
PAGE 1 - FIVE PANELS

PANEL 1 - Alley, London - day
A drug dealer’s face - a SOMALI BLOKE in his early twenties, 
adorned with 5 - 10 piercings - is pressed against the red brick 
wall in a side-alley in South London. Although the side of his 
face firmly kissing the bricks, he’s still got a smug smile on 
his face.

Holding the drug dealer’s face against the wall is police 
lieutenant OLIVIA - full uniform on. Her face hard and angry, 
barely containing herself.

FRIDA
(o/p, from below)

Nothing on him. Have to let him off.

PANEL 2
Pull out. Frida, Olivia’s partner, gets up after having patted 
down the drug dealer, looking for drugs or weapons.

Olivia still has a firm elbow in his neck, pressing his face 
against the wall.

SOMALI WITH PIERCINGS
Told you, ladies. This black boy ain’t 
got shit for you.

PANEL 3
The bloke has turned around now, facing Olivia. Still a smug 
smile on his face. He corrects his collar.

Olivia stares at him, teeth gritted at his remark.

SOMALI WITH PIERCINGS
Except a hard on.

PANEL 4 (small panel)
Close up. Olivia’s fist clenches. She’s ready to punch him.

PANEL 5
Frida is by the police cruiser in the foreground. Ready to get 
in, door open. Olivia catches up with her.
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In the background, the bloke lies curled up after the stomach 
punch.

SOMALI WITH PIERCINGS
(weak)

Hnnng hnnnng

FRIDA
Waste of time. Wish the Watcher could 
show up again and just bring us the big 
boys. Like he did with that Nazi, Gareth 
Coy.

OLIVIA
Nah. Hell with that. That’s our job.

FRIDA
Our job’s picking nobodies off the 
street.

OLIVIA
That vigilante git is hopefully gone. Or 
dead.

CAPTION/SAMUEL
(Begins the dialogue for the next page)

Dad? You in there?
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PAGE 2 - SIX PANELS

PANEL 1 - Jack Malloy’s apartment - day
Straight shot on Jack Malloy’s weary and depressed frame. He 
sits in his wheel chair in his study, hands on his lap. He looks 
straight ahead, at something off panel.

(Maybe not seen thoroughly here, but his study looks like a 
small library from the 1800s, with heavy wooden furniture and 
books adorning every wall. A single, large window lets the light 
in. And a study desk sits in the middle of the room. But add 
these details as you see fit, to show that he’s rich enough.)

(If possible, show the London Eye or Big Ben through the window 
behind Jack. This indicates that Jack’s house sits by the 
Thames, which is an expensive area.)

PANEL 2
Closer on Jack’s face. Same as previous panel, but his eyes look 
up slightly as he hears his son.

SAMUEL
(o/p)

Dad?

PANEL 3
Jack looks back down at his vigilante gear in the drawer, still 
off panel to the reader. (What the gear really is will be 
revealed later.)

SAMUEL
(o/p)

There you are.

Hey, you alright?

PANEL 4
Jack closes his eyes, head drops and he sighs.

JACK
*sigh*

Yes. Just thinking...
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PANEL 5
Samuel, green ambulance/paramedic uniform on, has come up to his 
side and squats by the wheel chair. Concern on his face, a hand 
on his father’s shoulder.

Jack attempts a smile.

SAMUEL
Thinking? You?

JACK
Listen to the comedian.

SAMUEL
Come on, let’s get some lunch before I 
need to go back.

PANEL 6
Samuel wheels Jack towards the door of the study.

(The drawer with the gear, if seen, is still open.)

SAMUEL
Have you told her yet?
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PAGE 3 - SIX PANELS

PANEL 1 - Same scene, but now in the kitchen
Samuel wheels Jack into the kitchen - a kitchen with modern 
appliances and a chrome, urban look. Jack looks straight ahead, 
as if reluctant to answer.

JACK
No.

PANEL 2
In the foreground, Samuel drops a fried egg from a frying pan on 
a plate which already has sausages and beans.

In the background, Jack looks up at him, about to sip his tea.

JACK
I can tell you all about it.

PANEL 3
Samuel puts the frying pan back on the stove and pulls out his 
chair with his other hand.

SAMUEL
We’ve been over this. Several times.

JACK
But you have the training. You’d be 
brilliant.

PANEL 4
The two of them eat, eyes on each other. Conversation not over.

SAMUEL
No. I do more good in green than in 
black. I’m here to help, not hurt people.

JACK
You WOULD be helping a lot of people. The 
police.

SAMUEL
I already am. Without violence.
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JACK
You’d be helping me.

PANEL 5
Similar as previous panel, but now both of them are silent. The 
discussion is over.

PANEL 6
Jack looks down at the table, admitting something.

