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MY FRIEND KIM JONG UN
KEUM SUK GENDRY-KIM

TRANSLATED BY JANET HONG

Award-winning cartoonist Keum Suk Gendry-Kim demystifies
the inscrutable North Korean leader

A woman falls over a thin black line,
slicing her in two—half becoming
North Korea, the other half becoming
South. From the Island of Ganghwa, a
seemingly idyllic rural paradise just an
hour outside of Seoul, North Korea sits
mere miles away, visible from cartoon-
ist Keum Suk Gendry-Kim’s home and
studio. It looms over her while she
walks her dogs through the rice paddies.
Artillery fire, helicopters, and sirens
from a nearby military base paint her
acoustic landscape. Gendry-Kim has
written extensively about the pain and
heartbreak experienced throughout
Korea’s recent history in her award-win-
ning books Grass and The Waiting. In
My Friend Kim Jong Un, Gendry-Kim
looks not to the past, but to the pres-
ent—to the man currently responsible
for upholding the national divide.
Retracing his rise to power and un-
covering his human side, Gendry-Kim
explores the life of the supreme leader
of the Democratic People’s Republic of
Korea: from his birth to his international
education, his tastes and hobbies, and
his relationships. Gendry-Kim weaves
her personal accounts from this process

throughout the book, in her signature
approach to personal nonfiction by
including interviews with former South
Korean president Moon Jae-in, North
Korean defectors, researchers, journal-
ists, Kim'’s former chef, and a friend from
his boarding school days in Switzerland.
My Friend Kim Jong Un carries a
message of peace and attempts to make
sense of an awful chapter in Korean
history. Translated by the award-winning
Janet Hong, My Friend... is a cautionary
tale and education on what makes a
dictator, at a time when these lessons
are more relevant in the West than ever.

PRAISE FOR KEUM SUK GENDRY-KIM
“The Waiting... continues Gendry-Kim’s

unflinching portrayal of the displacement

caused by war, migration, and bias.”—NPR

“The artist’s stark brushstrokes and nar-
rative masterstrokes make an affecting
combination, as hope and heartbreak
span generations.”—The Washington Post

“The traumas of history blur into the
present in a time-bending Korean
graphic novel."—The Los Angeles Times

FEBRUARY 2026 - $30 USD / $40 CAD - B&W - 59" X 8.3" - 236 PAGES
PAPERBACK - COMICS & GRAPHIC NOVELS/NON-FICTION - ISBN 978-1-77046-822-1



THEFRE AT IT ACAIN,
FIRST THING IN THE

HONEY, IF WAR
BREAKS QUT, You
TAKE CARROT AND
POTATO AND FLEE
TO FRANCE, ORAF?

Sl

AND THINGS

WHAT KIND OF ARE HEATING WP
Ki
NONSENSE R A e oA BETWEEN CHINA
IS THAT? ) AND TAIWAN.

| CAN'T LEAVE MY
NORTH KOREA I3 MOM BEHIND.

LALNCHING MISSILES,
SOUTH KOREA 15 HOLDING

JOINT MILITARY PRILLS
WITH THE 1.5, AND HERE,
T3 ARTILLERY FRACTICE
ALL THE TIME!

HOW COULE | G0
WITHOUT You?

ARE ¥OU SAYING
THERE'S GOING
T3 BE A WAR?

=

BESIPES, IF WAR
BREAMS OUT,
THEY'LL BLOW UP

l\&\ THE AIRPOET FIRST,

ON TOF OF THAT,
SOUTH HOREA'S A
FENINZULA AND WE'RE
STUCK ON AN ISLAND.

MAYBE | SHOULD GET
A BOATING LICENSE,

'& TJUST IN CASE.

YOU'RE RIGHT.
THE HAN RIVER
ERIDCE WAS THE
FIRST THING THEY |

DESTROVED DURING

THE KOREAN WAR.




WHENEVER THERE'S A SOUTH KOREA-ULS, JOINT DRILL,
NORTH KOREA RESPONDS IMMEDIATELY,
THEN SOUTH HOREA ANSWERS BACK.
SEVENTY YEARS SINCE THE KOREAN WAR
ARMISTICE AND THE CYELE GOES ON AND ON.

QUR TEACHER TOLD LIS TO REPORT ANY SPIES TO THE FOLICE.

HE'S COMING DOWN FROM I'i

THE MOUNTAIN SUFER EARLY, !

