSES

[ 2

14 | Arethere still yokaiin the modern world?

1 was always an oddball. When 1 was sixteen, 1 thought
there might be a race of small people living in the
mountains. ] wasn't completely sure. Still, I went every
day into the mountains with a pair of fire tongs that were
handy for digging holes. I was obsessed with insects and

would dig for them. Sometimes 1 was so focused that 1

wouldn’t even notice when night fell.

In the forest in the dark I couldn’t see my way. 1 felt afraid,

THE FEELING OF SOMETHING that the night parade fo a hundred demons was passing
THERE IN THE FOREST

nearby. I couldn’t see anything. But 1 sensed it.

Years later, when 1 saw Toriyama Sekien’s Night Parade of a Hundred Demons illustrations,
I recognized them as what 1 had felt in that forest. ] knew there was something there in
the dark. Now I knew what they looked like.

There are about a hundred and fifty yokai in Toriyama’s books. They express moods.

Reading his works felt like discovering a kindred spirit.

1 wonder if people still see yokai today? I should clarify—I mean sense, rather than see.
Most people live in modern cities, in apartments made of poured concrete. These artificial
structures do not feed the imagination. They make it difficult to sense yokai. That is not a

place where yokai feel at home.

THOSE IN THE COUNTRYSIDE HAVE AN EASIER TIME IT'S DIFFICULT TO SENSE YOKAI IN THE CITIES,
SEEING YOKAI SURROUNDED BY CONCRETE

Are there still yokai in the modern world? | 15



FOR MORE INFORMATION ON SHIGERU MIZUKI

Shigeru Mizuki (1922-2015) was one of Japan’s most respected
artists. A creative prodigy, he lost an arm in World War
II. After the war, Mizuki became one of the founders of
Japan’s latest craze—manga. He invented the yokai genre
with GeGeGe no Kitaro, his most famous character, who has
been adapted for the screen several times, as anime, live ac-
tion, and video games. In fact, a new anime series has been
made every decade since 1968, capturing the imaginations of
generations of Japanese children. A researcher of yokai and a
real-life ghost hunter, Mizuki traveled to over sixty countries
to engage in fieldwork based on spirit folklore. In his home-
town of Sakaiminato, one can find Shigeru Mizuki Road, a
street decorated with bronze statues of his Kitaro characters.

FULL TITLE LIST
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METADOGGOZ

BERENICE MOTAIS DE NARBONNE

TrRANsLATED BY MONTANA KANE

A wise-cracking, dystopian visual feast

Gael Kaldera is a self-styled “junkyard dog” Translated by Eisner Award
who runs with his crew the Metadoggoz: winner Montana Kane, Metadoggoz
a squad of teenage dirtbags living in the reinvents the cyberpunk fairy
techno-megalopolis, the Metastation. With tale in the vein of Tank Girl,
no place to crash after losing his friend’s Blade Runner, and Love & Rockets.
guitar, he drops a tab of “metadoggo” at
a late night rave with his friends and P BA[SE FOR
everything goes sideways. Strobing lights, BERENICE MOTAIS DE NARBONNE
teeming dance floors and endless sky- “In a few pages, sometimes even pan-
scrapers form an eerie, futuristic backdrop els, [Motais de Narbonne] takes you
for this daring, imaginative exploration from a measured almost impersonal
of race, class, and belonging through the style to spectacular flights of fancy
lens of youth culture and science-fiction. calling to mind the psychedelic de-

In Metadoggoz, Franco-Vietnamese lirium of the 1970s.”—ActuaBD
cartoonist Bérénice Motais de Narbonne
constructs an uncomfortably familiar “Bérénice Motais de Narbonne has created
dystopia in which Gael and his friends slip a debut graphic novel both as strange
in and out of our “real” world in search and as solid as only adolescence can be,
of something better. Each shepherded a work both personal and political that
by a guiding spirit, they navigate the evokes climate anxiety and a genera-
indignities of daily life: homelessness, tion’s resignation to a world mutating
mental illness, violence, and yearning. before its very eyes."—FranceCulture

MARCH 2026 - $30 USD / $40 CAD - B&W - 7" X 9" - 220 PAGES

FULL TITLE LIST PAPERBACK = COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS/SCIENCE FICTION « ISBN 978-1-77046-825-2




| could shine
brighter?

o Vs N
M There are no stars *

In the sky over
by the Metastauoh
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And there's my bro Carmen, (=

Ha, hol Watching bad porn..again!

== =

Isn't anyone sleeping?

| wang
every'thin
£o turn otf
inside me
s
Qnio ‘;
5\\. d 't
&‘ Who's crazier? |~ AQn g
RS Him or me? Ny
. )~
But he looks L :
like he's bored Nz~
to tears. 8815054
el
| wonder if
he'll be sad
e 18
she won't
forgive me. e
t's like he's
stopped feeling ; b WORLD
anything lately i N .
; \) < et m
. THE OLD
| hate bein
alone. 4 . WORLP £
7 g i N g

e ’ 'a




Bérénice Motais de Narbonne, aka B*MO, is a poet, comic
artist, and animation filmmaker. They grew up in central
France, known for its absolute emptiness, famous music
festival and stories of witches, before moving to Paris to
study literature and animation cinema. During their studies,
they specialized in ceramics to create puppets and developed
a feminist reflection on comics. Their graphic style blends
2000s manga, post-impressionist French engravings, psyche-
delic illustrations, and punk comics. Their art possesses a

maximalist sensitivity, joyfully chaotic, stemming from their
South Vietnamese family heritage.

\~
\\
—
b

i

i
14l

b
I,
i

FOR MORE INFORMATION ON BERENICE MOTAIS DE NARBONNE FULL TITLE LIST
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FULL TITLE LIST

Pet therapist by day, animal-morphing pet detective by night—

fear not, Animan’s on the case! ?

Inspired by the 1980s TV series Manimal,
award-winning cartoonist Anouk Ricard
pairs her unique brand of absurd story-
telling and impeccable comedic timing
to deliver the riotously funny adventures
of Animan, superhero pet detective.

A radioactive mosquito bite as a
baby gives Francis the superpower
of morphing into any animal at will.
Learning to keep his powers secret
from an early age, Francis takes up
pet therapy as his day job, the perfect
cover for his secret identity as Animan.

Francis uses his fantastical gift to
treat his animal patients, go under-
cover to solve murders, and battle it
out with his nemesis, Objecto, a man
capable of transforming into any and
every possible object. And to top it
all off, in his free time Francis is an
avid watercolorist, who enjoys draw-
ing landscapes and risqué portraits
of his frog girlfriend, Fabienne.

MARCH 2026 - $24 USD / $33 CAD

Winner of the 2025 Grand Prix at the
Angouléme International Comics Festival,
veteran cartoonist Ricard delivers a fresh
take on the superhero genre, imbued with
her signature slapstick sensibility, preposter-
ous scenarios, and off-the-wall punchlines.

“Combine absurdity with Ricard’s simpli-
fied, charming funny animal art style and
you've got a very funny comic. Ricard has
a healthy appreciation for the ridiculous
that is infectious.”—Comic Book Resources

“Surreal workplace comedy as performed
by anthropomorphic animals.”
—The AV Club

“In Anouk Ricard’s gently bonkers satire,
[she] just barely cushion[s] her pointed
jabs at the insular, dysfunctional families
we construct at work.”—The Globe & Mail

4-COLOR - 7.5" X 9.5" - 80 PAGES

HARDCOVER - COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS/HUMOROUS - ISBN 978-1-77046-824-5



Animan's

WORK

FRANCIS ROLU
ANIHAL BEHAVIORIS|

ONLY BY
APPOINTHENT

Hello, Mrs. Minard. You can
come by this morning.

This way, Mrs. Minard. How's
your husband? He's usually
the one to bring dicky in,

Um, unfortunately, he
passed away.

