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PAGE 1
PANEL 1

Full page, utterly black at the top, and as we move down the
page we begin to see speckles of white dots. Stars. 

TEXT
"The most merciful thing in the world, I
think, is the inability of the human
mind to correlate all its contents. We
live on a placid island of ignorance in
the midst of black seas of infinity, and
it was not meant that we should voyage
far. The sciences, each straining in its
own direction, have hitherto harmed us
little; but some day the piercing
together of dissociated knowledge will
open up such terrifying vistas of
reality, and of our frightful position
therein, that we shall either go mad
from the revelation or flee from the
light into the peace and safety of a new
dark age." - HP Lovecraft
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PAGE 2
PANEL 1

WWI battlefield. The Somme, specifically, and all hell's
breaking loose. View from trench, as French soldiers begin to
pour out into No Man's Land.

The soldiers are a mix of French and French Foreign Legion.
Carter, our hero, is one of the latter. 

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
October 30, 1916. Day 121 of the Somme
Offensive.

(cont)
I write this journal entry in the dead
of night, unable to sleep. It's not the
constant shelling, or even the screams
of the dying that keeps me awake. 

(cont)
No, something else keeps me from my
slumber. 

PANEL 2

Germans manning Maxim machine guns, brass flying as they pour
bullets downrange at the oncoming soldiers.

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
I'm told that the CO of the 6th plans to
take us over the top tomorrow at dawn. 

PANEL 3

Closeup of French soldiers being gunned down. It's like shooting
fish in a barrel.

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
We've had a break, lately, because of
the weather. But it should be clear
tomorrow, which means more meat for the
grinder.
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PAGE 3
PANEL 1

Closeup of rats gnawing on a dead French soldier. 

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
Maybe that's why the rats seem so
excited. They're readying for their
feast. 

PANEL 2

View of two British M1 tanks. One on fire as it rolls forward,
careening into a trench filled with soldiers, the other cresting
a small hill, guns blazing. 

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
Rumor has it that the Tommy's sent over
a few of their war machines for use in
our next offensive. 

(cont)
Scared the shit out of me first time I
saw one. Then it broke down. Guess we'll
see how well they work tomorrow. 

PANEL 3

We see the Germans' ammo belts run clear through their Maxims,
and as the guns cease fire the French take the opportunity and
charge their lines, bayonets held in front of them. 

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
Don't know how much longer our
ammunition stores will hold. All we can
hope for is that the Huns are in the
same boat as us.

(cont)
Either way, we live long enough we'll be
putting those bayonets to good use.  

PANEL 4

Hand to hand fighting. Bayonets, shovels, tooth and nail. Really
hit home the desperation of the men,  

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
Sometimes I wonder what I would be doing
if I'd decided to just stay home, back
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if I'd decided to just stay home, back
in Massachusetts. 
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PAGE 4
PANEL 1

Men dying by the score, falling into great piles of broken
flesh. 

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
What I'd be doing if I hadn't joined the
Foreign Legion. 

PANEL 2

CARTER, dressed in FFL uniform, has his rifle pressed against
the larynx of a German soldier, choking the man to death. 

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
I try to think of it, but it's weird. I
can't even really remember what home
looked like anymore. 

PANEL 3

Carter's turned to face another German. He's covered in blood by
this point, with a desperation in his eyes. 

As he's turning, we see the butt of his rifle in mid swing, just
before it impacts with the German's face. 

CAPTION  (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
There are days when I wake up, thinking
of how I need to see Professor Armitage
about a certain text he had mentioned,
or how I need to study for another exam.

PANEL 4

Closeup of Carter as he's beating another German to death with
his rifle. We don't see much of the recipient, but blood and
bone are flying. 

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
Then I remember where I am. 

(cont.)
And a little bit more of my soul seems
to whither, and die. 
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PAGE 5
PANEL 1

Now we see Carter shot, several times, by a soldier who is
barely able to lift himself from the mud he's been so badly
wounded. Maybe the man's missing half of his face, and he got a
lucky shot

Carter stands with arms outspread, in shock as the bullets
pierce his flesh. 

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
Sometimes, I think I'll never leave this
place. This wasteland of mud and bodies.

PANEL 2

Closeup of Carter's eyes, now wide in pain.

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
They call it the War to End All Wars. I
think that they might be right. But not
because we'll see the errors of our
ways...

