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Panel 1. This is a panel from the perspective of a news camera showing the wreck of Gary Smith’s car. Except for the smoking wreck, this should look like a picturesque suburban home, nice flowers in the yard, all that. Cops are swarming around the scene, there’s police tape, etc. For realism’s sake, keep the camera on the other side of the street. (Media can’t get too close to a crime scene).


The news ticker reads “BREAKING NEWS: IRS AGENT GARY SMITH, 24, MURDERED BY CAR-BOMB…”

Panel 2. Cut to one of Gary’s coworkers getting interviewed. He’s visibly shaken.

COWORKER: I have no idea who would want to kill Gary. His karaoke wasn’t that bad.  At the bottom of the screen, it says VICTIM’S COWORKER.


Panel 3: Coworker holding up a picture of Gary singing at the company picnic. He looks like a workaholic—he’s in a suit and has a briefcase with him. But he’s having a good time with people. Make him look likable.

Panel 4. New interview, this time with a sweet-looking white grandmother. At the bottom of the screen, the TV identifies her as a CONCERNED NEIGHBOR.  

CONCERNED NEIGHBOR:  What a shame.   

Panel 5.   
CONCERNED NEIGHBOR: If I had known he was a taxman, I woulda capped him myself.

Panel 6. The neighbor does a gun motion with her hand and pulls the trigger.
CONCERNED NEIGHBOR: Audit this, sucka!


Panel 1. Back at the crime scene. A journalist’s holding a microphone to a cop. This cop looks incompetent. Nothing about him should inspire confidence. See Barney Fife from The Andy Griffith Show.  

JOURNALIST: Who had the motive to do this?
COP: Murder an IRS agent?
COP (second speech bubble): Who didn’t?

Panel 2.  Two US Marshals step into frame. One pulls aside the cop and the other is replacing the cop as the subject of the interview.  These Marshals look a lot more professional than the cop did.  They’re grizzled veterans—think Bruce Willis.  

MARSHAL #1, as he pulls aside cop (small text): We’ll take it from here.
MARSHAL #2, to journalist: The US Marshals will pursue every lead until this case is closed.    

Panel 3. Cut to the home of Gary’s parents. It’s a quaint home in rural Georgia.  If you’d like, you can name the two on the screen (Sarah and Luke Smith).  

SARAH: Isn’t right.  The hardest thing is burying your son.  
LUKE:  If ever there was a taxman that was gonna die in an explosion, it was Gary.  I tell you, that boy was studying dollars when God was passing out sense.  


Panel 4. Sarah leans on Luke.

SARAH:  He was such a gentle, special boy.  

LUKE:  I didn’t even know you could get let go from Little League.  

Panel 5. The screen goes fuzzy—the TV is being turned off. (Gary is turning off the TV in his hospital room).  

Panel 6. Gary is lying in a hospital bed.  (Note: in real life, he’d probably be wearing hospital garb, but I’d like him to be wearing another set of clothes.  Let’s say that the Marshals brought him a change of clothes at some point).  He’s got some bandages, but generally he looks like he’s in pretty good shape. Another US Marshal, Ray Farragut, is standing next to him.  Farragut is in charge, so make him look older than the previous Marshals and particularly commanding/competent.  Gary looks confused/distressed.

GARY: I don’t understand…



Panel 1. 
FARRAGUT: The bomb nearly killed you.   


Panel 2. Flashback to Gary setting off the bomb with his remote car-starter. He is not actually seriously injured, so make sure it looks like he’s okay.

FARRAGUT, off-panel: Forensics says another eight feet would have put you in the kill zone.

Panel 3. Gary sits up.

GARY: And you told people I died, why?
FARRAGUT: Safety precaution.  If the attackers think you survived, they will try again.

Panel 4. Gary looks more indignant.

GARY: You told my parents I died.
FARRAGUT: I’d tell them you were a crack-dealing serial killer if that’s what it took.

Panel 5. Gary looks distressed/resigned. He gets up off the bed.

GARY: This is way too much to deal with right now. I’ve got two meetings at work, and–

Panel 6. Farragut claps his hands on Gary’s shoulders.
FARRAGUT: –your job is over. Until this investigation is finished, your life is over. We need at least a year to identify and neutralize the threat.   
Panel 7. Gary looks skeptical.

GARY: Umm, wouldn’t it be easier just to send me back to work with guards or something?
FARRAGUT: You think we 
have the manpower to give 24-hour security to every pencil-pusher with enemies?  Not a chance.  

Panel 8.

FARRAGUT: There are two ways, and only two ways, this can go. One: you take on a new identity. New friends, new city, new life.
GARY: What’s the other?



Panel 1. This is a large panel showing a wintery deathscape. Two federal agents are hauling Gary by the arms, right next to an igloo. This is northern Alaska at its brutal worst. There’s a bizarrely chipper WELCOME TO BARROW sign. The subheader on the sign is “I can see Siberia from here!”

