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Part historical narrative, part modern fiction, the book consists of two interlinked stories: the first focuses 
on the 18th-century painter Thomas Girtin and his relationship with his friend and rival J.M.W. Turner; 
the second tells the tale of three amateur artists in the present day, united by a shared interest in Girtin’s 
art. Using this dual narrative to draw parallels between two eras of rapid technological advancement 
and socio-political turbulence, Oscar Zarate’s long-awaited new graphic novel restores to modern eyes 
this unjustly forgotten figure, whose work has been almost entirely ignored despite his huge influence 
on British painting. At the time of his death, aged just 27, Girtin had already established himself as a 
pioneer and a master: his expressionist approach was a significant turning point in the British watercolour 
tradition. But the brevity of his career, coupled with his chosen medium (compared to oils, watercolours 
were a humbler and less easily exhibited form) meant that his work came to be overshadowed by that of 
Turner. As Turner himself famously remarked, “Had poor Tom lived, I would have starved.”
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YES, 
IT’S FINE 

BUT…

I HAVE A SENSE OF 
BEING INVOLVED IN 
SOMETHING REALLY 
EXTRAORDINARY…

AN INJUSTICE 
REALLY.

I DO 
WHAT I’M 
TOLD…

WE ARE 
GHOSTS…

HE’S 
COMPLETELY 
TAKEN OVER 

ME.

OH… 
GOOD 
NIGHT.

GOOD 
NIGHT 
THEN.

I’VE DISCOVERED 
THIS MOST AMAZING 

WATERCOLOURIST! I’D 
NEVER SEEN HIS WORK 
BEFORE AND I DIDN’T 
KNOW A SINGLE THING 

ABOUT HIS LIFE…

BUT BELIEVE 
ME, HE’S A 
GENIUS…

OH, NO!... NOT 
AGAIN ‑ ANOTHER 

OF YOUR OLD FOGEY 
WATERCOLOURISTS.

SHUT IT, 
ARTURO, 

AND LISTEN.

TRUST ME, 
I REALLY FEEL I 

HAVE UNCOVERED 
SOMETHING AMAZING. 
INCREDIBLE SO LITTLE 

IS KNOWN ABOUT 
HIM…

SO… WHO’S 
THIS INTRIGUING 

OLD FART?

SEEMS THAT 
YOU’RE ALREADY 

DEEPLY OBSESSED 
BY THE ARTIST. 

WHO IS HE?

A VERY 
YOUNG MAN 

WHO HASN’T BEEN 
GIVEN THE CREDIT 
HE DESERVES…

SO… 
WHO IS 

HE?
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… PASSING 
THROUGH…

IT WILL 
CHANGE.

REMEMBER 
WHAT BETTE 
DAVIS SAID?

YOU 
HARDLY…

WHAT 
DID SHE 

SAY?
SHIT… I 

FORGOT.

BUT 
TOMORROW…

WRITE IT 
DOWN…

I GUESS I 
WAS…

I NEED 
FRESH 
AIR.

IT FOUND 
ITS WAY 
TOO…

BUT 
WHEN WE 
MOVED… RING! 

RING!

I CAN’T 
TALK TO 

YOU ABOUT 
IT…

YES, 
YOU 
CAN.

TO 
BEIRUT…

LIGHT

… THIS 
CITY.

WHEN 
HE WAS IN 
LONDON…

HE WAS 
VERY 

SWEET…

HE 
WAS… AH… 

IS HE 
DEAD?

I TOLD YOU, 
DIDN’T I? ONE 
OF HIS OLD 
FOSSILS.

OH… STOP IT, 
ARTURO. HOW 

COME WE HAVEN’T 
HEARD OF HIM?

HISTORY IS 
VERY UNKIND AND 

THIS IS ONE OF 
THOSE CASES.

OR MAYBE IT 
HAD TO DO WITH 
J.M.W TURNER…

OR PERHAPS 
THERE’S ONLY 

ROOM FOR ONE OF 
THEM IN HEAVEN.

YES. HE DIED IN 
1802, AND ALMOST 

FORGOTTEN. TODAY, 
HE’S MOSTLY JUST 

KNOWN AMONG A VERY 
FEW CONNOISSEURS.
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YOU SHOULD 
GET YOUR 

HEARING AID 
CHECKED.

I LOVE 
IT…

IF YOU 
THINK…

EVERY 
NIGHT.

BITTER, 
PLEASE…

ISN’T 
SHE?

