
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DAWN OF  
THE WALKING DEAD 

 
Volume 1: Camp Nowhere 

Issue #3 

 

Jacob Adams 

  



PAGE 1: 

PANEL 1: C.U. on BENJAMIN’S face, suddenly terrified. A single 

tear has already begun to droop down his cheek. 

MEGAN (O.P): BENJAMIN!!! 

PANEL 2: Benjamin is now running, the bag of wood no longer in 

his hands. His machete is lifted ready for action, as blood 

droops down from the weapon and onto his T-Shirt. He looks 

terrified, but still dangerous. 

BENJAMIN: MEGAN!!! 

PANEL 3: Benjamin is still running, and sweat is dripping down 

his face and onto his shirt. Behind him, watching closely and 

moving slowly – SEVERAL WALKERS, all different shapes and 

sizes, all thirsting for his flesh. 

SFX: GRRRRRRR! 

PANEL 4: Benjamin is running past a tree, and a Walker arm is 

grabbing out at him from behind it. The rest of the Walker 

cannot be seen. Benjamin’s machete is in mid-swing, about to 

hit the arm. 

PANEL 5: The machete has connected with the arm, cutting half 

way through the bone. Blood is spirting out in every 

direction, but Benjamin is not looking at his victim. He is 

still running. 

SFX: THUCKKK! 

PANEL 6: We’re still by the tree, only now the arm has been 

completely cut off and is mid-air, falling to the ground below 

and oozing blood. In the background, still running, is 

Benjamin. 

MEGAN (O.P): BENJAMIN!!! 

PAGE 2: 

FULL-PAGE SPREAD: Benjamin is standing by the open gates of 

Camp Foxwood, machete swinging by his side. We can only see 

the back of his head, but his posture suggests that he already 

feels defeated. The ‘Camp Foxwood’ sign is covered in blood. 

Within the town, slowly backing towards the fire with sharp 

stick in hand – MEGAN. She looks terrified, but ready to kill. 

BECKY stands beside her, TRUDY’S crowbar in hand. They are 

surrounded by WALKERS – around twenty, with arms lifted and 

mouths open ready to attack. 

MEGAN: BENJAMIN!!! 



PAGE 3:  

PANEL 1: C.U. on Benjamin’s face – a new found determination. 

His face is covered in sweat, blood and tears, creating an 

unattractive mix, but Benjamin does not seem to care. His eyes 

are hateful. 

MEGAN (O.P): Please… PLEASE HELP US! 

PANEL 2: Benjamin is running through the open gates, machete 

lifted to his shoulder, ready to swipe down on a Walker 

nearby. His mouth is open in a war cry. 

BENJAMIN: AAAAAAH! 

PANEL 3: The machete connects with a Walker skull, slicing 

cleanly through it and splitting it in two. The Walker skull 

is already oozing blood onto the machete. 

SFX: THUNK! 

PANEL 4: Megan is standing before an obese Walker wearing a 

grubby sweater. Her sharp stick is gliding through the air 

towards the Walker’s eye. She looks terrified but somehow 

collected. 

WALKER: Ahhh! Grrrr! 

PANEL 5: Megan’s sharp stick has gone through the eye of the 

Walker, and through the Walker’s head. It is beginning to fall 

already, as blood oozes from the wound. Megan is trying to 

force the stick out of the Walker’s skull. 

SFX: SCHLOOP! 

PANEL 6: Megan’s stick is no longer in the skull of the dead 

Walker, and the Walker is now a heap on the ground, a pool of 

blood forming around it. Megan has now aimed her stick at yet 

another Walker – a female one. 

PAGE 4: 

PANEL 1: DENNIS is standing by the window of Sara’s hut, 

looking outside with a horrified expression. Behind him, GEMMA 

is barricading the door. SARA is lying in the bed, clearly in 

pain but with a hand over her mouth. 

PANEL 2: C.U. on Dennis, a single tear rolling down his cheek. 

He looks guilty – he looks as if he hates himself. 

DENNIS: It’s carnage out there… We… we should be helping them. 



PANEL 3: Gemma has paused stacking a chair against the door, 

and has turned to look at Dennis. She doesn’t just look 

frustrated – she looks annoyed. 

GEMMA: No. Your wife is about to have a baby. For once, stop 

thinking of others and think about yourself. She needs you to 

think about yourself… 

PANEL 4: Dennis’s expression has changed to that of 

determination. He has turned to look at Gemma, and his own 

knife now sits in his hands. 

