CROSSGEN COMICS PRESENTS…

THE CHINESE BOOK

STORY, CHUCK DIXON

PENCILS, JOHNNY STUPENDOUS

INKS, ANGELO WIZARDSTAR

COLORS, SUSIE CHROMATIC

PAGE ONE

SPLASH

Our hero. 

Boon Sai Hong is in black clothing. Pants, tunic, slippers. He has long hair pulled and tied back. The lower half of his face below his eyes is covered with a black cloth. He wears a red sash about waist. A slim dagger is stuck in this and a shoulder bag is slung tight over him.

When we pick him up he’s suspended from some kind of contraption (it’s a large kite, like a hang glider. All black silk). He holds onto a control bar, his feet in rope stirrups. It’s night. It’s snowing lightly. Maybe some vapor escapes from under his mask.


CAPTION: “It is the wise man who can discern good fortune from ill.”









      Wing Tei Sun

PAGES TWO AND THREE

BIG SPREAD

I promise to go easier on you later. But right now we must establish the frontier city of Zhumar. We’re looking down at the kite soaring over the walled city toward a magnificent structure at the city’s center. The kite has a long black tail. 

The place is very Asian but has a wildness about it. Stone walls surround the city with timber ramparts above. Some of the ramparts have tiled rooftops. There are large buildings. Some very ornate Oriental and some rustic with spilt logs and timbers. Some are a combo of both. All are surrounded by densely packed streets of one and two story buildings. 

Torches light the ramparts and (depending on your angle) show soldiers armed with big matchlock muskets patrolling. 

Snow dusts the rooftops and swirls on the wind. 


CAPTION: THE FRONTIER CITY OF ZHUMAR, FAR TO THE WEST OF COMFORTS AND PLEASURES OF THE IMPERIAL COURT.

CAPTION: A FORTRESS BUILT HARD BY THE ENDLESS STEPPES.


CAPTION: HOME TO ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND HAPLESS SOULS WHO LIVE EACH DAY BENEATH THE SHADOW OF A TARTAR’S SWORD.
PAGE FOUR

PANEL ONE

Upshot. Two soldiers on the wall as the kite passes by silent above them. One soldier holds his rifle in his crooked elbows while he blows into his cold hands. The other grins at him. Both wear helmets and fur cloaks. Helmets have chain skirts. Armor is leather with steel bucklers.

PANEL TWO

A grapple flies out with a thin chain looping behind it.

PANEL THREE

The grapple and chain wrap around some roof detail. A bronze dragon or rearing horse.

PANEL FOUR

Largest panel.

Boon’s grapple is wrapped around that detail that we see now is at the pinnacle of the highest tower of that large building in the center of the city. The grapple moors the kite which flutters in the wind. Boon leaps down from the kite to the snow dappled roof of the tower.

PAGE FIVE

SIX PANEL GRID

Boon is now using handholds to climb down the side of the tower. Snow whips past. His ponytail and the cloth of his outfit and sash show the motion of the wind. We see the rooftops and courtyards far below him.

PANEL TWO

He drops, hands out like claws. In each hand we see iron claws held in his fists.

PANEL THREE

He catches the edge of a window sill with the claws, striking sparks from the stone sill.

PANEL FOUR

Boon clambers over the sill into a dark room. The room is crowded with shelves packed with books and scrolls. There are tables piled with artifacts. Animal skulls, old pottery and bits of armor. Incense smokes in a brazier. A packrat’s room.

PANEL FIVE

Boon creeps along a wall running hands over the shelves raising dust as he does so.


BOON: hm. IT IS NOT HERE WHERE PROMISED.


BOON: ONLY BOOKS. 

BOON: TOO LITTLE MONEY FOR THE WEIGHT.

PANEL SIX

Boon in a very tight shot looks over his shoulder with wide eyes.


BOON: AI…

PAGE SIX

PANEL ONE

Boon starts in fright and backs against a wall of shelves knocking a few items from their perch. Seated at a table is an elderly man with a scroll unraveled before him. Make the old man distinctive. The old man sits back, rigid in death. His mouth is wide open as are his eyes. They stare in abject terror, a scream frozen on his lips. He’s pale and bloodless and stiff. Hands still clutching the scroll in rictus. One of his hands has a ring with a large red stone set in it. 


BOON: GAH!

PANEL TWO

Boon has crept to the table and waves a hand before the old man’s staring eyes.


BOON: hunh. DEAD AS DUST.