That probably explains
your dog's behavior.

well, dicky? wWhere's
my hello kiss?

@I =
_
——
‘e

Um..Okay,
that's enough,
picky.

strange behavior.

For starters, he
has no appetite.

So, tell me about your dog's

He drops his kibble bites
outside my husband's office.

He's never done that before.

2

or he goes No. 2 in my shoes.

affected him.

This Loss has deeply

It was
his dog,
you know.

I'lL try to dig deeper. Can
4you Leave us alone?

Please have a seat.
I'll be back shortly.

It's just us
now, buddy!




okay, dicky, start tatking.

Argh, don't
call me dicky,
please, | hate
that name!*

=

| #In barking Lingo.

That's right, | forgot.
what was the name
you picked, again?

Super
Hot Prince
of bogs.

That's a Little Long.
How about | just call
you Prince?

Fine, we'll

9o with that.

Okay, so. You're sad because
your human died, is that it?

Not just that.

My human's wife murdered
him, I'm sure of it!

I did all that so she'd
bring me here.

She has a Lover.
They poisoned him
for the inheritance.

| watched
him suffer.

cut it out, dicky!
You'll spill it!

| Get over

\ here!

They made it Look Like
a heart attack.

I'm so sorry, madam.

You poor thing, that's terrible!

Will you help
me expose
the truth?

Sure, I'm game, but where
will you Live if the wife
goes to prison?

You could
adopt me.

Uh, no. But I'lL help you
find a nice family.

Great!
Thanks, Animan!

You can come back in now,
Mrs. Minard.

Ahl It's
about time!

dicky is just a Little depressed.
we'll put him on medication.

I have to be honest.
| don't really want
to keep Dicky.
can you recom-
mend anyone?

Oh, | see. I'lL ask around
But you'll have to complete
the treatment first.

I'd also Like to go to your
house, to examine him in
his home environment.

Okay, | guess. But
how much is atl
this going to cost?

It's not very expensive,
don't worry.

Fine, but only tf \
you take him off
my hands after.

INVISIBLE POISONS

letiwnr.




The next doy..

okay..Now for
the wood..

Hmm..Interesting. Where do
you think that aftertaste
comes from?

Potassium
Chloride.

7

Hi there,
maggots!

Enjoying
your Little
feast?

]

This oﬁe‘s
got a bitter
aftertaste.

Great! Thanks
for the info.
I gotta bounce!

So soon?!
won't you have
o Little nibble
with us?

Yikes! No thanks.
Fabienne's waiting
for me. Raih check!




Wha
you m
() IM

S]]
t are
aking?

You've got your feet
on the cutting board.
That's kind of dirty.

It's not my fault
your kitchen's
oversized.

Speaking of dirty, have you
looked in the mirror?

I was at the
cemetery.

bid they put you six
feet under? Ha, ha!

Ha, ha..I'm going
to clean up, then
I'lLU help with dinner.

ALL done!
Now, what
can | do
to help?

It's already
done, you

what are these Little
btack thingies?

The next day.. .

See you tonight,
honey! I'm off
to see dicky!

Hee! Hee!l
Hi, dicky!

Hello, Mr. Rolu.
Looks Like Dicky
only cheers
up when he
sees you!

sit down?

Um..I'm not really sure
how this works. Shall we

s

TAPTAP|

would you mind if | used
your bathroom? 4

ot the top of the
stairs, on the left.

C A UTTLE
PIECE OF
PARADISE

| might be a while...
I've got big business
to do ih there. g

Wow,

for
SO sp
7

thanks
being
ecific..

PIECE OF
PARADISE }f’_




7 (rop! | can't
88 open the
cabinets

p\.o\) £ ART

i E\ﬂ”“s”” §
[ :
gg—, '

That's odd...
He's flushed the

/

/QULckl

The fly l t
swatter!

teeek!
A glant fLy!
I=

&

Is everything
okay, Mr. Rolu?




Everything

There you are.

Okay?

Um, | thought maybe
there was a problem.

Nah, it's all good.

there?

h,

This is Mr. Rolu
The dog's shrink

Ah, there you are. bo you—

hello, sir!

He's my gardener. He's been
helping me out a Lot since
Gerald died

Well, I'LL be
on my way now,
Mrs. Minard.

haven't even
examined

But qou\\

No need to see
me out. | know
the way.

(¢)

I miss him so much!

Excuse me.. 2 SOB%

So sad!

I saw what | Oh. If you
needed to see. say so.

| just wonted to s
where he Lives.

MPS.

he doesn't Live in the
bathroom, you know...

X/ Ha! You've
got quite the
sense of humor,

ee

But

Minard!

who's the He's famous.
clown? He talks to
animals.

you mean!

He talks to At Least
your wallet, we'll finally
be rid of

that mutt.

is an author, artist, and stop motion animator.
She was born in the south of France. She began the Anna
and Froga series after moving to Strasbourg in 2004. Initially
published in Capsule Comique magazine, the collections of
strips were reprinted by Drawn & Quarterly. In 2025, Ricard
received the Grand Prix at the Angouléme Comics Festival,
the highest prize in European cartooning.

FULL TITLE LIST
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960
PALOOKAVILLE

The semi-periodical look into the expansive art practice of an
acclaimed cartoonist

Palookaville 25 houses three benchmark the original sketchbook version and
projects from the artistic practice of the final art are presented in pairs,
cartoonist and New Yorker cover artist revealing Seth’s process to readers.

Seth (Clyde Fans). His highly-acclaimed A rarity in the world of publishing,
memoir “Nothing Lasts” returns. A wave Seth’s Palookaville series has become an
farewell to his youth and a love letter to ongoing monograph of sorts, a deep look
Toronto in the 1980s, this installment of into an idiosyncratic mind, and a survey
his memoir caps off his teenage years of a singular artist’s multifaceted output.

and the budding romance at the Cove
Inn, and sees Seth setting off for the big
city where he moves to attend art school.

Showcasing Seth’s fine-art practice, “Pulling out the 24th edition of Seth’s
Palookaville 25 also includes a photo Palookaville from its mailing wrapper,
essay about the creation of “Living Room it’s hard not to feel like a kid at
Suite,” his bronze sculpture installation Christmas."—The Comics Journal
in Guelph. Through text and photographs,

Seth documents early pieces in the same “Consummately iconographic... Rich
series, followed by maquettes of the with longing, haunted memory, and
sculpture, photos showing the fabrication masterful control."—CBC Books
process, and then, finally, a series of pho-

tos showing the completed installation. “Seth’s seemingly autobiographical

Lastly, the life and death of post-hu- stories drew immediate acclaim when
morously renowned Dominion painter he began Palookaville two decades ago.
Owen Moore is told through comics His heartbreakingly melancholy return
in ten episodes. Originally serialized to that mode shows how completely
in The Walrus, this is the first time the he has mastered his craft in the ensu-
story has been collected. Pages from ing two decades.”—The Paris Review

APRIL 2026 - $25 USD / $32 CAD - 4-COLOR - 8.5" X 6.25" - 144 PAGES
HARDCOVER - COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS/LITERARY - ISBN 978-1-77046-828-3



OWEN MOORE

THERE 1S A MODEST LITILE|
HOUSE AT 4 HoMEWOOD

EXCEPT FORTHE FACT
THAT 1T IS HAUNRTED.

AT LEAST |50 YEARS OLD—
BUT UNREMARKABLE ...

CURRENT OWNER,
| BARRY KozAK.

I'M NOT e
TALKING
FIGURATIVELY,

EPISODE ONEfTEN
PROLOGUE

YES, ON THE
SECOND FLOOR.

NO CHAINS.

HE'S A PERFECTLY
NO MOANING.

IN THE SPARE NICE GHOST.

BEDROOM.

PAINTING A
PICTURE.

THAT'S No

THOUGH DON'T EXPECT ANY-

ONE INTHLS NEIGHBOURHOOD
To KNow THAT.

