PAGE ONE

3 panels


"Balance of Power, I of IV"

1
Side-to-side ESTABLISHING-SHOT of a ravaged HOMEWORLD. It's been under repair since last we saw it, but is still worse for wear. Now, dozens of industrial sized service vehicles are flitting about repairing the damage the K'Lar did to the shells of the world-zones in our first arc. A few of the world-zones--notably Agriculture Zone, Sea Zone,  Polar Zone and Dead Zone--are unsalvageable. Latticing crisscrosses many of the holes in the shells, like a giant spider's web. A space platform has been built to act as a loading dock, service bay and quarters for the ships and workers.


Give me some dead space top left and bottom right for captions.

2
Close in on Homeworld a little, detailing one of the unsalvageable zones. This panel's the same size as above. Three distinctly alien vessels sit parked in space, panel right, waiting access to Homeworld. The ships are filled to the brim w/ Microverse refugees. Remember the makeshift crafts in tow around the Battlestar Galactica? Same deal. In the wake of the K'Lar invasion of the Microverse, millions of aliens are now worldless. These three ships are the focus of the panel. Same type of deadspace as above. Feel free to CROP-OFF a ship or two. I'm really going to need deadspace bottom right to transition to...

3
Largest panel of page (2/3s of the pp). CUT TO COMMANDER ARCTURUS RANN and BUG at the helm of a light cruiser. MCU. Rann is talking into a commlink w/ OP refugees while Bug quips, manning the ship. HUNTARR is in the BG fiddling w/ controls, panel fodder. The gist of the conversation expositions the fact that Rann, Bug and Huntarr have been out in space for some months aiding Microverse refugees and getting them to Homeworld (though Homeworld doesn't have the room for them or the supplies to feed, clothe or house them with the amount of native Homeworlders suddenly zoneless). Rann eludes of Mari taking on the role of head of state in this emergency and gives us our K'Lar War recap, then transitions to...

PAGE TWO & THREE

5 panels

1
SPLASH (running along the top 2/3 of both pages 2 & 3). Now show me a side-view of a rag-tag fleet of refugee vessels of all makes and designs playing "Follow the Leader" with the slightly less rag-tag Homeworld cruiser (your version of the Endeavor would be cool) that our Micronauts are in. The cruiser is the smallest of the ships. I see them coming from the right hand side of the page, moving left. A barely Class M planet consisting of inert volcanoes, maze-like rock structures and a thin atmosphere consisting of weak wisps of hoary clouds is CROPPED-OFF bottom left. Lotsa narrative captions--and that planet bottom right is crucial to our setting. 

2
(bottom left of page 2). Back to Rann as he prepares to take the ships into warp (having slaved their consoles to that of the cruiser's), then stops. Sensors are picking up ships. Homeworld ships vectoring in...fast!


Note: Panels 2-5 are identical dimensionally.

3
(bottom right of page 2). CUT TO the alien captain of one of the vessels, a robbed elder of an alien. Monk like. Cary, I see this guy looking the same as the lumpy alien you drew in issue 1, page 1, but Born Again. A pacifist brute. He's nervous, corroborating Rann's report. He's viewed by the reader on the flatscreen monitor in Rann's vessel, staticy.

4
(bottom left of page 3). Same as panel 3 above, but awash w/ fire. The refugee ship has just been destroyed and the pacifist brute is being incinerated before our eyes. Welcome to the Microverse, kiddies!

5
(bottom right of page 3). CUT TO the EXT of the ship as three HOMEWORLD LIGHT ATTACK CRUISERS fly through the ball of fire that seconds ago was a ship filled to the brim w/ helpless living beings, a la Buck Rogers.  The three Homeworld fighters are in an attack wedge.

PAGE FOUR

4 panels

1
INSET HEAD-SHOT of a stunned Rann (top left of page). "Ambush! All-ships: Enable Counter-Measures. Mark!"

2
CUT TO the newly erupted battle. Largest panel of page. At Rann's command the refugee ships are scattering to the four-winds, but too late. Even as the Cruiser manned by the 'Nauts arcs up out of the way of a volley of laser fire, two more ships are erupting into balls of flame for their efforts, while others are taking heavy damage at the hands of the Homeworld attack cruisers. A squadron of three groups (each consisting of a three-ship attack wedge) is eating the refugee ships for lunch. In the BG a Homeworld CARRIER is spilling two more squadrons from it's belly. The question choked in Rann's throat is, "Why? Why are they attacking us!?"

