
  CHAOS THEORY (A three issue mini-series) 

By Curtis Lawson 

PAGE ONE (Five Panels) 

 

Panel 1. This scene takes place in a far off Buddhist monastery deep in the 

mountains of China. This first panel is a close up of a Buddha statue. Blood 

has been sprayed across the face, as if a sword had cut a person’s neck and 

left the essence of life squirting out. 

 

CAP: 

Now 

 

JI XI: 

Please, brother… 

 

Panel 2. Close up shot of Ji Xi. His eyes are confident, despite his extreme 

circumstances. He looks like an ordinary Buddhist monk and has yet to gain 

control of the 13th artifact. His hands are up in the air, as if to say “I 

mean no harm”. 

 

JI XI: 

There need be no further bloodshed. 

 

Panel 3. This is a much larger panel. We now have a more panoramic view of 

the monastery’s interior. The walls, carved from the natural stone of the 

mountains, capture a natural and minimalistic beauty. 

The scene is littered with the corpses of monks. The dead seem to have been 

dispatched by an extremely sharp blade. Ian Nottingham stands above the dead, 

holding the Blood Sword at the ready. Nottingham is dressed in the garb of a 

monk as well, though he still has his signature long hair.  

Nottingham is facing off against Ji Xi, whose posture screams non-aggression. 

Behind Ji Xi we see a much older monk meditating on the ground. It’s as if 

this older monk is completely unaware of the situation around him. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

You’re all peace and flowers, eh? Real enlightened like? 

 

Panel 4. Nottingham stabs the Blood Sword into Ji Xi’s stomach. His 

expression and body language do not reflect anger or rage as he strikes. 

Rather there is a coldness and unsettling calm that accompanies his violent 

action. 

Ji Xi reacts exactly as one might expect. Pain and mortal terror are written 

across his face quite plainly. His hands instinctively, and quite 

ineffectively, try to grab the blade to stop it from piercing his body. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Sorry, mate. 

 

Panel 5. Nottingham pulls the sword out of Ji Xi’s stomach. Ji Xi falls to 

his knees, clutching the mortal wound in his stomach. 



 

NOTTINGHAM: 

You can’t bullshit a bullshitter. 



PAGE TWO (Five Panels) 

 

Panel 1. This scene takes us to another time and place. We are brought 

to the modest living room of an apartment in Shanghai. Ji Xi is 

dressed in a suit and looking not at all like a monk. He stands next 

to a pretty Chinese girl. She’s in her mid-twenties. They both look to 

be in awe. 

The two are holding hands and looking down at Pandora’s box, which 

sits on a table before them. A slight green glow pours out from the 

seams of the box. 

 

CAP: 

Then 

CAP (JI XI): 

Brother Ian was right.  

 

JI XI:  

So this is it? It’s real? 

 

Panel 2. The girl looks up into Ji Xi’s eyes with passion of both love for 

him and excitement over the moment. Ji Xi stares back at her with the same 

look of love, though his is feigned. 

 

CAP (JI XI): 

I was full of shit. 

 

GIRL: 

It’s real, baby.  

 

GIRL: 

Freedom and chaos. The end of communism, neatly boxed up. 

 

Panel 3. Ji Xi kisses the girl passionately. One hand lay on her cheek the 

other produces a hand gun hidden in the back of his waistband. 

 

CAP (JI XI): 

While knowledge is the stock of my trade, the job is to keep my people 

benighted. 

 

Panel 4. Ji Xi has the gun pressed into the girl’s side and he pulls the 

trigger, as the two are still kissing. 

 

CAP (JI XI): 

Knowledge without wisdom is a burden. 

 

Panel 5. The girl slumps down with an expression of confusion and pain on her 

face. Blood bubbles up from her lips as she looks into Ji Xi’s eyes wondering 

why. 



Ji Xi is holding her up, from under her arms, letting her body fall slowly, 

instead of letting it crash to the ground. Ji Xi Keeps his eyes locked with 

hers as she dies. Some of her blood is on his lips. 

 

CAP (JI XI): 

It is my place to deliver that burden from the hands of the people and into 

the arms of the state. 

 

JI XI: 

Sleep well, wayward sister. 

  



PAGE THREE (Five Panels) 

Panel 1. This scene takes us to a laboratory setting. Pandora’s box 

sits on an examination table in a sealed off chamber with glass walls. 

