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Dogs On Dates

Drawn & 
Quarterly





So, tell me. Why do 
you want to drop out?

Have you ever sat 
through two months of a 

conceptual art class?

Let’s just say I learned how
to conceptualise a world without 

conceptual art classes.

No.



The door’s open if you 
change your mind. 

Thanks… probably 
won’t need it.

Then tell me. You 
dropped out of school, 

what next?

What does the rest of 
your life look like?

Well… I’ll probably start with 
lunch, and then just see what 

happens after that. 



Dog City Community College.

I’ll go ahead with 
the pamphlets.

Wait, Brad, wait.

Visualise with me. Today is
the day we convince a small 
room of college students that  

the Earth isis worth saving.



Uh, right. Sure. I’m
excited about the seminar 

too, Dawn.

Oh, but you won’t be delivering
the seminar with me, Brad. 

Dawn, no.

Earthy will! No—please Dawn, don’t
make me be Earthy again.

Please, no Earthy.





Whoa. That window
is really clean.

Heh. Thank god I didn’t—





Perfect ending to
a perfect day.

‘Hey, Pop, I dropped out  
of school. Please ignore the 

flying glass wounds.’

He’s gonna think
I joined a gang.

Or starred in a ’90s
kung fu movie.



If you like, I can tell
him the glass started it.

Or at least gave you a
very threatening look.

Hah.

I’m Brad. Bernie.

Hey, um, this might
sound kind of weird, but…

…are you gay and single?



Date 1



I think flowers are
nice on a first date.

They say ‘I trust you  
to appreciate the fragile 

beauty of life.’

No, babe. They say  
‘I’ve picked out our children’s 

names, please marry me.’

Stop projecting onto my 
flowers, they’ll wilt.

Awww, you’re so nervous. I am not nerv—



Hey! You just cut  
my bike lock.

Um, yeah. It’s a fire
hazard. You can’t lock your 

bike to a hydrant.

C’mon, man. I was only 
inside for a second. And 
I’m late for a first date. 

I’m sorry, son. Fire safety  
is not something to be ta— Hey!



Sorry! I’m usually a
pretty good citizen!

Um. Oh my god! He
cut the brakes!



I’ll get the momo
platter for two, please.

Really hungry, eh?

Oh, no. I’m waiting
for a date. 

He’s like five minutes
late. I thought it might be 

cute to order for him.

Nervous, huh? Not nervous… cute…



Oh crap!



What? No!

No! Don’t go in the water! 
Don’t go in the water!



My entire life just flashed 
in front of my eyes.

I wore a lot of denim.



Just stay calm and
don’t freak out.

Wh— oh my god?!

Why is there a goat here?!

I’m being punished for 
chaining to the hydrant.

God is real, and he cares 
deeply about fire safety!



I get it. You smell delicious. I’ll eat you very soon.

Or die from starvation. Either way,
a sweet release.



Sure thing.

Huh.

Hey, could you please  
take me to Cafe Momo?´



I need to tell
you something.

But before I do, I want you 
to know that my self-esteem 

hangs in the balance.

I don’t have
my wallet.

Well, youryour self-esteem 
matters to me!me!



Right. Ok. Just call
Brad and tell him that 
you’re running late.

…and that he’ll need
to pay for dinner.

…where is…
my… phone…?



How late are they? Only… twenty minutes.

Just start eating, dude.

No, no. I’ll be patient.

I’m sure he’s doing  
something really important.



Mountain-climbing 
bastard.


