
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DAWN OF  
THE WALKING DEAD 

 
Volume 1: Camp Nowhere 

Issue #4 

 

Jacob Adams 

  



PAGE 1: 

FULL-PAGE SPREAD: The same room that closed the last issue, 

with the same gleam of light. RICHARDS still stands in the 

same position, although his gun has now dropped to his side. 

His shoulders look relaxed. 

Lying before him – spread out in an awkward position – 

MARCUS’s corpse. Blood has oozed from a wound in his head, 

creating a small pool of blood. The back of his skull is 

exposed, revealing mushed brains. 

The handcuffs catch the gleam of light, reflect it slightly. 

They, too, are coated in blood. 

PAGE 2: 

PANEL 1: The Storage Cupboard door is now wide open, and THE 

CAPTAIN has stepped aside to let a still-shocked THOMAS and 

MICHAEL through. An enormous grin has overtaken The Captain’s 

face, as he points with his right finger to the room. 

THE CAPTAIN: So, what’d you think? Pretty damn good, isn’t it? 

PANEL 2: Michael looks to be mid-nod, but Thomas suddenly 

looks slightly more suspicious. He does, to his credit, try to 

hide it behind a smile, although his eyes reveal his inner 

feelings. 

THOMAS: What’s the deal? 

PANEL 3: On The Captain – he’s also faking an emotion: 

confusion. His shoulders are lifted into a shrug and his face 

is screwed up into a frown. 

THE CAPTAIN: What ‘deal’? Why would there be a deal? 

THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): … 

THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): I don’t know who you think I am, Captain 

Hurst, but I promise you that I am genuine when I tell you 

there is no deal. Just head inside, take what you need and… 

piss off.  

PANEL 4: Michael has begun to move towards the Storage Room, 

although he too looks uncertain. Thomas remains standing 

still. The Captain’s hand has gripped onto his assault rifle. 

THE CAPTAIN: I insist you take the medicine, Captain. You 

wouldn’t want to keep a pregnant lady waiting, would you? 

PANEL 5: C.U. on Thomas’s face, the rest of the world a blur 

around him. He looks angrier than ever, and he no longer tries 



to control his rage. Still, he somehow carries a look of being 

collected. 

THOMAS: I’m not a dumbass, Captain. I know you’re playing us…  

PANEL 6: C.U. on The Captain’s face, the world is also a blur 

around him. The Captain is smiling once more – a smile that 

reveals his true colours. Up close, we can see that the scar 

on his face is still stitched together. One of the stitches 

has come out, and blood has slightly trickled down his cheek. 

THE CAPTAIN: I’m the man with the assault rifle, Mr Hurst. So, 

I advise you take what you need and go! 

PAGE 3: 

PANEL 1: Michael and Thomas have stepped into the room, and we 

look at the anxious men from behind, where The Captain 

watches. He appears to be grinning. 

PANEL 2: Although the storage room is small, its walls are 

lined with bookshelves holding different pill boxes. Thomas 

and Michael stand in the centre of the room, mouths opened 

gobsmacked, although Thomas still looks suspicious. 

PANEL 3: A view from outside of the room now. The Captain is 

almost entirely blocking the doorway, and his hands rest on 

his assault rifle. 

PANEL 4: Michael’s right hand has settled on a bottle of 

morphine. It’s already gripped tightly. We cannot see his face 

– we’re C.U. on the morphine. 

MICHAEL: I think this is it… 

PANEL 5: Thomas is still standing in the middle of the room, 

watching The Captain discretely as The Captain hovers in the 

doorway. Michael is still beside the shelf, morphine in hand. 

THOMAS: Do we take just one bottle, Captain, or a few? 

PANEL 6: C.U. on The Captain again. He’s leaning against the 

door, and although he’s grinning it somehow looks less 

disgusting. His hands still rest on his rifle. 

THE CAPTAIN: Damn no! Just take what you need. Nothing more, 

nothing less. Wouldn’t like a selfish b*stard like you to raid 

by cupboard. 