Outside of the chamber we see a number of scientists working at 

monitors. Amidst this, Ji Xi and his handler are looking through the 

glass chamber. Both are dressed in suits and have kind of a slick, spy 

look to them.  The handler is clearly enamored with the artifact. Ji 

Xi is calm and detached. 

HANDLER: 

Do you know what this is, Ji Xi? The potential this artifact arms us 

with? 

JI XI: 

It’s not my job to know such things, Xiānshēng. I’m simply a delivery man. 

Panel 2. The handler places his hand on Ji Xi’s shoulder, in a friendly 

gesture. Ji Xi returns his kindness with a slight smile. 

HANDLER: 

And you’re smart to keep it that way. Too much knowledge can be a dangerous 

thing. 

JI XI: 

You said there was another mission for me? 

Panel 3. The handler is gesturing casually toward Pandora’s box. 

HANDLER: 

Yes. Since your unique intuition allowed you so easily to track down this 

piece, I’d like you to locate a related artifact. 

HANDLER: 

Another aspect of the grail, if you will. 

Panel 4. Ji Xi gives his handler a slightly confused look. The handler 

responds with a patient smile. 

JI XI: 

I don’t quite follow. 

HANDLER: 

Excuse my western symbolism. The Grail is an allegory for the forces that 

bind all creation. 

HANDLER: 

Legend claims that artifacts exist which serve as a yoke for each of these 

forces. 



Panel 5. The handler continues to speak. We see the glow of Pandora’s Box 

behind him, through the glass. 

HANDLER: 

With control of even a few pieces of the Grail we could usher in an age of 

global peace and brotherhood. 

  



PAGE FOUR (Five Panels) 

Panel 1. We are taken back to the here and now. We are back in the monastery 

from the first scene. In the foreground of the panel Nottingham stands with 

the Blood Sword poised to strike at the meditating master’s neck. The master 

still seems completely unaware of Nottingham’s presence. In the background Ji 

Xi lies on the ground, bleeding out from the wound in his stomach. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Not gonna give me the satisfaction of an Enter The Dragon style ending, old 

timer? 

Panel 2. Nottingham decapitates the master who makes no attempt to defend 

himself. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

I’m more of a Highlander fan anyway. 

Panel 3. Ji Xi lies on the ground bleeding to death watching as the master’s 

body falls to the ground and the Blood Sword in Nottingham’s hands glows 

brighter. Ji Xi is torn by anger, physical pain and emotional anguish. 

JI XI: 

Son of a ...gurgle... bitch. 

Panel 4. Nottingham has his arms raised in a “V” above his head, the Blood 

Sword still in one hand. He stands above the headless body of the master and 

seems to be drawing black energy from within the gaping neck of his victim. 

JI XI: 

Don’t worry, mate. 

Panel 5. The black energy from the 13th artifact, which is within the body of 

the fallen master, continues to flow out of the stump of his neck and into 

Nottingham’s body. The master’s body is lifted slightly into a quasi-sitting 

position as his arms hang limp and lifeless. This seeming animation is the 

effect of the massive power flowing out of the corpse. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

I’ll take good care of your curse. 

 

  



PAGE FIVE (Four Panels) 

Panel 1. We are taken away from the present and are brought into the time 

leading up to Ji Xi infiltrating the monastery. This panel is a close up of 

an ancient scroll that Ji Xi is reading. It has a picture of the skull 

associated with the 13th artifact, set in the middle of a black globe. 

CAP: 

Then 

CAP (JI XI): 

Little lore existed on this nameless artifact. The few mentions I could find 

in ancient texts referred to it as a cursed weapon of sorts. 

CAP (JI XI): 

Any other texts about it, if ever they existed, had presumably been destroyed 

in the days of the Culture Revolution. 

Panel 2. Ji Xi, dressed in a suit, is standing, with a monk who is crying, on 

his knees, before him. Ji Xi has his gun placed against the monk’s forehead. 

This takes place in a more mundane looking temple than the one that holds the 

13th artifact. 

CAP (JI XI): 

Interrogations of religious dissidents yielded little more than sniveling and 

vague rumors of a “temple of the fleshly prison”. 

Panel 3. Ji Xi is dressed in warm, almost arctic style clothing. On his back 

is the pack of a mountain climber. He stands on a crude road, high up in the 

snowy mountains. A short distance ahead of him we see the front of a 

monastery, carved into the face of a mountain. Buddha statues, with the skull 

of the 13th artifact emblazoned on their rotund bellies, sit between pillars 

of natural stone. On the pillars we see carvings of various Buddhist symbols. 

