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Panel 1: [We are looking at the dark corner of a bathroom. On the floor we can see the 

stark silhouette of a window, where moonlight hits the linoleum. Title and credits appear 

as below.] 

 

      TITLE 

     The Charge of the Silverfish 

 

      CREDITS 

     Story: Russell Norris 

     Art: TBC 

 

Panel 2: [We have closed in on the dark corner and can just make out a small, shadowy 

crack in the wall where white tiles meet the floor.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     They live in the darkest 

      recesses of your home. 

 

Panel 3: [We have closed in further on the jagged hole in the wall.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     They move unheard.  

     They watch unseen. 

 

Panel 4: [We have closed in even further. There is a flicker of movement within the dark 

hole: a sudden flash of silver.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     In the blackest of holes, 

     their spawn is spreading. 

 

Panel 5: [The hole in the wall is now looming large. Inside it, we can see the indistinct 

shapes of silver creatures as they slither about in the gloom.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     Their time is nigh. 
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Panel 1: [A half-page panel. We are practically inside the hole in the wall. Moonlight 

now reveals the front rank in an army of silverfish. They’re silly to look at and should 

offset the serious tone of the narration. But these silverfish still look mean: they stand 

upright with gritted teeth, wearing military berets and commando backpacks. Their 



captain stands before them with a stern scowl on his face, sucking on a cigar and 

beckoning his ranks forward with a pistol.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     The Silverfish are at war. 

 

Panel 2: [Aerial view. We have pulled out and are looking down at the moonlit section of 

the bathroom floor. A platoon of silverfish scurries out of the dark hole, with their 

captain a few steps in front. They move as a tight unit across the empty floor.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     Cursed to dwell in darkness, living 

     off the spoils of men… The Silverfish 

     have grown restless. 

 

Panel 3: [We are down on the floor now, behind the back rank of silverfish. High up 

above them looms the monumental form of a toilet.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     No more will they suffer the indignity 

     of the oppressed. No more will they peer 

     from the soiled underbelly of life. 

 

Panel 4: [We are still behind the back rank. Dozens of ropes have been hurled upwards, 

sending mini grappling hooks over and into the toilet bowl.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     Tonight, The Silverfish  

     make their stand. 
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Panel 1: [We are now up on the toilet rim, with the raised toilet seat rising in the 

background. Many silverfish have made it up this far, many more are still clambering up 

over the edge… and some have lost their footing, dangling perilously above the waters 

beneath. The captain is barking out orders to his frenzied comrades.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     Up onto the dizzying heights of  

     Mt. Flush, where many a soldier  

     has fallen before. 

 

 

 

 



Panel 2: [The silverfish have paraded down into the bathroom sink. They are marching 

past an ominous plughole. A spider’s leg is reaching out of the plughole and pulling a 

screaming soldier down into its depths. In the background, the advance is continuing up 

the other side of the sink without him.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     Down into the barren basin of Plug  

     Gulley, where ancient terrors lurk. 

 

Panel 3: [The silverfish are now swinging on ropes like ninjas over an open packet of 

razors. Several of them have slipped and fallen, sliced in half on the giant blades 

beneath. The captain still leads the way – swinging on his rope, firing his pistol and 

howling up into the sky.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     Over and across the bloodstained  

     dunes of Deathtrap Dip. 

 

Panel 4: [We are looking head-on at the captain. He holds his pistol up, signaling his 

troops to stop behind him. A look of wonder is spreading across his face.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     Until they arrive at the crux of 

     their midnight crusade… 
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Panel 1: [We are looking up from behind the captain’s shoulders. Rising in the distance 

is a large ivory tower with a sacred-looking altar on top. It’s an old hunk of soap in a 

soap dish.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     … the hallowed ramparts 

     of Scrub Peak. 

 

Panel 2: [We are looking at a side view of the troops. A flag on a pole is being passed 

through the ranks, up to the expectant captain at the front.] 

 

Panel 3: [The flag has reached the captain and he now struts towards us with a 

determined look on his face.] 

 

Panel 4: [We are looking out over a sea of silverfish heads. All eyes are on the 

monumental soap dish up ahead of them.] 

 

Panel 5: [The captain has appeared on top of the soap altar, holding the flag up aloft. All 

of the silverfish soldiers are cheering and throwing their berets into the air.] 
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Panel 1: [We’ve closed in on the captain. He is viciously stabbing the flagpole down into 

the soap beneath him.] 

       

      CAPTION 

     The Silverfish are here to  

     stake their claim. Prodigal 

     pariahs, returned from exile. 

 

Panel 2: [A big panel, taking up the rest of the page. We are low down on the soap dish, 

looking up at the captain. He has dropped to his knees, thrown his head back and raised 

his arms to the sky… just like Willem Defoe in “Platoon”. The flag billows out in the air 

behind him.]  

 

      CAPTION 1 

     Our world will never be the same. 

 

      CAPTION 2 

     The Silverfish are here to stay. 

 

      CAPTION 3 

     And they fear nothing! 
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Panel 1: [We are looking at a light switch on the bathroom wall. A human hand has 

entered the panel and is flipping the switch on.] 

 

      SFX 

     Click! 

 

Panel 2: [The entire bathroom is suddenly flooded with bright 60W light. We are looking 

at row after row of surprised faces in the silverfish army: they are alternately wide-eyed 

or squinting, frozen to the spot in abject fear.] 

 

Panel 3: [Aerial view. We can see a human being striding across the bathroom to the 

soap dish, holding a rolled-up newspaper. All across the floor, puny silverfish are 

scattering away in all directions.] 

 

Panel 4: [We are looking at the captain, still on his knees but peering upwards into the 

glaring light with utter terror on his face.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     Although, having said that… 

 



Panel 5: [The human has brought the rolled-up newspaper down hard onto the soap 

dish.] 

 

      SFX 

     SWAT!  

 

Panel 6: [Aerial view. The human is now sitting on the toilet with his trousers round his 

ankles, reading the newspaper. On the soap dish, we can just make out the small 

squashed dot that used to be the silverfish captain.] 

 

      CAPTION 

     … they don’t really like the light. 

 

<<end>> 

 

 

 

 

  


