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SAXOPHONE DEITY is leaning against a red brick wall, wailing on his sax. He is slim, handsome and wears a blue waistcoat covered in little white stars and new moons over a baggy white shirt. His hair is like David Tennant’s Doctor Who do and his face just as friendly as his overall appearance is cool.
Above SAXOPHONE DEITY’s human form, we see his other self rupturing reality: a giant swirling, totemic mass of limbs all carrying their own saxophones and contained as if in the silhouette of a giant manta-ray and the presence of something we can’t quite make out amid. Everything is blurred like in some of the early mad art for Shade the Changing Man, instead of the swirly circles there are numerous stars and moons matching the decorations on his human form’s waistcoat. (have fun with this!)
A radiant blonde has just passed him (from left to right) and has turned her head back over her shoulder, entranced by the music. This is ELIZABETH.

Round the corner of the red brick wall ahead of ELIZABETH is a dark alley way where the shadows and silhouettes of horned, foul demons are visible – a clawed hand clutching the wall.

To the far left, in the distance of the street is HERALD, surrounded by a halo of light. He wears a tattered, dilapidated suit. His hair is a scruffy mess and his appearance suggests he was once a refined gentleman... who has then been subsequently been trampled by life and elephants.

Musical notes emerge from SAXOPHONE DEITY’s sax. They rise upwards and surround the following caption box in the brickwork above...
Caption:

A THOUSAND YEARS PAST, OUR WORLD FORGED AN INSTRUMENT TO RESTORE HARMONY IN A DARK AGE. 

BUT THE GOD GREW TIRED OF HIS DUTIES AND FELL IN LOVE FROM AFAR WITH A PRINCESS - HAUNTING HER FOR A MILLENIUM, FROM ONE RE-INCARNATION TO THE NEXT. WHENEVER DARKNESS STIRS, THE DEITY PLAYS BUT ONLY TO KEEP THE WORLD IN TUNE FOR HIS PRINCESS’ SAKE. 

GUIDED ONLY BY A HERALD WHO STANDS BETWEEN CHAOS AND ORDER, THE DEITY WALKS AMONG US BUT NEVER ONE OF US. AND FOR THAT, HE PLAYS HIS BLUES.

‘SAXOPHONE DEITY’
A GOD ON THE SAXOPHONE...AND OF EVERYTHING ELSE.

 PANEL 1: 
SAXOPHONE DEITY is leaning against the wall wailing on the sax. There are several advertising posters on the wall, one of which is obscured by the SAXOPHONE DEITY from where he is leaning. From the left of the panel, we see the tattered form of the HERALD approaching as if seeing the scene in front of us, over the HERALD’s shoulder.

BOX 1: 
He’d played his first bad note in four hours. He’d heard him coming a mile off.
SUB-PANEL:

 A mid-shot of the HERALD and SAXOPHONE DEITY so that we can see the HERALD’s serious face and SAXOPHONE DEITY rolling his eyes.

HERALD:

THERE IS AN IMBALANCE...

SAXOPHONE DEITY:
 WELL, I PLAYED THAT NOTE SHARP, TO MAKE UP FOR YOUR SUIT.

PANEL 2:
SAXOPHONE DEITY has slung his sax over his shoulder and is walking away from the shabby form of the HERALD who lamely grabs after him.

(Now that he has moved, we see the poster SAXOPHONE DEITY was leaning against bears the RAINY-DAY CORPORATION logo with RAINY DAY CORPORATION written clearly underneath it. There is other text too small to read as well as a photo of a smiling well-groomed man pointing at us Lord Kitchener style)
HERALD:

YOU MAY MOCK MY APPEARANCE--

SAXOPHONE DEITY:
ALRIGHT, YOU DRESS LIKE A MAN WHO HANGS AROUND OUTSIDE SCHOOL GATES.

 SUB-PANEL:


Exactly the same panel as before, except the SAXOPHONE DEITY is now smirking.

PANEL 3:

SAXOPHONE DEITY is walking away, down the street. HERALD does his best to follow.
HERALD: 
YOU MAY MOCK MY APPEARANCE, BUT I BEAR GRAVE NEWS. THE DARKNESS UNFURLS, DEMONS RISE AND--
SUB-PANEL:

SAXOPHONE DEITY holds out his hand to silence the HERALD. 