PANEL THREE

Boon gently removes the scroll from the old man’s dead fingers. A gold and ivory inlay container for the scroll lies near it. 


BOON: AND WHAT IS THIS YOU WERE READING AT THE LAST, OLD MAN?

PANEL FOUR

Over Boon’s shoulder we get a glimpse of the scroll. It is rolled on ornate golden rollers. The scene on the scroll is a detailed painting. It’s an image of Hell. We’ll see this later in much greater detail. In fact, you’ll need to do recreate this scroll and we can probably reproduce any other images we need of it from that drawing.


BOON: ugh. 


BOON: A PICTURE OF ONE OF THE HELLS, I GUESS. SOMEONE SICK IN THE BRAIN PAINTED THIS.

PANEL FIVE

Boon in reaction shot. His eyes show he’s repulsed by this image on the scroll.


BOON: BUT WITH ALL OF THIS IVORY AND GOLD INLAY IT WILL BE WORTH SOMETHING.


BOON: HIDEOUS.

PAGE SEVEN

PANEL ONE

The scroll is rolled under his arm as he works to remove the ring from the old man’s dead fingers.


BOON: YOU’LL HAVE NO NEED OF A RUBY IN HELL.


BOON: EVEN ONE—uh—THIS BIG WILL BUY YOU NO MERCY.


BOON: uh—TIGHT.

PANEL TWO

Boon is placing the ring on his own finger as he turns in alarm at the sound of approaching voices.


BOON: uh?


OFF PANEL: (SMALL) –AND HE HAS TOLD NO ONE OF THESE DISCOVERIES?


OFF PANEL: (SMALL) –FATHER TRUSTS NO ONE BUT YOURSELF.

PANEL THREE

In the foreground his hand retrieves the ornate case for the scroll from where he now hides under the table. We see past this to where two young women enter the room. Both are beautiful Asian women. But one is dressed simply and more feminine (Tei Su) while the other wears a magnificent cloak of fur and silk. (Princess Zheng Mai Lo)  This woman dresses more masculine with a dagger in her sash and boots and gloved hands. 


TEI: THE RING IS A SOURCE OF GREAT WORRY TO HIM, PRINCESS MAI.


MAI: IT SHOULD BE IN THE HAND OF A WARRIOR NOT A SCHOLAR, TEI SU.


TEI: AND MORE SO THE BOOK. HE WOULD NOT TELL ME HOW HE CAME TO--

PANEL FOUR

Boon is crouched under the table with the scroll held to him. The ring glowing on his finger. The legs of the women can be seen.


FROM ABOVE: (TEI) FATHER!

PAGE EIGHT

PANEL ONE

Tei Su reacts to the dead man at the table, her father. Zheng has drawn her dagger and looks around the room with suspicion.


MAI: MURDERED. AND THE RING IS GONE.


TEI: BUT THERE IS NO MARK ON HIM. DEATH TOOK HIM WITHOUT STRUGGLE.


MAI: IT WAS NOT DEATH THAT TOOK YOUR FATHER, TEI.

PANEL TWO

Under the table, Boon is startled to see the stolen ring on his hand is glowing brightly. He’s hugging the scroll now safely ensconced in its container.


OFF PANEL: (MAI) IT WAS FEAR. LOOK AT HIS EYES.


BOON: eh?

PANEL THREE

Same angle and shot. He covers the ring with his hand but the glow is only partly diminished. 


OFF PANEL: (MAI) THEY HAVE GAZED INTO THE HEART OF HORROR.


BOON: AI!

PANEL FOUR

Tei continues speaking, fighting tears by her dead father’s side. Zheng scans the room.


TEI: WHAT MIGHT HAVE FRIGHTENED HIM SO? HE WAS ALONE IN HIS LIBRARY WITH HIS BOOKS. 


MAI: ALONE?

PANEL FIVE

Zheng turns to notice the red glow from under the table.


MAI: I AM NOT SO CERTAIN.

PAGE NINE

PANEL ONE

Now all Hell breaks loose.

Masked men come bursting into the room through windows and dropping down from rafters. Tei is alarmed. Zheng looks like she’s expected them all along. The masked guys are in shades of green. Let’s thing of something to make them look NOT so much like Japanese ninjas.  They all bear swords.


TEI: GHOSTS COME TO TAKE FATHER’S SPIRIT!


MAI: BEHIND ME. TEI!


MAI: THESE ARE BUT MEN. 


MAI: THEY BLEED AND THEY DIE.

PANEL TWO

Tei steps back as Zheng whips out one of those flexible blades that are thin enough to wrap around the waist under a sash. Swords are already slashing toward her.