A set of large double doors, made from heavy wood, serve as the only entrance 

to the monastery. 

Despite a minimalistic architecture, there is something extremely beautiful 

and even wondrous about the monastery. 

CAP (JI XI): 

To track down the truth of this myth, I would have to rely on my uncanny 

intuition. My talent for uncovering the bizarre and esoteric apparently knows 

no bounds. 

CAP (JI XI): 

After a mere month of wondering the Kunlun mountains, I stood outside this 

nameless place of legend.  

Panel 4. Inset into the bottom right of panel 3. Ji Xi is approaching the 

pillars before the doors. The angle of the camera puts the skull on one of 

the Buddha’s stomachs prominently in the foreground of the panel. 



CAP (JI XI): 

The draw of a terrifying power grew stronger with each step forward. Little 

did I know it was the cruel hand of destiny. 

  



PAGE SIX (Five Panels) 

Panel 1. Ji Xi places his hand against the wooden door, finding it yields to 

his touch. 

Panel 2. Ji Xi stands just inside the entrance to the Monastery. It is dark 

inside, the only light coming from the open door behind him. Ji Xi is taking 

in the surroundings, waiting for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. 

CAP (JI XI): 

There was an oppressive darkness within the monastery, far darker than the 

absence of light before me. 

MONK (the voice seems disembodied, as if coming from everywhere and nowhere 

at once): 

Welcome, brother. 

Panel 3. A match ignites, driving back the darkness just enough to reveal the 

face of a young monk. 

MONK (normal lettering): 

The master has been expecting you. 

Panel 4. The monk sets the match to the wick of a candle, creating a larger 

globe of light around himself. Ji Xi walks toward him, nervously. 

JI XI: 

Oh? 

MONK: 

Oh, yes. 

Panel 5. The monk leads Ji Xi deeper into the monastery. He is looking back 

and speaking to Ji Xi as he walks. 

MONK: 

You’ll find that the master holds a great many wisdoms. 

  



PAGE SEVEN (Three Panels) 

Panel 1. Here we are taken to the Spartan and humble chamber of the 

monastery’s master. The old master sits with one of his trusted disciples, 

discussing something. The disciple seems worried and somewhat angry. The 

master is calm and even tempered. His eyes are milky white with cataracts, 

though he seems well aware of his situation. 

CAP (JI XI): 

If the master of the temple knew of my arrival, it stood to reason he knew 

why I had come. I still can’t be sure why I was not dispatched right away. 

DISCIPLE: 

This is madness, Zōngshī. Surely you find two newcomers in a month’s time to 

be suspect. And one of them is bakgwei! 

 

Panel 2. This is a close up of the master. 

MASTER: 

I suspect nothing, my son.  

MASTER: 

I know exactly what brings them both. More so than they themselves 

understand. 

Panel 3. This close up shot of the elderly Master’s eyes shows the faint 

image of the 13th artifact’s skull motif written across his cataracts. 

CAP (MASTER): 

I only hope I can reveal to each of them the true reasons for their 

pilgrimage. Otherwise a very hard journey awaits them. 

  



PAGE EIGHT (Panel Five) 

Panel 1. This page will be a montage of sorts, showing Ji Xi’s experiences 

and development in the monastery. The first panel depicts a baptism of sorts.  

Ji Xi kneels naked and alone in front of a massive Buddha. He is pouring a 

bowl of water over his own head, symbolically washing away the greed and 

complexities of the outside world. 

CAP (JI XI): 

The first step along the path of the fleshly prison, as they called it, was 

to shed the baggage from the outside world. Desire, guilt, and anger were 

symbolically washed away. 

CAP (JI XI): Perhaps this explains the curious trust which the monks extended 

my way, bringing me into their fold without question. 

Panel 2. Ji Xi, dressed in the robes of a monk, sits at a plain wooden table. 

There is an old book laid out on the table in front of him. Across from Ji Xi 

another monk sits, talking to the spy. The monk is pointing to his heart as 

he speaks, with an expression of serenity. 

CAP (JI XI): 

I threw myself wholeheartedly into their teachings, hoping to garner some 

knowledge of the treasure they guarded. 

Panel 3. Ji Xi and his fellow monks, including Ian Nottingham, sit in a large 

hall. They all face toward a Buddha as they meditate. The focus of the panel 

is Ji Xi, though Nottingham should definitely be visible in the panel. 