PANEL 3

Zoom out to see a field of nothing but corpses, fire, and
destruction. It's as if a war had been fought on the moon.

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
...but because there won't be anyone
left to fight them. 

PANEL 4

BLACK

CAPTION (CARTER'S JOURNAL)
Legia Patria Nostra. - From the Journal
of Legionnaire 1e Classe Randolph Carter
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PAGE 6
PANEL 1

Closeup of Carter's eyes, this time as they look to the right of
panel, searching for something outside the train window. 

PANEL 2

DOUBLE PAGE SPREAD of aerial view of a steam-powered train,
heading left to right, from idyllic Massachusetts wilderness
into a small, but modern, New England town. Everything's very
picturesque. 

CAPTION
May 9, 1921
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PAGE 7
PANEL 1

We see Carter, older, more worn around the edges. He's sitting
in a train, wearing a relatively nice suit, with a trench coat
folded in the empty seat next to him, a fedora atop it, and a
newspaper sprawled next to the hat. 

The text of the paper is readable, saying the date (MAY 9,
1921), the title (ARKHAM ADVERTISER), and a series of headlines.
XXXX, XXXX, XXXX. 
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PAGE 8
PANEL 1

ARMITAGE is standing outside the station, a cane in one hand,
hat raised above his head in a wave. People are milling about,
going about their lives. It's just another day.

ARMITAGE
Randolph! Randolph Carter! 

PANEL 2

Carter smiling in recognition, carrying nothing but his coat in
one hand, and a military issued duffel bag over on shoulder. 

CARTER
Professor Armitage! 

PANEL 3

The two men embrace. 

CARTER
It's good to see you, sir. 

PANEL 4

The duo heads to a car (Bentley 3-litre
http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/0/0d/Bentley_3-
Litre_Drophead_Coupe_1921.jpg) parked in the background in the
street. Armitage is now wearing his hat. 

ARMITAGE
Sir? Ha! No need to call me that
anymore, young man. 

(cont)
If anything, I should be calling you
sir! 

CARTER
Alright then... Henry, we'll just agree
that nobody is going to call anybody
else sir then. 

ARMITAGE
Quite so!

PANEL 5

http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/0/0d/Bentley_3-Litre_Drophead_Coupe_1921.jpg
http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/0/0d/Bentley_3-Litre_Drophead_Coupe_1921.jpg
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Interior of Armitage's car, with the roof up. They're already in
motion, bouncing off down Arkham's cobblestone streets. 

ARMITAGE
It's been entirely too long since you
left us, Randolph.

CARTER
Just over... five years? Not so long, in
the big scheme of things. 

ARMITAGE
Five years gets to be a long time when
you're my age. 

CARTER (SMALL)
Feels like a lifetime for me... 
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PAGE 9
PANEL 1

Exterior view of the car traveling down the road. Wide panel
showing off the town

ARMITAGE
We've all been very worried about your
safety, I must say. 

CARTER
We?

ARMITAGE
Well, the whole town!

(cont)
You're a town hero, you know.

PANEL 2

Car interior, focused on Carter with Armitage in the foreground.

CARTER
I wouldn't use that word, personally.

(cont, whisper)
All the heroes are dead.

ARMITAGE
You might not, but people around here
do.

(cont)
And a hero deserves a hero's welcome.
Mrs. Armitage insists that you come over
for--

PANEL 3

Carter pointing out the front window, across Armitage. Armitage
looks surprised.

CARTER
Left here, Henry. 

ARMITAGE
Here? But the Miskatonic Hotel is--

CARTER
Left here. I'm not staying at the
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Left here. I'm not staying at the
Miskatonic Hotel. 

(cont)
I'm staying at 197 East Pickman. 

ARMITAGE
The Witch House?

PANEL 4

Another page-wide panel. View of the car from a wooded area,
with a single gravestone in the foreground. The street below is
well lit, with people walking the sidewalks and cars bouncing
along, but the woods are dark, ominous. It's a glimpse at the
other side of Arkham.

CARTER
Don't tell me you've given in to town
superstitions while I was away.

ARMITAGE
I didn't say I believed the legends.
Only, I know my town history better than
most, and that house has seen some dark
days. 

CARTER
Then we will make a good match.

(cont)
The Witch House will do just fine. 