FARRAGUT, off-panel: If word gets out that you’re alive, federal agents will book you the next flight to Barrow, Alaska.    

Panel 2. Gary looks very hesitant, kind of cowed.

Panel 3.  


FARRAGUT, frightfully chipper: Any other questions?

Panel 4.
GARY: Alright, fine. I’ll play along.

FARRAGUT: Excellent.  Welcome you to Washington, DC. 

Panel 5.  

GARY:  What about my job?  You can’t just expect me to go unemployed.  

FARRAGUT:  Find something else.  Government jobs only, and don’t say anything to anybody you wouldn’t trust with your life.  The most likely scenario is that the attackers got your address by compromising the IRS.  So that’s out.  They’re probably watching your friends, parents and neighbors, too.  
Panel 6. Gary stewing in anger.

GARY:  What?  How can I find a job for just a year?  Training alone takes at least that long.  


Panel 7. The marshal is leaving the room, with his back to Gary.  Gary’s teeth are gritted.  

FARRAGUT:  I do criminal investigations, not job searches.   
Panel 1. Gary leaves the room and meets a somewhat dumb-looking nurse surprised to see him.  
 
NURSE: Hello! I hope you’re recovering well.  
GARY, obviously annoyed: Perfect.
NURSE: I’m sorry to hear about your…

Panel 2. The nurse reads a medical notepad (Gary’s file).
NURSE: …stove explosion. The good news is that the burns were pretty mild and there was hardly enough shrapnel to kill a squirrel.

Panel 3.
GARY (indignant): “A stove explosion?”
NURSE: Yeah, it’s the fifth case this year! I’ve never had any of these outside of DC.

Panel 4. Gary looks irritated.
GARY: You know us government guys. Always getting into trouble.

Panel 5.  
NURSE: Government? Wait, I know! You’re…

Panel 6. The nurse looks like she’s just had a “eureka!” moment. Gary looks extremely nervous– he thinks that he’s been found out already and will have to go to Alaska.

GARY, thought: (an image of the Alaskan wasteland).


Panel 1. Nurse points a finger at him.
NURSE: …with the CIA! Did the KGB 
boobytrap your stove?

Panel 2.
GARY: Umm, yeah.
NURSE: Oh, wow! I appreciate your service so much. Just check the stove first next time.

Panel 3. He rolls his eyes as she smiles widely at him from behind.
GARY: I’ll keep that in mind.  

Panel 4.  Change of scene.  Gary’s eating and taking notes at a restaurant bar.   
Panel 5. We see what he’s writing.  It has two columns, one that says JOB APPLICATION ASSETS and another that says LIABILITIES. He’s having more success filling up the liabilities. At this point, he has “can’t talk about why I left IRS” and “I can only work for a year!” in liabilities. The only asset he can think of is “Good with numbers.”

Panel 6.  He starts talking to a woman next to him.  

GARY: So, where do you work?
WOMAN: Consulting.  You?

Panel 7. Gary explains he’s unemployed, but she’s extremely unimpressed.    
GARY: Umm, I’m between jobs.

Panel 8. Gary blushes, embarrassed by her reaction. The waiter is looking on from the side.
GARY: It’s not my fault! I’m looking!

Panel 1. She leaves. Gary facepalms.

Panel 2. The waiter commits an awkward gaffe, annoying Gary.

WAITER: You’re still going to tip, right?
GARY (small text): Not anymore.

Panel 3. Gary’s writing some more. He looks tired and it’s getting late. Some time has passed since the last panel. (For example, he has several empty beer mugs next to him).

Panel 4. We see that he has filled in more job liabilities. “No contacts outside of IRS.” “No work experience I can actually mention.” “I still reek of smoke.” He has only added one more asset, “Other government agencies need accountants now, right?” Scrawled under that, he has written “Sent out applications.”  (Scrawled next to this, in capitals and underlined: TAX SEASON’S OVER.  (  [FROWNY FACE]

Panel 5. Still working on the list. He adds “Able to do…” under assets. Make it clear that he’s still writing out the phrase.

Panel 6. He puts in a question mark.  He’s not sure what he can do right now.    

Panel 7. His head hits the table and he’s out cold.

GARY SOUND EFFECT: Zzzzz



Panel 1. Gary wakes up in his new apartment.  It’s ridiculously bare, like no one really lives there.  
NARRATOR:  US Marshal Safehouse #47 (Gary’s Apartment)
Panel 2. He grabs his phone.

Panels 3-6. This is four different people in four similar-looking government offices rejecting Gary’s application. Each speaker appears in a different panel and together they finish the same sentence.

SPEAKER 1: I received your application…

SPEAKER 2: …and I’m concerned that you will only be available for a year…

SPEAKER 3: …so I’m sorry to inform you that…

SPEAKER 4: …I cannot hire you at this time.

Panel 7. Gary’s sitting alone at a bar, head slumped down onto the table.