CAP (JI XI): 

Many of their teachings mirrored the ideas of communism, at least on the 

surface.  

CAP (JI XI): 

Fraternity and egalitarianism, the subjugation of ego, the benefits of an 

honest and simple life. 

Panel 4. Ji Xi is doing martial arts training with one of the monks. Ji Xi is 

holding back, trying not to give away the fact that he has been trained as a 

killing machine. It seems the monk is more skilled than he is. 

CAP (JI XI): 

There was an empirical difference between the wisdom of the monks and the 

rhetoric of the party though. Something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. 

Panel 5. Ji Xi is sitting at a table in the dining area. He watches the 

elderly master enjoying a simple meal at one of the tables. There seems to be 

a genuine sense of love and equality amongst them. 

CAP (JI XI): 

While the party used their ideals to weaken and rule the masses, the same 



sentiments provide strength and serenity amongst these warriors of the 

spirit. 

Panel 6. The Monks are performing Tai Chi together in an open hall. The focus 

is on Ji Xi, who alone amongst the monks seems discontent. We do not see 

Nottingham in this panel, though he is in the room. 

CAP (JI XI): 

Empathizing with the enemy had rarely been a problem for me. Here though, for 

the first time I found myself feeling like the villain.   

Panel 7. Ji Xi and Nottingham are performing Tai Chi across the room from one 

another. Their eyes are locked and it is clear that each knows what the other 

is up to.  

CAP (JI XI): 

Instinct told me that I was not the sole serpent in this garden. 

  



PAGE NINE (Five Panels) 

Panel 1. Ji Xi is entering the personal quarters of the old Master. The 

Master is sitting down on a plain cot, with his back to Ji Xi. Ji Xi is 

standing in the doorway, seeking permission to enter. 

JI XI: 

Master, I must speak with you. 

MASTER: 

Come in, Ji Xi. 

Panel 2. The master keeps his back turned to Ji Xi. His hands seem to be busy 

in front of him, though we cannot see what it is he is doing. Ji Xi is filled 

with concern. 

JI XI: 

There are things you should know. About Brother Ian and about myself. 

MASTER: 

You’ve come to share secrets, Ji Xi? Good. 

Panel 3. The Master turns to face Ji Xi. In doing so he reveals that he is in 

the midst of enjoying a Devil Dog. He has a slightly guilty smirk on his old 

face. 

MASTER: 

I’ll keep yours if you keep mine. 

Panel 4. Ji Xi crouches down next to the old Master. His expression has 

slightly softened, but he is even more filled with concern now. 

JI XI: 

The secrets that surround me, as well as those around Ian if I’m right, are 

far darker than clandestine snacking. 

MASTER: 

Ji Xi, you worry for the wrong reasons. 

Panel 5. The ancient monk places his hand on Ji Xi’s shoulder in a fatherly 

gesture. 

MASTER: 

Whatever dark paths brought each of you here, you found your way for a 

reason. 

MASTER: 

It is with sadness for the two of you, rather than myself, that I know one of 

you will get what you came for.  

  



PAGE  TEN (Six Panels) 

Panel 1. Ji Xi looks shocked by the revelation that the master has known the 

truth this whole time. The master finishes off his Devil Dog. 

JI XI: 

You know we are spies and thieves? That we both come for the artifact? 

MASTER: 

Mm hmm 

JI XI: 

Why then let us in? Why not use the artifact’s power to stop us? 

Panel 2. The Master, done chewing his snack continues explaining the 

situation to Ji Xi. 

MASTER: 

To do so would be like fighting back the tide.  

MASTER: 

One of you will lose himself to force and be trapped by the burden of the 

blade. 

Panel 3. The Master has his arms extended in opposite directions, almost in a 

Tai Chi style pose. One of his hands is clenched into a fist and pointing in 

front of him. The other is slightly behind him, lower than the other and with 

an open palm. 

MASTER: 

But the greater evil cannot be claimed by a clenched fist. It can only be 

contained by opening one’s self to it. 

Panel 4. Ji Xi stands up. He is clearly upset with the calm way the Master 

seems to have resigned himself to fate. 

JI XI: 

Neither of us should wield that power.  We’re both bad men who work for 

worse. 

Panel 5. Ji Xi is leaving the room, looking back toward the old master. He 

has a solemn expression on his face.  

