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INTRODUCTION
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There's no one in the world quite like Waldo, a fellow who's a bit off the wall even when he's on it! 

Join Waldo and his collection of friends, family members and rivals as they embark on adventures that will span the world, dive deep into history, consider the great beyond, and keep a smile on your face from wire to wire. 

Strange events force Waldo off the Wall as he is contacted by his Uncle Viktor and handed a clue to a family secret that is truly out of this world! 

As color fills his black-and-white world, Waldo goes on a quest to visit other great Walls around the world and unravel his own family's origins. 

He'll get a glimpse of other cultures and traditions in Europe, Asia, and North America and meet some cool cousins with the help of his favorite feline friend, Shadow. 

But look out for the Pigman! Waldo's biggest rival will stop at nothing to uncover Waldo's secrets and cause as much mischief as possible. 

In the second part of his journey, there's mischief afoot as the Pigman invades Uncle Viktor's wall in search of buried treasure, touching off a race between Waldo and his loyal band of friends - Shadow, Birdhead, and Mr. Eddy vs. Pigman and his nasty sidekick Dwog. 

They'll delve into some of the most pivotal moments in human history as they explore walls that made the world famous in Croatia, Zimbabwe, and Greece. 

By the time Waldo finally gets back to the Wall, he'll have learned not only where he comes from, but the Pigman's origin as well, and realize that this isn't the end of his story, but the beginning of an adventure spanning the entire galaxy! 

Originally a beloved comic strip developed by cartoonist and artist Bill Shook, during the 1980s, “Waldo Off The Wall” has returned by popular demand to entertain a whole new generation of fans with his wacky humor, off-the-wall observations, and way-out adventures that entertain, educate, and delight readers of all ages. 
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PROLOG
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Minerals are a marvelous thing. They come from within. It doesn’t have to be created artificially. Nature creates. It is innovative and dazzling and speaks of a higher force at work behind its own beauty. Nature creates minerals everywhere in the universe. Beings take those minerals and forge tools, crafts, essentials, instruments of war, and objects of wonder. Time, heat, pressure - that’s all you really need to forge minerals. A combination of the three makes magic happen. Gold, silver, bronze, copper. Diamonds and rubies, emeralds and sapphires, amethysts and topaz. All of them are naturally made, not a single hand involved in the process. They can be buried for millennia, or bubble to the surface unexpectedly. They can be beautiful or terrible, peaceful, or raging. They can bring beauty and light or symbolize death and destruction. Above all, they are gifts, for good or ill, and certainly not to be trifled with.
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CHAPTER
1
JUST ANOTHER DAY AT 
THE WALL
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The day it all started was the kind of day that Waldo loved the most. The kind where he was free from responsibilities, free from worry, and free from any sort of interference to do anything beyond the one thing he loved best: hang out at his wall, enjoy the bright sunshine, and watch the world roll on by. The years had rolled by and the wall never changed. It had a stability and a presence that was comforting to him. He liked to put his hands on the stone and feel the warmth radiating off of it. He liked the smoothness of his favorite spot, where he had worn down the gritty texture with his leaning habits. He liked the quartz ripples that could be seen when the sun hit just right on the top, where his best feline friend Shadow liked to perch and sleep on warm days. 

The wall was Waldo’s domain. Oh sure, he had a house like everyone else, but the wall was where he felt alive. He liked to think it was his window onto the world, where he could relax, meditate, spend a little time with his best friends, and watch the wacky world move by at whatever pace it was determined to take today. If he had a nickel for every unbelievable thing he had seen from his spot on the wall, he could buy ... well not a lot really, nothing much really now that he thought about it. Even 100 nickels would only be $5, and you couldn’t get much for $5 these days. Regardless he had seen a lot of wacky stuff come traipsing by this wall over time. 

Creatures of every size, shape, and color, people of every race, gender, and creed. Most of them were too busy either coming or going to pay much mind to him, and that was mostly just fine with Waldo. 

He was much more of a thinker than a speaker, and typically took a long time to get where he was going with a thought, a word, or a gesture. He liked to take his time, more or less, and that meant lots of inner monologue of what was going on around him, trying to make sense of why people acted the way they did, if there was any hope for the lot of them. He’d like to think there was, but some days were obviously a lot worse than others. Still, he had the breeze running through his sparse crop of hair, the sunlight warming his face, and a whole day ahead with whatever it might bring.

He sighed contentedly, idly watching as neighbors strolled by on their way to work. He could only shake his head in wonder at the joggers on the move, dripping perspiration, wearing their tight spandex and $200 athletic sneakers. Not that Waldo was against physical exercise, of course. After all, he was regularly spotted moving briskly from the wall to his front hall closet when the weather got colder and he needed his sweater. 

He also was known to have a little more pep in his step when he heard the news that his best avian ally was winging in from some exotic port of call with a new divine treat to share from his homeland. 

About the only people who made less sense to Waldo than the joggers were the poor saps who actually paid someone else to go and work out in a big gymnasium, swim in a pool, or run laps around a track wearing those silly tight workout uniforms.

“Paying money to cut off my own circulation and get dehydrated?” he muttered under his breath. “Sounds more like torture than exercise!”

