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To Marcel Marceau, whose love for the art of mime 

inspired this story, and who was aware of our project 

and looked forward to seeing himself represented 

in a graphic novel. Alas, he left us too soon.

MARCEL MARCEAU

March 22, 1923 – September 22, 2007

Jodorowsky & Boiscommun
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During these 
dark times...

…it was not uncommon for machine gun fire 
to beat out the rhythm of our days.

The evil that haunted us then…
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Keep 
moving!!

…brought to each a share of
sadness, terror and hopelessness.

so, in our own way, we 
tried to cheer the bruised

souls of others.

One man especially…

…a man about whom I am going 
to tell this story…

…he was called
Pietrolino.

no! There, that’s me,
Simio, his partner and

fellow traveler.

But just a bit higher...

Yes, there he is!
His arm raised as it so 

often was against injustice
and tyranny.

But that morning,
everything was about
to change for him...
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Pantalone’s place! seems perfect.
What do you think?

Sure!… if you’re stuck in the middle of a desert!

Why not!
After all, what
other choice
do we have?

Oh, well! it’ll 
do, I guess.

Ooohhh 
I’m not the 
least bit 
worried…

…Thanks to all your many talents, I’m 
sure that you’ll manage to work something 

to your advantage, as usual…

Would the two of
 you stop bickering 

already?

Our public
awaits us.
Let’s go!

Leave
now!
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I don’t allow beggars 
in my establishment…

Out
you go!

We are not beggars, but 
traveling entertainers!

What my friend
wishes to say is
that we have a

magnificent show
to offer you.

My bar is
not a theater,

so scram! 
Hum… hum…

!?

Perhaps you might be
persuaded to allow just one 

small performance…

…one very,
very small

show.

Well…
OK… …since

you’re asking
so nicely.

9