JI XI: 

Brother Ian and I will both be gone by dawn’s light. 

JI XI: 

No more evil men will come to poison your home. 

Panel 6. The ancient monk is left alone. He wears a contemplative expression. 

MASTER: 

It seems that events are set into motion.  



MASTER: 

One more Devil Dog before the end, eh? 

  



PAGE ELEVEN (Five Panels) 

 

Panel 1. Half splash page. Nottingham is sucking the power of the 13th 

artifact into him, though it seems to be putting up a bit of a fight.  The 

artifact floats in front of Nottingham.  

CAP: 

Now 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Fight all you want, you bastard magic eight ball.  I could suck out the soul 

from a dying god.  

NOTTINGHAM: 

I’ll be taking everything you’ve got! 

Panel 2. Ji Xi is lying on his back, bleeding out from the sword wound. His 

arms are spread out, palms open. In the background Nottingham is trying to 

syphon the power of the 13th artifact into himself. 

JI XI (small, weak lettering): 

Take me. I open myself. 

Panel 3. The 13th artifact flies quickly and ferociously into Ji Xi’s open 

sword wound. Nottingham is watching in disbelief.  

NOTTINGHAM: 

Oh, no, no, no. 

Panel 4. The artifact, now in Ji Xi’s body, takes back all the energy which 

Nottingham had stolen. Nottingham is doubled over in pain as the power of the 

13th artifact leaves his body. The blood sword falls to the ground 

NOTTINGHAM: 

AARRGGHHH! 

Panel 5. Nottingham is on his hands and knees, clearly still in a lot of 

pain. He seems far more pissed off than anything else though. His head is 

raised and his attention is focused on Ji Xi. The blood sword sits on the 

ground next to him 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Think I won’t come cut it out of you, now? 

  



PAGE TWELVE (Splash Page) 

Panel 1.Splash page. Ji Xi is getting to his feet, completely imbued with the 

power of the 13th artifact. Wisps of black energy dance around his body. His 

eyes are black orbs, stamped with the skull of the 13th Artifact. 

The purpose of this page is to really make Ji Xi intimidating and, in the 

true sense of the word, awesome. 

 

JI XI: 

No, I don’t believe you will. 

 

 

  



PAGE THIRTEEN (Six Panels) 

Panel 1. We are taken back in time again, though now only an hour or so ago. 

Nottingham approaches a large and solid looking wooden door within the 

monastery. A monk, much larger than your average man in every sense of the 

word, stands guard in front of a massive statue. The statue depicts a warrior 

Buddha, holding its palms out in front of it, facing upward. Across its palms 

lay the blood sword. 

Despite his massive size, the monk appears pleasant and non-threatening. More 

of a teddy bear than a grizzly. Nottingham is walking, using a bo staff like 

a walking stick. 

 

CAP: 

Then 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Good evening, Brother. 

 

LARGE MONK: 

Brother Ian! How nice to see you. 

 

Panel 2. This is a close up of the large monk, a smile on his face. 

 

LARGE MONK: 

Duties as the Sentry are often far too lonely. 

 

Panel 3. Nottingham is leaning on his staff, continuing to converse with the 

large monk. He has an inquisitive expression on his face. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Why does the master place guard duties. Are we not all brothers? 

 

LARGE MONK: 

Yes, but the Blade locked here tempts even the most enlightened. 

 

LARGE MONK: 

We are stationed here less to protect the blade from others, than to steel 

ourselves against its song. 

 

Panel 4. Nottingham, with a flick of the wrist, slams the upper portion of 

the bo staff into the bridge of the large monk’s nose. The large monk is 

taken completely off guard. 

 

SFX: 

Crack 

 

Panel 5. Nottingham slams the butt of the staff into ankle of the large monk. 

The monk is clearly in great pain and is still shocked that he has been 

attacked. 

 

SFX: 



Crunch 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Your self-control is commendable brother. 

 

Panel 6. Nottingham spins around, slamming the butt of the staff into his 

enemy’s groin. He is holding the bo staff with a wide grip. 

The large monk is doubled over in pain. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Abstinence from power is a misguided use of will though. 

 

 

  



PAGE FOURTEEN (Six Panels) 

 

Panel 1. With the staff in a wide grip, Nottingham gets ready to bring the 

portion of the staff between his hands down upon the monks head. The giant of 

a man is still hunched over in pain. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Worry not though. I’ll be making off with the source of temptation. 

