


CURUPIRA!

hello, 
sonny!

SOMEWHERE IN 
THE AMAZON...

THE OX FOOT JAGUAR



SURE!

sure, 
curupira.

i´LL ALSO ALLOW IT ‘CAUSE yOU 
GAVE ME SOME TABACCO FOR MY 
PIPE. BUT ONLY A LITTLE TINY 

ONE, A’RIGHT?

SONNY, CAN I HAVE 
SOME THAT TOBACCO 
OF YOURS FOR MY 

PIPE?

YOU 
HUNTIN’?

THAT’S RIGHT... AH NEED 
SOMETHIN’ T’EAT... EVEN 

IF IT’S SMALL...

HERE, IT’S 
READY TO 

GO.

HMMM... 
GOOD 

STUFF!

‘PRECIATE, 
SON.

WELL... IF YOU NEED TO EAT, YOU HAVE 
MY PERMISSION. I’M THE FATHER-OF-THE-
WOODS, PROTECTOR OF THE FAUNA AND 
FLORA. I USUALLY CRUELY PUNISH ALL 

HUNTERS WHO CAPTURE AND SELL THEM.

THE OX FOOT JAGUAR

MOOO!



HELP! 
ANHANGÁ* 
IS OUT TO 
GET ME!

AN O-OX?! dOES IT EAT 
PEOPLE...?

* THE 
DEVIL

* BOY

SETTLE DOWN, 
CURUPIRA! IT WAS 
JUST AN OX!

THERE’S A BUNCH OF 
‘EM UP AHEAD. AH’LL 

SHOW YOU.

SAVE ME, SONNY! YOU SURE 
THAT’S NOT THE ANHANGÁ 
SCREAMING? THE... OX 
DOESN’T EAT PEOPLE, 

RIGHT?

NO, CURUPIRA. OX ARE 
HERBIVORES. I LEARNED 
THAT WHEN I’S STILL A 
CURUMIM*, FROM THE 

NUNS.

BY TUPÃ! i HAD NO 
IDEA!

NO. MEN EAT OX. OX 
ONLY LIKE GRASS.

O OOO!M O



what’ll happen ta me 
if the whole forest 
turns into fields?

just like 
them.

SEE? THE FARM MEN 
TEND TO THE OX AND SET 

FIRE TO THE WOODS SO THEY 
CAN PLANT THE GRASS SO 

THE OX WILL GET FAT.

BY TUPÃ! THIS 
WORLD IS ABOUT THE 
END! SADLY I CAN’T BE 
EVERYWHERE TO PUT A 

STOP TO ALL THIS 
INSANITY! 

you can be a 
farmhand... a cow-

boy who takes 
care of the ox... 

ha!ha!ha!

eh! w-what are 
those big animals 

that they’re riding 
on top of?

O!



they are riding mules, those things 
also eat grass. in order to ride 

more comfortably, they use saddles 
and stirrups. but if you were the 

one ridin’, you’d turn your 
harness around...

‘cause yur feet are 
all turned ‘round! 

ha!ha!ha!

he! i have an idea! it’s going 
to be a big surprise! eh!eh! 
go hunt, sonny. but just a 
little one, ya hear? so you 

can sate your hunger. we’ll 
meet back here tomorrow 

morning.

my dear animals are 
disappearing because 
of those ox! i need 
to do something 

about this!

why is 
that?

respect me, 
sonny! i won’t 

have you 
mocking me!

hum! these fields are 
an aggression to the 
forest! an ecological 
affront! they’re 

shameful!

ah’m sorry! 
it was just 
a joke...

see ya, 
curupira.



oh! the vultures 
are circling 

something! must 
be a corpse 

there! let’s go 
check!

THEY RAN TO THE 
RIVER! SEE? THE 

WHOLE LOT OF ‘EM!
THEY RAN LAST NIGHT! BUT 
WE HEARD NOTHING! WHAT 
SCARED THEM? THERE’RE 

NONE LEFT! 

IT’S GONNA BE 
TOUGH BRINGING 

THEM BACK!

eh! where did 
the ox go?

maybe they 
run into the 

forest?

ox don’t graze there. if 
they did, there’d be no use 

chopping trees down.

gone!

wha?!



a dead cow!
jaguar 
musta!

jaguar? nah, there 
haven’t been any for a 
while! we done kill 

them!

it was! and a big one! 
gosh darn it! but i see no 
trace of it! the grass is 

full of ox tracks! 

OH MA 
GAWD!



GOOD 
GAWD!

A DEMON!!

IT’S DA OX 
FOOT 

JAGUAR! RUN!



HE!HE! THEY 
WON’T BE 
BACK!

GOSH! SO THE OX FOOT JAGUAR 
REALLY GOES EXIST! ONCE, IN ACRE, 
A RUBBER TREE CUTTER SWORE TO 

ME THAT HE SAW ONE! THOUGHT 
THAT WAS FULL OF IT...

HM... FINE. I’LL 
LET YOU TAKE ONE 

MORE... JUST ‘CAUSE 
YOU HAVE A FAMILY.

TRY SUCKING ON 
THEM TO FIND OUT, 
SONNY! HI!HI!HI! 

FAREWELL, SONNY! GO WITH TUPÃ 
AND DON’T ABUSE THE FOREST! 
ONLY HUNT ANIMALS FOR FOOD! 
DON’T CAPTURE THEM OR SELL 
THEIR HIDES! YOU HEAR? 

GOODBYE, CURUPIRA! I 
ONLY CAUGHT A PACA AND 
A JACU. MY CUNHA* AND 

CURUMIM ARE GOING TO 
HAVE A FEAST! 

CURUPIRA, DO OX FOOT 
JAGUARS GIVE COW 
MILK OR “JAGUAR’S 
MILK*”? HE!HE!HE!

* WIFE
* AN ALCOHOLIC DRINK MADE 
FROM PINGA OR VODKA AND 

CONDESNED MILK.

THE 
END
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