LIKE MoST AVERAGE FoLKs, | | T MuST AOMIT, EVEN I'M | | PERHAPs You
THEY CAN'T NAME A SINGLE | | A BIT FUZZY oN EXACTLY | | NoTiceD...
CANADIAN ART\ST. WHo HE WAS. SOME KIND

OF PAINTER,

L THINK.

Lo 2

= T MEAN,THIS WaS THE

SURPRISE. - HOME OF OWEN MOORE.

W

A FAMOUS
ARTIST.

M EARLIER, I
SAID" GHOSTS."

1T SEEMS THERE'S
A SECOND GHOST
DOWNSTAIRS.

OON'T
BE SucHA
F00L., OWEN.

NO CHAINS
ON THIS ONE,
EITHER.

Bur
PLENTY OF
MOANING-

EPISODE TWO of TEN
BEGINNINGS

OWENMOOR

T WAS DURING THE GREAT

SNOWSTORM oF 1900 THAT OWEN
MOORE CAME INTO THE WORLD.

SOME FOLKS SAY (TWAS
THE SAME NIGHT THE
“*MUNDAY STONE"FELL.

%

NONSENSE. i

PEOPLE JUST LIKE
THAT METEOR FELL ‘ INGS'
(N MUNDAY'S CoRN- e

FIELD N \889.

AN

OWEN WAS BoRN INTo A

MODEST MIDDLE-CLASS FAM-
1LY IN CORKTOWN, ONTARI0.

A DECADE BEFORE THAT
ToWN WAS SWALLOWED BY
THE QY OF DoMIN (ON.

(=

A (A1

HE HAD A BoYHoOD
LIKE ANY OTHER.

SAVE FOR TWO
\MPORTANT
DIFFERENCES...

N
o

AR

A DISTANT,
SELF - INVOLVED,
UNLOVING MOTHER...

THIS EVENT
KNOCKED
THEM DOWN
A RuNG ON
THE SoclAaL
LADDER.

FORWHICH SHE
NEVER FORGAVE
ANYONE.

ANOTHER SIGNIFICANT
EVENT OCCURRED
AROUND THIS TIME.

OWEN EXPERIENCED
WHAT HE ALWAYS CALLED
~ A POWERFUL VISION.”

BoTWELL(OMEBACK
To THAT LATER.

LE AND THAT TRoveLe- | You 6€€, THE ANGRIER [ 1
ARETHE DROP DoWN FRoM | | SOME MOTHER. f SHE GOT... THE MORE HE MoRE OWEN
CozY MI00LE- CLASS LLFE.., SN FRUSTRATED... AOORED HER.




OWEN MOORE rderOnee

ONA HOT SUMMER —L
DAY IN 909, AT I ' OWEN MOORE EXPERIENCED)

THOUGH , I SUPPOSE,
T WAS GUST A
FEVER DREAM.

HE 0BSERNED THE
FAMILIAR STReET SEEM
To SToP DEAD STiLL.

=" -
=i A

NG
ST AS IF EACH OBTECT WERE . u

ALL SHARPLY SEPARATE,
YET ALL PART OF A

THE AGE OF NINE.. LYING SICK IN WHAT HE ALNAYS CALLED
BED WITH “A owWERFUL VISION,”

INFLUENZA...

f /.

£

A GTRANGE CRISPNESS” B0LOLY OUTLINED AND
CAME ONER IT ALL. g GLOWING FROM WITHIN.
-~

L J

: = J , . = | ke Exquise woe.
; ' I

l ] I ‘\ {I“ ,rﬁ’

2 2 I y ‘

EVEN THE OLD TRASH BN,

AND HE UNDERST00D THE

0l ENSE OF " FINENESS”
ape ‘N *PROPER ORDER OF THINGS.”

CAME OVER OWEN MOORE . HE'D PEERED
INTo A REALM
WHERE ALL WAS

CoMPLETE, ETERNAL,
AND LOVINGLY
PLACEDINTHE
“CoRRECT ORDER"

HE CouLD NoT HELP

LATER, HE oF TeN CLAIMED THAT|
BUT WONDER...

\F HE CLEARED HIS MIND....

HE COULD AGAIN
ORAW FORTH
THAT DEEP EXPERIENCE.

OWEN M(x)R EPISODE FOURGF TEN

N PREVIoVS EPISones, Ut T WOPE T HAVENT IR Y THcRe WRE VERY Few
INENENoE CEléonE, | istec naoie. B N . “ FULL-TIME ARTISTS 1
R o 5 AN - L [ e cermamy | Rl DOMINION I THOSE DAYS.

5 A FAMOUS ARTIST.
AL AtAveus A NEVER MADE A IS
| ' o LiNG AT ¢

A TICKET TAKER ON OWEN LIKED THE |2
THE YeLLOW STREETCARS | | WORK WELL ENOUGH. |
OF THE G.D.T.C.% =]

: : HE WAS VERY FOND
N1ON OF THE MILVERTON
TRANSIT COMMISS 10N STREET ROVUTE-

ESPeCIALL THE OLD
BuSINESSES ALONG RE.

SOME of THEM GoING
BACK 10 THE 14TH CENTURY.

SMALLGLIMPSES OF QUIET,,
OVERLOOKED PLACES-

AND HOME BY THREE YES, oWEN WASA|
IN THE AFTERNOON. | | SUNDAY PAINTER. |(

HE GRADUATED ART ScHooL AND WAS A
MEMBER oF THE DOMINION ARTS AND
LETIERS CLUB.

THIS WAS THE GREAT

OWENWAS A TRAGEDY OF HIS STORY.

WELL.. o}é of TWo GREAT
REALLY Salak

EDIBLE,
I HoPE.

600D PAINTER . gD ([ PanERs

JUST NEVER

CeELEBRATED
IN HIS

LIFETIME.




1T 1S TIME To TALK
ABOUT OWEN's MOTHER,
NWIAN MOORE.

A ToVGH CUSTOMER.

TIGHT-LIPPED ABoUT
HER UPBRINGING-

HER MARRIAGE.-
-

” NEVER CONEIDED (N
A SouL. AERIEND

TO NO ONE.

HE DIDW'T 5€€ HER
IN THAT LIGHT-

oweN CERTAINLY oFFERED
N0 ANSWERS OF ANY KIND.

NoT eVEN INH
PRIVATE DIARIES.

N FACT,
To HIM, SHE WAS
SOMETHING OF A
DELICATE HoTHouSE

WHAT 00 WE MAKE OF
DNESS? WAS OWEN
? OR A FooOL?

Two PHoTos
WERE
FOUND IN

ONE THAT NeaTLY

EXPLAINS HER. “' 11
; ‘I OR IS THAT

JUST WISHEUL
THINKING ?

E WASN'T
OWEN'S FATHER!

*

ALL WE KNOW 1S THAT OWEN
TooK THE ABUSE SHE 50 DEAR-
1Y NEEDED To OLSH OUT..--

COMFORTABLE
LIE oF.
“HIDDEN L0SS"
ANO
FORGIVABLE
TEMPER?

SHe DIED SUDDENLY
OF A WEAK HEART*
WHEN OWEN WAS Sukty-

WITH BAReLY AVISITOR,
SINCEOWEN WAS A CHILD.

THEY HAD UVEDTOQE‘\'KER,_

oW WITHOUT HER CON-
s':m COMPLAINTS, (TWASA
CALMER, QUIETER HOME.

BUT HERE 15 THE
STRANGE PART...

T WAS NOT A
HAPPIER ONE-

40 SNIDE REMARKS, PLEASE -

ARE YoU EVEN
LISTENING To MEZ

OWEN MOORES:#5

__’_,L'—__——

WE'VE TALKED MucH .y,

ABOUT OWEN MOORE, BUT VERY LITILE g

THE ARTIST... ABOUT RIS
PAINTINGS.

| ]
'I' AL KIS PAINTINGS |
WERE LANDSCAPES. =

HIS ONLY SUBTECT
HIS

. ——1 WAS THE CITY oF
WELL, CVTYSCAPES. [Jimmm=mr] BIRTH: DOMINION.