JACK
I haven’t told her because she’s a loose 
canon. She’s reckless.

I simply can’t trust your sister.
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PAGE 4 - SEVEN PANELS

PANEL 1 - Graveyard - day
Establishing shot. An overgrown, ill-kept graveyard. Skewed and 
fallen tombstones among the tall grass, cracked statues and a 
few old mausoleums scattered.

Terry Ward stands by one of the small tombstones in the middle 
ground.  Looking down at the tombstone, his body language that 
of a man who’s stood there and contemplated the big questions 
for quite some time.
(In case we see the faded writing on the stone, it reads ALCOTT 
WRIGHT 1839 - 1900.)

In the background, an 80s Jaguar XJ6 and a new Mercedes is 
parked on the path. The Mercedes has the passenger door open. 
Michael Ward, baseball cap on, comes walking up to his father 
from the Mercedes. (The Jaguar belongs to Terry. The old versus 
the new.)

PANEL 2
Michael has stopped by Terry, looking down at the tombstone too.

TERRY
Take the hat off. Show some fucking 
respect.

MICHAEL
Who was he?

TERRY
No idea. Some poor dead guy now.

PANEL 3
Terry hunches down by the  tombstone. The name Alcott Wright 
clear now. Terry  picks up something hidden in the grass on the 
corner of the stone.

TERRY
Hey! Hat.

PANEL 4 (small)
Michael takes off the cap. Annoyance on his face.
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PANEL 5
Terry’s standing again. Hands something to Michael.

TERRY
I promised your mother I wouldn’t give 
you this... but heck. There comes a time 
yada-yada. You know.

TERRY
You ready?

MICHAEL
I’ve passed forty, pap.

PANEL 6 (small)
Close up of their hands. Terry hands Michael an archaic, sturdy 
iron key.

MICHAEL
Been ready since I first got laid.

PANEL 7
Terry points with his thumb over his shoulder at a mausoleum 
standing all lonesome, a bowling court distance away.

TERRY
Everything’s in there. The books, the 
numbers. That key is family.

The rifles are there. Get rid of them as 
soon as possible. Remember, when you 
sell, always move, and never go up. Go 
low, go fuckin’ bottom drawer if you have 
to. And Michael, it...
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PAGE 5 - SIX PANELS

Note about page: I’ve entered quite a lot of detail about the 
crash site. Feel free to add/subtract as much as you see needed. 
The crucial bit here is that Michael and Samuel have eye 
contact. But since they are strangers and have never seen each 
other before, it needs to flow naturally. This is a seed to say 
“these two will meet again, and then they’ll be colliding”.

PANEL 1 - South London streets/car crash site - day
The Mercedes from the previous page drives down a semi-busy 
residential South London street. A few off-licenses, a pub and a 
florist further down the road.

In front of the florist, a car crash incident has happened. Two 
small cars, their fronts smashed. An ambulance and a police bike 
patrol constable are already on the spot. The traffic snakes by 
on the side of the crash.

MICHAEL/MERCEDES
...fucking annoys me! You’d think your 
own blood, twenty years in the trenches, 
taking care of business, would warrant 
some fucking trust.

PANEL 2
Close on the side of the Mercedes. The windshield down on the 
passenger side. Michael is looking at the crash site coming up 
(o/p). Baseball cap on.
Bobby, driving, shrugs. Taking one hand off the wheel.

BOBBY
He’s always been that way. Just Terry’s 
way to talk.

MICHAEL
I’ll fucking show him.

PANEL 3
At the crash site, Samuel helps push the stretcher into the back 
of the ambulance. His co-paramedic already in the back of the 
ambulance, pulling the stretcher in. On the stretcher, a black 
body bag. Dead.
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In the unblocked lane next to them, the police constable waves 
the Mercedes on, to let it roll by. Window still down, Michael 
looks at Samuel and the body bag.

PANEL 4
Close on Samuel, noticing the Mercedes and Michael (o/p). They 
don’t know each other, so his reaction is just that of someone 
being distracted by something.

OTHER PARAMEDIC
Clear here. Push her in.

PANEL 5
Close on Michael, his head turned slightly back, still glancing 
at Samuel as they’re driving past.

MICHAEL
Fuckin’ people need to learn how to 
drive.

PANEL 6
Samuel has pushed the stretcher into the ambulance, but glances 
over his shoulder at the Mercedes which drives off. (He might be 
thinking why that passenger was staring so much, but knows 
people do stare at accidents.)

SAMUEL
Let’s go!
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PAGE 6 - SIX PANELS
Note: First panel should probably be page wide, but really 
short/narrow, to give space to the rest of the panels.

PANEL 1 - South London/suburban horizon - dawn
The bleak sun sets over the dreary church spires and houses. The 
rolling suburban hills in on the horizon almost obscured by the 
cold morning fog. Morning in South London.