PANEL 5

The car is now passing in front of a large metal gate with the
words "MISKATONIC UNIVERSITY" over them. 

ARMITAGE
Of course, you would know best. 

(cont)
You'll have to come see the collection,
we have some new additions, you know. 

CARTER
I'd love to come by and see the old
library. Maybe tomorrow?

ARMITAGE
Wonderful. I'm sure a stroll around
campus will be a pleasure for the both
of us. 
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PAGE 10
PANEL 1

Full page spread. The Witch House (find inspirational picture)
standing ominously, dominating the scene. Carter and Armitage
are getting out of the car, looking up at the old mansion.  

ARMITAGE
...and you're certain you want to stay
here? 

CARTER
Positive. It'll be fine.

ARMITAGE
Did you know, the house is named after a
supposed witch... Uh, Mason, I think her
name was, who in 1691 was burned-- 

CARTER
Actually, Keziah Mason wasn't burned, if
what I've read is true. She escaped the
Salem trials. 

ARMITAGE
"And she returns, with a host of rats
with the faces of doomed men, to steal
newborn babes to add to her host." 

(cont)
Or something like that, isn't it? 
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PAGE 11
PANEL 1

Carter and Armitage are walking up to the house.

CARTER
Heh. Yes, something like that. Though,
I'm sure she fled into the countryside
and--

PANEL 3

Door swings open, putting Carter and Armitage off-balance. The
doorway is filled with shadows, and it's impossible to see
anything beyond the threshold. 

GRAVES (IN THE SHADOWS)
Where she met the Devil himself, and
guaranteed her immortality. 

PANEL 4

Now GRETCHEN GRAVES has moved into the light, and we see that
it's not much of a stretch to say that she's pretty... Witchy.
She's a creepy old lady, at that age where she could be anywhere
from 80 to 150.

Armitage looks pretty surprised, while Carter just looks
confused.

CARTER
Uh... What?

GRAVES
Can I help you?

CARTER
You said something about immortali--

GRAVES
I'm not buying anything, so thank you
and good day.

CARTER
No! I'm not selling... I'm here about
the room! Are you Gretchen Graves? I'm--
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PANEL 5

Graves smiling, like a sweet old lady.

GRAVES
Oh yes, the Carter boy. Why didn't you
say so?

(cont)
Please come in.
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PAGE 12
PANEL 1

The men enter the house, each with their hats in hand, following
Graves as she totters down the hall towards a set of narrow,
ancient stairs. 

CARTER
It's a lovely home, ma'am. 

GRAVES (SMALL)
You say that now, yes, yes. Polite young
man, that’s very nice. Give it time
though, and the house will grow on you.
It has grown on me so very much.

PANEL 2

Close-up of Graves looking over her shoulder as she begins her
ascent up the staircase. 

GRAVES
Nobody knows exactly when it was built,
did you know that?

PANEL 3

The trio ascends the narrow, claustrophobic stairs in the dimly
lit house. If possible, we should be able to see an eclectic mix
of decorations around the house. All very macabre. 

ARMITAGE
I believe that the date has been set at
shortly after the town's founding, in
1667 or so...? 

GRAVES
Hm. Yes. A scholarly man, I see. Such
knowledge. Heh.

(cont.)
I suppose that date would be close
enough. Relatively speaking.

(cont. small)
All things being relative.

PANEL 4

They arrive at a door, one of several in a long, dusty, dimly
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They arrive at a door, one of several in a long, dusty, dimly
lit hallway. 

GRAVES
Here we are! The old servants quarters.

PANEL 5

We see the inside of a small room, with nothing but a cot, a
footlocker, and a single window. Graves and Armitage stand at
the open door, while Carter is standing in the center of the
small space.

CARTER
Wonderful, this should be perfect Miss
Graves. Thank you very much for your
hospitality.  

GRAVES
Yes, well, I hope you enjoy your stay.
If you need anything at all, you just
let me know. My bedroom is at the bottom
of the stairs. 

(cont.)
Good night, gentlemen.

CARTER & ARMITAGE
Good night, miss Graves. 

PANEL 6

The two men stand in the room. The door is closed, Graves having
departed. Armitage is looking at the furnishings, while Carter
stands looking out the window.