1TS STREETS AND STORE-
FRONTS AND FACTORIES.

17§ CORNER STORES.
TS WORKSHOPS.

ITS TAVERNS ANO GREASY

SPOONS AND LEGION HALLS.

HIS WAS ATHOROUGHLY | 1T DOUBT HE LEFT THE
MID-CeNTUR(URBAN ViSION.| | COOVEVEN ONCEINHIS LIFE.

OWEN'S SPECIALTY WAS THE
QUIET, OJERLOOKED LITILE
CORNERS OF THE CITY.

MoODY WORKS—ALL]
GReYs ANDBES AND
TWILIGHT COLOURS

YET T WAS ALSO WELL|
ORDERED AND GLOW-
NG WITH AN INNER

HE SUBTECT MATIER,
LIKE OWEN HIMSELF,
WAS HUMBLE ...
SENSE OF PERFECTION.
RARK &5
4 »— g
/\‘"

HIS MosT WeLL-KNowN
PIECE ISTITLED 5A.M!

OVER ‘THE DECADES HE
GTEADILY PRODUCEDA G00D|
NUMBER OF PAINTINGS.is

AND CAREFULLY STACKED
THEM INTHE AT(IC .

OH, HE 50LD A FEW...
But HE REMAINED UN-
CELEGRATED. 0BSCURE.

You HAVE To WONDER
WHAT KePY HIM GOING.

OR, MoRE PROPERLY
WHAT WAS HETRYING
To RECREATE?

WHAT WAS HETRYING
To CREATE?

Setw



TOO LATE.

ACCLAIM ARRWED FOR

PAwreR OweN Mooge . | | VERYLATE N LiFe.

LATE IN LIFE...

THAT OWEN WoULD ENDUP
AS DOMINION'S MOST FAMouS
ARTIST WAS RATHER ONLIKELY |

GALLERY

MOORE
EXHIBIT|
A

A5 PAINTINGS FAD BEEN Soun) [ ART DEALER CASLoN BLACK |
AS A Lo¥ YEARS EARLIER, | | HAD No INKLING OF THE WISE
INVESTMENT HE'D MADE.

BY THEN, HE WAS
oo FAR GONE BY THEN, HE WAS DRIFT-
To Se€ 7 SHoWUP. [ ING, OBLIVIOUS, FROM | | WHEN HE ENTERED THE MANOR.
ONE DREAMY MOMENT
To THE NexT.

AND AS HIS STAR ASCENDED,
$0 DID HIS PRICES.
DRAMATICALLY.

[~ Few st exdigiTions, |
A RICH COLLECTOR, AN
INFLUENTIAL MONOGRAPH. ..

INCTHOSE LAST YEARS, ASTEADY | | A PARADE 0F EAGER JOURNALISTS,
PARADE PASSED BY H1S BED. | | COLLECTORS, CURATORS, BIOGRAPHERS,
AND ART DEALERS.

WHO CAN EXPLAIN SucH

TWISTS OF FATE? YouR EARLY.

INFLUENCES?

THe ONLY SUBSTANTIAL
BOOK ONHIS LIFE
AND WoRK To DATE.

BY A LUSH
MONOGRAPH FROM

NAQWHAL PRESS:

WELL RESEARCHED BY
DR.JiLL BANCROFT.

HE WAS LUCKY To GET SO
SYMPATHET C A BIOGRAPHER.

1F THE Book HAS
AFALING...

\T 1S THAT 1T

PAINTS ONENAS Il (15 A NiCE 1DEA.

AN INNOCENT.
B¢
=3 =
AN
o v < 2

HE WAS A WeLL-ReaD, | [HiS SruotowaSFiLteo witH | [HE miant Not HAVE | [2uT He Kotew WraTwas | [THe Bookcs STRENGTH IS
SoPHISTICATED PERSON.| | ARTBo0KS, MODERN PAINTS, | | TRAVELLED... GOINGON IN ARTAND | |HOW WELL IT BRINGS HiS
AND ALLTHE LATEST JOURNALS,

LET(ERS AND PoLLTICS.

INNER WORLD To LIFE.

il

BANCROFT DEEPLY BUT SHE ALS0 UNDERSTOOD  EVEN INTED AT > A WORLD SHE
APPRECIATED OWEN'S THE MYSTIC UNDERPINNINGS gﬂceet\!'mm& LIFTeD E:KEF‘SZX&&%{LO INSTANTLY
QUIET URBANNISION. OF Hi1$ Mo0DY PAINTINGS. THE \EIL HERSELF... OF OROER" THAT RECOGNIZED IN
—0 — oweN MooRe SAW. | | WIS PANTINGS.
o od 0j0o0 n] e—
= poodjooo ‘
oo
o gogHL oo
HEE
ol ] il || & (=

* OUR THOUGHTS, OUR
EVOCATIVELY, FEELINGS.. ALL
SHE ENDS HER ENTIRTIT) /5 PRI \[E'VE EXPERVENCED.
Book WitH Tis IFRHEIRTIN - - ~4

QUOTATION
From His  REANGIT4

“SURELY ITALLCANT WE ARE

SIMPLY EVAPORATE ... LEFT To ASK
BLINKOUTAND [EEIRNOTT]
BE DONE WITH. [
TRV A (ARE SPEAKING?




OWEN MOOR

Eplson NINEof TEN
H ERE

HERE'S A MAN WHO HE NE‘JER 2 NEVER REALLY
I KNoW WHAT DOTEO WIS LiFe AWAY EVEN HAD AvATE. | ||
You'RE THINKING. ON A CRAGBY MoTHER.
CELIBATE?
= ASexvaL?
CLOSETED?
¥=1== '
7
~Yv - HE HAD TJUST NoT
M) OWEN, 11 TURNS ARATHER
WA MUCH oF oNE.
& /ﬁ ‘ ‘m %‘éﬁﬁ:’.“ﬁ i TYPICAL SEX LIFE.

ONLY FOUR SEXUAL
ENCOUNTERS.

EACH TRYST Aaour

ALLWITH THE A DECADE APART.
SAME WoMAN @ <

SHE WAS A BOLD ONE.
LET'S CALL HER LULU.

THE NEXT TIME THEY MeT| | THEN ANSTHER DECADE,
WAS TeNYEARS LATeR A | | RIGHT AFTERA DIVORCE,

WEEK BEFORE SHE MARRIED,

BUT LET'S NOT MAKE
REAT ROMANCE OWEN CERTAINLY
i DIONT WRITE OF (T

INTHOSE TERMS -

OUT OF ALLTHIS.

THE FINAL ENCOUNTER,
IN THEIR LATE FIFTIES.

N AND 0UT OF HIS LIFE
LIKE A WHIRLWIND.

THIS WAS THE LAST TIME
THEY SAW EACH OTHER.

T DON'T KNoW WHETHER
SHE WAS "THE LoVE OF
HIS LIFE "0R NOT..

WHOSE NAME
WAS
ON HIS LIPS
WHEN
HE DIED.

MoTHER.

EPISODE TENof TEN
EPILOGUE

THE PLACE To SEE THOSE PAINTINGS
15 THE PERMANENT EXHIBITION AT THE
CoNFED&RATwN PARK ART GALLERY.

OWEN LEFT VERY
L\TILE OF HIMGELF
s\ﬁgaﬁe MOST Bgnmowusuucmso

AND $o,
THIS 15 WHERE
OOR S'roR‘(

HE DID LEAVE
SOME BEAUTIFUL
PAumKes,Tﬁouau.

i "-'," .-'

THEY AREAVERY

! \{ S CAN ALSO
e 00D INVESTHENT.

BE FOUND (N BANKS AND
BOARDRDOMS ACRoSS THE CITY.

