Darkwing Duck #1
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PAGE ONE

Panel One

A Starducks, your Disney version of a Starbucks. A barista is at the counter, taking customers’ orders. (As will be the situation with most “extras” in this story, it’s your choice which animal this barista should be.) Of all people, she is actually taking LAUNCHPAD MCQUACK’s order. Behind him is DRAKE MALLARD. There should be others in the coffee shop as well, either in line or sitting down to drink. 

BARISTA: Welcome to Starducks. What can I get for you?

LAUNCHPAD: Oh thanks! Gee, how about a Mocha Chocolate Ya Ya…extra dark…

Panel Two

The panel has gone totally dark. All we see are the eyes of Launchpad, Drake and the barista. They are confused. 

LAUNCHPAD: Whoa, not that dark! 

Panel Three

A view of the Starducks our heroes are in from the street. All we see is darkness inside. 

DRAKE (from the Starducks): It looks like this isn’t any normal blackout.

Panel Four 
A wide view of panel three. Turns out Starducks is every other store on this city street. They all have their lights off. 

DRAKE CAPTION: “It’s affecting every Starducks in town, which is every other place in this city! How can St. Canard be the City That Never Sleeps Soundly now?”

Panel Five

Back to the all-black panel. Now the eyes are Drake and Launchpad’s. Drake’s are furrowed and angry, Launchpad is typically wide-eyed.

LAUNCHPAD: Gee DW, think it’s time to break out your other identity and save the day? 

DRAKE: Secret identity, Launchpad, secret! Blackouts don’t affect people’s hearing! 

PAGE TWO AND THREE

Double-Page Splash

From the sky we see the Thunderquack. The center of the page is Darkwing. He is hanging on by one hand from a grappling line coming from the Thunderquack. The scene is a roof of a building. Darkwing, with his other arm, is pointing his smoke gun at the villain of tonight…Megavolt! 

Megavolt, a cup of Starducks coffee in one hand, has some sparks going on in his other hand and his pointing it at Darkwing. In fact, there are sparks being shot at Darkwing right now, although they all miss him. Parts of the roof should be smoldering because that’s where Megavolt’s sparks hit. The Starbucks coffee is bubbling over because of the energy Megavolt’s got going through him (so there should be electricity going on in both hands). Megavolt’s headplug is crackling, too. You know what, let’s have some of Darkwing’s costume (hat brim, cape) hit by Megavolt, showing black burn holes. Not that Darkwing even cares. 

In the background we can see the classic St. Canard skyline, all those building close together with the highest one in the back. 

DARKWING: So Megavolt, you thought your plan to hold Starducks for ransom would succeed.

 DARKWING (cont.): You thought you finally found the one thing that keeps St. Canard awake and alive.

DARKWING (cont.): But you didn’t count on one person. One person whose determination and alertness would still be at maximum power even after running the Mickey Mouse Mousetown Marathon! 

DARKWING (cont): Because I am the terror that flaps in the night! I am the comic book tie-in that doesn’t live up to the TV show!     

DARKWING (cont.): I am DARKWING DUCK

(note to letterer, let’s have “DARKWING DUCK” in the same type as the logo of the book).  

PAGE FOUR

Panel One

An office break room. There’s a TV on in the corner that shows a close-up of Megavolt from the scene we saw on pages two and three. He’s shouting. 

People are around the TV, watching it. They hold coffee cups, bottle of waters. They are wearing typical office, business attire. We don’t have to see their faces, we just need to see bodies standing in front of the TV. I’d hate to do this to you, but since Quackwerks is meant to employee everyone in St. Canard every time we see groups of Quackwekrs employees there has to be A LOT of them.  

TV ANNOUNCER: Thus ended “The Starducks Caper,” the last known adventure of St. Canard’s masked avenger Darkwing Duck! 

