


Lettering & Page Lay-Out

Vanessa Nascimbene with Officine Bolzoni
With a font based on Toni Bruno’s calligraphy

Supervised by

Michele Foschini

Proofreading

Leonardo Favia 
and Francesco Savino



Ostend, Belgium, 
22nd August 1897

nansen!
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sgrunt!

nansen!
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nansen!
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Hey!
?

Damn 
animal!

Humph! !
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nansen!

Oh, 
good!

Gotcha: 
you owe 
me ten 
francs!
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Jean? 
What 

the hell 
happened?! Ouch! 

Argh!

A stranger 
just punched 

him!

W-where 
am I?

What 
are you doing, 

standing there? 
Go get some ice, 

move!
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Huh? 
Y-yes!

hm.

no.

Come on! 
I just need 
some for 
poor old 

Henri!
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I sold 
it all.

  Besides, 
who gives 

a shit about 
Henri and his 

salt fish, 
anyway?

Who 
could 

ever need 
that much 

ice?

The 
devil, 
Jean…

…Who 
else?

Hurry 
up with 

that tent or 
we'll spend 
the night 
emptying 
the hold!
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Argh!

Hurry up! 
Let's go!

?

Who gave 
you permission 

to step on land, 
sailor?

sgrunt!
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Let 
him go, Mr. 
Lecointe. 

It's my 
fault.

mh?
Many of us 

have a soft spot 
for that cat, 

you know?

I'm happy 
you allowed 

it on 
board.

Besides, 
better 

to feed a 
cat than 
a lot of 

mice.

You're…
cough!

You're 
full of initiative, 
Mr. Amundsen, I'll 

give you that.
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Still, I'd 
advise against 

pushing it 
too far…

…Or all you'll 
have done is abuse 

my patience.

Now, if you'll excuse 
me, there's a number 
of things waiting to 

         be done.
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Hey, 
easy!

Why the 
hell did 
you have 
to call 

him?

What 
do you 
mean?

Marcel 
had no ice 

left.

This 
is down 
to the 
Mogwai! You're 

not going 
to rub this 
all over my 

face, are 
you?!

That 
devil needs it 
to sail across 

the ocean!

ouch! 
argh!

Ah! Not 
again!

You're 
the second 
person to 

talk about the 
devil and I've 
not even had 

breakfast 
yet.
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Hey, 
that's 

enough! That ship is 
cursed!

What's he 
talking 
about? What do 

you think, 
eh?

It's 
Feng!

To him 
everything's 

cursed!

As is her 
captain! The 

Mogwai!

  He's talking 
 about the 
 Patria, the 

    old whaler 
           moored 

            down the 
             docks…

Is that 
tub still 

floating?!

Then Feng's 
right! Only an old 

  devil like Pedersen 
           could have got 
            certification 

                from Bureau 
                   Veritas to 
                    re-instate 
                   that ship 

                   again.

The 
entire 
crew's 
cursed!
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That's 
enough, 

Feng! We 
get it!

Mh?

It's 
the 

Royal 
Yacht!

Shut it, 
Feng.

The 
cat?!

And the 
cat's cur-

sed-
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Hey, you 
tight-fisted 

arsehole! 

As God is 
my witness, 
you'd better 

listen and 
listen 
good…

W-where's 
the ice?

I sold it! 
Damn it!
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Yeah, yeah…
we know. 
Have they 
already 

taken it?

None 
of your 
business, 

kid.

Come on, Mar-
cel. Just tell 
us where 
we can 
find Pe-
dersen and 
we will be 
off.

That son 
of a bitch's 
in town?! Pretending 

we don't 
know, are 

we?! ...

Word down the mar-
ket is that he'll 
set sail tomor-
row morning, 
official cere-
     mony and all!

We saw 
the Royal 

Yacht moored 
right next 
to his ship 

     with our 
         own 

           eyes.

hmm. 
Snif.
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One 
of his men 

owes me ten 
francs.

Was it one 
of the crew 
that did this 

to you?

Yep. 
Well…he 

took me by 
surprise.

hm. Listen…go 
home and 
forget 

about all 
this…

It's 
better 

all 
around.

Not 
generous 
with his 
words, 

either…

We're 
wasting 

our 
time. 

How 
about 

we 
leave?
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Not before 
we find out 
where that 

coward 
is!

Now 
listen! 
Since 

you're 
that 

stupid, 
go down 
the docks 

and ask 
for De 
Gerla-

che!

Go.

What's De 
Gerlache got 

to do with 
this?!

It's 
his 
ship 

now.

Did none of 
you fools 

ever suspect 
that such 
a massive 

ceremony 
might have 
been a tad 
much for 
folks like 
Pedersen 

and his 
crew?

How 
on earth did 

this De Gerlache 
manage to get 

Pedersen to 
sell him the 

Patria?

It's 
Belgica. That's 

what 
she's 

called 
now.

The 
poor 

beggar's 
in ruins 

these days, 
so he had 
to sell 

her.
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Not bad 
a windfall 
for you, 

eh?

We shall 
see. 

They 
promised 

to settle 
tonight.

Down 
the 

dock?

None 
of your 
business.

If it's 
not down 
the dock, 
it'll be at 

the inn.

jean?!

hm?

See if 
you can 

get that 
idiot to 

see sense, 
eh?
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