IN A DUSTY CORNER
OF THE CORKTOWN |
LIGRARY, FOR EXAMOLE. B

AM00DY FACTORY SCENE
HANGS INTHE HOME OF
MRS, EMILY MOTT. 00 L any

WiTH No IDEA
OF 1T5 VALVE.

OR SIT, FORGOTIEN AND
UNRECOGNIZED, INATIICS,

AS FoR
THE MAN
HiMSeLr?

1 LEAVE (T To You
To IMAGINE THE

\NEVITABLE PUN
OM HIS NAME.

TROTH IS5, HIS BANK
I ACCOUNT HAD A

THAT THEY CARVED
INTO HIS UNASSUMING




is the cartoonist behind the graphic novel Clyde Fans.
His comics have appeared in The New York Times Magazine,
Best American Comics, and McSweeney’s Quarterly. His
illustrations have appeared on the cover of The New Yorker,
The Walrus, and Canadian Notes & Queries. He designs
collections of work by Charles Schulz, John Stanley, and
Doug Wright, and was the subject of a National Film Board
documentary entitled Seth’s Dominion. Seth lives in Guelph,
Canada in a house he has named Inkwell’s End.

FULL TITLE LIST
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THE WOODCHIPPER

JOE OLLMANN

An award-winning cartoonist confronts anxiety and regret

A long-time city maintenance worker
keeps pulling an accident prone new-
bie’s fat out of the fire or maybe in this
case, an arm and another arm and a leg
out of the woodchipper. What hap-
pens when NOTHING HAPPENS? Can
a disaster averted still be a disaster?

In “Nestled All Snug,” frazzled book-
store clerk Sasha prepares to close the
store and head home to watch Hall-
mark Christmas specials after a fight
with her boyfriend means she’s home
alone for the holidays. Hmm, that
stack of boxes outside the bathroom
seems a little precarious. Maybe Sasha
will do returns when she gets back to
work post-holidays. FWUMP FWUMP
FWUMP. Guess someone is going to
regret leaving their phone by the reg-
ister before going to the bathroom.

In The Woodchipper, Joe Ollmann,
cartoonist of the groundbreaking
Governor General Award finalist
Fictional Father, returns with a suite of

comic short stories focused on his trade-
mark nervous wreck characters caught in
a series of escalating personal disasters.
Everybody’s doing their best. Every-
body’s just trying to get through the day.

PRAISE FOR JOE OLLMANN'S
FICTIONAL FATHER
“Though no one does galumphing human
failure better than Ollmann, thankfully
his tongue is also ever in his cheek.”
—The Guardian, Best Books of 2021

“Portraying the aimless, alcoholic son of
an aloof, philandering cartoonist, Oll-
mann blends jovial grotesquerie with a
surprising generosity of spirit.”

—The Globe and Mail, Best Books of 2021

“Readers—especially those with a
keen interest in the history and me-
chanics of comics—will appreciate
Ollmann’s formal playfulness and
emotional honesty."—Shelf Awareness

MARCH 2026 - $25 USD / $35 CAD

4-COLOR - 6.75" X 10" - 216 PAGES

PAPERBACK - COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS/LITERARY - ISBN 978-1-77046-823-8



i AVIN WELL, I DO HAVE A
| ME ALONE" 1 CHOSATO | LOOONG DRIVE... Do YOU HAVE YOUR KEYS
| | STAY HOME, AND BEN CHOSE || | =] Bl TO Lock UP?

| TO GO VISIT HIS FAMILY. || (B fo=t

L [XEAR, ITS STRANGELY

) ...ARE YOU SURE? DEAD TONIGHT-
T CAN HANDLE IT.

L | 7AWW' ME. T A—— L [We ReALLY GOTTA SEND
TR W « Gor nowpere Lol L I\ ‘ B R horce ooan [ | | THost RetuRns Back 1N |
e Tl BB, S TING HIGH AND WATCH- | | DUMB DEVIN STACKED EVEN R L

ING CHRISTMAS THEMED ; | MORE ONTOP. 50 1T5 CLOSE
HORROR MOVIES. ="} o TopLInG.

(TS FORTY MINUTES TO YEAH, THIS ILLITERATE
CLOSING.... AND THIS IS TOWN, OUT BUYING GIANT
HARDLY A “CHRISTMAS TVSs INSTEAD OF BOOKS.

ITLL NEVER FALL_IT'S
LIKE THE RERLIN WALL.

| | OKAY, T'M 0UTTA HERE.
~ | THANKS FOR DOING THIS
~ | SASHA. You'RE THE BEST- |

i r“

IDONT WANT TO LEAVE
YOU ALONE HERE ON
CHRISTMAS EVE...

THANK You, SIRY AND
HAPPY HOLIPAYS .




OKAY, TLL CALL

NO,DON'T.... M FINE. JuST |
HAVE A FON HOLIDAY. 1'LL E
TALK TO YOU IN JANURARY. [

T ACTUALLY DOES GET BUSY. | [THEY DONT KNOW THEIR LNED
CLICHED HARRIED MEN BUY- | | ONES, DON'T KNOW WHAT THEY

YoU SUGGEST-

ING LITERALLY ANYTHING | |LIKE. OR DON'T CARE...

CAN You WRAPTHEM
OR SOMETHING ?

THE LAST FORTY MINUTES BREEZES BY.
1 EVEN STAY OPEN LATE A BIT,

HELPING AN OLD LADY BUY "GRAPHICS
NOVELS' FOR HER GRANDKIDS. IM A REAL
POST-GHOST EBENEEZER SCROOGE.

AND THIS ISAYGRAPHICS
NOVEL?

A LA

| I “0 \ :l‘ 5
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T
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288
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3.

= ALONE IN A BOOKSTORE ON
CHRISTMAS EVE...

T

...WHAT DELIC\OUS
HALLMARK MOVIE MAGIC
AWAITS ME?

T'M GLAD IT WAS BUSY. NO TIME TO

THINK ABOUT BEN AND WHERE
THE HELL WE STAND.
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37 | | |HUFF-HUFE- YOURE

ainekE-| | | STILL OPENT HUFF-HUFF
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OFF WITH THE BUBLE ! PuT ON
SOMETHING MORE APPROPRIATE
TO MY RELATIONSHIP STATUS.
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T REALLY DO NOT KNOWWHERE | ['F3— i
WE STAND AFTER ALLOFTT..| |7 A \%ﬁmm

o REEN I N Somne = [ fa\l 1S WRONG.... ]|}
L0 S6 CoUlD 2 vone il
Tl Sy S ANYONE

| ,M.j\y)‘iptim;

i

O

LT e—— eV Avmw
f MY PARENTS WILL BE IN |

Qi LAST WEEK smumuenn oY g

Il cupn, SO 1 DONT HAVE

OR...YOU COULD COME WITH
ME TO VISIT MY PARENTS...
AND WE'D BE TOGETHER

FOR ONCE, WE COULD
JUST STAY HOME AND BE
TOGETHER AT CHRISTMAS.

AT CHR\STMAS .

I

= T i

HA! THEY DON'T
| WANNA SEE ME..

LA 1 D
OH COME ON, BEN, TJUST PONT |/
WANNR BE IN AN AIRPORT— [
FLYING To WINNIPEG-ON
CHRISTMAS EVE...

-

_]

ITS EUN! TRAVELING ON |
CHRISTMAS EVE IS LIKE
BEING IN A CHRISTMAS

BENS FAMILY ARE NOT RACIST-
THEYVE TOLD ME SO THEMSELVES
~-MANY TIMES— AFTER THEY'VE
SAID INCREDIBLY RACIST SHIT.

1 Wiy ==

1| You DON'T WANT US TO

BE TOGETHER ON

| CHRISTMASY

i

T

[ T DONT CARE AROUT US
| BEING TOGETHER AT

| CHRISTMAS, NO. IT'S

NOT THAT BIG A DEAL
TO ME...

