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PAGE 1 

PANEL 1: A small campsite, surrounded by fence. In the 

background, in the site, huts and a camp fire can be seen, 

with a group of TEENAGED GIRLS sitting around it. In the 

foreground, a sign carved into wood next to the entry gates.  

‘CAMP FOXWOOD’ 

PANEL 2: Three teenaged girls are sitting by the Camp fire, as 

the sun behind them has begun to set. They are TRUDY (15) – 

nerdy, nervous looking, with a book in her hand; MEGAN (11) – 

over excitable, smiling as she holds a marshmallow over the 

fire; BECKY (13) – the leader, a sense of seriousness and 

maturity as she looks up at the moon above. 

PANEL 3: Standing by one of the Huts, watching Trudy, Megan 

and Becky carefully – MICHAEL (40s), slightly overweight, with 

stubble growing on his face, and a look that suggests he 

hasn’t washed in days, and BENJAMIN (21) – young, attractive, 

a charm about him. He wouldn’t look outplaced in a cowboy 

movie. 

MICHAEL: ‘Ey, man? Fifteen, twen’y mins before bed? Looks like 

they’re havin’ a good time… 

BENJAMIN: Fifteen. Nice to see them all smilin’, but I want 

‘em lively tomorrow. Ain’t got any use for some sleepy 

campers. 

PANEL 4: Megan is poking Trudy with the end of her Marshmallow 

stick, and Trudy looks pissed as she struggles to continue 

reading her book. Becky continues to look up at the stars 

above. 

MEGAN: Come on, Trudy! Come and play! 

TRUDY: I’m reading… 

MEGAN: You’re so boring! 

PANEL 5: Michael and Benjamin are starring at each other. They 

both wear tired faces. In the background, besides the fire, 

Trudy and Megan are fighting. Trudy has her book lifted as if 

she will whack Megan with it, and Megan has her stick pointed. 

MICHAEL: On the other han’, maybe now woul’ be a good time for 

bed… 

PANEL 6: We’re back to a panel looking at the gates again, 

only this time in the background, Michael and Benjamin are 

standing by the fire pulling Trudy away from Megan. In the 



foreground, we see the silhouette of a well built, rucksack 

carrying man. 

PAGE 2 

PANEL 1: Back at the fire. Michael has his arms under Megan’s 

shoulders, and Benjamin has done the same to Trudy. Both 

children are snarling. Becky is looking at something else – 

the silhouette of the man, having stepped through the gates. 

MEGAN: I hate you! You’re such a nerd! 

TRUDY: At least I can read! 

BECKY: Hey, guys… 

PANEL 2: From the perspective of the silhouette man, looking 

at the fire. Trudy and Megan have stopped fighting – they are 

both looking at the man with fright. Michael and Benjamin have 

loosened their grip on the girls. 

BENJAMIN: Stop right there! 

PANEL 3: Benjamin’s heavy right hand rests on his holster. In 

the background, the man is no longer a silhouette. It is 

THOMAS HURST (30s) – well built, a face that is deadly 

serious. A beard is beginning to grow but his hair is cut 

military-short. His eyes are hopeless. He’s mid-step. 

MICHAEL (O.P): Ma’ frien’ said stop, sir! Neither o’ us wanna 

shoot ya, so just stop! 

PANEL 4: Benjamin has his PISTOL out of his holster aimed at 

Thomas. The girls are quivering in fear behind him, and 

Michael is standing uncertain with his hand on his holster. 

Thomas appears to be standing still, although his face is not 

worried. 

BENJAMIN: I told ya’ to stop. Why didn’t ya’ listen? 

THOMAS: … 

PANEL 5: C.U. on Thomas’s face, covered in mud and dried 

blood. Battered yet somehow friendly. This man has seen some 

things. 

THOMAS: Trust me when I say I could have killed you all by 

now. Whilst you were having your playfights over by the fire, 

I was watching. You wouldn’t have even known you were dead. 

Now put that gun down, and let’s have a talk. 