PANEL 7: We’re still focused on The Captain. He stands in the 

same position, although his head is thrown back in laughter. 

THE CAPTAIN: Aahhh! Ha ha ha ha ha! 



THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): Take what you need, Mr Hurst! I don’t 

give I crap – I’ve got the equivalent of a whole Hospital in 

this one cupboard. 

PAGE 4: 

PANEL 1: The Captain looks deadly serious once more, and he’s 

moved away from the doorway so that he is now in the room. 

Michael has backed away slightly, and is putting a bottle of 

morphine into his pocket. Thomas is standing still. 

PANEL 2: The Captain and Thomas – nose to nose. They’re 

starring into each other’s eyes, and there’s a clear 

intensity. 

THE CAPTAIN: Is this romantic, or am I about to punch you? 

PANEL 3: Thomas’s face – determined, refusing to back down. 

His hatred towards The Captain is clearer than ever, and his 

hand rests on his empty holster. 

THE CAPTAIN (O.P): Men like you, Mr Hurst… They can sense 

confrontation. I think you’re sensing one right now. So this 

is how it’s gonna go… 

PANEL 4: C.U on The Captain’s grinning face, as ugly as ever. 

Spit is showering from his mouth as he talks, and his right 

hand is resting on one of the shelves. 

THE CAPTAIN: You can have whatever you want… 

THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): … 

THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): Except Marcus Wilson – he’s mine. 

PANEL 5: Thomas and Michael both look completely shocked – 

their eyes are wide and their mouths are open. Thomas has 

taken a step back so that he is closer to one of the 

bookcases. 

THOMAS: We’re not leaving without Marcus! What the f*ck have 

you done to him? 

PAGE 5: 

PANEL 1: The dark room once more. The body of Marcus now sits 

in a body bag that Richards is mid-way through zipping up. 

Only his face is exposed. The blood is currently being mopped 

by a JANITOR. 

SFX: ZZZPPPP! 



PANEL 2: C.U. on Richards’ hand, as he almost finishes zipping 

the bag shut. Only a little chunk of Marcus’s bloody hair is 

exposed through the gap. 

SFX: ZZZZZPPPPP! 

RICHARDS’: Poor, poor weak prick. We did the right thing – the 

only good thing… He wouldn’t have survived – he’d have become 

one of them. 

PANEL 3: Richards is now carrying Marcus’s body in his arms. 

It’s clear that Richards is struggling – his back and knees 

are bent, and his face looks puffed. The Janitor ignores him, 

continuing to sweep. 

RICHARDS: Hpppp! 

RICHARDS (CONT.): I swear I’m getting weaker by the day… Don’t 

tell The Captain I said that. 

PANEL 4: The room is now free of Richards and the corpse he 

carries. Now only the Janitor remains, sweeping a puddle of 

blood with a wet mop. 

PAGE 6: 

PANEL 1: Thomas has pressed his face against The Captain’s 

again, and it’s clear he’s in a rage. His eyes are wild and 

spit fires from his mouth. Michael is cowering next to some 

bottles in the corner. 

THOMAS: I knew you were a slimy little— 

PANEL 2: Somehow, The Captain looks remarkably calm. He’s laid 

a reassuring hand on Thomas’s shoulder, but this doesn’t seem 

to help with Thomas’s rage. 

THE CAPTAIN: Come ‘on, kid! This… This is the best place for 

him! It’s a frickin’ hospital and this kid’s got a brain 

tumour! If he doesn’t stay, he’s gonna die.  

THOMAS: You’re lying. I can tell that you’re lying… 

PANEL 3: On Michael. Despite his fear, he’s moved out of the 

corner so he is closer to the two men. He somehow manages to 

look reasonable. 

MICHAEL: Look, Thomas! If… If he’s as ill as the Cap’ – I mean 

Captain – says ‘e is, he needs ta’ stay here. The Captain’s 

right – he’ll die if he comes back with us. 

PANEL 4: Thomas is still confronting The Captain, although he 

now looks confused – unsure of where he stands. 



