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PAGE 1 (6 panels) 
exterior; the backwoods; evening 
 
Panel 1. Three figures walk down a narrow dirt road that can barely hold back the thick 
underbrush and gnarled trees that fill the outer edges of the panel. Leading the way is 
MRS. DREXLER, a stick-insect like woman in her fifties. She’s wearing a loose and 
dirty nightdress featuring a horrid, busy print of some sort, tattered slippers and slouching 
old woman socks. Her hair is in curlers. Behind her is THE GOON and his companion, 
FRANKY. The two gents are dressed as per any of Eric Powell’s fantastic renditions. 
 
MRS. DREXLER is in near hysterics. FRANKY is grumpy. THE GOON is his usual 
hulking, stoic self. 
 
FRANKY:    You’re a rotten mother! Lettin’ your boy play way out here. 
 
FRANKY (linked):  What was you thinkin’, woman!? 
 
MRS. DREXLER:  I know. I know. I cursed me old bones all the way to 

Norton’s Pub. 
 
MRS. DREXLER (linked): He come down here every night. Bashin’ frogs and eatin’ 

wild mushrooms by the light of the moon. 
 

MRS. DREXLER (linked): His love was greater than his fear. 
 
THE GOON:   Fear? 
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Panel 2. Tight on MRS. DREXLER. She’s an unattractive bird. Got more blemishes on 
her face than teeth in her mouth. 
 
MRS. DREXLER: Yes. He come home every night shakin’ in his boots, 

talkin’ about noises ‘neath the bridge.  
 
MRS. DREXLER (linked): Terrible sounds. Gruntin’. Growlin’. Inhuman sounds. 
 
Panel 3. Still tight on MRS. DREXLER. She is so serious. 
 
MRS. DREXLER: I thought nothin’ of it. Thought he was out of his head on 

account of the ‘shrooms-- 
 
MRS. DREXLER (linked): But when he didn’t come home tonight— 
 
Panel 4. FRANKY is yelling at MRS. DREXLER, coming at her like the mad man he is. 
MRS. DREXLER recoils, tears squirting out of the corners of her rheumy eyes. 
 
FRANKY:   You rotten old bint!  
 
FRANKY:   I aughtta call those people that come and take kids away! 
 
MRS. DREXLER:  No! No! Don’t call Child Protective Services— 
 
Panel 5. THE GOON has a hand on FRANKY to restrain him. FRANKY is still yelling 
at MRS. DREXLER. She is off panel. 
 
FRANKY:   Child Protective Services? What the hell is that?  
 
FRANKY (linked):  I’m talkin’ about Gypsies.  
 
THE GOON:   Hold up, Franky— 
 
Panel 6. We’re looking down the road. In the near distance is a bridge—nothing too long 
or too fancy-- just a short wooden bridge with wooden rails. On panel right we can see 
the edge of the rusted metal culvert that runs underneath the bridge.  
 
THE GOON:   --We’re here. 
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PAGE 2 (4 panels) 
exterior; the backwoods; evening 
 
Panel 1. The three characters have left the road. They are making their way down a steep 
incline. The perspective is from the bottom of the incline. THE GOON leads the way, 
FRANKY next and then MRS. DREXLER. On the right side of the panel is the darkness 
of the culvert. A brook bubbles into it. The mouth of the culvert is seriously overgrown 
with brambles and other manner of flora.  
 
FRANKY:  You sure know how to ruin a night. 
 
FRANKY (linked): Norton was servin’ fried possum. 
 
FRANKY (linked): I like the tails best. So crunchy. 
 
Panel 2. The three have reached the bottom of the incline. They now stand in front of the 
overgrown culvert. They are ankle deep in the brook. MRS. DREXLER holds her 
nightdress up with one hand to keep it out of the water. 
 
THE GOON:   All’s quiet. 
 
MRS. DREXLER:  They be wily, these creatures. They keep hidden.  
 
THE GOON:   Only one way to be sure. 
 
Panel.3. Tight panel. The three of them squeezing through the brambles.  
 
MRS DREXLER:  My boy, he never saw ‘em. 
 
MRS. DREXLER (linked): But he knew what they were. He knew what 

lurked under the bridge-- 
 

Panel 4. More imagery of the three characters pushing their way through the brambles.  
 
MRS. DREXLER (louder):   He knew the face of fear. 
 
