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GOOD GRIEF!

LATE LATE LATE!
YOU ARE
ALWAYS
LATE FOR
WORK!
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WOULD YOU
LIKE A BITE?

Sl | Y'KNOW

GRIEF!

I HAVEN'T
HAD MY
BREAKFAST
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EH! k‘\)(\ GORO-CHAN

I'VE GOT AT THE DAIRY
JUST TOLD ME

A WARSHIP
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\! OKAY,
+q I'll BE BACK
ABOUT THE TIME

YOUR WORK
IS DONE!

LET'S 6O
TAKE A LOOK!
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TAICHI!
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THIS IS
|GONNA BE MY
FIRST TIME
TO SEE A
WARSHIP!
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WHICH WAY
IS
THAT WAY!

LIKE [
SAAAAID,

600D NIGHT, \ THAT WAY




DOH B
NEVER MIND!
SORRY!
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N No ...

I HAD

THAT YOU
WERE LIVING
IN THIS
SHANTY...

THIS IS
YOUR ROOM
FROM NOW ON.
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EVERYTHING
IS ALL SET,
LET'S HIT THE
BATHHOUSE!
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YOU'VE
BEEN TOLD

17[) NO RUNNING
IN HERE!




I CANT QUITE
REMEMBER THINGS
IN THE PAST.

BOY,
THAT BATH |
WAS QUITE
REFRESHING.
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CUZ I HAVE
NEVER SLEPT
IN SUCH A
COMFY FUTON.

EH?
WHAT DID YA

EVER SLEPT
IN A FUTON?










— Ny
CL/N

-

— L

e NN
&Nk )‘Iﬂ L

—

JUST STANDING
LIKE THAT?

THANK BUHN
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I ih'q | AREN'T USING gt [T WITHOUT
1 PER  THAT STUFF. .| TRAINING WHEELS?
S| HOLD THE
| BAWK OF
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GUH-
HAHAHA!

DID YOU HAVE
A BAD DREAM
OR SOMETHING?
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DO YOU FEEL 1S
GOOD ABOUT
COMING OVER
T0 THIS PLACE?

ARE YOU
HAPPY HERE?

BUT
THE WORK
IS FUN.
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WELL, LET ME
THIM“.
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SOMEONE!

PLEASE
SOMEONE

A HIGHER
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WHATCHA
DOING
UP THERE?

TAICHI!
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ALWAY'S LOOKING
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AT SOME SHIP.
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YES,
YOU ARE.

IT'S JUST THAT....

WHEN I LOOK AT SHIPS,
I FEEL AS IF
I CAN REMEMBER
SOMETHING
IMPORTANT...
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FAR AWAY...
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WHAT'S THE
POINT OF
GOING THERE
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DO WE GOROHTA AND \

MICCHAN ARE
SWIM?
ASKING US TO

I GOT THE
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LOOK LIKE
FATHER AND
SON TO ME.
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HMM?
WHERE'S
TAICHI?

HE WAS AROUND
HERE JUST NOW...
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WHERE
ON EARTH
DID THEY 60? =

AGREED...

I WONDER
IF SOMETHING
HAS HAPPENED.
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EXCUSE ME!
_1 PLEASE
T\ EXCUSE Me!
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THE SUBJECT
WAS CONFIRMED
DEAD
AT 4:32 PM.
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HOW DARE

YOU ALWAYS
ACT LIKE...
i .
Ty A
[ UST OPEN
BUHN!
WAKE UP
NOW!
5 -~ BUHN!

BUHN!
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PLEASE [
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HELP!

A HIGHER



SHIP IS
W DOOMED!

NO MATTER
WHAT
HAPPENS. ..
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I HEARD THAT

IT'S THE EVACUATION
SHIP OF SA-KOKU,
WHICH WAS SUNK

YOU WERE
ABOARD
THAT SHIP!

I USED TO BE...
AS THE FLAMES

OF WAR REACHED A MECHANIC AT
THE CAPITAL... _ AN ARMY-OWNED

FACTORY ON THE
WE TRIED TO CONTINENT.
FLEE TO MA-KOKU




WITH MY SON, RYOTA,
I KEPT WALKING...
AND WALKING...

AND FINALLY
SOMEHOW MANAGED
TO GET ON
THAT SHIP...

DURING THAT
JOURNEY...

MY WIFE AND
DAUGHTER DIED
FROM COLD AND

HUNGER.

THAT FIVE YEARS
HAVE ALREADY
PASSED SINCE

THEN. ..




IF... I MEAN
IF YOU REALLY
DON'T MIND...

MR. BUHN,

WHAT ARE

YOU GOING
T0 DO
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I HOPE BUHN CAN
\ | SAFELY REUNITE

| WITH HIS MOTHER
IN HIS

HE'M/
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MY GOODNESS!
HE IS CRYING!



















Translator’s afterword

I am honored to take part in presenting the Enghsh version of this 1s comic, Buhn, Tarchi
and an October Moming (7 > &£ A&X—¢& 1 0 BDEF/Buhn to Taichi to jyugatsu no asa).
This is the fourth story of the author Pocoinu’s Animal Battlefield Comics series. The first
and third stories of this series, Jet Black Norra (X2 @ ./ Z/Shikkoku no Norra) and
Outlawder (77 77 k 00— 4 —), feature bona fide dogfights of various original warplanes.
The second story, Steel Devil (ﬂ@ﬁf}[agan& no oni) is about men who fight for their
lives on a battle worn railroad. As all of these comics focus on battles, they naturally
deserve their series title “Ammal Battlefield Comics”. Just like Buhn, Taichi and an
October Moming (*Buhn and Taichi’), the original Japanese version of these three comics
are posted on the Internet to be viewed for free, thanks to the author’s generosity.
(http://p.booklog.jp/users/pokoimnuman)

On Pocomu’s blog site, you can also find numerous illustrations created by the author.
(http://3rd.geocities. jp/inyu33333333333333333/) Fans of ‘Buhn and Taicln® are
encouraged to visit this site because it features Animal Battlefield Comics images as well

as Pocoinu’s comments and informative posts on ‘Buhn and Taichi’ itself.