WEARING SHABBY CLOTHES. AND b
HE'S LISTENING TO A BADIO!

HoW PO
YOU KNOwW?

BECALISE HE POESN'T
HAVE HORNS ON HIS HEAP.

[ THOUGHT
ALL SPIES HAD
DUH, HE'S WEARING A HORNE O
HAT, THE HORNS MUST

EE UNDERNEATH, THGIR. DR

O, THEN MAYBE
HE REALLY I3
A SPY.



WE WERE TALIGHT THAT COMMUNISTS WERE
MONSTERS WITH HORNS. | WAS CONVINCED
THEY ALSO HAP HUGE LUMPS ON THEIR NECHS.
MATURALLY, | FIGURED THEIR LEADER,

KI 1L SUNG. MUST LOOK THE SAME
MOST KIPS FROM MY GENERATION
BELIEVED IT.

Keum Suk Gendry-Kim was born in Goheung in Jeolla Prov-
ince. A prolific cartoonist, her books have been translated
around the world, and her graphic novels Grass, The Waiting,
The Naked Tree, Dog Days, and, soon, My friend Kim Jong-Un
have been translated to English. Grass (Drawn & Quarterly,
2019) appeared on Best of the Year lists from The New York
Times and The Guardian, and received the Cartoonist Studio
Prize for the Best Print Comic of the Year, the Big Other Book
Award for Best Graphic Novel, the Harvey Award for Best
International Book, and the Krause Essay Prize.

FULL TITLE LIST
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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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SOMETHING AT SOME POINT IM TIME, AND

"WE MUST ESCALATE." 'D SAY AT A

MEE TING, "NOW IS5 THE TIME TO ESCALATE
THE POLITICAL MOMENT IS BIPE FOR
ESCALATION"

LATER THAT WEEK. WED
A WINDOW, DR SOME THING

THE GROUE WOULD MNOD APPRONVINGLY,
SPREYERINT

I|KEPT A FAKE JOB, WHICH IS OF COURSE
MOST JOBS




I DESMEHNED LI FOR A DATIMNG ARE
CALLED RILE. IT WAS MNITIALLY DEVELOPED
FOR WEALTHY AMD CELE |‘\.LI ¥ USEES,
LAFTTAL I( MG O A, SCARMDAL FROM A FEW
YEARS PRIOE WHERE A PUBLISHING
F-"-'\-..-:‘\-*'k E'S POLYAMOREY L'.'if\_ OUTED via
OHLIME FROFILE

RILE OFFERED ENHAMNCED LEVELS OF
PEANADY FOR TS USERS, WNCOLLUDRG MULTIFLE
LAYERS OF MESSAGE EMNCEYPTION

What riles you up?

Here at nifle, we know privacy s
currency Makina ronne. Pf.ﬂm?

Greg T Hey whats up

L
e

i . & .
tat | e Jusk following up on yesteq

+ 1
D)
.

-f,:r[J;".-' Il el naw

QF( e al
Q_ & QQC  okok,see you there
—
™)
M‘:r&} Cicorctb

==}

EILE IDN'T SUCCEED AS A DATING AFPR
BUT BECAME KMOWMN AMD USED FOR ITS
EMCREYPTION SERVICES

S EMNHAMNCELDR SECLURITY WAS USED FOR
A RAMGE OF PURPDSES: O

CRIMIMNAL IZ EL ORSAMIZIME AL i-C
POLITICAL SPECTRLIM, SUPF
FOR VICTIMS OF ABUSE, WHISTLEBLOW \n_,

SEXLML PREDATICN

) Yo,

‘\-"l"f Ol M \_.l-uC‘IJF'-‘ USELR IT EXCLUSNELY

OR CORRES

Py

FORDENCE

FHMM

3 It

" wm“

{

N

"".-"\-""I'

‘\I

TILL A -\.r|_.-:| l.- TS
IRST AMND FOREMODS

» INFORMA

_'.l.'::t N"f‘"

ELF A% &
T

FEDERAL LEI. LATION, R r HAD
]

‘\l FOR THE




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



WE'LL GO

UPSTREAM,
AGAINST THE
CURRENT.

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

L]

Mow we return to the
attack an the lord's sankin
k&4ai ratinue. Fram the
cliff down to the riverside,
the search for Ryldnashin

and the athers cantinuas.

NOT IF WE DO WHAT
THEY DON'T EXPECT.
EVERYONE GOES DOWN-

wiLL LEAD
Us TO THE

WE'RE DIRECTLY
BELOW THE CLIFF.