Panel 1. Gary wakes up and he’s even more of a wreck than before. (Not shaved, messy hair, etc).

Panel 2. Gary starts going through his Blackberry. (Umm, make it look generic enough that I don’t get sued, thanks).

Panel 3. He’s looking through his contact list– we see three columns: name, job and location. All of the job entries start with IRS (like IRS economist, IRS auditor, IRS tax assessor, IRS data analyst, IRS compliance specialist, etc   All of the locations say Atlanta.    

Panel 4.

He types in -IRS in the search bar.

Panel 5. He only gets 3 results:

MOM & DAD (Fair Creek)

PIZZA HUT (Atlanta).  
FELIX CUTTER (As assigned).   
Panel 6. He’s trying to remember who Felix is.  

Panel 7. Flashback to a classroom where Gary and Felix are doing a public-service announcement. On the whiteboard, it says IRS-DEA Drug Awareness Week.  If you think it’s necessary, you can write out Internal Revenue Service and Drug Enforcement Agency.  If so, please do so in a way that the acronyms are easy to see (like three words stacked on top of each other rather than a long row).  

Felix is a DEA agent that does a lot of field-work later, so he should be suitably athletic and imposing.  Also, African-American.  

FELIX: Kids, there’s one thing you need to know about drugs. They’ll make you dead.

Panel 1. Felix writes DEAD on the board in big red letters.

Panel 2. 

FELIX: Can anybody tell me why drugs’ll make you dead?

Panel 3.

BOY: Because they’re bad for you?

Panel 4. Felix doesn’t like that answer. Give him a comically over-the-top expression.

FELIX: You trippin’ fool! Of course they’re bad for you. So is candy. But candy ain’t gonna get yo’ guts sprayed across the pavement.  Why should you just say no to drugs if you wanna live?  

Panel 5.

WHITE GIRL: The po-lice!

Panel 6. He cracks a smile.  That’s the answer he was looking for.  

Panel 7. He takes an eraser and erases the last D in DEAD, leaving only DEA.

FELIX: Damn straight, sister. And that’s why drugs’ll make you dead. 
Now I’m gonna hand y’all over to Gary Smith.

Panel 8. On the side of this panel, Felix is disappointed with Gary’s use of language that is FAR too nerdy for this grade-school audience.

GARY: Hello, I’m with the Internal Revenue Service. Who wants to learn about narcotic money laundering?

Panel 1. The flashback is over. Back to Gary’s apartment.

GARY: Hello, Mr. Cutter?

FELIX: If this is about the pellet gun, I swear--
Panel 2.

GARY: --umm, this is Gary Smith.  We worked together on Drug Awareness Week.  Are you still in government?  I’m looking for work.

Panel 3.  
FELIX: I’m working a case today.  Get to Philadelphia tomorrow.  Let’s talk over drinks.  
Panel 4.  The next day, Gary stumbles into the bar. He’s stubbly, his clothes are a wreck (sweats and a hoodie with the hood down), his hair is messy, etc. There’s a Unabomber joke coming up, so make sure that he bears some resemblance.

Panel 5. Gary plops down at Felix’s table.

Panel 6.

FELIX: What the hell happened to you?

Panel 7.

GARY, desperate and out of breath: I need a job.

Panel 1.

FELIX: What you need is a barber. The Unabomber look ain’t working.

Panel 2.

GARY: Is the DEA hiring? I’m really good with numbers but everywhere else I’ve applied I’ve had a lot of trouble because I can’t talk about my work with, umm…

GARY (second bubble): ...the agency where you met me.

Panel 3.

FELIX: The IRS?

Gary lurches towards Felix with a finger to his mouth.  (He doesn’t want to get shipped to Alaska, so he doesn’t want Felix talking about it in public).  

Panel 4. Felix is confused and a little bit weirded out.

FELIX: Uhh… I didn’t know it was like a spy thing you can’t talk about.

Panel 5.

GARY: Well, something came up. I sort of “died.” Officially.

Panel 6. This excites Felix.

FELIX:  Out of sight
! I “died” once.  The DEA held a fake funeral and everything.  So many perps confessed to drug charges trying to avoid accessory to cop-killing that we had to use a garage as a holding cell.     
Panel 7.

GARY: And it worked out alright?

FELIX: It was rough. They wouldn’t let me work for two months. By the end of it, I had law-enforcement withdrawal so bad I got the shakes every time I drove past a skatepark.

Panel 1. 

GARY:  You just went driving around? Nobody recognized you?

FELIX:  You heard about that Census guy that got whacked out in the sticks?   

Panel 2.  

GARY:  Sure.  It was on the news.    

FELIX:  Remember what he looks like?

Panel 3.    
GARY:  No.  

FELIX, pointing at somebody:  Me neither.  
It might as well be him.    
[I’m trying to explain why nobody recognizes Gary from the news.]  



Panel 4.  