I TELL 
YOU EVERY 

NIGHT…
I REALLY 

DON’T KNOW.

EVERY 
NIGHT!

THE SHOES 
ARE A BIT 

TIGHT.

IT HURTS

WHAT 
DO YOU 
EXPECT?

YES, 
BUT EVERY 

NIGHT…

STOP 
TOUCHING 

ME!

WHY?

WELL, 
SHE’S VERY 

YOUNG.

AKO ME 
SASLUSAS…

TI CES…

JUST 
THAT…

I CAN SEE 
IT…

I’M NOT 
BLIND.

ASK ME ANY 
QUESTION.

THEN 
WHAT?

SORRY… 
HI, MAGGIE… 

YES, I’M ON MY 
WAY ‑ I HAVEN’T 
FORGOTTEN… YES 
IT’S VERY NOISY 

HERE.

WHAT DID YOU 
JUST SAY ABOUT 

TURNER?

SORRY, I 
HAVE TO GO 

‑ I’M LATE. I’LL 
TELL YOU NEXT 

FRIDAY.

HEY, FRED, 
COULD YOU 

AT LEAST TELL 
US THE NAME OF 
THIS “UNKNOWN 

SOLDIER”?

GIVE MY 
LOVE TO 
MAGGIE.

GIRTIN. 
THOMAS 
GIRTIN.

WHO DID 
HE SAY IT 

WAS?
THOMAS 
GIRTIN. 
I THINK.

NO THANKS. 
I’VE GOT 
TO GO.

NOTHING WRONG 
WITH MY HEARING. 

D’YOU WANT 
ANOTHER DRINK?
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TWO 
PINTS 

PLEASE.

I DON’T 
LIKE YOU…

BUT I 
THOUGHT…

YOU THINK 
WITH YOUR 

COCK…

ANOTHER?

RED, 
PLEASE.

SHE’S A 
GENIUS.

ABOUT 
MY NEW 
JOB?

I MUST 
GO NOW.

THE BABYSITTER 
IS EXPENSIVE.

I KNOW, 
SHE’S MY 
SISTER…

WHAT 
DON’T YOU 

LIKE?

YES, BUT I HAVE 
TO GET UP VERY 

EARLY…

YES, 
IT’S FINE, 

BUT…
BUT, STILL 
SHE’S A 
GENIUS…

QUE TUVE PENA 
DE RECORDARLE 

SU…

HABIA EN SU 
FRENTE TANTA 

ANSIEDAD…

OH… SO 
EARLY?

OH… 
PITY.

SO…?

VOLVIÓ UNA 
NOCHE, NO LA 
ESPERABA…

WHAT A 
LITTLE SHIT 
SHE WAS.

AND 
SHE WAS 

PISSED OFF 
WITH ME…

I HAVEN’T SEEN 
FRED THIS UPBEAT IN 

A WHILE. HIS EYES LIT UP 
LIKE HE’S IN LOVE… HA! WITH A 
NEW ARTIST, HIS LIFE TOTALLY 

CHANGES. LIKE HE’S ON A 
MISSION AND ABSOLUTELY 

HAS TO SHARE HIS 
DISCOVERY WITH US.

YEAH, 
AND NOW HE 
WILL WANT TO 
CONVERT US 
TOO! BUT…

BUT WHAT? 
I LOVE HIS 

ENTHUSIASM, IT’S 
VERY CONTAGIOUS. 

WHAT’S WRONG 
WITH THAT?

SARAH, COME 
ON, BE HONEST. ARE 
YOU REALLY KEEN TO 

HEAR FRED GOING ON AND 
ON ABOUT SOME BORING 
OLD WATERCOLOURIST 

EVERY FRIDAY?

YES, I AM! GIVE 
HIM CREDIT FOR HIS 
PASSION, ARTURO. 

DON’T BE SO 
DAMNED CYNICAL.

HONESTLY, DON’T YOU 
THINK IT’S WONDERFUL 

THE WAY HE CONNECTS AN 
ARTIST FROM THE PAST WITH 
LIFE AS IT IS TODAY? DON’T 
YOU SEE, HE’S NOT ONLY 
TALKING ABOUT SOME 

BYGONE TIME…?
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HMM. I 
MUST GO. 
I’M LATE.

MY…

I DON’T…

NOT 
AGAIN

LIGHT.

WE 
DECIDED 

TO…

TO MOVE TO 
BARCELONA.

I WAS 
GOING TO 
ASK YOU…

OH… LOOK 
AT HER… I’M 
DROOLING.