THOMAS: Gemma told us his scan came back negative. 

THE CAPTAIN: Doctor Stone was in a rush. Mistakes were made, 

all easily forgivable. Just let this boy stay… Don’t send him 

to his death.  

PANEL 5: C.U. on Thomas. He still looks uncertain, although he 

no longer looks angry. He’s looking deeply at The Captain. 

THOMAS: I’m guessing you won’t let us see him again before we 

go, and I guess leaving now isn’t optional? 

PANEL 6: The Captain is smiling again – that horrible little 

grin that makes you want to punch him. Somehow, Thomas now 

looks to be tolerating it. 

THE CAPTAIN: No, it’s not. Now piss off – you’ve brought a 

stench into my hospital… 

PAGES 7 + 8 

DOUBLE-PAGE SPREAD: We’re just in front of Thomas and Michael, 

who stand in the road approaching the corner next to East 

Orlando Hospital. The Hospital is in the background, buzzing 

with life and activity. 

In the background, we can see Richards’ desk, which Richards 

currently leans on. Standing beside him is The Captain, 

watching Thomas and Michael leave. His hands rest on his 

rifle. 

Thomas and Michael both look worried. 

MICHAEL: Startin’ to feel like we shouldn’t have left without 

him… 

THOMAS: They left us with no choice…  

PAGE 9: 

PANEL 1: We’re now with The Captain as he stands beside 

Richards’ desk. The Captain is smiling – Richards is stern 

face and in a salute. The Captain is facing away from 

Richards, watching Thomas and Michael walk away. 

PANEL 2: The Captain continues to watch. In the background, 

Thomas and Michael are approaching the corner. Thomas has 

looked behind him and worry is dominating his features. 

PANEL 3: The Captain is still watching, although he’s smiling 

even more now. Thomas and Michael have disappeared around the 

corner. 

THE CAPTAIN: They’re gone. 



PANEL 4: The Captain has turned to face Richards. He looks 

demanding – his mood has swung. Richards looks worried. He 

continues to salute. 

THE CAPTAIN: I’m guessing you killed the kid? 

PANEL 5: C.U. on Richards’ face. A bead of sweat sits on his 

forehead and his eyes are wide and terrified. The smile on his 

face, though, tries desperately to hide this. 

RICHARDS: Yes, Captain. Gone. 

RICHARDS (CONT.): … 

RICHARDS (CONT.): Poor weak child. 

PANEL 6: The Captain has put his right hand on Richards’ 

shoulder – he’s proud of him. He’s beaming with a smile that 

makes him look younger than he actually is. Richards still 

looks terrified.  

THE CAPTAIN: Good. I knew you could do it. 

THE CAPTAIN (CONT.): Now I have another job for you… 

PAGE 10: 

PANEL 1: On The Captain’s horrid face. He’s no longer smiling 

– there’s a dedication that is clearer than any other emotion. 

THE CAPTAIN: Follow those guys to wherever they’re going… 

PANEL 2: On Richards, still in salute. Still terrified. Even 

more sweat is on his forehead; it’s unmissably disgusting. 

THE CAPTAIN (O.P): These peeps – they have women, and 

children, and a baby. And these men… 

PANEL 3: On The Captain again. Identical to Page 10, Panel 1. 

Just as disgusting, just as dedicated, just as terrifying.  

THE CAPTAIN: These men are willing to risk their lives for 

these women, children, babies.  

PANEL 4: Richards has dropped the salute. Instead, he wipes 

his forehead with his left hand. The Captain has approached 

him – he’s leaning into his right ear. 

THE CAPTAIN: They’re weak. And the weak die in this world. 

Then they become a part of it, and they become a problem. Put 

them down, Richards… 

PANEL 5: On The Captain’s horrific face once more. A small 

trickle of saliva is showering from his mouth, and some of it 

dribbles down his scar.  



THE CAPTAIN: Find their shop, warehouse, café – wherever 

they’re staying – and destroy it. Then destroy them! 