...T'M WORKING CHRISTMAS
EVE 'TIL SIX. CHRISTMAS
EVE. TM NOT GOING TO

THE AIRPORT AFTER THAT.... },




OH BUDDY... OF COURSE 1D I] YOou AND YOUR FAMILY wiLL ||

. HE BROACHED THE SUBJECT o THERE ARE TIMES WHEN You CAN
SASHA... THEY LIKE ONE MORE TIME REFORE HE LEFT. ORRR..Yo0 COULD CANCEL | [ | FEEL SOMIETHING PLREANIE Y
LOVE TO HANG OUT WITH | f(‘g‘:f'f ;‘&%‘:—)E;’;‘Em" PG YOU. THE LOVE. YOU... YOUR FLIGHT...® AND YOO BOTH STILL DO [T ANYHAY.
YoU HERE AT CHRISTMAS; =TT T ... 1 COULD RUY YOV A
1 RITUALS WITHOUT SOME
CHESTNUTS ROASTING AND =

l WEIRD BLACK GIRL ...
ALL THAT.-.. - e

(LT

LYKE A COUPLE A FUCKING PSYCHOS,

LAST-MINUTE £LIGHT...?

|l

QF

£ _(ONPE)\

NOT THAT ONE OF US NEEDED TO
| CAPTULATE, JUST IF THERE'D
BEN, 1M NOT GOING.

BEEN LESS OF THIS STUFF...
YOU SHOULD GO IF You
WANT, HAVE A NICE
HOLIDAY WITH YOUR

| NOTHING, NOTHING ... UBER
FUCKS ONIONIZED WORKERS AND
| OPPRESSES THE “GAG" WORKER -
THEY'RE INCREDIBLY EVIL, BuY
EVERYONE JUST KEEPS USING
THEM... NOTHING...

L]

OKAY, WELL ... OH!
MY UBER'S HERE...

WE HAD A WEEK OF PASSIVE-

AGGRESSIVE POLITENESS -..SORRY! 1DIDN'T (1 ki THEYARES;HIT, .
AFTER THAT. KNOW YOU WERE IN SASHA.T FUCKING KNOW! YOURE BEING A
‘ ‘ ? 1 HERE. 1 WAS JUST =

‘ BIG SUCK HOLE!
GOING- TO READ... YOU KNOWWHAT? LETS \

TAKE A BREAK THIS WEEK-
DON'T CALL ME ... WE(AN

o) TAk WHENTGETE¥K:




Joe Ollmann lives in Hamilton, the Riviera of Southern
Ontario. He is the winner of the Doug Wright Award for Best
Book in 2007 and loser of the same award another time. He
has published three books with Drawn & Quarterly: Mid-Life,
The Abominable Mr Seabrook, and most recently Fictional
Father, which was the first graphic novel to be nominated for
the Governor General’s Literary Award for Adult Fiction.

FOR MORE INFORMATION ON JOE OLLMANN
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HOT OR NOT

JESSICA CAMPBELL

A hilarious send-up of the art world’s patriarchy

The history of twentieth century art is
filled with men, but one key compo-
nent has always been missing: Which
of these men are boneable? And which
are not? Jessica Campbell has created
the definitive resource on this very
important subject in a hilarious rundown
of male artist hotness and notness.

From its cheeky scratch-off cover
and curator’s statement, MFA docent
Campbell introduces the masters of the
fine art world with an irreverent over-
view of their practice, only to quickly
get to the point on the next page with a
HOT or a NOT. Would Campbell kick Cy
Twombly out of bed? Probably not. How
about Paul Gauguin? Most definitely.

A silly but stinging rebuttal of male
chauvinism, Jessica Campbell’s Hot Or
Not is a delightful, cheeky exclamation
of female desire and utter lack thereof.

PRAISE FOR HOT OR NOT

“Jessica Campbell has forever altered
the canon of art history. Thanks to her
erudite and lovingly illustrated guide, I
can now walk into the finest museums

and confidently answer the question ‘Can
these old pricks get it???””—Lisa Hanawalt

“These men should be judged on
their artistic merit, not their hot-
ness. What Ms. Campbell has done
here is disgraceful.”—Jillian Tamaki

“I love this little book that does
exactly as the title suggests: breaks
down male artists into the ol’ “hot or
not” categories usually reserved for
women, even, or even especially in
the art world.”—The Comics Journal

“This might be one of the best
ways to learn about art I've en-
countered.”—The Comics Beat

APRIL 2026 - $20 USD / $28 CAD

B&W - 6.125" X 8.5" - 64 PAGES
HARDCOVER - COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS/HUMOROUS - ISBN 978-1-77046-827-6



HELLO AND WELCOME TO
THE MUSEUM OF ART.

/l’M YOUR DOCENT,

TESSICA CAMPRELL,MFA,

WITHIN THESE
HALLOWED HALLS,

WE SHALL, TOGETHER,
DISCOVE R WORKS OF
IMMENSE BEAUTY

AS WELL AS ﬂ

BUT MOST IMPORTANTLY,
WHO MADE THESE

(cenuses? )
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?BUT THE TRUE
QUESTIE 1S...WERE |

THEY HOT?
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THEN JOIN ME,MEJ
FRERES, ON A MAGICAL
TOUR OF THE HOTTIES
AND THE NOTTIES THAT
TIME FORGOT.

7208\
WA

PHILIP GUSTON

ALL RIGHT, CANADA IMMA CALL
IN A PINCHHITTER . THAT’S

RIGHT, A SEXY LITTLE CANADIAN-
BORN AMERICAN BY THE NAME
OF PHIL GUSTON. FILL ME WP WITH

//"—

A GUST OF SEX WIND, PHILI



IT'S HARD TO BELIEVE THAT
THIS SUPERMODEL MADE THOSE
EFF-ED UP PAINTINGS, BUT
DUDE HAD SOME B-A-G-G-A-G-E.

%

0 *
.,

MALEVICH

THESE ARE THE PAINTINGS OF A
BROODING , COMPLICATED SEX MAN.
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o0L LEWITT

'S GOTTA Be A NOTTIE.
E SEEMS LIKE A WEARER OF
MONOCLES AND ASCOTS WHO'D
SCOFF AT ANYONE WHO
DION'T APPRECIAT
WITH ENOUGH G

DUD
H

IS THE FACE OF

AND  THIS

AN ADULT BARY.

E SQUARES
RAVITAS.
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OK,50 DUDE'S CLEARLY A PERV,
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HO T MODIGLIAWN |

MODIGLIANI HAS BEEN IN EVERY

MON DIEUL THIS FAGE MAKES COLLEGE CO-EDS BEDROOM SINCE
ME WISH | WAS A CHILD THE DAWN OF POSTERS, BUT ONLY
AGAINL ALSO, A TIME TRAVELER, “AS A FRIEND,® AND NO ONE ENDS
S0 | CouLD BONE BALTHUS, UP IN CONSISTENT FRIEND ZONE

| MEAN., PURGATORY BY BEING HANDSOME!
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British Columbia, and is an

2l

and Greece. She lives in Toronto

)

painting and comics. She completed her

)

Australia

)

was the recipient of the Edward L. Ryerson Fellowship, and
also a comics instructor. She has exhibited work in Canada

the United States
and is an assistant professor of Fine Arts at York University.

MFA at the School of the Art Institute of Chicago, where she

Jessica Campbell is from Victoria

enthusiast of jokes
FOR MORE INFORMATION ON JESSICA CAMPBELL
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BRECHT EVENS

THE
WRONG

FULL TITLE LIST

THE WRONG PLACE

BRECHT EVENS

A new edition of the debut classic by a visionary stylist offered

in a deluxe format

Rendered in vivid watercolor where
parquet floors and patterned dresses
morph together, The Wrong Place revolves
around oft-absent Robbie, a charismatic
lothario of mysterious celebrity who
has the run of a city as chaotic as it is
resplendent. Robbie’s sexual energy
captivates the attention of men and
women alike; his literal and figurative
brightness is a startling foil to the drear-
iness of his childhood friend, Francis.
With a hand as sensitive as it is
exuberant, the first graphic novel
by award-winning cartoonist Brecht
Evens (The City of Belgium, Panther)
captures the strange chemistry of social
interaction as easily as he portrays the
fragmented nature of identity. The Wrong
Place contrasts life as it is, angst-ridden
and awkward, with life as it can be:
spontaneous, uninhibited, and free.