WHAT’S THE 
PROBLEM?

YOU 
LIAR.

WELL… 
IT’S A…

NEXT 
MONTH.WHEN?...

WELL… 
YES AND 

NO…
IT’S NOT 
OPEN ON 
SUNDAYS.

WHEN?...
CAN I 

GO WITH 
YOU?

YOU’RE 
THE LAST 
PERSON…

OH, YOU 
KNOW WHAT 
I WAS GOING 

TO SAY?

I’M 
THINKING 
OF GOING 
TO PARIS. YEAH… 

LIKE HER 
FUCKING 
SISTER.

YOU’RE 
TALKING 
CRAP…

WHAT YOU ALWAYS 
SAY… SOME VARIATION 

ON HOW YOU “PREFER TO 
LIVE YOUR LIFE IN A STATE 
OF REASONABLE DOUBT, 
RATHER THAN MY RIGID 

CERTAINTY…”

GOODNIGHT 
THEN.

OH… 
GOOD 
NIGHT

BUT I CAN 
DO IT!

YEAH, YEAH, I 
KNOW… THE PAST 

INFORMS THE PRESENT… 
AND ALL THAT… BLAH, 

BLAH…

ARE YOU 
GOING TO 
CHURCH?

WHY ASK? YOU 
ALREADY KNOW THAT. 

PLEASE SPARE ME YOUR 
USUAL SILLY REMARKS.

MY, MY, WE ARE 
PRICKLY TONIGHT, 

AREN’T WE?

OK, SO I CHOSE 
CERTAINTY, I CHOSE 

TO BELIEVE. YOU CHOSE 
DOUBT, WHATEVER…

HAVE YOU 
GOT A PROBLEM 

WITH THAT?
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YOU PASS 
JUDGEMENT 
ON US POOR 

BELIEVERS WITH THAT 
IRRITATING LOOK OF 

SUPERIORITY ON 
YOUR FACE ‑

IS THAT THE 
REASON YOU’RE 

SO CYNICAL?

YOU INVESTED 
SO MUCH 

CONVICTION IN IT, 
IT’S BECOMING 
LIKE A FAITH.

AND WHY 
PUT DOWN 

OUR FRIEND’S 
ENTHUSIASM?

AHA! NOW 
YOU’RE LAYING 
YOUR TYPICAL 
CATHOLIC GUILT 

ON ME…

I TELL YOU, 
IT WON’T 
WORK.

ARTURO, 
PLEASE…

SEE YOU  
NEXT  

FRIDAY…

ARTURO, 
TELL ME WHAT 

IS IT LIKE TO BE UP 
THERE ON YOUR 

AGNOSTIC’S 
THRONE?

WHAT 
DO YOU 
MEAN?

IT ALL LOOKS 
SO EASY FROM 
WHERE YOU’RE 

SITTING: ON 
THE FENCE!

FENCE?

WELL, 
IT WASN’T 
ALWAYS 

LIKE THAT. 
LIFE MADE 
DECISIONS 
FOR ME.

DON’T BE 
SO FLIPPANT, 
IT DOESN’T 
SUIT YOU…

SEE YOU, 
SARAH.
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HE PROVIDED 
YOUNG ARTISTS 

WITH EMPLOYMENT AND 
ENCOURAGED THEIR 
WORK… A KIND OF 

ACADEMY…
GIRTIN AND 

TURNER WERE 
HIS EARLY 

PROTÉGÉS…

WHAT DID 
THEY DO AT 

DR. MONRO’S 
HOUSE?

THEY HAD TO COPY 
THE WORK OF OTHER 

ARTISTS. GIRTIN DID THE 
PENCILLING AND TURNER 

DID THE COLOURING…
I BELIEVE THEY 

MET THREE OR FOUR 
DAYS A WEEK, FOR 
AROUND THREE OR 

FOUR YEARS…

AND CRUCIALLY 
HE ENCOURAGED 

GIRTIN AND TURNER 
TO GO OUT AND SKETCH 

WHAT THEY SAW IN 
THE OPEN AIR…

TRULY, MY 
FRIEND, AND SEE 
HOW QUIET THE 
THAMES IS NOW… 
SO PEACEFUL…

I SWEAR I LOVE THE 
THAMES AS MUCH 
AS THAT VENETIAN 
CANALETTO DID.

