“Heart of Stone”
By Brian Schirmer


PAGE ONE
Four vertical panels.

1/ We start off with a full body shot of THE GIRL, gorgeous and leggy with jet black hair.  She takes the hand of an off-panel GUY, who helps her out of a sports car, parked at the curb of a city street.  In the background across the street, in an alley between two buildings, perhaps we see the hint of a silhouette.

CAP: She’s beautiful.

CAP: Stunning, in fact.

2/ Now, from the middle of said street, we look on the scene.  A VALET enters the driver’s door of the sports car.  In the midground, THE GIRL and THE GUY eye each other, having a grand time, striding away from us and towards the double doors of a fancy hotel.

CAP: I could be that guy.

3/ The same angle pulled back.  We’re now across the street in what would be the POV of the silhouetted guy in the alley.  The VALET drives the car away, exiting the panel.  HOTEL DOORMEN open the doors for THE GIRL and THE GUY.
CAP: Instead of the guy in the shadows.

CAP: She could be with me.

4/ Pulled way back.  Now, we see most if not all of the fancy, skyrise hotel.  The car has completely driven off.  The DOORMEN have re-sealed the doors.  In the foreground, a full-bodied figure blends with the darkness of an alley; he wears a trench and a hat - that's about all we can make out. 
CAP: For a moment I forget she’s not human.
PAGE TWO
This page is built on a classic six-panel grid.
1/ Medium shot of GORDON behind his desk in a classic noir office.  He’s the guy that was lurking in the alley.  He’s a special kind of guy – under his fedora, his entire head is encased in a metal helmet.  It’s crude, almost medieval – in fact, it might be that old.  His eyes peer out through rectangular openings.  It’s the only part of his face we can see.
He wears the classic gumshoe white button-down with suspenders.  He holds an open folder, the contents of which he sees, but we don’t.

CAP: But, then, neither am I.

CAP: Three days ago.

2/ Reverse angle from over GORDON’s shoulder.  In the foreground, we see the photo of THE GIRL in the open folder.  Beyond GORDON’s desk sits THE WIZARD, more than a bit apprehensive.  Behind him we have a coat rack – with GORDON’s trench and THE WIZARD’s turban – and the door to the office.  The door’s window has GORDON SEETO, P.I. etched into it.  Of course, it reads backwards now with the door closed.
WIZ: She’s my familiar.

CAP: I don’t get many normal cases.
3/ Now looking over THE WIZARD’s shoulder, back at GORDON, who gestures carelessly with the folder.  We’re pulled a little further back here, taking in a little more of the office.  Again, fairly standard noir office fare – but with a couple hints of the occult here and there.
GORDON: Can’t you find her yourself?  What, no crystal ball?
WIZ (O.P.): It doesn’t work that way.

4/ A full shot of THE WIZARD, still seated, even more fidgety than before.
WIZ: She is the most elegant and beautiful being I have ever summoned.

WIZ: I must know what she is doing.  And with whom.

5/ Medium shot of GORDON taking a deeper look at the photo.
GORDON: Why not just let her go?  Won’t she just “run out of steam”?
WIZ (O.P.): She’s my responsibility.

6/ Close up of THE GIRL in the photo.  It’s almost like she’s looking right at GORDON.

WIZ (O.P.): Besides…

WIZ (O.P.): Just look at her.
PAGE THREE

Six widescreen panels….

1/ Low-angle shot from the floor.  We’re in a fancy penthouse.  THE GIRL lies dead in the foreground, her head on the left side of the panel, her feet stretching away from us and pointing to THE MAN, standing in the background panel-right.  In his hand – a ceremonial dagger, freshly stained with blood.
2/ Medium shot of GORDON kicking in the door to the penthouse.  Doorway is panel-right, his foot is nearly coming right at us in mid-panel, and the door itself swings wide towards panel-left, with some negative space filling from the door to the border.  GORDON is in the doorway, pistol in hand, the muzzle safely pointed up.
SFX: WHAMP!

