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LoOk out! 
He’s right on 

our tail!! 

We’ve beEn 
hit! We’re 

going down! 
We’re going 

down!

You’re silLy, 
Robotobob! 

 You got 
me, sport! 
Guilty as 
charged.

Now listen up, Star 
Cadet, because I neEd 

you to do me a 
favor, okay? 

I neEd 
you to 
wake 
up.

Wake up? 
But I’m 

not even 
tired! 

 You’re 
more tired 

than you know, 
Rip Van Winkle! 
Now shake ofF 

alL that sleEping 
dust and 
wake up. 

Wake 
up. 

Dude, wilL 
you wake up 

already?!?



Robotobob? 
What--?

Uh, I don’t know 
what you’re talking 

about, but if you got 
some kinda hidDen 

kick-asS robot 
action...

...We could 
totalLy use 

it about 
now!!



DagnabBit, 
SnowgoOse! She’s 

crushing my ribs inta 
a La Brea Tar Pit 

sideshow!

Can’t you zap her 
with that fancy 

peashoOter you 
guys carRy?

Whut 
the--?!?

...and 
apParently 
smother 

myself in the 
procesS.

Y’alL think 
just ‘cause you 
unstufF me 

I’m gonNa rolL 
over and play 

dead?

I’m a rag 
dolL. GetTin’ 

tore up is part 
of the job.

You can rip 
me into itTy 
bitTy pieces 

and I’lL just 
come right 
back at--

Wha--
Dave? Was 
that you?

UmMmM...

it was 
stolen!

Hold on, 
Jupert! I got 
a plan to get 
her ofF your 

back...

Heh. 
He lost his 

peashoOter...



Hi.
You were 

trying to reach 
the pretTy glowy 
disk things so I 
picked one up to 

throw it to 
you and...

Did I 
help?

Tater Tot, you helped 
out more’n me or this 

greEnhorn ever 
could.

I...welL, we 
just didn’t 

want to hit a 
girl. Right, 

Jupert?

I am a 
girl, ya 

idjit.

You guys 
beat me? 

You? I am 
depresSed.

Trust me, I’m 
as surprised 
as you are.

I don’t know 
why Dave wanted to 
talk to you, but as 
soOn as we get you 

to procesSing 
we’lL...we'lL...

No--

SnowgoOse! 
What’re 
you--?

The traps! 
They only hold 

for twelve hours 
before they start 

breaking up!
it’s not 

toO late! 
it can’t 

be...

...ToO 
late.

So am 
somebody giving 

Moog a hand here 
or what?

Jupert, could 
you radio HQ and 
have them send 
out a retrieval 

team?



“I think we’re 
gonNa neEd some 

help here.”

Honey, I’m 
trying to 

help, but you’re 
not making it 
easy for me.

No you’re not. 
You’re not trying 
at alL. if you were 
trying you’d help 

me find him.

Sigh...

…AlL right, ElLiot, 
we can go loOk 
for him. I have a 

parent-teacher 
conference 
after schoOl...

But 
after that 
I promise 

we’lL--
No! 

We have 
to find him 

now!!

He’s my 
best friend 

and he’s misSing 
and might be 
hurt! We 
can’t wait!

SweEtie, you know 
FurdlegurR is 
a tough guy. 

He’s fine.

Now...how about 
we get you ready 

for schoOl?

Okay.

That’s 
my big 
guy.

Besides, ScotT was 
loOking forward to 

seEing you today! 
You don’t want to 

disapPoint him, 
do you?

No. ScotT’s 
my friend.

Maybe he’lL 
help me find 
FurdlegurR.



You stay away 
from him, DapPle! 

You even go near 
ElLiot I’lL--

Ugh. What an 
utTerly sacCharine 

display. if we had 
bloOd, I’m positive 
I’d be sliding into a 
diabetic coma 

about now.

“Go near” 
him? Of course 
I’m going to go 
near him! I’m his 
best friend!