Panel Two

We see more of the break room and the people watching the TV. The people are all very bored, emotionless. On the wall we see a sign: 

QUACKWERKS

Where commerce meets imagination (and wins!) 

It should also feature the Quackwerks logo. You, Aaron and I should work out. 

TV ANNOUNCER: Before the days of Quackwerks Corporation, St. Canard depended on unlicensed vigilantes with, at best, questionable tastes in fashion. 

Panel Three

DRAKE MALLARD is in the break room, behind the people watching the TV. He’s pouring coffee into a mug. He’s angry, having just heard what the TV announcer just said. 

DRAKE: What taste in fashion? 

Panel Four

Drake has pushed his way to front of the crowd watching the TV. Drake, as usual, is shorter than everyone else in the room. Everyone else watching TV is still bland and emotionless. 

TV ANNOUNCER: A long way from the safe streets we have thanks to Quackwerks’s CrimeBots! For the Quackwerks Satellite Network, I’m Chip Dipson! Dip Dopson will be back tomorrow. 

Panel Five

Everyone else in the break room is walking out. Drake is in front of the TV, frozen in anger.

OVERHEAD ANNOUNCMENT: Attention Quackwerks employee group 421! There is a meeting on floor 142! The meeting starts at 2:41!  Attendance is mandatory! 
PAGE FIVE

Panel One

Drake is walking towards the elevators, but all ten of the elevators say “out of order” on them. Employees are still emotionless, even in the face of this setback. Drake, on the other hand, is outraged. Show it in a very cartoon-y way, perhaps he’s up in the air, all his feathers pointed; his bill wide open and his eyes are bugged out. 

DRAKE: Can you believe that’s the line they’re saying about Darkw—

DRAKE: HUH—WHA!!!???
NON-DESCRIPT EMPLOYEE (if possible, make their lettering small and mixed case): Oh darn…what an inconvenience. Must take the stairs. 

Panel Two

Drake and several other employees are taking the stairs. 

CAPTION: 1st floor

DRAKE THOUGHT BALLOON: Not a problem. In my crimefighting days I would do a workout that makes Quackwerks HQ and its 200 floors seems like high school gym class! 

Panel Three

Drake and fellow employees are still climbing stairs, but seems to be getting stressed out.

CAPTION: 10th floor

DRAKE THOUGHT BALLOON: I may be getting…a little older. But this is still nothing that would perturb the purple powerhouse! 

Panel Four

Drake is slowing down. He looks like he’s about to faint. All but a few of his fellow employees are leaving him in the dust. 

CAPTION: 99th floor

DRAKE THOUGHT BALLOON:  Still not…enough…to stop…Darkwing…Duck…

Panel Five

Drake has now landed flat on his face in the stairwell

CAPTION: 142nd floor

OVERHEAD ANNOUNCMENT: Attention Quackwerks employee group 421! The meeting has been moved to floor 241. It will now start at 1:24, which is seven minutes ago! 

PAGE SIX

Panel One

Drake coming to his seat. The seating looks like that of a movie theatre, the room is so big. He is flustered.

QUACKWERKS LEADER (off-panel): …The Quackwerks CrimeBots, while thorough in their mission to clean-up St. Canard, will soon receive upgrades…

Panel Two

A wide shot of room. It’s like one of those large university classes with one person at the podium and hundreds in stacked rows and rows of seats. Behind the Quackwerks Leader is a screen of the QuackWerks CrimeBots (let’s work on the designs of those, too!) 

QUACKWERKS LEADER: …that will allow the CrimeBots to zero in on each and every person committing criminal activity in St. Cana—

DRAKE: Excuse me!

Panel Three

Drake standing up from his seat. Pointing a finger in the air, he is making a dramatic point. 

DRAKE: Don’t you think St. Canard has become dependent on these CrimeBots for far too long? What happened to the ingenuity and skill a real live person patrolling the streets brings? 

Panel Four

Show three or four Quackwerks employees dressed neatly, short almost-military style headquarters. They should all have blue in their clothing. 