PAGE 11: 

PANEL 1: Thomas and Michael are walking down a road that is 

almost completely in the middle of nowhere, with forest and 

marsh on either side. There’s a gas station in the background. 

Thomas and Michael look deadly serious. 

MICHAEL: If we turn now and keep walkin’, we’ll end up a’ Camp 

Foxwood. 

PANEL 2: Thomas and Michael have turned to enter the forest – 

they’re walking towards it. Thomas’s hand is resting on his 

holster – it’s still empty. 

MICHAEL: Damn shame they didn’t give us our guns back… 

PANEL 3: The men have now stepped off of the road – they’ve 

just entered the forest, and it’s muddy. Thomas has turned to 

look at Michael – it’s clear he’s distraught. 

THOMAS: Damn shame they didn’t give us Marcus back… 

Priorities, Michael. We just lost a man – a boy, really. 

PANEL 4: The men are further into the forest, although the 

road is still in sight. Michael is looking at Thomas, 

defensively. Behind the two men, their heavy footsteps can be 

seen imprinted in the mud. 

MICHAEL: Look, man. If’e was sick, he needed help. We can’t 

get him help. 

THOMAS: I know. 

THOMAS (CONT.): But leaving him with a man like The Captain.  

MICHAEL: You left him as well. It’s not all my fault. 

THOMAS: I’m not saying it is. 

PANEL 5: The men are even further into the forest now. The 

road isn’t visible anymore. The men are stepping over the 

remains of a fallen tree. They both look pissed with each 

other. 

MICHAEL: At least we got the morphine. That’s two people 

helped ta’day…  

PAGE 12:  

PANEL 1: We’re back by the road again, right next to where 

Thomas and Michael left to head into the Forest – their 

footsteps are still visible in the mud. 



PANEL 2: Almost identical to Panel 1, but for a WALKER. It’s 

missing one of its arms, and its head is hanging to its neck 

by a thread. The Walker is sniffing the footsteps. 

PANEL 3: The Walker is now standing up – it’s about to walk 

away from the footsteps in the direction of the gas station. 

In the distance, next to the gas station, FIVE SOLDIERS in 

full uniform, holding assault rifles. 

PANEL 4: The Walker now has a KNIFE in its skull, and it’s 

dropped to its knees. Holding the knife is a determined 

Richards, blood now splattered on his hands. The four other 

soldiers – one of the soldiers a WOMAN – stand beside him. 

SFX: SPLUCKK!  

PANEL 5: Richards is now on his knees, with his index finger 

of his right hand hovering over one of the muddy footsteps. He 

looks deadly, as do his comrades. The bloody knife is now in 

his left hand dripping blood onto the road. 

RICHARDS: Thank goodness the prey is so lousy at surviving… 

PAGE 13: 

PANEL 1: Thomas and Michael are deeper into the forest, and 

are passing by a marsh. They both look to have calmed down, 

although they are deep in conversation. One of Michael’s 

trainers is undone. 

MICHAEL: How’re we gonna tell the others ‘bout Marcus? 

THOMAS: … 

THOMAS (CONT.): Tell them the truth. Even if that does piss 

off… Gemma? Is that her name? 

PANEL 2: Michael has bent down to tie his laces, and Thomas is 

leaning against a tree, watching. 

THOMAS: Remember what I told you, Michael. We won’t all make 

it – not together. Marcus is still alive – he’s lucky. Not 

safe, but lucky. 

PANEL 3: From the perspective of the marsh. An alligator has 

popped its head out of the water, spying on Michael as he 

continues to tie his laces and as Thomas watches him do so. 

MICHAEL: You really don’ like The Captain, do ya’? 

THOMAS: No. He played us. He’s playing us now. 



PANEL 4: Michael has finished tying his shoe laces and is now 

standing up to face Thomas. He’s trying to smile, although it 

looks fake. 