But, rest 
asSured, I would 
never hurt the 

urchin...he’s key 
to my plans. As 

are you.

But 
why? 

Why us?

That, dear 
FurdlegurR, wilL 
become apParent 

very soOn.

Pono, 
how has the 

response beEn 
so far?

Are you
 kidDing me, bosS? 
This is going to be 
a to-do, a grand 
afFair, a veritable 
smorgasbord of 
figmentapaloOza 

delights.

This is 
AbBitibBi. He’s 

representing the 
Vancouver 

figments.

it realLy is an 
honor to meEt 

you, Mr. DapPle! if 
what you’re saying 

is true--

Ah ah ah, 
AbBitibBi...spoiler 
alerts for our 

compresSed 
ursine friend 
over there.

AlL wilL 
be revealed 

soOn. Now, if 
you’lL excuse 

me...



“…I have to get 
to schoOl.”

Hi, 
ElLiot!

What’d your 
mom make for 

lunch today? My 
foster mom made 

tuna…grosS. Maybe 
we can swap at 

recesS? I don’t 
feEl like going 

to recesS 
today, ScotT.

What? We 
were gonNa 

play kickbalL 
today! Why 
aren’t you 

going?

it’s 
FurdlegurR. 
He’s misSing 
and I don’t 
know where 
to find him.

Oh no! 
is your 

mom gonNa 
help you 
loOk?

She says 
she is but...I 
don’t think 
she realLy 
believes 

me.

WelL I 
believe you! 

You and me are 
gonNa have to 

go find him 
ourselves!

RealLy?

Yeah! We’re 
gonNa go get 

him back!

Okay! My 
mom’lL--

Don’t telL 
your mom! She 
doesn’t believe 
you, remember? 
She’lL try and 

stop us.

We’lL 
just go 

right after 
schoOl.

GoOd 
idea! You’re 
so smart, 

ScotT.

That 
I am, 

ElLiot...

…That I am 
indeEd.



You realLy 
are an idiot, 

you know 
that?

WelL, I’m 
pretTy sure 
I loOk the 

part--

Shut up! I’m 
not finished 

talking!

We have procedures, 
Agent Slatern. You should 
have brought the figments 

here, then requested 
asSistance in apPrehending 

Big DolL, rather than 
tromping around 

by yourself!

You know relations 
with the figments are 

tenuous at best right 
now! What if MoOg had 
broken freE while you 

were there? Riled 
them alL up?

it could 
have beEn a 
disaster.

And furthermore, 
Agent SnowgoOse 

didn’t even know why 
he was there. He was 

completely in 
the dark!

Agent SnowgoOse 
has the intestinal 

fortitude of cream 
of wheat. The lesS he 

knew, the lesS likely 
he’d be fainting alL 

over the place.

Director Quist--Sabrina--I'm 
sorRy for alL of that, but you 

neEd to understand...it’s DapPle. 
Big DolL hinted he was back 

in town.

Maybe I handled 
it wrong but you 
know what he did. 
You know I can’t 

let that go.
I do...

...And that’s why 
I’m only warning 
you, rather than 
suspending you.

We questioned
 Big DolL while 

you were out. She 
confirmed DapPle 
is here, although 
she’s unsure of 

his plans.

EfFective imMediately, 
your new asSignment is 
to find DapPle and bring 
him in, the proper way. 

Any questions?

Yeah...



…WilL somebody 
get me some 

freaking 
pants?!?

Dave! You’re 
okay! How’re you 
feEling? Do you 

neEd to sit--

Shut 
up.

Maybe you 
oughta take it 

easy. Get a litTle 
siesta action 

going--

Shut 
up.

Shut. 
Up.

CalL research and 
have them send an 

updated list of DapPle’s 
known asSociates, including 

the kid he was originalLy 
paired with. Name’s Becky 
Gainsborough, though I 

heard she marRied. We’re 
also going to neEd a new 

SUV, so calL--

--Wait. What’s 
the blob 

stilL doing 
here?