3
CUT BACK TO the INT of Rann's ship. Bug--pulling the evasive maneuvers himself--is telling Rann to worry about it later--they got bogeys on their tails! Bug's also ordering Huntarr (still in the BG) to man the weapons station, and with one elongated arm, Huntarr is there.

4
CUT TO the EXT of the 'Nauts' cruiser. LS as laser fire shoots from their cruiser and slices through two of three attack cruisers. 


Note: I want panel 2 to be pretty big, so if you have to do a HS of Bug for panel 3 and a long-long-shot of panel 4 feel free.

PAGE FIVE

5 panels

1
INSET HEAD-SHOT of Huntarr reporting a direct hit, seemingly emotionless. 

2
The 'Nauts' cruiser is arcing around in a sharp turn, opening fire on the backside of a couple attack cruisers. Another refugee vessel is blowing up, while one of the last ships slowly floats towards the planet below, dead in the water. Smoke is rolling out its aft engines and fuselage. 

3
PAN to the POV of the turncoat Homeworld carrier all but CROPPED-OFF as it's Thorium cannons spit high energy beams at our heroes, scoring a direct hit to the 'Nauts' engines.

4
INSET HEAD-SHOT of Bug reporting loss of shields and engines. They're going down!

5
PULLBACK to an EXTREME LONG-SHOT as the cruiser spirals to it's doom toward the barren planet surface below. This should be the largest panel of the page.

PAGE SIX

1 panel

1
SPLASH. PRINCESS MARI in FULL-SHOT is staring out the domed bay window of her office behind protective glass. She's in formal, almost royal garb and looks weary as if the burden of many worlds rests squarly on her shoulders. Which it does. The decor of the office looks Medieval in motif yet distinctly otherworldly, as does her clothing (she's not in Battle Mari mode, no weapons). Everything's more plush than maybe it should be. Even the windows are framed w/ what looks like crushed velvet curtains. Medieval as it looks, the motif is blended perfectly w/ HW technology and with the thought in mind that the people who designed all this know nothing of our world and haven't a clue as to what cobble stones are. 


This is also are Title & Credit page.


An OP voice transitions us to...

PAGE SEVEN

2 panels

1
Side-to-side panel, narrow. LONG-SHOT. Mari is turning her head around to face the OP voice. Across the large plush chamber stands another woman, equally as elegant and stately. Taller than Mari. Hair coifed like a maiden princess of Arthurian legends. This is PACIS, the elected representative of the HW masses, formerly princess of Polaria. Beside Pacis stands an armored ACROYEAR and an elderly man, humble and somewhat Semitic in dress. This is THALOS. He's the representative of the Sub-Zoners and looks like a Hebrew Rabbi. The distance between them and the largess of the chamber is all symbolic. Note: Pacis is Latin for "peace." Thalos is a bastardization of "tholos" which is a type of Grecian temple, circular in shape and rare. 


In the center of the office is Mari's large desk, filled w/ datapad and requisition chips. A large window sits behind the desk.

2
SPLASH. Show me an ESTABLISHING-SHOT of ROYAL CITY. The surface--for as far as the eye can see--is covered in tents. Thousands of them. Row upon neatly lined row. As neatly lined as they are, it doesn't hide the filth, the sadness, the despair. Wide avenues block these tent cities into city grids, and to grant access to the industrial equipment and food trucks necessary to rebuild a world and feed the displaced populace. The ROYAL PALACE and the BODY BANKS are the only superstructures jutting from the leveled surface of the royal city (smoke rolling out the huge pit that leads to the heart of HW). Both have support grids laced around them and hover vehicles flit here-and-there doing their thing to the buildings. In contrast, the palace is being rebuilt (20' tall statues of Dallan and Sepsis flanking the equally huge archway leading into the palace [maybe one's being erected as we watch]) while the Body Banks are being disassembled once and for all...supposedly.