PAGE 3: 



PANEL 1: The sun has risen once more, and the sky is bright 

and cloudless. Megan, Trudy and Becky are sitting beside the 

ashes of the fire, clearly worried and nervous. Besides them 

sits Thomas, a tin of peaches in his hands, and Michael and 

Benjamin watching carefully. Thomas has a spoon of peaches 

ready to meet his mouth. 

THOMAS: How long have you guys had this place? 

MICHAEL: Ain’t been ‘ere too long. Long enoug’ to watch the 

girls, make sure they’re safe. ‘Bout it. 

PANEL 2: Megan has a stick in her hands. She has it poked into 

the ashes. Her face is marred with worry. In the background, 

Thomas has the spoon in his mouth and Michael is pointing at 

the girls. 

MICHAEL: The girl who ain’t ever seem to be doin’ nothin’ is 

Becky – the leader, though the other girls’ll never admit it. 

Girl with the stick, that’s Megan. The ‘nerd’ – that’s Trudy. 

I’m Michael, and this is Benjamin. 

THOMAS: … 

THOMAS (CONT.): Thomas… Thomas Hurst. 

PANEL 3: Thomas and Michael are shaking hands. Thomas still 

looks deadly serious but Michael looks more relaxed. Benjamin 

looks at them suspiciously. 

MICHAEL: Nice ta’ meet you, Thomas Hurst. 

PANEL 4: Benjamin’s hand rests on his holster once more, as 

his suspicious eyes stare with rage at Thomas. In the 

background, Thomas and Michael are still mid-shake. 

PAGE 4: 

PANEL 1: We’re inside one of the huts. It’s small and cosy, 

with a bear skin rug on the floor and a single bed pushed 

against the back side of the wall. Benjamin and Michael are 

sitting at the end of the bed. Benjamin looks worried – 

Michael is calm. 

BENJAMIN: I’m just sayin’, we can’t bring a random guy into 

the camp. There are girls here – living, breathin’ girls 

who’ve lost everythin’. It simply isn’t fair to put’em at risk 

again. 

MICHAEL: I know, Benjamin. I know… 

PANEL 2: C.U. on Michael and his kind face. He’s gesturing 

with his hands to make a point. He looks like a genuinely nice 

guy, and his eyes shimmer with care. 



MICHAEL: But when ‘ave we ever not helped people? When ‘ave we 

ever said no to a person in need? We’re surrounded by the dead 

– we don’ need to be like ‘em. 

PANEL 3: C.U. on Benjamin, hand on his forehead. Clearly 

uncertain. He seems to be mid sigh. 

BENJAMIN: Okay… Okay… We let this guy stay, but we watch him. 

An’ when I say watch him, I mean watch him. No more of these 

meetin’s. If we have a meetin’, he’s sittin in here with us. 

PANEL 4: Michael is stood up, the door mid-way open revealing 

the bright sky outside. He’s smiling. 

MICHAEL: This guy’ll be worth it, Benjamin. I’m tellin’ ya 

now, he’s worth it. 

PANEL 5: The door is shut, although it does appear to be 

vibrating slightly. 

SFX: SLAM! 

PANEL 6: Benjamin’s worried face once more. His hand still 

sits on his holster, his fingers wrapped around the grip of 

his gun. 

BENJAMIN: You better be right, Michael… Better be… 

PAGE 5: 

PANEL 1: Megan is sitting on the bed of her own hut. It’s 

decorated with hand drawn images, and a teddy bear sits on the 

bed. She’s examining the stick from earlier, now in her hands. 

She looks deadly serious. Standing in the doorway is Thomas; 

for the first time, he’s smiling. 

THOMAS: So… What do we do for fun around here? 

PANEL 2: Thomas P.O.V, as Megan holds the stick against the 

ground and reaches out for the teddy bear with her free hand.  

MEGAN: Nothing. There’s nothing here to do but read, and 

that’s boring. I made a sharp stick. That was fun, I guess. 

PANEL 3: Thomas has stepped further into the room, his face 

quizzical. He still looks slightly alert. Megan is also 

standing, marshmallow stick in one hand and teddy in the 

other. The teddy is missing an eye. 

THOMAS: You ever killed one of those… What do you call them? 

