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PAGE 1 (5 panels) 
 
Panel 1: CLOSE on the turning light on the roof of an unmarked police car.  
 
Panel 2: LIEUTENANT BECK is getting out of the driver side of the unmarked police 
car. He’s in his mid-50s, short and stocky, but showing a softness that comes with 
age and too many days spent behind a desk. He looks weary, like he doesn’t want to 
be here. He’s dressed in plain clothes, like he came from home. He is lit by the 
flashing light atop his car. 
 
Panel 3: DETECTIVE CASSADAY stands at the mouth of a poorly lit alleyway. He 
appears casual, but he’s looking at the approaching LIEUTENANT BECK with thinly 
veiled disdain. He’s in his early 30s, a man in his prime. He chews on a toothpick. He 
wears latex gloves.  
 
DETECTIVE CRANDELL stands near his partner. He too watches the approaching 
LIEUTENANT. He’s in his early 30s, too, an African American with a bald head 
covered by a brimmed, leather hat that sits slightly askew. He wears latex gloves. 
 
The light from the cop car lights the scene. 
 
LIEUTENANT BECK:  
Where’s the scene? 
 
DETECTIVE CRANDELL: 
Down the alley, ‘bout twenty yards or so.  
 
DETECTIVE CASSADAY:  
Forensics is on the way, so you’ve got fifteen minutes tops.   
 
Panel 4: LIEUTENANT BECK stands at the mouth of the alleyway, looking into the 
gloom. We’re looking at him face on, so we can’t see what he is trying to see. The 
two detectives stand behind him slightly, looking at him with both concern and 
annoyance. Light from the cop car remains. 
 
LIEUTENANT BECK: 
How does it look? 
 
DETECTIVE CASSADAY: 
It looks very bad is how it looks, Lieutenant. 
 
DETECTIVE CASSADAY (linked): 
This shit wouldn’t have happened had you allowed us to do our job the last time.  
 
Panel 5. CLOSE on LIEUTENANT BECK’s strained face. His eyes are closed. He 
knows CASSADAY is right. 
 
LIEUTENANT BECK: 
I know, Detective Cassaday. I know.  



 
LIEUTENANT BECK (linked): 
Give me a few minutes and then you and Detective Crandell can have the scene.  
 
PAGE 2 (4 panels) 
 
Panel 1. CLOSE on the body of a young Asian man. He is of middling height, slight 
and slender, dressed in dark clothes. Tattoos can be seen on his exposed flesh. He’s 
broken up, lying on the floor of the alleyway, as if dropped from a great height. He is 
very dead.  
 
Panel 2. LIEUTENANT BECK is standing next to the body, looking up. We see the 
sides of the narrow alley, brick walls and a fire escape that frame the panel. The 
body of a teenage girls lies twisted about the lowest fire escape landing and rail. She 
too is very dead. Her face is one filled with terror. 
 
LIEUTENANT BECK (quietly): 
Shit. 
 
Panel 3. LIEUTENANT BECK is crouched next to the body of the Asian man. BECK’s 
head is hung low, his arms resting on his knees, hands dangling. A wedding band 
can be seen. 
 
VOICE (off-panel but with no apparent source): 
I’m sorry, Dan. 
 
LIEUTENANT BECK: 
Sorry isn’t going to do this time, I’m afraid. 
 
LIEUTENANT BECK (linked): 
Sorry isn’t going to fix this— this—fucking mess. 
 
VOICE (off-panel but with no apparent source): 
I know. But I’m sorry all the same. 
 
Panel 4. CLOSE on the dead teen’s broken body.  
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (off-panel): 
This is the end. This time it is the end.  
 
PAGE 3 (5 panels) 
 
Panel 1. We’re looking at the scene from somewhere deeper in the alleyway.  
LIEAUTENANT BECK is somewhat silhouetted by the flashing police lights at the end 
of the alley.  
 
VOICE (off-panel):  
I can’t stop this.  
 