GUNS ARE USE- LET THEM
LESS, NO ONE ESCAPE!
WwiLL SEE U5, !

EVENM IF YOU
NEED TOQ DIG T YOU MUST
IN ROCKS AMD FIND THEM!
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WAIT TIL
EVERYOME
HEARS WE
FOUMND

IN THOSE

BUSHES.. S

| FOQUMD THEIR
SWORD AT THE
RIVER BOTTOM,

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

AFTER SUCH

AN ATTACK,
THEY MUST
BE INJURED,

DON'T OVER- |
LOOK THE
BUSHES!

ANY LUCK
OVER THERE?

NOTHING i
HERE YET?




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

HOW ABOUT
OVER

_ THERE?

EY)

OK,LET'S
LOOK FURTHER
DOWNSTREAM,




HANG OM.
RYODMNOSHING

B,

THIS IS A

TRAIL ONLY
OUTCASTS
EMOW,

GET OUT OF
THE BOAT.
FAST!

.......

GO AHEAD. I'LL
FOLLOW AFTER
DISPOSING OF




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

A BONE STOPRPPED
THE BULLET. IF
PIERCED. IT MAY
HAVE IMNJURED

AN QRGAN. g

IN HIS COMDITION HE'S
GOING TO ATTRACT
= SOME ATTEMTION,
. LET'S CHANGE HIS
CLOTHES.

| THINE

IT'S QUTCAST
CLOTHING. IT
WiLL ARQUSE THE
LEAST SUSPICION.

THEM WE
SHOULD
SHAVE YOUR




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

NO WAY, — YOU WANT A
A SAMURAI YES, ok SAMUREA] TO SHAVE
CAN'T DO I Do, . o HIS HEAD. LIKE

THAT. | WON'T AN QUTCAST?

IF YO
DON'T DO IT
WILLINGLY..,

YOU THIMK
YOU'RE GOING
TO SHAVE
MY HEAD?
= _._'_,.;-"'

PLEASE
STOP..
IN YOUR
CONDITION
I'M SURE YOU'LL ] e YOU CAN'T

LOVE YOUR ﬂﬂ ME.
o

=

WHEN YOU
WAKE UP,

I'M CHARGED WITH
] RESCUING YOU GUYS,
| HAVE NO CHOICE.

NEW HAIRDO..

P




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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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 LL'I'LLiJ'lL:\-‘ determine the existence or

“= 1 > WHAT ARE YOKAI?

nonexistence of vokai,”

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

) ] ) a grudge against a specific person, and their appearance is
In ancient times, people believed all things had souls. s o 8
) S i terrifving. Yokai can also be scary, but they rarely manifest

Trees, for example, had tree spirits. Stones ha one .
I 5 2 e from resentment. They are there and have simply always

spirits. At night, these spirits would come our and i ; : .
P € P been there. Zashiki warashi, for cxample, exist in their
dance. ) :
location regardless of humans.

These ancient beliels combined with the stories and

_ _ _ _ People have been imagining voekai since ancient times,
impressions of the Edo peried to create what we now ZASHIKI WARASHI : ! -
L E]U\'-'L"'-'L'r. LIIL'IT most l.lL'JIIIllI'\'L' .ll.JI?!."..ll'.J.I'ILL' coimes from
know as vokai. L N o ;

: the hand of artist Torivama Sekien, who lived two

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

|'|i-ﬂh|: et To a Tice ﬁ'ﬁld. Itis ]“[L‘h h]:l':k. ':'I|'H.| youl :."L'll'l'.ll. He II1L|11'|JCIJ I1Ib T UI'iEIIILLl Crealions ilIUHgb]dL'

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

vou quicken vour pace, vour fect feel heavy, as if inspired by Toriyama to create their own yokai and yurei

something is clinging to them. Unease becomes Hlustrations. There was often little intent bevond these
terror. Putting a name to this, it becomes the vokai other than to frighten people.

called Sunckosuri.

