
“Nothing 
scares me 
anymore.

“My worst 
nightmare 

has already 
happened.

“I’d be devoured 
by it every 

night, smothered 
in my memory.

“Stranded on Kings 
Highway, buried 

in the belly of that 
woeful wreck. 

“Mother’s skull smashed 
into the steering wheel. Her 
thin, hazel hair plastered 

over the speedometer.

“Sometimes I 
wonder if my 
life is just a 

half-remembered 
daydream from 

her dying brain. 

“And I think…did 
she create this 
story for me?”

“Or were they painted 
on the dash screen? Next 
to her embedded teeth.



Mrglwg!

Hey, yeah, 
wow. That’s 

heavy.

I know 
that’s super 

fucked up.

Birdie, 
enough 
anguish!

{tsch}

But 
you asked, 

Wilson!

No, 
it's cool. 

I’m glad you 
shared, we 

sh-- 

Don’t 
get lost in 
your head, 

sis!
Gross, 
gross, 
gross!

We 
could 
really 
use a 
tank!

We’re 
surrounded!



…how is…
this…

…possible?

That 
actually 

hurt!
Ow, 

what the 
fuck?!

Shoulda 
followed 
my lead, 
losers!



We’ve 
gotta kill 

‘em all!

Pik, 
we could 
really 

use your 
help!

Screw 
this!

Oh my God, 
did Wilson D/C? 

What a wimp!

What? 
Who? Hurry 
up and help 

me!

My 
hand… 

thiscan’tbe
happeningthiscan’t

behappening

He 
took my 
thumb…



Uhh, Pik? 
Aren’t you 

dead?

| know this 
should feel 

excruiciating…

Mrglwg
lwlg!



TORONTO, CANADATORONTO, CANADA

NOWNOW

The last 
thing | see is a 

black void.

The words 
“YOU DIED” 

appear in 
blood red.

And no matter how 
we go…we always 
wake up in bed…

…that’s part of 
The Dreamwave’s 
intoxicating charm.

Does part of me fade 
with every death?

So much so 
that | pretty 
much ignore 

the big 
question.

…but | never 
remember dying. 

Huh… 



Do you work 
tonight? We 

need to finish 
Act One. Or are 

you going 
out with your 
looooover, 

Laird, 
again?

Are you gonna 
keep smoking 

that glow-dick 
vape inside?

Why 
do you 
care?

Cause 
that crap will 

kill you… 

Why are 
you reading 
about sleep-

walking?

I’m 
fine.

Stop 
asking 

questions and 
give me back 
my fucking 

phone. 

Are you 
okay?

Yes 
and no. 

And 
he’s just a 

friend. 

I…I 
dunno.

Then maybe 
you shouldn’t be 

oversharing.

We’ll never 
beat the 

Salt Mounds 
if we can’t 

communicate.

You 
killed me, 

Pik! 

Good 
morning to 
you too, 
Birdie. 

Were 
you 

cursed?

Were 
you forced 

to attack our 
party?

C’mon, 
this week is 
five years. 

I want to talk 
to my friends 
about what 
happened.

Why 
don’t 
you? Cool. 

I know. 
Good 
talk.

Remember, 
you’ve got a 

history report due 
Monday and a math 

exam today. 

‘Cause I 
don’t.



We’re 
going back 

tonight. Best wear 
a diaper if you’re 

gonna be a 
baby! Come on! 

I know what 
I saw!

Okay! 
Okay! Sorry 

about getting 
disemboweled 

last night!

At least 
I didn’t log 

out like 
Wilson!

Screw 
you, Enid! I 

was freaking 
terrified!

We left without another word, but 
| knew Pik was lying. Five years 

and he still hasn’t said anything. 
Five years and 
|’ve never even 
seen him cry. 

Why can’t 
he talk 

about what 
happened 

to us? 

We only hang when we’re 
online, and even then all 
he wants to talk about is 
Nightmare Cemetery. 

What 
scared you 

so bad?

You’re 
really 

going to 
blame 
Pik?