Now here's the cool part. Hovering above Tent City, just as neatly aligned, are 5 sky cities, hoving maybe a mile off the surface. Cloud City w/o the funky tail, all of 'em, but a fraction of the size (a quarter mile in diameter). Here live and govern Homeworld's aristocracy/bureaucracy. These floating mini-cities are shinny and impressive. Stark contrast to the city of refugees below. Homeworld is a world of Haves and Have Nots. It almost seems hypocritical for such largess on the part of Mari, doesn't it? We'll get back to all that. Plant the seeds, you know.


Shuttle crafts for gov't officials and service crafts of all shapes and sizes are shuttled back and forth between the surface and the mini-cities, making for a busy skyline. From those tent cities, refugee children must be looking up and dreaming of someday becoming part of the world hovering above them.


A cross of dialog between Mari and her advisors and descriptive captions will give the reader the gist of what's going on. Mari is feeling guilty about their sky homes and the fact that they're rebuilding the palace before anything else. Pacis is comforting her, telling her that the faith in the monarchy must be restored before anything else...for the sake of faith. Thalos and Acroyear lend recap narrative.

PAGE EIGHT 

4 panels

1
MCU of Mari turning back to the window, holding a curtain in each hand, looking down at the OP tent city. She's stern faced. Her words are biting. Pacis in the MG looks shunned while Acroyear and Thalos look on.

2
Same panel as above except now Pacis has an assuring hand on Mari's shoulder (here we detail a little more how Pacis was essentially "elected" to represent Homeworld. Mari has lowered her gaze, ashamed and biting her lower lip. Her hands, gripping the curtains, are trembling. "If what we are doing is so right for Homeworld...for the Microverse...then why do I feel like..."

3
A pause, long enough for Mari to snap the curtains closed, then,"...we've closed the curtains on our own people."

4
Move to the other side of the curtains as Mari gathers herself. Largest panel of page. Enough emoting for one afternoon, now it's time to get back to the business of running a ruined world. Pacis and Thalos watch on. Acroyear is on a knee before Mari, cupping her hand and bowing his now helmetless head in a supplicant gesture, also lending his reassurance. He's telling Mari that he knows her as well as she knows herself and that he has faith in her judgment. He says that he's leaving to visit the Acroyear who have made Tropica their new home, but before he takes his leave, "A few old friends would like to see you..." 

PAGE NINE

5 panels

1
Switch Angles as shiny new versions of MICROTRON & BIOTRON emerge from a side door. There programming has been downloaded into the latest versions of their respective models. Biotron is so lifelike it almost looks like he's smiling at Mari, who's turning surprised to see her old roboid friends alive. Acroyear is back on his feet, cradling his helmet in the nook of an arm, wearing a proud smile on his face. He oversaw the refitting of the roboids himself.

2
Close in as Mari gives Acroyear a girlish hug and Microtron & Biotron watch on. Only these four are on panel.

3
Now Mari is giving Biotron the same type of hug she gave Acroyear and patting Microtron on his domed head. Now it's Acroyear's turn to watch on as he tells Mari that a shuttle is waiting for him. Still only these four on panel.

4
Again Acroyear is in his supplicant position and some of the joy has leaked out of the occasion. It's time for him to leave now. Microtron and Biotron are wishing him luck. Mari's telling him that she really could use him right now to continue the search for Karza, but he does have his responsibilities to his own people...people who have branded him a traitor. Acroyear is touching the spot on his forehead where his tattoo used to be. Now it's been derma-regenerated away.

5
PULLBACK. Mari's in the FG turning to wish Acroyear luck. Acroyear, passing Thalos and Pacis in the MG, isn't turning to thank her, helmet still in the nook of that massive arm. He knows his task is a daunting one as he walks towards the arched doors in the BG.

PAGE TEN

5 panels

1
CUT TO the EXT of the sky city as Acroyear's shuttle shoots out a side hatch, giving us a nice aerial view of Tent City and the Body Banks below. It sure doesn't look like the Body Banks are being torn down.

2
CUT TO the INT of the shuttle as Acroyear finishes his calibrations and gets flight clearance from Homeworld Command. His thoughts reveal how he dreads meeting up w/ Cilicia as he mans the helm of the craft.

