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PANEL 1

OPEN ON FLASHBACK, as with the previous issue. W are in FLAD SI-
DEE once agai n.

CLOSE ON the young JAKOB, now five years old. Jakob, wearing a
sl eevel ess shirt and rough henp pants, lies on his side on the
ground, clutching his armand cryi ng.

JAKOB
Waaaaaah!
(cont)
Abi |

PANEL 2

PULL BACK TO REVEAL the scene; a playing area for the Artisians'
children. Still pretty primtive, it mainly consists of a | ow
wooden border around a square area in which the children play.
There are plenty of other children playing here too, watched over
by their nothers (or nanny sl aves).

ABI, wearing baggy, snock-like clothes, rushes over to Jakob.
Jakob has a | arge bruise/graze on his upper arm Still crying, he
poi nts at PEDOR, another boy standing nearby. Pedor, who is a
coupl e of years ol der than Jake, protests his innocence to Abi.

ABI

What's the matter, honey?
JAKOB

Pedor pushed ne over! | hurt ny arm
PEDOR

| did not!
PANEL 3

Abi crouches down and hugs Jakob protectively, frowning at Pedor.
Pedor continues to claimhe did nothing.

PEDOR S MOTHER, a severe-|looking Artisian's wife, sees the
commoti on and cones over, shouti ng.

ABI
Pedor, don't lie. Now why did you push hinf

PEDCR
| didn't! He fell over!

PEDOR S MOTHER

Hey!
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PANEL 4

She puts an arm around Pedor's shoul ders, using the other to point
accusingly at Abi. Abi shows her the graze on Jakob's arm but
Pedor's nother won't hear of it.

PEDOR S MOTHER
If ny son says he fell, then he fell. Pedor
wouldn't |ie.

ABI
It's a pretty big bruise, he wouldn't just get
this fromfallin" over...

PEDOR S MOTHER
Don't you backchat to nme, slave! I'll have you
whi pped!

PANEL 5

Pedor's nother turns and marches away, with her son in tow But
Pedor | ooks back over his shoul der and sticks his tongue out at
Abi and Jake, knowi ng he's got away with it.

JAKOB
It hurts, Abi..

ABI
I know, Jake. C non, let's go hone.

(cont)
I won't let themhurt you any nore.
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PANEL 1
CUT TO present day. THE NEWBEG N COUNCI L.
CLOSE ON BROTHER BRYN

I n Heddor's now permanent absence, Bryn conducts the wel com ng
ritual we saw Heddor performin issue 2.

BROTHER BRYN
My lord founder approaches! Artisians and
freemen alike, hail

PANEL 2

MARCUS sits down at his council chair, helped into it by Yan.
HEDDOR S CHAIR i s of course enpty. OF NOTE: so is NEELAN S.

ENSEMBLE
Hail | ord founder!

MARCUS
May the |ight of your fathers be upon you

PANEL 3

The rest of the council sit down. Marcus wastes no time; he
spreads his hands to indicate the two enpty chairs.

MARCUS
Brother Bryn. As acting Prinmate, you are
responsi bl e for proper order in counci
nmeet i ngs.
(cont)
So tell me, why are there not one, but two
enpty chairs?

PANEL 4

ON Bryn and FRODRI K.

Bryn shrugs. Frodrik tries to explain...
BROTHER BRYN

Ah... Artisian Neelan did not answer the
summons, ny |ord.

FRODRI K
Lyndder, his daughter, is--

PANEL 5

...But is interrupted by Marcus, who waves away the excuse.

3.
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MARCUS
--Unwel | . Thank you, Frodrik, | think we all
know it by heart. Never m nd.
(cont)
To nore inportant matters. Before we begin the
agenda, | have an announcenent you are all no
doubt expecting.

PANEL 6
CLOSE ON CHEFFRI, | ooking very pleased with hinself.
MARCUS ((CFF)
It is ny responsibility to appoint Primte

Heddor's successor. But his treason has shaken
our city, and this council, and therefore--

4.
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PANEL 1
REPEAT PANEL. Cheffri is shocked.
MARCUS ( OFF)

--1 will deliberate further, and announce ny
deci sion a week hence.

CHEFFR
My lord...