DENNIS: You’re wrong. If we don’t act now, the Dead Ones will 

get inside.  

DENNIS (CONT.): … 

DENNIS (CONT.): Clear the barricade… I’m going outside! 

PAGE 5: 

PANEL 1: C.U. on THOMAS’S face – calm and collected. His eyes 

are scanning, and although his lips are sealed, he looks 

willing to speak. 

PANEL 2: Thomas is walking besides MICHAEL and MARCUS through 

the car park of East Orlando Hospital. SOLDIERS surround them, 

going about their daily business, and ahead is LIETENANT 

RICHARDS – 30s, ratty in appearance - leading the group. 

PANEL 3: Richards has turned to face Thomas, Michael and 

Marcus, and is walking backwards. He’s grinning, and it’s 

clear he knows he is in total control of the situation. 

RICHARDS: What did you say you were here for again? 

PANEL 4: Michael is looking at Richards with uncertainty, 

although he’s trying to smile. His hand is resting on his 

holster, although his gun is absent. 

MICHAEL: Morphine, or somethin’ like it. A woman in our camp’s 

‘bout to have a baby, and she’s screamin’ loud enough to 

attract the Walkers. 

PANEL 5: Richards has turned to walk forwards again, and it’s 

clear he’s walking with pace. Thomas, Michael and Marcus are 

struggling to keep up with him. It seems that Richards is 

heading towards a desk. 

RICHARDS: Before you can head inside, I’ve just got to check 

your names against a list. Just to make sure you’re not a 

criminal, or that there’s any reason for us to worry about 

you. Then you’ll meet the boss, he’ll give you a tour, and 

we’ll give you what you need. 



THOMAS: Why? 

RICHARDS: Because we’re good people. 

PANEL 6: Thomas is starring at Richards – glaring unhappily. 

His mouth is also twisted in a false smile. 

THOMAS: That’s not what I meant… Why the list? The past means 

nothing anymore. Why do you care so much? 

PANEL 7: Richards has turned to look at Thomas once more. He 

looks suspicious. 

RICHARDS: Well, if you’re a patient, you need treatment. The 

list means we don’t have to just look after ourselves, but can 

look after you. 

PAGE 6: 

PANEL 1: Richards is standing beside the desk, clipboard in 

hand with multiple pages of A4 attached together by staples. 

THREE SOLDIERS have also taken position in front of the desk, 

as have Thomas, Michael and Marcus. 

RICHARDS: Names, please… 

PANEL 2: C.U. on Thomas, calm and collected. His mouth is open 

in mid-speech. 

THOMAS: Thomas Hurst. 

PANEL 3: Richards is flicking his fingers through the pages, 

smiling away as he does so. He enjoys his job. 

RICHARDS: All clear. Next. 

PANEL 4: Michael’s mouth is open in speech. He looks 

terrified, but also determined. 

MICHAEL: Michael Kent.  

PANEL 5: Almost identical to Panel 3. Richards is still 

smiling away, still enjoying his job. 

RICHARDS: You’re okay. Next. 

PANEL 6: Marcus looks to be crapping himself. He’s gone deadly 

pale and his eyes are wide. 

MARCUS: Marcus Wilson. 

PANEL 7: Richards is not flicking through the pages. He’s 

stopped on a specific one, and he’s looking at a picture on 

the list. It’s a picture of Marcus, with his name next to it 

and information written below. Richards’s smile has grown ever 

wider. 



RICHARDS: Boys, take this man for treatment… 

PAGE 7: 

PANEL 1: Becky’s crowbar is in mid-swing, flying towards the 

head of a Walker. She looks to be crying, and her crowbar is 

coated in blood. Behind her, another Walker is approaching. 

SFX: GRRRRRR! 

PANEL 2: The crowbar connects with the Walker skull, 

splattering it. An eye is popping out of its socket. The 

crowbar is covered in yet more blood. Behind Becky, the other 

Walker is getting ever closer. 

SFX: THWACK! 

PANEL 3: The hands of the Walker behind Becky have gripped 

onto her shoulders, and Becky looks terrified. Her eyes are 

wide and she appears to be screaming. 

BECKY: AHHHH! 

PANEL 4: A knife is pressing into the back of the skull of the 

Walker attached to Becky. Holding the knife is a determined 

Dennis, already covered in blood. 

SFX: SCHLOOP! 

