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A Bold New World! 

The year is 1928. Pilots from The Great War (World War I) find themselves thirsty for daredevil antics and 

adventure. With the cost of warplanes plummeting, pilots buy them at wholesale and launch into business 

for themselves. These “barnstormers” land at local farms, performing stunts and giving rides to make a 

living. 

But giant occult monsters have escaped the conflicts of The Great War! Barnstormers find themselves 

enterprising as adventurers, monster hunters, and hired guns. 

For barnstormers Roscoe Adams and his wingman Clyde Turner, no job is too dangerous! No monster is too 

big! And they don’t accept personal checks! 
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PAGE 1 – (6 Panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot of the field at the farmhouse. ROSCOE is chased to his plane by ANNA and 

CLYDE. Roscoe’s plane is primarily red with white lower wings and accents. 

BANNER: Prologue 

ROSCOE: Picture it, Anna -- a new plane, a new car, and hell, we could even go 

overseas. 

ANNA: Pay for your funeral while you’re at it! Since when do you care about cars 

and exotic trips? 

Panel 2. Roscoe is climbing up into his plane. There’s a rolled up Sears Roebuck catalog (1930s version for 

reference – couldn’t find 20s) in his back pocket. 

ROSCOE: Since now! The mayor’s bounty to kill this toad Kroak is huge. I can’t pass 

it up! 

ROSCOE: Besides, Clyde and I killed monsters like this all the time back in the war. 

Panel 3. Anna, worried, gestures with her arm toward the city. 

ANNA: This isn’t the war! Your only flying lately's been kiddie rides and birthday 

parties. 

ANNA: You haven’t been monster hunting in weeks! 

Panel 4. Clyde is furious as he points to the gun on the front of Roscoe’s plane. 

CLYDE: Not to mention the size of that Kroak fella, Roscoe! I don’t even know if 

that gun’s gonna work. You gotta plan ahead for things like this! 

Panel 5. Roscoe shouts over the sound of his engine as the propeller spins. 

ROSCOE: Exactly, Clyde! I’m thinking about the future! 

Panel 6. Roscoe’s plane soars away from the field towards the sky. Anna and Clyde are watching from the 

ground. 

SFX: Voosh! 

TEXT: Barnstormers! 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Curtiss_JN-4
https://www.google.com/search?q=Sears+Roebuck+Catalog+1928+engagement+ring&es_sm=122&source=lnms&tbm=isch&sa=X&ei=8SEBVMD0HoPxgwTIoIKIBA&ved=0CAgQ_AUoAQ&biw=1594&bih=724#q=Sears+Roebuck+Catalog+engagement+ring+1920s&tbm=isch&facrc=_&imgdii=_&imgrc=iegellyiCWfDuM%253A%3BJpNQU8F-8zxFgM%3Bhttps%253A%252F%252Fimg0.etsystatic.com%252F042%252F0%252F5263438%252Fil_570xN.568239274_56vm.jpg%3Bhttps%253A%252F%252Fwww.etsy.com%252Fl
http://www.wwiaviation.com/drawings/350px-Interrupter_gear_diagram_en.png
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PAGE 2 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot of the monster and city. Roscoe’s plane flies into the city toward Kroak and the 

destruction he’s caused. Kroak is a lot larger than the plane. 

NO COPY 

Panel 2. Roscoe looks at the engagement ring in the Sears Roebuck catalog. 

ROSCOE/SMALL: I have to plan ahead. 

Panel 3. Roscoe, determined, fires a volley of shots with one hand on the gun, one still gripping the catalog. 

SFX: Brat-tat-tat-tat! 

Panel 4. The bullets strike Kroak all over his body, but he doesn’t look phased at all. 

SFX: Thump! Thump! Thump! Thump! 

Panel 5. Roscoe is stricken with panic, the realization of what’s happened washed over him. NOTE: Let’s 

black out the curse word here like it was done with a marker or paint. 