MAI: AND MANY WILL DO JUST THAT TONIGHT.


TEI: HAVE THEY THE KING OF STAFFS?


MAI: THESE ARE NOT THIEVES.

PANEL THREE

She leaps, parrying a half dozen blades. Zheng is no shrinking violet.


MAI: WERE THEY SUCH THEY WOULD HAVE LONG FLED.


MAI: THERE IS ANOTHER HERE.

PAGE TEN

PANEL ONE

Boon scrabbles out from under the table with the scroll in his sash. Fighting is going on all around him. 


CAPTION: “HE IS OUR THIEF.”


BOON: GAH!

PANEL TWO

He slips along a wall looking at the ring on his hand with a pained expression as the gem burns red hot. 


BOON: OW!


BOON: THIS DAMNED RING BURNS!

PANEL THREE

A masked baddie slashes a sword at him that sends Boon stumbling back into that brazier knocking it over. 


BOON: oop!

PANEL FOUR

Boon rolls away as the fire in the brazier catches on the dry and dusty books on the shelf. The flames burst up the wall cutting off his attackers from him.


WARRIOR 1: HE HAS THE RING!

PANEL FIVE

Boon sails straight out a window as swords slash behind him. 


WARRIOR: (OFF PANEL) HE MUST DIE!

PAGE ELEVEN

IN A SERIES OF PANELS OR A SINGLE SHOT WITH MULTIPLE IMAGES WE SEE BOON DROP FROM LEDGE TO DORMER TO ROOFTOP IN A CONTROLLED DROP FROM THE TOWER WINDOW. Smoke is already coming from the tower above.

LAST PANEL

He kneels in the snow on a rooftop with his ring hand driven into the snow. Steam rises from where his hand is concealed in snow. Masked baddies drop to the roof behind him.


BOON: AII!


BOON: IT STILL BURNS!


BOON: WILL NOTHING PUT THIS FIRE OUT?

PAGE TWELVE

PANEL ONE

A baddie comes close enough to slash through Boon’s ponytail freeing his hair. Boon is rolling away as this happens.


BOON: YAI!

PANEL TWO

Boon’s long hair is loose now (this will be his signature look from now on) and he turns to jumpkick the lead baddie back into his pals. Our first sign that Boon has what it takes to be the lead in a martial arts book.


CAPTION: “WHO IS THIS ONE?”


CAPTION: “HE IS NOT WITH THE SWORDSMEN.”

PANEL THREE

From the tower window above we see from Tei and Zheng’s POV as Boon runs along the snow on the ridge of the roof while masked guys slip and tumble down the steep incline.


MAI: HE IS NOT SENT BY JUDGE X’AIN. YET HE HAS STOLEN THE RING.


TEI: AND THE BOOK OF THE HELL OF HUNGRY DRAGONS.


TEI: YOU MUST FOLLOW, PRINCESS MAI! THEIR POWER IS TOO GREAT TO BE RELEASED UPON THE WORLD!

PANEL FOUR

Tei turns to Zheng in alarm. Zheng holds a hand to her side, blood runs over her hand. She’s trying to hold back the pain but it’s apparent. The room burns behind them.


MAI: I CANNOT…


TEI: PRINCESS! YOU ARE WOUNDED!


MAI: I WILL LIVE, TEI. SAVE YOUR GRIEF FOR YOUR FATHER.


PAGE THIRTEEN

PANEL ONE

Change of scene.

We see shaking hands placing Mah Jongg pieces on a table crowded with tiles stacked and placed in rows. (more details on this as I learn more about this game.) There are also stacks of thin gold plates the size of a credit card and decorated in Chinese characters.


CAPTION: “I AM SURE OF WHERE THE BOOK AND RING WILL TURN UP.”


OFF PANEL: THE WIND FROM THE EAST DIES, IT APPEARS.

PANEL TWO

Large panel. Pull back to show a sumptuous hall. People in finery crowd the table. These are players. Men and women dressed to the nines. The panel is dominated by Judge X’ain. He’s our main villain. He’s in black silk trimmed with gold. He looks self-assured and is good looking in a Basil Rathbone way. At his side is a painfully thin man with sweptback white hair and long white mustaches. This man is in a simple tunic. He’s Nubotai. The poor sap across the table from X’ain is an older guy with a defeated posture. The other two players are a fat guy and an elderly woman concealing her face behind a fan. 


X’AIN: LUCK IS NOT YOURS TONIGHT, MERCHANT FONG.