MICHAEL: This ain’t the last time we’ll see ‘im, Thomas. I’ll 

make sure of it… 

PANEL 5: Michael and Thomas stand shoulder to shoulder, eyes 

wide in panic. Behind them, the alligator has lifted its head 

further out of the water, in alarm. 

WOMAN (O.P): AAAAAAHHH! 

SFX: BRRRB-BRRRB-BRRRB! 

PAGE 14: 

PANEL 1: Michael has swooped down to pick up a log – Thomas 

has already picked up a short but sharp stump. They’re faces 

are marred with determination.  

THOMAS: Sure you wanna do this? 

MICHAEL: I ain’t leavin’ no one else to die today… 

SFX: BRRRRRRRBB! BRRRRRBBB! 

WOMAN (O.P): AAAAAAAH! 

PANEL 2: Thomas and Michael are running in the direction they 

came from. Sweat is swooping down their faces and the log and 

stump in their hands are raised ready for action. The marsh is 

fading away in the background. 

SFX: BRRRRRBB! BRRR-CCCHHHHCHH! 

PANEL 3: C.U. on Thomas and Michael’s shoes, splattering mud 

as they run. Thomas’s right foot is currently resting in a 

small puddle of mud, and it’s partly submerged. 

SFX: BRRRBB! CHCCHCHHCHC! 

PANEL 4: Thomas and Michael are on the edge of a small 

clearing in the forest, and they’ve come to a shock next to a 

small tree. Once again, their eyes are wide with terror. Their 

weapons are raised ready for action.  

SFX: BRRRBBB! CHCHHCHHC! 

PAGE 15: 

FULL-PAGE SPREAD: We’re looking from Thomas and Michael’s 

perspectives – only the backs of their heads can be seen. What 

they see is disturbing. 



Standing in the centre of the clearing – four of the five 

soldiers, surrounded by around FIFTEEN WALKERS, all of 

different shapes and sizes, and all coated in fresh blood. 

On the outskirts of the clearing, two of the Walkers are 

feasting on the stomach of the Woman Soldier, her guts spilt 

into the mud. Her stomach is oozing blood. 

In the centre of the clearing, the four soldiers have their 

automatic rifles raised, and their firing – little rings 

around the guns show the bullets being emitted. They all look 

to be desperate – embroiled in the battle. 

Richards gun is aimed at one Walker, and we can see the bullet 

that has left his gun. It’s planted in the face of the Walker, 

splattering the creature’s brain. 

SFX: BRRRRBRBBB! BBBRRB-BB-CCHCHCHC! 

SFX: CCHCHC! 

SFX: BRR-CHC! 

SFX: SCHLCCH! SCHLLCH! 

RICHARDS: Take that, mother— 

PAGE 16: 

PANEL 1: Carnage is still unfolding, but at the centre of the 

circle, Richards has come to a standstill. He’s starring at 

Thomas and Michael with slight surprise, but also infuriated 

rage. 

RICHARDS: It’s them… 

SFX: BRRRBBRB! 

PANEL 2: Thomas and Michael’s shocked faces. They look to be 

slowly backing away from the tree, and the log and stump are 

hanging by their side, totally useless. 

SFX: BRRRB! CHCHCHC-BRRB! 

PANEL 3: Richards gun is raised once more, only now it’s 

pointed at Thomas and Michael – both men look even more 

shocked, but Richards’ men don’t seem to have noticed. Tears 

stream down Richards’ face. 

RICHARDS: It’s your fault! You’re weak! If you were strong, 

she wouldn’t be dead! 

PANEL 4: Richards has fired his gun – the ring surrounds the 

barrel and a blast of fire is emitted from the end. The bullet 

would have hit Thomas, but Thomas is mid-diving out of the 



way. The bullet, and its successors that can be seen 

travelling through the air, has instead hit the tree, 

showering splintered wood. 

SFX: THUCK! 

SFX: BRRRRRRRBBB! 

PANEL 5: We’re with Thomas and Michael as they’re running away 

from the clearing back towards the marsh. Michael looks 

terrified, but Thomas somehow looks calm and collected. In the 

background, Richards appears to have been tackled by an 

enormous Walker – he’s falling to the ground. 