ROSCOE: Aw @#$%… 

 

https://www.google.com/search?q=Sears+Roebuck+Catalog+1928+engagement+ring&es_sm=122&source=lnms&tbm=isch&sa=X&ei=8SEBVMD0HoPxgwTIoIKIBA&ved=0CAgQ_AUoAQ&biw=1594&bih=724#q=Sears+Roebuck+Catalog+engagement+ring+1920s&tbm=isch&facrc=_&imgdii=_&imgrc=iegellyiCWfDuM%253A%3BJpNQU8F-8zxFgM%3Bhttps%253A%252F%252Fimg0.etsystatic.com%252F042%252F0%252F5263438%252Fil_570xN.568239274_56vm.jpg%3Bhttps%253A%252F%252Fwww.etsy.com%252Fl


Barnstormers! • Script Book 

4 

PAGE 3 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Kroak’s tongue has ripped the gun from Roscoe’s plane. The plane is off-balance in the sky. 

SFX: Krack! 

Panel 2. Roscoe talks on his radio as he circles Kroak in the sky. The gun is hanging out of Kroak’s mouth. 

ROSCOE: Clyde? Anna? This is Roscoe… Did either of you pack me a spare gun -- 

maybe a mortar? 

Panel 3. Clyde and Anna are shouting into the radio just outside the barn. 

CLYDE: You idiot! This is that giant winged snake debacle all over again! 

CLYDE: At this rate you’ll have to spend the bounty on a new plane! 

ANNA: Roscoe, listen here… 

Panel 4. Roscoe listens to the radio, deep in thought, and his expression is conflicted. 

ANNA/RADIO: You were born for the sky -- but putting a price tag on your life is foolish. 

ROSCOE: I wasn’t putting a… You deserve better, Anna. That’s all. 

ANNA/RADIO: I deserve a man that comes home alive, Roscoe! Not stuffed shopping bags 

and fancy trips!  

ANNA/RADIO: Now come back down and let someone else handle this! 

Panel 5. Roscoe looks down into his cockpit at a flare gun strapped near his foot. 

ROSCOE: I wasn’t really going to… Aw, damn it. 

ROSCOE: Anna, listen, I have to be responsible here. 

ANNA/RADIO: Roscoe? What’re you talking about? Roscoe?! 

  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Very_light#mediaviewer/File:Webley_%26_Scott_Mk_III_flare_pistol.jpg
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PAGE 4 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Roscoe’s plane flies straight towards Kroak – whose mouth is open, tongue out. 

NO COPY 

Panel 2. Roscoe has drawn the flare gun. 

NO COPY 

Panel 3. Kroak’s tongue has wrapped around the plane. Roscoe remains calm. 

NO COPY 

Panel 4. Roscoe has the flare gun pointed towards Kroak as the tongue reels him in. 

NO COPY 

Panel 5. Roscoe fires the flare down into the plane’s engine, his feet planted on the sides of the cockpit. 

SFX: Ka-Foosh! 
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PAGE 5 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Roscoe has leapt from the exploding plane and monster. Debris from the plane (parts, washers, 

bolts) and frog parts fall all around him in the air. 

SFX: Boom! 

Panel 2. Anna and Clyde run from a truck. Anna is heading in Roscoe’s direction and Clyde is running 

further into the city. 

ANNA: Roscoe, don’t move! Clyde -- go get a doctor! 

CLYDE: Sure, if I can find a doc that isn’t on fire or covered in toad innards. 

Panel 3. Roscoe is leaning on Anna’s arm as she lifts him from the wreckage/frog guts. He sees a washer 

from the plane on the ground. 

ROSCOE: At least the bastard’s guts broke my fall… I need a new plane, huh? 

ANNA: Let’s worry more about your bones than your pocketbook, sweetheart. 

Panel 4. Roscoe holds and inspects the washer from the plane. Anna watches him. 

ROSCOE: I know, it doesn’t matter how I spend the bounty. 

ROSCOE: No ring’s worth giving up my life with you, and no excuse is worth putting 

this off any longer. 

ANNA: Wait a minute -- what ring?! 

Panel 5. Roscoe is on one knee in front of Anna, using the washer as an engagement ring. Anna is 

speechless. 

ROSCOE: Anna, I’ve got something to ask you. 

BANNER: End of Prologue. 
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PAGE 6 – (6 Panels) 

Panel 1. An establishing shot inside the city late at night. DOC LYON is running down the street, a gun in 

one hand and a gold compass on a chain in the other. The figures of four large men are behind her in the 

darkness. 

BANNER: 6 months later… 

Panel 2. Four CULT MEMBERS are running down the street in the direction Doc Lyon went. 

NO COPY 

Panel 3. Doc Lyon crouches in an alley as the Cult Members run past her. She’s gripping the compass.  