NO COPY

PANEL 7

Armitage has joined Carter at the window, putting one hand on
the younger man's shoulder. They're both looking out on Arkham
as the sun begins to set. 

ARMITAGE
Are you sure I can't drive you to the
Miskatonic Hotel, Randolph? Hell, I'm
sure it would be no issue at all for you
to stay with us a couple of nights. I'd
have to phone the wife, but--

CARTER
Thank you, Henry, but this will be just
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Thank you, Henry, but this will be just
fine. I am quite comfortable here. 

(cont.)
Besides, it's far nicer than just about
any lodging I ever had during the War.

CARTER
It’s getting late, Henry. Surely your
wife is expecting you home soon? 

ARMITAGE
Well, she's not expecting me home for
another hour or so. She knows I was out
catching up with an old pupil and
friend. 

(cont.)
She knows how I can go on. Which remind
me, would you like to join us for
dinner?

CARTER
Oh, no, I couldn't possibly...

(cont.)
Well, perhaps. I had planned on going
for a long walk, seeing the town on my
own you understand. Seeing what's
changed since I left. 
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PAGE 13
PANEL 1

The two men shake hands, smiling.

ARMITAGE
Of course, I understand. Be careful out
there at night though, you never know
what might be lurking.

CARTER
Ha! Now you're just trying to scare me
into attending. I will give you a ring
later. My regards to the missus.

PANEL 2

Carter, now alone in the room, locks the door behind Armitage.

SFX
CLACK

PANEL 3

Carter closes the drapes to cover the window. 

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 4

Closeup of Carter pulling objects out of his baggage. A reading
lamp on the bedside table is lit, providing a simple spotlight
on his activity.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 5

A bedroll in the process of being rolled out. In it, we see a
collection of various knives, papers, lock picks, tools and
religious paraphernalia.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 6

Carter slipping a Colt 1911 .45 into a shoulder holster. 
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NO DIALOGUE  
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PAGE 14
PANEL 1

Carter on the front steps of the Witch House, straightening his
Fedora. 

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 2

Carter walking down the street, entirely alone. Lights are
sparse, and the town looks practically deserted. 

CARTER (THOUGHT)
I don't remember the town shutting down
so quickly after sunset. 

WOMAN (OFF, JAGGGED)
AAAAAHHHHHH!

PANEL 3

Carter sprinting through the street.

WOMAN (OFF, JAGGED)
Help! Someo--

PANEL 4

Carter rounds the corner with pistol in hand to see TWO MEN
grabbing a YOUNG WOMAN, one with his hand around her mouth and
an arm around her torso, the other grabbing both of her legs.
They're obviously about to load her into a BLACK CAR. 

PANEL 5

Closeup of the woman's eyes, as she sees Carter. She's panicked,
and sees hope in a man with a gun. 

NO DIALOGUE
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PAGE 15
PANEL 1

Angle on Carter firing his gun.

CARTER (SMALL)
DON'T HIT THE GIRL, CARTER...

SFX
BANG BANG

PANEL 2

The two men toss her into the back seat of the car as bullets
SPARK against the pavement, and the car frame. 

A CLUTCH is dropped on the street, which the goons don't notice
in all the excitement at being shot at. 

GOON #1
Hurry up!

GOON #2
I'M HURRYIN'!

SFX
PING PING

PANEL 3

One of the men gets into the car, starting it. Goon #1 stands
half in, half out of the passenger door that they shoved the
woman in through. He has a gun out, and is returning fire at
Carter. 

SFX
BANG BANG BANG

PANEL 4

The man is winged as Carter hits him in the left shoulder.
Carter is running, his trench coat flapping behind him, firing
his pistol still.

SFX
BANG

PANEL 5
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Inside the car. The girl is unconscious in the seat beside the
bleeding man, who has just slammed the car door shut. GOON #2 is
in the front, starting the car, looking in the rearview mirror. 

GOON #1 (JAGGED)
Get us outta here!

GOON #2
Got it!

SFX
Vroooom

PANEL 6

Carter is sprinting down the street, still firing his pistol, as
the car speeds off into the night. 

SFX
BANG BANG

PANEL 7

Carter standing in the middle of the street, staring after the
disappearing car, his pistol smoking in his hand. 

In the street, just next to his shoe, is the clutch the girl
dropped.