PANEL 2

ON Marcus, grimfaced. He's not going to enter debate about this,
he's had enough trouble fromthe Artisians |ately.

MARCUS
This matter will not be debated in chanbers,
Cheffri. You nmay nmake your own case for the
Primateship to ne in private, |ike everyone
el se.

PANEL 3

VI EW OVER DEXUS' S SHOULDER, | ooking at Cheffri. Dexus barely
suppresses a smle. Cheffri is resigned, knowing it's usel ess
trying to force Marcus' hand when he's in this kind of nood.

CHEFFR
.Yes, ny lord. O course.

PANEL 4
Marcus turns to Brother Bryn. Bryn | ooks apol ogeti c.

MARCUS
Now, to business. Brother Bryn, what news from
t he conmpounds?

BROTHER BRYN
My lord, the Sunners are proving stubborn. O
the newy enslaved, barely a hundred have
converted to your glorious church

PANEL 5

Next, Marcus turns to Dexus. The smle is gone, and Dexus is back
to his businesslike self.

MARCUS
Then you nust redouble your efforts. Watchman
how many new sl aves do we have, exactly?



PANEL 6
CLOSE ON Dexus.
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DEXUS
We have not yet finished processing, ny |ord,
but a current estinmate places the count at two
t housand heads.

MARCUS
Any trouble so far?

And the hint of a smle returns.

DEXUS
Not hi ng ny di sci pl es cannot handl e.

6.
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PANEL 1

CUT TO the Metal car stop at the top of the city, outside the
Artisian district.

The conductor calls the stop, and M CHAEL and ABI alight the
Met al car along with a few ot hers.

METALCAR ATTENDANT
Artisian district, end of the Iinel Al
change!

PANEL 2

They approach the entry gates of the district, manned by two
Disciples with rifles. One of the guards steps forward to
chal | enge them

M chael has Abi's armover his shoul der, half-draggi ng her al ong.
He's clearly struggling.

M CHAEL
Nnn

GUARD 1
Hey there.

PANEL 3

M chael cones to a stop and nods past the guard, into the
district. But the guard has his orders - he holds out his free
hand, expecting M chael to show hima pass.

M CHAEL
Need to get inside. See a physician.

GUARD 1
And | need to get better paid, but ain't
neither of us gettin' what we want w thout a
pass.

PANEL 4

But instead, M chael presses a SMALL CLOTH BAG filled with coins
into his hand. The guard | ooks around to check no-one else is
wat chi ng.

M CHAEL
Check our heads. Not sl aves. No trouble,
prom se. Just need nedi cine.

GUARD 1
Right, right...
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PANEL 5

M chael wal ks past the guard, who calls out to the other Disciple
at the gate.

GUARD 1 (SNMVALL)
| get called, | never seen you before and ||

kill you nyself.

M CHAEL
Ri ght .

GUARD 1
All in order. Let 'emthrough!
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PANEL 1

CUT TOinside the district. Mchael and Abi head down a street

si ded by | arge houses.

M CHAEL

I know you' re awake, Abi, so stop dragging.

ABI

Mmm . .
PANEL 2

CUT TO inside the grounds of ARTISI AN NEELAN S HOUSE, not unli ke
Heddor's as we saw it in issue 3. Mchael knocks on the front

door .
M CHAEL
"Il explain soon. Safe here for
SEX
Knock
knock
PANEL 3

now.

The door opens a crack. ARTI SI AN NEELAN peers out frominside,

hal f - hi dden i n shadows.

NEELAN
D d anyone see you?

M CHAEL

Had to bribe gate guards. Didn't see where we

canme, though.

NEELAN
Al right, cone in. Quickly!

PANEL 4

CUT TO i nside the house. M chael and Abi enter,
t he door quickly behind them

NEEL AN
Is she all right?

M CHAEL
WIIl be. Spare bed?

NEELAN
Fol | ow ne.

and Neel an cl oses
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PANEL 5

CUT TO a roomon the ground floor - the bedroom of LYNDDER
Neel an' s si ckly daughter.

Lyndder is thirteen, and has early onset MJLTI PLE SCLERCSI S. Not
that anyone in this world knows what M5 is, of course. But it

| eaves her bedridden and unable to function for days, sonetines
weeks, at a tinme - and Neelan's wife died sone years ago.