Yanagita Kunio alszo recorded living vokai legends in his

A | -~ T . = T g .
Yokai are born in such ways, to allow humans to book Yokat Dangi (Discourses on Yokall. However, he

didn't include illustrations. | have drawn many vokai

cxpress sensations they otherwise cannot explain

TORIYAMASEKIEN

or things they cannot see. In ancient times, before SUNEKODSURI from Yanagita’s books using old art as reference as well

electricity, people lived much of their lives in this as designing my own.
spooky dark. . .
LICalecl (Do . L ¥ | QL ¥ el BETICE ¥ "
I . | created about thirty new yokal for my comigc series Kitaro

Looking at things scientifically, current science cannot But | 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 mew kajju monsters for films. Yokai are

science advances, we may Aind evidence that such a legacy from the past. It is our responsibility to preserve

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

What are yoko What are yokaif |



AL R T WE I S Ea L
e i Py & o R AT

ey WHAT KINDS OF YOKAI o=
- ™z ARE THERE? i
T IO B B ATS  I e Tol, p o T

The maost commeon vokai are Airehalls. Torivama Sekien found them dificult 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.

| remember how excited | was as a child when | saw Onibi, Most people’s irst encounters

with vokai are Onibi or Hitodama (which are essentially the same thing),

(LD HOUSES HAVE 8N ATHMOS-
PHERE SUITABLE FIER Y 0w Al

ONIEI HITODAMA

Thar is usually followed by house yokai. Many old houses have a certain feeling of vokai.
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 yvokal come from putting a shape to that feeling.

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

vestigial tails.

In abandoned houses, the tattered mosquite netting hangs heavy with dust and mald
[hey are creepy enough to look at, but even more disturbing when they wrap around
vour neck. This sensation became the yokai Shirenerd. It looks like a ragged net with

a red mouth.

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

the celling.

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 et close. They arrive in a gust of wind

On the streets of old Kyoto, the vokai Wanyude appeared at night. [t rolled around

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

WANYUDD THAT TRAVELED THE
STREETS OF KYOTO

KASHA

TENJONAME



WWW By s e =
? & - WHERE DO YOKAI LIVE? ¥ 7%
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Yokai live in places conducive to yokai. They rarely appear in modeérn, artificial places

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

Bathrooms were once a place of fear, but since Aushing toilets have become commen,

children no longer dread a ghosthy hand arisi

ng from a dark and mysterious hole, They

are no longer haunts for yvokai.

YOKAI RARELY APPEAR YOKAIOF TEN APFEAR IN SORAKIGAESHI 15 A YOHAI
WITHOUT NATURAL MOUNTAINS THAT LIVES IN MOUNTAINS
PLACES

Yokai still live in mountains, If vou still want that delicious thrill of an encounter with the

supernatural, it is to the mountains you must go.

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

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

o - TENGU =
53 3 TSUBETE =
- £ gl

= e

YOKAIALSOAPPEARON ISOLATED BEACHES

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

isolated and lonely.

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

might encounter a vokai,

OF eourse, vou won't see the creature

ieself. But if you are pelted by sand, that
would be a Sunakake Baba. If you hear a
mivsterious sound, that is lEonade. 1Fvou

are hit by stones, that is Tengu tsubute.

Should another person be even within a
hundred yvards, 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 quict nights when
you switch off the lights, vou might feel

the presence of a yokai,



YOKAI ARE NOT AS SCARY A5 YUREL

One vokai called Kanedama will fill
old storehouses to bursting with
gold and silver coins, They don't

even need to be asked.

= Why arg yokal scary

Peaple are afraid of yokai, probably
hecause subconcionsly we are afraid
they will ear us or spirit us away toa
mysterious dimension. But unlike yuarei,
maost yvokai don’t have any particular

animosity towards humans,

They really aren’t that scary.

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.

MANGA ARTIST SINGER
BINBOGAMI ARE
SCAREER THAN
YOKAL
Instead, they have been possessed by the m.wh.mﬂl—rh: god of poverty. | would say this

is even more frightening than any vokai.
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By nature, vokai love to startle people. Some may
suddenly shout in loud voices. Some may vell out “Uwan!”

Some women yokal may cac kle at Yo,

Maost 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. Mikeshinyude, for example,
surprises people walking on mountain paths. Its task done,

it vanishes.

the mountains and cries like an abandoned baby, When
SOMEONe Comes 14:-]:c||'| and |:"LI'|5- it up, it increases its
W I.'i"QI'I| to almost nine thouwsand |'".rlllh|'\. It's hest to be

wary of things like that.

A woman vokai called Ubume has a similar power. And
the Kawa akapo can also cry like a baby. Although this

might be a shape-shifted kappa.