3
CUT TO the EXT of the craft as it rips across the skyline towards Tropica. WORM'S-EYE-VIEW from Tent City.

4
Reverse Angles and close in to show a small child staring up at the OP craft as it cuts across the sky. DOWN-SHOT. The child is a Microverse refugee, clothed in rags. Filthy and forsaken, a beacon of hope shines in the wide eyes of the innocent child. Sick, hungry and sleeping refugees of all races, age and gender-types lay about outside their tent "homes." The sweltering heat (hot since the Atmospheric Conditioners are offline) of the surface of HW is almost more than most can bear. OP voices are warning that troopers are coming.

5
Switch Angles. Now two HOMEWORLD GUARDSMEN loom above the now frightened child. The guardsmen are sneering at the child in distaste, telling the brat to clear the way. "Damn rabble. As if we didn't have enough of our own problems, the princess invites the scum of the Microverse to wallow in our misery with us. Monarchy be damned, I say." Note: Lost in the lethargic crowd is a shadow cloaked SHADOW PRIEST. 

PAGE ELEVEN

3 panels

1
CUT TO the INT of BARON KARZA'S dark, sterile, hi-tech secret chamber. He's fiddling  w/ controls on the u-shaped console that surrounds him. Three monitors all of the same size arc around him. The left one shows us the space battle between Rann and the HW Attack Cruisers (STAT image if Marvel uses 'em); the center one show's Acroyear's craft ripping across the skyline of Tent City; and the third gives us a full shot of the dreaded Body Banks. Almost lost in the shadows of Karza's chamber are the forms of armed guards. Largest panel of page.


Karza's gloating: 1) he's just sentenced to death his greatest enemy, Rann, and his lackeys; 2) Acroyear has put off his months long, and futile, search for him only to leap into the Ragnor's mouth willingly (Cilicia is sided w/ Karza); and 3) while the blind princess unwittingly believes the Body Banks are being dismantled, those loyal to him are refitting it...and are about to bring the facility back online. He poses a question, then...

2
PAN to a flatscreen monitor on Karza's console. The OOD from issues 2 & 3 reports that everything is ready, the royalist expect nothing and the timing is perfect. Smallest panel of page.

3
PULLBACK to show Karza gloating some more behind his armor. He's pretty pleased w/ himself and is instructing the DOG SOLDIER behind him to ready his transport. The Dog Soldier--now emerging from the shadows--is giving an "aye-aye" with a click of his patent leather heals and a quick bow.

PAGE TWELVE 

3 panels

1
CUT TO the EXT of the CROPPED-OFF SPACE PLATFORM hovering beside Homeworld. Although as busy as Laguardia Airport, one Ambassador Class shuttle stands out. This is Karza's transport and it is flying unfettered towards the hole in Royal Zone's protective shell, transmitting official codes to clear a path.

2
CUT TO the EXT of the BODY BANKS. Karza's transport is moving into position directly above it.

3
CUT TO the INT of the Body Banks as a bureaucrat stops before the sealed hatch of "Control." Punching in his access code, he's half-turning to face one of the two  Guardsmen that flank him, Thorium rifles at port arms. He's pompous and pleased w/ himself. The Body Banks are almost gutted for good.

PAGE THIRTEEN

3 panels

1
Switch Angles as the hatch hisses open. The pompous look of the bureaucrat has been washed away and replaced by horror at the OP sight of Control. One of the guards, eyes shadowed from the visor of his helmet, is smiling a wry half-smile while the second remains passive. Energy signatures in the mouth of their rifles signifies that they've just been activated.

2
PULLBACK to show a bit of the horror the bureaucrat was witnessing. I say "was" because he's being incinerated by a Thorium blast from one of his "guards"--a Karza loyalist. The "guard" is mocking the bureaucrat for his blindness. Karza loyalist w/in the gov't and military orchestrated for all "Guardsmen" at the Body Banks to be Karza loyalists, as well as many of the "Techs" responsible for dismantling it. Largest panel of page.


Techs and scientists lay scorched and dead at their work stations, smoldering from the energy blasts that cooked them alive. On raised platforms and catwalks above the computer stations are more dead, equally cooked.


"Guardsmen" stand sentry here and there, but only one Karza-loyal Tech is in the chamber. He's fidgeting w/ controls and looks nervous. Karza's going to be here soon.

3
UP-SHOT as the ceiling of control spirals open and down comes Baron Karza astride a hover disc. Not even McArthur could make such a smooth entrance. His Dog Soldiers are snapping to attention.