NO COPY 

Panel 4. Close-up shot (small panel) of the compass in her hand – It’s golden with a Chinese-looking silver 

dragon etched onto the top (Like this dragon reference except much simpler in design, more like a 

silhouette).  

NO COPY 

Panel 5. Doc Lyon peers out from behind the wall of the alley to see if the coast is clear. 

NO COPY 

Panel 6. Doc Lyon runs back in the direction she came, gun still in hand, towards the darkness. 

NO COPY 

http://www.silverdragonstudio.com/dragons/Dragon3s.jpg
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PAGE 7 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Establishing shot at the farm. Anna and Clyde are outside the barn as they look over the plane – 

This is the New Plane Base style mentioned in the notes. It’s gotten some upgrades at this point and looks 

sleeker in design, but it also looks like it’s taken a beating. There’s a bunch of shiny blue feathers sticking 

out of the engine and propeller. Clyde is pulling blood and feathers with a disgusted look on his face out of 

the engine (although we can’t see the engine itself at this angle – so don’t worry about drawing it). Anna is 

taking notes on a pad and also has the washer from the prologue on a chain around her neck. 

Roscoe is in the background, inside the barn, at a desk on the phone. 

BANNER: The next day… 

CLYDE: There’s a whole mess of thunderbird feathers clogging up this engine. 

ANNA: Next time use my harpoons instead of ramming monsters with the 

propeller. 

Panel 2. Roscoe is on the phone inside the barn at a desk against the wall (link shows an example of a 1920s 

desk setup). There’s a calendar of jobs on the desk next to a pile of bills and a typewriter. The whole inside 

of the barn is set up like a hangar with tools and plane parts. There’s a lot going on in this page/scene, but 

we can always cut and move around if we have to! 

ROSCOE: I know the giant invisible snake is a problem Mrs. Anderson, but -- 

Panel 3. Roscoe is reluctant as he looks at the calendar with a red pen in his hand, the phone in the other. 

There’s a spot for Sunday with “Dinner and Dancing w/Anna” written on it. On Monday, Loraine 

Anderson’s name and “Snake” is written. 

ROSCOE: I can’t push it to Sunday… There’s something I’ve put off for weeks and – 

ROSCOE: Yes, you paid in advance, but -- 

Panel 4. Roscoe, let down from stress, finishes crossing out the “dinner and dancing” plans on the calendar. 

ROSCOE: I understand, Mrs. Anderson. I don’t want your brunch guests getting eaten 

either. 

ROSCOE: Okay, bye-bye now. 

Panel 5. Roscoe has just slammed the phone down. Anna is sitting on the desk next to him with her 

clipboard in hand. She’s got a wry smile on her face, trying to cheer Roscoe up. 

SFX: SLAM! 

ANNA: Any chance that was an elaborate ruse to surprise me on Sunday? 

http://www.historyinsidepictures.com/siteimages/AIR%20B24.JPG
http://thelondonbluebird.files.wordpress.com/2014/03/temp.jpg
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PAGE 8 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Roscoe stands and sorts through the pile of bills, frustrated, as Anna looks up at him with a caring 

smile. She’s worried about him, but is trying not to show it. 

ROSCOE: I’m sorry, Mrs. Anderson paid up front and we need the money. 

ROSCOE: I could pick up another job and move things around for next Saturday, 

maybe even -- 

ANNA: Stop talking. If you take on any more jobs today, you’ll snap. 

ANNA: You know what you need? 

Panel 2. Anna is pulling Roscoe away from the desk with an excited look on her face. Roscoe still looks 

exhausted. 

ROSCOE: A twin to fly while I sleep? 

ANNA: No, you need to do something for yourself -- scratch that, you need to do 

anything for yourself. 

ROSCOE: I don’t know, Anna. We need to prep the plane, set up for the jobs 

tomorrow… 

Panel 3. Roscoe considers what Anna’s saying, scratching his chin. 

ROSCOE: But now that you mention it, I can’t remember the last time I had a beer at 

Slat’s with the other fly boys. 

ROSCOE: Maybe a little free time wouldn’t hurt. 

Panel 4. Roscoe calls to Clyde, who is in the middle of working on the engine. He’s covered in feathers and 

blood. 

ROSCOE: You want a break, Clyde? 