TOPTOBOTTOM: MIKOSHINYUDO. KONAKLILN, UBUME. KAWA AKAGD

AMIKIRI

The vokai Onyuda is as
large as Mount Fuji. Its

feet are massive enough to
crush entire towns when

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

vokai rarely desire Fume.

iil.'ll:l.'s.l“} ~.'_.'|g'.|k'=:|:ﬁ. y.uic..i
will not attack vou unless
vou attack them. Amikiri
i= an exception, They will
Cut vour mosquito netting
unprovoked. That's not
quite as devastat ing as

a kaiju attack, but still

|Jl..l'|.|1L'i.‘5':.lII'IL'.

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

different dimension, bevond our ability to reach, From what | see, they live their lives

unhurried, content to enjoy their nonsensze every day, effectively immaorral.

{45 a side note, the yokai lifestyle seems ideal, | want to live that wayl)

Some vokai live in streams,
like Aauki togi. It sits on
riverbanks |r1.1§;i|1g the
sound of beans, But there
also seems to be hidden
}ukui 1."|J|'.1gn_'x'. 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 yokal would live,
As cars drive through
belching exhaust fumes,
this must encroach on

yokai habirats,

AZUKITOGI

HIDDEN YORAIVILLAGE

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

exist in Japan today,

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

I climbed, | never tired.

It was so euphoric |
thought | 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. | thought it must
have been like what
happened with others in
the past, who encountered

Kodama.

With this brief encounter,

I almost became a tree,
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RIGHT: FEAR OF THE
DARKNESS IS THE MOST
PRIMITIVE EXPERIENCE
OF YO Al

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

something vou can touch or taste. Yokal exist entirely in the spiritual world.

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

If the only thing vou fear is humans, this means vour senses have dulled considerably,

To sense yokai requires recognizing a world bevond the ene that we can sec. This is vital.

SENSING YORAI REQUIRES AN OPENNESS TO
WORLDS BEYOND THE ONES WE EXPERIENCE B
WITH DUR SENSES

I sweas alwavs an oddball. When | was sixteen, | thought
there mighe be a race of small people living in the
mountains. | wasn't completely sure, Still, | went cvery
day into the mountains with a pair of fire tongs that were
handy for digging holes. | was obsessed with insects and
waould dig for them. Sometimes | was so focused that |

wouldn't even notice when night fell.

In the forest in the dark | couldn't see my way, 1 felt afraid,

THEFEELING OF SOMETHING that the night parade fo a hundred demons was passing

THERE IN THE FOREST y ; ki
necarby. | couldn't see anything. But | sensed it

Years later, when | saw Torivama Sekien's Night Parade of a Hundred Demaons illustrations,

| recognized them as what | had felt in that forest. 1 knew there was something there in

the dark. Now | knew what they looked like.

I'here are about a hundred and ffty vokai in Torivama's books, They express monods,

Reading his works felt like discovering a kindred spirit.

| wonder if people still see vokai today? | should clarify—] mean sense, rather than see.
Muost prople 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 YORKALIN THE CITIES
SEEING YORAI SURROUNDEDBY CONCRETE
AT t g sluip pR L



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
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party's
ovER

Bt he looks
like ke's bored
10 teans

| wondes if
ke'll be sad

I's like ne's
seopped feeling
aruthing lately

whe's ceazier?
Hiri om me?

| kate being
glane,

Wwhen the [




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.

—
—
""‘--l-.‘
—l
—

by
——
)
iy
P,
b‘_'
o
&-—.ﬁ_‘

"
i
-mi'.u_'f /]
i

i

il

FOR MORE INFORMATION ON BERENICE MOTAIS DE NARBONNE

FULL TITLE LIST
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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

came by this mornin

Hello Ars. Alnanrd. You can

This waij, fra Ainerd. kow's
your husbond? ke's usually
the one to bring Blcky L

Um, unkoriunokely, he

t. 6} posied awoy

il

That probobly explalng
Jour dag's behaviar

well, bicky? wWhere's
my hello kigs?

Wm0 kay
that's enagugh
gk

%o, tell me about your dogs
strange behovior

for stortars, he
hoe na oppetite

e drops his kibble bites
outside my hushand's of Fice

Or he goes Ho. 1 in my lh_ﬂ;il.

Ke's never dane that before

This Loss hos deeply
pfFected him

riL kry to dig deeper. Con
You feeve ug olone?