PAGE 8: 

PANEL 1: Dennis is trying to smile at a terrified Becky, 

although his smile is failing miserably. Behind him, Megan is 

preparing to plunge her sharp stick through the eye of a 

Walker. 

DENNIS: Hey, you’re… you’re okay! Wake up and give us a hand! 

PANEL 2: Becky looks uncertain, although her crowbar is raised 

behind her head ready to swing. Behind her, Megan has forced 

her stick through the eye of the Walker, showering blood. 

BECKY: Only a few left, anyway… 

PANEL 3: A Walker is right next to the unaware Dennis, who is 

still smiling away. Its mouth is open wide ready to bite, and 

its arms are stretched ready to grab Dennis. 

WALKER: Grrrrrr! 

PANEL 4: The crowbar has just connected with the side of the 

Walker’s mouth, showering teeth and blood. Dennis has turned 

to look at the Walker, eyes open wide. He’s terrified and 

surprised. 



DENNIS: Sh*t! 

PANEL 5: Becky is trying to smile at Dennis, as her crowbar is 

in mid-swing to strike the Walker’s face again. 

BECKY: Why don’t you wake up, stupid? 

PAGE 9: 

PANEL 1: Two of the Soldiers are dragging a screaming Marcus 

away, whilst the third Soldier is blocking Michael, who is 

trying to shove him out of the way. Thomas is starring angrily 

at Richards, who is still looking at his list. 

MARCUS: Help me!!! Help me!!!! 

THOMAS: Let the boy go now. 

RICHARDS: No. 

PANEL 2: C.U. on Richards’s face; he has stopped looking at 

the clipboard and is now glaring at Thomas. Spit is showering 

from his mouth as he talks. 

RICHARDS: That boy needs treatment. If we let him go, he might 

die! 

PANEL 3: Thomas now looks uncertain, but Michael is still 

pushing back against the Soldier, looking ever more deadly. 

Marcus is being dragged towards the Hospital. 

MICHAEL: Stop ‘im, Thomas! We have ta’ help Marcus! We have 

ta’! 

THOMAS: Shut up, Michael!  

THOMAS (CONT.): Marcus had brain scans, right? That’s what 

this is about? 

PANEL 4: Richards has relaxed his expression, although he is 

still in a rage. He is putting the clipboard down onto the 

desk. 

RICHARDS: We know that Dr Gemma Stone put it into the records 

that he was aneurism free, but the world was going to pot back 

then… It would be understandable for Dr Stone to make a 

mistake. We simply must check him for his own safety… 

PANEL 5: Michael is no longer fighting the soldier; he now 

looks at Richards. He seems to have calmed down, although he 

is still ready for battle. Thomas has put a reassuring hand on 

Michael’s shoulder. 

MICHAEL: But… Why’d ya’ have ta’ drag him away? 



RICHARDS: Because he’s just a kid, and we don’t want him 

trying to do anything stupid that might lead to him hurting 

himself if we give him the option of being checked out. We 

couldn’t afford Marcus Wilson refusing… 

PANEL 6: Michael looks uncertain, as does Thomas. We have 

CLOSED IN on the pair. 

MICHAEL: Marcus ain’t that type o’kid… You tell him there’s 

somthin’ wrong with him, he’ll listen… If you’d have asked, 

he’d have gone… 

PANEL 7: C.U. on Richards, no longer furious but clearly 

hiding something. 

RICHARDS: We couldn’t afford to take that risk… 

PAGE 10: 

PANEL 1: Thomas and Michael are following Richards as he walks 

towards the main building. The soldier holding back Michael 

has now joined a group of SOLDIERS checking guns – smiling and 

laughing. 

THOMAS: So why did you guys take this place? 

THOMAS (CONT.): … 

THOMAS (CONT.): And why did you guys try to shoot a pregnant 

woman? 

RICHARDS: The shooting thing?! Oh, that was just panic. We 

were all stressed when this thing broke out. We’ve all done 

things we regret; it’s simply our job to make up for them.  

PANEL 2: C.U. on Richards’s face, impossible for Michael and 

Thomas to see. There’s a grin spread across his face, but his 

eyes glisten with hatred. 

RICHARDS: And why we took this building? Well that’s because 

we were ordered to. Never received the second half of the 

order – just the first. Just the order to take this Hospital. 