X’AIN: THE TILES HAVE FAVORED ME ALL EVENING.


FONG: IT IS NOT FAIR!


X’AIN: YOU ACCUSE A JUDGE APPOINTED BY THE IMPERIAL HOUSE OF CHEATING?


FONG: NO! I MEANT NO OFFENSE. I ONLY CURSE THE GODS OF CHANCE, MOST EXALTED AND LEARNED JUDGE X’AIN. 

PAGE FOURTEEN

PANEL ONE

The loser is fighting tears as he pleads. Two tough looking bald guys part the crowd behind him


FONG: YOU MUST ALLOW ME TO PLAY ONE MORE ROUND; TO SPARE MY HONOR.


FONG: THE PRIZE YOU HAVE ONE IS TOO DEAR TO LOSE.

PANEL TWO

X’ain smiles slyly and drops tiles from his hand to bounce on the table. A real wiseass.


X’AIN: THE FIRST LESSON OF GAMBLING, MERCHANT FONG.


X’AIN: NEVER WAGER WHAT YOU CANNOT BEAR TO SCARIFICE.

PANEL THREE

The bald guys drag the loser from the room. 


FONG: MERCY, HONORABLE X’AIN!


FONG: MERCY!


X’AIN: I EXPECT DELIVERY TO MY HOUSE BEFORE DAWN…


X’AIN: …TO SPARE YOUR “HONOR”.

PANEL FOUR

X’ain turns from the table as servants rake the gold tabs into a sack. Nubotai stands by. We can see now that Nubotai wears a broad-bladed, curved sword in a leather sheath on his back. It’s wicked looking. 


X’AIN: I HATE A POOR LOSER. HE WOULD CROW LIKE A COCK HAD HE WON.


X’AIN: AS REMOTE A POSSIBILITY AS THAT WOULD BE.


X’AIN: NOW HE CRIES FOR PITY WHEN FORTUNE TURNS ITS BACK.


NUBOTAI: MAY WE TURN NOW TO MORE SERIOUS MATTERS, X’AIN?


X’AIN: NOTHING IS MORE SERIOUS THAN HONOR AND CHANCE, NUBOTAI. 

PAGE FIFTEEN

PANEL ONE

X’ain walks between huge golden statues of dragons that line a high-ceilinged hallway. Nubotai follows a step behind.


NUBOTAI: YOU HAVE PROMISED MY MASTER THE KING OF STAFFS. I HAVE BEEN HERE THREE DAYS AND MY HANDS ARE EMPTY.


X’AIN: IT IS WITHIN MY GRASP. I HOPE YOUIR KHAN RECALLS HIS PROMISES AS WELL AS YOU DO MINE.


NUBOTAI: THE DEAL YOU STRUCK WITH HIM IS MEANINGLESS WITHOUT THE RING TO SEAL IT. 

PANEL TWO

X’ain turns, slightly annoyed to Nubotai.


X’AIN: IT WILL BE HERE. I HAVE SENT MY BEST MEN TO RETRIEVE IT. ONLY THE LIFE OF A FEEBLE BOOKWORM STANDS IN THE WAY. 


NUBOTAI: THE KHAN’S WRATH IS AS GREAT AS HIS GENOROSITY SHOULD HE BE DISAPPOINTED.


X’AIN: I TOLD YOU…


PANEL THREE

Both turn at a masked figure creeping from the shadows. It’s one of the crowd that busted in on Boon and Mai Lo earlier. The guy is obsequious as hell. 


X’AIN: eh?


WARRIOR: VENERABLE JUSTICE---I HAVE COME FORM THE HOME OF THE SCHOLAR WING TEI.


X’AIN: AND?

PANEL FOUR

X’ain is looking furious as the masked guy kneels at his feet with head bowed. 


WARRIOR: WE FAILED TO OBTAIN THE RING. PRINCESS MAI WAS  THERE AND—


X’AIN: ZHENG MAI? THAT WITCH? 


WARRIOR: AND A THIEF---HE STOLE THE RING AND ESCAPED.

PANEL FIVE

X’ain smiles slightly without humor. Nubotai is reaching over his shoulder to pull his sword from it sheath.


WARRIOR: I WOULD DO ANYTHING TO EXPUNGE MY SHAME.


X’AIN: DID YOU HEAR THAT, NUBOTAI? 


NUBOTAI: I DID, JUDGE.

PAGE SIXTEEN

PANEL ONE

Shadows on a wall show that Nubotai has separated the masked guy’s head from his body. A bit of blood spatters onto the foot of a huge dragon statue.