The roomis small and sparsely furnished. Lyndder lies in bed,
swat hed in blankets. Next to it is another bed, smaller and
vacant .

ROOM LAYQUT: shape and size not critical, but a couple of things

are vital for later in the story. Plentiful CLOSETS and CUPBQARDS
a BEDPAN |ies next to Lyndder's bed; and there's a SI NGLE W NDOW
in an outside wall, |arge enough for a man to clinb through. As

al ways, it's not essential you get all this in right away - we'l|
be spending a good few pages in this room so sprinkle it

t hr oughout .

Neel an hol ds the door open while Mchael carries Abi to the spare
bed.

NEELAN
In here with Lyndder, |ike you asked. What's
wrong with her?

M CHAEL
Dwel | er attack.
(cont)
Trust me, she'll recover. Not |ying.

PANEL 6

Abi is now lying on the spare bed. Mchael pulls the sheets over
her. Note that this isn't tenderness, not really; he does it with
the sort of brusque and workmanli ke manner of a mlitary nurse.

Behi nd him Neel an suddenly | ooks distinctly unconfortable.

NEELAN
... | didn't say you were.

M CHAEL
Don't need to.
(cont)
Think she can't do it. Think I"'mtrying to
cheat you. Think she's just nornal.
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PANEL 1

REPEAT VI EW from previ ous panel. Abi is now tucked in bed. M chae
stands and faces Neel an. And around them nultiple objects from
the room- a chair, a vase, feeding bows, spare bedsheets, etc. -

FLOAT IN MDA R

M CHAEL
And now you're scared.

NEELAN
. Yes.

PANEL 2

Things return to normal. Mchael turns to | ook at Lyndder and
W pes his bl eeding nose.

M CHAEL
Don't be. How is she?

NEELAN
Today's a bad day. She can't speak, can't
wal k, and her vision is poor. At |east the
trenors have subsided, for once.

PANEL 3

M chael crouches down next to Lyndder and places a hand on her
forehead. She doesn't nove her head, but noves her eyes to | ook at

him It's all she can do.

M CHAEL
Lyndder. It's M chael

L YNDDER
Nnn. . .

M CHAEL
Yes, | found her.

(cont)
Per haps. No guar ant ees.

PANEL 4

M chael stands and turns back to Neel an, who nods and npbves toward
Lynnder.

M CHAEL
Needs a bedpan.

NEELAN
Ri ght .
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PANEL 5
ON Abi. She turns her head to | ook sideways at Lynnder.
NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 6

ABI'S POV, |ooking across at Lyndder. The girl | ooks back at Abi
a pathetic figure.

L YNDDER
Nnfff...
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PANEL 1

FLASHBACK. MATCH COMPOSI TI ON of previous panel, but it's FRALA
lying in the bed.

FRALA

Abi...?
PANEL 2

PULL BACK TO REVEAL the scene. W're in Frala's bedroom NOTE that
it'"s only a single bed - since her condition has worsened, she
sl eeps here al one.

ABI - still wearing the snock-like clothes, this is her quasi-
uniformduring her tine as a slave - stands over Frala. The
bedsheets are pull ed back, and Abi |ays hands on Fral a' s body.
(Frala is wearing nightclothes, though).

FRALA
What are you doi ng? Stop...

ABI
VWhat's it look like? I'"'mtryin to heal you.

PANEL 3

Frala protests weakly, trying to push Abi's hands away, but she's
much too weak. Abi smles down at Fral a.

FRALA
Abi, no... it's okay. We tried all this when
you first got here, renenber? There's no need
to start again now.

ABI
Start? Frala, | ain't never stopped. Near
every day for the past two years. You just
don't usually wake up

PANEL 4

Frala | ooks up at Abi, confused. Abi | ooks hopeful.

FRALA
But why? Uou said it was... what's that word?
ABI
Congeni tal, yeah. But | can feel sonethin',
frala. bit by bit, I can feel sonethin' give.

Il think it's startin' to work.
PANEL 5

Frala gives up protesting and smles up at Abi. Abi shrugs in
response.
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FRAL
You don't have to do this. You earn your Kkeep.