DRAKE (off-panel): After all, some of you here were cops, on the beat protecting St. Canard like no one else could!

Panel Five

Show three or four Quackwerk employees that look slightly crazed and unkempt.

DRAKE (off-panel): Some of you know how good these cops were. After all, you’re the criminals they use to catch! But now we’re all off the streets, working for this one company! 

Panel Six

A close-up on Drake’s face, clearly getting crazier and angrier

DRAKE:  What is the point of CrimeBots anyway? You know where everyone in St. Canard is. Here! Working their tail feathers off!

VOICE (off-panel): Mr. Mallard?

PAGE SEVEN

Panel One

A secretary has appeared in front of a door at the top of the room. She is calling out to the room. Everyone else in the room is looking at the direction where Drake is sitting.

SECRETARY: Is Mr. Drake Mallard here? Your daughter’s on the line. She’s apparently angered her principal…again.

Panel Two

Drake is now embarrassed and defeated.

DRAKE: Heh…I, uh, I don’t know where she gets it from. 

Panel Three

Drake is now at the secretary’s desk, takes the phone on her desk.

DRAKE: This is Gosalyn’s father. 

Panel Four

GOSALYN is on the other end of the line. She is clearly worked up and animated. She is standing (or jumping around, getting nuts) on Principal Nosemeyer’s desk. She is dressed in a private school uniform. 

The good principal is there, tied to his seat and gagged. It’s a very refined looking office, perhaps with a bookshelf and some school emblem atop. 

GOSALYN: Dad, you wouldn’t believe it! The teachers here are sleeper agents for F.O.W.L.! 

GOSLAYN (cont.): One so-called science teacher tried to teach us how when something is frozen in a special way you can break it with just a hammer. No doubt a former lackey of Liquidator! 

Panel Five
Drake is shocked and scared by what he hears. 

GOSALYN (from the phone): I asked him about wet dogs and…

DRAKE: Gosalyn, honey, no! That’s a very prestigious private academy you’re attending. It’s designed to stimulate students so, uh, gifted as you. 

Panel Six

Drake now looks defeated as he talks into the phone. 

DRAKE: Besides, you know that F.O.W.L. disintegrated a year ago.

DRAKE: So did SHUSH…along with my stipend from them.

Panel Seven

Gosalyn has now calmed down, sharing her father’s melancholy. 
GOSALYN: I know Dad, but there has to be more to life than just ending up as a…a…

DRAKE (through the phone): …data accounts networking officer. 

GOSALYN: Yeah, whatever that is.

PAGE EIGHT

Panel One

Drake now seems totally defeated. His eyes are closed. 

GOSALYN (through the phone): Dad, what do you think Launchpad is doing right now?

DRAKE: I don’t know, dear, I don’t know.  

Panel Two

Drake is now impassioned, telling something Gosalyn very important. 

DRAKE: But you can’t make it known you’ve had any knowledge or connection to that world! 

GOSALYN (though the phone): But Dad!

DRAKE: There are still enemies of Darkwing Duck, found in the most unlikely of places. 

Panel Three
Drake walks to his cubicle, somber in thought. 

DRAKE (small type, speaking softly): Maybe taking her along on those adventures wasn’t the best idea… 

MEGAVOLT (off-panel): Adventures? 

Panel Four

Big panel, big reveal. Drake walks to his cubicle. We see he shares it with Megavolt! 

Megavolt is still crazed and twisted. Except now he wears a shirt and tie (not well). He has no headplug anymore (see “Duck Blind,” Megavolt’s first episode, to see what he looks like without it).  

Drake, it should be noted, is rather nonplussed by all this. To him it’s just the same old cubicle, with messy papers and folders everywhere. 

MEGAVOLT: What do you, a common citizen, know about adventures?

MEGAVOLT: I once almost had this city eating out of my hand, its citizens owing me everything if they ever wanted to use their microwaves again! 