MEGAN: Deaders. That’s what we call them; Benjamin and Michael 

call them Walkers. 



THOMAS: Well, have you ever killed any Deaders? With your 

stick, anything? 

PANEL 4: C.U. on Megan’s deadly serious face. The overly 

excited girl looks terrifying, her eyes containing an 

uncontrollable rage. She’s smiling. 

MEGAN: A few, but I only remember one. He was eating Liam, so 

I stabbed him through the eye. Then he wasn’t eating Liam any 

more. Then… Then I stabbed Liam… But I can’t remember the 

others. 

PANEL 5: Thomas has turned to face the door, and we see his 

face. He looks worried, and Megan behind him looks totally 

oblivious. She’s dropped the stick and she’s now holding the 

teddy with both hands, examining the missing eye with her 

fingers. 

THOMAS: Thanks Megan. 

PAGE 6:  

PANEL 1: The sun has begun to set again, and the group of six 

are sitting around the fire, the dancing flames being the only 

source of light. They are all eating from tins, but we are 

focused on the three men. To the side, the girls appear to be 

having a conversation. Thomas appears to be worried. 

THOMAS: You’ve not had much trouble here, have you? 

BENJAMIN: … 

BENJAMIN (CONT.): Getting’ ‘ere, yes. Tonnes of ‘em – lucky 

the girls got here so soon. Since we’ve been here, hardly any. 

Starting to believe it might be safe. 

PANEL 2: From Benjamin’s P.O.V. His right hand still rests on 

his holster, as an oblivious Thomas and Michael face each 

other in conversation. 

MICHAEL: Why’d you ask? 

THOMAS: I was talking to Megan earlier, whilst you two were 

having your chat. Seems like she’s only killed a couple of 

those things – whatever you call them. You guys must have it 

pretty easy. 

PANEL 3: Michael is trying to smile with a spoon of food in 

his mouth. He’s failing miserably – it’s almost comedic. 

MICHAEL: We si’ outside breakfast, lunch, dinner eatin’ food 

and we sleep in our own cabins. No danger here – ‘pretty easy’ 

is an understatement. 



PANEL 4: Thomas is mid-sigh, and his face is once again marred 

by worry. He no longer seems to be eating – his empty tin sits 

by his side with the spoon sitting on a log next to it. 

THOMAS: And there lies the problem… Look, I know I’m new here, 

and all that. But the last two weeks on the road have proven 

one thing. Two weeks of the world going to hell has proven 

that we’re not safe anymore, anywhere. 

PAGE 7: 

PANEL 1: Benjamin’s P.O.V once more. His hand has tightened on 

his gun as he looks at Thomas standing, passionate as he 

speaks. The girls have taken notice, and they are watching. 

Michael is trying to make eye contact with Thomas. 

THOMAS: You’re letting these girls sleep in their own cabins, 

unwatched at night?! There are hundreds of Walkers roaming 

through these woods, just waiting to find this place. When 

they do, they’re gonna come through here and destroy 

everything you’ve tried to create. Why the hell aren’t you 

ready? 

PANEL 2: Benjamin is standing, pointing a defensive finger at 

an unretracting Thomas. He is mid speech, and spit is 

showering from his mouth – he looks volatile. Besides him, 

Michael sits in frustration and the girls cower. 

BENJAMIN: Screw you! We ain’t gonna take no crap from a man 

who just showed up here and seems to think he owns the place. 

You don’t! We’ve gone through hell; we know what it’s like out 

there. But this place is safe. 

PANEL 3: Benjamin and Thomas are pressed close together, as if 

they are ready to fight, but a desperate Michael is trying to 

push between them. The girls are cowering in fear of impending 

violence. 

MICHAEL: Guys… Guys! Back off, both of ya’. Calm it. No point 

talkin’ when ya’ both so pissed at each other ya’ can’t see 

reason. Get some rest and we’ll talk in the mornin’. 

PANEL 4: Benjamin is storming away from Thomas, hand still on 

his Pistol. His face is still marred with anger. Thomas looks 

defensive and Michael appears to be stepping forwards to try 

and stop his friend. 