 

Panel 2. As Nottingham comes down with the bo staff, one of the monk’s hands 

shoots up like a snake and grabs the staff mid-strike. His grip is so strong 

that it splinters the middle of the staff. 

 

SFX:  

Crunch 

 

Panel 3. Nottingham steps back from the monk quickly. He hasn’t missed a 

beat, despite his staff being broken. He now holds one half in each hand, 

easily adjusting his fighting style to these new weapons. 

The large monk no longer looks like a teddy bear, but like a grizzly. There 

is a disturbingly calm anger about him as he squares off with Nottingham. 

 

LARGE MONK: 

I will not allow you to damn yourself, Brother Ian. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

A bit too late for that, by any god’s account. 

 

Panel 4. The monk lunges toward Nottingham with a vicious palm strike aimed 

for the face. Nottingham slips to the side of the blow. 

 

Panel 5. Before the monk can pull his arm back in from his attack, Nottingham 

has buried the jagged side of one of his shards of staff into the flesh 

beneath his armpit. 

 

MONK: 

Aahhhhhh! 

 

Panel 6. Nottingham, getting low, reaches behind the large man’s legs and 

plunges the jagged side of the other bo half into back of his knee. 

 

 

  



PAGE FIFTEEN (Six Panels) 

 

Panel 1.Nottingham walks toward the statue of the warrior Buddha. He leaves 

the wounded monk on the ground behind him to bleed out.  

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

You never get between me and a work of beauty, mate. 

 

NOTTINGHAM:  

Be it a woman or a weapon, you can trust I'll be having my way with her. 

 

Panel 2. The blood sword begins to glow as Nottingham approaches it. He is 

admiring it, running his fingers gently across the flat of the blade as it 

still lay in the Buddha’s grasp. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

My, my. You are a sweet bird, aren’t you? 

 

Panel 3. Nottingham is reaching out for the Blood Sword. He is entranced by 

the power that radiates from it and the beauty of its craftsmanship. 

 

JI XI (OP): 

I would withdraw your hand, brother. 

 

Panel 4. Nottingham turns his head to find Ji Xi, pointing a small pistol at 

him from the entrance of the room. The crippled and bleeding body of the 

large monk lay on the ground between them. 

Despite Ji Xi’s threat, Nottingham’s hand still hovers before the hilt of the 

sword. 

 

JI XI: 

Lest you receive a reminder of the proverb about swords and gunfights. 

 

Panel 5. Close up side view of Ji Xi. His expression is stoic and unreadable. 

He is looking toward the right hand side of the page. 

 

Panel 6. Similar to last panel. Close up side view of Nottingham. A slight 

smirk is crossing his face. He is looking toward the left hand side of the 

page. 

 

 

  



PAGE SIXTEEN (Five Panels) 

 

Panel 1. Extreme close up as Nottingham’s hand closes around the hilt of the 

blood sword. 

 

Panel 2. Extreme close up focused on Ji Xi’s pistol as he squeezes off a 

shot. 

 

SFX: 

Bang 

 

Panel 3. All hell breaks loose. Nottingham has grabbed the blade and is 

diving into a roll to avoid gunfire. Instead of rolling away from his foe, he 

rolls toward him. Ji Xi has fired with his gun and missed. 

 

SFX: 

BANG. 

 

Panel 4. Coming up from his roll, just before the bleeding form of the giant 

monk, Nottingham makes a strike with the blood sword. The tip just reaches 

the muzzle of Ji Xi’s Pistol, cutting through it like warm butter. 

 

Panel 5. Ji Xi drops the now useless gun and takes a step backward. 

Nottingham steps over the form of the large monk. His sword is pointed toward 

Ji Xi. Despite the oriental design of the blade, Nottingham holds it more 

like a fencer than a samurai. 

 

JI XI: 

Just take it. Take the sword and be gone 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

And leave the grand prize for you and the PRC? 

 

 

 

  



PAGE SEVENTEEN (Five Panels) 

 

Panel 1. Nottingham readies for a death blow against Ji Xi. As he does so we 

see the large monk, pieces lf broken staff still poking out of him, rising 

behind Nottingham. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Not likely. 

 

Panel 2. The large monk wraps his arms around Nottingham from behind, 

capturing him in a crushing bear hug. 

 

NOTTINGHAM: 

What the... 

 

LARGE MONK: 

Go! Rouse the brothers. 