GARY:  …

GARY:  So, about that job.  Can you get me something?  

Panel 5.  Felix looks embarrassed.  

FELIX: Well, uhh… I’m sorta on the outs at work. I got wrote up for some garbage with a captain that hates me. And a misunderstanding with a pellet gun.  

Panel 6. Felix mentions something but it makes him uncomfortable.

FELIX: There was that one time in Brooklyn…

Panel 7. Another awkward silence panel. Felix regrets bringing it up.

Panel 8.

GARY: Please, anything. I’ll take anything.

Panel 9.

FELIX: The Office of Special Investigations.



Panel 1.

GARY: OSI? I’ve never heard of them.

FELIX: They’re big in New York.  They deal with caped freaks, killer plants, psycho scientists—New York stuff.   

Panel 2.

FELIX: So, Brooklyn, right? We’ve got three squads rolling on a cocaine plant.

Panel 3. We shift to the scene outside the plant. A guy in casual street clothes is leading out handcuffed prisoners that have been chain-ganged, like in prison. There was obviously a fight here, so show some of them injured and perhaps mildly bloody. He’s got a human-sized bag over his shoulder that’s squirming.  (A prisoner in a sack).  
FELIX, off-panel: OSI got there first.

Panel 4. The DEA vans pull out in a semi-circle pinning him approximately against the plant with the prisoners behind him.

INSERT PANEL:

The doors on the vans opening up and guys with rifles pointing at him.

FELIX: Freeze!

Panel 5. The guy looks bored.

AGENT: Special Investigations. Can you take care of these guys? I’ve already got what I came for.

Panel 6.

FELIX: ID! Now!

Panel 7. The agent reaches for a card incredibly fast and whips it at Felix’s feet. Use some blurring and overlapping frames of him to show that this is supernatural speed.   

Panel 1. Felix holding the agent’s business card. It’s got an OSI seal and his picture.

AGENT WHITE

OFFICE OF SPECIAL INVESTIGATIONS– HUMAN RESOURCES

SHAPESHIFTER CHECK: Try shooting him. If you hit him, it wasn’t.

CAPABILITIES: See above.

TEAM FUNCTION: intelligence resource acquisition/headhunting

Panel 2. Felix is startled/befuddled.

AGENT WHITE: Thanks. Have a nice day.

Panel 3. He starts to move– he’s pretty fast.

FELIX: What the hell? You’re not going anywhere. You are a witness.

Panel 4. Agent White leaves. You can give him some nifty agility/speed tricks here, like hopping off the vans to get on a fire-escape or something.  

Panel 5. Back to the present.

FELIX, bitter: He never even showed up for a debriefing, let alone testimony.

Panel 6.

GARY: Do you still have the card?

FELIX: You can’t be serious.

Panel 1.  

GARY: He’d probably know something about recruiting.  You said he’s Human Resources, right?   

FELIX, disbelief at Gary’s willingness to pursue this:  He’s a HR agent that took down a drug fortress unarmed!  Did you miss that part?

Panel 2.  

GARY, to self: I bet they need an accountant…

FELIX: They need an accountant like you need a bazooka.  
Panel 3.  

GARY, to self (even more oblivious than before): Someone has to fill out the paperwork on those paychecks…  

Panel 4.  

FELIX: You’re not listening to me.  

GARY, to self:  …an unconventional workplace might be a bit more flexible about a shorter term of service.  Maybe they’ll look past the year thing.   
Panel 5.  Felix gets mildly physical here.  Maybe he grabs Gary lightly by the jacket.  

FELIX: Drug fortress.  One man.  Unarmed.  That ain’t you.  

Panel 6.  

GARY:  I’d be his accountant.  

Panel 7.  

GARY, hopeful and optimistic: So, can I have his card?

FELIX, stone-cold: Hell no.  

Panel 1.

GARY, agitated and desperate: That job is literally my only alternative to being a hobo.  

FELIX, same expression:  Hell.  No. 

Panel 2.  Felix gets up to leave.  Silent panel.  

Panel 3.  Gary blocks his path.  (Only way out of the restaurant/bar/whatever).  

Panel 4.  Gary’s legs are wobbling.  
Panel 5.  Cocked eyebrow from Felix.  

FELIX:  Okay, now I know you’re tripping.  What do you weigh, 120?  

Panel 6.  

GARY: I will audit your ass.  

Panel 7.  Felix brushes past Gary.  

GARY: And your family.  All of them.  

Panel 8.  Angry Felix.  
Panel 1.  This is an imaginary panel where Gary actually pulls off a credible threat.  

NARRATOR:  WHAT HE MEANT TO SAY

Give me the card or I will dig so deep into your kids’ college fund that you will cry yourself to sleep every night.  

Panel 2.  Gary can’t actually do credible threats.  He tries bluster and mangles it.  
NARRATOR:  WHAT HE ACTUALLY SAID

GARY: I will dig so deep into your kids’ college fund that…
INSERT PANEL 1:  Gary forgets his line.  