>

PANEL 6
CLOSE ON Abi, her head hung in synpathy for Jakob.
ABI

Yeah, | do. But Jake needs you. | do the best
| can, but... well, | ain't his nother.
(cont)

He's hurtin' inside.
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PANEL 1
CUT TO the sl ave conpound.

EXTREME CLOSE- UP on Jakob's eyes and forehead. He is BEING
TATTOOED. A Disciple's hands grip the sides of his head (from

above) while, fromoff, another man uses a KNIFE to cut a triangle

(poi nt upwards, renenber) into Jake's head. Primtive stuff.
Jake GRI MACES as BLOOD pours fromthe cut, down over his face.

(Chris: I'"ve asked Ben to do this as the cover inage for this
i ssue, too. Powerful, synbolic inmage.)

TATTOO ST (OFF)
I know it hurts, but just hold still a while
nore. ..

PANEL 2
The TATTOO ST, a burly man with long hair, stands up, finished.

We're inside the compound, but not in the cells - we're in the
area between the cells and the walls. Jakob kneels on the fl oor,
Di sciple holding his head in place. Behind themis a |ine of

sl aves awaiting their tattoos.

The tattooi st passes the knife to his ASSI STANT, who al so hol ds
I NK and CLOTHS in his hands.

TATTOO ST
Al right.
(cont)
I nk, please.

PANEL 3
The tattooi st snears black ink into Jake's wound.

JAKOB
Nnng

TATTOO ST
There. He's done.

PANEL 4

a

The Disciple shoves Jakob into the waiting arns of another, as the

next slave is brought up.
The ink and bl ood drip from Jakob's cut.

TATTOO ST
Next !
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PANEL 5

CUT TO Jakob's cell. But as they near it, there's a commotion from
anot her nearby cell - the "for sale" cell. ALLUN is arguing

t hrough the bars with a D sciple guard.

ALLUN
Get himoutta here! You want us all to die?

GUARD 2
Add mn, | don't give a fuck if you already
croaked! You ain't giving the orders around

her el
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PANEL 1

Jakob is shoved roughly into his cell by the Disciple, who's
di stracted by what's going on. The D sciple shouts over to the one
arguing with Allun

JAKOB
Unh!

GUARD 1
Hey, settle down over therel

PANEL 2
The Disciple approaches the arguing guard and Al | un.

GUARD 1
Tr oubl e?

GUARD 2
Nah, they just got soneone sick.

ALLUN
You fucking idiot, he's not just sick, he's
dying! It's the pale sickness!

PANEL 3

Back in Jakob's cell, he turns to one of his cell mates and asks
what's goi ng on.

JAKOB
Hey Lood, Wat's going on? Wo is it?

LOOD
I dunno, sone old guy in the sale cell.
Started coughing blood | ast night, apparently.
There, | ook..

PANEL 4

ON Doc, lying al nost comatose in the Sale cell. He has patchy,
dark bl otches on his exposed skin.

Everyone keeps their distance; no-one wants to be infected.

LOOD (OFF
... That one, the guy on the fl oor.

PANEL 5
CLCSE ON Jakob, shocked.
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JAKOB

z

(cont)

g
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PANEL 1

Jake rushes to the bars and shouts through themto Al lun. RYKARD

stands with Allun in the Sale cell. They both | ook downcast.
JAKOB

Al lun! What's wong with hinf

RYKARD
Doc's going to die.

ALLUN
Rykard's right, Jakob. Doc's spitting bl ood,
he keeps collapsing, and he's white as Father
Moon.

PANEL 3

Jakob is bew | dered, but Allun spreads his hands to indicate the
t housands of peopl e inprisoned here.

JAKOB
But how? We've only been here a week, he was
fine when we arrived...

ALLUN
You noticed the thousands of other new sl aves
whil e you were out there being processed,
right?

PANEL 4

ON Al lun. He slunps against the bars, exhausted, exasperated and
all but resigned to dying right here in this cell.

ALLUN
| tell you, | ain't ever seen any of these
conpounds so packed. They weren't built to
hold this many people, you know?
(cont)
It ain't healthy. There's others already died
in here.

PANEL 5
ON Jakob. Shocked and saddened, he sinks to the fl oor.

JAKOB
Doc. ..

