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panel 1

A man named David walks into his richly decorated den, with a disgusted look on his face. He is of medium height, but looks to be in decent shape. He has broad shoulders and walks with a confident stride. The den should be decorated in traditional Victorian motif, with antique chairs, a divan, and the walls lined with hardwood bookshelves full of books. A reading lamp should be seen near a very comfortable and decidedly out of place Lazyboy recliner, and we can see a pair of slippers next to the recliner as well. An old style radio sits low on one of the shelves.   

david caption

It’s getting out of control.

david caption

Wars have a tendency to do that, here on Terra Firma...

david Caption

…but fighting on Martian soil…it’s madness. 

panel 2

Close up shot of David as he turns the radio on.

david caption

Every day brings more horrible news. I’m glad I got out when I did.

radio (electronic)

…killing thirty more Space Marines this morning, bringing the three month death toll to well over four thousand.

sfx

-click-

panel 3

Pull out to show David’s even more angered face as he snaps the radio off in disgust.

david

Great! More war, twenty-four seven! They interrupt my afternoon jazz show so I have no choice but to hear it. It’s like I can’t get away from this damn war!

david

The hell with this. I’ve had it!

SFX

-click-

panel 4

Pull out even further to show David staring right at the reader with a shocked expression on his face.

david

Wha..? You!

Voice (off panel) 

You shouldn’t look so surprised, David. You had to know I would find you, eventually.