GARY:  …umm…

INSERT PANEL 2:  

GARY:  …it’ll be deep!  Yeah.  



Panel 3.  Felix looks skeptically at Gary.  He dares him here.  

FELIX: Punch me.  

Panel 4.  Gary’s confused.  

GARY: What?

Panel 5.  

GARY: I’m not going to punch you.  

FELIX: Then you sure as hell ain’t OSI.  

Panel 6.  Gary walks up reluctantly.  

Gary has a thought-bubble with an image of himself as a ridiculously all-gone hobo.  (At this point, he’s gone a few days without shaving and waking up on time, but let’s say he’s been out of work for three months or four months or whatever in this thought bubble).  

Panels 1-6 are pretty small.  I’d like 7 to take around half of the page.  
Panel 1.  Gary looks really unready.  

FELIX:  Whatcha waiting for?

Panel 2.  Gary looks at Felix.  This is from Gary’s perspective.  

Over panels 3-6, Felix’s face gradually morphs into the hobo’s, in Gary’s mind.  This should take up an entire row going across the page.  

Panel 7.  Large panel of Gary delivering a rather pathetic punch to Felix’s face.   
Panel 1.  Felix is absolutely undazed, like he had just been slapped.  

Panel 2.  Felix starts to laugh.  

Panel 3.  Continues laughing.  Now Felix is bending over.  

Panel 4.  Felix sweeps Gary’s legs with a kick, knocking him to the ground without much force.  This kick doesn’t cause any injury and is pretty gentle as far as takedowns go.  
Panel 5.  He pulls out his wallet.  
FELIX:  The OSI hits a lot harder than that.   
Panel 6.  He leaves the card with Gary.  
Panel 1.  

Sammy, one of OSI’s receptionists, is talking to Gary through a headset.  Even their receptionists are battle-hardened veterans and she’s sparring in a gym.  (To the extent you need to show the opponent, he’s a Marine wearing your choice of camouflage).   
Style notes: Please make Sammy look like a soldier and not a supermodel.  
SAMMY:  Human Resources Switchboard. 

GARY, off-panel:  Can you put me on with Agent White?

Panel 2.  

SAMMY:  He’s on duty.  Anything else?

Panel 3.  

GARY, off-panel:  Can I speak with someone in recruiting?

SAMMY:  Speaking.  Make it fast.  

Panel 4.  

GARY, off-panel:  Are you looking for an accountant right now?

SAMMY:  Possibly.  Got a security clearance?

GARY, off-panel:  Yeah.  

Panel 5.  

SAMMY:  Be at the Bradley Building in New York City.  Your interview starts at 8.  
GARY, off-panel:  Tonight?  Don’t you want to, umm, see my resume?

Panel 6.  Larger panel here.  
SAMMY:  If you’re calling us, you’re either hungry, desperate or clueless. So we can use you, and--  

SFX:  POW
INSERT PANEL:  Sammy takes a hard kick to the abdomen that knocks her out.      
Panel 1.  Shot of Sammy laying dazed on a practice mat.  

GARY, off-panel:  Hello?  What was that?

Panel 2.  

GARY:  Hello?  Are you there?

Panel 3.  

GARY, annoyed:  Umm, okay.  (Hangs up phone).  

Panel 4.  Geeky action montage of Gary going from hobo to white-collar professional.  NOTE TO ARTIST:  Fit in as many of the following as you think you can do comfortably: him shaving, him tying his business shoes, knotting the tie, taking a taxi to the airport, running out of a bookstore with a book about how to handle a job interview, the plane flying, a La Guardia sign, a taxi to Duncan, etc.  This should look like a flurry of activity.  
Panel 4 will probably take up about 75% of the page.  

Panel 1.  Gary comes across a sign that says Duncan Postal Building with the US Postal Service logo.  It says in bold letters NO TRESPASSING.
Panel 2.  There’s a camouflaged rooftop sniper looking at Gary.  Gary has passed into the facility and will soon have his back exposed to the sniper.  (The sniper later surprises him from behind).  
Panel 4.  The sniper shifts a bit, so it should be easier to see him against the wall.  Also, zoom in a bit so that we get a better look at him.  (Minor visual detail: the sniper rifle should be automatic: he later confronts Gary with this weapon at a short range, so it has to look credible as a regular rifle).  

SNIPER, on headset:  Sniper Three reporting unknown tango.  Requesting permission to splash his brains.  

BASE:  Skinny white guy, 5’11?  

SNIPER:  Roger.  

Panel 4.  

BASE:  Gary Smith.  He’s on the guest list.  

SNIPER:  Damn. 

Panel 5.  

BASE:  Proceed with security sweep.  

Insert panel: the sniper jumping down ~10 feet like a ninja.  (That’s well beyond what most people could handle without breaking something, so I’m trying to show that the OSI is pretty impressive). Gary is probably 10 feet away, in an alley where he can’t easily escape.  