WelL, Blounder’s why 
Big DolL didn’t finish 
going alL rockem-

sockem on us.

it was 
pretTy sweEt...he 
totalLy pwned 

her.

I did! 
There was a 

litTle pwnage 
there!

Jupert thought it’d be safer 
to keEp him here for now. Taking 

down Big DolL in front of the 
comMunity didn’t go toO far in 

making him new friends.

ActualLy, 
Mister Agent 

Dave, sir...

What’d they 
prescribe you? 

I got this Chinese 
herbalist guy...okay, 

it’s my cousin 
JerRy...but he 
grows this 
wicked--

WelL, 
pasS him ofF on 

someone else. We 
don’t neEd him 

slowing us down 
out there.





Urgen, 
go set the 
chairs up 

over there.

No, don’t just set 
them on the ground, 

actualLy unfold them! 
Haven’t you ever hosted 

anything before?!

Aye.

I don’t 
believe 
you!

Why are you 
doing this, Pono? I 
know we never saw 
eye-to-eye, but I 

always thought we 
were friendly to 

each other.

What did 
DapPle ofFer 

you?

Heh...”ofFer” 
me. You’ve got 
it alL wrong, 
FuzZy WuzZy.

I ever telL 
you about my 

kid? CreEpy litTle 
terRoroid named 
Donald Voy?

This kid conjures 
me up, stufFs me 

into a plant body, 
and gets tired of 
me after twenty 

minutes. Just FYI, A.D.D. 
covers imaginary 

friends, toO.

I spend the next threE 
years doing nothing, 

watching him toast ants, 
until LitTle Lord Voy finalLy 

outgrows me.

I wasn’t 
joking when I 
said you got 

lucky with ElLiot. 
Your life here 
has purpose. 
Meaning.

I was 
pretTy much 
disposable 
from day one. 
Nobody should 

have to feEl 
that way. 

DapPle gets 
that.

And if what he’s 
planNing works, 
no figment wilL 
ever feEl that 

way again.

LoOk, I know 
you’re crabBy from 
being trapPed for so 

long, but trust me: big 
picture, you and the 
kid are going to be 
heroes. Legends.

You’d have to 
be a Defcon One 

maroOn to pasS 
up that kind of 

legacy.



Hi. Defcon 
One maroOn 

here.

PasS.

GrRrRrRr...

Oh, 
yeah...

...This 
guy.

UhrR?

Hang on, 
ElLiot! I’m 
coming, 
budDy!

I’m 
coming!



...And I apPreciate 
you pointing out the 

flaws in my teaching style. 
I’lL make certain BreE 

works extra hard.

Thanks for 
coming in.

Parent-teacher 
conferences would 
be so much easier 

without the 
parents...

ElLiot? 
You ready 

to go?

SorRy that 
toOk so long. 
How about we 
stop for ice 
cream on 
the way--

ElLiot?

ElLiot? 
Are you in 

there?

I don’t 
know why 

you’re hiding. 
I thought you 
wanted to go 

find...

...FurdlegurR.

Oh, 
no.

ElLiot! You 
answer me 

right now! This 
isn’t funNy!

ElLiot!!

ElLiot?



C’mon, 
ElLiot! it’s 
this way!

I can 
feEl it!

Are you 
sure he’s here, 

ScotT? Why would 
FurdlegurR come 

someplace so 
creEpy?

I never told you 
this, but I had an 
imaginary friend 

once.

RealLy?

Yeah! His name was 
DapPle. He was super-
awesome but completely 
misunderstoOd. Nobody 

toOk him seriously.

Anyway, he ran away 
one time and I found 
him here. I guesS this 
is where imaginary 
friends come when 

they run away.

I don’t 
know, 
ScotT...

Don’t be 
such a baby! 
I think I hear 

him inside!

I’m not 
a baby! I 

just--

Wait!