MICHAEL: Benjamin, wait! Don’t leave it like this! 

BENJAMIN: I’ve got nothing to say to this man. You can watch 

him tonight; I don’t wanna see his face. 

PAGE 8: 



PANEL 1: Back in Megan’s room, and we are right next to the 

sleeping body of Megan. She looks peaceful as she cuddles with 

her teddy bear. The door to her hut is open, however, 

revealing the dark outside. 

PANEL 2: Near the open door of Megan’s hut – a silhouette. It 

seems to have one leg longer than the other and leans to one 

side, and is missing a big chunk from its shoulder. 

SFX: GRRRR! 

PANEL 3: Megan has rolled over, yet she is still clutching her 

teddy bear. Standing by the doorway – the silhouette, still 

concealed by darkness. It appears to be approaching Megan. 

PANEL 4: C.U. on Megan’s face. Her eyes are wide open, and she 

is very clearly terrified. A single tear is dropping out of 

one eye. 

PANEL 5: Megan’s hand is slowly reaching over the side of the 

bed, trying to clutch onto her newly sharpened stick that 

currently rests on the floor. Her eyes are desperate. Behind 

her, now passed through the door, is a Walker. Its mouth is 

open ready to attack. 

SFX: GRRRRRR! 

PANEL 6: Megan’s grip tightens on the sharpened stick. Her 

knuckles are white – she is clutching desperately for he life. 

The rugged feet of the Walker can be seen from under her bed. 

PAGE 9: 

FULL-PAGE SPREAD: Megan is standing at the end of the bed, her 

face like that of a desperate soldier, and she is holding the 

sharpened stick in her hands. At the end of the stick is the 

Walker – the stick has travelled through the eye of the Walker 

and through the other side. Blood is splattering in every 

direction, staining the stick. 

MEGAN: AAAAHHH! 

PAGE 10: 

PANEL 1: Thomas is sleeping in his own bed. The image is 

almost identical to that of Page 8, Panel 1, only Michael can 

be seen sleeping on a mattress in the doorway. 

MEGAN (O.P): AAAAHHH! 

PANEL 2: Thomas has darted up into a sitting position, his 

eyes wide and worried. His hand is clutching on the gun that 

sits on his desk. Michael is also sitting up, and he looks 

even more worried. 



MICHAEL: Megan! 

PANEL 3: Thomas and Michael are running past the ashes of the 

fire, the moonlight being the only source of illumination. 

They are both half-dressed and both clutching pistols. Michael 

is leading the way. In the doorways of other cabins, the two 

other girls can be seen. 

MICHAEL: Damn no! Damn no! 

PANEL 4: Thomas and Michael are running towards the half-

opened entrance to Megan’s hut, guns now raised. They both 

clearly look panicked. Benjamin is also now besides them, half 

dressed with a shotgun in his hands. 

BENJAMIN: The hell is goin’ on?! 

MICHAEL: Somethin’s happened to Megan! 

PANEL 5: Benjamin, Michael and Thomas stand in Megan’s 

doorway, Thomas standing at the front. All their eyes are open 

wide and their jaws are hanging. They are clearly shocked. 

Megan is still standing with the dead Walker at the end of her 

stick, but she’s crying. 

MEGAN: It’s… It’s alright. I got it. You… You can all go back 

to sleep now… 

PAGE 11: 

PANEL 1: Minutes have passed since the last panel. Thomas, 

Benjamin and Michael have gathered besides the door, with 

Megan, Becky and Trudy sitting on the bed. Megan looks 

traumatised. The Walker has been pushed to the corner, but the 

sharp stick is still in her hands. 

PANEL 2: C.U. on the men. Benjamin looks less suspicious of 

Thomas – he seems to be listening to him. All men have their 

guns lowered, although they look ready for action. 

THOMAS: We’re lucky only one Walker went for her – she was 

lucky enough to know how to handle it. Unfortunately, she 

screamed. 

BENJAMIN: So…? 