CLYDE: As long as you hose me down first. 

Panel 5. Anna smiles as she pushes Roscoe out of the barn. Clyde is wiping off the feathers in the 

background. 

ANNA: That settles it -- Clyde, grab the truck! We’re going out for beers! 

ROSCOE: Maybe I should prep for Mrs. Anderson’s snake problem first. 

ANNA: We’ll talk about it in the car -- now scoot!  
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PAGE 9 – (6 Panels) 

Panel 1. An establishing shot of Slat’s Bar in the city. There are a few cars and trucks parked outside (car 1, 

car 2). It’s the afternoon and a few PEOPLE are walking about in town. 

SAL/OP: The world’s gone to @#$%, I tells ya! 

SAL/OP: Course, I saw my share of monsters in the war -- shot down a few of the 

bigguns all by myself! 

Panel 2. SAL, a chubby, older barnstormer with a hat and double chin, is holding up a mug of beer as he 

talks to an annoyed and anxious DOC LYON at the table with him in the crowded bar. The mysterious 

compass is on the table in front of Doc Lyon. There’s a bunch of BARNSTORMERS there unwinding. We 

might want to throw in some pictures of planes on the wall, not hyperdetailed, but just the idea that this is a 

place where pilots hang out. 

SAL: In fact, and I’m bein’ modest here, I was the best of ’em. 

DOC LYON: I’m sure you’re a fine pilot, but I need information, not war stories. 

DOC LYON: What can you tell me about this compass? 

Panel 3. Sal inspects the compass with one hand and holds his beer with the other. He’s looking at it 

carefully. 

SAL: Haven’t seen anything quite like it… I heard a few pilots are using monster 

trackers. You know, like spooky objects that help you find critters. 

Panel 4. Doc Lyon, leaning in closer, enticed by what Sal has said. 

DOC LYON: Monster tracker, huh? That means this the key… 

DOC LYON: What do you know about the Iron Dragons, Sal? 

Panel 5. Sal and Doc Lyon are in the foreground. Sal is lifting his beer to have another drink while Doc 

Lyon is looking in the direction of the door. We can see the outline of Filipe and the Cult Members standing 

in the open doorway in the background, but they’re shadowy. 

SAL: Only what we saw on the battlefield. They were a buncha crazy bastards.  

SAL: I punched one out once. Kinda looked like those fellas who just walked in. 

Panel 6. A closer shot of Filipe and the Cult Members standing in the doorway. Filipe is smiling in a 

sinister manner. 

NO COPY 

 

  

http://www.prewarbuick.com/img/cars/f/1928%20McL%2029.jpg
http://www.garyalannelson.com/images/large/VT-07-33-CH.jpg
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PAGE 10 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Filipe and the four Cult Members walk into the bar and all of the Barnstormers are looking at them 

with a guarded expression. It’s clear they don’t belong there. Sal is now at his table alone. Doc Lyon’s chair 

has been knocked over. 

FILIPE: I’m looking for a woman. 

Panel 2. Sal holds up his beer, sloshing more of it out, and holds his gut with his free hand. 

SAL: Those kinds of taverns are on the other side of town, pal.  

SAL: But if you need a pilot, look no further! You’ve got the best o’ the best 

here! 

Panel 3. Doc Lyon is crouched behind the corner of the bar, a pistol (reference) in her hand. She’s wearing 

the compass around her neck. 

SAL/OP: I'm talking about Sal Bowman. 

Panel 4. Sal pokes Filipe in the chest playfully. Filipe is looking down at the finger, annoyed. The other 

Barnstormers are smiling. 

SAL: For the record that’s me, fancy pants. So you need a pilot or what? 

Panel 5. Filipe stands with a devilish grin. The Cult Members behind him grin in a monstrous way, like 

they’re not quite human. 

FILIPE: Perhaps I didn’t make myself clear. Let me try asking again… 

 

 

  

http://www.kvf.no/guns/pistol/bilder/Pistol-Kongsberg-M1914-1928-1.JPG
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PAGE 11 – (4 Panels) 

Panel 1. Roscoe (driver’s seat), Clyde (riding in the back), and Anna (passenger seat) are in front of Slat’s 

bar and are getting out of the truck. The plane is being carried behind them on a trailer. Anna doesn’t look 

happy. There’s a box of tools and a few chains holding down the plane. There’s also a sign on the side 

advertising their services – “Barnstormers for Hire!” 