CARTER
Well, fuck. 
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PAGE 16
PANEL 1

Angle on the front of the ARKHAM POLICE DEPARTMENT. Nothing too
special about the building, it's an ancient, stone building that
has absolutely seen better days. 

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 2

Carter is at the front desk, arguing with OFFICER HARRIGAN.
Carter looks pissed, while Harrigan just looks bored. 

CARTER (LARGE)
So you're calling me a liar?!

HARRIGAN
Mister... Carter, you said your name
was? I'm not saying you're a liar, only
that you must be mistaken. 

(cont.)
This is a small town. We don't have
kidnappings like--

CARTER
Goddammit! I saw two guys carry a young
woman off in their car! We exchanged
fire--

HARRIGAN
Have you been drinking, sir? 

CARTER
What?! No! I haven't! I just got into
town a few hours ago!

PANEL 3

Harrigan is now looking at Carter, putting on a pretty fake
smile. Carter's still fuming, both hands raised in the air.

HARRIGAN
Alright, I can see that you're pretty
worried here. Detective Smith will help
you out. Take a left, right, then third
door on your left. Can't miss it.



Arkham

26

CARTER (SMALL)
Great, thanks.
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PAGE 17
PANEL 1

Angle on a plain wooden door, with a piece of paper taped to the
front labelled "DET. BOOKER SMITH" hanging somewhat lopsided.
Carter has a fist raised up to knock on it.

AUDREY (FROM BEHIND DOOR)
C'mon, Booker! There's been something
weird going on for months now! You can't
just--

BOOKER (FROM BEHIND DOOR)
I'm not ignoring it, miss Abney! I'm
following up leads as they surface...

(cont., small)
...and I'd really prefer it if you at
least tried to call me Detective.

SFX
KNOCK KNOCK

PANEL 2

Carter opening the door. BOOKER SMITH is sitting at his desk,
looking tired and exasperated, while AUDREY ABNEY is pacing, her
hands in the air. They both look a little surprised at Carter's
entrance. 

CARTER
Uh... Excuse me, sorry to interrupt. I'm
here to report a kidnapping. 

AUDREY (SMALL)
...

BOOKER
Of course, please, come in. 

PANEL 3

Carter has closed the door, Booker is standing now with a hand
indicating a chair, and Audrey has both hands to her mouth in
surprise. 

BOOKER
So you said there was a kidnapping,
mister...?
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CARTER
Carter, Rando--

AUDREY
Oh my god! It is! 

PANEL 4

Audrey has her arms around Carter's neck in a hug that carries
her off the ground. Carter looks pretty surprised, as can be
expected. 

AUDREY
Randy Carter, it is you!

BOOKER (SMALL)
Randy Carter?

CARTER
I'm sorry... Have we met miss..?

PANEL 5

Carter now has his hands on Audrey's shoulders, holding her at
arm's length. He's looking at her, shocked. She's blushing now,
a little embarrassed. 

AUDREY
Heh, oh, yeah, I guess it's been a
while. 

CARTER
Oh good lord, Audrey? Audrey Abney?
You're...

PANEL 6

Angle on Audrey, kind of showing off her figure. She's smiling,
but still pretty embarrassed. Carter has his hat in one hand,
and the other running through his hair in surprise. 

AUDREY
Grown up?

CARTER
Ugh... Yeah.

(cont., small)
All, ugh, grown. 
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PAGE 18
PANEL 1

Booker looking a little confused, but mostly annoyed. 

BOOKER
I'm sorry to interrupt this heartwarming
reunion, but you came to report a
kidnapping, Mister... Carter, was it?

PANEL 2

Carter's turn to look embarrassed. He's started to pull
something from one of the pockets of his trench coat, while
Audrey is blushing, looking away from him.

CARTER
Right, of course. I was just...
Surprised to see Audrey here. 

PANEL 3

Carter hands the clutch he'd found on the ground out to Booker. 

Audrey is now staring at the clutch in fear.

CARTER
Two men were grabbing a girl and shoving
her into a car. She dropped this. 

PANEL 4

Audrey snatches it from Carter before Booker can reach for it. 

AUDREY
Oh god, I know this purse!

PANEL 5

Audrey has it open now, and is pulling out a driver's license
with the name LUCY LINDBERG written on it. 