I seriously 
saw him!

You 
really 
don’t 

believe 
me?

That 
didn’t 
happen!

Sorry, 
bud. 

You’re 
full of 

shit.

The King 
of Sleep was 

eating Pik’s 
hand… 



Wha…
what?

You still 
down for 

the Carpenter 
marathon at the 

Revue next 
weekend? 

Hey, Pik. 
it’s me, Laird. 

You good?

We blame 
the world 

for the things we 
hate about our-

selves?

Jung said 
that “Whatever is 

rejected from the self 
appears in the world 

as an event.”

Does 
anyone have 

any theories as to 
what he meant 

by that?

Uh… Mrglw
glwlg!



Cool. 
See you guys 

at nine? 

Mom 
stocked 

the Deep-
freeze.

…so I’ve 
got the house 

to myself. Sleep-
over at my 

place?

Amazing! 
We’ll have 

all weekend to 
beat The Salt 

Mounds.

Cool! We can 
sync our sleep 

schedules.

Yeah, 
my parents 
are gone all 

week…

Hell yeah. 
You better have 
corn dogs and 

pizza pops!

I’ll meet 
up with you 
guys after 

my shift.

it’s just…
allergies.

You’re 
not coming 
home before 

work?

No 
sense. 

I’ve got 
shit to 

do.

Stop 
being a gossip 

and leave me the 
fuck alone, 

Birdie.

C’mon. 
Let’s get 

poutine. You 
can tell me 

what’s up over 
some greasy 

curds. 

Dude, 
you’re really 
sweating. You 

don’t seem 
okay.



Damn, we’re 
getting better 

at this!

The blood 
trail is moving 

up and over the side 
of the derelict 

boat. 

His words still hung over me as we 
logged in that night. They hurt, they 

stung, they peeled back my skin.

But the game 
made me into 
somebody with 

much thicker skin. 

Somebody 
who didn’t 
care about 

petty sibling 
bullshit.

But which one 
was really me?

Maybe 
we should 
follow it?



Oi, hello, 
please…over 

here!

We’re 
crossing the 

mired muck. According 
to the lorebook, this 

weird mud sank all 
the ships.

Look, 
an NPC. 

He’s got a 
quest.

You 
want us to 

kill him?

Will 
it fix the 

mire?

You don’t 
remember your 

own quest?

I simply 
recall sleepin’ 
on the bobbin’ 
waves and wakin’ 

up here.

I’m…
not sure. 

is that what 
you want 

to do?

Rather chilly 
here, ain’t it? it’s 

them fishermen. They’re a 
bitter lot. I was making my 

way through the mounds 
when I was accosted by 

their Oarsman. 

Towering 
bastard 

covered in 
brine. 

He’s the 
bloody swine 
that pollutes 

this place. 

it basically 
killed Monarch 
Valley’s whole 

industry. 

Maaan, 
gross. I 

hope we don’t 
stink when 
we wake up.

Maybe. 
Not sure I 
remember.



Maaaaan, 
we’ve got to go 

in there?

Where’d you 
see this Brined 

Oarsman?
He’s in 

the dunged pipes. 
Just follow their 

eyes, but be warned, 
they’ll kill ya to 

protect ’im.

What 
kind of quest- 
giver doesn’t 

remember what 
they want?

it’s 
just bad 
writing.

Either 
way, he 

pointed to a 
place on the 

map that’s 
just…

Suddenly 
|’m filled with 

dread, like we’re 
moving toward 

something…
malignant.

And whatever it is, 
|’m not sure we’re 
ready to beat it. 

…over 
there.

Oh 
crud…



I 
got you, 

sis! Ah!

Enid, 
we need a 

heal!

Fine 
means you’re 

not fine. 

You’re 
super late. 

You didn’t 
return my 

texts. Where’d 
you go after 

work?

You’re 
lying. 

Nowhere. 
I was busy. 
Can we just 
play the--

I need 
help! I can’t 

tank!

I’m 
fine.



Stuff 
like what 

happened to us 
is supposed to 

drive people 
together!