MEGAVOLT (smaller type):  Now help me with this report on Quackwerks’s furniture, nail clipper and lima bean earnings. It’s due in two hours. 

PAGE NINE

Panel One

Drake has taken his seat and is in front of his monitor. 

DRAKE: Yes Megav— Yes, Elmo I’ll get right on it. Cool your electrons.  

Panel Two

Megavolt now looks up from his work. He has just realized something. 

MEGAVOLT: You know Mallard, you remind me of someone…

Panel Three

Megavolt has brought his chair close to Drake’s. Drake is turned around and is quite surprised. Megavolt is right in Drake’s face. 
MEGAVOLT: Have you ever had the desire to go gallivanting through the night, ruining other people’s fun?

DRAKE: No.

Panel Four

Megavolt is getting more into Drake’s face. His nose is smashed into Drake’s bill. 

MEGAVOLT: Did you ever think that a ridiculous purple get-up would strike fear into some of St. Canard’s handsomest and smartest criminals? 

DRAKE: No! 

Panel Five

Megavolt is really in Drake face now. So much so that Drake’s bill is scrunched up. 

MEGAVOLT: Has it ever crossed your mind that gas guns and grappling hooks were the best way to enforce a trumped-up and phony idea of “justice?”

DRAKE: Mmph!

Panel Six

Megavolt is relieved. 

MEGAVOLT: Very well then. I must have that you were someone else. 

PAGE TEN

Panel One

Drake returns to his work. His head in his hands, he looks forlorn.

LAUNCHPAD CAPTION: “DW, Liquidator’s used the cold snap to make beings of pure ice!”

Panel Two

Flashing back to a better time, we see Darkwing Duck’s head, a look of determination and bravery on it. NOTE: DO NOT SHOW DARKWING’S BODY HERE.

DRAKWING:  Not a problem.

Panel Three

Launchpad, on a street corner, is watching four or five ice monsters attack a bank. The ice monsters should be made icicles, as if the scenery in Superman’s Fortress of Solitude decided to turn into walking bad guys.  Police are on the scene; they have their guns drawn. Remember, this is a very cold day for St. Canard. 

LAUNCHPAD: Bullets can’t stop ‘em! The ice just grows back. 

DARKWING (off-panel): Only a small matter.

Panel Four

Big panel of Darkwing Duck’s whole body in a pose that says “ready for action.” He is standing in front of his motorcycle. His left arm, unfortunately, is a snake. The snake is as determined as Darkwing is. In his jaws is Darkwing’s trademark gun.  

LAUNCHPAD: Not to mention, Your left arm’s been turned into a snake! 

DARKWING: Barley worth noting! 
PAGE ELEVEN 

Panel One 

Back to the present. Drake, with his tray in front of him, is in line at the Quackwerks cafeteria getting food. The woman dishing out the food looks bored and what she puts on the plate on Drake’s tray is just gruel. Green gruel. 

DRAKE: What’s it today Doris? Sludge alla Checca? 

DRAKE (small, to himself): =sigh=

DARKWING CAPTION: “Launchpad, I may be mistaken…”

Panel Two

Flashback. The Thunderquack swoops in over St. Canard’s downtown. There a giant carrot with arms, legs and a mean looking face (mouth with sharp teeth). He is destroying the city. He has Dr. Sarah Bellum in his claws. 

DARKWING (from inside the Thunderquack): …but that has to be at least the third largest carrot I’ve ever seen! 

Panel Three

Inside the Thunderquack’s cockpit. Darkwing is still looking directly out, to the carrot. Launchpad is looking over to his left, and is scared
DARKWING: Bushroot may be serving larger portions but the variety is still strictly vegetarian! 

LAUNCHPAD: Well, there’s someone out there who appreciates it, DW.