PRAISE FOR BRECHT EVENS

“Evens is a master of crowd scenes
and colour, and his psychedelic
symphony bleeds into a pensive,
washed-out dawn that suggests that
even the wildest trips must end
sometime.”—James Smart,

The Guardian

“This fizzy little novel is all about buzz,
gossip, sex, and having fun. It’s so busy
and exuberant you wish you could
join the party.”—The Boston Globe

“Turning the pages, you never know
what you'll find next: a scene from a
children’s fairytale, lush and magical;
a comic strip, busy and droll; or a
nightmare straight out of the lost
sketchbook of Edvard Munch.”

—Rachel Cooke, The Guardian

FEBRUARY 2026 - $30 USD / $40 CAD - 4-COLOR - 8.25" X 10.25" - 184 PAGES
HARDCOVER - COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS/LITERARY - ISBN 978-1-77046-821-4
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Oh, hi, Robbie .
]just ot here .Still
by the%oor, yes...
Plt} wait here 5
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The Belgian cartoonist Brecht Evens was born in 1986 and
studied illustration in Ghent, Belgium. The Wrong Place (2009)
started out as a graduation project. It won the Haarlem
Comic Festival's Willy Vandersteen Award for best Dutch-
language graphic novel, and an award at the Angouléme
International Comics Festival. He followed The Wrong Place
with The Making Of (2012), Panther (2016), and The City of
Belgium (2021). Evens lives in Paris in a charming and
oh-so-Parisian garret apartment.

FOR MORE INFORMATION ON BRECHT EVENS FULL TITLE LIST
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THE MEMOIRS OF
MOOMINPAPPA

TOVE JANSSON

D&Q’s deluxe hardcover series of the classic mid-century
MOOMIN chapter books continues!

Before he had a family, even before he
met Moominmamma, Moominpappa led
a life of adventure and intrigue. But he’s
never told his story ‘til now. Being under
the weather with a bad cold, provides
the perfect opportunity to remember

his youthful endeavors and to ponder
the experiences that have made him

the remarkable Moomin that he is.

As he reads each chapter aloud to
Moomintroll, Snufkin, and Sniff, they-
and we-learn of his triumphs and
tribulations: his arrival at Hemulin's
orphanage, his momentous meetings
with the Joxter, the Muddler, and a cast of
other characters too incredible (espe-
cially Edward the Booble) to list here.

The Memoirs of Moominpappa by Tove
Jansson was originally released in Swed-
ish in 1950 and has been published in
over fifty languages. Often regarded as the
most philosophical of the Moomin chap-
ter books, it shares the introspective and
imaginative qualities that have made the
Moomins beloved for so many decades.

PRAISE FOR THE MEMOIRS

OF MOOMINPAPPA
“The Moomins are philosophical in
a way that cuts through typical kids’
entertainment, which is why they
have enchanted readers of all ages
for generations. Like their creator,
the Moomins are poets, delivering
lessons on friendship, loneliness,
loss, and acceptance.”—Vogue

“[Jansson’s] work soars with lightness
and speed, and her drawings only echo
her writing: delicate but precise,
observant yet suggestive.”

—Los Angeles Times Book Review

“In Jansson’s narratives, whether tilted to
children or adults, a debate can be felt
rustling under the surface: it’s between
voices that speak for the open hand of
compromise and diplomacy and those
that see the truth as naked or nothing,
wills that would rather do whatever
the hell they like.”—The New Yorker

JANUARY 2026 - $25 USD / $30 CAD - B&W - 55" X 8.25"
JUVENILE FICTION/CLASSICS -

HARDCOVER -

192 PAGES
ISBN 978-1-77046-818-4



CHAPTER 1

In whach I tell of my misunderstood
childhood, of the first Experience in my life
and the tremendous night of my escape, and

of my historic meeting with Hodgkins.

arly one cold and windy evening many
years ago, a simple shopping bag was
found on the doorstep of the Moomin
Foundling Home. In the bag lay none

other than I, rather carelessly wrapped
In newspaper.

How much more romantic it would have been had
I been placed instead on green moss in a small,
pretty basket!

However, the Hemulen who had built the Found-
ling Home was interested in astrology (somewhat),
and wisely enough she observed the dominant stars
at the time of my coming into the world. They indi-
cated the birth of a very unusual and talented
Moomin, and the Hemulen accordingly worried
about the trouble awaiting her (geniuses are often
regarded as being disagreeable, but I must confess
that this has never disturbed me}.

The position of the stars is a remarkable matter!
Had I been born a couple of hours earlier, I would
have become a keen poker player, and everyone born
twenty minutes after me felt compelled to join the
Hemulic Voluntary Brass Band (fathers and mothers
cannot be careful enough when starting a family,
and I recommend making minute calculations).

Anyhow, when I was lifted out of the shopping bag
I sneezed three times in a very peculiar way. It might
have signified something or other.

The Hemulen tied a tag to my tail and stamped it
with the magical number 13, because she already
had twelve foundlings. All of them were grave, tidy,
and obedient, because unfortunately the Hemulen
washed them more often than she kissed them (she
owned the sort of solid character that lacks all the
finer nuances). Dear reader, imagine a Moomin-
house where all the rooms are placed strictly in a
row, foursquare and painted in the same beer-brown
color! You don’t believe me? Moominhouses, you
say, should have plenty of the most surprising nooks
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and secret chambers, stairs, balconies, and turrets?

I

Not this one! And worse: in the night none of us was
allowed to get out of bed, to eat, chat, or walk about.
(We were barely permitted to pee!)

I was never allowed to take any funny little bugs
home with me to keep under my bed. I had to eat
and wash at fixed times. I had to carry my tail at an
angle of forty-five degrees when saying good morn-
ing. Oh, who can talk about such matters without
shedding a tear!

I used to stand before the tiny mirror in the hall
and look deep into my unhappy blue eyes, trying to
penetrate the secret of my life. With my nose in my
paws, I heaved sighs such as “Alone!” “Cruel World!”
“Fate is my Lot!” and other sad words, until I felt a
little better.

I was a very lonely Moominchild, as is often the
case with original talents. No one understood me
or could make me out, least of all I myself. Of course,
I was aware of the difference between me and the
other Moomin children. It lay mainly in their deplor-
able incapacity for wondering and marvelling.

For example, T would ask the Hemulen why every-
thing was just as it was and not the other way round.

“Wouldn't that be pretty indeed,” said the Hemu-
len to this. “What's wrong with things as they are?”
She never explained anything, and I felt more and
more strongly that she was trying to shrug the whole
matter off. “What, when?” and “Who, how?” have no
meaning to Hemulens.

Or lasked her why I was [ and not someone else.

“Bad luck for both of us! Have vou washed your
facer” was the Hemulen’s reply to this important
question.

I continued: “But why are you a Hemulen and not
a Moomin?”

“My father and mother were Hemulens, praise
be,” she replied.

“And their fathers and mothers?” I asked.

“Hemulens!” the Hemulen cried. “And also their
fathers and mothers, and all theirs, and so forth and
so forth, and now go and wash or I'll be getting ner-
vous!”

“How dreary. Do they never endr” I asked. “Some-
time there must have been a first father and mother,
mustn’t there?”