ANNA: What part of “let’s relax” didn’t you understand? 

ROSCOE: What if someone sees the sign and calls us for a job? This way we’re 

advertising and relaxing at the same time! 

Panel 2. Clyde rubs the top of his head, trying to find the words for his friend. 

CLYDE: Look, buddy, I love killing giant critters more than anyone. But don’t stand 

between me and a beer, you got me? 

Panel 3. Roscoe points at himself with his thumb, angry. 

ROSCOE: I’m relaxing, okay! There’s nothing stopping me from taking an afternoon 

off. 

Panel 4. Roscoe, Anna, and Clyde duck as Sal (knocked out by the looks of him) flies through the window 

of Slat’s Bar. 

SFX: Krash! 

ROSCOE: Ah, @$%& -- Now what?! 
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PAGE 12 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. DOC LYON is firing her pistol as she runs across the room and between the tables in the bar. 

SFX: Blam! Blam! Blam! 

Panel 2. Filipe is holding up his hand with a dragon symbol matching the one on the compass. He’s using it 

to power a green force field to protect him from the bullets, but not protecting the Cult Members, who are 

becoming more monstrous, with sharper teeth and glowing red eyes under their goggles.  

SFX: Splak! Splak! Splak! 

FILIPE: Don’t fight progress, Doc Lyon. That compass is going to help me save 

humanity’s soul. 

FILIPE: Right after I open the door to let Orgath and his children into our world. 

It’s my responsibility and my honor. 

Panel 3. Doc Lyon reloads her pistol. She’s worried, but trying to keep her cool. The compass is around her 

neck. 

DOC LYON: Slaughtering every living soul on Earth isn’t very responsible, Filipe! 

Panel 4. Filipe rushes Doc Lyon like a tiger as she fires at him. The bullets are all missing Filipe. 

SFX: Blam! Blam! 

Panel 5. Filipe has his hand around Doc Lyon’s throat. He’s holding the compass with the other. 

DOC LYON: Ack! *SFX 

FILIPE: Neither is halting progress. 

ROSCOE/OP: Hey, pal -- 
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PAGE 13 – (6 Panels) 

Panel 1. Roscoe, Clyde, and Anna are standing in the bar. Roscoe is holding up Sal (knocked out) by his 

shirt collar. Clyde and Anna have clearly seen what’s going on before Roscoe does. 

ROSCOE: Who the #$%& threw Sal Bowman at my plane?! 

Panel 2. Filipe, Doc Lyon, and the Iron Dragons react in a confused manner, like they were kids caught 

stealing something. Filipe is still holding the compass in one hand and Doc Lyon’s neck in the other. 

NO COPY 

Panel 3. Reaction shot from Roscoe who is now a little more cautious, he’s realized what he’s walked into 

is bad. He’s already lowered Sal down to the ground. He’s assessed the situation, trying to be cautious. 

ROSCOE: Great. Iron Dragons. Crazy occult bastards… 

ROSCOE: Hey, pajama boys, you better set the lady down. You don’t want any 

trouble. 

Panel 4. Filipe pulls the compass from Doc Lyon’s neck, breaking the chain. 

SFX: Snap! 

Panel 5. Filipe and the Cult Members run for the entrance. Doc Lyon shouts behind them. 

DOC LYON: Stop them! That compass could destroy reality! 

Panel 6. Roscoe and Clyde have their fists up as Filipe and the Cult Members rush towards them. 

CLYDE: Insane cult fellas, a mystic artifact, and beer -- This is my kinda getaway! 

ROSCOE: Would you take this seriously for three seconds before --
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PAGE 14 – (6 Panels) 

Panel 1. Roscoe takes a punch to the jaw from Filipe. 

SFX: Wham! 

Panel 2. Clyde shouts at the top of his lungs. 

CLYDE: Bar fight! 

Panel 3. Clyde, Roscoe, Doc Lyon, Filipe, and the Cult Members are in a huge brawl. Doc Lyon and 

Clyde are fighting Cult Members. Roscoe and Filipe are grappling with each other. 

NO COPY 

Panel 4. Roscoe struggles with Filipe over the compass. Roscoe is just about to get it. 

NO COPY 

Panel 5. Filipe knocks Roscoe away with a bolt of green magic energy. 