And we’ve followed that order pretty damn well… 

PANEL 3: Richards has turned to look at Thomas and Michael, 

and he’s standing by the entrance to the Hospital, leaning 

against the door. He’s smiling. 

RICHARDS: Ladies and… Well, I guess it’s just gentleman… I 

introduce you to— 

PANEL 4: The door is now wide open, and Richards has stretched 

his arms out as if he is presenting the King. Standing in the 

entrance, eyes beaming out – THE CAPTAIN (30s). The Captain is 



in full military gear, but he has a necklace made of TEETH 

around his neck. He is totally bald, and has a massive scar 

running down his right cheek. A massive assault rifle sits on 

a strap on his shoulder. 

RICHARDS: THE CAPTAIN!!! 

PAGE 11: 

PANEL 1: Thomas and Michael have both taken a step back, 

clearly intimidated by The Captain. The Captain has stepped 

out of the doorway, and is now smiling at Richards. 

THE CAPTAIN: So, these are the new arrivals you warned me of? 

PANEL 2: Thomas looks worried, and his eyes are squinted as he 

examines The Captain. Behind him, Michael is trying his 

hardest to smile, but is failing miserably. 

THOMAS: Warned?! 

PANEL 3: The Captain is smiling, and his hand is outstretched 

for a handshake. Richards is suddenly standing at attention – 

he completely respects The Captain. 

THE CAPTAIN: Relax, guys… It’s all sweet – it was just a joke. 

I make jokes allot; not all of them are funny. Some would say 

none are. But don’t let the jokes put you off. 

THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): I’m ‘The Captain’. Just call me that – 

not Cap, or Cappy, or ‘Tain’, as one guy tried to call me 

once… 

PANEL 4: Thomas is now shaking hands with The Captain, trying 

to smile although his eyes reveal his true worry. 

THOMAS: Pleasure to meet you, Captain… I’m Thomas Hurst; the 

guy I’m with – Michael Kent. We came here with another guy— 

THE CAPTAIN: -Marcus. I’ve met him already. Nice chap – he’ll 

be safe in our hands. Trust me. 

PANEL 5: The Captain is now shaking hands with Michael, 

although he continues to stare at Thomas, recognising him as 

the leader of the pair. 

THE CAPTAIN: Now we’ve been acquainted, why don’t we go for a 

walk? I hear that you’re interested in our morphine supply… 

PAGE 12: 

PANEL 1: Thomas and Michael are being led past the reception 

desk by The Captain, who appears to be smiling and is in mid-



gesture with his hands. The entrance and the buzzing military 

outdoors can still be seen. 

THE CAPTAIN: This… This is the Palace. Well, it is now anyway. 

Once, it was a three-star Hospital. Now it’s own little slice 

of paradise.  

THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): You can see it’s clean, and I’d like to 

keep it that way. So no spitting on the floor or any other 

uncivilised habits. Forget all those disgusting behaviours 

you’ve picked up in the outside world. We only want the best… 

PANEL 2: Thomas is now walking besides The Captain, with 

Michael lagging behind. Thomas looks more relaxed, although 

his hand is resting on his empty holster. 

THOMAS: Are there any patients here? I don’t hear anyone… 

THE CAPTAIN: All the ones that can walk are gone. The ones 

that were too ill to leave are still here, in a room 

somewhere. I don’t go there – send a couple guys to look at 

them every now and then. We don’t let civilians stay here; 

it’s a military base now. 

THOMAS: Fair enough. 

PANEL 3: C.U. on Thomas’s empty holster, with Thomas’s right 

hand resting on it. The Captain has noticed, and is starring 

directly at it. 

THE CAPTAIN: I’m sorry about taking your weapons, Mr Hurst. Of 

course, it’s only for our own safety. I’m sure some men would 

try to rob us rather than talk reasonably, and I had no way to 

know you weren’t a nut job… You look like one… 

PANEL 4: Thomas’s hand no longer rests on his holster, and The 

Captain has wrapped his arms around Thomas’s shoulders. 

THE CAPTAIN: Now about that morphine… 

PAGE 13 + 14: 

DOUBLE-PAGE SPREAD: Bird’s-eye view of Sara’s room, with Sara 

in the centre of the pages. She’s sitting up, and her eyes are 

wide open. Her mouth is open in a scream of pain, and her eyes 

are streaming. 

Gemma has begun to barricade the door again, but she has 

turned to look at Sara, clearly worried for the woman. She 

looks as if she’s about to approach the bed. 