NICE 
LIGHT…

I’LL STOP 
ROWING 
HERE…

DR. MONRO PAID 
THEM HALF A CROWN 
A DAY AND A PLATE 

OF OYSTERS…



THIS IS 
A LIKELY 
SPOT.

WHAT ARE 
YOU LOOKING 

AT?

JUST THE 
REFLECTIONS 
OF LIGHT ON 
THE WATER.

THE CLOUDS 
ABOVE US ARE 

SHAPING THE LIGHT 
AND SHADE OF OUR 

LANDSCAPE.

THOMAS GIRTIN 
HAD A WAY OF 

DRAWING THAT WAS 
FAR IN ADVANCE 

OF HIS TIME.

IT’S 4:15 P.M. THE 
SUN IS MOVING 

TOWARDS THE EAST. 
THE SHADOWS ARE 
LONGER BUT THE 

COLOUR AND TEXTURE 
OF THE CLOUDS ARE 

SOFTENING THE 
DARKNESS.

NOW DOWN 
TO A SPOT OF 
SKETCHING…



WILL, DEAR 
FELLOW, KEEP STILL! 

YOU’RE ROCKING 
THE BOAT.

I’M NOT 
ROCKING THE 

DAMNED BOAT!

YOU 
ARE.

HELL,  
IF…

WHAT…?

… IS HAPPENING?!

MY 
SKETCHBOOK!



AN 
EARTHQUAKE! THE THAMES 

DOES MOVE…

HEAVENS! I’M 
GOING TO GET 
BLOODY SICK…

BUT THE 
WAVES… WHY 
SO SUDDEN, 
SO HUGE?...

SO AM I… 
HOLD ON TO 
THE BOAT…

OHH… I 
FEEL REALLY 
TERRIBLE…

TOM… I’M 
SCARED.

I DON’T LIKE 
IT, TOM…

WHAT’S 
GOING ON?

LOOK, 
WILL! 
LOOK!!



WILL YOU LOOK 
AT THE SIZE 
OF THAT SEA 
MONSTER!...

IT’S HMS 
ADAMANT… 
50 GUNS…

A WARSHIP!



TOM… ASK 
THEM WHERE 

THEY ARE 
GOING.

AHOY, YOU 
THERE!

BLIMEY, I’M 
STILL FEELING 
AWFULLY SICK…
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WHERE 
DO YOU 

HEAD, SIR?

TO SOUTHAMPTON 
FIRST. THEN… WE 
DON’T YET KNOW…

EITHER TO 
MEET NAPOLEON 

AT SEA…

OR TO SOME 
GOD‑FORSAKEN 
PLACE THEY CALL 
THE RIVER PLATE.
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BY JOVE, 
LOOK AT IT FROM 

BEHIND!… IT’S 
BEAUTIFUL.

SHIPS ARE MY 
PASSION, TOM. DID 

YOU KNOW?
I DID 

KNOW, 
WILL.
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THE RIVER’S 
CALM AGAIN ‑ THE 
REFLECTIONS ARE 

COMING BACK…

AND WE’VE LOST 
OUR BLINKIN’ 

SKETCHBOOKS!

MIGHT AS WELL 
MAKE OUR WAY BACK 
‑ NOTHING MORE TO 

BE DONE HERE.

YOU’RE VERY 
QUIET, TOM…

WHAT ARE 
YOU THINKING 

ABOUT?

WHERE’S 
THE RIVER 

PLATE?

WHAT KIND OF 
QUESTION IS THAT?

SO WAS I…

HOW’S THAT 
SOUND?

I’LL STAND YOU 
A PINT OF ALE ‑

GIRTIN ENJOYED 
SOCIALIZING… HE WAS 

VERY GOOD WITH 
PEOPLE…

ENJOYED 
HIS DRINK, I 

THINK… VERY MUCH 
THE ROMANTIC 
CHARACTER.

WHEN I LOST MY 
SKETCHBOOK…

I WAS TRULY 
ENGAGED IN MY 

DRAWING.
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THIS IS THE 
VERY MIRACLE 
OF CREATION...

OH YES? 
WHO WAS 

HE?

THE SKY… 
THE CLOUDS…

A PATRON OF 
AVANT‑GARDE 

ARTISTS, ESPECIALLY 
THOMAS GIRTIN, 
HIS FAVOURITE.