He stretched his legs and yawned, wondering if a leisurely nap might be on the afternoon agenda. Naps were nature’s way of telling you that you had earned a break. 

Granted, Waldo has occasionally woken up in the morning and decided it was already nap time, but that was neither here nor there. It might have been the influence of his multitude of animal friends - Birdhead, Shadow, and the lovely, friendly dog Mr. Eddy - who had shown him the light of what a good nap could do for your mental fortitude, your demeanor, and your ability to handle the rest of the day; well at least until it was time for another nap. 

The animals he knew, Waldo had decided a long time ago, were the smartest people he knew. Oh sure, they had all their odd quirks, their foibles, and their little habits that drove him positively batty, but they had good hearts and sound minds, most of them. They were seldom worried about anything beyond the simplest things. They knew trouble when they saw it and had instincts that served them much better than human intuition. 

Come to think of it, most of his favorite friends operated on either four legs or wings, and he didn’t have the slightest problem with it. 

As he watched a squirrel tussle with its mate over who had put their paws on an acorn first, Waldo became dimly aware of a voice in the distance humming a tune he couldn’t quite make out. It was a deep, robust sound and without even realizing it he felt a touch of home and of family at the sound of it. 

“Kalinka,
kalinka, my kalinka , In the garden, raspberry-berry, my raspberry.
Kalinka,
kalinka, my kalinka , In the garden, raspberry-berry, my raspberry.
Ah, under the pine tree under the green
You put me to sleep.
Ay, lyuli-lyuli, ah, lyuli-lyuli,
put me to sleep.
Ah, pretty, damsel, you
love me,
Ay, lyuli-lyuli, ay, lyuli-lyuli,
you will love me.”
Waldo didn’t understand the song but the pitch and timber filled with a warmth that carried him back to his childhood days. Waldo lifted his head higher above the wall and squinted in the sunlight, trying to see him as he could figure out who was coming. 

He couldn’t quite place the tune, but within a few moments time the shape heading his way coalesced into a familiar shape that his Uncle Viktor, strolling down the lane with an envelope in his hand and a broad smile on his face. 

Uncle Viktor was one of a kind, and even though he lived halfway around the world, he was one of Waldo’s favorite people of all time. 

When Waldo had been a kid, Uncle Viktor’s wall was the first one he had ever visited, and it had been the first time he had ever even known there were other walls in the world, and other members of his own family inhabiting them.

What a joy that had been! Taking his father’s hand and taking off for another part of the world. He’d always been so comfortable here, but in his heart of hearts, traveling had been exhilarating. 

He liked to dole out his sage wisdom on how everyone always seemed to be in a rush to get here or there all the time, while he enjoyed watching the world amble by, but that trip to Russia had been an absolute thrill for his younger self. 

He kept promising he’d take a return trip at some point, but he never seemed to have the time — or maybe it was the courage — to get out and visit again.

Anyone who didn’t know Uncle Viktor would probably take a few steps back from him, or consider crossing to the other side of the street entirely when they saw him striding along towards them. He was tall and shaved his head on purpose, something Waldo had vowed he would never do for the fear of it never growing back. His uncle was tall and wore green combat fatigues and sturdy tan combat boots that looked like they had been in every war the world had ever seen and were still thriving. The military look was no accident, Uncle Viktor had been a soldier in the Russian army, and had only retired when they told him there were no more battles to fight. 

When Waldo had visited years ago, he had put his nephew to bed every night with wild tales of battles fought and won, although it seemed like a lot of them had nothing to do with Russia since he was always referencing laser guns and three-eyed monsters. 

On the trip back home, Waldo had asked his dad about it and his dad had a really strange look on his face then laughed and said Viktor was just pulling his leg. Even the details of the stories had gone stale in Waldo’s mind, much like the milk he had once left out a week, then drank in the middle of the night by accident — he had sworn off dairy for a year afterwards — sometimes in the middle of the night he had crazy dreams about those stories, fighting aliens in another galaxy, racing around in a starship. 

It was all a big change for a little guy on the wall. He had told his friends about the dream the first time he’d had one, then stood there red-faced when they all guffawed with laughter, thinking he was telling them a joke. He had kept the subsequent dreams to himself. 

Waldo stood and waved and his uncle gave a cry of recognition, doubling his pace to quickly close the distance between them. He embraced his nephew in broad, strong arms and grinned at him.

“Comrade Waldo! I am hoping to find you out on this glorious morning. How is favorite nephew?”

Waldo returned his uncle’s infectious grin. Viktor was a favorite relative beyond a shadow of a doubt. He appreciated Viktor’s wall and had spent hours with him on it, enjoying the weather, people watching, talking about the various aspects of the world around them, or simply drinking in the beauty of the simple things. 

That was one of the best things about Viktor and Waldo’s relationship. They could talk or not talk for hours and still feel like they had shared an amazing time. Most people didn’t appreciate a wall like he and his family could. All they saw was something keeping them out. 

Waldo preferred to think of it as a place where the world came together. Viktor’s wall in Moscow was legendary, and some people even came there with the idea that if
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