LAUNCHPAD: Bushroot’s latest creation has attracted the attention of…

Panel Four

A wide view of St. Canard. In the bay we see a giant rabbit, as tall as St. Canard’s biggest building, heading towards the city. 

LAUNCHPAD CAPTION: “…the world’s biggest rabbit!”   

PAGE TWELVE

Panel One

In the present, Drake is getting yelled at by a stuffed-shirt superior in the hall of cubicles. Drake is looking quite frantic. 

STUFFED-SHIRT: Mallard! Where’s that report that was due five minutes ago? 

DRAKE: Right away, sir! Coming soon, sir! 

DARKWING CAPTION: “Time is a delicate thing, Launchpad.” 

Panel Two

Flashback. Darkwing and Launchpad are sitting in SHUSH’s golf cart time machine from “Paraducks.” They both look quite confused. They are in a St. Canard park. It’s a close enough shot so that we don’t see anyone else in the park.

DARKWING: You can never be too sure of what your impact on history will be.

LAUNCHPAD: You’re talking specifically about me right?  

DARKWING: Oh yeah. 

Panel Three

Close-up on Launchpad, still dismayed

LAUNCHPAD: I guess I always wanted a bright future for myself. 
Panel Three

Big panel. A busy day in a St. Canard park. Mothers have their children in strollers. Young lovers share a bench. A family sits down for a picnic. Joggers are running through the park. A man plays fetch with his dog. They all have Launchpad’s features: a large torso, big pelican bill, tuft of red hair and yes, even a pilot’s cap. 

The time machine and our heroes are in the background. 

LAUNCHPAD: But I didn’t think going forward in time we’d see St. Canard…

LAUNCHPAD (cont.): …or maybe the whole world…

LAUNCHPAD (cont.): …become Planet of the Launchpads! 

PAGE THIRTEEN

Panel One

Back in the present Drake is at his desk, surrounded by stacks of papers. His eyelids are heavy as he types on his computer. 

Panel Two

Same panel, but now Drake’s eyes are completely closed and he has stopped typing. 

LAUNCHPAD CAPTION: “DW, Quackerjack’s has turned every G.I. Melvin action figure into his own personal army”
Panel Three

Flashback,. Similar to panel two of page ten, a close-up on Darkwing’s head. His body is not seen. This time, while he still looks determined, DW’s sweating a little. 

DARKWING: A blip on the radar. 

LAUNCHPAD (off-panel): Yeah, I guess it’s not our biggest problem. 

Panel Four

Darkwing, again ready for action, this time in a toy story where empty packets of G.I. Melvin toys are on the floor. He’s trying to hide it, but he’s sweating and under great stress. This time, though, his left arm is Launchpad. Basically LP’s legs are fused together and make DW’s right arm. From there on up LP is as big and full figured as ever. He has Darkwing’s gas gun in his hand. 

LAUNCHPAD: Your left arm’s been turned into me! 

DARKWING: This, I’m willing to admit, is an inconvenience.

STUFFED-SHIRT CAPTION: “All right, now this is getting ridiculous.” 

Panel Five

Present day. Drake wakes up. He’s startled. His stuffed-shirt superior is standing over him.

STUFFED-SHIRT: I’m not paying you to daydream! 

STUFFED-SHIRT (cont.): It’s not even daytime anyway. It’s closing time! Go home! 

PAGE FOURTEEN

Panel One

Drake, along with many other employees, waits outside the Quackerwerks building (the logo on the door) for a bus. 

Panel Two

A bus pulls up to where they were all waiting for it. The bus also has the Quackwerks logo on it. 

Panel Three

This bus is crowded. Blue-haired old biddies and crying babies have seats. Everyone else is standing and is crowded like anchovies in a tin. Drake is standing in the middle of the bus, hanging on to one of the handles from a rail in the ceiling of the bus.  He is not happy. 

Panel Four

The guy right behind Drake starts talking to him. 

GUY: Hey, did you see that report today on that old superhero that used to protect St. Canard? 