EDWARD LASCELLES, 
AN INTERESTING MAN IN 

HIS OWN RIGHT, IMMENSELY 
WEALTHY, ONE OF THE 

RICHEST MEN IN ENGLAND 
AT THAT TIME…

IT SEEMS THAT HE 
HAD A BETTER IDEA 
OF WHAT GIRTIN WAS 

ABOUT THAN THE AVERAGE 
CONNOISSEUR. I’LL TELL 
YOU ABOUT HIM LATER.

HE WAS GRADUALLY 
BECOMING MORE 

INTERESTED IN PRISTINE 
NATURE THAN THE 

CLICHÉD OLD BUILDINGS 
AND OLD RUINS THAT 

HE HAD COPIED…

THERE WAS ONE 
IN PARTICULAR…

IN 1798, LASCELLES 
COMMISSIONED 

GIRTIN TO DO A SET 
OF DRAWINGS IN 

WALES…

GIRTIN CLIMBED 
THE MOUNTAINS 

NEAR BEDDGELERT, 
A VILLAGE IN NORTH 
WALES, TRYING TO 
AVOID THE OBVIOUS 

PICTURESQUE 
TOURIST VIEW.
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ATTRACTED 
TO THE SUBLIME 
MONUMENTAL 

FORMS OF 
NATURE…

INTRIGUED BY 
THE MOVEMENT 
OF THE CLOUDS…

THE PASSING 
OF TIME…

HE WAS 
THE FIRST TO 
CAPTURE THE 
MOMENTARY 
EFFECTS OF 

LIGHT…

IN THOSE DAYS 
HARDLY ANY OTHER 
ARTIST ‑ APART 

FROM WORDSWORTH 
IN HIS POETRY ‑ WAS 
THINKING LIKE THIS…

… IN DIRECT, 
PROFOUND 
RESPONSE 
TO NATURE.

HE OPENED THE 
WAY FOR ARTISTS 

TO INTERPRET THEIR 
OWN SENSATIONS.

THE 
CLOUDS…

SPACE.
HE WAS A 

REVOLUTIONARY.

HE LOVED 
NATURE SO 

PASSIONATELY THAT 
HE WANTED TO PAINT 
IT WITH THE INSIGHT 
OF POETIC VISION.
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HE DISSOLVES 
INTO WHAT HE 
WAS PAINTING…

… INTO 
NATURE.

AIR.

LIGHT… 
TIME…
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SHE’S HIS NEW 
YOUNG LOVER, 22 

YEARS OLD. PICASSO 
IS 50 AND OBVIOUSLY 

IN HEAT.

HER HEAD 
SHAPED LIKE A 

HEART… OH, THAT’S 
A COCK AS WELL 
AS HER FACE.
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BUT… TO 
GO BACK TO 

BUENOS AIRES?

OH SHIT! I 
LEFT MY COAT 
ON THE BENCH.

NO.

SHE’S A GOOD 
LISTENER, AND AT 

LEAST SHE DOESN’T 
JUDGE ME.

I DIDN’T WANT 
TO HEAR WHAT SHE 
SAID… BUT MAYBE 

SHE’S RIGHT… 
MAYBE.

YOU’RE 
VERY, VERY 
STUBBORN.

SARAH, I’VE 
DISCOVERED 

SOMETHING ABOUT 
YOU, TOO…
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“VIEW NEAR 
BEDDGELERT, 
NORTH WALES”, 

1799.

COMMISSIONED 
BY EDWARD 
LASCELLES.

LET’S HAVE 
A LOOK AT THE 

PAINTING EVERYBODY 
WAS TALKING ABOUT 

AT THE ROYAL 
ACADEMY IN 1799… 

YES, I CAN SEE 
WHY EVERYBODY 

WAS TALKING 
ABOUT IT…

… AND WHICH 
FIRST PUT GIRTIN 

ON THE MAP.

OH, THIS IS 
INTERESTING -

SO MANY GOOD 
REVIEWS…

AN ARTICLE FROM 
THE “TRUE BRITON” 
NEWSPAPER IN 1799…

“WE DO NOT 
REMEMBER TO HAVE 

SEEN THE NAME OF THE 
ARTIST BEFORE THE 
PRESENT YEAR…”

“HE IS HOWEVER ONE 
WITH WHOSE WORKS 

WE HOPE TO BE BETTER 
ACQUAINTED…”

“IT EXHIBITS ALL THE 
BOLD FEATURES OF 

GENIUS. MR. GIRTIN, WE 
PREDICT, WILL STAND VERY 

HIGH IN PROFESSIONAL 
REPUTATION…”

JUST 
INCREDIBLY 
BEAUTIFUL…
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IF I FEEL LIKE THIS 
TODAY, JUST LOOKING AT 
THIS PAINTING IN A BOOK, 
IMAGINE WHAT IT MUST 

HAVE BEEN LIKE TO STAND 
IN FRONT OF IT AT THE 

ROYAL ACADEMY!