Panel 2. CLOSE on LIEUTENANT BECK’s angry face.  
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK: 
Goddamnit, you will!  



 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (linked): 
Those two detectives back there have got it in their minds to bring you down. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (linked): 
And they’re not the only ones. Any cop with hot blood in their veins is looking to 
bring you in. 
 
Panel 3. LIEUTENANT BECK is peering into the shadows that cloak the end of the 
alleyway. A non-descript shape of a man can be seen crouched beside one of the 
walls. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK: 
It’s out of respect for me that I even got a call to come down here. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (linked): 
And it is out of respect for you that I tell you this has got to end. Tonight. 
 
Panel 4. The shadowy figure stands. His form appears to be one with the shadows 
and wall, as if he is draped in a long robe or cape made of shadow. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (off-panel): 
I won’t be able to keep them off you after tonight. 
 
Panel 5. CLOSE on the masked face of the shadowy figure. We can see that the 
eyes behind the mask are surrounded by crows feet. The eyelids are heavy. 
 
VIGILANTE:  
What happened to us? 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (off-panel): 
We got old. 
 
PAGE 4 (5 panels) 
 
Panel 1. LIEAUTENANT BECK is looking down at the body of the Asian man again.  
 
VOICE (off-panel but with no apparent source): 
Do you want to know what happened? 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK: 
No. 
 
VOICE (off-panel but with no apparent source / linked): 
I’ve gotten too slow, too weak. I couldn’t— 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK: 
I said I don’t want to know. 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Panel 2. The teen girl is falling toward the reader, terror plain on her face. The 
shadowy figure of the VIGILANTE dangles over the end of the rooftop, one hand 
stretching out toward her. 
 
CAPTION / VIGILANTE: 
“It was horrible.” 
 
Panel 3. The shadowy figure starts to walk up the alleyway toward the reader. His 
hands are starting to peel back his mask. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (off-panel): 
NO!  
 
Panel 4. LIEAUTENANT BECK turning away, with his eyes tightly closed. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK: 
I don’t want to know.  
 
VOICE (off-panel but with no apparent source): 
But all these years— 
 
VOICE (off-panel but with no apparent source / linked): 
We’re friends. 
 
Panel 5. The VIGILANTE is putting his mask back down, sinking back into the 
shadows.  
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK: 
I can’t know you. Not outside this life. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (linked): 
The things I saw you do. Jesus, the things I did— 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (linked): 
That has to remain separate.  That is work, you know. And my life, my life out there, 
that is another part of me, just as whoever you are beneath that mask is another 
part of you.  
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (linked): 
And the two cannot ever meet. 
 
PAGE 5 (5 panels) 
 
Page 1. LIEAUTENANT BECK has turned his back and is walking away. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK: 
Tonight is the end of it all. We won’t see each other again. 
 
LIEAUTENANT BECK (linked): 
Go back to wherever it is you go. Go back to your family. 
 
 



 
Panel 2. The VIGILANTE watches LIEAUTENANT BECK walk down the alleyway. We 
can’t see much of the VIGILANTE, just part of the back of his head and shoulders.  
Along the stretch of the alley, a wind blows some filth around. 
 
SFX (as LIEAUTENANT BECK walks away):  
clomp clomp clomp 
 
Panel 3. LIEAUTENANT BECK is barely discernable in the gloom. The VIGILANTE 
watches. More wind blows, and more garbage moves. 
 
SFX (quieter): clomp clomp clomp 
 
VIGILANTE (whisper): 
I have no family. 
 
VIGILANTE (whisper / linked): 
They’re all dead. 
 
Panel 4. The VIGILANTE is gone. LIEAUTENANT BECK is gone. All that remains is the 
dead Asian man lying in the alleyway. Papers and other assorted garbage move in 
the wind. 
 
Panel 5. SAME SCENE as panel 4. The wind has picked up a piece of paper and on 
that piece of paper is— 
 
CAPTION: the end 
 
 
 


