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Panel One:

A man walks into his den. The man is in his mid-to-late thirties, and prematurely gray. He gives off an air of someone who has seen terrible things that have awakened him to the way the world really is. His den is plain but functional, with a low coffee table in the approximate center of the room, a plush couch on the far side and a matching plush recliner perpendicular to it.

Man: (thinking) Dammit . . . this Martian War has gone on way too long . . . I think we should just pull out already . . .

Man: (thinking) Don’t even like to turn on the radio no more . . . all I hear is bad news . . . not even music . . .

Panel Two:

Close up on the man’s right hand grasping the radio’s knob and turning it on.

SFX: Click!

Radio: (electronic) – this program to bring you this special report: Thirty more soldiers died today while fighting the Martian War.

Panel Three:

The man turns off the radio in an irritated way, head thrown back in exasperation.

Radio: (electronic) The President insists that this war is necessary for the safety of – 

Man: Damn it, I can’t even listen to my afternoon jazz without hearing about more deaths in this stupid war!


SFX: (small) rraa

Man: Eh?

Panel Four:

The man looks up and his expression is of complete shock and horror. Black background and he’s paler than usual.

Man: (shouting) YOU!!

Person: (off panel) Hmm . . . you shouldn’t look so surprised to see me . . .
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Panel One:

The story continues