PANEL TWO

Xain walks away in a low angle shot. In the foreground we see the twitching hand of the beheaded minion. Nubotai cooly replaces the sword in its scabbard.


X’AIN: A MINOR SETBACK. NOTHING TO CONCERN US.


NUBOTAI: I AM NOT CONCERNED. 


X’AIN: YOUR VEILED THREATS GROW TIRESOME. 


X’AIN: I WILL HAVE THE RING BEFORE DAWN.

PANEL THREE

X’ain speaks coldly as he dismisses Nubotai who bows. But, even as he bows, Nubotai maintains his gaze on X’ain’s back. 


X’AIN: NOW LEAVE ME. I MUST FIND THIS THIEF AND BRING THE FULL WEIGHT OF IMPERIAL LAW UPON HIS HEAD.


NUBOTAI: AS YOU WISH.


X’AIN: A COMMON THIEF---

PANEL FOUR

Downshot into a narrow, twisting lane in a market area. The stalls are closed. Awnings drawn down. 


CAPTION: “---I WONDER IF HE KNOWS WHAT HE HAS CALLED DOWN UPON HIMSELF.


FROM STALL: uh! uh!

PAGE SEVENTEEN

PANEL ONE

We’re in a stall that sells caged animals. Birds flutter in their cages at the sound of a voice from off panel.


OFF PANEL: DAMN!

PANEL TWO

Boon is seated on the floor of the dark stall and trying to pull the ring from his hand. Establish a stall stacked and crammed with wicker and steel cages containing dogs, cats, squirrels, ducks, doves, pigeons and even a small bear. He has his feet on either of the ring and trying to push it off his finger. He strains with eyes squeezed shut and teeth gritted. His mask is pulled down now. The scroll is by him in its case.


BOON: (WEAK) ngggg---


BOON: GET---OFF!

PANEL THREE

Boon in closer shot. Sweat rolling off his face. He bites his lower lip as he strains to pull the ring off. 


BOON: WHY---WON’T---IT---MOVE?

PANEL FOUR

He looks over his shoulder in a tight shot. Eyes wide in surprise.


OFF PANEL: (NOT SURE IF WE WANT A SPECIAL “MONKEY” BALLOON HERE)



COULD IT BE YOUR FAT PEASANT FINGERS AND NOT THE RING?


BOON: WHO SPEAKS?

PANEL FIVE

He leaps to his feet with dagger drawn and ready to defend himself.


BOON: STEP INTO THE LIGHT AND FACE ME!


OFF PANEL: (MONKEY) I AM HERE, STUPID. 

PAGE EIGHTEEN

PANEL ONE

He stumbles back into the foreground as a monkey in a cage speaks to him. The monkey grips the bars to speak. 


PO-PO: HERE. IN THE CAGE BENEATH THESE FILTHY DUCKS.


PO-PO: AND PUT THAT DAGGER AWAY!


BOON: AAAAH!

PANEL TWO

Boon trips over a pile of birdcages with a flurry of feathers.


OF PANEL: AS YOU CAN SEE I CAN’T HURT YOU. 


BOON: oof!

PANEL THREE

Po-Po rolls his eyes as he speaks through the bars.


PO-PO: IDIOT.

PANEL FOUR

Boon is on his ass with hands on ears and singing as the monkey talks to him.


BOON: (WITH MUSUCAL NOTES) YA YA YA YA YA YA YA YA YA…


PO-PO: THAT RING IS NO SILLY BAUBLE. IT IS AN OBJECT OF GREAT POWER.


PO-PO: AND YOU--THE GODS ALONE KNOW WHY--WERE CHOSEN TO WEAR IT.

PANEL FIVE

The monkey is pissed as it holds the bars and leaps up and down in fury.


PO-PO: STOP THAT YAMMERING!


PO-PO: THIS IS IMPORTANT!


PO-PO: GET ME OUT OF THIS CAGE BEFORE---

PAGE NINETEEN

PANEL ONE

From the monkey’s POV as a bunch of toughs come barging into the stall. Boon turns toward them with the dagger held out. The lead thug must look very distinctive. We’ll be seeing him later and must instantly recognize him for the gag to work.(Eyepatch or wicked scar or streak of white in his hair or something)  The others are general roughnecks. All are armed. One is armed with a wicked looking matchlock bluderbuss. We’re in the early days of firearms on this world. A fuse smoulders in the guy’s teeth. 


