SINBAD
“The Final Voyage of Sinbad”
By Brian Schirmer


Note: If you find yourself scratching your head about just how certain things can possibly fit within a panel, I refer you to Kevin O’Neill’s work in any volume of The League of Extraordinary Gentlemen.  He proves that no panel is too small to tell the story.
PAGE ONE
1/  Wide panel.  A close, slight-high-angle shot of ZAMIL pointing off the port bow of SINBAD’S SHIP (THE SOHAR) with his head turned back towards us, shouting with the joy of a young man just out in the world.  He points at a school of MERMAIDS, keeping pace with the ship.  Beyond them – a lush, tropical island, near enough that the crew could be there by rowboat in little over an hour.
ZAMIL:  Captain SINBAD!
CAPTION:  That title.  It’s good to hear again.
2/ Largest panel, filling most of the page.  The other panels can even overlap if that works for you.  This is a reverse angle of Panel 1, with 3-4 MERMAIDS in the foreground.  No sissy MERMAIDS these.  No seashell bras or any of that Disney stuff.  They’re sexy and inviting, almost as if they’re locals, waving at these passers-by.  We’re looking on from just above sea level, with THE SOHAR cutting through the sea just beyond the MERMAIDS, its bow big in the panel, with its stern receding.  A dozen CREWMEN look over the side of the ship, marveling at the sight.  We can clearly make out ZAMIL, still pointing, and SINBAD, approaching his position.
CAPTION:  I’ve missed this.
3/ A medium shot, semi-profile, of ZAMIL leaning against the railing, all smiles.  Beside him now, SINBAD leans forward as well.  Maybe the wind whips them both a bit; after all, they’re on the deck of a sailing ship.
CAPTION:  The sounds.  Wind whipping the sails.  Waves against the hull.
4/ A close-up of SINBAD, still gazing off at the MERMAIDS.
CAPTION:  For a long time, I thought never to hear such things again.
PAGE TWO
1/ This page is more freeform, befitting a page full of flashback.  Borders for all panels should be wavy or ill-defined.  Either way, stay away from the straight lines and right angles.  First off, we have a large image of imprisoned SINBAD takes up the top left quarter of the page.  He’s seated on the floor of a grungy, medieval prison cell made of stone, knees up, looking off to our left.  Perhaps we see the lowermost point of the room’s only slit window, with a dab of sunlight or blue sky beyond. SINBAD’s a mess – his beard and hair have grown long; he’s been here for five years, and his clothing and hygiene reflect this fact.

CAPTION:  One week ago.

SINBAD:  Five years.

CAPTION:  A man came to see me.
CAPTION:  A regal man.

CAPTION:  My first visitor.

2/ This is the first of three panels to the right of the big Panel 1.  A low-angle view over-SINBAD’s-shoulder of the CALIPH, standing near the open door to SINBAD’s cell.  The door is thick oak with a little barred window near the top.  Beyond, perhaps we see the silhouette of a guard.  The CALIPH himself is dressed in a much finer tunic than the prisoner, replete with a fine turban.  He also wears a cloak with its hood down – the CALIPH does not visit his prison very often and would rather preserve his anonymity in the halls.
CAPTION:  The Caliph.  Haroun Al-Rashid.
CAPTION:  He put me here.

3/ Below Panel 2, this is an establishing shot of the CALIPH’S PRISON at Basra.  The prison is basically a large castle built into the hill overlooking the port town.  We are viewing this all from the bay, with a little water in the foreground – plus a boat or two of modest size – then the docks and town, and finally the prison on the hill in the top right.

CAPTION:  The Caliph’s prison at Basra.

4/ Below Panel 3, we have a close-up of the CALIPH as he addresses SINBAD from the left of the panel.  He is both regal and stern.

CAPTION:  He tells me it was someone else.
CAPTION:  He makes me an offer.

5/ A wide panel that gives us an extreme close-up of SINBAD as he basically sneers at the CALIPH.

CAPTION:  There’s an island.

CAPTION:  A stolen sword.

CAPTION:  A threat of destruction.

CAPTION:  There always is.

SINBAD:  No.
6/ This panel fills what’s left in the bottom left corner of the page.  We have a medium shot of the CALIPH, now standing in the open doorway though still addressing SINBAD.  Perhaps we see a bit more of the door.  Perhaps we’re at a bit more of an angle so that we see more of the wood and a bit more of the hallway beyond.

CAPTION:  That’s when he mentions the name.

CALIPH:  Aladdin.
CAPTION:  And he knows I’ll crawl out of here if I have to.