SFX: Foom! 

Panel 6. Filipe stands over Roscoe, his hand glowing green, about to kill him. 

ANNA/OP: Don’t you lay a finger on my fiancé! 
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PAGE 15 – (6 Panels) 

Panel 1. Anna stands in the doorway holding the machine gun from the front of the plane. It’s comically 

too large for her to handle and she’s wrapped in an ammo belt. 

ANNA: Or you’ll find out why I designed a quick release for our plane’s gun. 

Panel 2. Roscoe is calling out from the floor as he and Filipe both look off-panel, where Anna would be 

standing. Roscoe is terrified and Filipe looks angry but confused, the compass gripped in his hand. 

ROSCOE: Anna, keep your hand away from the trigger. It’s been sensitive lately 

and -- 

Panel 3. Anna fires the gun wildly. She can’t control it. 

SFX: Brat-tat-tat-tat-tat! 

Panel 4. Roscoe, Doc Lyon, and Clyde have ducked to the floor. The bullets hit the Cult Members, 

knocking them back, but Filipe uses his force field again to protect himself. 

SFX: Brat-tat-tat-tat-tat! 

Panel 5. The gun clicks as it runs out of ammo. 

SFX: Click! 

Panel 6. Anna is wearing an embarrassed smile on her face. Roscoe, Doc Lyon, and Clyde are all getting 

up from their feet. The bar is wrecked and the Cult Members and Filipe are gone. Destruction, including 

the knocked-out Barnstormers, lies in their wake. 

ANNA: You’re welcome… 

DOC LYON: Did anyone see where they went? 

ROSCOE: They couldn’t have gotten far. Besides, it’s just a compass. What harm 

could it do? 
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PAGE 16 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Filipe and his Cult Members are on the roof of the bar. Filipe is dangling the compass in front of 

his face. The dragon symbol on his hand is glowing green, as is the symbol on the compass. 

FILIPE: With this, the path to Orgath will be revealed. The world can be cleansed 

of its sins. 

Panel 2. A Cult Member raises his hand to make a point. 

CULT MEMBER #1: Master Filipe, your protective magic is running out and those bullets 

pack a wallop. 

CULT MEMBER #1: We need an escape plan! 

Panel 3. Filipe has spun around, his cloak blown in the wind. His hands are lit up by the same dark magic 

power he used in the bar. 

FILIPE: Excellent suggestion! I need a distraction to gather more power. I can’t 

summon Orgath’s children until then… 

FILIPE: But with this many raw materials… 

Panel 4. The Cult Members are pulled towards each other like a magnet, covered in the dark energy. 

They’re frightened and panicking. 

NO COPY 

Panel 5. The Cult Members’ flesh and limbs are combining like putty as their faces twist in agony. It’s 

horrific. 

CULT MEMBERS: Gahhhh! 

  



Barnstormers! • Script Book 

 

   18 

PAGE 17 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. The Cult Members have formed a giant HOBGOBLIN version of their enhanced selves (with the 

same clothing, a bit ripped, and larger goggles), snorting angrily. It’s as big as a building and is causing a 

small group of PEOPLE who were passing by to run for their lives. Filipe stands on the roof of the bar 

next to the monster on the street. 

FILIPE: Why make a plan when you can make a monster? 

SFX: Snort! 

Panel 2. The MAYOR stands at the window of his office. He’s thin and has a big mustache and 

suspenders. His portly WIFE and little son JOEY are in the office with him and his ASSISTANT. 

MAYOR: For the love of -- Another @#$%&#$ monster?! How much do I have to 

shell out to these barnstormers? 

Panel 3. The Mayor uses a radio on his desk, his back to the window as Joey points out the glass 

excitedly at the giant Hobgoblin outside destroying the city. 

MAYOR: Hello? This is the Mayor calling Slat’s Bar -- We’ve got monster 

shenanigans a-plenty! One of you guys hop into the air now! Over! 

Panel 4. Sal, still out of it, answers the radio as he leans slumped against the bar. 

SAL/GROGGY: Is that you, fancy pants? You need a pilot? I thought you were lookin’ 

for a woman… 

Panel 5. The Mayor’s reaction shot, angry and confused. 