HANA; (LEAD THIEF) BOON SAI HONG…THE FABLED JADE RAT.


BOON: HANA!


PO-PO: WONDERFUL. MORE IDIOTS.

PANEL TWO

The lead thug knocks the blade from Boon’s hand and it goes flying.


HANA: BOSS TIGER RECEIVES NO TRIBUTE. HE SENT YOU FOR THE PHOENIX HEART AND YOU VANISH.


BOON: unnh!


HANA: THE BROTHERHOOD OF SCOUNDRELS DEMANDS PAYMENT.

PANEL THREE

The monkey slaps a hand over his face in disgust.


PO-PO: A FAILURE EVEN AS A THIEF. 


PO-PO: WHY ME?

PANEL FOUR 

The lead thug stabs a finger in Boon’s chest and snarls at him. Boon looks worried.


HANA: YOU WILL PAY IN GOLD OR BLOOD, BOON. NO MATTER TO ME.


BOON: I HAVE HAD ILL LUCK THESE PAST NIGHTS. THE HEART WAS NOT THERE. ONLY AN UGLY SCROLL AND THIS RING. 


BOON: BUT I CAN’T PRY IT FROM MY HAND.


HANA: THEN BOSS TIGER WILL HAVE THE RING AND YOUR FINGER. BLOOD AND GOLD. 

PAGE TWENTY

PANEL ONE

Boon leaps in the air as one of the thugs swings a staff of some kind under him. It looks bad for Boon. Your choice for weapons. 


BOON: WAIT! WE COULD TRY BUTTER!


BOON: OR GOOSEFAT!

PANEL TWO

Boon drops back down to the ground and catches the business end of the weapon between his clasped hands. The badguy looks furious. The other thugs look amused.


STAFF WEILDER: HOLD STILL! 


STAFF WEILDER: YOU HAVE NINE MORE!


BOON: oop!

PANEL THREE

Boon looks down as the ring on his hand glows brightly. The thug looks amazed. The others make an “ooh” face.


BOON: uh?


STAFF WEILDER: THE RING---


BOON: YOU SEE? IT IS--

PANEL FOUR

The glow extends from Boon’s hand to engulf the entire weapon. This is how the ring ‘s (and now Boon’s) power manifests itself.


BOON: (SMALL) ---CURSED?

PAGE TWENTY ONE

PANEL ONE

We’re back with Princess Mai Lo and Tei Su. They stand in the smoldering library while servants finish pouring buckets of water on the fire. Mai’s torso is wrapped in white banding. Her shoulders are bare.


MAI: I AM SORRY, TEI SU.


TEI: IT IS FITTING, PRINCESS MAI. FATHER’S TREASURED LIBRARY DIED WITH HIM. 


MAI: BUT FOR ONE BOOK. 


PANEL TWO

Closer on Mai and Tei. Tei looks concerned. Mai looks resolute and defiant.


TEI: THE BOOK OF THE HELL OF THE HUNGRY DRAGON. FATHER NEVER LET ME OPEN IT. IT IS MORE THAN PAPER AND INK. 


TEI: TO VIEW IT IS TO SEE FUTURE DAYS.


MAI: DAYS OF SUCH TERROR THAT SIGHT OF THEM TOOK YOUR FATHER’S LIFE.

PANEL THREE

Mai in close-up.

MAI: TO HAVE SUCH AN ARTIFACT AND THE KING OF STAFFS STOLEN BY A COMMON THUG.


MAI: I MUST FIND THIS THIEF WHILE THE SKY IS STILL DARK AND THE CITY’S GATES ARE BARRED.

PANEL FOUR

Mai turns to go as Tei looks mournfully at the burnt-out library. 

MAI: SHOULD HE ESCAPE THEN WE SHALL ALL BE CONSUMED BY THE HORROR YOUR FATHER FORESAW.

TEI: I SHALL REMAIN, PRINCESS MAI--

PAGES TWENTY TWO THROUGH TWENTY FIVE

Now that I know you’re on board, Jeff we’ll leave the fights to you. What I need is for Boon to pluck the weapon from the bad guy’s hand and proceed to whip serious and masterful ass on these guys. His power is that when he touches a weapon he instantly masters it. 

In this scene we need to have the following accomplished:

Po-Po is released from his cage by a weapon cutting the bars or it falling to the floor and getting smashed in the fight.

The lead thug must get blasted in the back accidentally by the guy with the matchlock bluderbuss in the confusion of the fight. This breaks the fight up and has all participants fleeing as a constable with a spear runs through the market shouting and ringing a bell.