THOMAS: If there are any other Walkers in the area, they’re 

heading right for this place…  

THOMAS (CONT.): Right for Camp Foxwood… 

PANEL 3: Becky has an arm around Megan, who is looking down at 

her lap. Trudy is looking at the doorway anxiously. 



MEGAN: I… I just heard it. I didn’t know what to do, so I 

grabbed my stick. I… I think I got blood on my PJs. 

PANEL 4: Back to the men. Michael is clearly alert, and his 

eyes are scanning outside, whilst Benjamin stares at Thomas 

intently. Thomas returns this stare with a somehow calm 

expression. 

BENJAMIN: So, what’re we gonna do? 

THOMAS: This place is too big – there’s no way we can defend 

it. We give the girls weapons – sticks, shovels, anything – 

and we stand by the ashes of the fire. We fight the Walkers, 

if there are any, until they’re all gone. No guns. Guns 

attract Walkers. 

PANEL 5: Becky has taken her arm away from Megan, and she is 

now holding the pointed stick, examining it closely. Trudy is 

still looking out towards the door. Megan is still looking at 

her lap. 

BECKY: Nice weapon, by the way.  

MEGAN: I… I just made it for fun… Not to kill… 

BECKY: Well stop making crap for fun. We make to kill now. We 

have no other choice. 

PANEL 6: Michael has already stepped out at the doorway, 

pistol raised. Thomas and Benjamin still stand talking, 

although Benjamin is clearly anxious now. Everyone wants to 

get moving. 

BENJAMIN: How… How many Walkers do’you think there’ll be, huh? 

THOMAS: How many doesn’t matter; it’s staying alive that does. 

We just have to make it to dawn. Then we can see, then we have 

a better chance. 

PAGE 12: 

PANEL 1: The group are all standing beside the lit fire. The 

world around them is pitch black. Thomas is holding an axe, 

Michael a shovel and Benjamin a machete. Trudy is holding a 

crowbar, Becky a piece of wood from a fence and Megan her 

bloody pointed stick. They’re all standing back to back. 

MICHAEL: Remind me why we relit the fire. Thought the aim was 

to stay alive?! 

THOMAS: … 



THOMAS (CONT.): We want all the Walkers coming towards us; 

gives us less to deal with tomorrow morning. Besides, it means 

we can see, which is a plus. 

PANEL 2: The group are in the exact same positions, and 

they’re facial expressions haven’t changed, but the scenery 

behind them has. Replacing darkness are TEN SILHOUETTES, all 

battered and bruised and different shapes and sizes. They are 

slowly approaching the group. 

SFX: GRRRRRR! 

SFX: GRRRRRRRRRR! 

MICHAEL: Sounds like a hell o’ a lot of ‘em. 

PAGE 13: 

PANEL 1: C.U. on Megan, her terrified little face ready for 

battle. She’s clutching her sharp stick tightly in her hands, 

and it’s lifted ready for battle. 

SFX: GRRRRRR! 

PANEL 2: C.U. on Becky. She looks surprisingly calm as her 

eyes scan the darkness around her. Her plank of wood is lifted 

to her shoulder, ready for battle. 

SFX: GRRRR! 

PANEL 3: C.U. on Trudy, terrified. She’s crying silently, 

clutching desperately onto the crowbar in her hands. She looks 

weak – helpless. 

SFX: GRRRRRRRRRR! 

PANEL 4: C.U. on Benjamin, sharp eyes scanning the world 

around him. He still carries his cowboy air, with one hand 

still on his holster and the machete raised high. 

SFX: GRRRRR! 

PANEL 5: C.U. on Michael. He looks more worried than Benjamin, 

but also looks stronger. His shovel is raised high, ready to 

swing down on the head of a Walker. 

SFX: GRRRRRRRRR! 

PANEL 6: C.U. on Thomas, deadly serious. His axe is already in 

full swing, coming down from above his head. His eyes look 

deadly. The arm of a Walker is reaching out for him. 

SFX: GRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR! 

THOMAS: THEY’RE HERE! 



PAGE 14: 

PANEL 1: Thomas is putting all his weight into his axe, which 

is now digging deep into the skull of a female Walker. Blood 

is splattering up in every direction, but Thomas doesn’t care. 