Panel 6.  

The sniper has his gun drawn on Gary.  

SNIPER:  Hands on your head.  Turn around slowly.   
Panel 1.  

GARY:  Jesus!  Don’t shoot.  

SNIPER:  Hello.  Are you carrying any explosives, firearms or energy weaponry?  
Panel 2:  
GARY:  Uhh… No.  
Panel 3.  The sniper is going to frisk Gary in the next panel, so set that up here.  (A frisk is when the police pat someone down looking for weapons).  
SNIPER:  Are you carrying any other lethal equipment?  
GARY:  No.  

Panel 4.  

The sniper does a patdown and pulls out a pen.  
Insert panel—the sniper pulls out a pen.  

SNIPER:  Ahem.   

Panel 5.  

GARY:  Yes?  

SNIPER:  Do you have any other items that could stab an eye or jugular?

Panel 4.  

GARY:  No, I think that’s it.  

(The sniper snaps his pen in one hand).  

Panel 5.  

SNIPER, on radio:  All clear.       

Panel 6.  A wall slides aside to reveal a glass lobby door.  If you’d like, you can do a sound effect.    
Panel 7.  Gary is inside the lobby/waiting area.  Set up the next page.    

Panel 1. Gary frowns at a prominent sign that says…

WELCOME, VISITORS. DO NOT PROCEED WITHOUT ID TAG– YOU WILL BE SHOT. Fine print: (And/or immolated, irradiated and disintegrated as necessary).
HAVE A PLEASANT DAY.
—THE OFFICE OF SPECIAL INVESTIGATIONS TEAM

Panel 2. Gary sits down at a chair near the corner. He’s holding a book and briefcase.

Panel 3. He starts reading his book about how to survive a job interview.  


Panel 4. We’re reading the same page he is. It’s a mushy list of tips for the first day:
· Show up on time (this is checked off).
· Introduce yourself to everyone you meet. Don’t forget to rehearse. Practice makes perfect!
· Remember to deliver a crisp handshake!
· Visualize your success!

Panel 5. Gary tries rehearsing his introduction.
Note: this should be from the same camera-angle as panels 6-7, where Agent Orange lowers himself upside-down from the ceiling and surprises him from behind. Part of the surprise is that Gary is sitting in a place where he should be able to see anyone coming.
GARY: Hello. Handshake. I’m Agent Smith. I’m very enthusiastic to interview for this new position.

Panel 6. Same shot. However, this time, we see Agent Orange upside down right behind Gary. He’s lowering himself down from the ceiling on a rope, ninja-style. Agent Black does not notice.
GARY: Although I haven’t done any criminal investigations yet, I’m a fast learner and I’m eager to take the next step in my career.
Panel 7. Still upside down, Agent Orange taps a claw on Black’s shoulder. Make Agent Black look a bit confused to show that he feels it. He’s definitely not expecting a tap given that he’s sitting in a place where people shouldn’t be behind him.  

Panel 8. Gary turns around and sees Agent Orange hanging right behind him.
AGENT ORANGE: Greetings, prospective accountant!
Panel 1.  Gary gaping.  

Panel 2.  Gary stammering.  

Panel 3.  Gary disbelief.  AO dismounts with an acrobatic maneuver.  

Panel 4.  This is an idealized shot of Gary reacting to this rather surprising-looking coworker in a totally professional, collected way.  He looks extremely mature and smooth.    

NARRATOR:  WHAT HE MEANT TO SAY:  I’ve never met a mutant before, but I’m very excited to have the opportunity to interview for this position.  

Panel 5.  This is the unidealized shot of Gary, who’s prone to verbal gaffes like this one.

NARRATOR:  WHAT HE ACTUALLY SAID:

GARY:  Umm, you’re not human.  

AGENT ORANGE, annoyed:  Your visual acuity is uncanny.  

Panel 6.  

GARY:  Not that there’s anything wrong with that!  

AGENT ORANGE:  Agreed!  American alligators, mutant and otherwise, have always set a sterling example for our mammal compatriots in both friendliness and violence.  

Panel 1.  They’re walking.  

Panel 2.  Agent Orange looks petulant.  

AO:  You have not yet introduced yourself!  

Panel 3.  

GARY, taken aback:  I’m Gary Smith.    

AO:  Agent Orange!

Panel 4.  

GARY:  That’s, uhh, definitely an unusual name.  

AO:  And fitting.  Like my namesake, I am helpful and probably safe for humans.  

Panel 5.  

GARY:  Probably? 
Panel 6.   
AO:  Tests are inconclusive.  

Panel 7.  Gary’s getting sort of weirded out.  AO gives a punchline face (like smiling with his tongue hanging out of his mouth).  

Panel 1.  They’re at the stairs.  

GARY:  So, how does a mutant crocodile become a government agent?  

AO, more surly:  Alligator.  American alligator.  
Panel 2.  