The protagonists of the precedent titles of Animal Battlefield Comics were closely
involved with war all by themselves. On the other hand, the characters of "Buhn and
Taichi’, at least on the first glance, appear to be not deeply related to “battlefields”
considering the peaceful pictures of Taichi and others wlich bnighten the first title (cover)
page. The story starts as Buhn. a man of a quite huge build, heads out for work. joytully

clanging his *geta (geh-tah)’, the traditional Japanese wooden clogs.

The characters live in a somewhat old-fashioned port town which may remind the reader
of Japan in her Showa era. Buhn, the protagonist, 1s liked by varous town folks because
of his cheerful nature. The best friend of Buhn happens to be Taichi (pronounced
‘tah-ee-cli’), the grandson of Buhn’s employer. Despite the age difference, they always
look for the same “cool” stuff in life, share the same awkwardness whenever their
common ‘formidable mentor’, Mr. Toshio Aoyama (Taichi’s grandfather and Buhn’s

employer) gives some tough scolding.



Buhn tends to say something shghtly strange from time to time. Without realizing 1t hum-
self. he also stares at ships for a long time on daily basis. No one would have thought that
these “a bit peculiar” aspects of Bulin might sever the friendship between the two.
However, their happy days undergo a drastic change due to one event in the summer.

At that time, all of the shightly awkward, unnatural aspects of Buhn (something Toshio
and Taicli always knew but pretended they didn’t see) fit together, forcing the reader to

realize that this story indeed deserves the series name Animal “Battlefield” Comics.

One may find many juicy aspects of in 'Buhn and Taichi’, including (but not limited to)
the brilhant plot, the solid yet mysteriously appealing furry character design, and the
lively character movements that some of them appear even more human-lke than actual
human beings, etc, etc.

As translator of this story, I was particularly attracted by the protagomst Buhn'’s desperate

struggles to confront as well as accept his true self.

I was overwhelmed by that saddest look on Buhn's face after his awakening, and was
equally shocked to realize that Buhn on his knees looked devastatingly small despite the
true size of lus huge body.

While reading the story, and while translating 1t after re-reading hke ten times or more, I

just couldn’t hold back my tears at that scene.

If I could be of any help to readers outside Japan in discerning that powerful something
deeply woven mto this story, I would be truly honored as not just the translator of *‘Buhn
and Taichi” but also as a fellow reader of this remarkable work.

Also, I am solely responsible for any grammatically or phonetically unnatural English
expressions that may be found in the Enghsh translation. It all has to do with my poor
English proficiency.

On the other hand. the onginal Japanese work 1s entirely wntten m natural (as in contem-
porary, colloqual) Japanese. To our readers from English-speaking regions. [ would
strongly suggest reading the original work, even just the sections written in fairly easy-to-
read “Katakana” or “Hiragana” words. That way, you can further immerse yourself in the
work to understand the characters’ thoughts at a deeper level.



I started translating this story with full confidence that it would be done in a matter of a
week or so. Boy, was | wrong. Translating manga 1sn’t really like translating
technical/business related documents (that [ have been doing for most of my life).

I cannot thank the author, Pocoinu, enough for all his help and advice he offered in the
translation as well as reinforcing my understanding of the plot. Pocoinu, I am truly grate-
ful to you for not just allowing me to translating the story in English but also for your

words of encouragement.

Hoping that someday [ can meet Buhn again,
Nada
November 2014

(One of rough sketches of Buhn, courtesy of Pocomu )



Author’s afterword

Back in my childhood, I used to play with a middle-aged man
(an “oldbuddy™ of some sort).

I can’t quite remember how we befriended each other.

But I do remember playing baseball with that old buddy in the company
of my elementary school pals.

One day, my three pals, I and the old buddy took an excursion to a

forest a bit far from our neighborhood to collect insects.

At that time, one of my pals (or it may have been myself) said something
trivial. That seemingly harmless words somehow incurred the old
buddy’s wrath. The ever-cheerful, friendly old buddy I had known was
no more. He started to swear at us with so much vehemence and

horrible look on his face that we had never seen.

I was deeply astonished, but at the same time vaguely sensed the
strange, desolate feeling that my ordinary everyday life had somehow
suddenly turned mto one with an alien atmosphere which belonged to a

totally unfamiliar world.

I can’t remember how things turned out after that.
It was the last time I played with the old buddy.

Although I had borrowed a butterfly net from the old buddy. to this date I
have not been able to return 1t to hum.

Just an enormous amount of time has passed since then.

I don’t remember his name, either.
However, I do recall his bearded face and that clumsy-looking name of

his lover tattooed on his huge arm.



I started drawing this comie, Buhn, Taichi and an October Moming, in
the hope that I would be able to express that wistful, heartrending feeling
(which perhaps exists in everyone’s mind) that occurs when one’s
ordinary “normal™ life 1s suddenly turned mto something completely
different, owing to just one seemingly trivial event.

Thanks to Nada’s assistance, this time I was able to make the English
version of this work available.
I couldn’t be happier If this comic can give any insight to the hearts of

readers who live far away from Japan.

Thank you so much for reading all the way to the end.

Best wishes,

Pocoinu