THOMAS: We can survive this! Trust me, Michael! We can! 

PAGE 17: 

PANEL 1: Richards has just made contact with the mud, and his 

eyes are wide with terror as the enormous Walker tries to wrap 

its arms around him. Mud is splattering in every direction, 

splattering the boots of the other Soldiers. 

SFX: SCHLOOP! 

PANEL 2: Richards lays flat on his back, eyes wides and 

assault rifle pointing up at the head of the enormous Walker 

that lies on top of him. The enormous Walker has its mouth 

open, ready to bite Richards. 

WALKER: Grrrrr! 

PANEL 3: Richards has fired his weapon, although he’s closed 

his eyes. The gun is in the mouth of the Walker, and the 

bullets have exploded through the other side, showering blood 

and bone. 

SFX: BRRRRRRRRRRBBBB! 

SFX: SCHLLOOK! 

PANEL 4: Richards is already trying to stand up; he’s shoving 

the enormous body off of his own and is beginning to lean 

forward. In the background, one of his Soldiers is putting a 

boot through the skull of a Walker. 

RICHARDS: Forget the Dead Ones! Don’t lose those two men – 

they’re the people we’re after! 

PANEL 5: Richards is now standing over the body of the woman, 

tears sweeping down his cheeks. Around him, his Soldiers are 

killing the final few Walkers, although one of his soldiers is 

being bitten on the arm. 



SOLDIER: AAAAAHHH! 

RICHARDS: I’m sorry, baby. The weak – the weak had to die. I – 

I guess you were weak, too.  

RICHARDS (CONT.): I’ll remember you when I kill them; I’ll 

remember that you’re dead because of their weakness… 

PAGE 18: 

PANEL 1: The final Walker is staggering up to Richards, who 

has closed his eyes and allowed them to stream tears. The 

other Soldiers remain deadly still, watching his every action. 

Waiting to see if he is weak. 

WALKER: Grrrrrr! 

PANEL 2: Richards has turned to face the Walker, face overcome 

with rage. His mouth is open in a scream. The end of his rifle 

has struck the Walker in the head, splattering blood. 

RICHARDS: AAAAAH! 

SFX: THUCK!!! 

PANEL 3: The Walker has dropped to the ground, but Richards 

remains standing by the body of the Woman, still crying. In 

the background, one of the Soldiers has aimed his gun at the 

bitten solider. The gun is firing, and the Soldier’s head is 

exploding. 

SFX: BBBRRRRB! 

PANEL 4: Richards has now turned to face the two remaining 

Soldiers – SERGEANT BRIGGS (slightly overweight, but clearly 

experienced) and CORPORAL LEROY (skinny, scrawny, the sort of 

guy who would be dead by now if now for the Hospital). 

RICHARDS: We need to go now. We follow the pair’s tracks, we 

find where they’re staying and we kill everyone – like The 

Captain told us. 

PANEL 5: Both Briggs and Leroy look unsure, but Richards 

ignores them. He’s already turned to follow the tracks that 

head toward the marsh. 

BRIGGS: I ain’t so sure, boss… It’s gonna be getting dark soon 

– no one wants to hunt when it’s dark. 

LEROY: Yeah, sir… Let’s… Let’s just go back. 

RICHARDS: … 

RICHARDS (CONT.): You’re not weak, are you? 



PANEL 6: Briggs and Leroy look down at their shoes, ashamed. 

Richards is looking at the Woman’s body. 

BRIGGS: Nope, boss. 

RICHARDS: Good. 

PAGE 19: 

PANEL 1: Our normal exterior view of Camp Foxwood, looking in 

from the gate and the sign. Everyone appears to be sitting 

beside the fire, and the sun appears to be setting in the sky. 

The group is a silhouette. 

PANEL 2: DENNIS is sitting on a log, eating from a tin. Next 

to him, SARA – shattered and half asleep yet still smiling – 

holds her CHILD to her breast.  

