m(@b

THE WIND DOESN'T
PAY ATTENTION TO MIDGETS

BY MATTHEW BLACKETT

moattbco micicem




mattbcomic.com

mattb@mattbcomic.com

m@b - December 1998
I've got too many numbers to remember - January 1999
Did you see my potato? - March 1999
Praise the Lord and pass the ammunition - May 1999
I'm looking for Joe Lasagna - July 1999
I think I need to take some pills - November 1999
The end of the world has passed - March 2000
I hardly wear underwear anymore - July 2000
Truth is the first casualty of war - October 2000
My head’s floating away from my body - February 2001

The wind doesn’t pay attention to midgets - June 2001

© 2001 Matthew Blackett



The wind doesn’!pgyattention to midgets

the eleventh collection of m@b comic strips




I HAD TO GET A NEW
JAKET Tobay To
REALACE THE ONE THAT
CAVGHT o FIRE.

WHEN I fOUND ONE
1 LIKED, THE PRICE
WAS MISSING .

7T GUESS ITS FREE,“
THE CASHIER SAaD,

1 ¥eELL ASLEEP ON
MYy COLCH THS
AFTERNOON.,

I DREAMT ABOUT
A SMALL MAN WHO

COULDN'T fLY A KITE,

“THE WIND DOESN'T
fAY ATTENTION To
MIDGETS " HE SAID,

T Can'T BELIBNE

How MJUCH THINKING
I GET IONE IN THE
SHOWER .




MY FRIEND LEANNE
JUST MOVED oJT TO
THE EAST CoAST.

SHE SAID, 7 THIS
TONN SNEUS LIKE

BIRD PacH, cow) FooH.. |

“AND A UTTLEBIT
LIKE HUMAN PaoH

*HAVE YOU EVER ASKeD

YOURSELF THE 'BIG

PUESTION7Z"™ Nick
ASKED g TODAY.

“I'M 27 AND I'VE
AUT VERY UTTLE
THOUGHT INTO IT."
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“IT'S EMBARRASSING,
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LAST NIGHT 1 WATCHED)
A PITTSBURGH Hockey
GAME,

THE CAMERAS 1EPT
PANNIN G To THE
CROWD,

THAT CITY HAS GoT
SOME REALLY uGLY
PEOPLE .




ToDAY 1 WALKED
OVER To THE
PHARMACY.

Two GUYS CAME ouT
AS 1 WAS ENTERING,

“THAT WAS THE
PERFECT CRIME [*
ONE GUY SAIp,

WHILB TREVOR WAS
OVER LAST NIGHT, WE
HEARD THE COURVE
UPSTAIRS SCREWING.
| twory! !
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“THAT'S ONE HEW OF
A RACKET," TrRev

7 HANE You EVER THOuHT
OF BLACKMAIUNG THE
PUGGERS 7™

~thunep!
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I GoT HOME AT So.m.
THIS MORNING.
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MABL WAS TAKING
OuT THE GARBAGE |N
HS BATHROBE .




IN TWO WEEK S, WE
MONE TO OUR NewW
OFFICE 1N THE "BURES.

I'V6 BEEN TALKING
ABOUT GETTING
ANDTHER JOB TO
AVOID THE COMMUTE

Y
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BT I'M STIL L HERE ,

Toory, 1 STOPPED AND
LOOKED \N A RECORD
BN OUTSIDE OF A STORE .

A Mol CAME. VP AND
SAID," I'\L TAKE $200
FR THIS CoMPuTER .

"How ‘BT $5071?
I JUST NEED The
MoNEY SO BAD|"

uﬂv R 0OSeY

NICK WENT To UNIVEQSITY
IN A SMAU TOoWN.

“IT WO THIS INFAMOUS
Z00" HE SAID,

"You Conp Feep THE
ELEVHANT GRAPE SODA




MY FRIEND SARAH IS
MOVING O BAY CITY,
MICRIGAN T LIVE
WITH HER FIANCEE.

”I DON'T KNOW IF
I'M GoING TO UKE IT
THERE VERY Much"
SHE SAD,

*THERE'S A LOT OF
HAIRSPRAY IN THAT
TOWN "

I WAS AT AN OUTDOOR
CONCERT wiTH TREVOR
LAST NIGHT.

/

WHEN IT WAS OVER

EVERYONE SHUFFLED
ToTHE EXIT.

L

”I'M GOING HomMe To
SMokE DRUGS " ONE
GUY YEWLED.

I PICKED UP A GARBAGE
CAN WHILE T WAS ouT

WITH JEN LAST WEEK.