 

Panel 3. Nottingham, unable to move his arms enough to strike with the blade, 

struggles against the giant of a man behind him. Ji Xi takes a step backward, 

reluctant to leave the large monk to contend with Nottingham alone. 

 

LARGE MONK: 

Now! Defend the master! 

 

Panel 4. Close up of Ji Xi. He is clearly torn between staying to help the 

monk and the need to stir the other members of the order. 

Panel 5. Ji Xi has turned and is running away to gather the other monks. 

 

  



PAGE EIGHTEEN (Six Panels) 

Panel 1. Nottingham closes his eyes and concentrates as he is being held 

captive. The monk has a stance so wide that Nottingham cannot use his feet to 

strike out and his arms are trapped. His head is too far below the face of 

the monk for a headbutt to be effective. Instead he closes his eyes and 

concentrates.  

LARGE MONK: 

Drop the blade, Brother Ian. 

Panel 2. Close up of Nottingham’s hand gripping the blood sword, as he 

himself is in the grip of the massive monk. The red energy of the Blood Sword 

is traveling up into Nottingham’s arm. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

No. 

Panel 3. Nottingham bursts out of his captor’s grip, red energy violently 

escaping from his body. The monk is blown backwards. Despite the dynamic 

nature of the scene, Nottingham’s countenance is calm, as if he is doing 

nothing more than shrugging out tension in his shoulders. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

I’m rather fond of it. 

Panel 4. Nottingham is walking away, leaving the large monk to bleed to death 

slowly. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

A shame your final meditation will be on the essence of failure. 

BLOOD SWORD (Disembodied voice): 

No. 

Panel 5. Close up of Nottingham he alone hears the voice of the Blood Sword 

and is confused. Despite the strange nature of the conversation he cannot 

refuse the request made by the sword. 

BLOOD SWORD (Disembodied voice): 

Finish him. 

Panel 6. Nottingham turns around menacingly. It is clear that he intends to 

enact the sword’s will and deliver a killing blow to the large monk. This is 

an important moment in the story as the Artifacts themselves are the true 

villains of our story. 

  



PAGE NINETEEN (Six Panels) 

Panel 1. This takes us to the chamber of the monastery where Nottingham will 

have killed the master of the monastery. The master is sitting down 

meditating. Ji Xi and several monks (the ones found dead on page 1, who are 

quite alive in this scene) stand before the master. Ji Xi looks concerned as 

one of the monks is patiently trying to explain something to him. 

JI XI: 

Quickly, we have to get the master some place safe.  

JI XI: 

Brother Ian intends to aggressively relieve him of his burden. 

MONK 1: 

The master has, I believe, come to accept whatever fate has in store. 

Panel 2. The monk who Ji Xi is talking with has placed a hand gently on the 

Chinese spy’s shoulder. He is trying to make Ji Xi accept the will of 

providence. 

MONK 1: 

He said the “the world has changed and with it the rules”.  

JI XI: 

To hell with what fate dictates! I won’t stand by and let some bakgwei 

bastard unleash that power on the world! 

Panel 3. Nottingham has appeared in the doorway and is regarding Ji Xi and 

the monks with a cold smile. The blood sword glows in his hand. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

They’ve proven that they can’t defend it. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Better it be in the hands of a reasonable Englishman then become the weapon 

of some sadistic faux communist. 

Panel 4. Focus on Ji Xi. He is staring down Nottingham but talking to the 

monks as a collective. 

JI XI: 

Please brothers. Is it not our sworn duty to protect the world from the evil 

housed here? 

Panel 5. Several of the monks step up in front of Ji Xi, their eyes on 

Nottingham. Their posture suggests that they are ready for a fight. 

MONK 2:  

Stay at the master’s side, Ji Xi. 

MONK 3: 

We will rectify Brother Ian’s indiscretions. 



Panel 6. Close up of Nottingham. He is all business with no readable 

expression on his face. The Blood Sword is held high, the blade near his 

cheek. The red glow from the sword bathes his skin. 

  



PAGE TWENTY (Six Panels) 

Panel 1. This scene takes us back to the battle between Ji Xi and Nottingham 

that is happening in the present. Nottingham is charging toward Ji Xi with 

the blood sword poised to attack. The sword is glowing with a fury of its 

own, offended by the fact that Ji Xi lived to speak of its touch. 