PAGE FOURTEEN & FIFTEEN

4 panels

1
SPLASH. FULL-SHOT of Baron Karza surveying his domain, still astride his hover disc a few feet above the floor. His Dog Soldiers are at attention as the Tech reports that the Body Banks have been retaken for the glory of their lord, Baron Karza. They wont let the Micronauts and the princess make a mockery of their world by letting the riffraff of the Microverse into their world. Karza lead them in the war against the K'Lar. Karza will lead them to victory in this time of trial as well. And as long as Karza keeps his promise of resurrecting his wife and child, he'll do anything the Baron asks. This panel takes up all of 14 and some of 15, designed the same way as pp 2 & 3 from issue 1.


The only thing Karza wants to know is if the Banks are operational. "Yes, liege," the Tech says, "And we are generating those forms you deemed necessary even now."

2
(on page 15). CUT TO the dank pits of the Body Banks. Dog Soldiers walk along catwalks, guarding the techs who are busy fiddling w/ the knobs and buttons used to regenerate life from raw mass (not unlike the K'Lar). In the murky emerald depths of a biotube is a distinctly Centurion silhouette, but the panel is focusing on a bio-bath in the MG. Essentially, the room is horseshoe shaped. Bio-tubes line the concaved wall, each containing a silhouette of a body. In he center of the chamber is a bio-bath. A naked, hairless form is emerging from this bio-bath, dripping ooze, shaken. Karza's OP dialog narrates. 

3
Close in on CHIEF SCIENTIST DEGRAYDE back from the dead. Techs are throwing a thermal blanket over his shoulders and helping him out of the bath.

4
Techs are helping the shivering and slime covered Degrayde walk, explaining that he's been brought back from the dead and Karza is on the verge of defeating the Micronauts and the monarchy. Degrayde is too out of it to really understand what's going on. He's shaking like a lap dog and is still covered in ooze, mumbling something of portent like, "They will beat us...they always beat us." The two Techs are sharing a look as they walk past the bio-tube that's regenerating PRINCE ARGON!

PAGE SIXTEEN

4 panels

1
CUT TO the EXT of Acroyear's shuttle as it shoots across the skyline of the jungle zone known as TROPICA. NIGHT TIME. Narrow side-to-side panel.

2
PULLBACK as Acroyear's shuttle comes down for a landing, retro-engines kicking in and kicking up a dust storm. The landing pad is distinctly Acroyear in design. Three Acroyears in full formal armor stand with their backs to the reader, watching the descent of the shuttle, indifferent to the dust storm that's whipping leaves and branches through the air. The center Acroyear is Lady Cilicia. She's flanked on one side by her adolescent son and on the other by one of her guard. Cilicia has her ceremonial broad sword, as do her two companions, but they carry the ceremonial lances as well. Largest panel of page.

3
Side-view of the shuttle with its hatch down and Acroyear descending it, full armor. At the edge of the landing pad stands the three Acroyears. Lady Cilicia is telling Acroyear that he should not have come. He is a traitor, and his arrival is also the advent of his...

4
We pause and focus on an MCU of Cilicia, then, "Death!"

PAGE SEVENTEEN

4 panels

1
CUT TO the HOMEWORLD CARRIER orbiting the barren planet at the ambush site. Random patrols of Attack Cruisers zigzag about. 

2
CUT TO the INT of the Carrier as the BRIDGE COMMANDER stands on a raised platform, flanked by Dog Soldiers. He's gripping the hand rails of the platform as he grits his teeth, talking into a commlink w/ a subordinate. "What do you mean you don't have any bodies? Is it the crash site or is it not?!"

3
CUT TO the surface of the rocky and barren planet. It's Mars without the pretty colors and colder. Ice crystals glisten off the frozen ground and surrounding outcroppings of rock. In the center of the panel is the crashed cruiser our 'Nauts' had been piloting. It looks like King Kong's had his way w/ it. A few Dog Soldiers are scanning the smoldering wreck while an officer in the FG communicates w/ the Bridge Commander. No bodies have been retrieved and the officer knows it's his ass if he doesn't produce something.

4
PULLBACK to the POV of a dank cavern, just above the crash site. The site is seen at a LS. Huntarr is at the mouth of the cavern looking down at his enemies and noting that the officer in charge is sending out patrols to look for them. Bug's OP voice says something like, "Oh >tik< great! First we're attacked by our own people...