AUDREY
Oh... Oh God. 
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PAGE 19
PANEL 1

Audrey has a hand over her mouth, the other clutching the ID.
She looks terrified, though she's trying to hide it.

BOOKER
You know this girl?

AUDREY
Lucy... She's my roommate. She's...
She's my best friend. Oh god. 

PANEL 2

Booker is grabbing his coat and hat, while on the corners of the
panel Carter and Audrey look on. 

BOOKER
Mister Carter, I'd appreciate it if you
would take me to the scene of the crime
immediately. We'll take my car.

PANEL 3

Audrey shoving her finger into Carter's face, angry as hell.
Carter's backed up a step, trying to avoid the index finger she
looks about ready to stab through his eye.

AUDREY
Now hold on! You're not leaving me here!

(cont.)
I know Lucy! I'm not just going to go
home while she's in danger somewhere! 

CARTER
We'll find her, Audrey, I promise. But
it wouldn't be safe for--

AUDREY
Fuck that, Randy! You just ran off one
day to fight the Krauts without a word
to your friends...

(cont.)
...And you just come back here and start
bossing me around like I'm a little girl
still? Fuck. That. 

(cont.)
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Detective Booker, I will accompany you
and Mister Carter to the scene, thank
you very much. 

PANEL 4

Audrey has thrown the door open and is halfway out, while Booker
and Carter stand looking at each other. Booker's just shrugging,
and Carter looks pretty dumbfounded. 

BOOKER
Don't know about you, but I think I'd
rather go back to fighting the Huns than
argue with that. 

AUDREY (LARGE)
Hurry! We might already be too late!
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PAGE 20
PANEL 1

Deep in the Arkham woods, a figure in a black robe is making his
way deeper. 

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 2

He reaches a small, stony rise covered in moss with an almost
imperceptible crack running vertically for about 7 feet. It
looks more like a fold in the rock than an actual open space. 

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 3

We rotate our angle a bit, and see that it's a bit of an
illusion. There's actually an opening, a few feet across.

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 4

We're inside the cave now, and see that it's hollow, with
ancient stairs carved out of the rock descending into the
darkness. 

NO DIALOGUE

PANEL 5

The robed man is descending the stairs, now occasionally lit by
torches mounted along the rough cave wall. 

NO DIALOGUE
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PAGE 21
PANEL 1

The stairs conclude in a large tavern, filled with people
dressed identically to the man just leaving the stairs. 

They're surrounding a stone platform, atop which is LUCY
LINDBERG, each wrist chained to an obsidian pillar. She's
hanging, limp, dressed in a white gown.

In front of her is a BLACK GEM, the SHINING TRAPEZOHEDRON, on a
pedestal at about waist height. 

CULTISTS
Ph'nglui mglw'nafh clth'fnagn g'nggar! 

PANEL 2

A different man, dressed identically to the rest of the cultists
save for an amulet he wears around his neck, stands next to
Lucy. She looks up into the darkness of his hood, tears smearing
her makeup. 

His chin and mouth are visible, though only barely, while his
eyes might as well not exist. He plays at being kind, and as
such smiles when talking to Lucy a lot.

MONK
I'm very sorry, miss, that my friends
have treated you so poorly. 

(cont.)
...this looks pretty bad, doesn't it?

LUCY
What do you people want with me?

PANEL 3

Lucy's crying again, looking away from the Monk. 

MONK
If you haven't guessed it by now, well,
I'll just say that this is a religious
order, and we're having a ceremony. 

(cont.)
Don't ask me why, but the ceremonies
require a person from outside of the
order at the center. 
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(cont.)
You know how idiosyncratic religions can
be, with their wine and crackers, the
handling of serpents, hymns... 

(cont.)
This is pretty much the same thing.

LUCY
I... (sob) I just want to go home. 

PANEL 4

The monk has his hand on her cheek, and she's no looking into
his hood, a spark of hope on her face. 

MONK
I know. And I'm here to help you.

(cont.)
I promise, soon, you'll be home.

(cont.)
I'm here to save you...
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PAGE 22
PANEL 1

Full page spread. The Monk has Lucy's hair bunched in his left
hand, pulling back her head, as he's slit her throat with a
wicked looking knife in his right hand. 

Blood spills onto the Trapezohedron, which is now GLOWING with
an ethereal light. 

MONK
...from what comes next. 

CAPTION
To be continued...