SHE BROUGHT ME
GARBAGE BAGS WHEN
SHE CAME To VISIT
TODAY.

?I KNBW YoU WOWLDN"
HAVE BOUGHT ANY YET, *
SHE SAalp,




[ OVERHEARD TWO
GUYS TALKING TODAY.
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ONE OF THEM SA‘D;
I WAS MESSING
ARounND W”“ KBH’\/
LAST NIGHT, . ‘“
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*BEFORE 1 KNEWIT,
SHE WAS WEARING A
STRAP-ON BANANA ("

STEFF GOT WHIPLASH
IN A FENDER-BENDER
A FEW DAYS ACoO.

LUCKILY, SHE I -
HAYE TO WEAR A

NECK @RACE .

‘GUY 1'M STiLL WALKING
AROURND LIKE FRANKEN -
STIEN," SHE SAIp,

L SAW TWO CoPs ON

AND LooKED AT A
NEWSPAPER BOX.

?THAT MARILIN MANSoN
IS ONE WEIRD-LOOKING
FELLA," HE SAID.




I BAD DINNER AT
MY Mom'S LAST NIGHT.

I CouLbn'T BELENVE
SHE WAS WEARING
LEATRER PANTS.

ONTHE BUS LAST NIGHT
TWO MEN WERE BOoASTING
ABOLT THEIR DRINKING

SKILLS.

"o1 YEAHT" ONE GUY
SLURRED, ” T SWEAT
PURE ALCoyoL AT

WORK. ON MONDRYS *

h 1) }/////;D_.”/)”}///'///

"YOU MUST STk,
THE OTHER GQUY SAID.
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NICK CNAED ME TODAY.

Yol WON'T BEUIBVE
WHAT ['v& BEEN DOING
FOR THE LAST TUREE
DAYS "HE SAID.
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?SUPPLY - TEACHING A
KINDERGARTEN CLASS["




T SAawW THE GUY FRom
THE COUPLE UPSTAIRS
WALK OUT OF A GROCERY
STORE TODAY

THEN HE STARTED TO
RUN.
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OI HAVYE b PEE,“

TWO STREET KIDS
WALKED BY ME LAST
NIGHT,

AND STARED AT ME
ONLY INCHES AwAY

SHE SAID,

MEZ HAS BEEN ASKING
NE A LOT of MUESTIONS
ABOUT WHicH COMPUTER
HE SHOULD BWY.

ToDAY HE FINALLY
BouGHT onE.
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AND WENT AGAINST
ALL Yy ADNICE.




MARION AND T WENT
FOR A STRoLL TODAY.

WB ENDED UP TALKING
ABOUT HER GRANDAD.

?HE CouLp SgE INTo
THE FUTURE * SHE SAIp,

MY LANDLORD TOLD ME
HE WAS FIXING UP THE
BACKYARD THIS WEEKEND.

1 ASSUMED HE wAS
GoinG To PUT DownN
SOME NEW GRASS.

NOT COvVeER EVERY
SOUARE INCM OF 1T
IN CEMENT.- ’
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I WAS "FLYING Low’FOR
MY ENTIRE STREETCAR
RIDE TODAY.




1 WAS STANDING IN
A PHONEBOOTH WHeN
A MAN ASKED ME FOR
SPARE CHANGE |

“I'M SORRY IT's

OnNLY FIPTY CENTS *

I SAI0,

"DON'T WORRY, " HE
SAID. “ GOD wiLL
SME Y. ©
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[vick's suppLy-Teacming "BUT SOME OF THE “WHEN 1 was s1%, L
JOB HAS BEEN GoING KiDs ARE ReALLY KNEW THE DIFFERENCE
WELL. DUME," HE SAID, BETWEEN RED AND

o Bve"
v ;/' n ;./
= a
LAST NIGHT, TREVOR. SVUDDEALY, THE GuY
AND I WALKED BY A PUSHED THE GIRL Ay .
COUPLE KISSING-




A MAN YEWLING OUTE
LovD WALKED gy ME
LAST NlGHT.

“1 WOULDN'T DO \T
foR 20 TRitLionN
DOLLARS ("

7WELL... MAYBE FOR
20 TRiLLoN,.."

I WENTFOoR A waLK
IN KENSINGTON MoRyeT]
ToDAY,

1 SAW A SigN
POSTED ON A
BALCONY.

CoMIN G 0VT OF THE
MNIES LAST NIGHT,
JEN AND I OVERHEARD
TWO GIRLS GABBING .
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SNAP MY FINGERS, "
ONE GIRL SAID.
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‘ALL T HAD To DO WAS

“AND His PANTS CAME
RIGHT OFF[“
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STBFF AND T MET VP
FOR COFFEE VAST
NIGHT.

