Untitled 1 pager for Drew Melbourne by Kevin Huff – Nov. 16, 2005

Pic 1

Our comic’s hero, ABEL BODY, an aging spy, recently forced into retirement by Her Majesty’s SS, dressed in a black dinner jacket as if he were still on the job, graying hair perfect, a cigarette attached to his fingertips and staring out a window on the northern wall of the room. The eastern and western walls are lined with thick, leather, hardback books on shelves. A great red,leather wingbacked chair sits on the western side of the room accompanied by table with a lamp and an ashtray and an old time radio. Atop a vast, antique cherry wood desk sits simply an old time “Candlestick” telephone, a pen and leatherbound writing tablet. (NOTE: The perspective must be close in enough for us to see out the window behind the desk) ABEL BODY is standing before a window contemplating the grey landscape—a tattered, burning London skyline. ABEL’s weary, yet strong featured face can be seen in the reflection of the window.

CAPTION:
Too long. 

CAPTION:
 We can’t win … and we can’t surrender.

Pic 2

A close up shot of ABEL’s hand, still muscular yet showing age via a liver spot on the back, holding the cigarette between index and middle, turning on the switch of the radio.

SFX:
CLICK

RADIO (jagged):
… and thirty United World Forces soldiers on a special mission to the Martian Hive Core were incinerated by the enemy before they could get within 100 yards of the vast nest perched in the heart of London …

Pic 3

ABEL BODY sitting in his chair, looking very small and frail now beneath the chair’s towering, black wings. Much of the room is now in shadow.

CAPTION:
It’s consumed us all. There is no more music, no more sports, no politics. It’s just The War. 

CAPTION:
I could kill for a good Parliamentary brawl about now.

Pic 4

Same as pic 3 except a long shadow of a figure spills into the room from the doorway.

ABEL:

You!

NEWONE:
Abel Body, HMSS assassin and guardian of the crown, surprised?