“That’s so long ago that nobody cares,” said the
Hemulen. “And anyhow, why should we endr” (A dim
but unavoidable notion told me that the line of fathers
and mothers that had to do with myself was some-
thing rather exceptional. I wouldn’t be surprised if
my swaddling-clothes had been embroidered with a
royal crown. But alas! old newspapers tell nothing!)

Onme night [ dreamed that T was holding my tail at
a wrong angle, namely, seventy degrees, when 1 said
good morning to the Hemulen. I described this nice
dream to her and asked if it made her angry.

“Dreams are trash,” said the Hemulen.

“How does one know?” T objected. “Perhaps the
Moomin in my dream is the real one, and the
Moomin who stands here is only something you
are dreamingr”

“I'm afraid not! You are very real!” said the Hemu-
len dejectedly. “I haven't time for you now! You give
me headaches! What'll become of you in this un-
Hemulic world?”

“I'm going to be famous,” T declared earnestly.
“And among other things, I'll build a house for little
Hemulen foundlings. And I'll let them eat treacle
sandwiches in bed and keep grass snakes and skunks
under it!”

“They’ll never care for that,” said the Hemulen.

I'm afraid she was right.

So passed my early childhood in quiet and constant
wonderment. I was permanently astonished, always

repeating my questions of “What, when?” and “Who,
how?” The Hemulen and her obedient foundlings
avoided me as best they could; the word “why”
seemed to make them uneasy. So I wandered alone
in the bleak, treeless landscape by the sea near the
Hemulen’s house, musing over spiders’ webs and
stars, over the Little Creeps with curled tails that
scuttled around in the water pools, and over the
wind that blew from different quarters and always
smelled different. (I have later learned that a tal-
ented Moomin always wonders about things that
seem self-evident but finds nothing strange in
things that an ordinary Moomin thinks are curi-
ous.} It was a melancholy time.

But by and by a change came: | started to muse
about the shape of my nose. I put my trivial surround-
ings aside and mused more and more about myself,
and I found this to be a bewitching occupation. I
stopped asking and longed instead to speak of my
thoughts and feelings. Alas, there was no one besides
myself who found me interesting.

Then came the spring that was so important for my
development. At first I didn’t understand that it was
directed toward myself. T heard the usual chirping,
whirring, and humming from all who awoke from
the winter and now were in a hurry for something. [
saw the Hemulen's symmetrical vegetable garden get
its start, and everything that came up was crumpled
from impatience. New winds were singing at night.



The smells were different. They were the smells of
change. I sniffed at everything and got growing pains
in my legs, but I still had no idea that it was all in-
tended for me.

Finally, one windy morning, [ had a feeling that . . .
well, I simply had a feeling. And 1 walked straight
down to the sea that the Hemulen didn’t like and
consequently had forbidden us.

An important experience awaited me. For the first
time I saw myself full-length. The bright and shiny
ice was much wider than the Hemulen’s hall mirror.
I could see the clouds of the spring sky sailing past
my small, pretty, upright ears. At last I could view the
whole of my nose and the firm, well-rounded rest of
myself all the way down to my paws. The paws were
really my only disappointment: they had a look of
helplessness and childishness that bewildered me.
“However,” | thought, “perhaps it will pass with time.
Doubtless my strength is in my head. Whatever [ do,
I will never bore people. I'll never give them #me to
look as far down as my paws.” Enchanted, I gazed at
my reflection. In order to see it still better, T lay
down on the ice on my stomach.

But now l disappeared. Now there was only a green
dimness that dwindled deeper and deeper. Vague
shadows were moving about in the unknown world
that led its secret life under the ice. They looked
threatening and very attractive. A giddiness came
over me and I thought, “To fall down there. Down
among the strange shadows . . ”

Z

The thought was so terrifying that I thought it

once again: “Deeper, deeper down ... Nevermore!
Only down and down and down.”

It made me extremely upset. I rose up and stamped
my feet to see if the ice would hold. It did. I walked
a bit farther out to see if it would hold there, too. It
didn’t.

Suddenly I hung up to my ears in the cold green
sea with my paws helplessly dangling over a bottom-
less and dangerous darkness. In the meantime the
clouds were sailing along in the sky quite calmly, as
if nothing had happened.

Perhaps one of the threatening shadows would
devour me! It was not impossible that he would take
one of my ears along to his children and tell them,
“Now, eat up before it goes cold! This is genuine
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Moomin and not to be had every day!” Or I would
float ashore with a tragical clump of seaweed behind
one ear, and the Hemulen would weep regretfully
and tell everyone she knew, “Oh, he was such a sin-
gular Moomin! What a pity I didn’t understand it in
tine....

I was just starting on my funeral when I felt some-
thing very cautiously nipping my tail. Everyone who
owns a tail knows how careful one is of this special
ornament and how instantly one reacts if it is threat-
ened by danger or affront. I laid my enticing dreams
aside and was filled with energy. Determinedly I
crawled up onto the ice, and then ashore. There I
told myself, “Now I have had an Experience. This is
the first Experience of my life. I can’t possibly stay
with the Hemulen any longer. I shall take my fate in
my own paws!”

I felt cold all day, but no one asked me why. This
fortified me in my resolution. At dusk I tore my bed-
sheetin long strips and tied them into a rope. I made
it fast to the windowsill. The twelve obedient found-
lings looked on but didn’t say a word, and this hurt
me. After evening tea [ wrote a farewell letter, taking
great care over it. Simply, but with dignity, it said:

Dear Hemailen,

I feel that great events await wme, and that a
Moomin’s life is short. So I leave this place. Good-bye.
Do not grieve: I shall return one day crowned with

laurel wreaths!

Cheerio, and with best unshes,
A Moowin who is unlike others
P.S. I am taking a pot of pumpkin mash along.

The die was cast! Led by the stars of my fate, |
went on my way, with never an inkling of the strange
events that lay in wait for me. I was simply a very
young Moomin, gloomily wandering over the heath,
sighing in desolate gorges, my loneliness increased
by the terrifying sounds of the night.

At exactly this point in his Memoirs, Moominpappa
became very deeply moved by the tale of his unhappy child-
hood, and he felt that he needed a break. He screwed the
top on his memoir-pen and went over fo the window. All
was silent in Moominvalley.

A light breeze was whispering in the garden and gently
swinging Moomintroll’s rope ladder to and fro. “I'm sure
I could still manage an escape,” Moominpappa thought.
“I'm really not so very old!”

He chuckled to himself. Then he lowered his legs over the
windowsill and reached for the rope ladder.

“Hello, Pappa,” said Moomantroll at the next window.
“What are you up to?”

“Exercises, my boy,” answered Moominpappa. “Keepring
fit! One step down, two up, one down, two up. Good for
the muscles!”

“Better be careful,” said Moomintroll. “How are the
Memoirs going?”

“Quite well,” answered Moonminpappa and hauled his
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trembling legs to safety over the windowsill. “I've just run
away. The Hemulen cries with grief. I think it will all be
very moving.”

“When are you going to read it to us?”

“Soon. As soon as Ive come to the riverboat,” said
Moominpappa. “It’s great fun to read your own book
aloud!”

“I'm sure it is,” said Moomintroll and stifled a yawn.
“Well, good night, Pappa.”

“Good might, Moomintroll,” said Moominpappa, al-
ready unscrewing the top of his memoir-pen.

“Well. Where was I . . . ? Oh, yes, I had run away, and
then in the morning—no, thatll come later. I must en-
large upon the night of escape . . .”

All night I wandered through unknown, bleak
landscapes. How I pity myself now, afterward! I
didn’t dare stop, I didn’t dare look around me. Who
knows what you may suddenly see in the darkness! I
tried to sing “How Un-Hemulic Is This World,” the
morning march of the foundlings, but my voice

trembled so much that it only frightened me all the
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Tove Jansson (1914 - 2001) was a legendary Finnish children’s
book author, artist, and creator of the Moomins, who came
to life in children’s books, comic strips, theater, opera, film,
radio, theme parks, and TV.
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