“1 WANT You To
KNOw... L GoT
ENGAGED (AST WEEK
SHE SAID.

AFTER A LONG PRUSE
ALL I COMD SAY WAS,
“1SEE..”

I'VE FOURD MY ZIPPER
DOWN A NUMBER OF
TIMES 1N THE LAST WEBEK .

THE PeCPLE IN MY

NEIGHBORHOOD ARE
GOING TO THINK T'M
A PERNERT.

*IF I'M STILL. IN THIS
CITY COME AUTUMN,"
NICK SAID ToDAY, “ T
WANT YOV TO KiLL ME?




A MAN SITTING oN A
CRATE STARTED
TALKING To ME LAST

NIGHT.

7JUST BECAKE I'M
SITTING DOWN ERE
HE sAID.
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7 DOESN'T MEAN T
DON'T KNOW) WHAT'S
GUING O\ W HERE Y

i

T FOUND OUT MY FRIEND
SAM AT WORK HAS A

MA JOR \N BiDLOGY.

71 KNOW EVERYTWING
THAT'S GOING DN
INSIDE OF You," vE
SAID.

“WELL...IF YOU WERE A
FISH."

1 STooD Besive TWo
MEN AT A STOPLIGHT

“1 WAS SURPRISED
SHETOLD VS SHE
WS GAY,Y ONE GuY

?BUT 1T MAKES GooD
BUSINESS SENSE."




I THINK my
TIME IS WEW SPENT.

TwWO YouNG GIRLS 1N
A CAR YEWED ouT AT
NE TODRY.

"HEY MISTER | Cany
YoU WAVE AT us ?'\

APTER T WAVED ONE
OF THEM STARTED
To cRY.

MY WORK MONED INTO
THE NEW OFFICE THIS
WEEK.

lﬂOOOOoOOOoUﬂODDDOO I
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I FORGOT ABOUT
THAT TS MORNING.
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MANUEL STOPPED
WATERING: THE FRONT
LAWN AND APPROACHED
ME TODAY.

HE GIGGLED AND
POINTED AT THE
COUPLE'S APARTMENT
ABOVE ME.
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AND STARTED MAKING
THE HUMPING MOT(onl .

ity

1 WALKED BY A MAN
HOLDING HIS HAND
INFAONT OF ®IS FCE ,

“I SAW YoU,” HE SAID,

NICK STOPpPeD TO USE A
PAYPHONE LAST NIGHT.

“WHAT THe..2117"
HE YELLED. ¥ THERE'S
KETCHUP ON TWIS PHONE/

20

"FUCKIN’ TEENAGERS)"
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IT WAS AMAZINGLY
BEAVTIFUL TS
WEEKEND,

1T PELT LIKE THE
GOOD WEATHER WAS
FINALLY HERE To

FTAY.

EVERYONE HAD A
SPECIAL GLow) ABOLUT
THEM.

ON MONDAY MORNING

I 2aN INTO JEN ON
MY WAY To WOoRK. .

THEN AGAIN onN
WEDNESDAY AND

THURSDRY MORNINGS .

AND FRIDAY NIGHT oN
MY WAY HOME .

HAD AN ARGUEMENT
IN THEIR WASHROOM
TopAY.

THE COURLE UPSTAIRS,

A Y
Bunt
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IT WAS THE MOST
BANAL FIGHT I'p EVER
HEARD.
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SINCE STEFF ToLD ME
SHE GOT ENGAGED, T'VE
HOD NOTRING TO SAY
To HER.
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I JUST SEEM To
DRAW A BLANK

ToDAY I BUMPED INTo
MONICRA, THIS GIRL I
KNOW THROUGH MARION.

WE WALKED BY A CaR
WITH A BARKING DOG
INSIDE OF 1T,

SHE STARTED @aRKING
BACK AT I1T.

AN ELDERLY MAn
STOOD BESIPE ME Onl
THE SUBWAY ToDay.

HIS NOSE WAS
ORIPPING LikE A
FAUCET.

AND ON To MY SHOES .