PAGE EIGHTEEN

5 panels

1
Now show me FULL-SHOTs of Bug and Rann, w/ Huntarr staring intently out the mouth of the cavern at the activity below. The cavern is dark and bluish. Bug's laying against the wall of the cavern as Rann splints his dislocated shoulder and broken arm w/ med supplies they retrieved from the ship. Bug finishes his dialog by saying they crash land, get banged up, now they're gonna be >tik< hunted by HW's own soldiers. Wadda day! Rann's diplomatically telling him to shut up, as is Huntarr who says that although they're HW ships he's sure they aren't aligned w/ the Royals. 

2
HS of Huntarr sticking his head out the cavern, morphing his eyes to focus better on the soldiers below.

3
Show us what Huntarr's seeing. MCU. He's watching the approaching patrol. As the lead Dog Soldier scans in front of him w/ a tricorderlike device, he uses hand signals to send off a flank patrol. From this shot  we can see that he has an insignia on his arm band. 

4
Close in more on that insignia. The HW insignia has been replaced by Karza's.

5
Back to the cavern. Huntarr is turning to report his find. Already, Rann has Bug on his feet, arms around each other to help the Insectivorid walk. Bug's wincing, but gripping onto his Rocket Lance w/ his good hand and using it for a crutch.. Simultaneously, Rann is unsnapping the button on his holster in one quick movement. They've got to move deeper into the caverns or the patrols will find them.

PAGE NINETEEN

5 panels

1
CUT TO the corridor outside Mari's royal office as Pacis calls it quits for the night. She's closing the large arched doorway shut behind her, wishing the princess a good eve (let's show a glimpse of Mari working away at her desk, buried behind datapads). The corridor outside the office is lined w/ arched pillars, curtained w/ the same crushed velvet curtains as the window in Mari's office and is just as high ceilinged. At the base of each pillar, and flanking the doors to Mari's office are large vased trees from Tropica. Similar to palm trees. Plush and royal. LS.

2
FULL-SHOT of Pacis as she strides down the wide corridor on long, royal legs that don't reveal the weariness she feels. Her thoughts are her own. Panel right, hidden in the shadows of the arched pillars and behind one of the strange trees is the vague silhouette of a SHADOW PRIEST. His eerie voice interrupts Pacis's thoughts.

3
Show me an MCU of a startled Pacis turning in the direction of the Shadow Priest, who's still but a vague silhouette. He's ordering her to come hither, and his voice is not one to defy.

4
Close in as a boney yellow-green hand, aglow with the Enigma Force reaches out from a loose green rob. The index finger brushes the fore of Pacis's brow. Two words are spoken, "Don't forget." Pacis's eyes are wide and startled, sizzling w/ the light of the Enigma Force.

5
PULLBACK. DOWN-SHOT. Pacis lies unconscious in the middle of the plush corridor. No one else is about.

PAGE TWENTY

5 panels

1
CUT TO Mari's office. She's standing behind her plush desk reading a datapad full of administrative hoopla and requests from world leaders. She has a hand to her weary brow, massaging a headache. Behind her is another domed window overlooking Tent City below.

2
Close in a bit as Mari throws the datapad down on her desktop in disgust and frustration, wondering aloud why she was cursed to such a life. 

3
Now she's staring out the window at her "kingdom," back to the reader.

4
Side-view of Mari. Startled alert, she's facing panel right as an OP voice she knows too well comes from behind her. As does a crimson light show of energy.

5
PULLBACK as Mari whirls around to face that voice, her face that of a warriors. Only she is on panel. An OP voice taunts us, "Ah, little Princess...if you can't stand the weight of the crown, perhaps...

PAGE TWENTY-TWO

1 panels

1
SPLASH. Standing before Mari--who's back is to the reader and is mostly CROPPED-OFF in the FG--is none other than...PRINCE ARGON, FORCE COMMANDER in full-on Centaur-mode back from the dead and loyal to Karza! 


Argon finishes his sentence, "...you should return it to Homeworld's rightful owner...Me...Crowned Prince Argon!"


Don't forget the little "Next Month" strip at the bottom of the page!


End
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