DRAKE: Uh…no.

Panel Five

The guy behind Darkwing is looking up, trying to recall something from memory. Darkwing is angry and frustrated. 

GUY: What was his name?

DRAKE: It was probably Darkwing Du—

GUY: Oh yeah, it was Duck-Man, wasn’t it? Good ol’ Duck-Man!

DRAKE: Duck-Man? 

PAGE FIFTEEN

Panel One

Drake looks forlornly out the bus window. He exhales sadness. 

DRAKE:  =sigh=

Panel Two

Drake is looking the window. He sees a  duck is riding a motocycle. A bigger duck is riding in a sidecar. The vehicle should have the Quackwerks logo on it somewhere. Drake is watching them intensely. 

Panel Three

The motorcycle rides off. Drake looks down, sad. 

PAGE SIXTEEN

Panel One

Megavolt is madly rushing out the door of the Quackwerks building. 

MEGAVOLT: Can’t believe I’ve missed the bus again!

Panel Two

Megavolt, standing at the bus stop, is shaking with anger. 

MEGAVOLT: It’s that stinking Drake Mallard! The guy just…just likes to busts my bulbs! (AARON: IF DISNEY PUSHES BACK ON THAT LINE INFORM THEM IT WAS IN MEGAVOLT’S FIRST EPISODE “DUCK BLIND”)
Panel Three

Now Megavolt is pondering something. We have an angle in this panel that allows us to see the street. Driving up to where Megavolt is, an unmarked van is speeding. 

MEGAVOLT: Of course, there also was that weird memo from the toy department that kept me busy…for no real reason. 

Panel Four

The van rushes up to where Megavolt is. The door opens. We don’t see who is inside but a bunch of vines from inside come out of the vehicle and ensnare Megavolt. 

MEGAVOLT: Edison’s sake! 

PAGE SEVENTEEN

Panel One

Drake arrives home. He feels a little better now that he gets to see Gosalyn.  

DRAKE: Gosalyn, I’m home! Did the Muddlefoots take you home from school okay? 

GOSALYN (off-panel): Dad! 

Panel Two

Drake comes into the living room. Gosalyn and Honker are on the computer (Drake is a responsible parent and has the family computer in an open space). Honker is engrossed with what’s on the computer. Gosalyn’s has gotten up from her seat and is now standing in front of her Dad, miming Darkwing Duck. She is still wearing her school uniform. Drake is taken back by Gosalyn’s enthusiasm. 

GOSALYN: How was work? Are they using your know-how to make bigger and better CrimeBots? 

GOSALYN (cont.): I saw two the other day and thought, “gosh, how awesome would it be if they used gas guns and had a cool hat?” 
HONKER: Gosalyn, robots don’t need hats. 

Panel Three

Drake looks at Gosalyn with a sad, resigned look. 

DRAKE: I’m sorry honey but the good people at Quackwerks have their own ideas for the CrimeBots. 

GOSALYN: So what do you do there as a data…network… 

DRAKE: What does a data accounts networking officer do?

GOSALYN: Yeah.

Panel Four

From behind we see Drake goes up the stairs, by himself. Gosalyn looks on, sad.

DRAKE: I don’t know, Gosalyn. I don’t know. 

PAGE EIGHTEEN

Panel One

In his bedroom Drake looks at the Darkwing Duck uniform hanging in his closet. He looks at it with regret and longing. 

Panel Two

Small panel. Drake’s hand pick up the phone next to his bed and dials a number.

Panel Three

Small panel. On the other end is Launchpad. We are very close to him; only seeing his hand with the phone and his bill talking. We don’t see the rest of his face.  

LAUNCHPAD: Hello? 

LAUNCHPAD (cont.): Hello, anyone there?

Panel Four

Small panel. Drake on the end of the line. He has the receiver to his ear but is not saying anything. He just looks downtrodden. 

