
and so, when 
a-san invited me 
to come work for 
him, i knew only 
joy—the joy of 
a maggot turned 
into a fly.

the trivial hardships the trivial hardships 
of being an assistant of being an assistant 

were a welcome  were a welcome  
reprieve from  reprieve from  

the past.the past.

life 
comes 
first...



had I not 
owed the 
landlord 

two years 
of rent, he 
would have 

surely kicked 
me out.

despair 
fails to 
describe 

the state 
to which 

I had 
fallen.

such was the demise 
of the kashihon era.  
a hell unvisited  
by even the  
faintest rays  
of sunlight.



ironically, 
eventually 

i was forced 
to move 

into a room 
that was a 
convereted 

toilet.

who 
was I 
to look 
down on 
flies...

living, as 
I did, like a 
wretched 
maggot?



it was not 
the season 

for flies, yet 
okuda often 

sat there 
flicking his 

swatter.

seeing him like 
that reminded 

me that �, too, 
once spent 

many a bored 
day swatting 

at flies.

my inex-
plicable 

hatred of 
Those dirty 
black pests 

drove me 
into a 

murderous 
rage.



he's all 
talk and 
no skill...

that’s what 
a-sensei 

said...

I spent the 
next year 

helping 
a-san with-

out drawing 
a thing of 
my own...

but the creative 
bug wouldn't 
allow me to  
be a mere as-
sistant, so i 

started drawing 
my own  

comics  
again.

from time to 
time, I would 
call on okuda 
to see how he 

was holding up...
which was  
not well. 



I was surprised 
to hear okuda 

flatter my 
work, since 
no one else 
understood 

what I’d been 
trying to do.

that reminds me...  
it was during 

that visit that 
okuda recom-
mend I read 

ogawa kunio’s 
novels...

book: isles of apollo

how little 
did I realize 
how spot-on 
his opinions 
on art were.

ogawa was  
still pretty  

much a nobody 
back then.  
i wasn’t 

interested in 
nobodies, so I 

ignored okuda’s 
recommendation...

what do you 
think he’s 

planning on 
doing for 

money?

he said he 
wanted 
to try 
writing.



no man 
should 
subject 
himself 
to such 
suffer-

ing.

if money’s a 
problem, then 
you might as 

well get a job 
doing something 

easier and less 
stressful,  

right?

i’m fine 
with 

working 
there....

me too. 
a-sensei is 
teaching 
me a lot.

sorry.  
I shouldn’t 
be saying 
this to 
you guys. 
you just 
started 
working 
there,  
after  
all.

but yasui... 
you i really 
don’t get. 
not only 
are you 
already an 
established 
cartoonist...

“the girl of 
the swamp,”  

“the sparrow”...  
those sto-
ries were 
amazing!

you basically 
pioneered 
self-expression  
in manga. 
why would 
you work 
for someone 
else at this 
point in your 
career?!

yeah, 
well... 

people re-
ally hated 

those 
stories.

i even 
con-
sidered 
quit-
ting 
comics 
alto-
gether.

so I don't 
really 

don't mind 
working 

for some-
one else. 

as long as 
I can eat, 
that’s sat-
isfaction 
enough 
for me.



to be 
honest...

i couldn’t 
stand work-

ing there 
anymore.

one can 
talk big 

about “art” 
and “self-

expression” 
or what-

ever...

but that’s all  
it is—talk— 
as long you’re 
drawing for 
someone else 
and not 
yourself.

I spent three 
whole years 
working for 
a-san...three 
whole years 
drawing hishis 
comics...

and for what? 
what’s the 
point spending 
your life copy-
ing someone 
else’s work?



A manga  
assistant 
with an 
english 

degree was 
certainly 

not common.

thanks for 
everything 
you’ve done 

for me...

as it so  
happens,  
he quit 
the studio 
soon after 
I joined.

one day, a-san’s 
disciple kiyama 
and I visited 
okuda at his 
apartment  
to see how  
he was doing.



i haven’t 
seen 

a-san in 
forever, 

either.

he’s 
gotten 
quite 
famous...

unlike 
me!

as we talked aimlessly 
about this and that, 
memories of when  

I first met okuda came 
rushing back to me.

i had been drawing 
for the rental 

kashihon market 
for some time...

but was 
penniless and 
miserable, so 
i took up a 
job helping 
a-san with 
his comics.

okuda worked there 
too, though most 

of the time he sat 
at his desk reading 

english language 
newspapers.



sorry to 
show up 

out of the 
blue like 

this.

oh,  
it’s no 
problem 
at all.

hey, shinichi. 
go buy us  
some tsukidani 
for our  
sake.

tsukudani: simmered seaweed snack

oh, 
�m good. 

besides, 
there’s 

no stores 
nearby...

it's fine.  
just go look,  

okay?

please?

in that case, 
go toward 
the train 

station. 
there’s  

some shops 
there.

it’s like 10 
minutes 
anyway, 
though...



i was 
thinking 

about you 
all of a 
sudden...

how many years 
had it been since 
I last saw okuda, 
i wonder...? 

at any rate,  
he’d brought a 
bottle of sake 
and invited me  
to have a drink 
with him.

since the weather was 
nice, why not? so I took 

him to the river bank.

sign: fuji view apartments



it was 
may 5th,  
boy’s day.

as I was 
putting up  

the carp 
windsocks...

along along 
came my came my 

old friend, old friend, 
okuda.okuda.

hello, 
yasui.

long time 
no see. 
how are 
you?
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