PAGE TWENTY SIX

PANEL ONE

Boon crouches in the shadows on a roof edge and watches a crowd of constables rush by below. They hold poles with lanterns.


CONSTABLE 1: ONE WENT THIS WAY! 


CONSTABLE 2: THIS IS A BLIND ALLEY! 

CONSTABLE 3: WE SHALL TRAP HIM HERE!

PANEL TWO

Boon turns in surprise to see the monkey beside him on the roof. The monkey is speaking. The monkey clutches the scroll.


PO-PO: YOU SEE WHAT I WAS TALKING ABOUT?


BOON: gah!


PO-PO: AND YOU FORGOT THE SCROLL. 

PANEL THREE

The monkey looks surprised as Boon has snatched it up and holds it close to him. Boon has a hand slapped over the monkey’s mouth.


PO-PO: (MUFFLED) mff-mmbd!


BOON: I’M GOING MAD.

PANEL FOUR

Boon runs across the rooftops holding the monkey. 


CAPTION: “WE ARE BUT AN HOUR FROM SUNRISE. THE WORLD RE-AWKENS.”

PAGE TWENTY SEVEN

PANEL ONE

Judge X’ain is shirtless and looking into a mirror. He’s lean and muscled. He smiles as he plays with a mustache.


X’AIN: WHAT SWEETER WAY TO BEGIN THE MORNING THAN WITH THE WINNINGS OF THE NIGHT BEFORE.

PANEL TWO

Closer shot. He frowns as Nubotai’s dour image joins his in the mirror.


NOBOTAI: OBLIGATION BEFORE PLEASURE, JUDGE. 


X’AIN: YOU BORE ME, NUBOTAI.


X’AIN: LIKE A NOISOME RAIN.

PANEL THREE

X’ain turns angrily on Nubotai. Nubotai remains stoic and calm.


X’AIN: MY POWER OVER THIS CITY IS UNQUESTIONED. 

X’AIN: I WILL HAVE THIS THEIF AND WHAT HE STOLE IF I MUST BURN EVERY HOUSE WITHIN THESE WALLS TO ASH!

PANEL FOUR

Nubotai in close-up.


NUBOTAI: YOUR ZEAL WILL NOT BE UNREWARDED WHEN THE KHAN COMES TO POWER THIS CITY WILL REMAIN YOURS.


NUBOTAI: YOU WILL RULE WITH A HAND ALL YOUR OWN. NOT THE SUZERAINTY GRANTED YOU AT THE WHIM OF THE EMPEROR. 

PANEL FIVE

X’ain smiles wickedly, his eyes narrowed.


X’AIN: I LOOK FORWARD TO THAT JOYOUS DAY.

PAGE TWENTY EIGHT

PANEL ONE

Both turn as a servant bows his way into the room. Enormous doors held open behind him where two more servants carry a rolled carpet into the room.


SERVANT: ESTEEMED JUSTICE X’AIN, A GIFT FROM MERCHANT FONG.


X’AIN: AH. IT HAS ARRIVED.

PANEL TWO

X’ain smiles luridly. Nubotai is beside him.


X’AIN: UNROLL IT QUICKLY. I WOULD GAZE UPON ITS DELIGHTS. 


NUBOTAI: I WAS UNAWARE OF YOUR INTEREST IN CARPETS, X’AIN.


X’AIN: SOMETIMES YOU AMUSE ME, NUBOTAI.

PANEL THREE

The servants unroll the carpet roughly on the floor. A figure spills from it.


OFF PANEL: THE CARPET IS MERE BAGGAGE.

PANEL FOUR

A beautiful girl in silk finery lies rising from the tiles where she has been tumbled from the carpet. She looks steeped in shame and fear. X’ain and Nubotai regard her coldly.


X’AIN: IT IS ENOUGH SHAME TO LOSE ONE’S DAUGHTER ON A BET.


X’AIN: IT WOULD BE NEEDLESSLY CRUEL TO COMPOUND HIS DISHONOR BY PARADING HER THROUGH THE MARKET CROWD.

PAGE TWENTY NINE

PANEL ONE

Boon crouches under the eaves of a roof looking crestfallen. The snow falls heavier now. The monkey crouches by him, the scroll held in its paws. 


PO-PO: YOU REALLY HAVE NO IDEA WHAT YOU’VE STOLEN.


PO-PO: WHY DID YOU CHOOSE THE HOUSE OF WING TEI SUN?