SOME GuYs Don'T
UKe To FLusH THE
URINALS AT THE NEW)

FLUSHING IS NOT
TO0 mucHt To ASK,
1S1T7

OFFICE
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A ROOMMATE OF
MEZ'S ANSWERED
THEIR DOOR ToDay,

“You'RE NOT THE
PLUMBER," SHE SAID.
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F‘TE"“‘ AND I GOT TALKING ABOUT THE COMPLEXITIES OF UFE WHILE WALKING IN
A RAYINE NEAR HIS PLACE."T FEEL LIKE T'M IN A CALVIN BND HOBEES COMIC," T SAID,
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THERE WAS A LETTER N
TAPED To MY RONT - o 1
DOOR THIS MORNING. AERINEA T

IT WAS A NoiSE
COMPLAINT FROM THE
COURALE YPSTAIRS

P g4
JJ
“KIDS JUMP ON ME A #NOU SHOLLD WATCH 7CAN RINGWORM BE
LOT AT S<HooL," NICK IT," I SAID. "YOoUNG PASSED ON 7™ HE ASkeD.
SAID TopDAY. KipS ARE FILTHY.®

I WENT T© SEE A BOND R b
L NIGHT. JGNDOLLED WAS
‘ PLAN LAST JUMPING INTO AN CFEN

SPACE BESIDE ME,




LAST NIGHT I WeNT
ON A UATE WITH A
GIRL 1 RECENTLY MET.

IT LASTED A woT
LONGER THAN I Hap
PLANNED.

YESTERUAY, A MAN
WAL KING BY ME SIAWVED
His FOREREAD.

“WHY, of course|"
HE SAID.

“IT'S A FULL MoON...*

I MiSSED TWE LAST
FEW DAYS OF WORK CUZ
I FELL DOWN my STAIRS.




February, while staring out the window at the different shades
of brown in the deserts of New Mexico, I asked myself why I
continue to put out this comic.

Every few months I crank out a m@b issue. Sometime in

I do it to create something visual, because I usually have a hard time
communicating my ideas verbally in a concise manner. Pictures, or
comics in my case, have a way of saying something that I don’t have
the vocabulary to describe.

Also, if 1 did the math, I'm sure I'd discover I've spent years sitting
in front of my drawing table. Years!!! But it has definitely been the
best therapy I've never paid for. I've figured out all the world’s prob-
lems, not to mention a few of my own, staring at a blank piece of
paper with an H pencil in hand.

Lastly, I continue to do m@b for anyone who picks it up. I've received
hundreds of e-mails and letters telling me that I'm on to something
good. Somehow, m@b has brought people out of depression, made
one fellow studying abroad more homesick for Canada than he had
ever felt and taught recent immigrants how to speak English.

I find it strange that I have the capacity to communicate my ideas
with thousands of people around the world on a regular basis. I
think it may even scare a few of my close friends. I try to use each
comic strip or issue to tell the world an important story — and I can’t
begin to tell you how much I appreciate it when I hear from readers
that I've succeeded in reaching into their world.

thanks
Greg and everyone at Soundscapes
Jim Munroe, Brad Smith, Sam McCaig, Zachary Houle, Miller & Mullet
Rosco, Ache, sceneandheard.ca, the Independent Weekly, Soma
Special thanks to Mare for 5,000 km of company and only one incident
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THE GARAGE SALE

Swing by mattbcomic.com
and pick up a back issue
package for only $15111

price effective until Oct. 1, 2001

WITH THE PURCHASE YOU GET:
* FREE m@b stickers
* $5 off a m@b t-shirt purchase

® A secret present that only you
and 49 other readers will have

MATTBCOMIC.COM

Get m@b news, announcements,
special offers, t-shirts and back issues

mqﬁb@maﬁbcomic.com

m@b available at:

CANADA

TORONTO: Soundscapes - 572 College St. Suspect Video - 619 Queen St. West The Begulling
601 Markham Ave. (Bloor/Bathurst) She Sald Boom - 372 College St.

VANCOUVER: Black Sheep Books Inc. - West 4th Avenue/MacDonald The Comic Shop + West
4th Avenue Virgin Megastore  Robson/West Georgia Zulu Records - West 4th Avenue

Other Canadian cities where m@b is available: BC: Victoria » Alberta: Calgary - Ontario: Guelph,
Kingston, London, Ottawa, Peterbourgh - Quebec: Montreal

INTERNATIONAL

NEW YORK: Blecker Bob’s - 118 West 3rd St., Greenwich Village Etherea ¢ 66 Ave A, East
Village Footlight Records - 113 East 12th, East Village Gimme Gimme - 325 East 5th St., East
Village Other Music - 441 East 9th St., East Village Shrine - 441 East 9th St., East Village
International cities where m@b is available: San Francisco, California » Palo Alto, California <
London, England (in Camden) - Lincolnshire, England - Aukland, New Zealand



June 2001
ISSUE 11

“A fount of urban wit.”
— The Independent Weekly

“Impossibly, this baby
keeps getting funnier.”
— Broken Pencil
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