MAYOR: Zounds! They’re all drunker than skunks at a Taft buffet! Who the hell’s 

going to save my city?! 
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PAGE 18 – (6 Panels) 

Panel 1. The Hobgoblin smashes another building. Roscoe, Anna, Clyde, and Doc Lyon watch from 

down the street. 

ROSCOE: This is a pretty $%#@%$ afternoon off. 

Panel 2. Roscoe points down the road and yells at Doc Lyon. 

ROSCOE: You mind telling me why a giant goblin’s smashing the city over a 

compass? Who the hell are you, lady?! 

DOC LYON: I’m Doc Lyon, head of the US anti-monster task force, you dolt. As for 

the compass… 

Panel 3. Doc Lyon shouts back, loading another clip into her pistol. 

DOC LYON: It’s a key and guide to doorways between worlds that can summon 

monsters at will. 

DOC LYON: If I don’t stop that madman he’ll find the door to the granddaddy of all 

monsters. Then the Earth is as good as gone. 

DOC LYON: But I’m overfunded and undermanned. 

Panel 4. Roscoe thinks what Doc Lyon just said over. Anna is pulling on Roscoe’s sleeve. Clyde looks 

like he just woke up on Christmas morning. 

ROSCOE: What was that you said about funding? 

ANNA: Roscoe, don’t you dare. If this is government business, we should sit this 

out. 

Panel 5. Anna gestures around to the destruction as Doc Lyon gives her a wry smile. 

ANNA: Can’t you call in the army? 

DOC LYON: Sure, but they can’t make it here in time. I need to keep on Filipe’s trail 

and get that compass back. 

ANNA: We can radio them for help anyway. Roscoe, take Doc Lyon to the truck 

and -- 

Panel 6. Doc Lyon looks confused as she realizes Roscoe and Clyde are missing. Anna has a frustrated 

look on her face. 

ANNA: You have got to be joking. 

DOC LYON: Where did they go? 

ANNA: I know exactly where they went. 
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PAGE 19 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Roscoe and Clyde are in Roscoe’s plane flying up from the street. They’re missing the machine 

gun, but they’ve got the harpoon guns and weapons cache. Clyde and Roscoe are shouting at each other. 

Clyde is flying the plane. 

SFX: Vroosh! 

Panel 2. Roscoe preps an M18 machine gun in the rear seat as he thinks things over. 

ROSCOE: So if I already regret making Anna mad, does it buy me less of a 

thrashing later? 

Panel 3. The plane circles around toward the Hobgoblin, who is approaching the Mayor’s office. 

CLYDE: You might get three less slaps than usual, but no promises. 

Panel 4. The Mayor clutches his wife and Joey tries to pull away from them to see the monster out the 

window. 

MAYOR: This thing will kill every registered voter from here to the farmlands! 

MAYOR: My God -- I’ll never be re-elected! We’re doomed! 

Panel 5. The Hobgoblin swings its arms down in a powerful strike. 

SFX: Gwarrr! 
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PAGE 20 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. The Hobgoblin screams -- two harpoons are stuck in its chest. 

SFX: Shunk! Shunk! 

SFX: Rawr! 

Panel 2. Roscoe rides on top of the plane’s top wings like a surfer, tied to the frame with a rope. He’s 

firing the MP-18 submachine gun and gnashing his teeth, trying to keep it steady as bullets rip from the 

barrel. 

SFX: Budda-budda-budda! 

Panel 3. The bullets rip into the Hobgoblin as it holds its arms up to block them. 

NO COPY 

Panel 4. Roscoe and Clyde fly past the angry Hobgoblin as it reaches for them. The Harpoons and ropes 

are still in its chest. 

SFX: Vrooosh! 

Panel 5. The ropes have gone taut on the Hobgoblin’s chest, pulling him forward. It looks panicked. 

SFX: Twang! 
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PAGE 21 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. The Hobgoblin is impaled on the harpoons as it hits the pavement. 

SFX: Shlunk! 

Panel 2. Roscoe has his fist up in the air in excitement as he and Clyde cheer from the plane. 

ROSCOE: Yeah! Take that, you oversized pile of -- 

Panel 3. A bird’s eye view of Anna and Doc Lyon standing on the street with Roscoe’s truck, looking 

upwards. 

NO COPY 

Panel 4. Close up of Anna, arms crossed as she looks angrily upwards. 

NO COPY 

Panel 5. Roscoe slides back into his seat in the plane, looking worried. Clyde nervously bites his lip. 