SAXOPHONE DEITY:
HOLD ON. 

SHE’S COMING.

PANEL 4:

ELIZABETH is emerging from an office doorway, the end of a bad day at work. She’s crying.

BOX:


AND SHE’S HAVING A BAD DAY.
SUB-PANEL: 


Similar shot except the SAXOPHONE DEITY is now standing right behind ELIZABETH. Over her shoulder, we can see him taking a deep breath just about to wail on his sax.

BOX:


THAT WON’T DO.

PANEL 5: 
SUB-PANEL 1:

ELIZABETH is the only normal thing in this panel.  Everything else is a blur of stars, moons, musical notes and fantastic pan-dimensional swirlyness – the glimpse of the SAXOPHONE DEITY’s true form here and there as many limbs bearing saxophones are visible in the madness.

ELIZABETH’s expression is one of exaltation and pure joy as if she’s suddenly found herself showered in her favourite sweets and flowers. 
MAIN PANEL:

ELIZABETH is to the right of the panel walking away, now as happy as can be.
ELIZABETH:

(musical note)

To the left of the panel, SAXOPHONE DEITY is watching his beloved, entranced. He’s ignoring the HERALD to the other side of him.

HERALD:
INDEED IT IS BECAUSE OF YOUR ELIZABETH THAT YOU NOW HAVE A PART TO PLAY AGAINST THE ONCOMING DARKNESS...
PANEL 6:
(if you want to do this panel half and half in terms of proportions)

SUB-PANEL 1:

SAXOPHONE DEITY has a look of wide-eyed shock-horror on his face. The HERALD is at his side, one hand sympathetically on SAXOPHONE DEITY’s shoulder.
HERALD:

FOR HER LIFE HANGS IN THE BALANCE.

SUB-PANEL 2:

Wider shot. SAXOPHONE DEITY stands, still wide-eyed but now with a grim look of determination on his face. His saxophone clutched in front of him like it were a weapon (think the Men in Black posters only less looking cool – more like he’s gonna tear the universe a new black hole!)

PANEL 7:

Action panel. We are in a dark alley way with several scaly, spiky DEMONS looking up. Above us, we can see the SAXOPHONE DEITY leaping from one building to the other, silhouetted against the moon behind him and his saxophone glinting in its light.
(NOTE: I’d love to be able to blow this epic picture up as a downloadable desktop wallpaper, if that changes how you would draw it?)

BOX:

So all night he fought them, the bad-luck demons...

PANEL 8:

Action panel. In the alleyway, a scared DEMON runs towards us as the now-landed SAXOPHONE DEITY beheads another with a swipe of his mighty sax. Several other fallen demons lie at his feet. The alleyway has graffiti on the walls and, amid it all, someone has painted ‘SAVE SOMETHING’ in huge letters.
BOX:

YEAH...AS OPPOSED TO THE OTHER KIND.

PANEL 9:

Night. Over the SAXOPHONE DEITY’s shoulder, we see a pleasant looking house but its front door is in splintered ruins.

BOX: 


AFTER A NIGHT OF VIOLENCE HE RETIRED TO PLAY HIS LOVE A LULLABY.

PANEL 10:

We are now in the house looking out of the splintered door where a distraught SAXOPHONE DEITY and a saddened HERALD stare in. In the foreground at the bottom of the panel, we can see a dead hand lying limp, surrounded by a pool of blood.

BOX:


UNAWARE HER SONG HAD ALREADY ENDED.

SAXOPHONE DEITY: 
YOU SAID I COULD SAVE HER. THAT I HAD A PART TO PLAY.
HERALD:

YES, BUT I’M AFRAID THAT FOR WHAT IS TO COME, YOUR PART TO PLAY...

PANEL 11:

A Steve Dillon-style close-up on SAXOPHONE DEITY’s furious face. Maybe as if slightly from above so we’re looking down and can see his saxophone in there too.
HERALD (OS):

IS THAT OF VILLAIN.

BOX:


NEXT TIME: REPRISALS
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