PANEL 2 - Inside Olivia’s house
Olivia and Troy’s bedroom. In a typical lower middle class 
bungalow in Lewisham.
Olivia sits on the side of the bed, just having awoken. She’s 
tired and looks it. She stretches, her elbow up, while nudging 
her husband Troy behind her with her other hand, who’s still 
sleeping.

OLIVIA
Get up, Troy. Another day in paradise.

PANEL 3 - Out on the streets - later
Olivia is in uniform. She sticks a rigid baton in “our” face, 
shouting at us.

(It’s unclear exactly what situation we’re in to the reader at 
this point, but she and her partner have stopped a car and she’s 
leaned in at the driver’s window, threatening to use violence 
unless he does as she orders. We can’t see the culprit yet.)

OLIVIA
Get the hell out!

PANEL 4
Close on the culprit, Brett, a young neo-nazi gang member. He’s 
pressed back in his seat by Olivia’s baton mushed in his cheek. 
Forcing him to look at her.

BRETT
Fohh off!

PANEL 5
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Outside the car. Medium shot. The culprit Brett, and Olivia. 
He’s leaned against the car having just been searched, defeat in 
his face, back to Olivia. She has the baton pressed against his 
neck. In the background, Frida walks towards the trunk.

OLIVIA
Doesn’t look good, skinny. Stolen car. 
And speeding.

FRIDA
Care to open this?

PANEL 6
POV from inside the trunk. All three of them are looking down at 
the contents/us . Brett in the middle, head down. Knowing the 
game’s up. Frida stares at the illegal content with slight 
contempt. Olivia glances at Brett.

OLIVIA
Shit just got extra real, punk.
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PAGE 7 - SEVEN PANELS
Note: I’m picturing a 9-panel grid, with the 4th panel page 
wide.

PANEL 1 - At  Lewisham Police station - day
Similar to the last panel on the previous page. But this is 
Frida and a colleague looking right at us. They are observing 
Olivia interrogating Brett in the other room, through the one-
way glass.

The colleague, CRAIG, is a slightly overweight sub-inspector 
(head of the police station), with a long neck and no chin.

SUB-INSPECTOR CRAIG
I wish you’d do this instead, Frida.

FRIDA
Olivia is... effective. You know that.

PANEL 2
Close on Brett, sat in the interrogation room. He’s looking at 
Olivia (o/p) across the table. Arms crossed, defiant.

BRETT
I’ve a right to some lawyer or shit, 
yeah?

OLIVIA
(o/p)

Let’s talk first.

BRETT
I ain’t saying nothing, pig.

PANEL 3
Outside the room (similar to panel 1), the two watches what 
Olivia is doing. Craig winches a bit and is already about to 
leave. Frida almost smiles.

SFX 1:
(from inside the interrogation room)

CLANK! CURRRRZZH!
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BRETT
(o/p, from inside the room)

Hey! *Ooouphf!*

SUB-INSPECTOR CRAIG
I really shouldn’t see this.

PANEL 4
Olivia has grabbed Brett and is pushing him up against the wall. 
One hand twisting his collar/shirt, the other firmly gripping 
his balls. (Maybe we don’t need to see that she’s actually 
gripping his crotch, maybe indicating it is enough?)

Maybe have a foot from Brett’s fallen chair be a foreground 
element that frames them?

BRETT
Auuoo!

OLIVIA
Tell me who’s ammo that was, Brett!

BRETT
I don’t know.

OLIVIA
Don’t fucking lie to me you Third Reich 
twat!

BRETT
Au! Au! Au!

OLIVIA
NATO ammo, Brett. Five-fifty-six. 
Military grade. This is serious. You want 
out of this you better tell me the truth.

PANEL 5
Olivia’s hard face, close to Brett’s. He’s sweating and in pain.

BRETT
I don’t know! I was just supposed to 
drive the fuckin’ car!
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OLIVIA
You stole the car?

BRETT
No! I was just told to pick it up.

OLIVIA
And drive it where?

PANEL 6
Back on Frida, watching Olivia be effective. Arms crossed. Her 
facial reaction implies that she believes Brett.

BRETT
(o/p, from interrogation room)

I don’t know! Someone was supposed to 
call me. But you pulled me over first.

OLIVIA
(o/p, from interrogation room)

Who?

BRETT
(o/p, from interrogation room)

Ah! Aouh! I don’t know! I swear!

PANEL 7
Close on Olivia. She still has Brett up against the wall, but 
she’s released her grip on his crotch. She’s looking at the one-
view glass, at Frida. Similar expression as Frida in the 
previous panel. Olivia believes him.

If we see Brett’s face here, it’s filled with relief from the 
pain.

OLIVIA
Okay. Okay.

Let’s write a list of names.
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