PANEL TWO

Snow blows on him on the wind as he sits feeling sorry for himself. He’s loking at the ring on his hand.


BOON: BOSS TIGER SENT ME. HE CLAIMED A GEM CALLED THE PHOENIX HEART WAS THERE.


BOON: BUT THERE WAS NOTHING BUT BOOKS AND THIS HATEFUL RING.

PANEL THREE

The monkey points to the ring speaking. Boon appears not to listen.


PO-PO: THAT RING IS ANCIENT BEYOND TIME. IT HOLDS POWER UNIMAGINABLE.


PO-PO: DID YOU NOT SEE HOW IT MADE YOU THE MASTER OF THE weapon chosen by Jeff ?


BOON: (SMALL) I AM MAD. A MONKEY SPEAKS AND I UNDERSTAND.

PANEL FOUR

The monkey smashes him in the face with the scroll.


PO-PO: STUPID!


PO-PO: NOT MADNESS!

PANEL FIVE

The monkey holds the scroll out and looks angry.


PO-PO: MAGIC!


PO-PO: MYSTICSIM LIGHT AND DARK!


PO-PO: YOU NEED PROOF? SEE INSIDE!

PAGE THIRTY

PANEL ONE

Boon unravels the scroll as the monkey laps to his shoulder.


BOON: I HAVE SEEN IT. IT’S UGLY.


PO-PO: BUT YOU HAVE NOT TRULY SEEN IT.


PO-PO: YOU HAVE NO CONCEPTION OF HOW UGLY, BOON.

PANEL TWO

Boon rubs his face where the scroll hit him as the monkey points to the scroll.


PO-PO: THIS BOOK IS ALIVE—

PO-PO: ---NOT A PICTURE OF HELL BUT HELL ITSELF.

PANEL THREE

Boon in close-up reacts in fear and surprise and wonder.


BOON: (SMALL) GOD OF MY FATHERS…

PANEL FOUR

In a detail shot of the scroll we see a new figure has been added. The one-eyed thief who got backshot can be plainly seen with others under the clawed feet of a dragon and screaming in agony.


OFF PANEL: HANA…

PAGE THIRTY ONE

PANEL ONE

Constables stand on a corner with lamps on poles and speak. 


CONSTABLE 1: I KNOW HE CAME THIS WAY.


CONSTABLE 2: A MEMBER OF THE CRIME GUILD. A THIEF.


CONSTABLE 3: I DO NOT LIKE WHAT I SEE TONIGHT.

PANEL TWO

Different angle on this as a furtive figure crawls down the tiles of a roof. Below this female figure we see the constables speaking in a their group.


CONSTABLE 3: THE CITY IS ALIVE WITH SPIRITS AND EVIL OMENS. I FEEL IT IN MY BONES.


CONSTABLE 2: IT IS AGE YOU FEEL. 


CONSTABLE 1: YOU SAY YOU KNOW THIS THEIF?

PANEL THREE

The figure is in the extreme foreground and we look over her shoulder at the group speaking.


CONSTABLE 2: IT WILL COME TO ME. I ARRESTED HIM WHEN HE WAS A CHILD.


CONSTABLE 3: A CURSE LIES UPON THIS CITY. WE SHALL ALL SUFFER UNDER IT.


CONSTABLE 1: BE QUIET! KAO IS THINKING.

PANEL FOUR

One of the constables speaks in a closer shot. He’s the one who as ringing the bell earlier. He’s thinking hard.


CONSTABLE 2: HE IS AN ORPHAN. RAISED BY BOSS TIGER. A SKILLED BURGLAR.


CONSTABLE: HIS NAME IS…IS…

PAGE THIRTY TWO

THREE SAME-SIZED HORIZONTAL PANELS

PANEL ONE

We get our first look at the Silk Ghost as she crouches on the eaves of that roof listening to the constables below. She’s in ninja-esque clothing and a full face mask of silk. Maybe she’s colored silvery white? She’s obviously a woman. We’ll lead readers to believe this is Princess Mai Lo. In truth it’ll turn out to be Tei Su. 


OFF PANEL: (FROM BELOW) …BOON SAI HONG.

PANEL TWO

Judge X’ain in a sumptuous robe and listening to one of his own masked warriors kowtowing before him. Behind him we see a steaming sunken bath with concubines frolicking. 


WARRIOR: …THE JADE RAT

PANEL THREE

The survivors of thieves guild who attacked Boon bow to a hugely fat guy seated on a broad settee eating figs offered from a plate by a servant.


THIEF: …BOON SAI HONG.