SFX: THUNK! 

PANEL 2: Two separate Walkers are grabbing out for Michael, 

although only their arms can be seen. Michael’s shovel has 

swung down into one of the arms of the Walkers, and it is mid-

way through slicing it off. 

SFX: CRACK! 

PANEL 3: Benjamin’s machete has hit the neck of a Walker hard, 

almost decapitating the creature. Its dead eyes are starring 

back at him, but Benjamin’s right leg is raised in a kick, and 

his foot has made a connection with its chest. 

SFX: GRRRRRRRR! 

PANEL 4: Becky has her chunk of wood raised, and it is in mid-

swing. Her eyes suddenly look wild. Before her is a Walker 

child, half of its face missing. 

TRUDY (O.P): Help me! 

PANEL 5: Megan’s sharp stick has forced its way through the 

eye of a Walker, killing it, and blood drips from the end. 

Megan is distracted, starring in Trudy’s direction, although 

we cannot see Trudy. 

TRUDY (O.P): Please, help me! 

PAGES 15 + 16: 

DOUBLE-PAGE SPREAD: The group in their tightly knit circle 

being attacked from all angles by Walkers. The remains of 

Walkers the group have killed lie scattered around, apart from 

Megan’s dead Walkers, which are beginning to compile at the 

end of her sharp stick. 

Thomas is currently cutting into the side of a Walker skull, 

and blood is splattering towards Michael. Michael’s shovel has 

planted at the roof of a Walker head, splitting the head in 

two. Benjamin has just decapitated his Walker, and its head is 

falling to the floor. 

Becky is whacking a Walker in the head, and although the wood 

is splintering, her hits seem to be effective, as the end of 

her chunk of wood is covered in blood. Megan is forcing her 

sharp stick through yet another Walker eye, although she is 

looking at Trudy. 



Trudy has a Walker attached to her neck. Blood is spraying out 

in every direction, and her eyes are shut. Her mouth is open 

in a deep scream. 

TRUDY: AAAAAAHHHH!!! 

PAGE 17: 

PANEL 1: The Walker has let go of Trudy’s throat, tearing out 

a massive patch of skin and revealing squirting blood below. 

Trudy’s eyes are shut, and she’s screaming. The crowbar has 

dropped from her hands. 

TRUDY: HELP ME!!! AHHHHH! 

PANEL 2: C.U. on Trudy’s face. It’s lifeless – cold. The point 

of the sharp stick has travelled through her eye, splattering 

blood and oozing a strange liquid. Trudy somehow looks 

tranquil. 

PANEL 3: We see that Megan is holding her sharp stick, now 

Walker free, with Trudy on the end of it. Everyone is still 

fighting off their own Walkers, but they can see that Megan 

has killed Trudy. They look terrified. 

MEGAN: She… She wanted help. This is help… 

PANEL 4: Megan stares deeply at the lifeless head of Trudy, as 

Michael – besides her – swings his shovel down towards a 

Walker that is approaching. 

PANEL 5: The Walker head splits in two, but Megan does not 

notice. She continues to stare at the dead Trudy, blood now 

splattered on the side of her face from the dead Walker. 

SFX: THUD! 

PAGE 18: 

PANEL 1: The sun has risen, and we are besides the ‘CAMP 

FOXWOOD’ sign once more. In the background, a fire – larger 

than normal – can be seen blazing. Walker bodies are burning 

within it. Sitting beside the fire on logs are the survivors. 

PANEL 2: Megan sits forwards looking at a tin of food in her 

hands. She is crying. Becky sits beside her, watching yet not 

comforting. 

MEGAN: I… I had no choice… She was going to die… Like Liam. I 

had to kill her – she… she wanted me to kill her. 

BECKY: … 

BECKY (CONT.): I know. 



PANEL 3: Benjamin and Michael are also starring at their cans 

of food. They look shattered and defeated. Thomas stands 

behind them, staring at the corpse of Trudy. It’s covered by a 

bedsheet. 

THOMAS: We need to bury the body.  

BENJAMIN: No. We need sleep. 