ROSCOE/SMALL: @#$%. 
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PAGE 22 – (5 Panels) 

 

Panel 1. Establishing shot. Roscoe and Clyde have landed the plane on the street. Roscoe has his hands 

out, trying to keep Anna calm as she rushes toward him. Clyde is still getting out of the plane on Roscoe’s 

side of the panel and Doc Lyon is stepping out of the truck on Anna’ side. The Hobgoblin’s body is lying 

dead in the background. 

ROSCOE:  I know no one asked us to do this… But think of it as an audition. A 

chance to leave behind the day-to-day job and do something bigger! 

ROSCOE: I know you’re angry, but -- 

Panel 2. Anna kisses Roscoe passionately, happy that he’s alive. 

NO COPY 

Panel 3. Anna shakes Roscoe by his jacket collar. 

ANNA: Don’t you ever chase after occultists without my help again! 

ROSCOE: Okay, okay. I promise! 

Panel 4. Doc Lyon holsters her pistol. She’s appreciative, but let down that Filipe got away. 

DOC LYON: Thanks for assisting, but I’ve got to be on my way. 

DOC LYON: Filipe’s escaping. Now that he has the compass, the world is in even 

greater danger. 

Panel 5. Roscoe holds out his hand to Doc Lyon as he rests his arm around a worried Anna. 

ROSCOE: I’ve got a proposition, Doc -- you’ve got a budget, we’ve got experience. 

How would you like a little extra firepower? 
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PAGE 23 – (5 Panels) 

Panel 1. Doc Lyon considers the offer, her hand on her chin. 

DOC LYON: This isn’t simple pest extermination, Roscoe. I’ve got a budget big 

enough to pay you a ransom, but I’m putting the weight of humanity on 

your shoulders. 

Panel 2. Doc Lyon and Roscoe shake hands firmly. 

ROSCOE: For an early retirement, I’m willing to carry that three times over, Doc. 

DOC LYON: Your country thanks you, Mr. Adams. 

Panel 3. Anna has her arms crossed as she looks at their grasped hands. She’s worried. She can tell this 

isn’t a good idea. 

NO COPY 

Panel 4. Roscoe looks at Anna with a caring, worried look. She’s looking up at him and holding him by 

the chin. 

ROSCOE: Just think about it -- one big job and we’re done! No more bills! No more 

overtime! But it’s going to be hard… Dangerous. 

ANNA: I wouldn’t sign up if it wasn’t, sweetheart. 

ANNA: Just promise you won’t do anything stupid. 

ROSCOE: That Filipe might have some fancy magic tricks, but he’s a loon. What’s 

the worst he can do? 

Panel 5. An establishing shot of Filipe’s airship above the city, with Filipe standing on the deck, holding 

the compass in his hand. 

FILIPE: Orgath! As I search for you, pave the way for your return -- 

 



Barnstormers! • Script Book 

 

   25 

PAGE 24 – (4 Panels) 

Panel 1. Filipe, standing on the deck of his airship, holds the compass up to the sky as a huge bolt of 

green energy shoots from it into the sky. At the end of the bolt, high up in the clouds, a swirling vortex 

can be seen high above the Earth. 

FILIPE: Send your children to raze the Earth! 

SFX: Kra-Koom! 

Panel 2. Clyde is trying to cut off one of the Hobgoblin’s ears as Roscoe, Doc Lyon, and Anna all look 

up at the darkening sky next to him. Each of them look extremely worried. 

CLYDE:  Hey, Roscoe, you mind getting me the machete from my seat? I’m taking 

a souvenir. 

CLYDE: What’s everyone looking at? 

Panel 3. GIANT MONSTERS, including FURY and SHEN, are falling from the giant vortex towards the 

Earth in all directions. There are so many that we can only see the shadows of some inside. (Feel free to 

make a few up, but I’m thinking a giant starfish, a minotaur, and an ice-golem would be cool. That way 

we can put them in the last issue and keep the rest of the descending monsters a secret for later stories.) 

NO COPY 

Panel 4. Everyone is looking at Roscoe with a worried expression. Roscoe is smiling nervously, realizing 

that he’s in way over his head. 

ROSCOE: Ha-ha… 

ROSCOE: Oh, @#$&. 

TEXT: Next Time: Desert Combat! 

  

 

 

 

 