ALLUN (OFF)
And they ain't gonna be the |ast. Soneone
oughtta conpl ai n.
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PANEL 6

CLOSER ON Jakob. He sits with his back against the bars, his head
al so fl opped back. He stares up at the sky and fingers his new
sl ave caste mark.

JAKOB
Right. 'Cos that'll work round here.
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PANEL 1

CUT TO Neel an's house. Lyndder's bedroom

Neel an feeds Lyndder froma bow of gruel with a spoon. Mchael is
stripped to the waist, changing back into his normal clothes.

M CHAEL
Where are your slaves?

NEELAN
| told themto stay in the kitchen area al
day. | thought it was better they don't see
this.

PANEL 2
Neel an turns to | ook back at M chael as he pulls on an undershirt.
M CHAEL
Abi needs nore than a day to recover. But

she's Sunner too. Doubt they'll say anything.

NEELAN
You want Frodrik to | ook at her?

PANEL 3

Neel an nods over in Abi's direction. Mchael picks up another
shirt.

M CHAEL
Who?

NEELAN
Qur chief physician. An Artisian. W can trust
hi m

PANEL 4

VI EW FROM QUTSI DE, | ooking in through the wi ndow. M chael pulls on
the second shirt, |ooking out at us.

M CHAEL
Only Artisian | trust is you. And only because
you need this favour too nuch to tell.

PANEL 5

ON Neel an. He's finished feeding Lyndder, and gently w pes at her
mouth with a cloth.
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NEELAN
Frodrik's practically famly. He's attended
Lyndder since she first got sick, and he
regularly covers for ne at council neetings.
Bel i eve ne, he's discreet.

PANEL 6
CLCSE ON M chael. Arnms fol ded, stubborn.

M CHAEL
No.
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PANEL 1

M chael crouches down by Abi, who's asl eep. Neel an stands,
carrying the bow and cl oth.

NEELAN
She's not going to heal on her own, M chael.
Those wounds are serious, and frankly |I'm
amazed she's even alive.

M CHAEL
She'll heal. Needs rest and tine, that's all.

PANEL 2

Neel an sl ans the bow and cloth down on a table with frustrati on-
fuel | ed anger.

NEELAN
So now you're a physician? You don't know
t hat !

M CHAEL
I know.

NEELAN

Look at her! She could drop dead any m nute,
and then we'd all be up to our knees in
goat shi t!

PANEL 3
ON M chael . He regards Neel an coolly.

M CHAEL
She won't.
(cont)
She's |i ke ne.

PANEL 4
Neel an stornms out of the roomangrily.

NEELAN
That m ght explain things if I knew what in
the name of the fathers you are.

PANEL 5

M chael | ooks down at Abi wi th sonething approachi ng synpat hy.
This may be the npbst conpassi onate we've ever seen him..

M CHAEL
Makes two of us.
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PANEL 6

M chael |ooks up at the sound of soneone knocking at the door,
suddenly alert.

SEX ( OFF
Knock
knock

M CHAEL
Who' s that?

NEELAN ( OFF)

Frodrik said he'd call by after the counci
nmeeting. Just shut up and let nme talk to him
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PANEL 1

CUT TO the sl ave conpound. Eveni ng.

ON CGol den Voice, in the 'special' cell. And finally, we see what's
so 'special' about it - Goldie is the sole occupant.

He | ooks up as a guard shouts his nane.

GUARD 1
Gol den Voi ce! Step forward!

PANEL 2

A Disciple stands on the other side of the cell bars, holding a
rifle. He cocks his head at Col den Voi ce.

GUARD 1
You're comng wth ne.
(cont)
It's tine.

PANEL 3

CUT TO the paths between the cells. The Disciple | eads Gol den
Voi ce out - the sun-singer doesn't resist - and they pass Jakob's
cell.

Jakob sees them pass and shouts out to the guard. The Disciple
doesn't | ook back as he replies.

JAKOB
&ol di e! Where are you taking hinf

GUARD 1
Say goodbye, slave, 'cos you ain't ever gonna
see hi m agai n.

PANEL 4

ol den Voi ce | ooks back over his shoul der, his expression
i npassi ve.

GOLDEN VA CE
May Mot her Sun |ight your path, Jakob. You
only did what you thought was right.