PANEL 4: Benjamin is standing, beginning to walk away. Michael 

looks frustrated at him. Thomas is refusing to look at him. 

BENJAMIN: I’m goin’ to my cabin. Just try and stop me. 

PANEL 5: Thomas is now standing beside Michael, his hands 

beginning to wrap around Michael’s shovel, which sits on the 

ground. 

MICHAEL: He shouldn’ be sleepin’ away from everyone’. We sleep 

together now – too dangerous not to. 

MICHAEL (CON.): … 

MICHAEL (CONT.): Dawn’s come, Thomas, and the sight ain’t 

pretty. You were righ’, about us havin’ it too easy, but then 

easy don’t seem to be a real thin’ no more. 

PANEL 6: C.U. on Thomas, shovel in hand. Hidden in his eyes is 

an unspeakable fury. 

THOMAS: No, Michael – it’s not dawn yet. We’ve still got a 

long night ahead. Trudy was just the first to die; the first 

of many. Everyone will be dead before morning ever comes. 

PAGE 19: 

PANEL 1: Thomas and Michael are digging a deep hole in the 

ground, near the entrance gates. Besides the hole is Trudy’s 

body, her cloth now bloody and muddy. The girls are sitting 

close by, near the body. 

PANEL 2: Michael is lowering the body into the hole, a single 

tear drooping down his face. Thomas is looking at the gate, 

with the sign besides it. 

THOMAS: We need to get locks for the gate. I opened it with no 

trouble, so did the Walkers. We don’t want any unwelcome 

guests. 

PANEL 3: C.U on Michael, as he lets the body drop into the 

soil. His few tears have turned into many, but his eyes are 

wide. Thomas stands behind him, still looking at the gate. 

MICHAEL: Let ‘em come. 



PAGE 20:  

PANEL 1: Benjamin is lying in his bed. His covers are over 

him, but his eyes are wide and full of rage. 

PANEL 2: He sits up, grim looking. His hand is holding onto 

the pistol on his bedside table.  

PANEL 3: Benjamin’s hand has moved to a draw, which he has 

opened. Inside is a bottle of whisky, half full. It’s battered 

and covered in dirt. 

PANEL 4: Benjamin drinks from the bottle, eyes still open. A 

single tear is drooping down his cheek, but Benjamin doesn’t 

stop it.  

PAGE 21: 

PANEL 1: Megan and Becky are sitting together, both looking 

solemn. We cannot see the hole – neither can we see Michael or 

Thomas.  

MEGAN: Why do I always have to kill them? The kids, I mean. 

I’m the youngest! 

BECKY: Because you’re strong. Strength doesn’t come with age – 

just look at Trudy. You’re alive, and she’s not. Don’t ever 

forget that. 

PANEL 2: Becky has her arm wrapped around Megan, and Megan is 

burrowing her face in Becky’s right shoulder. Becky isn’t 

looking at Megan – she’s looking alertly at the gates. 

DENNIS (O.P): HELP! HELP US, PLEASE!!! 

PANEL 3: Michael and Thomas are standing beside the grave, now 

filled with soil. An improvised cross comes out of the dirt. 

Thomas and Michael look alert, and their hands rest on their 

pistols. 

DENNIS (O.P): Please, help us... 

PAGE 22: 

FULL-PAGE SPREAD: Thomas, Michael and Becky are starring – and 

aiming their weapons – at a group of panicked people standing 

by the gates and entrance sign. 

At the front of this group is DENNIS (29) – full beard, 

dressed in smart clothing, with a look of innocence. He looks 

more worried than anyone else. 

Behind him stands SARA (20) – beautiful, African-American, 

wearing a dress. She’s holding her pregnant stomach and looks 



to be in pain. GEMMA (21) – smug, arrogant, and in military 

greens – is holding her up. 

Besides Gemma, hand resting on his own gun – MARCUS (16) – 

scared, just through puberty, stubble on his chin and wide 

eyes. 

DENNIS: Please, let us in! My wife… She’s about to have a 

baby! 

END OF ISSUE #1 

 

  

 

  

 