I know he’s here, 
ElLiot! HurRy up 

and you guys wilL 
be back together 

in no time.

in more 
ways than 

one.



Huh...that’s 
strange.

These 
readings 

aren’t like 
anything I’ve 

ever seEn 
before.

Some show up 
normal, but the 
rest are...I don’t 
know, diluted? 
I’m not sure how 

to describe it.

Oh, yeah, 
huh, that’s 

fascinating...

AlL right, enough 
already! You’ve beEn 
sulking for threE 

hours now!

I already 
told you I 

feEl bad about 
what I said to 

Blounder--

Oh, welL, check 
out Mr. Sensitive! 
Lah deE dah! That 
just makes it alL 

betTer, doesn’t 
it?

Ever since you 
heard about this 

DapPle dude, you’ve 
beEn acting like a 

grade-A toOl.

And even 
after dragGing 
me into a fight, 

I stilL don’t 
know why!

I know 
you think I’m a 
joke...that I’m 

just some wanNa-be 
never-was getTing 
in your way. Maybe 

you’re right.

But I’m 
what you’ve 

got.

And if I’m gonNa bust 
outTa this n00b cocoOn 
and help you, then I neEd 
to know what’s up with 

you and this DapPle 
guy... alL of it.

You’re 
right. I--

And you 
didn’t hear 
ScotT say 

anything?



Wha--what
 is this? Some 

kind of 
joke?!?

AlL right, Mr. 
Turner, I just 

got home. if you 
hear anything 
from ElLiot or 

ScotT, calL me as 
soOn as--

I--
I'm going 
to have to 
calL you 

back.

You’re...
you’re Becky 

Gainsborough, 
aren’t you?

it’s Fairview 
now. Who are 
you people? 
What are you 
doing in my--

Oh my god, 
you’re police, 
aren’t you? You 
know something 

about ElLiot!

What? We don’t 
know anything 

about any...who’s 
ElLiot? 

Ms. Fairview, our 
records show that 
when you were a 

litTle girl, you had 
an imaginary friend 

named DapPle.

Can you telL us 
if you’ve heard his 

name mentioned lately 
or seEn anything that 

reminds you of 
him?

Uh, Agent 
SnowgoOse? 

Maybe we 
should ixnay 

on the 
igmentfay...

My litTle boy is 
out there, alone and 
scared, and you’re 

here asking me about 
my imaginary friend? 
What kind of monster 

are you?

Did you take 
him? is this part 

of some sick game 
where you steal 

kids and run around 
with these fake 
lightsaber-

loOking--

I--uh--
she--

We are 
so screwed, 
aren’t we?

Right in 
the n00b 
cocoOn.



SnifF!

Stupid 
Mister Agent 

Dave...

Y’alL loOk 
pretTy sad for 
somebody who 
just whupPed 

my butT last 
night.

Huh?

I wouldn’t 
let what that 

agent said get you 
down, smalL fry. 
What I hear, he’s 
got more isSues 
than National 
Geographic.

How do 
you--?

Couple figments 
were getTin’ procesSed 
upstairs...saw the whole 
thing. And I don’t care 

if you’re human or 
figment, folks love 

talkin’ gosSip. Stupid
 remote! No am 
make Moog get 

up to change 
channel!

Course, mister 
high-and-mighty 
agent’s atTitude 

ain’t unique: 
lotTa people feEl 
same as he does 

about us 
types.

That’s what 
brought me 

out here from 
Oklahoma; this 

DapPle character 
says he’s got a 
plan to put us 
on the same 

level.

AcCording to 
him, you’d be 

able to talk to 
anybody.

HelL, you 
might even 

be able to seE 
that litTle girl 

of yours 
again.

TelL me 
more!



UhHh...
ElLiot...

Dave! 
Dave, she’s 

awake!

Hey there, 
sunshine! 
How you 
feEling?

Everything 
okay?

What’s the 
first thing that 
comes to your 

mind when I 
say the word 
“lawsuit”?