LAUNCHPAD (through the phone): Hey, got anything better to do than bothering a guy at work? 

Panel Five

Big panel. The Thunderquack in a hangar. We see all of it. Launchpad, whom we only see a bird’s-eye-view of, goes back to cleaning it with a cloth. 

LAUNCHPAD: Sheesh, some people…

PAGE NINETEEN

Panel One

Drake puts down the phone in defeat. If you can work in the Darkwing uniform in the closest that’s great. If not, no worries. 

Panel Two

Drake is in the same position but now the house is shaking. Drake is shocked. 

SFX: RUMBLE RUMBLE

Panel Three

Close-up on a scared Drake. The house is still shaking

DRAKE: Not again! 

Panel Four

Drake is racing downstairs. The house is still shaking. 

DRAKE: Gosalyn! Honker! Get underground if you can! 

SFX (top left corner): KER-ZAP!

Panel Five

Drake looks at the front of the house. Something has made a smoking tear in the middle of the front of the house. Honker and Gosalyn are in the living room, staring at the same thing. 

DRAKE: Oh no…not them…

PAGE TWENTY

Panel One

Three CrimeBots have entered in through the tear. They zero in on Honker. They have long tentacles extended, ready for action. Drake, Gosalyn and Honker are all scared. 

CRIMEBOT 1 (note: CrimeBots should have large, robotic looking text): Honker Muddlefoot! You are hereby arrested by the power invested in us by the Quackwerks Corporation in cooperation with the city of St. Canard! 

Panel Two

CrimeBot 1 has grabbed Honker by the shoulders with his tentacles. Honker struggles but it’s no use. 

CRIMEBOT 1: Downloading music is a crime. 

CRIME BOT 1 (cont.): For illegally possessing the song “Your Love is Like Melting Butter” by Quackwerks Records artist Hannah Alaska you shall serve an indefinite period of time in the Quackwerks Detention Camp. 

Panel Three

The CrimeBots take Honker away. But Drake has jumped on one of the CrimeBots not holding Honker, CrimeBot 2. Gosalyn is running up stairs.

DRAKE: You bucket of bolts! Download music is bad but it doesn’t deserve thi—

CRIMEBOT 2: Attacker sensed! 

Panel Four

Drake receives a major shock from holding on to the CrimeBot’s body. 

DRAKE: AAARRRGH!

CRIMEBOT 2: Attacker repelled! 

SFX: ZZZZZZZZ!

PAGE TWENTY-ONE

Panel One

Drake is smoldering; he is rubbing his head as he smarts from the attack.

DRAKE: I =cough cough= think I need to write a strongly worded memo tomorrow. 

Panel Two

Drake turns around. He is seriously surprised (as in, the most cartoon-y, bugged-out way possible) at something he sees off-panel.

GOSALYN (off-panel): You could do that…

Panel Three

Big panel. Gosalyn is holding the Darkwing Duck uniform from the closet upstairs. Drake is still in shock (less cartoony now, though).

GOSALYN: …or you could let DARKWING DUCK take care of this!  

(note to letterer, let’s have “DARKWING DUCK” in the same type as the logo of the book).  

PAGE TWENTY-TWO

Panel One

Megavolt is sitting in a dark room, blindfolded.

MEGAVOLT:  What’s going on? What moron thinks they can kidnap one of St. Canard’s greatest villains?  

Panel Two

We only see Quackerjack’s hand, not the rest of him, as it removes the blindfold. 

QUACKERJACK (off-panel): That’s just it, Sparky. You’re only one of St. Canard’s greatest villains. 
Panel Three

Big panel. In front of Megavolt are Quackerjack (in the middle), Liquidataor (Quackerjack right) and Bushroot (Quackerjack left). They all look quite pleased, in a crazed sort of way. Megavolt is almost as shocked as Drake was last page. 

QUACKERJACK: It’s time to put the band back together! 

TO BE CONTINUED…