Plegse hove o seof
PLL &e bock shortly

Ib's st us
naw, buddy




Qkay, bigky, stork talking

Argh, don't
call me Bbleky,
pleéose, | hote
thok namgle

#in barking Linga

That's right, | Forgot
What wai the nome
Wou putked, agqoin?

F Super

Hat Prince
of dogs.

Thot's a Litkie tong
How obout | just call
you Prinee?

fine, will
g0 wikh that

Okay, g0 Youre sod becouse
your human died, 15 that it?

Hat just that

my humens wife murdered
him, I'm gurg af it!

I did atl thot so she'd
';|r|r.g. mé hére

She hos o Lover
They polsoned him
Far the inheritonce

| wotched
him suffer

brink your
tea, honey

fut it out, Bigky!
You'll spidl it!

They made Lt Look (ke
& heart ckliock

I'm 50 dorry, madem

Yau paor thing, thot's terrible!

WILL ou kelp
mE pApOEE
Ehe truth?

Sure, I'm game, but where
Will yau Live l.{ Ehi 'r'|||'-l'
gues ko prison?

i

You could
adapk me

Uh, no: But il hedp you
find @ nice Family

Great!
Thaonks. Amiman!

You can come Bock in now,
Kra. Binerd

bleky 5 just o Litkie depressed
Well put him on medtcotion

| have to be honest
| don't resily wont
to keep bicky

LOA YOU FECams
mend anyane?

ah, | see. CLL otk around
Bub you'll have Ro camplele
the Ereatment forst

I'd gtsa tike to go o your
house, to exemine him in
his kome environment

Ohkay, | guess Buk
how mach (s all
this gaing to cost? 8

its not very expensive,
don't warey

fine, but eniy o
you toke him arf
my honds after




The Afxk day

Enjoying
your LittLe
Feast?

This one's
got a bitker
aftertaske

Where da

W 'FIHFEB{LHg

you think Ehat oftertaste
comes fram?

Greotl Thomnks
Far the info
gotto bouncel

53 soan?l
wan't you have
o littie nibble

Yikes! Ho thonks
Fablenne's wotling
for me. Rain chach

Qkay..Now for
the wood




You'vi got your Foet
an the ru!l:-.ng Loard
That's kind of dirty

it's mok my Foullk
your kikchen's

Spiaking of dirty, Roave you
Loaked in the mirrar?

sid Ehey pul you §in
Feel under? Ha hol

ALL done!
Mow, what
Ean iLda

Ho, koo I'm gaing
to eleon up, then
'L kelp with dinner

what are these Lithie
block thingies?

]

The rext day

Spe you bomight,
konEyl i'm alF

Hella, k. Rolu § :' Thot's
Looks Lk Blek K

anly eheary
up when he

Um_I'm not really sure
how this works Shatl we

wWaiild yau mind iE ) used
your bathraom?

!F%fj
i il;'l_' -
=,

i

al the top of the
stoirs, on bthe Left







There you are
Everything ohay?

ue, | thought maybe

there wos o prokilem

Mah it% all good

=
He's my gardonér, #e's beon | miss him so muchl

c & - -
helping me out o Lok 4unce Exesee me_ & SDBS
Geratd died

\‘_‘_ | gaw what |

This is Ar. Rodw
The dog's shrink

| juit wonted to see
where he Lives

Wekl, il be
on My way now, Sk
Mrs ALnord

nerded o fod

he doesnt Live in the
Dathrfdam, you kids

Anouk Ricard 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
A — strips were reprinted by Drawn & Quarterly. In 2025, Ricard
golb quite Lhe received the Grand Prix at the Angouléme Comics Festival,
2ene oF hanne the highest prize in European cartooning.

Hrs. Ainprd!

who's the He's tomous
ELawn? He tatks to

N2 need to fee

me ouk, | khow
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2224
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
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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.
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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
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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
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British Columbia, and is an

el
, and Greece. She lives in Toronto

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.

enthusiast of jokes, painting and comics. She completed her
MFA at the School of the Art Institute of Chicago, where she

Jessica Campbell is from Victoria
FOR MORE INFORMATION ON JESSICA CAMPBELL
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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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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" < 192 PAGES
HARDCOVER -  JUVENILE FICTION/CLASSICS - ISBN 978-1-77046-818-4



CHAPTER 1

In which 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 Hodghkins.

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!

arly one cold and windy evening many

However, the Hemulen who had built the Found-
ling Home was interested in astrology (somewhar),
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 wouble awaiting her (geniuses are often
regarded as being disagrecable. but [ 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, 1 wounld
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 1 recommend making minute calculations).