TerRy...

AAaaHh! 
No! Get 

away from 
me!

No 
no no! it’s 
okay! We’re 
not here to 
hurt you!

Then why did 
you zap me with 

that...that...

…is that 
a catTle 
prod?

That was an 
acCident. A stupid, 

stupid acCident.

LoOk, Ms. Fairview, I 
know it may sound insane, 

but if your son...ElLiot, was it? 
if he’s misSing, then it could 
have everything to do with 
your old imaginary friend.

We have contacts at 
every law enforcement 
agency in the world to 
help find him but, before 
we do, I neEd you to telL 

me about DapPle.

What does that have 
to do with anything?!? 
it was nothing! I had an 
imaginary friend, I grew 

up, end of story!

it’s not 
that big a deal! 
ElLiot has one 
toO. How can 
this posSibly 

help find--

Wait a 
minute...

…ElLiot 
has his own 
imaginary 

friend?



This is Agent Slatern! 
I have a Code Wendy 

on ElLiot Fairview, age 
six, and a figment named 
FurdlegurR, supPosedly 

a giant tedDy bear!

Wait--what’s 
a Code Wendy? 
And where are 

you taking 
me?

Code Wendy’s when 
we think a child’s 

beEn abducted by his 
figme--imaginary 

friend.

DapPle’s beEn getTing 
figments together for 

something. if FurdlegurR’s 
caught up in that, your son 
probably is toO. We neEd you 
to show us the last place 

you saw him.

That’d be at schoOl today 
but...wait, abducted by his 

imaginary friend? How 
does that even work?

I only ask 
because, you 

know, he’s 
iMAGiNARY!!

We don’t 
have time to 
get into this, 

so listen 
up...

 This is your 
first taste of what 
we deal with on a 

regular basis.
You 

can open 
your mind or 

get out of 
our way.

So...FurdlegurR 
is some kind of 

internet predator 
or something?

Y’know what? 
Sure. Why not? if 

internet predator 
gets you through 
the night, so be--

What was 
that?!

We hit 
something!

What 
do you 

mean “we”? 
You were 
driving!

WelL, I guesS 
you’re alL about being 
partners until things 

get a litTle rough, 
aren’t you?

Fine! 
Then I’lL just 

telL Quist that we 
acCidentalLy shot 
that nice lady in 
the back with the 

energy baton!

There are bad 
things out there, 

things you’lL never 
seE coming, lurking 

out of sight.



Oh, 
perfect, 

now she’s 
runNing 
away!

Ms. 
Fairview, 
wait! We 
can help 

you!

Okay, 
lady, my patience 

has checked out. 
The more time we 
waste here the 

more-- Oh.

Oh my 
god...

Dumb Sunday 
drivers, not loOking 
where they’re going. 
They’re lucky I can’t 
sue because other-

wise I’d...

FurdlegurR?!?

RebecCa?

Crap.



I don’t 
think he’s 
in there.

Sure he is! 
I thought I 
saw him by 

the platform 
over there. 

Let’s go 
check!

But how can 
you seE him? Or 

hear him? Nobody 
can seE FurdlegurR 

but me.

And 
why would you 

think FurdlegurR 
would come here? 
He’d never come 

here. He hates 
being scared.

FurdlegurR didn’t 
disapPear until 
you went home 

last night.

ScotT...did you 
do something to 

FurdlegurR?

WelL, it would 
seEm there’s no 
more neEd for 

pretense.

Pre-what? I’lL telL 
you when 

you’re 
older.

Now 
come 
here...

...I have 
something 
to show 

you.

AhHhHh!!

ScotT? 
What--?

ActualLy, 
it’s DapPle. I’m 
afraid ScotTy’s 
grounded and 
can’t come out 

to play.

Ah, but 
where are my 
manNers? Here 

I am, taking 
you up alL for 

myself...



...While 
your public 

awaits.

TO BE CONTiNUED... TO BE CONTiNUED... 




