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chapter 001
“I can’t wait that long”

WARNING: REQUIRES A SENSE OF HUMOUR. 
cONTAINS MATURE SITUATIONS, NAUGHTY 
LANGUAGE, DRUG REFERENcES AND LOTS 
AND LOTS OF cONSPIRAcY THEORIES.
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Premier
issue

NO. 420-001

Part of the greatest story ever told
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An OMINOUS FULL 
MOON lights the 
diffuse fog this 2011 
November night as 
a foghorn eerily 
bellows somewhere 
off in puget sound.

The infamous Space 
Needle, testament 
to seattle’s long 
forgotten 15 minutes 
of fame, stands 
silhouetted against 
a newly smouldering 
mount rainier.

A SCRUFFY MAN in his 60’s, wearing a SANDWICH 
BOARD plastered with “Jesus Saves,” “The 
Savior is coming” and “The End is near” signs, 
panhandles on a corner. Others belonging 
to the swelling ranks of the vanishing middle 
class, victims of the radical Right’s Malicious 
wars on peace, do their voodoo.

have
you read 
the good

book
today? screenplay and art by:

look
what it’s 
done for 

me?

hey
buddy - 20 
bucks for 

a good 
time!

He strains against a shopping cart overflowing 
with - well, do we really need to know?

NUKE, a large “HOMELESS” person, lumbers past.
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Anybody
got a light, 

man?

further on we come to the back of the gaswurks nightclub. a CHEF by the name of jesus, an old 
hippie WAITER and HAL LIGHTER emerge from the kitchen. rock music pours into the night.

Nothin
like a little 
420 time.Any time’s

420 time - 
it’s a prime 
directive.

A
What?

You wouldn’t 
understand.

better
let an expert 
take care of 

that.

Be careful
man, it’s super 

potent shit 
and that’s my 

last joint.

Make
 it quick, mr. expert 
- I gotta get back 
before andre sees 

we’re gone.

With a <<CLICK-ShTOONK>>
 of his trusty Zippo...

...he illuminates an OLD DRUNK in the shadows.

Spare 
change?

Prepare 
to be 

amazed.
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Piss off!

The Zippo CLANKS shut the drunk disappears back into the night, echoes 
of his maniacal GIGGLING the only betrayal of his 
whereabouts. A BLACK LIMO screeches to a halt! Come

on man, quit 
screwin’
around.

Can
I have my

joint back, 
man?

Some-
one’s lost 

on the wrong 
side of the 

tracks,
man.

let
me go! I 

said...

...I’ll
take care 
of him...

MARION JONES struggles 
to Get out.

hey man,
that’s just 
not right.

I know,
he’s smokin’ 
the whole 

thing!

With a yank, she’s free. No, man,
it look’s like 
marion’s in 
some sorta

trouble.

Spotting the group, 
she bolts.

Hi, guys. 
How’s it 
goin?

the door gruffly slams shut... 

...and 
The car 
drives 
away.

what’s
that all 
about,
man?

oh,
Nothing

much.
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...anyway,
like, you’re Late again,

and Andre’s boyfriend is 
outa town or somethin, 
and he’s, like, seriously 

pissed...again!

Her demeanor changes as 
the limo disappears into 
the inky blackness.

Didn’t
look like nothing,

man...

Great, 
just 

what I 
need.

She’s about to dash...

Ooh,
Lucky Lady. 

Hey...

Now
what about 
my joint,

man?

Yeah,
like, let’s 
move with 
a purpose 
already.

...You’re
with the band?

Hal, right?

Duh, 
I,...

uh, 
duh...

Uh - 
what’cha 

doing 
later?

Can we 
talk? After 
the show I 

mean?

Duh, yeah, 
sure, no 

problem-o.

She makes for the 
door. Hal follows.

Where 
yu goin 
wit dat?

Pass
it along, 

man...

Silly me. It
appears to have 

gone out. Let me see 
if I can fire it up for 

you  boys.

with a flick of his 
thumb, the Zippo 

snaps to life.

Hey
Lighter, what 

ch’you got dat 
we don’t

got?

It’s
‘cause you’re 
with a band, 

right? Chicks dig 
guys in a band.

<<BURP>> no,
boys, that’s 

an urban myth. 
chicks dig me 
‘cause I got 

class.

Jesus, 
where the 
hell are 

you?

shit!
that’s 

Andre. Save 
some for 
me, will

ya?

I would,
man, but there’s 

nothin’ left! 
He smoked the 

whole damn thing!
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