3/ Wide shot from outside the penthouse.  We’re looking in on the action through the windows of the apartment, giving a clear view.  THE GUY stands panel-left, with THE GIRL on the ground nearby, her head distinctly turned towards him.  Panel-right, we have the kicked-open door.  GORDON is a couple paces within the room now, leveling his gun at THE GUY.
GUY: So, are you her accomplice?  Her fellow thief?

GUY: Or, are you simply the worst bodyguard in history?

GUY: Either way….

4/ Close-up of GORDON aiming his gun.  We have the pistol in the foreground – just left of center – pointing at us and to the left.  We see the muzzle and the body of the gun, but none of the grip.  And the gun is WARPING AND MELTING, maybe even with some wiggling anxiety lines coming off it.  The right third of the panel shows GORDON.  We’re rather close on him as well – so much so that we don’t see the entire of his faceplate.  Plus, his fedora is cropped by the top of the panel.  Most significant – GORDON’s eyes are wide, reacting to what’s happening to his gun.
GORDON: Shit.

5/ Medium shot of THE GUY, his arms spread wide, magical energy glistening around his hands and hair, a faint light glimmering in one eye.

CAP: As soon as he started to jabber some kind of hocus pocus…

6/ Extreme close-up of GORDON’s faceplate as his left hand reaches up, unclipping a tiny latch on its right side.  His eyes reflect his rage.
CAP: I knew I’d had enough.

PAGE FOUR
1/ A splash page – let’s do this at a canted angle – from behind GORDON as his left hand pulls open his faceplate on its hinge.  There’s some kind of horrific glow emanating from within, casting said horror upon THE GUY – whose own hands are reaching for his head as he screams, his eyes beyond wide.  He is looking at terror unimaginable.  Furthermore, he’s in the process of TURNING TO STONE.  Let’s say he’s at least 50% there, so let’s get some stony texture going on.
GUY: AARRRH-AH-GAGH!

2/ An insert panel near the bottom right of the page.  We’re at an extreme low angle, with less than half of THE GIRL’s face in the panel foreground as she still lies on the floor.  However, the one eye we can see – her left – has popped open!  In the background, we see much of GORDON – legs to torso, but not his face – still standing there, holding his faceplate open.
PAGE FIVE
1/ Three rows.  Three panels in this first – though the second is rather small.  Medium shot of GORDON sitting behind his desk.  Again, he’s looking just past us.  He holds an envelope in his left hand.  Some bills stick out.
CAP: Did he really have something of value?

CAP: Or was he just the competition?

2/ An small insert panel – canted to the right, pointing us into panel 3 – showing a close up his hand holding the envelope – and the bundle of $100 bills poking out.
3/ A somewhat wider shot than Panel 1.  This time we’ve got a reverse angle and we’re staring back at THE WIZARD, seated, and THE GIRL, standing close over his left shoulder.  He wears his turban and shows his true level of self-confidence.  She’s clearly in excellent health, leaning onto him like a moll.
CAP: They weren’t talking.  So, I didn’t bother asking.

4/ The second row boasts two panels.  This one is another angle on GORDON; somewhat of a high angle, if you will.  He keeps his eyes fixed on THE WIZARD and THE GIRL – as he drops the envelope into his desk drawer.
CAP: I was right about one thing.

5/ Close up shot of THE GIRL.  Her lip curled up, she tongues at a fang.

CAP: She’s not human.

6/ The third row is just this panel.  In the foreground right we have THE GIRL and THE WIZARD, now outside and walking away from a rundown building in a rundown part of town.  In fact, THE WIZARD is a bit cut off by the right edge of the panel.

We’re at a slight low angle, giving us a view of not only the building’s front door – now several paces back – but also a wide window on the second floor.  Beside the window, there’s a worn P.I. sign clinging to the outer wall.  And standing in the window, GORDON watches as THE GIRL and THE WIZARD cross the street.
CAP: But then, neither am I.