7/ Finally, two small panels stacked on top of each other in the bottom right corner.  This first one gives us a wide shot of SINBAD’s cell, stretching from SINBAD himself, still seated on the floor, to the cell door – now left wide open with no CALIPH and no guard.  There’s a small stool – that he is pointedly NOT sitting upon – and a ratty, tattered mat on the ground for sleeping.  Maybe we get a shaft of light across the scene from the aforementioned slat window.
8/ The bottom panel brings us back to THE SOHAR, only now we are looking at the starboard bow – and a massive, green hand with web-fingers and claws reaching up from the depths.  It’s just about to grab the railing.
PAGE THREE

1/ The largest panel, filling about the top half of the page.  We have a slight high-angle view from just off the port bow, focusing on the hideous MERMAN, as he lifts himself from the sea on the opposite side of the ship.  His two hands splinter the starboard rail as he hefts his hulking torso and unleashes a vicious roar.  This guy’s got some weight on him, so the boat shifts a bit under his pressure.  There are a dozen or so crewmen in view – some struggle for balance, some scream, some point.  It’s horrific chaos.  We also can make out a bit of the deck here and probably part of the mast and/or sail.  Use the visual references I supplied.  In the immediate foreground, we have SINBAD and ZAMIL, still side-by-side as before, though equally fixed on the MERMAN.
SFX:  MRRRAAWWWRRRR!

CAPTION:  Some things I wish I’d never hear at all.

2/ A tighter angle on the MERMAN as it leans onto the deck and swats a crewman with a mighty claw, gashing him wide.  The MERMAN’s other hand now grinds into the deck proper, splintering the wood.  We frame the above with perhaps a shoulder or a drawn blade, emphasizing that we’re viewing this through a panicked crowd.
SFX:  KKRREEESSHH!

3/ A reverse angle medium shot of SINBAD and ZAMIL as they burst into action.  SINBAD points and issues orders, while ZAMIL has readied his sword.
CAPTION:  I remember their names.  All of them.
4/ A high angle wide panel, looking down the length of THE SOHAR, with the MERMAN on the left, facing off against the crew on the right.  This is the snapshot, the equivalent of the famous painting of a great battle.  SINBAD and his crew ready swords and a few spears.  Have a couple of them in motion, either charging or swinging at the MERMAN.
PAGE FOUR
1/ SINBAD rushes at the MERMAN, sword raised and ready.
CAPTION:  I am the captain.

2/ SINBAD ducks as the MERMAN swings.  The MERMAN’s claw narrowly misses the ship’s mast.  SINBAD notes this as he ducks, his eyes showing his fear.

CAPTION:  My father built this ship.

3/ The MERMAN has a CREWMAN clenched in its hand, his feet dangling above the deck, struggling in vain to get free.  The MERMAN’s other claw digs into the deck, muscles straining as it holds itself in place.  A couple of other sailors manage to deliver only meager strikes, swiping at its arm or torso.  In the background, SINBAD shouts orders to the crew, gesturing with his free hand.
SINBAD:  Protect the masts!

4/ The MERMAN’s fist – the one holding the CREWMAN – smashes through the deck.  Maybe there’s a lingering bit of the CREWMAN’s foot or hand sticking out between the shattered timber.  The MERMAN scowls at the other sailors, some of whom watch in horror, while others lose their footing as a result of the powerful impact.  Still others soldier on, looking to gain a substantial hit.  SINBAD sprints towards the MERMAN. 
SFX:  KR-KATCH!

5/ Both hands about its hilt, SINBAD leaps and plunges his sword into the eye of the MERMAN.  Register the pain and shock on the beast’s face, while SINBAD is the picture of determination.
SFX:  CHOONK!

6/ The MERMAN reels in agony.  SINBAD loses his grip on his sword, tossed free and wide by the creature’s throes.

SFX:  GORRRAAGGH!

7/ Mortally wounded, the MERMAN crashes through the deck, planks and water going everywhere.  Have one in the foreground, running past us, his eyes wide with terror.

SFX:  KRKOOOM!
PAGE FIVE
1/ A long shot of THE SOHAR crumbling, sinking rapidly, still in sight of the island shore.  As it disintegrates, we see crewmen tumbling and even part of the MERMAN’s body.
2/ Appropriately, a bird’s-eye-view….  Barely conscious, SINBAD floats in the sea amongst the flotsam.  He clings to a remnant of the mast.

3/ The beach on the island.  White sands butt up against a dense jungle tree line.  There are noticeable specks on the beach, if we can’t quite make them out, that’s fine.  Just know that one is the reclined SINBAD, washed ashore.  The other specks are bits of wreckage and a paltry number of survivors.

4/ SINBAD is just propping himself up, having recently come to.  ZAMIL steps up beside him, a half dozen other survivors in tow.
CAPTION:  His name is Zamil.

ZAMIL:  What will become of us, Captain?

CAPTION:  That title again.

5/ Close on SINBAD, forlorn, defeated, gazing off at the sea.  He’s now a prisoner of a different sort.
CAPTION:  I’m no leader.

6/ SINBAD’s POV of the ocean, the sun still high on the horizon.  Perhaps just a couple wispy clouds and a gull or two.  Don’t clutter it though.  We’re looking for sublime beauty here.
CAPTION:  I am death.

7/ ZAMIL gives SINBAD his hand, pulling him to his feet.
SINBAD:  I doubt Aladdin came to a deserted island.

8/ SINBAD turns to those assembled, regaining much of his commanding disposition.

SINBAD:  Make for the high ground.  We’ll be able to spot a settlement from there.
9/ Long shot of Sinbad leading the beleaguered survivors into the jungle canopy.  They have salvaged what they can from the washed up wreck and carry makeshift packs of items.