DENNIS: What’d you think? David… After his granddad?  

PANEL 3: Sara doesn’t look up – Dennis looks worried by this. 

His hand is resting on her shoulder. 

DENNIS: If… If you don’t like the name, I don’t mind. 

SARA: No, it’s lovely. David it is. 

PANEL 4: C.U. on Sara and DAVID. A strand of hair droops onto 

David’s cheek. Sara’s love for the boy is clearer than ever. 

SARA: Lovely little David… Little David who nearly tore his 

mother apart trying to escape the womb! 

PANEL 5: Dennis is laughing slightly, Sara is simply smiling. 

On the other side of the fire, MEGAN, BENJAMIN and GEMMA pay 

very little attention. Becky is looking at the child. 

DENNIS: Hahahaha! 

PANEL 6: C.U. on Becky, her face is genuine, and she’s 

smiling. The flames are dancing in front of her. 

BECKY: He’s beautiful… 

PAGE 20: 

PANEL 1: Now Becky is looking down at her hands that rest in 

her lap. There’s genuine sorrow on her face. 

BECKY: Just a shame he has to grow up in this world… 

PANEL 2: Sara is starring at Becky, more determined than ever. 

She’s not angry, simply passionate. She’s pulled up her shirt 

and David now looks to be asleep. 



SARA: It won’t be a shame. Dennis and I – we won’t let it be a 

shame. However bad this world’s become, we’re gonna make it 

good enough for David. Just you wait and see. Earth – it’s 

people – it all still has potential. 

PANEL 3: Wide-shot of the group sitting by the fire. Sara has 

leaned so that her head is resting on Dennis’s shoulder, Becky 

is still looking at her hands and Gemma is watching in mild 

interest as Megan pokes the end of her stick into the fire. 

Benjamin has stood up – he’s walking away from the group. 

BENJAMIN: And on that bombshell, I’m goin’ for a piss. That’s 

if any of you f*ckwits can look out for Walkers now. 

PANEL 4: C.U. on Gemma. Her face is screwed up in a frown. 

She’s not trying to hide her hatred for Benjamin, who has now 

disappeared. 

GEMMA: That guy is a prick. 

PANEL 5: On Dennis and Sara, husband and wife deep in laughter 

at an angry Gemma. Becky and Megan seem to have taken no 

notice of her. 

DENNIS: Haahaha—Someone’s pissed! 

SARA: Super pissed! 

PAGE 21: 

FULL-PAGE SPREAD: The sun has set completely. We’re in an area 

of thick forest, and hiding behind two separate trees are 

Michael and Thomas, holding make-shift weapons - a sharp stick 

in Thomas’s hands and a rock in Michael’s. Both men look ready 

for action. 

Standing before them, unalert of their presence, Richards, 

Briggs and Leroy. Richards is holding a flashlight – and the 

BEAM has caught a pair of footprints in the mud, continuing 

past where Michael and Thomas are.  

The men’s guns are lowered – it is clear that Thomas and 

Michael have planted a trap. 

RICHARDS: They came through here… These tracks are fresh – 

they’re close! 

PAGE 22: 

FULL-PAGE SPREAD: Thomas and Michael have launched themselves 

from their hiding place, taking Richards, Briggs and Leroy by 

surprise. 



Thomas has plunged his stick into Richards’ stomach, 

splattering blood, as he desperately tries to grab the 

automatic rifle from Richards’ resisting hands. 

Michael has whacked Briggs one his right cheek with the rock, 

causing Briggs’ teeth to flow out of his mouth. Blood is 

oozing everywhere. 

Leroy has aimed his weapon at the men, although he is unsure 

of who to fire at. He looks terrified. 

Thomas has his mouth open in a war cry. 

THOMAS: AAAAAAAH! 

RICHARDS: Crap! 

SFX (for Thomas’s stick entering Richards’ stomach): SCHLLOOP! 

SFX (for Michael’s rock hitting Briggs’ cheek): THUMPK! 

END OF ISSUE #4 

 

  

  