MRS. DREXLER (louder / linked): And it is the hairy face of the— 
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PAGE 3 (1 panel) 
interior; the culvert—the lair of the Yeti; night 
 
Panel 1. This is the big dramatic reveal. THE GOON, FRANKY and MRS. DREXLER 
have emerged from the brambles and now stand in the large culvert. MRS. DREXLER is 
gesturing dramatically and grandly toward the two YETI. The YETI are seated around a 
small dining room table, their enormous, shaggy, long-limbed frames seated impossibly 
in wooden chairs far too small for their bodies. There is a doily on the table, all frilly and 
fancy. An ornate teapot sits on the doily. The teapot is steaming. Both YETI are staring 
wide-eyed at the three new arrivals—looking surprised. YETI ONE has stopped just as he 
was about to drink from the small teacup in his massive hand. His lips are extended, just 
about to touch the rim of the cup. YETI TWO has stopped in the middle of cutting a 
fruitcake with a silver-handled knife. Light comes from candles and ornate lanterns 
hanging from the curved culvert walls. The brook bubbles underneath the whole scene. 
YETI ONE wears a bow-tie. YETI TWO looks dapper in his silk scarf and knit tam.  
 
MRS. DREXLER (very loud):  --CULVERT YETI!  
 
 
PAGE 4 (4 panels)     
interior; the culvert—the lair of the Yeti; night 
 
Page 1. THE GOON stands in front of the two seated YETI, his fists clenched, body low, 
ready for a throw-down of Biblical proportions. The YETI are calm though confused. 
 
THE GOON:  Stand tall and take the beatin’ ya got comin’! 
 
YETI ONE:  Beating? Dear sir, I think you are gravely mistaken. We deserve no 
   beating.  
 
YETI ONE (linked): Please, have a seat and let us discuss this like gentlemen. 
 
Page 2. FRANKY has sprung forward like a killer jackrabbit, spitting and snarling. He’s 
pointing at the cake on the table with an accusatory finger. YETI TWO is looking down 
at the cake with a wondering look on his furry features. 
 
FRANKY:  Shut yer yap! Where is the boy?! 
 
FRANKY (linked): Hey! What’s this?! Kid pie? 
 
YETI TWO:  Fruitcake. 
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Page 3. FRANKY is up on the table with a fistful of silk scarf and YETI fur. In his other 
hand he clutches the silver-handled knife. He’s face to face with the creature. FRANKY’s 
yelling is blowing back the YETI’s face fur.  
 
FRANKY:  That’s fightin’ words!  
 
FRANKY (linked): I’ll carve out your eyes and stuff ‘em in your ears! 
 
Page 4. Close-up of THE GOON eating some of the fruitcake.  
 
THE GOON:  Hold a sec. This is fruitcake.  
 
THE GOON (linked): I think we’ve made a mistake. 
 
 
PAGE 5 (5 panels) 
panels 1 – 2: interior; the culvert—the lair of the Yeti; night 
panels  3- 5: exterior; backwoods; night 
 
Panel 1. MRS. DREXLER is charging at THE GOON, waving a finger in his face, 
screaming at him in hysterics. THE GOON has fruitcake in his hand and crumbs on his 
lips. 
 
MRS. DREXLER (loudly): No! They killed my boy! I just know it! 
 
MRS. DREXLER (linked): Bash their heads in! Make ‘em pay! 
 
Panel 2. THE GOON has smashed MRS. DREXLER in the face with one of his big, 
meaty fists. It was, in fact, the hand that had been holding the fruitcake so there is a 
stream of crumbs tracing the arc of his thrown punch. His gloved knuckles clocked her 
right in the kisser. There is a big explosive symbol showing the power of THE GOON’s 
punch, obscuring MRS. DREXLER’s face. Her curlers explode outward like shrapnel.  
 
MRS. DREXLER: Choke the— 
 
SFX:   TTTHHHAAACK! 
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Panel 3. The view is outside the culvert. MRS. DREXLER is sailing through the 
brambles, flying through the air on her back, eyes closed, hair a mess now that the curlers 
have been knocked off. Following behind her through the brambles are her old lady 
socks, which in turn are followed by her tattered slippers. Dialogue from the characters 
originates from inside the culvert. The other characters can’t be seen. 
 
FRANKY:  Christ! Warn me before you do that, Goon! 
 
FRANKY:  One of her teeth got me in the eye! 
 
Panel 4. MRS. DREXLER hits the ground on her back and is sliding through the dirt. 
Dialogue is coming from off-panel. 
 
YETI ONE (off panel): Do you gents want tea and cake? 
 
THE GOON (off panel): Yes, but no cake for Franky. Sugar makes him hyper. 
  
Panel 5. We’re still outside. MRS. DREXLER’s bare feet are in the foreground panel 
left. Her socks and slippers lay nearby. The rest of the panel shows what happened to her 
son. He lies facedown by the brook, his head being held in the water by a pile of frogs 
sitting on the back of his head and neck. In one of the boy’s hands is a bloody rock. 
Strewn about are a few bashed in frogs and some half eaten mushrooms.  
 
YETI ONE (off panel): I wonder what happened to that poor woman’s boy… 
 
THE GOON (off panel): Probably at home right now wonderin’ where his mama is. 
 
 FRANKY (off panel): Goon’s right. Now pour the tea.  
 
CAPTION:   [the end] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