PANEL 5
CLOSE ON Jakob, clutching the bars, helpless to intervene.

(CHRI'S: If possible, make this and the two follow ng panels a

t hr ee- panel sequence repeating across the bottomtier of the page.
If that won't work, you can just use panels 6 + 7 as the sequence
i nstead, and draw this one separately.)
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PANEL 6

REPEAT PANEL (if possible, see above). Jakob sl unps forward,
resting his head agai nst the bars.

NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 7

REPEAT PANEL. As the shot sounds fromoutside, a tear rolls down
Jakob' s cheek.

SEX ( OFF
Bl anl
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PANEL 1

CUT TO outside. CLOSE ON the barrel of a rifle pointing upwards,
to the sky.

NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 2
CLOSE ON CGol den Voi ce, his eyes cl osed.
NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 3

REPEAT PANEL. Col den Voi ce opens his eyes, not quite understanding
why he isn't dead.

GOLDEN VA CE

VWhat ... ?
PANEL 4

Suddenly, two MEN energe fromthe shadows and throw a BLANKET over
ol den Voice's head. The Disciple who | ed himout here, neanwhile,
| ooks around to check no-one is watching them

MAN 1
Make a sound and you're dead. you're com ng
wi th us.

PANEL 5
Man 1 hustl es CGol den Voi ce away, under the bl anket.

Man 2 turns to the Disciple and shakes his hand, smling. But the
guard has no tinme for pleasantries.

MAN 2
Thank you.

GUARD 1
Just hurry up and get himout of here.

PANEL 6

The Disciple turns, heaves his rifle over his shoulder and briskly
wal ks away fromthe strange scene, nuttering under his breath.

Man 2 catches up with Man 1 and together they hustle Gol den Voice
away, into the shadows.

GUARD 1 (SNMVALL)
May Mot her Sun |ight your path.
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PANEL 1

CUT TO Neel an's house. Lyndder's bedroom

FRODRI K | eans over Abi, listening to her chest with a stethoscope
(Make it a chunky, old-fashioned style thing with just one
ear pi ece, not sone slick piece of nodern tech).

FRODRI K
Who is she? Wiy isn't she wearing a visitor's
mar k?
PANEL 2

M chael stands nearby, watching Frodrik suspiciously. Frodrik
turns to himand raises his eyebrows in question.

M CHAEL
Didn't conme in through the gates.

FRODRI K
And neither, |'mguessing, did you. |s what
Neel an said true? Can she really cure Lyndder?
PANEL 3
ON Abi. She's still asleep.

M CHAEL (OFF)
Maybe. Maybe not.

PANEL 4

Frodri k puts the stethoscope in a goathide bag and shrugs. He
doesn't | ook confident. But Mchael is absolutely convinced Abi
wi || be okay.

FRCODRI K
Sane as her chances of survival. |'ve cl eaned
her up as best | can, but...

M CHAEL
She'll survive. | know you don't believe ne.
But she wll.

PANEL 5
CUT TO the front doorway. Neel an hol ds the door open for Frodrik.

FRODRI K
Just see she gets plenty of rest and water.

NEELAN
Thank you, Frodrik. Please don't say a word
about this to anyone.
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PANEL 6

CUT TO outside, as Neelan steps through the door and out into the
yard. He has a disdainful ook, as if he's eaten sonmething sour.
Neel an, standing in the doorway, just |ooks worried.

NOTE: It's now eveni ng, and dark outsi de.

FRODRI K
It's your house, Neelan. You want to have a
coupl e of desert rats round for dinner, that's
your busi ness.
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PANEL 1

FLASHBACK. MATCH COMPOSI TI ON of previous panel, as the 5-year-old
Jakob peers nervously round a doorway.

VO CE OFF
Jakob! Cone here, now

PANEL 2

PULL BACK TO REVEAL the scene. W're in a roomin Gskorr's house.
A CHI NA VASE |ies smashed into pieces on the floor.

A furious OSKORR stands by it, pointing at it accusingly as Jakob
shuffles into the room Jakob is clearly scared of his father.

OSKORR
By the gods, do you have any idea how nuch
that cost nme? It's froma Precity!
(cont)
What happened?