GARY:  Uhh… what’s the difference?  

Panel 3.  AO pulls out The Compendium of the American Alligator: A Treatise on Awesomeness.  (The front cover depicts an alligator defending a cute human child from a sinister-looking criminal with a flag in the background).  

Panel 4.  AO holds open the book for Gary to read.  

AO:  As you can see, crocodiles bring only misery and despair.  And soccer!  

It’s a map of the world, with every country with crocodiles painted in a sinister red and the United States in a pleasant blue.  The legend indicates: [blue] = COUNTRIES WITH AMERICAN ALLIGATORS.  [red] = COUNTRIES WITH CROCODILES
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There’s also a side-by-side comparison below that.  

COUNTRIES HOME TO ALLIGATORS
COUNTRIES INFESTED BY CROCODILES
--100% democratic superpowers
--0% democratic superpowers
--100% friends of freedom
--12% friends of freedom
--100% pro-football 
--100% pro-soccer
Panel 1.  They’re outside AO’s office.  Give him a door that looks characteristic.  (Maybe a sign that says something like ONLY ALLIGATORS AND FRIENDLY HUMANS BEYOND THIS POINT—NO CANADIANS).    
GARY:  Uhh… you’re being serious?
AO:  Freedom can’t very well sever the spines of its enemies.  That’s why it needs alligators!

Panel 2.  Give the office some fantastically unusual details.  For example, on his shelf he has a row of US President bobbleheads.    
GARY, staring at bobbleheads:  Uhh…

Panel 3.  
AO, reading resume and propped against his desk in a casual manner:  I am dismayed to see a distinct lack of experience with lethal weaponry.  Are you perhaps familiar with martial arts instead?

Panel 4.  
GARY:  This is an accountant position, isn’t it?  I didn’t think that weapon skills would be required.  
AO:  Personal security is everybody’s responsibility.  When zombies waylay you, they will not be merciful because you are a helpless dummy.    

Panel 5.  
GARY, frustrated:  Have your accountants been attacked by zombies recently?  Or anything else?
AO, exasperated: You are missing the point!  We must be prepared for any contingency.  

Panel 6.  
GARY:  Do you think I might be able to interview with someone that isn’t, umm, a crocodile?  I feel that’d prob—

Panel 7.  
AO, furious:  YOU NEFARIOUS GATOR-HATER!  

Panel 8.  Agent Orange eats Gary’s resume.  
SFX:  nom nom nom

Panel 1.  Gary stares on in horror as AO eats his resume.  

Panel 2.  AO pauses mid-bite.  
AO:  Your presence displeases me!

Panel 3.  Gary walks out.  He’s angry.  

Panel 4.  Gary walks to elevator and hits button.  

Panel 5.  He checks his phone.  Give him something like an iPhone app that checks the weather.  It’s currently -35 degrees Fahrenheit in Barrow, Alaska.  

Panel 6.  Cut away to AO’s office.  We see that AO is still very surly but the focus here should be the presidential bobbleheads.     
INSERT PANEL: The eye of one of the presidents slips away, revealing a camera.  NOTE: make this a minor president from the 1800s that nobody recognizes: your choice of Buchanan, Hayes, Pierce or Tyler.  Not a president with any modern fanbase.  
Panel 1.  We see a man ~60 years old sitting at a desk from behind.  He’s looking at a large, sleek computer monitor showing the feed from the camera in AO’s office.  This should look like a professional office of a fairly high government official (HR director Seymour Briggs).  The camera feed shows a thermal shot of a very flustered AO and has heart-rate and blood pressure readings on the side, both very elevated.  (Since we don’t know what a usual heart-rate for an alligator is, you’d probably show that with colors rather than information).   
Panel 2.  
BRIGGS: Put me on with security.    
BRIGGS, separate: Hello, Raul.  What has Agent Orange been doing for the past few minutes?  He looks very upset.  

Panel 3.  
BRIGGS:  Who was the applicant?
BRIGGS, separate: Redirect his elevator to my office.  And send me a copy of any materials you can find on him.  

Panel 4.  Briggs has a hell of a lot of material on Gary on his monitors.  

Panel 1.  
NARRATOR: EIGHT MINUTES LATER…
(Gary is confused and annoyed when he walks out of the elevator.  Seymour is right outside).  

Panel 2.  
GARY:  Hey, I think your elevator’s broken.  Do you know where the stairs are?

Panel 3.  

BRIGGS:  It’s not broken.  I needed to speak with you, Gary.  
Panel 4.  
GARY, unnerved:  I haven’t introduced myself. 
BRIGGS:  Seymour Briggs, Director of Human Resources.  It’s my job to know these things.  It’s not every day I speak with someone that’s “dead.”  

Panel 5.  
GARY, greatly uncomfortable: Could, you, umm, not tell the US Marshals?  I’d appreciate not going to Alaska.  
BRIGGS: Possibly.  I have a job offer for you.  Would you like to speak somewhere more private?  (Gestures at office door).  