Anyhow, when [ 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 doo’t Delieve me? Moominliouses, you
say, should have plenty of the most surprising nooks



and secret chambers, stairs, balconies, and turrets?

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 saving good morn-
ing. Oh, who can talk about such matters without
shedding a tear!

[ used to stand before the tiny mirror in the hall
and look deep into my unhappy blue eves, 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 T mysell. 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, I 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 Tasked her why 1 was [ and not someone else.

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

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

"My father and mother were IHemulens, praise
be,” she replied.

“And their fathers and mothers?” [ 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 end?” 1 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 anvhow, why should we end?” (A dim
but unavoidabile notion wld me that the line of fathers
and mothers that had to do with niyself was some-
thing rather exceptional. I wouldn't be surprised if
my swaddling-clothes had been embroidered with a
roval crown, But alas! old newspapers tell nothing!)

Omne night I dreamed that T was holding my tail at
a wrong angle, namely, seventy degrees, when [ 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?” I objected. "Perhaps the
Moomin in myv dream is the real one, and the
Moomin who stands here is only something you
are dreaming=”

“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,” [ 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 ic!”

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

I'm afraid she was right.

So passed my early childhood in guiet and constant
wonderment. [ 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 | 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. (1 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
abourt the shape of my nose. [ put my wivial surround-
ings aside and mused more and more about myself,
and | found this to be a bewitching occupation. 1
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. I heard the usual chirping,
whirring, and humming from all who awoke from
the winter and now were ina 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. [ smiffed 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, 1 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 1 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, pretey, upright ears. At last I could view the
whole of my nose and the firm. wellarounded rest of
myself all the way down to my paws. The paws were
really my only disappoinument: 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 1 do,
I will never bore people. I'll never give them fime 1o
look as far down as my paws.” Enchanted, I gazed at
my reflection. In order to see it still better, 1 lay
down on the ice on my stomach.

But now [ 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 atractive. A giddiness came
over me and [ thought, “To fall down there. Down
among the strange shadows . . "

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. Tt
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 belore it goes cold! This is genuine
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Moomin and not to be had every day!” Or 1 would
float ashore with a tragical clump of seaweed behind
one ear, and the Hemulen would weep regrecfully
and tell evervone she knew, *Oh, he was such a sin-
gular Moomin! What a pity [ didn’t understand it in
e . ..

[ was just starting on my funeral when 1 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 |
told myself, "Now [ have had an Experience. This is
the first Experience of my life. 1 can’t possibly stay
with the Hemulen any longer. 1 shall take my fate in
my own paws!”

I felt cold all day, but no one asked me why. This
fortitied me in my resolution. At dusk | tore my bed-
sheet in 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 Homulen,
I feel that great events await me, and that a
Moomin's bfe 1s shorl. So [ leave this place. Goed-bye.
Do not grieve: I shall veturn one day crowned with
lawrel wreaths!

Cheerto, and with best unshes,
A Moomin who 1s unlike others
FP.S. I am taking a pot of puompkin maesh along,

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

At exactly this potnt in fiis Memoirs, ﬂ’fﬂmﬂinj‘n}}{:ﬁu
became very deeply moved by the tale of his unhappy child-
hood, and he felt that he nesded a break. He screwed the
tofr on his memoir-pen and went over to the window. All
was silent in Moominvalley.

A light bresze was whispering in the gardern and gently
swinging Moomintroll's rope ladder to and fro. *T'm sure
I could stll manage an escape,” Moominpappa thought.
“T'm really not so very old!”

He chuchled to himself. Then he lowered his legs over the
wriddowsill and rearﬁgdﬁﬁ' the rope laeder.

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

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

“Better be caveful,” said Moomintroll. "How are the
Memaoirs going?”

“Quite well,” answered Moominpappa and hawled 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 lo read it to us?”

“Soon. As soon as Dve come to the riverboal,” said
Moominpappa. “It’s great fun to read your own book
alowd!”

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

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

“Well. Where was I'. .. 2 Oh, yes, I had run away, and
then in the morning—no, that'll come later. I must en-
large wpon the night of escape . . .”

All night I wandered through unknown, bleak
landscapes. How [ pity myself now, afterward! 1
didn’t dare stop, I didn’t dare look around me. Who
knows what you may suddenly see in the darkness! |
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

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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