PANEL 3
Cskorr BACKHANDS Jakob across the face.

JAKOB
| didn't--aaah!

OSKORR
Don't lie to ne, boy! Wio else could it have
been? The gods didn't break it!
PANEL 4
But then ABI rushes into the room

ABI
VWait! M. GCskorr, sir... | broke it.

PANEL 5
ON Gskorr. He turns to face her, breathing hard.

OSKORR
OCh, really.

PANEL 6

OGskorr grabs Abi by the throat and pushes her against the wall.
She doesn't resist. Jakob flees the room

OSKORR
Well, then | guess you'll have to be puni shed.
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PANEL 1

CUT TO present day. The streets of the Artisian district. EVEN NG

Frodri k wal ks down the street, through the shadows. Renenber,
these streets have electric lighting, but there are still areas of
dar kness i nbetween the pools of |ight.

VO CE OFF (SMVALL)
... Luck yet?

VO CE OFF (SMVALL)
None of ny disciples have seen him Sultan.
Assum ng he still |ooks |Iike you descri bed.

PANEL 2
REVERSE THE ANGLE.

WATCHVAN DEXUS and SULTAN AMEER are in foreground, deep in
conversation as they nake their way along the street. Frodrik is
i n background, | ooking over his shoul der at them

SULTAN AMEER
He al ways | ooks the sane. And not just his
clothes, if you know what | nean.

DEXUS
| do. Just |ike Marcus.

PANEL 3

Frodri k H DES round a dark corner as the nen wal k past, still
preoccupi ed by their conversation.

SULTAN AMEER
The runmourage about M chael, out there on the
old roads... He has visions, he's immortal, he
ain't human... It's exactly the sane.
(cont)
That's why | know he's val uable to your
preci ous Lord Founder.

PANEL 4

ON the nen, as they walk on. Frodrik is now unseen, deep in
shadow.

DEXUS
If he's such an old friend, why are you
selling himout?

SULTAN AMEER
Who sai d anyt hing about friends? Goatfucker
slept with one of nmy w ves!
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PANEL 5

ON Dexus as he turns off, |leaving the Sultan to nake his own way
back to his caravan.

DEXUS
You shoul d choose your words nore carefully,
Sul t an.
(cont)
If | hear anything, you'll be the first to
know.

PANEL 6

CLOSE ON Frodri k. He stands at the corner, |ooking back toward
Neel an' s house.

NO DI ALOGUE
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PANEL 1

CUT TO the council chanbers. Marcus sits on his throne,
acconpani ed as ever by Yan. Frodrik stands at the other end of the
tabl e. Marcus ponders.

MARCUS
Neel an, harbouring a sunner? | am..
di sappoi nt ed.

FRCDRI K
| don't know for sure he's a sunner. But
Neel an definitely doesn't want him seen.

MARCUS
Indeed. And this is the sanme man the Sultan
spoke of ?
PANEL 2
ON Frodrik. He still has his doctor's bag - he's clearly cone here

strai ght from overhearing Dexus and Aneer out on the street.

FRCODRI K
He's called Mchael, and he's not a citizen.
He's not al one, though.

MARCUS ( COFF)

On?
PANEL 3

CLOSE ON Marcus. He purses his nouth and steeples his fingers to
it, thoughtful.

FRODRI K ( OFF)
There's a woman with him She's injured, but
he believes she can cure Lyndder sonehow. |
guess that's how he knows Neel an.

PANEL 4
| NSERT DREAM SEQUENCE PANEL fromissue 2 - page 1, panel 4.

NO DI ALOGUE
PANEL 5
REPEAT PANEL 3.
MARCUS
A man... and a wonman.

PANEL 6
ON Frodrik. He bows, smling.
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MARCUS ((CFF)
Thank you, Artisian. Your loyalty in this
matter wll not be forgotten.

FRODRI K

My | ord.



WASTELAND #9 - Draft 1.1 - JOHNSTON - 35.

PAGE 19

PANEL 1

FLASHBACK. A man's SILHOUETTE in a doorway. The space behi nd him
pure white, the doorway pure bl ack.

NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 2

CLOSE ON Jakob, lying in bed. The shadow of the sanme man falls
across him He | ooks up, frightened.

NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 3

REPEAT VI EW OF PANEL 1, but now we see the man as he steps through
the doorway. It's OSKORR. He enters and cl oses the door behind
hi m

NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 4
CUT TO Frala, asleep in her own bed, fast asleep.

NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 5

CUT TO Abi, sat up on her own bed in the slave quarters. She's
fully awake, her knees curled tightly up to her chest, her hands
over her ears.

NO DI ALOGUE

PANEL 6

CLOSER ON Abi. W see now that she's crying, her eyes screwed
tightly shut and her hands pressed firm agai nst her ears.

NO DI ALOGUE
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PANEL 1

CUT TO present day. CLOSE ON Neelan's front door as DEXUS s hand
knocks on it.

SEX
Knock
knock

PANEL 2

Neel an answers the door and | ooks out at Dexus in surprise. Dexus
greets himcordially, but doesn't smle.

NEELAN
Wat chman Dexus! What a, uh, surprise.
DEXUS
Good evening, Artisian Neelan. May | cone in?
PANEL 3
CUT TO inside Lyndder's bedroom No lights on in this room the
only illum nation com ng fromthe noon outside.
Abi is finally awake but still lies on the bed, groggy and sl eepy.
M chael stands by the w ndow, peering carefully out.
ABl (SVALL)
' Sgonnon?
M CHAEL

Not sure. Think it's the Watchman. Stay down.
PANEL 4

CUT TO Neel an's front doorway. He steps out, pulling the door
cl osed behind him

NEELAN
Uh, this isn't, really isn't a good tine. My
daughter, you see, is very ill, and--
DEXUS
Then | nust ask you to acconpany ne to
chanbers.
PANEL 5
Dexus places a hand on Neelan's arm Neelan is SHOCKED - he may
not be | eader of the council, but he's still an Artisian, and
Dexus is still just a Freeman.
NEELAN

VWhat ? Unhand ne! How dare you




WASTELAND #9 - Draft 1.1 - JOHNSTON - 37.

DEXUS
am here on ny Lord Founder's instruction,

He requests you attend him

I
Artisian.

(cont)
Now.
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PANEL 1

Neel an pulls his armaway. But Dexus won't be denied his duty, and
steers Neelan away fromthe house regardl ess.

NEELAN
Al right, all right... There's no need to
manhandl e ne.

DEXUS
Thi s way.

PANEL 2

They exit Neelan's yard gate, out onto the street. Neelan is
flustered, but Dexus is cagey and refuses to answer the Artisian's
guesti ons.

NEELAN
Is this about nmy m ssing today's neeting? |
asked Drodrik to explain ny absence. He'l
vouch for ne.

DEXUS
Not exactly, Artisian.

PANEL 3

VI EW FROM OQUTSI DE LYNDDER S W NDOW | ooking in as before. Ab
| ooks up at M chael, but Mchael is still peering carefully out
t he wi ndow.

ABI _( SMALL)
St eddown. .. heh. Canndo ennthin' else...

M CHAEL
Neel an's gone with him Don't |ike this.

PANEL 4

CUT BACK TO Neel an and Dexus. They pass a street corner opposite
Neel an' s house - and half a dozen DI SCI PLES are waiting there for
them out of sight of the house. Dexus acknow edges them but
keeps Neel an novi ng.

DEXUS
Al clear, sergeant. Move in.

SERGEANT
Yes, sir!

PANEL 5
The Disciples creep across the dark street, toward Neel an's house.

Neelan is horrified and tries to stop them but Dexus holds him
back.
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NEELAN
What - -what ' s goi ng on? Hey! You can't go in
there! My daughter's sick!

DEXUS
Shut up, Neelan. They won't harmyour girl...
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PANEL 1

SPLASH PACGE!
VI EW FROM | NSI DE LYNDDER S BEDROOM

A Disciple SMASHES the butt of his rifle through the bedroom
wi ndow.

Lyndder doesn't nove - she can't. But Abi, weak as she is,
flinches in her bed and screans in surprise.

NOTE that M chael is NOT SEEN in this shot. That's inportant for
next issue.

CAPTI ON
"...Just so long as she doesn't get in the
\,\ay' n
SEX
Krasssh!
ABI
Aah!

/ | ENDS