By the window, starring in, is a single WALKER. The creature 

stares at Sara with its mouth open, desperate to devour her 

flesh. 



SARA: AAAAAAHHHHH! 

SARA (CONT.): It’s coming…! The baby is COMING!!! 

PAGE 15: 

PANEL 1: A spear has travelled through the skull of the Walker 

standing at the window. Blood has now oozed from its skull 

onto the spear and onto the window itself.  

PANEL 2: Gemma is standing at the end of Sara’s bed, looking 

up the bedsheet. Sara’s mouth is open in a scream. 

SARA: AAAHH! Is… Is it coming?! Was I right? 

GEMMA: Looks like it is. I can see the head from here… Big 

little f*cker, this thing is! 

PANEL 3: C.U. on Sara’s stressed expression, with her eyes 

shut tight, and her mouth open in a snarl. She’s in very clear 

pain. 

SARA: OWWWW!  

PANEL 4: Gemma is staring up at Sara, a cocky smile on her 

face. Her self-importance is clearer than ever. 

GEMMA: Almost there. Just keep pushing… 

PAGE 16: 

PANEL 1: Gemma is standing at the end of the bed, smiling 

cheerfully. A TINY BABY sits in her hands, squirming and 

crying. Behind Gemma, an exhausted Sara leans back against the 

wall. She’s starring at her new-born child, tears drooping 

down her cheeks. 

GEMMA: It’s a boy! 

PANEL 2: Gemma is holding a pair of scissors against the 

umbilical cord. She’s about to cut down, and she’s smiling at 

Sara as she does so. The baby is in Gemma’s other arm. 

GEMMA: Never realised how hard this job is when you’re on your 

own… 

SFX: SCHDDP! 

PANEL 3: The baby is sitting in Sara’s arms, the baby now 

heavily crying. Sara is now looking down at her baby, love 

clearer on her expression than ever. Gemma has moved to the 

side of the bed and is starring out of the window. 

BABY: AAAAAH! AH – AH – AH! AAHHHH! 



GEMMA: I’ll grab Dennis when the battle is over – it looks 

like it’s reached its end, anyway. 

PANEL 4: Through the window of Sara’s room, the battle outside 

can be seen. Only a couple Walkers remain standing, at Dennis 

and Benjamin appear to be taking good work of them. The ground 

looks like a graveyard, as the ashes of the fire have caught 

in the air. 

PAGE 17: 

PANEL 1: The Captain is leading Thomas and Michael down yet 

another corridor – this one seems to be lined with military 

equipment and beds; soldiers sleep in here. Thomas and Michael 

look to have relaxed. 

THE CAPTAIN: So, what did you chaps do before the world turned 

to this? 

PANEL 2: C.U. on Michael. Although he’s still on edge, he 

looks as if he is beginning to trust The Captain. He’s smiling 

as he talks. 

MICHAEL: Used ta’ own a shop. Nice small shop, with a nice 

small business, and nice littl’ customers. Guess there ain’t 

much left of that shop anymore. 

PANEL 3: The Captain has turned to look at Michael – he has a 

look of sheer sincerity – a look that suggests he cares about 

Michael’s old life. 

THE CAPTAIN: I’m sorry. Didn’t mean to open any old wounds… 

THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): And what about you, Thomas? 

PANEL 4: Thomas still looks untrusting. Despite not having a 

weapon, his hand is rested on his holster, with his left hand 

gripped to his belt. 

THOMAS: I’m a Veteran – a Captain. Same rank as you. 

PANEL 5: The Captain doesn’t look surprised, but he is 

smiling. His finger is raised – he’s pointing at Thomas. 

THE CAPTAIN: No, you’re not. I’m a Colonel. Well… Lieutenant 

Colonel, but I don’t often mention that. So, we are by no 

means the same rank. 

THOMAS: Then why do you call yourself The Captain? 

THE CAPTAIN: Peter Pan, War films – all that sh*t. Culture’s 

led man to believe that a Captain is a man of power – a man 

beyond rank. A born leader. It’s times like these that need a 

born leader, a leader who can make the hard decisions when you 



don’t have to. A leader who can decide when you’re allowed to 

live and when you’re allowed to die. It’s my time. 

PAGE 18: 

PANEL 1: The Captain continues to walk down the corridor, 

although he is no longer facing Thomas or Michael, who follow 

closely behind. The number of beds and military equipment 

appears to have increased. 