IS IT AN OIL 
PAINTING?

NO, IT’S A 
WATERCOLOUR.

WHO’S THE 
ARTIST?

SOMEONE 
CALLED GIRTIN… 
THOMAS GIRTIN.

AH!... 
SOMEONE 
TO KEEP 
IN MIND!

A SIMPLICITY 
SO SUBLIME, SO 

PROFOUND…

NATURE IN 
THE NUDE…

SUCH A SINCERE 
WAY TO LOOK 
AT NATURE -

NO SENTIMENTALITY, 
NO PRETENDING, NO 
COSMETIC DETAIL.

NATURE AS IT IS, 
NOT AS WE WOULD 

LIKE IT TO BE.

SUBLIME… 
FRIGHTENING…
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A PRODIGY OF THE 
WATERCOLOURIST’S 

ART, WITHOUT 
A DOUBT…

“BEDDGELERT… 
NORTH WALES”.

THE WORK 
IS CALLED…?

OH! I DON’T 
KNOW. MY 

MONEY’S ON 
TURNER.

IS THIS THE 
NEW ART?

THOMAS 
GIRTIN YOU 
SAY? NEVER 

HEARD OF HIM.

BY JOVE, HE’S 
CERTAINLY 
INNOVATIVE!

HE’LL GO 
FAR…

HE’S A 
FRIEND OF J.M.W. 

TURNER, THE YOUNG 
ASSOCIATE MEMBER 

OF THE ROYAL… 

YOU DON’T 
SAY? WELL… 

I DOUBT THEIR 
FRIENDSHIP 
WILL LAST…

GIRTIN WILL 
OVERSHADOW 

HIM…



I DO NOT KNOW 
WHAT TO THINK 
OF THIS TURNER 

FELLOW…

I THINK HE’S 
OUTDONE GILPIN 

AND COZENS IN THIS 
ENGLISH ART OF 
WATERCOLOUR…

I’D SAY HE’S 
SURPASSED 
PAUL SANDBY 

TOO!

THE TOWN 
IS AGOG WITH 
THIS RISING 

STAR… GIRTIN 
HIS NAME…

THERE IS 
MUCH TALK OF 

GIRTIN, I GRANT YOU, 
BUT TURNER IS THE 

WATERCOLOUR 
MASTER.

AND I FORESEE 
FOR HIM A GREAT 

MASTERY OF 
OIL PAINTING!

NEVERTHELESS, 
LOOK AT THIS 
TURNER CHAP…

BY HEAVEN, SIR, 
TURNER NEVER 
DISAPPOINTS.

WHAT AN 
OUTSTANDING 

WATERCOLOUR - 
“CAERNARVON 

CASTLE”.
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A PLACE WHERE 
THEY EVEN CALLED 

EACH OTHER BY THEIR 
CHRISTIAN NAMES…

… AND EVERYONE 
LAUGHED OUT LOUD AT 
A TIME WHEN TO DO SO 
JUST WASN’T DONE IN 

POLITE SOCIETY.



COVENT GARDEN... 
A QUARTER OF 
A MILE AROUND 

THE PIAZZA.

A UNIQUE 
NEIGHBOURHOOD 

WHERE EVERYTHING 
WAS SAID AND DONE 
DIFFERENTLY FROM 
THE REST OF THE 

COUNTRY.

BOHEMIA…



I CAN SEE 
HIM NOW…

OHH!!

LIGHTS 
FOR THE CATS! 
LIVER FOR THE 

DOGS!

AHH… 
GOD!

WHAT D’YOU 
LACK?

PRAY, PRAY 
REMEMBER 
THE BLIND…

SINNERS! 
SINNERS!

BUY 
MY GREEN 

CUCUMBERS!

ASPARAGUS!!

BUY 
MY FAT 

CHICKENS!

BAKED 
POTATOES!

BAKED 
POTATOES!

HERE’S YOUR 
POTATOES, FOUR 
FULL POUNDS FOR 

TUPPENCE!

… STEPPING OUT 
OF HIS STUDIO 

AND SEEING WHAT 
HE SAW…

THE PEOPLE 
WHO LIVED 
THERE… HIS 

NEIGHBOURS.