Ji Xi stands with his hands down by his side. Despite Nottingham pressing his 

attack, Ji Xi shows no fear.  He is overwhelmed with energy and drunk with 

the power of the 13th artifact. 

CAP: 

Now 

Panel 2. Tendrils of black energy strike out from Ji Xi and send Nottingham 

flying backward. Ji Xi has not moved and remains standing in a non-aggressive 

stance. 

JI XI: 

Run away, Ian. I’m not sure I can control this. 

Panel 3. Nottingham is trying to get to his feet looks a bit beaten up by the 

blast of energy. Ji Xi stands talking to him, but seemingly looking through 

him as if his mind is on loftier things. 

JI XI: 

I can feel the aspects of the grail. The divine and infernal. Fire and Ice. 

Chaos itself. 

JI XI: 

It is…unpleasant. 

Panel 4. Nottingham is standing once again. He is taking an aggressive stance 

with the blood sword. Ji Xi is looking down at his own hands, watching as 

black energy dances between his fingers like arcs of static electricity. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

Is it a cultural thing that causes you people to bitch about wielding godly 

power? 

BLOOD SWORD(Disembodied voice): 

He’s making a fool of you. 

JI XI: 

I don’t want to fight you. I need…I need to process all of this. 

Panel 5. Nottingham charges at Ji Xi again, apparently not having learned his 

lesson. Ji Xi continues staring at his hands, almost unaware of the pressing 

attack. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

I’ll save you the trouble. 



BLOOD SWORD (Disembodied voice): 

Destroy him! 

Panel 6. Nottingham’s sword swings but Ji Xi has disappeared, leaving only a 

cloud of black energy behind. The blade cuts through the cloud, but has 

missed its intended target. 

 

  



PAGE TWENTY ONE (Splash Page) 

Panel 1. Ji Xi is crouched down on the ground deep in the wilderness 

somewhere. He is trying to wrap his head around what has just happened and 

trying to contain the great power within him. Images float around him, 

phantasms that are playing through his mind. The idea is to show the mental 

connection that the 13th artifact has with the other twelve (hinting toward 

the way that the curator wanted to use it to bring together all twelve 

artifacts before the world was reborn). 

-We see a specter of icy cold air, almost like an arctic wraith. The wraith 

is doing battle with a beautiful woman with literal fire in her eyes  

-Pandora’s box glows with arcane energy as Ji Xi’s handler studies it.  

-Tom Judge sits on a park bench drinking whiskey from a bottle held within a 

paper bag. 

- A woman’s silhouette snakes from a shadow, as if it were part of it. She 

seems to be stalking some unknowing prey. 

-Nottingham stands in the monastery with a cold fury written across his face. 

CAP (JI XI): 

The power of the monk’s curse burns in my veins like molten lead. 

CAP (JI XI): 

My mind is haunted by thoughts and images that are not my own.  

CAP (JI XI): 

Whatever power accompanies this, I fear I can’t control.  

CAP (JI XI):  

I commented before that knowledge without wisdom is a burden. I know now that 

power without wisdom is an infinitely greater burden. 

  



PAGE TWENTY TWO(Five Panels) 

Panel 1. Nottingham standing in the chamber where the battle happened between 

him and Ji Xi, though it is a bit later on. He is now dressed in a suit and 

appears more like the iconic Ian Nottingham that readers know. He has the 

Blood Sword in one hand, pointed toward the ground.  With his other hand he 

is talking on a satellite phone. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

That’s right, the Chinese agent made his move. Cut the old man’s throat and 

pinched the artifact. 

Panel 2. Close up of Nottingham talking on the phone.  

NOTTINGHAM: 

He had my number from the beginning. A bit distrustful of my complexion I 

imagine. 

Panel 3. This panel is focused on the hilt of the Blood Sword. Nottingham is 

still talking on the phone. 

NOTTINGHAM (OP): 

Yes, sir. He grabbed the sword first, and carved his way through the other 

monks. 

Panel 4. The Blood Sword’s tip is touching a pool of blood on the ground from 

where the monks where slaughtered. Within the blood an image of Ji Xi 

meditating in the wilderness is starting to take form, though it is blurry. 

NOTTINGHAM: 

No, sir. I promise this was a minor setback. 

Panel 5. Similar to last panel but now the image in the blood pool is clearly 

showing Ji Xi meditating in the wilderness. 

NOTTINGHAM (OP): 

In fact, I’ve already determined his location. 

CAP:  

To be continued… 