THE CAPTAIN: Now I understand this morphine is for a pregnant 

lady? 

THOMAS: Yes. 

PANEL 2: The Captain has turned to look at Thomas once more, 

and there’s a pure nastiness that has possessed his features. 

Michael looks slightly taken aback, but Thomas hasn’t reacted. 

THE CAPTAIN: I hope you understand that I wouldn’t normally do 

this; I don’t believe in giving supplies to those who won’t 

survive. 

PANEL 3: C.U. on The Captain’s face. He’s smiling now, 

although it’s still just as unpleasant. 

THE CAPTAIN: I only do this because you’re one of us, Thomas… 

Maybe one day you’ll realise that and come back to where you 

truly belong, instead of hanging around with pricks like 

Marcus. 

PANEL 4: The Captain is now standing before a room with a sign 

beside it saying ‘STORAGE’. The door is half way open, 

revealing a multitude of DRUGS within. The Captain continues 

to smile. Thomas and Michael both look surprised at the sheer 

number of drugs. 

THE CAPTAIN: If this Hospital is paradise, then this cupboard 

is the Holy Grail! 

PAGE 19: 

PANEL 1: Dennis stands with his knife in his right hand, and 

he’s on his knees. The knife is plunged in the skull of a 

Walker, and the Walker skull is splattering blood. 

PANEL 2: Dennis is now standing, and although we cannot see 

what he is looking at, he’s wide eyed and smiling. The knife 

now hangs loosely in his hands. 

PANEL 3: Dennis is now sprinting towards Sara’s hut, where – 

in the doorway – Sara struggles to stand, baby gripped in her 

arms. Dennis’s knife has lodged itself firmly into the ground 

where he was once kneeling. 



PANEL 4: Benjamin is standing next to the ashes of the fire, 

starring at Dennis and Sara as they embrace with a passion. 

His face is lined with uncertainty. 

PANEL 5: Becky and Megan are sitting on the floor beside a 

Walker corpse. They are covered in blood. Megan has turned to 

look at Megan, although she’s really focused on the baby. 

MEGAN: This one isn’t like Liam… Or Trudy… I won’t kill this 

one… 

PAGE 20: 

PANEL 1: C.U. on Dennis and Sara as they embrace, the baby 

transferring from Sara’s hands to Dennis’s. They’re both 

smiling. Behind them, Gemma is wiping her blood-soaked hands 

on a towel. 

PANEL 2: Dennis now holds is own son in his hands, the baby 

fast asleep. He’s starring down at the child with a deep 

affection. Sara is kissing Dennis’s cheek. 

DENNIS: I guess you didn’t need morphine after all… 

PAGE 21: 

PANEL 1: Almost total darkness, with only a glimmer of light 

traveling through a hole in the wall. This room is grimy and 

unpleasant. Sitting against the wall is a desperate Marcus, 

covered in dirt and clearly terrified. 

PANEL 2: C.U. on Marcus’s hands. They’re in handcuffs, and 

they’re bleeding. It’s clear that he’s tried to escape from 

them, but has failed. 

PANEL 3: A new angle reveals to us that standing before Marcus 

is Richards, a gleaming smile overtaking his features. A 

pistol sits in his hands. 

PANEL 4: C.U. on Richards, as unpleasant as ever. He’s now 

lifted the gun – aimed it at Marcus. 

RICHARDS: We double-checked, tripled-checked – like you asked… 

You, my friend, are definitely on that list… 

PANEL 5: The pistol is now pressed against Marcus’s forehead. 

Marcus is in a deep sweat, and his eyes are wide with terror.  

MARCUS: Please! It’s not true! I’m fine! Dr Stone said I’m 

fine! 

PANEL 6: C.U on Richards’ face again – he’s now grinning. We 

can see that he is missing one of his back teeth. His eyes are 

wild with hatred. 



RICHARDS: No, Marcus, you’re weak. You’re a victim – always a 

victim. And victims don’t survive the end of the world… 

PAGE 22: 

FULL-PAGE SPREAD: We can now see the whole room. Marcus and 

Richards are caught in the gleam of light, and although we can 

only see the back of Richards’ head, we can see Marcus’s 

terrified expression. 

Richards’ gun is still pressed against Marcus’s skull, and his 

finger now rests on the trigger, ready to fire. 

RICHARDS: Say goodbye, Marcus; this world won’t miss you… 

END OF ISSUE #3 

 

 

 