Panel 6.  (Inside office).  
GARY, excited:  You need an accountant?  
BRIGGS:  Junior field agent.  

Panel 7.  
GARY:  Umm, that doesn’t sound like an accounting position.  And a bit more dangerous than I was hoping for.  
(Briggs looks at him sourly).  

Panel 1.  Briggs looks sober.  
BRIGGS:  Mr. Smith, I respect you.  I won’t beat around the bush.  I need you to assist a senior field agent by handling everything besides combat.  He doesn’t have much of a mind for investigation… interrogation… evidence collection… forensics… case management… writing depositions… or anything else that requires more focus than a bag of bricks.  

Panel 2.  
GARY:  I’ve never done any field investigations.  I reviewed financial documents as a forensic accountant.  
BRIGGS, speaking deceptively:  Investigating people and scenes is not altogether different from investigating numbers and spreadsheets.  You’d just be working on scene.  

Panel 3. Gary looks unreceptive.  
BRIGGS:  You have skills which are absolutely essential to this position.  

Panel 4.   Cut to a different office.  A younger man is sitting at a computer, reading an email from Briggs to Marty Stull, Director of the OSI.  (Marty Stull is the man here).  (I’m not sure how much of Stull we’ll see here, but later on we’ll see that he’s preposterously attractive).  The email reads:  

Director Stull,

I’ve found the ideal partner for the reptile--an accountant.  No weapons skills.  No notable mental skills.  And, best of all, THE REPTILE HATES HIM.  I expect he will quit and/or commit a fireable offense shortly after the accountant enters field operations.  Field operatives typically enter the field after six months of training, but I can accelerate that to three months without raising too many questions.  

Marty Stull writes back a one-word response:  One.  
Panel 5.  
BRIGGS, to Gary:  You’re reliable.  I’ve only spent a few minutes with you and I already know what I’m getting.  
Gary looks resistant but doesn’t say anything.  

Panel 1.  

BRIGGS, sweetly:  In exchange for your cooperation, I’d also be willing to convince the Marshals to let you return to the IRS, whether or not they’ve figured out who tried to kill you.  

GARY:  Ray Farragut didn’t sound like he’d be willing to sign off on that.  He thinks somebody at the IRS is in on it.  

Panel 2.  Cut to a scene of Farragut doing something brazenly illegal, maybe 5-10 years ago.  Briggs has blackmail material on him.  (Backstory: the OSI collects information on a wide variety of people, including government employees, because it facilitates investigations down the road).  

BRIGGS, off-panel:  I think I can count on him, too.  
Panel 3.  

BRIGGS:  I’d also be willing to commit a protective detail to ensure that you are safe at the IRS.  However, before that, you’d have to complete this field posting.  

GARY:  I’m just not comfortable with this.  I really appreciate your offer, though.  

Panel 4.  

BRIGGS:  Or, if you’d prefer, I can tell the New York Times 
that a federal agent involved in a sensational car-bombing has just been implicated in an elaborate conspiracy with the US Marshals to fake his own death and defraud the public.  I’m sure Farragut would love the publicity.     

Panel 1.  Gary looks horrified.  

GARY:  What!?  How could you—

Panel 2.  
BRIGGS, musing: I assure you that this field position would be substantially more pleasant.  Among other things, you’ll have a highly battle-hardened partner.
Panel 3.  Gary’s angry but speechless.  

Panel 4.  Gary, gritted teeth.  Looks very stressed, on edge.  

Panel 5.  Gary uneasily comes to acceptance.  
GARY:  Fine, I’ll do it.  Who’s my partner?  
Briggs passes him a portfolio.  

Panel 6.  Gary is looking inside the portfolio.  We can’t see what he sees yet, but it’s a dossier on Agent Orange and he hates the idea of working with him.  
GARY:  Gah!  

Panel 7.  We see what’s inside the folder.  Focus on a picture of Agent Orange with a goofy smile.  
�This page is already pretty crowded.  There’s no way this panel can be as big as I’d like.  


�Alternate phrasing: "the Marshals."  


�The KGB is currently known as the FSB, but I think this will make more sense to readers.   


�Too much repetition?


�This is 1970s ebonics slang for “awesome.”   This is what I get for putting The Temptations on infinite repeat.  





“If you wanna play hide and seek with love, let me remind you—it’s alright.  But the lovin’ you’re gonna miss in the time it takes to find you—it’s outta sight.” 


�Should I add "I bet they don't, either" and a gesture towards the people sitting around them to make this more explicit?


�Note: these three panels are meant to hand-wave away the question “why doesn’t somebody recognize Gary if he’s just been on the news?”  


�I’m sort of uncomfortable fitting 11 panels on a page, but all 11 are very small.    


�Will there be space for this?


�Legally, I think this is fine.  If it's a problem, I can switch out New York Times for something like New York Tribune.  
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