At least 
I’m talking 

about it. You’re just 
lost in your head 

and getting 
sloppy. I suck, 

I know. 

{sigh}

What’s 
happening 

to me?

Thanks for 
rubbing it in.

We’ve 
hit our 

time.

No…
that’s 

not what I 
meant!

AHH!

That’s 
just what 
you’ve told 
yourself.



I don’t 
know. Every time I 

ask him to open up, he 
shuts down. He seems 

like a different 
person lately.

He’s 
going to 
sleep all 

day…

…it’s like 
he found a 

way to override 
the Dreamwave’s 

eight-hour 
limit.

Or 
he’s going 

back to sleep 
right after it 
wakes him up. 
How’d he do 

that?

Yeah, 
I hear you, I 

do. But it seems 
like he’s going 

through a 
lot… 

Ever since 
the accident, He’s 

been forced to play 
parent. He’s had a 
job since he was 

our age.

Responsibilities 
suck. All I want is 

to move to the country 
and disappear into 

a big garden.

if he feels 
that way, why won’t he 

tell me? I just want to 
be close. Every time 

I try he--

He showed 
up to play 
with us. 

That’s worth 
something, 

isn’t it?

I get his 
anger, you 

know?

Enid, how 
many times has he 
hung out with us 

in real life?



Leave him. 
Everything 

sucks. The world 
was on fire before 
we were born. Our 
future’s fucking 

terminal. 

Maybe
if you stopped 
pushing him, he’d 

come to you.

My Dreamwave 
says my circadian 

rhythm cools down 
in ten hours.

I expect 
we’re all 
the same.

Saved you 
a slice.

We have 
to take that 

tunnel out of the 
Salt Mounds. The 

boss is hiding 
in there.

What 
happens if 
we beat 

him?

We finish 
Act One 

and get into 
the Piped 
District.

This’ll 
lead us 
right to 

the briney 
bastard. I found 

the Brined 
Oarsman.

How 
about we 

end this therapy 
sesh, order some 
pizza, and watch 
terrible movies? 

Cool?

How long 
until we can 
play again? 

No, he’s 
not like 

that. 

We all 
want to do 

something with 
our life that’ll 
actually last. 

But what’s 
the point? 

Not cool. 
Not really, but 
nobody wanted 
to sit with my 
discomfort.

So we passed 
the hours by 

staying 
distracted.

Giving in 
kinda felt 
like giving 
up, to me.

But it's not 
like | had any 
other choice…

|’ll admit, 
his map 
seemed 
crazy…



Got it! 
Thanks, 

bro!

Birdie, 
focus your 
arrows on 
his head!

This 
chump’s 
going 
down!

Let 
me aggro 

him!

…but he got 
us where we 
needed to go.

{HGK}



Mrghgh!

Hey, 
leave him 
alone!

Suck 
spores, 
asshole!

We 
did it!

Weird, 
my ping is 

insane.

I…I’m 
getting 
booted.

Hgrgh…

Wait…
where’s 

Pik? 

Let’s 
goooo!



Kzzzzzzziii--Pik…



There’s 
someone 
else here 

with us!

What’s 
happening?!

Ohmigod…



Jesus…
when will he 

wake up?

What 
are you guys 
still doing 

here?

Also, 
sorry, But 
you totally 
need to see 

this…

Pik’s 
still in the 

game?

We 
couldn’t 
leave you. 
We’re a 
team.

We were 
able to remove 
the video game 

console, but his 
brain activity 

is minimal.

I…I can’t 
have this happen 

right now.

We’re 
not sure.

He’s in 
a coma.

Unfortunately 
both his arms 

are broken, but 
nontraumatic 
fractures are 

normal in cases 
like his.

…but Pik 
suffered an epileptic 

seizure of some 
sort.

Mr. Cutter, 
we’re not sure 
how it happened 

just yet…

This has to be 
a nightmare. 

Am | still in 
the game?

No. This has 
to be real.

TO BE CONTINUEDTO BE CONTINUED


