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There are four horizontal panels on this page, roughly equal in height.  Each is black.   

 

 

Panel 1 

The first panel is all black—completely blank except for the inky emptiness. 

 

 

Panel 2 

This panel is also black.  In the top-left, there’s a narration box. 

 

NARRATION 

I can’t breath. 

 

In the bottom-right is a sound. 

 

SFX 

leaves crunching, like a “krish” sound. 

 

 

Panel 3 

Also black.  In the top-right is another box. 

 

NARRATION 

It hurts. 

 

There are sound effects moving along the bottom from left to right. 

 

SFX 

“snap”; rustling effects, possibly with movement in the form of 

lines or a faded-black streak; and a “splish,” possibly with a watery 

rub-out surrounding the last effect in the bottom-right corner. 

 

 

Panel 4 

The last black panel, this one with a fade to a soft, golden glow in the bottom-right corner, 

radiating from a bright center.  It could be a spotlight, or it could be a tunnel.  In the top-left is 

another box. 

 

NARRATION 

Oh god. 
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This page is a three-tiered layout, with two horizontal panels and a bottom tier of three panels.  

Panels 1 and 2 together take up slightly less than half the page.   



 

 

 

 

Panel 1 

This is a horizontal panel roughly equal in size to the previous four.  This one is an extreme 

close-up of a tire, with the weedy edge of the asphalt just visible beneath it and the old hub, a 

rust-spotted chrome cap, flat with alternating ridges in the sloped walls of the cap like a wide 

cog, slipping into the frame from above.  The tire is not quite centered; the bulk of it is on the 

right. 

 

NARRATION 

I just want... 

 

 

Panel 2 

This is a thin horizontal panel, at most half the height of the previous one.  It’s an extreme close-

up of NESSIE’s blue-gray eyes.  They are wide, not from fear so much as confusion and a bit of 

pain.  Her white face is wet, but not from crying—there is at least one drop of water falling from 

her brow in the upper-left corner.  

 

NESSIE 

Please.  Help me . . . 

 

 

Panel 3 

This is a vertical panel, roughly one quarter of the page.  It is an overhead view of the road, 

which comes into frame just left of center at the bottom and goes out of frame just right of center 

at the top; the road curves a bit at the top, and it takes up most (or all) of the right side of the 

panel.  On the road sits a white Dodge Ram full-size touring van.  It’s a plain van, no bells or 

whistles, and it’s a first-generation Dodge Ram, the paint a bit faded, with a flat glare of white 

sunlight coming in from everywhere—there are no distinct shadows.  The van is aimed up the 

road, toward the top of the panel.  The driver’s door is open, and HARISH, a bald, liver-spotted 

man with dark olive skin, is leaning out the door, one hand on the armrest, looking back down at 

the road.  Nessie is huddled in the weeds on the left, on her knees but slumping sideways on her 

left side, and she’s surrounded by three elderly people, one of them a black woman with iron 

curls and the other two wrinkled old white women in flowery dresses.  The black woman has a 

hand on Nessie’s shoulder and her face near Nessie’s face; the two white women have their 

hands under Nessie’s right arm.  On the right side, the passenger side of the van, the two side 

doors in the middle are open into the road. 

 

Everything is washed in a thin gray tone, like a silver wash on an old photograph. 

 

In the top-left corner is a narration box. 

 

NARRATION 



to sleep . . . 

 

Page 2 Panel 4 

A smaller, horizontal panel.  The vantage is from ground view, looking at the rear of the van 

from roughly the level of the rusty license plate (no state is given, only the numbers 551 195).  

Most of the driver’s side of the van, from the wheel on, is out of frame, so all we’re seeing is 

from the license plate and right of it, including the DODGE RAM logo on the bottom-right of the 

rear door.  The passenger side of the van is visible, moving straight out away from the viewpoint, 

with the front end just out of frame.  The side doors are open, and the three women are helping 

Nessie crawl into the van; she has one leg draped on the ground, and she’s collapsed on her other 

knee, which is crooked into the open van doors. 

 

 

Panel 5 

A square panel, slightly taller than Panel 4.  It’s a head-and-shoulders view of Nessie, seen from 

over the worn beige seat back in front of her; she’s slumped against a dark-tinted window with a 

shabby cream shoulder strap hanging behind her, unused.  She’s in her mid-thirties and wears 

solid-color, nondescript clothes and no make-up.  She's no Hollywood beauty, but she's feminine 

enough even though she clearly has a tough edge to her.  Her eyes are closed, her shoulder-

length, ashy blonde hair has fallen half into her face.  Her face is a watery reflection in the glass.  

Through the window is a dark vision of a scrubby woods, live oaks and cedars.  In the bottom-

right corner is a narration box. 

 

NARRATION 

to dream . . . 
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A splash, divided into thirds.  The color tone here, too, is that silvery gray wash, the top third is 

the sky, strangely colorless, an empty blue without any depths—it is either without clouds or 

uniformly overcast, but it’s hard to tell which.  The middle third shows the old highway winding 

up and right across the page over a rugged landscape of grasses and scrub, the trees falling away 

into the distance as though into mist and the horizon barren of anything but the road, a few 

bushes, and the slope of an occasional swell.  Once in a while small road breaks off and tunnels 

underneath the highway, but the roads always loop back into the highway again, going nowhere, 

like something out of an Escher sketch, and the land out past those roads is all two-dimensional 

emptiness; no trees, no wildflowers, not even road kill.  Over the last dip in the horizon, where 

the grass meets the flat sky, a tiny overpass crosses the highway, but we can’t see any road it’s 

connected to—it’s just a bridge.  In the foreground, a small kick of dust floats behind the van, 

and the imprint of Nessie’s shape is still in the grass on the left side of the road.  Below that, in 

the bottom third, the scene fades into white nothingness, completely undrawn. 

 

In the top-left of the page is the tag BOOK 1. 
 


